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CJ'he SHADOW of 
EHRENBREITSTEIN 

By MALCOLM WHEELER-NICHOLSON 

CHAPTER I 

THE ARMY OF OCCUPATION 

ing beneath it, and truly the American 
flag seemed to be shaking with laughter 
at all the age old haughtiness and hwnor-

A Jl\11\IENSE equestrian statue less arrogance which marked the region. 
stands where the Moselle River Everything was dark and gray and 
flows into the Rhine. The somber. 
fiercely arrogant mien, the Below the fortress lay the city of Co

frowning solemnity, the haughty pride blenz, the cobblestones of its narrow old 
portrayed there in the huge bronze figure, streets echoing to the footsteps of many 
proclaim it as the likeness of some former men in olive drab, its high walled build
imperial war lord. Above the statue the ings resounding to the cheerful voices of 
ruins of ancient medieval castles frown soldiers-Americans from New York and 
down sullenly on the valley. Most frown� Texas, from Florida and California. from 
ing of all these fortifications is the bas- Washington and Maine, happy-go-lucky 
tioned, turreted bulk of Ehrenbreitstein, men, not at all impressed with their dig� 
that former great fortress-key to the nity as representatives of a conquering 
Rhineland. army in occupied territory. 

On this day a star. spangled banner The Coblenzers marveled at these men. 
twinkled and rippled cheerfully above the They had never seen such soldiers, nren 
fortress which lay somber and menac- who laughed at everything, including 

' 
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battle and sudden death. The older ones, 
those who had followed Von Moltke in 
1870, shook their heads in downright dis. 
belief that such men could make good 
soldiers. The younger ones. who had 
doffed their uniforms after Chateau
Thierry and the Argonne, were not so 
downright in their disbelief, remembering 
tales that they had heard and things they 
had seen. 

To an officer reared in the cloistered 
seclusion of West Point, brought up in the 
tenets of Baron Von Steuben, whose princi
ples are the rock on which the American 
Military Academy is founded, Coblenz, 
with its stem and martial air, its streets 
resounding to military music, to the high 
clear notes of bugles, to the clatter of 
cavalry, the tramp of infantry and the 
rumble and clank of artillery, seemed in-

deed a fitting and harmonious place. To 
an officer of the caliber of Brigadier 
General Stithcrs it seemed an earthly 
paradise. 

Leaning back in his luxurious limou
sine, his chest covered with bits of vari
colored ribbon, a fur collared overcoat, 
of the style affected by Prussian Guard 
officers, over his shoulders, he was whirled 
rapidly through the streets to the shrill 
clamor of his special automobile horn. 
Whiche\·er way he looked, groups of sol
diers leaped to attention and stood at the 
salute as he passed by. When he arri\'ed 
at last at his own headquarters his alert 
chauffeur stepped nimbly to the door of 
the limousine and opened it, saluting as 
the general came forth. Two sentries on 
duty at the door snapped into rigid at
tention, cracking their heels together 
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loudly as they came to a "present arms" "Why, General, he's only been in the 
that fairly crackled with vigor. Army a month or two. He-" 

The crack of those heels was music' to "No matter. Get rid of him. He's no 
the ears of the general. Had he not him- good." 
self conceived the brilliant idea of requir- "Yes, sir. I'll have it done right away, 
ing the soldiers to put small copper plates sir." Bawl rose, saluted and left. 
on their shoes so that the sound of their For a moment the general was left alone 
snapping to attention should be accentu- at his desk. Before him lay a black bound 
ated ten-fold? volume, a book on the organization and 

His aide leaped to help him off with his training of armies by a Prussian, General 
coat as he entered his offices. His brigade Von Dcr Goltz. Stithers looked at the 
adjutant, Major Timothy, was there, a book fondly. It was a good book. Close 
little, red faced officer with a constantly application to it had put him where he 
placating smile and furtive eyes. His was today; and he fingered his row of dec� 
marvelous ability in agreeing with the · orations absently. Take the case of that 
general under any and all circumstances lieutenant now. If he had not been steeled 
made him an ideal brigade adjutant. to the precepts of Von Der Goltz he might 
Major Timothy stood up respectfully, haYe been swayed by the youth and the 
with an air of being exceedingly proud to inexperience of the young officer. But 
render homage to such greatness as shown "Be stony hearted," says Von Der Goltz. 
refulgent from the brow of Brigadier ''The way to success lies through mold� 
General Stithcrs. ing subordinates to the leader's will, dis-

All this was very soothing to the gen- regarding any notions of pity, friendship 
eral's soul. No less soothing was the at- or other weak considerations. Strike 
titudc of Colonel Sidney Bawl, a fat and terror into the hearts of subordinates as 
Falstaffian commander of one of the in� well as in the hearts of the enemy," says 
fantry regiments, a prince of good fellows Von Der Goltz. 
with rolls of fat around his neck, an un� Stithers looked up to where the rays of 
equaled teller of shady stories, with dark the afternoon sun cast the blocky, somber, 
paunches under his eyes, a veritable hail- shadow of Ehrenbreitstcin onr the city 
fellow�well-met to all the world-at a and thrilled a little at the sight of its 
drinking bout or a poker party or a trip huge bulk and the unyielding power 
around the town. There was something shown in its massi\'e walls and great 
shifty and a little frightened in the depths barbicans. A little out of date it was, 
of his small, piggish blue eyes. He exuded to be sure, but what a magnificent 
an air of deferential good fellowship, more symbol of military autocracy the fortress 
flattering in its effect than even the sim� remained. 
pic homage of the brigade adjutant, His musings were interrupted by the 
Timothy. deprecating cough of Major Timothy, 

"You told me to see you about that who stood in the doorway, a paper in his 
lieutenant of mine, General," said Colonel hand. 
Bawl. "Yes?" The general's voice was a 

The general, feeling in an expansi"e trifle impatient. 
mood, waved Bawl to a seat and offered "Headquarters has sent down the 
him a cigar. report on the disciplinary standing 

"Yes, I have decided on his case." of all the combat units in the American 
The general shut his mouth firmly; he forces in Germany, sir," explained 
prided himself on his instant decisions. Timothy. 
"I want you to prefer charges against "Yes?" replied the general more easily. 
him immediately under the 95th Article "I suppose my brigade shapes up all 
of War." right?" 

Even Bawl's eyes grew round at this. "Yes, sir, indeed, sir, yes, sir," gushed 
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Timothy; then a shade of doubt passed 
over his face. "All except-" 

"Except what?" The general straight
ened out in his chair. 

"Except the cavalry squadron," fin
ished Timothy apprehensively. 

"The cavalry squadron!" exploded the 
general From the way he shot out the 
words it sounded like an oath. 

"Yes, sir," went on Timothy, still a 
little frightened. "It stands pretty low, 
sir, in the comparative scale, sir." 

"How low?" demanded the general 
grimly. 

"The lowest on--on the list, sir," re
plied Timothy in a low voice, and stepped 
back a pace. 

The general had leaped to his feet. He 
paced the floor, his eyes flaming with 
vicious anger. 

"That low mob!" he snorted. "I'll 
have somcbody's head for this, spoil
ing the record of my brigade. l'll 
show them! Have a letter written at 
once to headquarters, asking for the 
relief of the commanding officer of the 
squadron. Issue an order immediately 
confining all men to barracks for two 
weeks-" The general stopped and 
thought. 

"Very well, sir, but-but-hea.dquar· 
ters demands that you explain the low 
standing of this unit under your command 
by return letter." 

And again Timothy took a step back
ward so tlmt now he was nearly out in 
the anteroom; for the general had grown 
white with anger and had flung himself at 
his desk and taken up pen and ink to 
draft a reply. 

General Stithcrs' glow of well-being 
had been thoroughly ruined for the day 
and somebody would pay for it. The 
general's trim, spare figure shook with 
suppressed anger as he wrote the in· 
dorsement to the letter. Being an 
infantry officer, his opinions of cavalry 
were none too high to start with. His 
thoughts of all cavalry in general, and 
of this squadron in particular, were 
too sulphurous to admit of discussion in 
mixed company. 

A RIGHT under Ehrenbreitstein 
clustered the cavalry barracks 
and stable<>. The normal ac
tivity of a cavalry stable has 

something cheerful about it. The multi
tude of tasks which the care of horses en
tails arc generally carried out with the 
same good natured acceptance of matters 
that characterize<> the American soldier. 
Men grooming, feeding and watering 
horses find time to chaff each other, to 
carry on animated conversations and to 
indulge in a normal amount of laughter. 

The lengthening rays of the afternoon 
sun threw the shadow of Ehrenbreitstein 
over the stable yard. Men moved around 
in its gloom silently and listlessly. The 
only sounds to break the stillness were 
the occasional rap of currycomb against 
brush or the angry scolding of some horse 
that was slow in standing over. An air of 
settled gloom pervaded the place. 

Sergeant Brady worked over the clean
ing of a flat saddle. 

"Believe me," he averred, "I seen some 
soldicrin' in my time. I been in the 
Islands, I been in Cuba, I been on the 
Border, but you can lead me out in hob
bles if I ever seen any soldierin' like this." 

"Soldierin'? You ain't aimin' to dig
nify this here wild jamboree we're bein' 
put through by the name of soldierin'?" 
Matson's voice was full of scorn. 

Two men, wearing the crossed rifles of 
the infantry on their collar tabs, came 
sauntering into the courtyard, looking 
bland and unconcerned, almost too bland 
and unconcerned. 

Brady and Matson regarded them sour· 
ly and bent anew to their tasks. 

"Hi, Matson," called one of the new 
arrivals. "C'mon and let's mooch down 
to Fritz's cafe." · 

"Go t'hell, will you?" Matson's re· 
sponse was brief and acid. 

The taller of the two infantrymen 
looked at his companion in mock surprise. 

"How come, Matty, old kid? You 
ain't meani�' to say you gotta stay here 
on fatigue the rest o' the day?" 

"You know damn' well I gotta stay 
here the rest of the day!" snorted l\fatson. 



"Now, ain't tha:t too bad!" The taU .in-- ten o'clock last night. Now all the of
fantryman turned to his companion, 'look- ficers' women in Coblenz wants to go 
ing ·surprised and sympathetic. "Jus' ridin', 1 suppose. Sure, make 'em art 
think, these here poor cavalry guys gotta happy, that's our motto, All we need is 
work all day. It's hard, ain't it?" two or three hours sleep a week. JVe 

"Cruel hard!' grinned his companion. ain't kickin'. Go on, read off the punish-
" But never mind, Matson," comforted mcnt list." 

the tall infantryman. "I'll mosey down "Let's see; two horses, gentle, for 
and tell Greta you're too busy to look her Major Townsend's wife and sister and a 
up." good man to look after 'em-" 

"You go foolin' around Greta and the "He'll have to be a good man, by jeez, 
next suit of clothes you're gonna wear'll gettin' up at five in the morning, workin' 
be madeouta wood." Matson's voice was like hell all day, takin' a couple o' dizzy 
baleful. females ridin', missin' his supper, comin' 

"Ain't he the generous guy!" mar- in after dark, feedin' and cleanin' three 
veled the tall infantryman. horses and three saddles before he hits the 

Brady's voice boomed in:  hay.  How come that doughboy major 
"Lay off that stuff! Getta hell outa rates horses from the cavalry anyway for 

here!" his family? Is this here a cavalry outfit 
"Whadda you know about that?" mar- or a livery stable?" 

veled the infantryman. "It's gettin' so a The troop clerk shrugged his shoulders, 
guy can't even come in here to pass the waiting until the storm died down. 
time o' day without gettin' treated dis- "It ain't ours to reason why; it's ours 
courteous." to do or die," said 1'\fatson. 

"I'll do worse than treat you discourte- "Three ·horses for Major Drake, his 
ous," explained Brady, rising slowly. wife and daughter, and a good orderly-'' 
"I'll comb your Taven locks with that "Yep, he's a tooth carpenter," com
there pitchfork if you don't get outa here. men ted Brady bitterly. "Go on." 
You heard me!" The two visitors faded "Two horses for Lieutenant Smith and 
out of the picture. his girl, and a orderly," continued the 

"It's bad enough havin' to work twenty- clerk. 
six hours a day without havin' every "Why can't that four eyed little nitwit 
lousy doughboy and his brother come in do his courtin' on foot, and why the hell 
here razzin' us about it," growled Brady. does he need an orderly?'' demanded 
Then, looking toward the .door of the Brady. "Don't he neYer figger that a 
orderly room- "Here comes more soldier might want to look up a girl 
trouble," he announced. friend hisself once in awhile?" 

"Sergeant Brady." The voice of the The troop clerk replied nothing to this, 
orderly room clerk came across the stable but studied the list and appeared to hesi
yard. tate before announcing the next name. 

"Yeh." Brady turned morose ·eyes on He cleared his throat once or twice. 
the approaching soWier. "I ain't deef," 
he explained. 

The troop clerk came on with a paper 
in his hand. 

"You gotta turn out thirteen horses this 
afternoon and five men with 'em," an
nounced the clerk. 

"Sure," said Brady. "These horses 
been out all day at drill and saber prac
tise, the men been drillin', clcanin' equip
ment and dog-robbin' for officers up to 

� "GO ON, gi\'e the rest of the 
bad news. It's got so's if 1 had 
five minutes off all to myself 1 
wouldn't know what to do with 

it," stated Brady. 
"Two of the best horses in the squadron 

for General Stithers and his nephew-and 
the best orderly in the squadron." 

The three men looked at one another in 
stony silence. Down at the end of the 
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stable yard a lonesome horse whinnied for 
his stable mate. Across the way the 
horseshoer hammered slowly and heavily 
at his forge. A squad of men with a 
wagon, working away at policing the 
stablcyanl, pa.ssed the three men and 
looked at them curiously as they stood 
there. Brady's face was black with anger. 
Matson's fists clenched and unclenched 
and his eyes glittered. The troop clerk 
looked from one to the other, subdued 
and a little timorous. Then he cleared his 
throat again. _ 

"Orders out now from Stithers we gotta 
begin bayonet practise tomorrow-" 

''Bayonet practise!" Again the two 
men looked at each other. "Bayonet 
practise for cavalry-" 

"I give up," announced Brady. "Ain't 
there a officer in this here cavalry outfit 
with guts enough to tell that crazy galoot 
that we ain't through our work now until 
ten or eleven at night, Saturdays, Sun· 
days and holidays included?" 

"Retz is relieved and we got a new 
C. 0. oomin'," interposed the troop 
clerk. "His name's Davies." 

Bmdy looked uninterested. 
Matson pricked up his ears. 
"Not Davies outa. the old Srd?" he 

asked curiously. 
"Yeh, one o' the guys in the office says 

he used to know him in the Srd." 
''That's him." Matson nodded and 

turned to Brady. "Why, boy, don't you 
know who he is?" 

Brady shook his head. 
"Why, man alive, he's the guy that 

busted up that near mutiny in the nigger 
cavalry and got old Timmy Phelan before 
a retirin' board after old Timmy had put 
about half the regiment in the hospital!" 

"Sure, I heard o' him," nodded Brady, 
"but he can't do nothin' around here. 
What can a major do against a high and 
mighty B. G. as mean as this here Stithers 
coyote?" 

The troop clerk turned to go. 
"Oh, ych," he added. "Stithers has 

confined the whole outfit to barracks for 
two weeks on account o' our disciplinary 
standing." 

''We been confined to barracks for 
months anyway. What difference does 
that make?" Brady shrugged his shoul· 
ders. ''When's this guy Davies due to 
arrive?" 

"Most any time now." 
"Well, here's hopin' he gets here before 

the hull outfit goes over the hill. I'll be 
makin' tracks outa here myself pretty 
soon if things go on gettin' worse and 
worse." 

"Oh, things'll be all right soon's Davies 
gets here," comforted .Matson. 

Brady shook his head. 
"His intentions may be good, but he'll 

be up against one o' the meanest guys 
that ever wore shoe leather when heget.s 
up against Stithers, and I don't mean 
maybe." 

"There'll be some fur Ryin', I'm -tellin' 
you. Davies ain't gonna sit tight and say 
nothin' when he sees what's goin' on." 
:Matson was all confidence. 

The YOice of the troop clerk called from 
the orderly room. 

"Hey! Sergeant Bmdy! There's an 
order just come in for fifteen men and a 
wagon to go up immediately and police 
up the polo field. Headquarters wants to 
play a game tomorrow." 

"How about supper for them men?" 
Brady called back. 

"[ dunno. They got to get up there 
right away and take a chance on gettin' 
somethin' when they get back." 

"Take a chance? Whadda you mean, 
take a chance?" shouted Brady angrily; 
then shrugging his shoulders, he turned 
to look up his men. "Oh, hell, what's the 
usc?" he growled. 1j "DON'T you suppose we could 

talk the cooks into saving sup
per for those men, Sergeant?" 

It was a pleasant voice, 
pitched in courteous accents, but Sergeant 
Brady was too old a soldier to miss the 
note of authority which gave resonance to 
the words. Ihstinctively he knew that it 
was the voice of a man accustomed to 
prompt obedience, so accustomed to 
prompt obedience, in fact, that it was 
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unnecessary to speak in an authoritative 
tone. 

Therefore he turned, his hand already 
moving up to the salute and his shoulders 
thrown back. In an instant's swift ap
praisal the sergeant received an impres
sion of a firm, strong face, clear eyes with 
a quizzical note of humor buried in their 
depths, of a tall, strongly knit figure 
wearing a well cut uniform after the man· 
ncr of a man long habituated to wearing a 
uniform. There was a glint of gold from 
the maple leaves of a major embroidered 
on the shoulders, a flash of varicolored 
ribbons across the chest and an impression 
of very well cared for leather in the trim 
boots and snug.Sam Browne belt. 

The seething rage that had possessed 
the soul of the sergeant for the past half 
hour somehow began to dissolve under 
the friendliness of the major's �-azc. 
There was some calming influence about 
this unknown officer, something sane 
which did not permit of great excitement 
over trifles, sorriething stable which put 
matters in their proper relation. 

"Don't you suppose we could talk the 
cooks into saving supper for those men?" 
asked the officer again. 

"You certainly could, sir," said Ser
geant Brady with emphasis, much to his 
own surprise, but found after all that he 
meant it. 

"All right-we'll make a stab at it." 
And then the strange officer very simply 
introduced himself. "My name's Davies," 
he said, and put forth his hand. 

"Pleased to mectcha," mumbled Ser
geant Brady, grasping it heart.ily, a little 
taken aback nevertheless. 

There is great difference in the manner 
of officers toward men. There are many 
who are stonily indifferent and cultivate 
nn assumed coldness and harsh manner. 
There are others who unbend after the 
fashion of Jupiter talking to a mere mortal 
from the heights of Olympus, immensely 
and annoyingly patronizing. There are 
still others who, in the parlance of the 
camp, "slobber all over a guy" and are as 
offensively friendly as the others nrc 
offensively distant. Certainly this man 

was plain and simple, thought Brady; 
didn't seem to be all het up about bein' a 
field officer; talked like one man to an
other. And suddenly, without knowing 
why-so intangible is that little spark o£ 
like or dislike passing between man and 
man-Sergeant Brady was glad that this 
major was around, was glad that he was 
going to take over the squadron and felt 
glad to serve under him. 

The two men walked toward the kitch
en. It suddenly occurred to Brady that 
there were a hundred things he wanted to 
tell this new commanding officer, but 
again that caution of the old soldier kept 
his lips tight locked until he should be 
asked. 

But even Brady's dour features broke 
into a grin as he watched the new major 
inten'iew the cook. Cooks arc by nature 
and training a perpetually indignant 
breed. Old Svenson was no exception to 
the rule, a hard IX>ilcd, sour faced Swede, 
standing there at the chopping block with 
meat cleaver in hand. He looked the sort 
of individual whose solid head is imper
vious to any argument save that provided 
by the butt end o£ a rifle. But s,·enson 
melted under Major Davies' quiet voice, 
and m·en nodded his head Yiolcntly in 
assent, twisting his face meanwhile in 
what wa.c;, for Svenson, an attempt at a 
pleasant smile. 

As they came out of the kitchen Da.vies 
stared curiously at a group of men lead
ing a number of saddlehorscs out of the 
stable yard. 

"Where are those men and horses go
ing?" he asked Brady. 

"They been ordered out, sir, to take 
some of the officers and their ladies out 
ridin'." 

Da ,·ics raised his head quickly and 
Sergeant Brady saw his lips mo,·e as he 
counted the men and horses. 

''Js that a usual detail around here at 
this time of the day?" the officer asked 
quietly. 

"Yes, sir, every day, with twice as 
many on Saturdays and Sundays and 
holidays." 

The major said nothing. Tho twc. 



THE SHADOW OF EHRENBRE!TSTE!N 

strolled down the picket lines and came to 
a halt before a small outhouse near the 
!,,tales. .From within the house came the 
sound of many voices. A sentinel armed 
with a rille, pacing his post back and forth 
before the building, came to a sharp halt, 
faced outward and presented arms as the 
officer came near. 

"What's this?" asked Davies, knowing 
full well what it was. 

"Guardhouse, sir,'' answered the sentry, 
coming to "port arms" as he spoke. 

"How many prisoners?" was the next 
question. 

"Twenty, sir; sixteen inside and four 
outside." 

Davies turned away, whistling to him
self in surprise, and absently returned 
the sentinel's parting salute. 

From high above them on the ramparts 
of Ehrenbreitstein came the warning call 
of an infantry bugle, sounding t.he notes 
of ''first call." The sound was echoed 
over the Hhine. At the far end of the 
stable yard a trumpeter appeared and re
peated the call on the cavalry trumpet. 
Men began turning out of barracks and 
lining up listlessly. There should have 
been two troops of dismounted men. 
Counting the men, Davies found that 
there were fifteen in one troop and eighteen 
in the other. 

"Where are the rest of the men?" he 
asked. 

He was told. He stared thoughtfully 
at the handful of soldiers as assembly 
blew and they came to attention and 
reports were made. 

From the heights far abo\·e them 
floated down the notes of "retreat", that 
beautiful sunset call. Pure and serene 
and unhurried, it echoed and reechoed 
across the Rhine and against the farther 
hills. As its last note dropped softly on 
the evening air, there was the dull boom 
o£ a gun from the ramparts of Ehrcnbreit
stein. The echo of its note was drowned 
in the crash of the opening bars of the 
National Anthem played gravely and 
majestically by the headquarters band 
across the river. Every officer and man 
in Coblenz stood rigid, hand at salute, as 

the flag abo\'e the great fortress drifted 
slowly down in a final flash of scarlet and 
white. The shadow of Ehrenbreitstein 
was lost in the greater shadow of evening 
descending upon the Rhineland. 

It was a thoughtful and preoccupied 
Davies who strolled back through thG 
narrow medieval streets of Pfaffendorf 
and across the broad bridge of boats 
which spanned the hurrying Hhine. Here 
he was held up by the ine\·itable long line 
of barges carrying coal which passed 
through. On the other side his progress 
was delayed by a crowd of serious eyed 
Germans gathered in front of a store 
window, gazing silently "at its contents. 
It was a delicatessen store showing a 
mediocre display of sausages and cheese, 
but the Coblcnzcrs stared at it with grave 
and wistful interest. 

Farther on a knot of high collared men, 
their bullet heads shaven bare of hair, 
were gathered discussing some weighty 
subject in grave and serious accents. 
Wondering idly whether this was one of 
those political meetings banned so rigor
ously by Allied Regulations governing 
the Rhineland, Davies looked at them 
curiously and met in return the wide open, 
blue eyed, rather blank stare of many 
German eyes. As he passed he heard one 
man still holding forth and caught the 
word-

"KarW.ffel!" 
The high price of potatoes was still the 

most important subject for discussion in 
the Rhineland. 

WEKD1KG his way to the 
Ofliccrs' Club, he fou�d there a 
tea dance in progress and many 

- , Y.M.C.A. and Red Cross girls 
being whirled around the floor. There was 
a pause in the music after he entered and 
he looked up in surpri-,e to sec the com
manding general entering, a lady on his 
arm. A hush fell over the ballroom. 

Now this ballroom was provided. as 
were all Gennan officers' ballrooms, with 
a sort of canopied throne on which to 
seat any wandering royalty that might 
come visiting. It was toward this that 
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the tall and distinguished looking Ameri
can general made his way, his mien in
deed very serious, as if he felt heavy re-
sponsibility for the ancient militarism of 
Coblcnz and what the royal state required 
of its generals. The impression of royalty 
was strengthened rather tha.n weakened 
by the conduct of all officers in the ball
room, who hurried up, singly and in 
groups, and paid their respects to the man 
sitting above them on the thronclikc 
seat. 

It came over Davies suddenly that the 
frowning mass of Ehrenbreitstein and this 
thronclike scat were all part and parcel of 
the same thing-the arrogance and the 
JXlmp and the heavy seriousness of medi
eval military power. It needed only the 
addition of a terribly important Hof
marshall with a staff of office and a silver 
chain about his neck and the presence of 
numerous vastly obsequious flunkies in 
silk stockings and knoo breeches to make 
this ballroom into an exact replica of a 
minor royal or grand ducal court which 
had ruled the petty principalities of Ger
many for hundreds of years. 

While he was there he met Turner, an 
old sidekick of Manila days. A small, 
rather shrunken lieutenant-colonel came 
up to them as he and Turner talked to
gether. When Davies was introduced tO 
the newcomer he observed that the lieu
tenant-colonel wore the five pointed star 
of the general staff. 

The general staff officer, after studying 
Davies narrowly, walked away. 

"Look out for that baby," cautioned 
Turner. "He's head of the Intelligence 
Section and specializes on reporting on 
officers who drink any hard liquor or 
raise their voices in song." 

"So the royal court is complete," 
thought Davies swiftly, "even to the 
spies and the secret service." 

"Yes," Turner continued, "but that 
oughtn't to worry you any. You're a 
hard working bird that never gets into 
hot water. Only be careful of that 
blamed squadron you're taking over 
across the river. It's a sure enough 
orphan outfit and no mistake. They call 

it the Pink Hussars. The Old Man-" 
and he nodded briefly to the thronelikc 
seat-"uses it for sort of a life guards, 
household cavalry arrangement, spanking 
along doing escort duty and providing 
guards or honor for himself and all the 
visiting tin gods. He makes the squad
ron use French saddles and white tie ropes 
and all the trimmings. Stithcrs, to whose 
brigade they're attached, makes 'em per
form everything laid down in the cavalry 
drill book and adds a few things thrown 
in from the infantry-" 

"Do those men have two sets of equip
ment to look after?" asked Davies, 
startled, thinking of all the mess of junk a 
cavalry soldier has to look after even with 
one set of equipment. 

"You're damn' tooting they do. They 
tell me that Stithers hates the cavalry
some cavalry second lieutenant probably 
stole his girl when he was a shavetail in 
the doughs-and he sure rides the hell out 
of that squadron. He's had about three 
squadron commanders relieved already. 
Keep your eyes peeled for him. He'll get 
you too if you're not careful. He's mean
er than broken glass and as treacherous as 
a coppersnake." 

Davies looked skeptical. 
"He shouldn't worry me any if I mind 

my own business and do my work," he 
said quietly. 

"H'm. You don't knowStithers--" Don 
Hargreaves, another old Border comrade, 
came up and shook hands with Davies. 

"Don-" Turner spoke up after the 
flurry of meeting had died- "tell Dave 
here about what he's up against. He 
won't believe me." 

Hargreaves looked at Davies a second 
and shook his head. 

"What sort of a bird is this new brigade 
commander of mine anyway?" asked 
Davies. 

Hargreaves shrugged his shoulders. 
"I don't know. The only times I ever 

had anything to do with him were social 
events. But you remember Dick Hen. 
derson out of the 13th? Well, Dick was a 
tac at the Point at one time and being a 
good foo�ball man had charge of the 
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squad, and looked after their tender 
healths. Stithers was commandant of 
cadets. They had a training table for the 
gang of pigskin pushers. One day the 
meat was spoiled. You know Dick! 
Well, Dick hoists himself out of his seat, 
grabs the- dish of beef. bangs through the 
folding doors into the kitchen and slams 
the meat down before the head cook. 

" 'This meat's rotten,' says Dick. The 
cook looks a little mean, but that's that. 

"The next day Stithers comes parading 
through, acoompanied by orderlies, ad
jutant and a whole raft of staff. They 
clank up to Dick, and Stithers reads him 
a heavy lecture on his uncalled for and 
totally unprecedented action in speaking 
to the cook. Then Stithcrs went on at 
great length, telling him how the matter 
should have been handled. It seems that 
as assistant to the athletic offie<!r, Dick 
should have written a letter to the ath
letic officer, who should have indorsed it 
with recommendations and passed it to 
the adjutant who would have indorsed it 
and passed it to the quartermaster, who 
would have transmitted it to the mess 
officer, who would have razzed the cook
or some such method as that; I forget the 
details. Well, old Dick listened to this 
in silence and such patience as he could 
muster. The general came to an end 
at last and started away, exultant in the 
knowledge of duty well done, when Dick 
suddenly woke up, a puzzled frown on his 
classic brow. 

"'But, General!' he called to Stithers' 
dignified back. Stithcrs turned around, 
looking a little annoyed. 

"'Yes, what is it?' he asked. 
"'Why-cr-General,' Dick stuttered. 

Then the words came out with a rush. 'I 
understand all that, sir, but, but, what 
about that rotten meat?' " 

Turner laughed out loud, Davies 
chuckled in spite of himself, and Har
greaves' eyes twinkled. 

"Don't make any mistakes about 
Stithcrs," he went on. "He count.'! that 
day lost whose setting sun sees no soldier 
in the guardhouse, nor some officer's trial 
begun." 

CHAPTER 11 

DAVIES passed through the stable 
)�ard on his way to the squadron 
office the next morning. The 

men, working slowly and sullenly at their 
horses, looked after him, faintly curious. 

''It's the new squadron K.O.," grunted 
one of them. 

"Another K. 0." 
Primte Brownell rapped his curry

comb sharply against the ribs of the horse 
he was grooming, too sharply, for the 
horse turned, ears flattened to the sides of 
his head, and bit at him viciously. 

"You cockeyed hunk o' misery, 1'11 
learn you to bite!'' growled Brownell 
angrily, and struck the animal over the 
nose. 

Hitting horses over the head is not be
ing done in good ca,'alry outfits, needless 
to state: but no one reprimanded him. 
The horse naturally jerked back on the tic 
rope and plunged against the animal on 
his left, which passed along the good will 
with interest until all of seven or eight 
horses were dancing and straining at their 
tie ropes. 

"What Cell kind of a picnic's goin' on 
down there?" Corporall\'latson shouted 
angrily from the rear of the picket line. 

"Aw, go poison yourself!" retorted 
Brownell sasagely. 

Corporal Matson appeared majestically 
around the corner of the picket. line. 

"What's that you say?" he demanded. 
"You heard me," growled Urowncll 

truculently; then, his Yoice reckless, 
"Go on, shove me in the mill! Hell of a 
lot I care. At least a guy can get some 
sleep there." 

"J ain't aimin' to shove you in the 
mill." �Iatson's voice was reAecti,,e, 
"And I also ain't aimin' to take any dirt 
from any half baked sorehead who wants 
to sound off. Smell that, bo!" He 
sho,•ed a big and exceedingly hairy fist 
under Brownell's nose. "You go shootin' 
off your .. face around me and it ain't 
poison you'll be needin': what you'll 
need 'II be a undertaker with a fine toothed 
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comb to pick up the pieces. Get that!" 
"Aw, this damn' outfit makes a man 

grouchy." 
Brownell's tone was less filled with ani

mosity. His words could be interpreted 
in terms of an apology, in which spirit 
Matson chose to take them. 

"Well, I ain't responsible for the outfit," 
grunted Matson and passed on. 

The men resumed their sullen labors, 
disappointed that the grinding monotony 
of their existence had not been relieved 
by the excitement of a fight on the picket 
line. 

It needed no trained eye to tell that the 
men were unwilling and sullen. And it 
takes a lot of abuse to make the American 
soldier sullen. As Davies well knew, 
there is no soldier in the world who ha.s 
the American's capacity for making the 
most of a bad situation and who can be 
a•;; cheerful under hardship and rough 
going. 

And he was none too happy over the 
situation as he found it expressed in the 
attitudes of the men. 

He"was even less happy when he found 
the condition of affairs as disclosed by the 
papers on his desk. 

Among the routine papers for his signa
ture he found a batch of orders from 
General Stithers, stating in the most 
minute detail, even quoting book and 
paragraph, all that the cavalry squadron 
should accomplish in its training. It ran 
through "Cavalry Drill", "Field Service 
H.egulations", "Manual of Guard Duty", 
"First Aid Drill", "Signal Manual", 
"Manual of Hippology", "Horseshoers' 
Manual", "Small Arms", "Firing Regu
lations for Rifle and Pistol", "Manual of 
the Sword", through several assorted 
pamphlets on the proper care of leather 
and steel, to "Instructions in the Care and 
Use of the Automatic Rifle'', the ''Manual 
of Courts-Martial" and the "Army Regu
lations". 

This was nothing exceptional. A great 
deal is required of the cavalry soldier. 
Individually he has to master rifle, pistol, 
sword and automatic rifle; to ride, train, 
feed, shoe and care for his horse; to march, 

scout and fight, mounted or dismounted; 
to drill, perform guard and outpost, ad
vance and rear guard duty, mounted and 
dismounted, and to signal, cook his own 
food, care for a wounded comrade or a 
sick horse, and to have enough knowledge 
of "Army Regulations" and "Manual of 
Courts-Martial" to avoid the many pit
falls of military life. As a rule, cavalry 
officers and soldiers have longer, harder 
hours than their comrades in other 
branches. Davies was not perturbed by 
this, being accustomed to it. 

What did upset him was a supplemen
tary order requiring the cavalrymen to 
perfect themselves at bombing and bayo
net practise, a thing not required for 
cavalry, and purely an idea. of General 
Stithers. Even this could have been as
similated, but Davies read on and found 
a sheaf of special orders. Perusal of these 
convinced him that the cavalry of the 
American forces in Germany, in addition 
lo all the purely military duties they were 
called upon to perform, was expected to 
be a glorified livery stable and special 
scn,icc detachment of grooms, orderlies 
and messengers on duty at all hours and 
subject to the call of almost any officer 
who needed a horse, or a groom for lJim
sclf or his family. 

"Whe-e-w!" Davies sighed. "What an 
unholy mess. It's a wonder they don't 
make the cavalry soldiers act as nurse
maids to the officers' children. Their 
skill at folding saddle blankets ought to 
make them real handy with diapers. 
Sergeant-Major!" he called. 

The sergeant-major in the outer office 
entered quickly. 

"Wish you'd get me up immediately a 
complete list of all special duty men and 
the duties upon which they are engaged." 

"Very well, sir." The sergeant-major 
retired. 

THE SPECIAL duty list was 
quickly forthcoming. It showed 
that well over half the men in 
the squadron were detailed to 

special duties in addition to the regular 
work. Such details as looking after the 
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commanding general's hunters, caring for 
the polo JXlnies, policing the polo field, 
acting as orderlies for this major and that 
colonel filled the list and accounted for a 
great deal of the unusually long hours of 
the men in the squadron. """' 

After digesting this and making �me 
notes on it, Davies turned to the next 
paper. This was a letter from the head
quarters of the American forces in Ger
many giving a list of the combat org.miza
tions of the whole force, and mting them 
by comparative disciplinary standing. 
The standing of each unit was based upon 
the percentage of its men absent without 
leave, and upon the number of its per
sonnel who were reported by the military 
police for infraction of various regulations, 
consisting of anything from unbuttoned 
collars to drunkenness and resisting 
e.rrest. 

Away down at the very end of the 
list, with the lowest disciplinary standing 
of all the combat units in the American 
forces in Germany, stood the cavalry 
squadron. 

A pithy indorsement from the office of 
General Stithers confined the men of the 
cavalry squadron to their barracks for two 
weeks. A supplementary paragraph from 
the same office demanded immediate 
written explanation from the commanding 
officer or the squadron as to the low state 
or hill organization. 

The officers of 1he ou1fit beg-an to drift 
in. TJJC first to arrive was a tall, heavily 
built captain named Bates. Bob Bates 
was of pleasing address and a man of 
witty conversation, but it did not take 
Davies long to figure that he was a recruit 
officer, with all his experience ahead of 
him. 

"Bright enough." reflected Davies, 
"but not too scrupulous; witty _enough, 
but not loyal. I doubt if he'll put heart 
and soul into getting the squadron in 
shape under my orders." 

The next to arrive was Captain Hoc, 
Girolamo Hoe. His was an unsmiling 
face, and a stiff demeanor; his eyes were 
set a little too closely together for very 
great mental capacity. ' 

"Humorless, unimaginative," judged 
Davies. "Should have a desk job." 

Came then a tall lieutenant, one Gref� 
finger. Conversation de,·elopcd the fact 
that he had been a drum.major in the 
National Guard. When asked about 
what duties he was engaged upon, he re. 
plied vaguely something about polo ponies 
and a polo detachment. 

"The more they come the worse they 
get," thought Davies. 

After these came three lieutenants to· 
gether and Davies' heart warmed to them 
on sight. The first was a tall, clumsy, 
serious eyed youngster named Colton. He 
was vaguely reminiscent of a big St. 
Bernard dog with all the courage and 
loyalty of the breed. 

The second one was a slimly built, 
clear eyed, rather sensiti,·e faced young. 
stcr named Harburg who, if Davies was 
any judge, had the makings of a splendid 
cavalry officer in him. 

Butcher was the third member of the 
crew, another tall, lankily built youngster 
with the stiffness of West Point not yet 
out of his system. He looked the ideal 
cadet type of athlete and all around good 
man, not too bright in his studies, but 
fitted to gain men's liking and respect. 

Came at last a youngster named O'Con� 
nor, who saluted Davies with a smile that 
would have disarmNI the anger of an 
archangel. He possessed all of an lrish· 
man's gusty wittiness and passionate likes 
and dislikes and goodness of heart. 

Good material, all the last lieutenants. 
stuff out of which to make excellent 
officers. Of the captains and Lieutenant 
Greffinger, Davies was a little dubious. 
They had been affiicted with a little 
knowledge, which is a dangerous thing: 
they had had responsibility without pos· 
sessing the skill to discharge it. They 
WDuld have to unlearn much and the 
process was going to be painful to them. 

The meeting was informal. Davies en� 
couraged them to talk. In the babble of 
conversation he discovered very quickly 
that all the officers were possessed of a 
deep and virulent hatred for General 
Stithers. This shocked him a little, but 
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what surprised him more was the reason 
they gave. They did not hate the general 
because he harassed the life out of their 
men, nor because his exactions made life a 
misery to the soldiers; they hated him 
because he interfered with their polo, in
terfered with their dances and dinners at 
their cavalry club and made life uncom
fortable for them by his many demands on 
their time. 

"You know, 1\fajor," said O'Connor, 
the little impulsive Irishman, "when ·we 
were assigned to this squadron the chief of 
staff told us that our main duties were to 
be able to dance well and ride well-" 
And the rest all nodded in an aggrieved 
fashion. 

To dance well and to ride well! What 
an ideal to set before young officers who 
might be called to lead men into battle. 
No wonder ten per cent. of the command 
was in the guardhouse and another ten 
per cent. was absent without leave. 
Davies tried to keep his astonishment to 
himself, but had grave difficulty in keep
ing his face from showing his feelings. 

First call for drill sounded outside. A 
horse was brought up for Davies and he 
stood by watching while the troops formed 
up. It was a depressing sight. Privates 
wrangled with non-commissioned officers, 
officers scolded soldiers, every one was at 
dagger points with every one else. There 
was no organization into squads and plaM 
toons, and the officers were disregarding 
non-commissioned officers entirely and 
dealing directly with the men. The squad
ron was a mob, not a military organization, 
with each sub-unit functioning under its 
own power and responsible to its own 
commander. 

The drill was a spiritless affair. Cap-
tains Bates and Hoe sat in the middle of 
the drill field and sent their troops maneuM 
vering about them so that they commandM 
ed their units without having to bestir 
themselves. The lieutenants scolded and 
ragged the men after the fashion of file 
closers at West Point, so that nerves were 
strained and men were irritable. 

Several times during the drill soldiers 
fell out of ranks and went trotting away 

toward barracks without permission asked 
or granted. Upon inquiry it developed 
that these were various orderlies of variM 
ous staff officers who had to have horses 
looked after or brought up for their use. 

There was no drill field ncar at hand 
large enough to maneuver the entire 
squadron. The two troops used separate 
drill fields, small plateaus lying across the 
gully from the fortress of Ehrenbreitstein 
under an outwork of the fort called 
Pfaffendorf. 

As they were drilling Davies saw an 
officer ride up and sit his horse, watching. 
Surprised that the new arrival did not 
come over to greet him, the senior officer 
present, as is the custom, Davies rode 
over to do the courtesy anyway. He 
found Major Timothy, the little red faced 
officer with the placating smile and the 
furtive eyes who acted as brigade ad
jutant for General Slithers. Timothy, 
his thin legs clad in boots a size too large 
for him, his arms akimbo, looked ob
viously out of place and uncomfortable 
on a horse's back. He said little in re-
sponse to Davies' polite greeting, only sat 
and V.'Rtched the cavalry drill with a 
supercilious and enigmatic smile so that 
Davies finally left him, rather irritated. 

There was a pause in the drill and the 
men were at rest. Young O'Connor, the 
little Irish lieutenant, came riding up with 
his friendly smile erased by a worried 
frown. 

"Look out for that sneak of a Major 
Timothy," he said, without any preamble. 
"He's a spy for Stithers. He comes up 
and looks us O''er and goes back every day 
with a nasty report. He's the world's 
worst sneak. Gumshoes around our bar
racks and stables at all hours of the day 
and night." 

Before Davies could make any reply 
the whistle for mounting came, and 
O'Connor flew back to rejoin his troop. 

The lieutenant's remark made him a 
little angry. Davies could conceive of an 
officer failing to live up in many respects 
to the high code demanded of a gentle.. 
man, but he could not conceive of a comM 
missioned officer acting the sneak. 
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As events showed he had something to 
learn about officers and gentlemen. 

AITERdrilland stables Davies, 
according to his old custom, 
went through the kitchens and 
dining rooms of the barracks. 

The kitchens and barracks and dining 
rooms were spotlessly clean. He found 
out later that this was one of the hobbies 
of General Stithers and he appro\'ed of it. 
But what seemed to be no officer's hobby 
was the quality of the food served the 
men. 

In A Troop kitchen he tasted half 
cookOO beans, watery soup and soggy 
pudding. In B Troop kitchen the tale 
was repeated, with the addition of coffee 
which could be distinguished from the 
bean soup only by the fact that it was 
senred in cups instead of bowls. Of troop 
management of its ration money, that 
management which, if properly done, in
sures men fresh butter and milk and vege
tables and all the tasty and necessary 
adjuncts to a well balanced meal, he found 
nothing. 

"Here's where I make myself unpopu
lar," he said to himself grimly, and called 
the two captains into his office. 

Captain Hoe came in frowning a little, 
as if slightly annoyed at the interruption 
of more important things. Captain Bates 
came in with that ready smile of good 
fellowship that fitted him so well, that 
smile that said, "Of course you are a little 
higher in rank than I am, but we know 
that's all foolishness, and I am prepared 
to forget those silly distinctions any time 
you say the word." 

"Captain Bates-'' Davies' voice was 
courteous-- "I want to find out'how much 
knowledge the officers of the squadron 
have of their duties. How much hay and 
how much oats are required to be issued 
as a daily ration to each of your horses?" 

Both officers looked blank. Davies 
turned to Hoe. He shook his head. 

"What is the monetary value of the 
ration allowance for each enlisted man 
this month?" 

Again the two shook their heads. 

"How many rounds of riAe ammunition 
are carried by each cavalry soldier in his 
belt when equipped for the field? How 
many rounds of resen·e ammunition arc 
carried in the trains for each man!" 

"The supply sergeant looks after those 
details," Bates answered. 

"Yes, but I'm not asking the supply 
sergeant; I'm asking you, How many 
men have you in the hospital, Captain 
Bates!" 

Bates thought there were six. 
"Eight," corrected Davies. "How 

many have you, Captain Hoe?" 
Hoe did not dare to guess. 
"What remedy do you use to cure a 

horse of Aatulent colic?" 
.More shaking of heads. 
"What's the most simple type of bridge 

to bridge a small stream or gully for 
wagons!" 

They looked hurt at the idea that they 
should know anything about field en
gineering. 

"If your troop was fired on by a ranging 
salvo of artillery which fell two hundred 
yards short, where, normally, would the 
next burst come?" 

Again they looked aggrieved and shook 
their heads. 

"What percentage of a cavalry com� 
mand would be placed in the advance 
guard of a small unit in enemy country?" 

Hoe guessed a third and Bates guessed 
a sixth. 

''How long since you've inspected the 
food your cooks are preparing for your 
men?" 

Hoe had inspected it t?.·o weeks ago. 
Bates stated that he had inspected that 
day. Davies was tempted to ask him 
what his men had for their dinner in that 
case, but forbore, thinking that it would 
look too much like doubting an officer's 
word. 

Question after- question he asked them, 
ranging from trench construction to mili
tary demolitions, from combat firing to 
sanitation, from the shoeing of horses to 
the functioning of an automatic rifle. 

The questions only served to display an 
abysmal and painful ignorance, so that 
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Hoc looked even less intelligent than usual 
and Bates lost all of his cockiness. When 
Davies felt that they were sufficiently 
humbled to listen to reason, he ceased his 
questions and started to read them the 
riot act. 

"You two are captains, each com
manding nearly a hundred men, respon
sible not only for their lives and safety 
and health, but for the best tactical use 
possible of that man power. I have 
questioned you on every branch of knowl
edge that you are supposed to possess and 
have come to the conclusion that not only 
are you at present incapable of training, 
caring for and managing a troop in bar
racks, but that you would fall down most 
lamentably in campaign through a lack of 
knowledge as to how to fight. Gentle
men�" Davies' voice took on a harsher 
note----- "the United States Government 
docs not pay you to ride well and dance 
well, it does not confer a patent of no
bility upon you when it gives you a cap
tain's commission in the cavalry-you 
have forgotten that we are all middle 
class Americans commanding good middle 
class Americans like ourselves. We are 
not entitled by birth and noble blood to 
be saluted, to be waited upon and to have 
men stand around awed at our merest 
gesture. We are paid to train and in· 
struct men, to weld them into fighting 
units, to instruct ourselves as to the best 
method of handJing those fighting units 
when in battle. You are disloyal to the 
general above you and disloyal to the 
men below you. Naturally the men bo-
low you give you no loyalty, and natural. 
ly the man above you gives you no con. 
sideration." 

"How are we disloyal to the men below 
us?" asked Bates truculently. 

"I -had hoped you .would ask that 
question. If you were loyal to your men 
you would not have twenty men in the 
guardhouse and another twenty absent 
without leave; forty per cent. of a com
mand in� prison and absent is a terrible 
percentage and an absolute proof of an 
officer's incapacity to command. If you 
gave loyalty to your:men you would see 

that they were fed properly and their 
ration money was wisely expended. You 
would follow them into the hospital to see 
that they received the proper medical 
attention when they are sick. You would 
fight to your last breath at having them 
working at all hours of the day and night, 
while men from other organizations are 
resting. You would investigate and de. 
termine the truth of any charge preferred 
against them by outside officers. You 
would follow them to court to see that 
they got justice. You would cease looking 
upon them as some sort of inferior beings 
gathered in to salute and render homage 
to you, to look after your polo ponies and 
your comforts and you would buckle down 
and Jearn your job." 

Davies came to a pause. Bates was 
white in the face. Hoe looked sullen. 

"Then, gentlemen, you would not have 
eight men in the guardhouse charged with 
being disrespectful to an officer. 1\fy 
advice to an officer who found it neces.. 
sary to put men in the guardhouse for 
disrespect would be, either to mend his 
ways so that men would respect him for 
his ability as an officer, or to resign his 
commission and take up ditch digging as 
a profession. If you will observe I called 
you in here privately so that you should 
not have your lieutenants' confidence in 
yo.u weakened by this plain speaking. I 
heard both of you calling down non. 
commissioned officers in the presence of 
privates today. You might learn a lesson 
from this way of handling such matters. 
That is all, gentlemen." 

Davies' voice was dry and matter�f
fact. As the backs of the two disap
peared through the door, he sighed a little 
to himself, having the normal man's 
liking for the friendship of his fellowmen. 
Then he straightened out his shoulders 
and called fof the rest of the officers, the 
lieutenants. 

For half an hour he put them through 
the same grilling course and dismissed 
them, most of them exceedingly thought
ful and somewhat ashamed. But it was a 
fact that their reaction was better than 
that of the captains. 
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ONE THING he did learn from 
talking to the lieutenants. It 
made him pause and reflect and 
realize that he had another ob-

stacle to overcome before getting this 
organization into running shape. The 
most discouraging thing was the fact that 
these officers, being an oasis of cavalry 
in a great desert of infantry and artillery, 
most of whom had fought through the 
war, were all of them shaken in their 
belief in the efficacy of cavalry as a fight
ing arm. Sitting there, a little weary 
from his long grind, Davies decided to 
work up a series of lectures on the real 
value of cavalry at the opening stages 
of the war, on its immense services to 
the British, French, German and 1lus. 
sian armies on the Western Front, in 
East Prussia and Russia, in Palestine 
and Mesopotamia. 

He felt that he had convinced the 
officers of the importance of their re
sponsibility. Now came the most diffi
cult task, which was to convince higher 
authority that the cavalry in Coblenz 
needed a whole lot of letting alone to 
work out its own dt--stiny. He turned to 
the letter demanding explanation of the 
low disciplinary standing of the cavalry 
squadron and set to work to make reply 
to it. 

As he composed himself to his task, he 
saw a mounted officer pass his window 
and in another moment there was a knock 
at the door of his office and Turner 
entered. 

"Hello, Dave," he greeted. "The com
manding general told me to blow over 
here and tell you to get busy making your 
men proficient with the new automatic 
rifles. The Old Man has been down at 
some conference with the Allied Com
mission and he's all het up about the rev
olutions in Germany and all the Com
munist trouble on the Ruhr. Be told me 
to tell you that he expects your men to be 
proficient and capable automatic riflemen 
inside of thirty days at the most." 

"Yes?" Davies looked reflectively at 
the papers on his desk, then nodded. 
"All right," he said, "I'll do it. But tell 

me about this war talk. Is there anything 
in this Communistic stuff?" 

"Yes, more than appears on the surface. 
There have been outbreaks in every large 
city in Germany. They've had regular 
pitched battles between the police and 
the agitators in several places, with ma
chine guns and artillery and armored 
cars all taking a hand. The Old Man is a 
great believer in cavalry and he says to 
tell you that, should any trouble occur, 
the cavalry will be called upon to play a 
very important rOle." 

Davies nodded. Cavalry, as he well 
knew, is particularly good in street riot
ing, the average mob having a lively 
respect for the trampling feet of the hor� 
and the weight and mass of the mounted 
men. It is a fact that cavalry can break 
up a mob with much less bloodshed than 
an equal or greater number of infantry. 

"But why the sudden insistence upon 
the automatic rifle training!" he asked 
Turner. 

"Don't forget that most of these Com
munists are ex-soldiers. They are not 
like an ordinary mob. They know how to 
fight. Most of them are returned prison
ers of war from the Russian prison camps. 
A whole flood of them have been let loose 
in Germany and are being backed up by 
Moscow, who hopes to do some good 
fishing in the troubled waters." 

"Then everything isn't so peaceful and 
serene on the Rhineland?" 

"Not by a damn' sight! In addition to 
all that trouble, we've got to be in shape 
to march on into Germany in case she 
defaults on her obligations under the 
treaty. If the Communists gain power 
it will mean a new war all over again, for 
the first thing they will do will be to re
pudiate everything that Germany has 
agreed to in the peace treaty." 

"ln other words, this little old squad
ron of cavalry has to be in shape to de
liver the goods, when and if called upon. 
As a squadron of cavalry it's a blame' 
good li\•ery stable right now,'' said Davies. 

"Yes, it's a mob," replied Turner ab
sently and rose to take his departure. 

Davies sat a long time in thou�ht after 
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Turner left. This commanding a combat 
unit on the Rhineland was not peace time 
soldiering. The nations were gathered to
gether here on the Rhine, those nations 
which were so like the resounding copper 
tubes of a mighty pipe organ, a great in
strument which seldom played in har
mony and which was capable of rolling 
forth a vast thunder of discord which 
could shake the world to its foundations 
and rend the very hea vcns. Germany 
was torn with revolution. Bolshevist 
Russia stood in the background, manipu
lating stops and keys which increased the 
discord; great mobs of half crazed men 
were roaming abroad destroying and 
slaying. There was no telling when a 
spark might fall that would light a huge 
conflagration which might conceivably 
destroy civilization entirely. 

Well, his share in it was small, simply 
to wield and temper a fighting unit ready 
for what might break forth. And the old 
commanding general was wise in ordering 
that this combat unit be brought to the 
highest degree of fighting efficiency. 
-But thirty days was a short time in 

which to make expert automatic riflemen, 
especially in view of the little time his men 
had after accomplishing all the extra 
duties they were called upon to perform. 
The thing to do was to get some coopera· 
tion from higher authority in cutting 
down the extra duties. 

He plunged anew into the drafting of 
the letter which was to secure this co
operation. 

THE LETTER, when finished, 
was short and extremely con
cise. In terse sentences it de
scribed the condition of the 

cavalry squadron and the reasons for this 
condition. Davies stated that the morale 
of the squadron was at the lowest ebb. 
The cause for this low morale he ascribed 
to the demands made of the organization, 
in that it ·was required to be both an 
efficient cavalry combat unit and a 
service detachment of grooms and or· 
derlies and was required, in addition to 
all this, to assimilate infantry instruction. 

As proof of his statements, he appended 
the long list of men on extra and special 
duty. The whole thing was a clear and 
concise tabulation of the evils that beset 
the squadron. In summing up, Davies· 
requested that the men of the squadron 
be relieved of all duties other than their 
military duties as cavalry soldiers. 

In his last paragraph he stated that, 
were the extra and special duties of the 
squadron cut down to a reasonable limit, 
he would make it the unit highest in dis
ciplinary standing of any combat organi
zation in Coblenz inside of the next thirty 
days. 

The Jetter was addressed to the com
manding general of the American forces 
in Germany through the commanding 
general of the brigade. In other words it 
had to pass through General Stithers' 
hands. 

As he signed the letter and turned it 
over to the sergeant.major for forwarding, 
the door of his office was flung open and 
in stalked a truculent looking young 
major. 

The newcomer advanced to the desk. 
Making no motion to introduce himself or 
to greet Davies, he leaned over the desk. 

"I understand," he said, "that .You've 
given orders that all requests for special 
duty men from this squadron will have to 
be sent to you for approval." 

"Correct as hell," returned Davies 
dryly; then, rising from his chair. "My 
name's Davies," he stated courteously, 
and waited for the other man to do like
wise. 

The newcomer. rather abashed, put 
forth his hand awkwardly. 

"I'm Lund. I've been detailed to de. 
vise a method of carrying the automatic 
rifle for cavalry. I've been takin' a 
couple or three men and a non-commis... 
sioncd officer out every afternoon to test 
out the equipment." 

"I see," returned Davies. "Sit down, 
won't you? How long have y'ou been 
testing this out?" 

Lund's face grew a little red. 
"Oh, two or three months," he returned 

lamely. 
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"Well, how is it coming out? I'm in
terested, because I have an order here re
quiring me to make the squadron pro
ficient in the automatic rifle in thirty 
days." 

"It can't be done." Lund was positive. 
"My experiments aren't finished yet. 
I've got the saddlers working now on a 
new type of harness for carrying the rifle 
over the trooper's left shoulder." 

Davies looked unenthusiastic. 
"Do you think it's advisable to have 

the cavalry soldier carry anything on his 
back? You know, it raises the center of 
gravity of the horse's load, which increases 
the oscillation and makes it easier to get a 
110re-backed animal. Besides, the horse 
has to carry the load anyway; why not let 
it be carried on the saddle where the 
weight of the rifle will not bruise and bear 
down on the man's shoulders?" 

''Impossible. You don't understand. 
I've been working on this thing for the 
last three months-" 

Time enough to have found a solution, 
thought Davies, but-said nothing. 

"-and I've tried all that and it won't 
work. Here, I'll show you what I've 
doped out." 

He hurried out to return with a com
plicated network of straps and a leather 
rifle boot of huge dimensions. 

"You see, this strap passes across the 
trooper's chest, this one across his back 
and fastens to his belt. The rifle boot 
rests here-" And he went on explaining 
the purposes of each strap and buckle 
until Davies was dizzy with the complica
tion of the thing and thoroughly con
vinced that it was impracticable under 
field service conditions. 

"How about ammunition? Have you 
figured a way to carry that?" asked Davies 
in a pause in the flow of the other's 
oratory. 

"Why-er-no, I haven't figured on 
that yet." Lund was somewhat non
plused. 

"But it has to be figured on," went on 
Davies. "The automatic rifle cats up 
much ammunition. Let's sec. There are 
eight rifles to a troop, and about eight 

squads to a troop. That means one rifle 
to a squad." And suddenly the solution 
came to Davies as in a lightning flash. 

"You see," he explained quietly, "I've 
got to get these men and horses and guns 
combined and in fighting shape in thirty 
days. And I've got to have a system of 
carrying rilles and ammunition immedi
ately. And I can't sp..1.re you any men 
right now except your own orderly-" 

"You mean to say you arc going to in
terfere \Yith my experiment?" Lund's 
Yoiee was angry; he leaned across the 
table. 

"I mean to say I am going to ask that 
your experiments cease, and the men dB
tailed to this job be relieved for other 
duties." 

"Huh !" grunted Lund scornfully. 
"\Ve'll sec about that," he threatened, and 
stalked out without saying goodby. 4 RINGING up headquarters, 

Davies got Turner on the 
� telephone. 

· "Listen here, Turner. There's 
some bird over here, a l\iajor Lund, been 
fooling around for three months trying 
to dedsc a method of carrying the auto
matic rifle in the ca...-alry. He's a blamed 
nuisance. I'll have the troop mounted 
up carrying their rifles and ammunition 
in a practical fashion by tomorrow eve
ning. Call ofT that bird, will you ?  Have 
an order issued relieving him from that 
duty. He uses too many of my men and 
horses." 

"Surest thing you know, Dave," came 
back Turner's voice. "I had him put on 
that job, and I'll take him ofT." 

"The Lord giveth and the Lord taketh 
away," quoted Davies; "blessed be the 
name of the Lord." He heard a laugh 
from the other end as he hung up. 

Thus it was that as Lund stormed into 
Turner's office over at headquarters he 
was met with a slip of paper relieving him 
from duty with the squadron and from 
duty with his experiments. 

"Well, that's three men and three 
horses retrieved," quoth Davies to him
self, and went out into the stable yard and 
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hunted up the saddlers of the two troops. 
Here he gave a succession of swift 

orders that resulted in a horse's being 
brought up saddled with a McClellan 
saddle. The puzzled saddlers removed 
the stirrups at his direction. 

"Now," he said, "get me two gun boots 
widened to take the automatic rifle." 
They had two already. 

"Sling those on either side of the saddle, 
strap them down so that they won't 
swing at the trot." 

It was done. The two automatic 
rifles were put in the boots. 

"There," said Davies, pointing to the 
horse which stood with a stripped saddle 
carrying two automatic rifles slung neatly 
on either side, "is your method of carrying 
the rifles. Now sling your ammunition 
boxes as a top and side load and make 
them secure." 

This was done and a neat, workmanlike 
load was made of the whole pack. 

The saddlers were keenly interested. 
One of them asked about the organization. 

"One led horse with .two guns and am
munition will be attached to each section 
of two squads. That gives four led horses 
to the troop. Make up the other seven 
saddles and boots and haxe the whole 
thing ready for tomorrow evening." 

"We'll have it ready tonight if the 
major wants it," spoke up one of the men. 

"Good; have it ready tonight and we'll 
take it to drill tomorrow morning." 

The next morning Davies hurried over 
after reveille and found that the new autO
matic rifle packs were finished and had 
even been improved upon by the keenly 
interested men. One or two small changes 
had to be made. Drill call came and the 
troops went out. The changes in the 
packs were finished in five minutes and 
Davies accompanied them to the · drill 
field and saw to their distribution to the 
troops. 

Major Timothy, of the red face and the 
boots a size too large, returned happily to 
brigade headquarters, bursting with news. 
One might have expected that he would 
have been joyous at the fact that the 
cavalry, after three months of experi-

ment, had at last devised a practicable 
method of carrying their automatic rifles 
and ammunition. But he said nothing 
of this. 

"Major Davies was five minutes late 
getting to the drill field this morning," 
he reported with an air of sanctimonious 
sadness. 

CHAPTER III 

MAJOR TIMOTHY'S announce
ment came at a propitious time. 
General Stithers had sat there for 

half an hour, staring at a letter. The 
longer he stared at it the more irritable 
did he become. The letter, which had to 
puss through his hands on its way to the 
commanding general of the American 
forces on the Uhine, was innocent of any 
subterfuge. In bald sentences. backed 
with lists of men on extra and special 
duty and hours of work required of each 
man, it told him that he had failed as a 
general officer to understand the special 
problems of cavalry. Now general officer 
means what the term implies; a general 
officer is supposed to command troops of 
all arms with equal skill. 

Knowing the commanding general, who 
was a cavalryman, Stithers knew that 
there would be a lot of embarrassing 
questions asked of him if that letter reached 
its destination. 

And a.s he thought upon the quandarJ 
in which the matter put him, his anger 
grew even hotter against the man who 
had put him in the wrong-Major Davies, 
who had had the effrontery to tell the 
truth about the squadron and the e:mc
tions under which it labored. 

"Five minutes late for drill!" His 
bmin sci?..ed upon that fact a,nd he sat 
bold upright in his chair. "Write him a 
letter immediately demanding explana
tion by return indorsement and send it to 
him by messenger at once!" 

This act having been consummated, he 
sat back and considered the letter anew. 
In the letter he learned about things con-
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cerning the cavalry squadron which he 
had never before suspected. The longer 
he looked at it the more damning an ar
raignment of his methods it became. A 
broader minded man would have admit
ted his error and made the required 
changes for the sake of greater combat 
efficiency in one of the units he com
manded. But not Stithers. 

The facts were irrefutable. The squad
ron had been woefully mishandled from 
above. Davies had not said this in his 
letter, but the facts spoke for themseh·es. 
It simply would not do to let the com
manding general soo this letter. 

"Maior Timothy!" The ever alert 
little brigade adjutant hurried in. "Pre-
pare a letter in answer to the communica
tion from headquarters demanding ex
planation about the cavalry squadron 
and state that, due to the short time 
Major Davies has been in command., it 
has been deemed inexpedient to call upon 
him for explanation. State that suitable 
measures will be taken to secure a higher 
ra.ting for the squadron." 

"Yes, sir." Major Timothy looked a 
little worried. "And-this letter from 
Major Davies-what shall we do with 
that?" 

"Oh, file it away somewhere-" Stith
ers dismissed the letter from his mind
"and that fellow Davies, he needs to be 
straightened out; he'll bear watching
you understand, Timothy?" He glanced 
obliquely at the little brigade adjutant. 

"Oh, yes, sir. I understand, sir." 
Timothy went out with a sour smile on 
his red and rather ill favored counte
nance. 

Meanwhile up on the drill field high 
above the Rhine and Coblenz, Davies 
labored enthusiastically with his squadron 
to devise a method of handling the autO
matic rifles in combat and on the march. 
It was a highly interesting problem which 
he finally solved by concentrating all the 
guns and gun crews in one platoon in each 
troop so that the terrifically augmented 
fire power of the automatic rifles should be 
instantly a\·ailable in mass while at the 
same time guns and pack horses could be 

available for detaching with squads or 
sections sent on special duty. 

It was while at the height of interest in 
these practical measures that an orderly 
came bearing a letter from the brigade 
headquarters. Opening it, Davies frowned. 

"Good Lord!" he said to himself. 
"'What is the big idea of chivvying a 
squadron commander around like a 
cadet?" But he had to leave his task and 
ride back to his own office and make ex
planation as to why he was five minutes 
late in arriving at the drill field. 

That afternoon and the next day he 
waited somewhat impatiently for an 
answer to his letter concerning the cutting 
down of the enormous exactions made on 
the cavalry. All was silence and he 
fumed and stewed while his men con
tinued on their duties, duties which inter
fered with their work in mastering the 
automatic rifles. He had already per
sonally investigated every man in the 
guardhouse and returned all except three 
of them to duty with their troops. This 
aided somewhat in distributing the work, 
but it did not even put a dent in the big 
problem. 

The morning of the third day dawned 
cold and drizzly. An order came for the 
squadron to turn out and escort a visiting 
French field marshal. The men led out 
their horses, with the usual bickering and 
wordy wrangling that always accom
panied this formation. 

Tiring of this, Davies raised his voice 
and thundered at the squadron. In no 
uncertain terms he told them that they 
sounded like a bunch of old women driv
ing geese to market. The bickering 
stopped, men soberly saddled their ani
mals and went to their places in line 
without a word. Here and there, on the 
faces of Sergeant Brady and men of his 
length of service, there appeared some
thing like a look of satisfaction. 

The squadron looked very dressy in its 
French saddles and in its whitened tie 
ropes. It was the first time that Davies 
had commanded the squadron as a whole. 
When the troops were reported to him, he 
gave the first command, "Right By Tv.·os 
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-He-e-ow!" his voice ringing forth clear 
and musie&l and vibrant so that every 
man raised his head and every horse 
pricked up his ears and the squadron 
moved out as a whole. The men sat 
straight in their saddles and the horses 
danced a little with the freshness of the 
morning air. 

At the Bahnhof he swung the squadron 
into line. As the train drew in and the 
visiting French field marshal, a kindly 
looking, middle aged man, stepped into 
the waiting car, Davies shouted forth the 
command-

" Present sabers!" 
He raised his own sword in the beauti

ful saber salute of the officer, feeling be
hind him the swift rising of a wall of steel 
as the men carried their sabers to die 
s.<tlute. The trumpeters sounded off the 
required notes while the French officer 
stood at salute. 

Then sabers were returned, the squad
ron fell in before and behind the waiting 
car and trotted steadily with it to the 
quarters of the commanding general. The 
rain continued to fall dispiritedly and 
steadily. 

As the car stopped in front of the gen
eral's house, again the squadron was 
swung into line, again was the salute ren
dered and the French officer, accompanied 
by the commanding general and by Gen
eral Stithers, and followed by their 
crowd of aides, went into the house. 

OUTSIDE, in the rain which 
now had turned into a heavy 
downpour, sat Da\'ies with his 
men. It is customary to dis-

miss the escorting troops, or at least to 
make some provision for their comfort, in 
cases like this; but all was silent in the 
house. Until he was dismissed by proper 
authority there was nothing for Davies 
to do but sit there in the pouring rain with 
his men and horses until some one thought 
of it. It soomed to Davies a criminal 
thing to be so callous and indifferent 
to the well being of men and horses. As 
he sat there, somewhat angrily meditating 
upon these things, the door of the com-

manding general's house suddenly opened. 
Davies gave one surprised look at the 

person who ran out and came toward him 
and his squadron. Turning swiftly, he 
shouted to his squadron. 

"Squadron - attention!" he com
manded, and raised his saber to the 
salute. 

For there, bareheaded in the rain, came 
the field marshal of France, the com
mander of the Allied Armies, the man 
who had led the forces of France and her 
Allied nations to victory against the 
German Empire. 

"Commeje auia diaoUI" the field marshal 
cried as he came nearer, and begged that 
Da\'ies would immediately get his horses 
and men under shelter and that he would 
join the party inside. 

Running after the field marshal came 
the American chief or staff and se\'eral 
officers, all full or solicitude for the rain 
drenched ca\'alrymen now that the field 
marshal had set the example. 

And it was the �nior· field marshal of 
France who waited in the rain as Davies 
gave the necessary commands, who wait
ed while Davies dismounted and saw the 
squadron trot away, and who accom
panied Davies into the general's house. 

And in the heart of the- American major 
there arose a warm glow or appreciation 
for this simple, democratic Frenchman 
with his tired eyes and his kindly face 
who, for all his simplicity of bearing and 
kindliness of manner, had yet comm:mded 
a force of men such as C�r, Hannibal, 
Alexander or Napoleon had never en
visaged, so vast was it. And seeing him 
at close hand and observing how remark
ably free from arrogance, from frowning 
self-importance this French officer was, 
Davies marveled at the rather pompous. 
indubitably Prussian attitude of so man) 
American officers of high rank. Certain
ly the democratic French methods were 
much more suitable to the American 
soldier than the teachings or Von Dcr 
Goltz. And the war had discredited the 
Prussian methods and proved the sound. 
ness of the French. To Da:vies it seemed 
a pity that his own general staff, who 90 
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sedulously aped the German methods, had 
not seen the light and still continued in 
their stupidity to follow the discredited 
German school. 

General Stithers buttonholed the mar. 
shal after a moment and Davies smiled in
wardly to see the condescending and self
important air of the American general, 
who could not conceive of a man having 
great power and ability without showing 
it by some outward sign of overbearing 
arrogance. 

It was while Davies stood there that the 
gray haired, rather absent minded com
manding general came up. 

"Your squadron looked very business
like, very snappy," stated the general, 
"but you'll have to brace up that dis
ciplinary report. Can't have the cavalry 
at the foot of the list." 

Davies looked at him in surprise. 
"Why, General," he countered, "it is a 

,·cry simple matter to brace it up as I 
explained in my letter." 

"Yes, yes," replied the commanding 
general absently, for just then General 
Stithcrs, who had been hovering in the 
offing, broke in with some whispered re
mark and bore the older officer away. 

Davies looked after them, a little non
p/used. Certainly the commanding gen
eral did not seem very much interested. 
And Davies knew that his recommenda
tions were sound and based on good mili
tary common sense. 

While he stood there, despondent, 
Turner came up. 

"'Veil," he remarked, "I canned your 
friend Lund with his schemes for carrying 
automatic riftes. Have you worked out 
something?" 

"Sure; the squadron bad them out at 
drill this morning," replied Davies easily. 

"What do you think of the outfit over 
there by now?" went on Turner. 

"Believe me, it certainly has been ham
mered around until the poor devils of 
soldiers can hardly call their souls their 
own. And the officers think that they arc 
put there to dance and ride!" 

'''Vhe-e-ew !'' whistled Turner. 
. "I'm trying now to raise the squadron 

from a sort of glorified livery stable to a 
real combat outf1t and, believe me, it's 
some job. Every wandering dcntist's wife, 
brigadier general's niece and captain's 
sister thinks that the squadron is meant 
to provide her with riding horses-" 

"Don't get the women down on you
they damn' near run this place," warned 
Turner. 

And Davies swore. 
""What right have women with an army 

of occupation?" he asked. "Their place is 
at home. I certainly am not going to ·let 
them worry me any." 

Turner shook a dubious head. 
"They can raise Cain in all sorts of 

devious ways if they get down on you," 
he warned. 

Davies shrugged his shoulders, disbo
lieving. The commanding general was 
now engaged in deep conversation with 
the French field marshal. Both young 
American officers studied them. 

"Did you e\·er read his book on war?" 
asked Davies. 

"No." 
"Well, you ought to. He believes that 

an army is meant for war and not for 
grinding out a lot of peace time regula
tions. He believes in 'souplesse', the indi
vidual trained to think so that he can 
meet every contingency that arises. The 
Germans believe in rigidity and all think
ing done from the top. And we follow the 
German model in spite of the fact that 
Von Kluck's drive on Paris failed because 
of too much rigidity and too little ability 
to conform to unexpected contingencies." 

general. 

THE TWO broke off their con
versation to watch General 
Slithers approach the field 1mar. 
shal and the commanding 

"And your brigade commander-what 
does he think?" asked Turner with an 
amused smile. 

"About him I don)''know as yet. From 
the enormous amourtt of papers and orders 
he's issued to my poor little squadron 
I'm inclined to {_�ink he believes in the 
German system-w.e_ich is to do all a 
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subordinate's thinking for him." Davies 
was very serious. 

"Huh," grunted Turner. "Defore you 
get through with him you'll think he's got 
Von Bernhardi, Von Der Goltz and Von 
Moltke backed off the map for sheer 
downright Prussianism." 

Davies shrugged his shoulders. 
"By the way-" Turner changed the 

subject- "don't forget you're expected 
to turn out with a squadron of tmincd 
machine riftemen inside of less than thirty 
days. Do you suppose you can do it?" 

"I think so." 
"It's a blame' short time, though-" 

Turner shook his head dubiously-"but 
it's got to be done. I told you that the 
Old Man is worried about this Com
munistic agitation on the Ruhr, It's 
beginning to show itself in our territory. 
They had some sort of a riot down at 
Cochem yesterday. And he wants his 
cavalry in shape to strike and strike hard 
if anything happens." 

"I'll try to have them in shape," Davies 
returned quietly. 

He strolled homeward in a very serious 
frame of mind, however. Not only did he 
have to brace up the disciplinary standing 
of the squadron in less than thirty days, 
but he had to turn out a unit well schooled 
and capable in the handling of the auto
matic rifles. And all this had to be done 
in spite of the demands of higher au
thority upon his time and the time of his 
men, who were working overtime now. 

Evidently there was to be no help from 
the commanding general. He must get 
his work done in spite of almost insur
mountable obstacles. So far he had re
turned all the prisoners to duty and re
lieved the tension a little; also he had 
taken two men away from Major Lund 
and his futile experiments. How to get 
some more men relieved from details 
outside the squadron? 

Hurrying to his barracks, he went to the 
telephone, taking the list of extra and 
special duty men with him. Once there 
he called up number after number, talk
ing with this officer and that officer, ex
plaining the circumstances to them andJ 

asking if they could not cooperate with 
him. With very few exceptions they saw 
his viewpoint and immediately pledged 
him their cooperation. At the end of an 
hour's telephoning he had succeeded in 
relieving some twenty men from special 
duty outside the troop and had them 
ready and available for troop work. 

With the few officers who had stood on 
their dignity and refused their aid in re
leasing the men assigned to their serYices, 
Davies used Turner's good offices, and 
Turner somehow, very tactfully, gained 
the results desired. At the end of that 
day nearly every special duty man was 
back to troop duty. ��- AS THE glad word of the new 

state of affairs spread among 
the men in the squadron, there � - was the sound of cheering in 

the stables and barracks. The cavalry 
was electrified with new life. Jmmediate 
work was started on the automatic rifles 
and gun teams were organized and trained 
and trial firing at reduced ranges was 
started. 

Meanwhile, onr at General Stithers' 
headquarters, Timothy was called into 
conference with the geneml and came out 
after half an hour, looking like an unctu. 
ous cat that had been shown the cream 
jug and told to help itself. 

Major Timothy went from his office 
over to headquarters and was closeted 
long and confidentially with a certain 
lank lieutenant-colonel, who was head of 
the Intelligence Section, that Intelligence 
Section which seemed principally for use 
against American officers of the American 
forces in Germany. 

Happily ignorant of all this, Davies set 
to work with a will, throwing himself 
body and soul into the work of getting his 
organization into shape within thirty 
days. 1\llarshal Foch, in response to 
Davies' questions, had stated that cav
alry was a highly important arm in any 
future war. The word ran like wildfire 
through the squadron. The gibes of in. 
fantry and artillery were effectually 
silenced. More potent still, the cavalry-
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men returned after hours to their Gretas 
and their Annas, and the frauleins r� 
joiced with the recently emancipated 
horse 80ldiers. 

Captain Bates had a lot to say, in his 
usual gibing fashion, deriding Davies and 
all his works-carefully behind his back, 
however. The rest of the officers in the 
squadron listened to him with poor grace, 
even Girolamo Hoe, in his slow, labored 
mental processes, finding himself at issue 
with Dates. About this time Bates' 
mother arrived. Bates' mother thought 
it would be very nice, as she confided to 
the other ladies at a tea party at the 
Coblenzer Hof, if her Bobby had com
mand of the squadron instead of that 
Major Davies. 

"You know, he seems to be so unpopu
lar with the men and the officers," she 
confided to Mrs. Townsend, Major Town
send's wife. In Mrs. Townsend she found 
a willing listener. 

"I think he's perfectly horrid," admit
ted Mrs. Townsend. "He refuses to let 
any of the ladies ride the troop horses any 
more and just when I was learning to ride 
so nicely!" 

A chorus of condemnation of Davies 
broke out from all sides, every lady there 
adding her word. 

"And besides, he's a perfect stick, never 
comes to the dances, never takes any af 
the girls out for a party, just buries him
self over there at Pfaffendorf." echoed 
.1\frs. Townsend's sister, a virgin lady of 
uncertain age but undeniable pulchritude. 

Captain Bates' mother sat and cooed, 
feeding the flames whenever they seemed 
in danger of dying down for lack of fuel. 
The burden of her song was that her 
Bobby was so popular and would make 
such a good commanding officer for the 
squadron. 

Mrs. Lund, the wife of the major who 
had been working so long on the new pack 
for the automatic rifle, added her note of 
criticism. 

"He is terrible. My husband says-" 
And she regaled them with a description 
of Davies as seen through her husband's 
eyes, and all the ladies listened and shook 

their heads at the picture thus drawn. 
"My Bobby says-" And Mrs. Bates 

went to bat with fire in her eye and gave 
them some more choice pictures. 

So it went. 
Meanwhile Davies worked from reveille 

until retreat at the squadron and went 
home and worked until midnight. In the 
first place he had an extraordinary amount 
of papers from Stithers' brigade head
quarters to return every day. Lately 
Stithers' headquarters had been absolute
ly vicious. Davies' squadron trained on 
at least four different drill grounds now, 
what with the new work with the auto
matic rifles, and he could not be at all four 
places at once. Yet not a day passed that 
he did not receive a letter requiring him 
to explain his absence from one of his 
drill grounds at a certain time. This 
was annoying and took time. Returning 
all of the reports required by Stithers 
took up more time. 

This detailed work kept Davies busy 
until at least ten o'clock every night. 
After that hour he went to work preparing 
a series of small problems for the squad
ron in field firing with the automatic rifle. 
Each of these had to contain some definite 
lesson in combat firing and cavalry tac
tics and each had to be made realistic and 
convincing. 

He was billeted in the house of a Ger
man, one Herr Hempful, occupying a 
drawing room, bedroom and kitchen. To 
run his establishment Davies had en
gaged a cook and a maid who looked after 
his rooms and served his meals. Now 
Herr Hempful, his host, was a retired 
innkeeper, a man of jovial and rubicund 
countenance, whose passage through the 
common hallway invariably left a fine 
aroma of wine, beer and schnapps in his 
wake. 

Herr Hcmpful, old as he was, still had 
a rollicking eye and a gallant soul in his 
fat body. Once or twice he smiled cheer
fully on Davies' ll)aid as she went about 
her duti�. To make certain that his 
sentiments were understood, he followed 
this up by an attempt to kiss Hilda as she 
passed by with an armful of fresh laundry. 
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Indignantly Hilda reported this out
rage. Davies called in Herr Hcmpful and 
requested his abstinence from such prac
tices, speaking in English, which Herr 
Hempful did not understand, but in a 
tone of voice which Herr Hempful under
stood immediately. The fat ex-innkeeper 
bowed his way out and in five minutes his 
old housekeeper brought Davies a half 
dozen bottles of good Rhine champagne, 
champagne which Davies promptly re
turned. 

Herr Hempful had been raised under 
the shadow of Ehrenbreitstein, which 
should explain why he answered a repri
mand with a gift. 

Jn a few days more the same thing oc
curred again. Again the indignant Hilda 
reported the actions of the amorous ex
innkeeper and again Davies gave him a 
scolding, this time talking to him in the 
manner of a mule skinner apostrophi:.dng 
his four.linc team. Again came the house
keeper, this time with a dozen bottles of 
very fine champagne; and again the gift 
was sent back. 

THE RETURN of all this good 
liquor greatly worried Private 
Floyd, who acted as orderly for 
Major Davies. 

"Believe me," he confided to Sergeant 
Brady, "that guy Davies needs a few 
drinks, the way he burns the midnight oil, 
and I ain't sa yin' perhaps. I come off 
guard midnight the other night and, 
knowin' the major's always up, thinks I, 
1'11 mosey by and get his saddle so's to 
have it ready for Saturday inspection. 

"Well. I blow in the major's dump and 
he's sittin' typin' away with that little 
half size typewriter he uses. 

" 'Hello, Floyd,' he says without look. 
in' up. 'There's a shot o' Scotch whisky 
in that bottle on the sideboard that won't 
do you any good, Floyd,' he says and taps 
away at this here little half portion 
machine. 

"So I pours me a drink and, thinks I, I 
might as well do this saddle here and now 
and sleep a little longer in the mornin', so 
I hauls out the old Properts and the 

sponge and starts in, sittin' on the floor 
ncar the major's saddle rack. 

"Then somebody knocks on the door 
and I opens it and it's Lieutenant Butcher 
and Lieutenant O'Connor and Lieutenant 
Harburg. 

"They says as how they was comin' 
home from the dance at the Officers' 
Casino and, secin' his light, decides to 
come and s.1.y hello. 

"The major gives 'em the glad hand 
and turns around to me. 

" 'If you haven't killed all that Scotch, 
Floyd,' he says, 'how about trottin' out 
the dear remains and doin' the honors for 
the establishment?'  he says, which I does, 
pronto, and none of 'em is bashful about 
polishin' off the major's good Scotch and I 
returns to the saddle, not havin' finished 
the stirrup leathers yet. 

"Well, they bellyache back and rorth a 
little while; then Lieutenant O'Connor, he 
speaks up and begins to bawl out the 
major for stay in' up so late every night. 

" 'You had ought to get to bed earlier, 
Major,' he says. 'You'll ruin yourself by 
losin' your sleep all the time thisaway; 
you're beginnin' to show it now, l\lajor,' 
he says. 'You got black circles under 
your eyes and you're gettin' pale and 
peaked lookin'.' 

"The rest of 'em all backs O'Connor 
up in this. 

" 'There ain't enough hours in the day 
and night to do all that I've got to do,' 
says the major, thoughtfu]./ikc. 

" 'Well, what do you do it for, Major?' 
asks O'Connor. 

" 'What do I do it for?' The major is 
kinda dreamy in his answer. 'I do it 00.. 
cause, because I gotta keep several jumps 
ahead o' the men I'm commandin',' he 
says. 'A corporal oughta know morc'n a 
private,' he says, 'and a sergeant oughta 
know morc'n a corporal, and a major 
oughta know more'n the whole damn' 
squadron put together,' he says. 'It's 
like that fresh young feller asked the old 
horseman what was the secret o '  trainin' 
horses,' he says. 'The old guy squirted 
out a stream o' tobacco juice and looks at 
the young feller a long time. I'll tell 
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you, son, says the old fellow, the secret o' 
trainin' horses is that the man has gotta 
know more'n the horse.' 

"The lieutenants looks kinda puzzled 
at this and the major goes on:  

" 'It's my idea,' he says, 'that the marks 
o' rank a officer wears on his shoulders 
oughta be a indication of the brains he has 
above his ears. When we achieve that,' he 
says, 'we'll have a fine army.' 

" 'But there ain't no use ruinin' your 
health tryin' to do it all in a few nights,' 
says O'Connor. 

" 'No,' says the major, studyin' his 
empty glass kinda thoughtful. 'No, I 
guess you're right, especially when it's 
all for these here ungrateful soldiers,' he 
says, lookin' at the empty bottle kinda 
hard, 'that comes around and drinks up 
aU your liquor,' he says, 'so's you don't 
have none to offer when somebody comes 
callin' on you,' he s.'Lys. 

"You see he's hittin' at me, but I'm 
tellin' you, Sarge, I ain't had only a 
drink or two, maybe three the hull day. 
But all the same I see the fix he's in and 
I sets my brain to workin' ," 

"Your what?" asked Sergeant Brady 
with immense surprise. 

"1\fy brain," continued Floyd pa
tiently. "And jest about that time I hears 
the wobbling footsteps o' old Herr Hem� 
ful, that booze histin' Heinie whose house 
the major is billeted in. 

"Quick as a flash, I says, 'Major,' I 
says, 'Herr Hempful's been tryin' to kiss 
Hilda again,' I says. 

" 'Is that so!' the major bangs back, 
mad as a wet hen. 'I'm gettin' sick of 
that pestiferous bird annoyin' my serv
ants/ he says. 'Call him in here,' he 
says, which I does. 

"Boy! You should 'a' heard the major 
light into him. He told that rum sprinkled 
Heinie things about himself which he'd 
never even imagined before. Old Herr 
Hempful, he don't know what's it's all 
about, it bein' in English, but his con
science ain't any too good and he bows 
and rubs his hands and says, 'Ja wohll 
Herr Major, ja wohl,' until the major 
chases him out. 

''I goes outside and waits and sure 
enough, in five minutes here comes Herr 
Hempful, pushin' and tuggin' at a case 
o' wet goods, the same bein' very fine 
Rhine champagne, about two dozen 
bottles strong. Puttin' a few bottles of it 
behind the kitchen sink as kinda a re
serve for my own use, I drags in the rest 
and tells the major that I found some wine 
for him and he's tickled pink. 

"They're tatkin' about German army 
discipline when I come back with the 
champagne. 

" 'You see what I mean,' says the 
major, pointin' to the champagne. 'Here's 
Floyd, a pretty good example of an 
American soldier. He's a man that can 
think for hisself,' says the major. 'Take 
a man that can go out and scare up six 
bottles o' good Rhine wine-' " 

"Six, was it!" interrupted Sergeant 
Brady. "I thought the squarehead 
loosened up on two dozen bottles?" 

"'Veil, that ain't the point o' the story," 
continued Floyd with dignity, "and the 
major says, 'Take a man like that and 
German discipline ain't for him. German 
discipline is for Germans,' he says, 'and 
not for Americans,' he says, 'and that's 
what's the trouble with our army,' he 
says, 'that we borrowed a lot of foolish
ness from Baron Steuben, meant for 
Prussian grenadiers in 1770,' he says, 'and 
we go on tryin' to ram 'em down the 
throats of American citizens in 1920. And 
the collar don't fit the horse,' he says, 'and 
when a collar don't fit a horse,' he says, 
'you change the collar, but,' he says, 'the 
military authorities go on tryin' to change 
the American neck,' he says, 'and they 
turned millions o' men back into civil life 
that don't like the army,' he says, 'and 
that hurts the national defense,' he says. 

" 'But the Germans make pretty good 
wine,' says Lieutenant O'Connor, sniffin' 
up another glassful. 

" 'Yes,' says the major, 'but you know 
damn' well you'd turn down a whole 
barrel of German wine in favor of just 
one good bottle of Four Roses rye!' 

" 'You said it, Major,' says Lieutenant 
O'Connor." 
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TO DAVIES, intent upon get. 
ting the squadron in shape and 
in having it come clean in the 
automatic rifle shooting, there 

occurred no suspicion of General Stithcrs' 
virulent animosity. Only, in the pause 
of his duties, it seemed to the hard work
ing major that he was being cheeked up 
upon rather minutely. This feeling slow
ly deepened into the uncomfortable cer
tainty that his every action was watched 
and reported. 

It was not a pleasant feeling and he was 
at a loss to account for the malice shown 
in such hostile surveillance. It was slowly 
borne in upon him that did he make a 
single false step he would be punished 
swiftly and mercilessly. And it is very 
easy to make false steps in the American 
Army, weighted down as it is with thou
sands of minute 1!-lld particular regulations, 
the violation of any one of which can be 
seized upon by higher authority if higher 
authority really is intent upon being un
pleasant. 

Under such circumstances he had to 
work far into the night, complying with all 
of Stithers' demands for papers and more 
papers. 

lt was Turner, calling upon him late 
one night. who warned him that he was 
overdoing. 

"You're beginning to show the strain, 
old top," stated Turner, his voice 
solicitous. "Better lay off awhile, or 
you'll get a spill and be laid up on sick 
report." 

Davies shook his head wearily. 
"Can't do it," he returned. "Look at 

the stuff I've got to do tonight. Here is 
the regular batch of papers from the War 
Department." He pointed to a sheaf of 
printed orders, new regulations, changes 
in regulations and amendments to changes 
in regulations that the War Department 
grinds out regularly and constantly. 
"Here is the batch of stuff from your head
quarters-" and he pointed to a sheaf of 
mimcogmphed matter, regulations and 
changes in regulations for the American 
forces in Germany- "and here is General 
Stithers' stuff. I thought the war would 

cure the Army of paper work, but it has 
only increased it." 

"I know it," nodded Turner, "and 
blamed if J see why. It gets worse and 
worse." 

"I sec why," asserted Davies. "The 
Army is tophcavy with rank, all in excess 
of its needs, and the extra officers are all 
busy trying to justify their existences by 
writing reams of orders." 

"Oh, I disagree with you there. We 
haven't enough officers to go around." 

"So the unthinking say. But look here 
-into how many combat divisions is the 
Army organized?" 

"Oh, about seven or eight," returned 
Turner vaguely, 

"And we have about eighteen major
generals, ten more major-generals than 
there are commands for. How many regi
ments have we?" 

"About one hundred and twenty," 
guessed Turner. 

"And we have three hundred and forty
six colonels to command them, also three 
hundred and ninety-six lieutenant-colonels, 
also twelve hundred and sixty majors, a 
total of about flfleen hundred field officers 
in excess of combat needs. Ours is prob
ably the only Army in the world that has 
three field officers on the staff to one in the 
line. ln other words, for every field 
officer actually in command of men and 
guns and horses we have three healthy 
field officers sitting back wilh the type
writer batteries, legislating their fool 
heads off. No wonder the Anny is cursed 
with papers! The proporlion would be 
all right if battles were won with bat
talions of commas and regiments of semi
colons, but nobody yet has succeeded in 
winning a battle that way." 

There was a knock at the door and, on 
Davies' invitation to open, a soldier came 
in and saluted. 

"A note from the sergeant-major, sir," 
he announced, and handed a scaled en
velope to Davies. 

''What the dickens is the sergeant
major sending notes around for at this 
time of night?" asked Davies, plainly 
puzzled, as he broke open the seal. 
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Reading the note, he frowned and 
looked absently into the air for a space. 
Then he dismissed the soldier, telling him 
to carry his thanks to the sergeant-major. 

"Look here--" Davies passed over the 
message to Turner. Turner read it and 
looked. up, nodding. 

"That's what I came over to see you 
about," he stated and looked again at the 
message, written in the careful hand of 
the acting squadron sergeant-major. The 
message read: 

Sir,�Major Tllnothy h&! been over here 
since eight o'dock this evening going through 
all the troop records and paper!!. I thought � 
l'd let the w.aior know. 

Davies looked disgusted. 
"Tomorrow ['II get a letter calling upon 

me for explanation as to why I.ieutenant 
Butcher didn't initial the issue of an extra 
pair of socks, woolen, to Private Grubin
sky, as required in Special Regulations 
178, Paragraph S, amended by Paragraph 
X Special Regulations No. 576. What 
was it the Padre said in 'Stalky and 
Company'? 'It's a belittling life, my 
friend, a belittling life.' " 

Turner's face was thoughtful. 
"They are on your trail, old boy," he 

stated. 
"Who are?" Davies looked unconvinced. 
"Stithers and his crew." 
Davies shook his head. 
"All right. Believe it or not. But watch 

your step, and that isn't all. Tell me 
something-has your old cook left and a 
new cook come to replace her?" 

"Why, yes." Davies looked surprised. 
"Well, look out for the new cook. She's 

getting pay from other sources than your 
pocket to report on every move you make." 

"Turner-" Davies started to laugh
"you're crazy as a bedbug." 

"Maybe so, maybe so-" Turner shook 
his head- "but I got a quiet tip from a 
young captain in the lntelligence, some 
bird that used to be a soldier under you 
on the Border. I tell you, Stithers means 
to get you and get you good." 

"I can't believe it," Da,·ies returned 
after a moment's silence. "Here J am 

working night and day to turn out a 
squadron for him that will reflect credit 
to his brigade. I am personally loyal to 
him as my commanding officer and I have 
lectured my officers on the necessity of 
being loyal to him whatever they think 
of his policies: I can't believe that a man 
would be so petty and mean as to attempt 
anything like that." 

"Believe it or not, Dave, facts are 
facts. And one thing more--look out for 
your senior captain, that fellow Bates. 
lf you are relieved from command he will 
be squadron commander. And he would 
spend very little time in weeping if you 
were relieved from command. While you 
are here working all night he is out danc
ing with all the wives of the generals and 
the staff and dropping a hint here and a 
hint there that all is not well with the 
squadron. And his mother is buzzing 
around whispering the same thing. And 
the women all believe him; they are sore =�:� . .  you interrupted their riding 

"What a cheerful little Job's comforter 
you arc, Turner." Davies smiled wearily. 
"Haven't you any more bad news to 
spill?" 

Turner rose very swiftly and put his 
arm over Davies' shoulder. 

"Dave, old top," he said, "most of us 
are rooting for you. All the cavalry 
officers on the staff know that you are 
doing fine work OYer here and that the 
squadron is pulling up by leaps and 
bounds. You've got some friends at 
court, even if you don't know it." 

"Awfully nice," said Davies, a little 
bitterly, "but a hard working officer 
shouldn't need friends at court. It's just 
that word court that describes the situa
tion. This place is like a royal court with 
its courtiers, its favorites, its women and 
its spies. It's not American, it's European, 
and a dam' poor imilation of European 
customs at that." 

"Yes," Turner admitted thoughtfully, 
"it is. Personally I think it's the medi
eval atmosphere of the place." 

"You said it. It's the shadow of Ehren
breitstein," said Davies. 



so MALCOLM WHEELER-NICHOLSON 

CHAPTER IV 

THE CHEERFUL clang of the 
horseshoer's hammer came from the 
forge which occupied the shed at the 

far end of the stable yard. Ckmg-clang
clang! went the hammer, and the man 
wielding it sent out a refrain on the hot 
iron, doubling the beat at regular inter
vals so that the ringing notes kept time 
to some tune the man hummed as he 
worked. 

It was feeding time and impatient 
horses whinnied and stamped as men 
broke out great bales of fragrant hay and 
carried the whispering. rustling annfuls to 
each animal. 

Corporal Matson's squad was busy 
grooming. Sergeant Brady sauntered by. 

"How come you-all sweatin' out here 
this time o' day 1" he asked. 

Matson knocked his brush against his 
currycomb and straightened up. 

"Well, Brady, you see it's like this. 
The major gives us the highest ratin' on 
drill and inspection, everything 'ceptin' 
the condition of our horses. So these 
birds in my squad gets together and de
cides to show up these other squads by 
groomin' extry every afternoon." 

Bmdy laughed. 
"By jccz," he said. "that Major 

Davies is dumb. Yep, he's dumb like 
a fox. Here he's got you fatheads 
workin' about twice as hard as you 
did before-and makin' you like it. 
How come?" 

''How come?" 
Matson was indignant, but a little 

puzzled at the same time. He frowned in 
an effort to express his idea of the changed 
conditions in the squadron. 

"You see, it's like this," he explained 
laboriously. "These guys don't have to 
do this here extra stuff less'n they want 
to, but so long as he's pic kin' out the best 
squad every Saturday and gi\·in' 'em a 
twenty-four hour pass this squad o' mine 
don't aim to trail along with the also-rans. 
Not on your tintype, it don't!" And 
Matson looked much relieved to have 

pro\·ided explanation based upon purely 
selfish grounds. 

"How's Major Davies and Slithers 
gett.in' on now?" asked Matson curiously. 

"They ain't!" Brady was brief. 
"Stithcrs hates him like the devil hates 
holy water. They're goin' to Jock 
horns o\·er Lieutenant Butcher this af
ternoon." 

"You mean that riot down here in the 
stable yard? I seen Stithers from the 
barracks. He was ram pin' around like all 
possessed. What was catin' him?" 

"Oh, it seems his High and Mightiness 
ordered his horse saddled and ready at 
ten o'clock. Lieutenant Butcher, who's 
actin' squadron adjutant, gets the message 
and sends it to Stithcrs' orderly. Stithers' 
orderly is downtown somewhere with the 
keys to the box he keeps the geneml's 
equipment in. Before they can find the 
orderly and get the keys it takes near an 
hour and in the meantime llCre comes 
Stithers breathin' fire and brimstone and 
threatenin' to try everybody by court� 
martial." 

"What was he sayin' to Lieutenant 
Butcher? ] seen Butcher's face and, be
lie,-e me, he was white as a sheet." 

"Yeh, the general talked to him some
thin' scandalous. Didn't give him a 
chan<"e to say nothin'. Then Stithers 
bangs away, shoutin' that he's goin' to 
han court - martial charges preferred 
against Butcher. :'\-_fajor Davies is out 
to the automatic rifle practise wJ1ilc this 
is goin' on. He comes in and hears the 
story. :Kow he's gone pastin' over to the 
general's headquarters. Believe me, 
there'll be some fur flyin' over thataway 
or I miss my guess." 

"Stithers is an ornery bum. I hope he 
don't trip old Davies. He ain't such a 
bad guy, that Davies. I'd like to hear 
how it comes out." 

"J'm goin' to mosey o\·er and habla with 
Jenkins. He's sergeant-major over there 
at Stithers' headquarters and he'll gi,·e 
me the dope." 

"Let me know what you hear, will 
you?" shouted Matson after him. Brady 
nodded. 
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ttr«r-· v::�.. THE WOHD went around the 

� �  
cavalry squadron that Davies �J ,... was o\'er in the lion's den beard-
ing the lion himself on account 

of Lieutenant Butcher. Men stopped 
work and discussed the matter, mean
while waiting for the news. 

Little knots of them gathered here and 
there, talking O\'er the thing in all its 
ramifications. They were as one in damn
ing Slithers freely and picturesquely. 

"Do you notice how the M. P's been 
layin' off us since Major Davies took 
over?'' asked one man. 

Several of them nodded. 
"Do you '.know why? I know. Tues

day night I was strollin' down Bahnhoff
strasse with a fraulein and that Barker 
out o' the Quartermaster Corps who's 
been made an �L P, he comes up to me 
nasty as hell and asks me don't I know it 
ain't allowed to parade around the street 
with loose women. I gets mad as hell, for 
the fraulein I'm with is the daughter of 
old Schmidt down here that runs the dry 
goods store and as straight as a string. 
She don't savvy much English, but she's a 
good kid. I kinda gives Barker a callin' 
down, and what does he do but yank me 
in before the provost. Right away the 
provost has Davies telephoned for. Seems 
that Davies makes 'em do that when one 
o£ the cavalry is picked np. And the 
major is over there quicker'n a flash. He 
sees this guy Barker, he asks about the 
girl, he talks to me and first thing I know 
he's givin' Uarkcr hell and says he's goin' 
to write a letter askin' for his relief and 
I'm yanked out o' jail by the slack o' my 
pants. Now the M. P's is kinda careful 
about who they pick up from this here 
outfit." 

A murmur of approval ran around the 
group. 

"And that ain't all. I'm workin' in the 
saddle room the other day and him and 
Captain Bates comes in, talkin' about 
some guy. 

" 'Shall I put him in the guardhouse, 
l\Jajor ?' asks Bates. 

" 'Hell, no! '  the major comes back. 
'Every time you put a man in the guard-

house,' he says, 'you confess failure,' he 
says. 'The Government don't give us 
men to put in the guardhouse,' he says. 
'It gives men to make into soldiers,' he 
says. 'An officer's job is to make fightin' 
men out of civilians,' he says, 'not to 
make guardhouse bums outa them.' 

" 'But how about discipline?' asks 
Bates. 

" 'No discipline worth a tinker's dam 
ever came outa the guardhouse,' says 
the major. 'The right sort o' discipline 
comes from pride in a man's job and 
self-respect,' says the major, 'an' a 
guardhouse ain't no place to look for 
pride and self-respect, leastways not 
unless guardhouses has changed a lot in 
the past week. This here squadron had 
twenty men in the guardhouse when I 
come here,' he says, 'and did you have 
any discipline? You did not,' he says. 
'You had the lowest disciplinary report 
in the A. F. in G! ' " 

"Atten-shun!" Corporal l\fatson's 
voice rang out from near the entrance to 
the stable yurd. 

Davies did not notice that the yard was 
uncommonly full of soldiers for this time 
of day. Dismounting from his horse, he 
gave the reins to the orderly and returned 
the salute of the men standing stiffly at 
attention. 

· 

The men, with eyes to the front, still 
noticed that Davies' usual smile of greet
ing was lacking, that his face was white 
and that his eyes were angry. 

Then as he called "ll.est!" and they re
laxed again, they noticed that he smiled 
at them, but it was not much more than 
an attempt at a smile, quickly erased as 
he strode into the office and closed the 
door behind him. 

".1\.{ust have been hell popping over 
there," they agreed. 

Several minutes later Sergeant Brady 
returned. 

He was immediately buttonholed by 
Matson and se,'erul others. 

"Yes, there was hell poppin'," he 
stated. "The major comes in and asked 
Major Timothy if he can see the general. 
'The general is interviewing Lieutenant 
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Butcher now,' says Timothy with that 
smirk of his. 

· ·  'That's what I came to sec him 
about,' says Davies, and goes to the door 
and walks in. He leaves the door open 
and Sergeant Jenkins hears and sees 
everything. 

"The general stares at Davies, lookin' 
unfriendly as hell. 

" 'What do you want?' barks Stithers. 
" 'I understand there's some disciplin

ary action bein' takin' with one o' my 
subordinates,' says Davies, cool as a cu
cumber, 'an' I come over to see about it.' 

"Then the general goes ravin' mad and 
cusses and raises Cain, his eyes as vicious 
as a rattlesnake's. He tells Davies that 
when he wants him he'll send for him. 
Meantime Lieutenant Butcher is standin' 
up there sayin' nothing. Suddenly 
hlajor Davies leans across the general's 
desk. 

" 'General,' he says, his ''oicc tinklin' 
like ice in a glass, 'it is my understanding, 
sir, that a commandin' officer is respon
sibl"'' for his subordinates. Lieutenant 
Butcher is my adjutant and I request 
opportunity to investigate the complaint 
you have against him before any action is 
taken in the matter.' 

"The general freezes up and gets deadly 
quiet. Then he calls the sergeant-major. 

" 'Sergeant-major,' he says, 'write out 
a set of general court-martial charges for 
gross neglect of duty under the 96th 
Article o' War,' he says, 'and le�L\'e the 
space for the name and rank of the ac
cused blank,' he says. 

" 'Now�' he turns to Davies- 'if 
vou're so anxious to accept responsibility for your subordinates, maybe you'd like 
me to have your name written in those 
charges,' and the general's voice is sar
castic as hell. He expects Davies to 
crawl out of it. But

. 
he don't know 

Davies. 
"The major straightens. out like a whip

lash and comes right back at him without 
battin' an eye. 

" 'Yes, General,' he says, 'if you con
sider the incident merits general court
martial proceedings I have to request 

that my name be put in there instead of 
l\Ir. Butcher's.' 

"This almost stumps the general, but 
he can't back out now. 

" 'Very well,' he says. 'Sergeant-major,' 
he says, 'put in Major Davies' name in 
that set of charges and have it ready for 
my signature immediately,' he says." 
Sergeant Brady came to the end of his 
recital. 

"And you mean to say Stithers is goin' 
to put the major before a general court 
all on account of his horse bein' ten 
minutes late?" asked an incredulous voice 
from the group of soldiers. 

"You said it, bo. That's exactly what's 
goin' to happen.'' 

· AWNE in his office, Davies 
sat staring into space for a long 
time. He wondered, after all, 
whether he had actod correctly 

in the matter. Certainly a brigadier
general could prefer charges against any 
of his subordinate officers did he choose. 
At the same time it violated one of the 
most fundamental principl� of command 
and organiza,tion, which is that each sub
chief should be allowed full command of 
his group, not only to train hut to disci
pline. Stithers should have taken up the 
matter with Davies and allowed him to 
in\'estigate and take his own measures. 

Davies was not feeling any too pleased 
over the proflpcct of a trial by court
martial. A military court-martial is very 
fair and just, as a general thing, as he well 
knew. Dut the mere fact that an officer 
had been tried by court�martial went on 
the officer's efficiency record, whether he 
had been found innocent or not, and word 
went forth throughout the Army that 
So-and-So had been tried for something, 
the informant never in any case spread
ing the word that he had boon tried for a 
trivial cause and found blameless. The 
mere act of facing a court-martial brought 
its penalty. There the ugly fact stood 
and acted to prejudice an officer in his re
lations with his fellow officers. 

Glancing down at the desk before him, 
he saw some of the notes he had made the 
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previous night on the problems for auto
matic rifle fire. 

They had been written in the heat of 
enthusiasm. In the cold light of day they 
still read well. Unconsciously he followed 
the typed lines and he began to read with 
quickened interest. 

The automatic rille oorret:l!l the one dis
ability that has been inherent in cavalry. which 
was its diminishod fire power due to the neces
�ity of leaving so many of il<i men with the led 
horses. ]ncreqse in the rate and volume of 6re 
permitted by the automatic rifle counter
balances this loss. Tbe automatie rifle has put 
a sting in the tail of cavalry . 

On and on he read, Stithers forgotten, 
the impending court-martial for�otten, 
the time forgotten as in imagination he 
constructed pictures of the cavalry of the 
future, light, highly mobile squadrons, 
plentifully equipped with automatic rifles 
and ammunition, its distant reconnais
sance work taken o\·er by the Air Service, 
its high mobility and fearful fire power 
utilized in seizing bridge heads, river 
crossings and strong points, far in advance 
of it'> toiling infantry, and holding them 
until the foot soldiers arri,·ed. 

It had grown too dark to read and he 
sat there with his dreams, forgetting the 
annoyance and the hampering caused by 
his immediate commander and remem
bering nothing e;,:cept that he was a 
cavalry officer and had an opportunity to 
work out experiments that would be of 
immense value to his Army. 

There was a knock on his door and, on 
his im·itation to enter, several officers 
of the squadron filed in. Even as he 
switched on the light he noticed the ab
sence of Captain Bates, of Captain Hoc 
and of Lieutenant Greffinger. 

There was a moment's silence while 
they looked at one another. 

Finally O'Connor svoke up. 
"Major, we just wanted .YOU to know 

that we think it's a rotten shame the way 
you've boon treated and we would like 
to do something to help out." 

Something akin to a faint glow came to 
Davies and warmed him up and made the 
world seem a better place. Here were at 

least some of his officers coming and 
giving him their support. 

''That's awfully decent of you," he 
said, "but don't let my temporary diffi
culties worry you. You can best help by 
tucking heart and soul into getting the 
squadron in shape and hammering out a 
wonderful record with these new riAes. 
The more of your cooperation I can get, 
the easier the task is for us all." 

"The squadron is in finer shape today 
than it has ever been, and I've been with 
it since its organization," spoke up one 
of the lieutenants, "and my sergeant �ays 
the men arc spreading the word all over 
Coblenz that it's the finest outfit they 
ever soldiered with." 

"Fine! We know that, but the disci
plinary report doesn't show it yet. We've 
got to make it a matter of record." 

".:\fajor, we're laying awake nights 
trying to figure out ways we can pull to
gether with you," remarked the serious 
eyed little Harburg. 

Before Davies could reply the door 
opened slowly. The red face and the 
small, rather shifty eyes of Major Tim
othy, the brigade adjutant, peered in. 

"Yes?" Davies' voice held a note of 
inquiry. 

All eyes were turned upon the new
comer. No one smiled at him, no one 
greeted him, the air was decidedly hostile 
and unfriendly, but the little major came 
in neYertheless. 

"I was just looking around," he ex
plained. "Don't let me bother you." He 
slid into a chair. 

"You don't bother us a bit, Major," as.. 
serted O'Connor with immense emphasis. 
A chuckle went around the group. 

"Well," announced Davies, in a very 
matter of fact tone, "that business con
cluded, we might as well be on our way. 
That's all, gentlemen." 

The officers filed out. Davies took up 
cap and riding crop and followed them. 
No one looked at Timothy sitting there in 
lonely state. The affront to a less thick 
skinned officer would have been un
bearable, but Timothy minded it not one 
whit. 
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The way to the-cavalry officers' mess led 
past Davies' house. He walked along 
with the group until he arrived in front 
of his own door and then invited them in 
for a cocktail before dinner. 

Scarcely were they in his living room 
and comfortably seated, before O'Con
nor, who had stood by the window, called 
to them. Rising, they all peered out. 
There, gazing up curiously at the house 
from the other side of the street, stood 
Major Timothy. 

"The dirty little sneak!" whispered 
O'Connor. 

"The dirty little sneak!" echoed the 
rest of them, all except Davies, who, 
busied with the ingredients for a cocktail, 
was in the dining room. 

THERE was little time to re
flect upon the espionage system 
of General Slithers. There 
were only two days left in 

which to do the final garrison instruction 
work on the automatic rifles. New 
and disquieting rumors of the Com. 
munistic activities in the Ruhr and of 
the revolutionary troubles in Germany 
were coming in daily. It was necessary 
to hurry. The squadron speeded up its 
preparations to take the field. It was 
ordered to march to a small town some 
eighteen kilometers away where the 
final field practise and firing tests were 
to be held. 

The squadron had snapped into a 
smoothly running organization, each sec.. 
tion and squad and platoon articulating 
smoothly into the harmonious whole, so 
that there was no friction and no lost 
motion and much contentment. An 
enormous amount of work .was accom
plished daily without strain on tempers or 
physiques. The barrage of reports and 
returns demanded of the squadron com. 
mander increased rather than diminished. 
His goings and comings, his every action, 
were watched and reported upon, so that 
he grew weary of the interminable "ex· 
plain by indorsement hereon" that met 
his eye with each morning's batch of 
paper. 

Orders came from Stithers' office to
. 

march on the Saturday morning following. 
The morning of the day of the march 

dawned clear and bracing. There was 
much intense activity around the stable 
yards. According to custom, Davies had 
the wagons loaded the night before and 
they were out and away while the squad. 
ron was lining up. Despite his weariness, 
Davies' eye kindled as he saw the two 
troops line up in businesslike fashion, the 
saddles packed for field service and men 
equipped for the march. 

Concentrated as a platoon in each troop 
were the automatic rifles, snugly stowed 
on the pack horses, each led by a mounted 
trooper. It was a very neat pack that the 
saddlers had devised, one from which guns 
and_ ammunition could quickly be drawn 
for action. 

Before he had time to make his inspec. 
tion of the squadron, General Stithers and 
Major Timothy dro,·c into the stable yard 
and dismounted from the limousine they 
occupied. 

The two officers, scarcely returning 
Davies' salute as he called the squadron 
to attention, walked along through the 
ranks, inspecting rigorously with note· 
book and pencil in hand. It took them 
some twenty minutes, during which time 
horses fidgeted and men grew weary of 
standing at attention, 

At last they finished the inspection, the 
two looking almost disappointed that 
they had found nothing. 

"All right, move out!" ordered Stithers 
curtly. 

"If you don't mind, General, I'd like to. 
look over some of the paoks first," re-
quested Davies. 

Stithers nodded and the two left. 
Davies gave his men "at ease" and went 
through the ranks, inspecting saddles and 
pa.cks. In his inspection he found six 
bits improperly adjusted, four or fiw 
saddle blankets badly set, and thre<. 
saddles wrongly packed, all of whicl, 
things would have resulted very likely in 
wastage of horseflesh on the march. He 
wondered at the self-important inspection 
of the general and his aide who, for all 
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the fuss they made, had seen nothing of 
these important things. 

It occurred to him again to wonder 
what had become of the court-martial 
charges which were to have been preferred 
against him. Upon reflection he decided 
that the general was holding them up un
til his return from the field firing, so as 
to insure that the automatic rifle practise 
should not be interrupted. 

This was depressing, but he shook off 
the feelin�:; of disquiet that it caused and 
sounded forth the command to mount up. 
There was a sudden flurry of movement, 
horses danced around, men heaved them
selve<:J into the saddles, ranks were 
straightened out and the whole squadron 
stood silent and waiting. 

"Right forward-fours right-march!" 
commanded Davies. and the right troop 
broke forward into column of fours, the 
acting color sergeant galloped forward 
into place with the squadron standard 
and the column moved out at a walk from 
the stable yard into the street. 

"Right by twos-march!" Davies' 
voice rang out again and the column of 
fours lengthened out and extended into 
column of twos. 

The trample of the steel shod hoofs 
of two hundred horses echoed and r� 
echoed in the narrow, cobblestone streets 
and made pleasant music in Davies' cars. 
Looking backward over the undulating 
column of bu.�incsslikc olive drab and 
bronze, he wondered to how many cava]. 
ca.des of horsemen these medieval stn.>cts 
had given passage and tried to visualize 
how they must have looked. Back in 
ancient days the Roman cavalry had 
swept through the town, flashing in horse. 
hair plumes and bronze armor, followed 
in later days by the solid tramp of the 
heavy horses of medieval chivalry; to be 
succeeded in still more modern times by 
the scarlet dolmans and silver embroidered 
peliMe of the cha3seurs of Napok'On, still 
later to be followed by the black and silver 
of the Death's Head Hussars of the 
kaiser. 

The street was shadowed by the bulk 
of Ehrcnbreitstein overhead, but his 

squadron moved forward steadily until it 
hit the sunlight of the open country. And 
Davies' heart lifted with the joy of it, the 
feel of two hundred fighting men behind 
him, the sound of the silken National 
standard whipping softly in the breeze, 
the sight of the scarlet and white guidons 
streaming at the head of each troop, the 
cheerful hum and talk and laughter of 
men at "route order", the clink of sabers 
and spurs and bit chains, all the steady 
sound of marching cavalry. 

But the cheerful talk and laughter sud
denly stilled itself. A wave of silence came 
traveling u p  from the rear of the column, 
silence broken by the shouted command, 
"Squadron--attention ! "  and there was 
the sound of an automobile horn in the 
stillness. the rush of a large military car 
p..<tssing, a glimpse of General Stithers' 
profile behind the silk curtains and the 
flash of a single red star of a brigadier 
general above the number plate in the 
rear. 

"Route order," was given once more, 
but the sunlight looked less bright, the air 
felt less intoxicating, men's \"oices grew 
hushed. 

�- THE MEN began to talk onec � more as the dust subsided and 
� the car passed out of sight on 

the road ahead. 
The squadron sergeant-major and Ser· 

geant Brady, who acted as color sergeant, 
were talking immediately behind Davies. 

"Did you read the A maroc this morn. 
in'?" asked Brady, the A maroc being the 
daily newspaper published by the Ameri· 
can forces in Germany. 

"I did not. Fat Iotta time I had to 
read the A mMoc with all the squadron 
headquarters stuff to get out." 

"Aw, yov and your squadron head. 
quarters stuff!" Brady grunted disdain· 
fully. "Anybody would think, to hear 
you talk. you was runnin' a whole Army 
corpse, 'stead o' goldbrickin' around doin' 
plain. and fancy bunk fatigue twenty· 
eight hours outa the twenty-four. You'd 
ought to keep up with the news a whole 
lot bettcr'n what you do, sccin' a guy 
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don't have to get outa bed to read the 
paper!" 

"Yeah? :Maybe so, but that don't alter 
the fact none that if hot air was melody 
you'd be the combined field music of a 
brigade. But what's so important about 
the Amaroc this morning?" the squadron 
sergeant-major inquired. 

As Davies listened to what was said, it 
suddenly occurred to him that he had not 
read the paper that morning and half 
turned his head, the better to hear what 
the color sergeant had to say. 

"Oh, nothin' so much, 'ceptin' the 
Communists sure are raisin' hell down in 
the Ruhr. A hull gang of 'em went on 
the loose armed with machine guns and 
rifles and bombs and raised particular 
Ned. And what's more, I think they're 
goin' to be up here sassin' us before long." 

"That's a Iotta hooey! How they goin' 
to get up here in the first place and what 
chance they got sassin' us after they get 
here?" The sergeant-major was definitely 
skeptical. 

"'Veil, there's a gang of 'em hangs out 
at Schneider's cafC under Ehrenbreitstein. 
What's to prevent them guys from the 
Ruhr gettin' together with them babies 
and plantin' a few bombs under the old 
fort and histin' a few good AmeriCan 
doughboys into kingdom come?" 

"What would they gain by it?" The 
sergeant-major was still skeptical, only 
not quite so decided in his tone. 

"What would they gain by it? What 
wouldn't they gain by it? Them bucka
roos is after trouble, plenty of it, all the 
time. The more they can mix things up 
with the Allies and Germany the more 
chances they got to pull a real, man sized 
revolution 'stead o' the half portion affair 
they're stagin' now." 

The sergeant-major re!lected over this 
for the length of time it took the steadily 
trotting squadron to cover some fifty 
yards more of road. 

"Mebbe so. Mebbe there's truth in 
what you say, if but little," he admitted 
judiciously, "but I don't believe them 
birds has got the guts to stage anything." 

"Don't let 'em fool you, my boy, don't 

let 'em fool you." Brady was tolerance 
itself. "Why, listen here! You know 
that dizzy, black haired cluck who hangs 
out with Schneider?" 

"You mean that goofy eyed, thick 
waisted Gretchen with a face like an acci
dent lookin' for a place to happen?" The 
sergeant-major always insisted upon ex
actness. 

"That's her." Brady was cautious. 
"She ain't no Venus, exactly, and she sure 
can talk the hind leg off'n a box car, but 
she's got a good heart. Her and me kinda 
pals up every time I go to Schneider's and 
if it's long after payday she slips me an 
extra bottle or two o' Rhine wine and 
don't charge for it." 

"It's your fatal gift o' beauty," re
marked the sergeant-major. 

"Yeh," admitted Brady without any 
false mvJcsty, "but yesterday while I'm 
sittin' there havin' a snifter or two before 
taps this here mad cluck up and tells me 
somethin' kinda queer." 

"Yeah? I sUppose she tells you she 
ain't never been kissed before. They all 
pull that," spoke up the sergeant-major 
out of the depths of a vast experience. 
"With her face I ain't doubtin' she told 
the truth, but go on with your tale o' 
woe.'' 

"Well, she up and tells me that these 
here Communists are stronger in � 
blenz than a hunk o' Lim berger cheese in a 
hot house. The Americans bein' kinda 
easy goin', they've been driftin' in here 
pretty frequent until there's a couple hun
dred of 'em, so this skirt tells me. And 
she says moreover, what 1 can piece to
gether out o' her rush o' words to the 
mouth, that they're figgerin' on pullin' 
some rough stuff the first chance they 
get. And most o' them birds is ex
soldiers." 

"A couple a hundred of 'em ain't goin' 
to do much damage," commented the 
sergeant-major. 

"No ? What"s to prevent 'em waitin' 
till some time all of our outfft are one side 
o'  the river at a inspection or re,·iew or 
somcthin' and then bombin' that bridge o' 
boats and raisin' merry hell on the other 
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side while our guys sits on the opposite 
bank and looks foolish?" 

"By jemd They could make a smell at 
that!" The sergeant major was per� 
turbed at last. 

"Well, that's exactly the plan they got 
under their hats accordin' to what this 
wall eyed female tells me. It ain't such 
a dumb plan at that." 

And Davies, trotting ahead, had to 
agree. It wasn't such a dumb plan at that. 

It suddenly occurred to Davies as he 
rode along, that nc;>w was an excellent 
time to strike if the Communists meant 
mischief. The infantry was down some
where near Andernach engaged in man
euvers, the artillery was engaged in firing 
some problems nt their range nearly 
twenty kilometers from Cob/em�, and 
here he was with the cavalry steadily in
creasing the distance between himself and 
the city. And there was little in Coblenz 
except a few quartermaster and special 
service troops and a few military police, 
no� nearly ��ough men to cope with any 
senous upnsmg. 

But what was the American Intelli
gence Service doing all this time if the�e 
things were true? lt was their businc>;S 
to run down just such stuff as this, to 
keep their ears to the ground and report 
any movements among the population of 
the occupied territory. Were they so 
busy reporting soldiers for having their 
blouses unbuttoned or failing to salute 
that they lost sight of their real duties? 
Davies shrugged his shoulders. It was 
not unlikely, he reflected. At the same 
time he must do his duty and warn Gcn
eml Stithers, his brigade commander, at 
the first opportunity, giving him the in
formation that he had overheard by 
chance. 

CHAPTER V 

THE PROTECTION OF COBLENZ 

IT WAS no comfort to Davies to realize 
that General Slithers would be await
ing the squadron on its arrival. If 

there is one time that men should be both
ered least it is at the time of arriving in 

camp after a march. And knowing 
Stithers, Davies knew that the man was 
constitutionally incapable of letting sub
ordinates alone. His was not an uncom
mon type in the American Army-men 
who wore the eagles of a colonel or the 
stars of a general on their shoulders, but 
who in their hearts were nothing more 
than squad leaders, incapable of allowing 
subordinate commande11> to handle their 
own organi7.ations. 

A smaller minded ·man than Davies 
would have been irritated by Stithers' 
fussiness. For he was there, he and Major 
Timothy, on the arrival of the squadron, 
with orders for everything ready and 
waiting. The horse lines were to be in 
certain places, the forage piles in a pre
determined spot, men were to be billeted 
thus and so, so that there was little for 
Davies to do except give the command to 
dismount. 

That the horse lines were placed so that 
men had to go all across the camp and 
billet to water, that the forage was so 
placed as to cause twice the trouble and 
labor were facts that bred annoyance, but 
were not necessarily fatal, reasoned 
Davies, being more anxious to get at the 
shooting than he was to quibble over small 
matters. 

As quickly as his men were busy caring 
for their horses, Davies approached Gcn� 
era! Slithers. 

"I overheard some information today 
that might or might not be important," he 
stated and went on to tell Stithers of the 
conversation between his color sergeant 
and the sergeant major. 

Stithers listened impassively until he 
had finished. 

"Is that all?" he asked. 
Davies nodded. 
"Well, l),iajor, if you'll look after your 

squadron, we'll let the proper authorities 
handle the other matters," said Stithers 
in the manner of one chiding a very small 
boy for his forwardness. 

Davies flushed slightly. 
"Very well, sir," he replied and, salut

ing, returned to his men, who were busy 
preparing their camp. 
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They were situated on the edge of one 
of the German national forests. Tall 
men in gray-green uniforms, wearing 
pheasant feathers in their jaunty felt hats, 
carne out and watched the Americans 
curiously. They were the foresters, men 
picked for their high records in the army, 
excellent shots and woodsmen. From 
these men had been recruited the J aegn 
regiments of the Imperial army. Davies 
was surprised to observe that they still 
wore the Imperial eagle on their uniforms. 

He was billeted in the cottage of the 
chief forester, an unsmiling man of much 
grave dignity who had been an Unteroffi
zier in one of the kaiser's Jaeger regiments. 

Happily General Stithers and Major 
Timothy departed in the late afternoon to 
return to Coblenz, and Davies threw him
self into the plans for the work on the 
morrow. 

He was given ten days in which to com. 
plete his firing. Of these ten days he a!. 
lotted five days to the squads, two to the 
sections, and one day each to the platoons, 
troops and squadron. 

The field firing r.tnge was a shallow 
valley, broken by woods and a stream and 
crossed by several roads. Target pits had 
been dug by infantry detachments. Be
fore he went to bed that night Davies had 
his targets, heavy cardboard silhouettes 
in olive drab paper as large as a man, set 
up in the points he selected. 

Early the next morning the range dGo
tails were made, ammunition was issued 
to the rifle squads and they moved out 
beyond the entrance to the valley, each 
squad leader waiting his turn. 

Davies had all his problems thought out 
in advance and had succeeded in making 
them very practical. 

It was now that his hard work began to 
bear fruit, for not only were th\} men keen 
about the work but they tore great SCC· 
tions out of the targets and handled the 
guns smoothly and well. 

Every day General Stithers' car came 
sliding up and Stithers and his brigade 
adjutant stood for an hour, silently watch. 
ing. Neither made any comment and 
Davies could not determine whether they 

approved or disapproved. As a matter of 
fact, he did not worry much about it. 
He knew his business and knew that he 
was working along the right lines. 

Turner came out once or twice and 
marveled at the interest the men were 
showing. 

"Lord!" he snorted. "You'd think it 
was big league baseball the way they 
bellyache and argue. I've watched all the 
firing on this range and I've never seen 
men so interested. By the by, may 1 have 
a copy of those problems you're working 
out? Want to send them in to the gen. 
era! staff. Thanks." 

The problems were varied to include 
every duty that cavalry would be called 
upon to perform-advance guard, rear 
guard, outpost, patrolling. They thor. 
oughly tested out the corporal's ability to 
handle his little group of men under com. 
bat conditions and to direct the fire of his 
riflemen. At the end of the five days 
Davies had developed a keen group of 
gun teams in the squadron, led by men 
who could use their heads to outguess an 
enemy force. 

The problems for the sergeants became 
slightly more complicated. They had two 
squads to maneuver and the fire of two 
guns to direct. They also had tG..,.worry 
more over the protection of their larger 
number of led horses and to take security 
measures. Their ranges were increased 
and thenumbcrof their targets multiplied. 

It was the first time that most of tim 
non...commissioned officers realized that 
they were important entities in an organi
zation, that they were battle leaders re
sponsible for men and animals and their 
proper usage in combat. These few days 
of independent command, thrown on their 
own responsibilities, developed them more 
than months of barrack soldiering could 
do. 

The sergeants learned from the errors of 
the corporals; the lieutenants, when their 
turn came, had learned from the errors of 
both and, although their problems were 
much more difficult. involving longer and 
shorter ranges, diversified and disappear. 
ing targets, they worked very ·'"'lOOthlv 
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and very capably. The captains took 
over their troops finally and utilized the 
experience already gained to do some 
fearful execution on the targets. When 
Davies finally took the squadron as a 
whole it was a beautifully efficient fighting 
machine with every part working smoothly. 

IT WAS on the last day, the 
day of the squadron test, that 
the foreign officers came out, 
several }'rench and Belgian 

officers, a chief of staff of the Swiss army 
-who carried a stop watch on his wrist 
and timed every movement made-two 
officers from the Dutch army, and two 
Spanish generals. Turner accompanied 
them and General Stithers came out with 
Timothy and watched rather skeptically 
while the work went on. 

The group of officers, most of them in 
field gray or khaki but a few of them 
bri!liant in their dress uniforms, stood on 
an eminence to the right of the entrance of 
the valley, where they could see both the 
firing lines and the targets. 

Before the squadron problem started, 
Da,·ies came up, was introduced, and there 
was much bowing, saluting and clicking of 
heels as the various foreign officers were 
greeted. 

Copies of the problems were handed to 
each of the officers. 

Then Davies rejoined his waiting squad
ron and disappeared from \'iew. 

}�rom where the group of officers stood 
the valley looked silent and deserted. 
There was not a movement nor the stirr
ing of a blade of grass to show that this 
valley was different from all other portions 
of terrain nearby. 

Meanwhile, far down the road leading 
to the place, there wa.'! a small cloud of 
dust. Through their field glasses the 
officers could see that it was a lone man 
riding forward toward them. Behind him 
and to the right and left they could sec 
two other men. As the mounted men ad
vanced, a compact, small squad of horse
men could be seen still farther in the rear. 
The approaching horsemen came forward 
at the trot. 

As they entered the valley the man in 
the lead scanned the place thoroughly, 
then kept on moving forward. His two 
aides swept up the hills on either side, As 
they had advanced about a third of the 
way up the stream, suddenly a pistol shot 
cracked on the air. 

The observing officers saw the three 
troopers suddenly halt, then saw them 
turn and gallop back. Searching the 
valley with their glasses, the keenly in
terested foreigners finally made out the 
outline of some drab colored silhouettes, 
partially concealed behind some bushes, at 
about five hundred yards from the en
trance of the valley. 

Gazing back in the direction taken by 
the three men in their precipitate flight, 
they saw the squad of horsemen in rear 
coming up at a gallop. 

The man leading them suddenly ra(sed 
his hand. The horses were pulled to their 
haunches. The Swiss chief of staff set his 
stop watch. It seemed but a second that 
the men were on the ground, crouching 
low and stealing fonvard. Then they 
disappeared. 

All was silent for a space. Suddenly, 
from a clump of bushes near the valley 
entrance, the watchers heard a rapid 
burst of fire, the angry chattering of an 
automatic rifle. Dust clouds spurted 
high around the target. 

There was another pistol shot and an
other group of silhouettes sprang in view 
on the opposite side of the valley. Far 
back on the road there were other clouds 
of dust which resolved themselves into 
compact clumps of horsemen. 

Each of these clumps came to a halt, 
men shot to the ground, the horses were 
led away into disappearance at the gal
lop, and the men disappeared. But in a 
few seconds another automatic rifle set 
up its chattering note, to be joined by a 
third and a fourth. 

Other targets appeared on the hillside 
and in the floor of the valley. Still no 
soldiers could be seen, nothing could be 
described of the attacking force. The fire 
of the attackers augmented steadily until 
it became a roar of rifle fire and bullets 
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were whining and kicking up spurting 
columns of dust above and below the 
targets and on all sides. The noise 
rose in a steadily mounting crescendo. 
Long lines of silhouettes rose from the 
very earth as if by magic, until the valley 
seemed filled with silent drab figures 
around which a rain of bullets whined 
and sang. 

When the fire seemed at the height of its 
intensity, suddenly a new rattle and 
smash of automatic rifles broke out from 
the opposite side of the valley. An out
flanking force had moved into position 
and was directing a heavy cross fire on the 
targets. 

Suddenly the clamor was pierced by the 
high shrill notes of a trumpet. The firing 
ceased on the second. All was silent. 
Then the visiting officers rubbed their 
eyes with astonishment, for from behind 
clumps of grass, ridges of earth and logs 
there rose up the soldiers who had been 
doing the shooting. 

The men remained in place. From 
somewhere came Davies, on foot. Ap
proaching the group of observers, he in
vited them to see the targets and the dis
positions. 

There were many exclamations of as
tonishment as the targets were examined. 
The noise had not been mere noise; a 
terrific percentage of hits had been 
made. Questions were asked as to the 
number of rounds expended which Davies 
answered instantly. The hits were checked 
up. The officers looked at one another, 
marveling. 

General Stithers, who followed the 
group from place to place, turned to the 
Swiss chief of staff. 

"It's not so marvelous, considering 
that they know where every target is in 
advance," he sneered. 

"I beg your pardon, General." Turner 
spoke up. "Major Davies asked me to 
set up new targets. T had entirely new 
targets at entirely new ranges set up this 
morning." 

Stithers answered nothing to this, only 
twisted his small mustache and looked 
skeptical. 

FROM the targets the officers 
went toward the men and looked 
over their dispositions for con
cealment and their arrange-

ments for ammunition supply. Most o£ 
them being cavalry officers, they went 
back ta the led horses, studied their 
placing and concealment and the measures 
taken for guarding them. 

"Marvelaus!" they exclaimed when 
they had seen everything, and they 
pressed around Davies, asking him what 
were his methads of training, how long he 
had been training his men and whether 
they were nat all old and experienced 
soldiers. 

".1\fost of them are men of less than a 
year's service," he replied. "None of 
them had fired an automatic rifle a month 
ago." Some of the foreign officers went 
so far as to raise their eyebrows in polite 
disbelief. 

General Stithers cut short the chorus o/ 
praise by curtly inviting some of the for� 
eign observers to accompany him in his 
car back to Coblenz. 

"Sorry to ha,·e to hurry you, gentle
men," he told them. "but I'm due in at 
Coblenz for an inspection of the trans
portation of my brigade." 

Davies remembered having .heard that 
all the trucks and wagons had been or
dered into Coblenz from the infantry and 
artillery units and visualized the long 
line of them waiting in growling impa
tience for an inspection that had forced 
them to travel into Coblenz from their 
respective camps only to turn around and 
travel back again after being looked over 
by a group of staff officers. 

The cars containing the general and the 
foreign observers had scarcely passed out 
of sight down the road when Dal"ies wa� 
called to the telephone. Hargreaves' 
voice fell on his cars. He was calling froll\ 
headquarters at Coblenz. 

"Hello! Hello! Is that you Davies?'1 
The voice came dimly O\'Cr the field tele
phone line. "This is Hargrca\'es. Is 
General Stithers there? No ? Is there 
any way you can reach him? No ? Oh, 
hell! What's the trouble? Trouble 
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enough. I can't get hold of any one. The 
commanding -general has been gone for 
two days; all of Stithers' brigade is scat· 
tercel from hell to breakfast and things 
look pretty funny around here. Yes. It 
looks like Communists are trying to stage 
n demonstration. The streets across the 
river are full of men. No, haven't any one 
except a few milita.ry police. No, I don',t 
dare break up the inspection of the trans
portation. All the trucks are lined up on 
the polo field back of Coblenz on the hill 
·waiting for Slithers' inspection. Sure; 
they ought to be �ent out to the range of 

��e
g!�r�:�l"

to ��:��a=�d
t�e:�fi t'::��u�: 

other hour berore they can get down and 
back from the infantry camp with rein-
forcements . " 

The message suddenly ended. Davies 
listened. The telephone had gone dead 
in a second. There was none of that 
cheerful hum and crackle of a live tele
phone line. Evidently the wire had been 
cut. In that case there must be some of 
-the Communist mob between there and 
Coblenz. Davies did not waste a second 
in reflection. Hurrying outside, he blew 
a long blast on his whistle and shouted his 
orders in the ensuing stillness. 

There was a hurried adjusting of girths, 
a swift leaping into saddles. Scarcely 
were the troops in fonnation when Davies 
ordered-

"Fonvard-march !" 

THE TWO cars containing 
General Stithers and his guests, 
the foreign observers, were 
speeding toward Coblenz. On 

either side of Stithers in the rear seat of 
the big military limousine were seated the 
French military obsen'er and the Belgian 
attache. 

"Very wonderful exhibition your cav
alry staged today," remarked the French 
lieutenant-eoloncl. The Belgian officer 
nodded from the other side. 

''1\farvelous," he said. 
"Very pretty, but more or less a waste 

of time," replied Stithers disdainfully. 
"The day of cavalry is over and done 

with. Infantry in motor trucks can out
march cavalry." 

"But, my dear General, there is much 
territory left on the earth's surface where 
motor trucks can not opemte," objected 
the French lieutenant-eolonel. "Our 
North African possessions, for example." 

"And our Congo regions, not to men
tion most of Asia and Africa and South 
America and Russia and the backward 
European countries," added the Belgian. 

"I disagree with you entirely," Stithers 
replied flatly. "Ca\'alry is as out of date 
as the bow and arrow." 

The two foreigners raised the eyebrows 
slightly, but did not pursue the subject. 
Very tactfully the French officer began to 
speak on some other subject . 

The smoothly running car ate up the 
few kilometers and it was not long before 
they were approaching Coblenz, the shad
owy bulk of Ehrenbreitstein high above 
them on their left as they entered the 
town along the river road. 

It was not until they were actually in 
sight of the bridge itself that the general 
noticed the large number of German civ
ilians crowding the streets. The car had 
to slow down to get through the mob. It 
seemed an orderly crowd for the most part 
and he paid little attention to it, aside 
from wondering how so many people 
happened to be out on this particular day. 
It ·was not until the car swung toward the 
bridge entrance that he noticed the en
tire absence of the blue coats and pink 
collars of the German police. 

And then the officers sitting in the car 
grew silent and looked at one another 
startled. 

For some leader of the crowd, harangu
ing his followers from a large box near the 
entrance to the bridge, suddenly turned 
and pointed at the military cars. The 
mob turned toward the officers. Fists 
were raised, a low growl went up from the 
throats of the agitators. Men started to 
advance on the officers, their gestures 
menacing and purposeful. 

It was due to the quick thinking of the 
chauffeur of the leading car that matters 
did not come to a head then and there. 
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The chauffeur, sensing that all was not 
well, suddenly shot his car forward. Men 
standing in the way leaped to one side. 
The second car followed at equal speed. 
In a second both of the military autos 
were speeding across the bridge safe from 
molestation. 

Slithers was fuming angrily. 
"I'll teach them a lesson," he growled 

and leaned forward impatiently while the 
cars speeded toward headquarters. 

Hurrying up the steps of the head
quarters building, followed by the foreign 
officers, he noticed an air of excite
ment about the entrance of the place. 
A general staff major was marshaling 
a group of seven or eight men, some of 
them field clerks, most of them order
lies and messengers, inside the main 
entrance. 

''What's this? What's this?" Stithers' 
voice was choleric as he addressed the 
major. 

"Why, General, there arc no troops in 
Coblcn� and we're afraid the Communists 
are staging a demonstration." The 
major's voice was excited; without both
ering further he turned to his men and 
inspected their arms. 

Stithers' face grew slightly pale. For 
the first time he realized the true situa
tion. Taking the steps two at a time, he 
hurried to the office, followed at a more 
sober gait by the colorful group of foreign 
officers. 

Hargreaves, looking pale and worried, 
met him inside the door and told him 
what was going on without mincing any 
words. 

"But have you telephoned to the in
fantry regiments?" 

"Yes, sir," Hargreaves nodded. "They 
can't get in here under four hours 
marching.'' 

"Marching, hell! Where are the 
trucks?" 

"They are up on the review grounds 
waiting for your inspection, sir." 

"But, my God, why didn't you send 
them down after the infantry?" The 
general's voice was almost hysterical in 
his excitement. 

"I had no authority to cancel your 
orders for an inspection, sir." 

The general growled something under 
his breath and hurried to the telephone. 
Turning, the instrument in his hand, he 
addressed Hargreaves again. 

"Get an orderly up to the review 
grounds immediately, telling the truck 
drivers to rejoin their commands at 
once!" 

"Very well, sir." 
Hargreaves pressed a button and gave 

his instructions. The general was excit
edly calling through the telephone, Har
greaves greeted the foreign officers who 
had followed their host and waved them 
to seats. 

Turning to the \Yindow, Hargreaves 
swore under his breath. 

''I'm afraid they're going to attempt to 
blow up the bridge, General," he said, 
and pointed out to the river where a 
group of men on the opposite bank were 
approaching the br:i�e head Carrying 
burdens of some sort. '" 

They were wildly
-

acclaimed by the 
heavy crowd on the opposite shore. 1'here 
ensued a lot of milling about and an ill 
organized effort among the men. 

General Stithers was biting his nails 
as he turned from the telephone. 

"Haven't we got enough men around 
here to break that up?" he cried. 

"I've sent out orderlies scouting up 
every available man, the sentries on post, 
even the prisoners in the guardhouses," 
replied Hargreaves. "A few of them are 
beginning to drift in now, but very slowly. 
I doubt if there are enough to attack that 
crowd yet." 

He called an orderly and asked some 
question. The man disappeared, return
ing shortly, reporting to Hargreaves. 

"They have only scared up about six
teen men. It seems the most of the men 
are up at Ehrenbreitstcin across the 
river. The chaplain was giving some 
sort of a movie show there this after-
noon 

"Telephone them at Ehrenbreitstein." 
"The wires are cut, sir." 
Hargreaves glanced at his watch. 
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"The trucks should be about starting 
from there now," he said. "It will take 
them about half an hour to get down that 
hill from the polo field and to reach their 
commands. We can't expect any help 
from the infantry under an hour yet, in
cluding the time it will take them to load 
and return." 

"An hour!" The general's face was 
white. He turned toward the window 
again. Then, his voice subdued, as 
though he were thinking aloud, "How 
aOOut the cavalry?" he asked. 

Hargreaves .shook his head. 
"I tried to call you out at the cavalry 

eamp. While I was talking the wires 
were cut." 

"But it shouldn't have taken more than 
three words to order them in here." 
Stithers was angry. 

But Hargreaves knew his man. And 
Hargreaves had been well schooled after 
the Prussian plan, which keeps sub
ordinates from moving without orders. 

Stithers frowned and turned toward 
the window again. What he saw there 
made him stiffen to attention. 

"They are laying a charge on that 
bridge!" he cried. "Look! There go the 
men carrying the electric batteries. Now 
they are slowly moving off the bridge. 
There are still about twenty or thirty men 
there. They can't blow it up until thoso 
men are off. If we only had a few men!" 

THE FOREIGN officers were 
seized with the excitement in 
the air. They crowded around 
the other window, pointing and 

gesticulating and talking in a babble of 
French and English. 

"Now the last of the men are lea\'ing 
the bridge. They're getting ready. Two 
men are still working with the charges. 
Now they turn and start for the s.hore. 
It's too late!" The general's shoulders 
sagged. 

Suddenly there was a shout from the 
French lieutenant-eolonel. 

' ' VoiLa!" he cried. ''The cavalry!' '  
A glad shout broke out from the officers 

at t.he windows and they stared out, en� 

tranced at the spectacle on the farther 
bank. 

For suddenly, out of a side street, had 
debouched ten mounted men at a gallop, 
their sabers drawn. They bore down on 
the crowd swiftly, From the main road 
there thundered the head of the cavalry 
squadron, Davies in the lead, the squad
ron standard whipping the breeze be
hind him, the men bent' low on their 
horses' manes, their sabers in their hands. 
From still another direction there swept 
forward a platoon of dismounted cav
alry, who threw themselves down and 
covered the mob with a row of business
like automatic rifles. 

The crowd about the bridge head broke 
and ran, pell-mell. The sight of all those 
horsemen, of that gleaming steel and the 
muzzles of those stern, rapid fire guns, 
was too much for them. So swiftly did 
the cavalry operate that in a few seconds 
the streets were cleared without a single 
rioter hurt, except probably in self
esteem, the cavalry soldiers having 
spanked them liberally with the flat of the 
sabers. 

Davies posted guards at the bridge 
head; then leaving his squadron standing 
to horse, he trotted across the bridge, 
followed by his orderly. As if by magic, 
all the excitement and the strain of the 
last few minutes was dissipated. The 
officers at the window watched the tall 
young cavalry officer trot toward the 
headquarters. 

Suddenly there was a commotion be
hind them. 

"Gentlemen, the commanding general ! ' '  
Hargreaves' voice rang out and they all 
turned to find him bowing to the tall, gray 
haired commander of the American forces 
in Germany. 

There was thunder on the commanding 
general's brow. He strode up to General 
Stithers. 

"How docs it happen, Stithers, that you 
left Coblenz unprotected with troops in 
my short absence?" he asked, and his 
voice was like a steel file. 

The foreign officers, sensing that some
thing was about to happen in the nature 
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of a domestic scene, tactfully and quietly 
withdrew out of earshot. 

Stithers stammered like some school
boy caught out of bounds, his words al
most unintelligible. 

"What measures have you taken to 
remedy this disgraceful condition of 
affairs]" The commanding general's 
voice lashed like a whip. 

Slithers did not answer, pointing out 
of the window and showing the cavalry 
occupying the bridge head. 

The commanding general turned to 
Hargreaves. 

"What has been done?" he asked. 
Hargreaves explained in detail. 
"And," he concluded, "if it ha.d not 

been for the quick arrival with the cavalry 
things would have gone very badly." 

"H'm, Davies, good officer," grunted 
the commanding general. "Where is he? 
Send him to me," he ordered. 

"He's coming up the stairs now, sir," 
returned Hargreaves. 

It was Davies' luck that he should have 
stepped into the room at that moment to 
make his report to Hargreaves. Seeing 
the commanding geneml and all the for
eign officers closeted there, he hesitated a 
second. 

"Very fine work, Davies. Splendid 
work!" The voice of the commanding gen
eral fell on his cars. "You're not only to 
be complimented on :your initiative in 
bringing your squadron in without orders, 
but I saw before I left that the monthly 
report showed the cavalry as having the 
highest disciplinary standing in the entire 
command." 

Davies looked startled. 
"Is that so, sir?" he asked. Har

greaves handed him a sheet of typewritten 
paper. 

Davies' face flushed with pleasure as he 
read it. 

"General, it was no easy job," he 
stated very respectfully but very firmly. 
"lt was uphill work, done in spite of all 
the disadvantages that I enumerated in 
my letter to you, sir." 

That letter containing his carefully 
thought out recommendations, the letter 

which had been so signally disregarded by 
the commanding general, was a sore 
point with Davies and he meant, for the 
sake of his men, to take advantage of this 
opportunity to bring up the matter again. 

"What Jetter?" asked the commanding 
general, plainly puzzled. 

"Why, the letter-er-the one I wrote 
to you, sir, making the recommendations 
about the squadron. I sent it through 
brigade headquarters, General Slithers' 
office." 

"Do you know anything about that, 
Slithers?" The commanding general 
looked at him searchingly. 

"Why-yes, there was some sort of a 
letter. l felt that it was superfluous-" 

"Send for that letter immediately!" 
The commanding geneml's voice was 

caustic. Stithers sent out for the docu
ment in question, giving an order over 
the wire. The commanding general sjX)ke 
in a low tone to Hargrcaws, finally tum. 
ing toward the door, where an orderly 
stood, carrying an envelope. It was the 
copy of Davies' letter, written a month 
previously. 

The commanding general took it and, 
putting on his glasses, scanned it swiftly. 

"This is addressed to me through your 
headquarters, Slithers," he said. "Why 
was it not delivered "I" He looked angry. 

"It must have been forgotten through 
the neglect of Major Timothy, my brig
ade adjutant," replied Stithers glibly, 
passing the buck without a qualm. 

The commanding general turned again 
to a perusal of the letter, a frown gather
ing slowly on his brow. The longer he 
read the more he frowned. 

At last he raised his head. Striking the 
paper with one hand, he turned to Da,·ies. 

"This is nothing but plain common 
sense," he said. "All this should have 
been attended to long ago. I am sur
prised that a unit under my command 
should have been so handicapped. I Rm 
not only surprised, but I am incensed." 

He turned toward Stithers. If ever a 
man looked hot and uncomfortable and 
guilty, it was General Stithers at that 
moment. 
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The commanding general leaned toward 
him and spoke in a low voice. 

"It appears from this and from today's 
happening that your usefulness to my 
command has been lessened to the van
ishing point," he said. "I will forward a 
cablegram today to the War Department 
asking that you be relieved from duty 
with the American forces in Germany and 
ordered to the United States." 

An hour later the infantry came in in 
motor trucks, wondering what all the 
excitement was about. The town was 
quiet and peaceful. The crowds of 

strange men who had been frequenting it 
for the last few di;ys had dissipated into 
thin air. 

The abortive attempt of the angry 
Communists had failed signally, scotched 
at its inception, killed so quickly that 
those in Coblcnz scarce knew of the mo
mentary flurry it had caused. 

But down at the cavalry barracks they 
knew it. There was a singing content
ment in the hearts of the horse soldiers. 
The shadow of Ehrenbrcitstein had lifted 
itself from the camlry squadron at 
Coblenz. 



CThe MALEDICTION 
By RAFAEL SABATINI 

qhe author of "Captain Blood" and 

"The Sea Hawk" rttNrns to our pages 

with a gripping tale of Feudal Germany 

I STOOD erect and defiant, the point 
of my sword-to which the rash 
fool's blood still clung-resting 
upon my boot, and with cold con

tempt in my glance, I let my eyes wander 
over the score of idle dogs that encircled 
me-dogs that barked, yet dared not bite. 

Two of them had raised my vanquished 
and unconscious opponent from the 
ground and were endeavoring to stanch 
the blood which spurted freely from the 
wound I had given him. The others 
stood around us in a circle, growling and 
snarling like the curs they were, but 
taking care to keep beyond my reach. 

"It is a nasty wound, Mein Herr," said 
one of those who tended the fallen man. 

"The quarrel was of his own seeking," 
I exclaimed angrily, "a.nd he received his 
wound in fair fight. H there be one here 
who SU)'S that it is not so, to him I'll 
answer that he lies, and prove it upon his 
OOdy if he dare to come forth and play 
the man." 

Their snarling was arrested by the 
fierceness of my tone and gesture, and 
albeit their looks were black and sullen 
enough, their tongues were silent. 

I vented my contempt in a harsh laugh 
of derision. 
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"So, my masters," 1 said, shc..1.thing my 
sword and moving toward a point where 
the ra.bble was thinnest, "since none 
disputes my · word, I pray you let me 
hence." 

A nay was opened at my approach. 
Not for me-as I had thought at first
but for another. 

A tall, spare man, in the habit of a 
Capuchin monk, and with the cowl drawn 
over his head, elbowed his way through 
to where J stood. 

His deep set eyes met mine and for a 
moment he held my gaze with a look of 
mingled sorrow and anger. 

"So !  You have been at your foul work 
again, :Master Von Huldenstein," he said 
in eYen, solemn tones that brought the 
blood to my face. 

"You presume upon the safety of your 
sackcloth," I answered hotly. 

"And you, you presume upon the death 
of the Duke of Rctzbach," he retorted 
with a show or righteous indignation. 
"When the duke lived the edict was en· 
forced, and men of your kidney were ap-
palled from the ways of murder by the 
grim shadow of the Schwarzenbaum 
gibbet. But take heed, sir," he continued, 
raising his voice. "You shall not pursue 



your accursed trade with impunity. 
will appeal to the king if need be, and 
you shall learn that there is still justice 
and retribution in Schwerlinggen." 

White with passion, I stepped u p  to 
him, but he brushed me aside with a 
gesture almost of srorn, and my tongue
usually so nimble-clove to my teeth. 

He bent over the unronscious man 
whilst I looked on, quivering with rage 
and Yainly racking my brain for a fitting 
answer. 

" 

Presently he turned to me again with 
flashing eyes. 

"This man may die, sir," he cried. "Do 
you hear me? He may die!" 

''Then do your shaveling's trade and 
shrive him," I answered with callous 
cynicism. 

Wonder and indignation seemed to 
choke his utterance for a moment. Then: 

"Oh, God will punish you, you son of 
Cain," he explained. "Your own murder· 
ous sword shall work your undoing, and 
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if ever in your wasted life there should 
open out a way for better things-" he 
raised his right hand aloft, and his gaunt 
frame seemed to dilate and grow before 
my fascinated eyes-"may your accursed 
sword prove an insuperable barrier. In 
such an hour, if ever it should come to 
you, may God's curse strike you, and 
may His vengeance lay you low!" 

A shudder ran through the crowd, as 
much at the words as at the frightful tone 
in which they were delivered, and many 
crossed themselves as if that monk had 
been the devil. 

"Silence, Priest," I muttered, stepping 
close up to him, with my eyes on his. 
"Do not drive me to do that which I might 
regret hereafter." 

"Hence, hence!'' he retorted boldly 
enough. "There is more already on your 
soul than-" 

He stopped abruptly. Almost uncon
sciously I had half drawn my dagger and 
his eyes caught the glitter of steel. The 
color left his checks and he fell back, 
mumbling some Latin fragments. 

I laughed at his sudden fears and, push
ing back my poniard, I turned to depart. 
The crowd made a way for me in silence. 
and thus I passed out of his presence. I 
retraced my way to the city, which half 
an hour earlier I had left in the company 
of him who now lay between life and 
death, tended by a vulgar rabble and a 
Capuchin monk. 

The sun was setting as I passed be-
neath the arch of the Heinrichsthor, and 
little did I dream of all that would come 
to pass before it rose again, or of how the 
dawn would find me. 

I stalked moodily along toward the inn 
of the Sword and Crown where, me· 
thought, I was likely to find an evening's 
entertainment. 

In my heart I carried many an evil 
thought against the priest who had dared 
to beard me in public and launch upon 
my head his puerile malediction, but 
scarcely one for the poor wretch I had 
transfixed, and who-for aught I knew or 
cared-might die before morning. 

From the scene of my encounter to the 

Sword and Crown inn 1 had come direct, 
and at a fair pace, yet the news of what 
had taken place was there before me. 
Even as [ set my foot upon the lintel, 
old Armstadt came hurrying forward, 
his wonted suave and obsequious manner 
laid aside and replaced by a rude and 
offensive bearing that was new to me. 

"Not into my house, Master Von 
Huldenstein," he cried harshly, barring 
my way with his burly frame. "You 
shall find no fresh victims beneath my 
roof." 

This was plain speaking-and from a 
scullion to whose house I had brought 
endless custom! Herr Gotl.! Had I lived 
to be refused admittance to a taverri and 
insulted by a gutter-bred winesel!er? 

•sacrame11t! You do not mince your 
words, you knave. Stand aside!" I 
thundered, advancing a step. 

But he did not budge. 
"TJ1is house is mine," he answered in

solently, "and mine it is to guard its 
reputation. Shall I have it said that the 
Sword and Crown is a harbor for assassins 
and deriders of priests? Away with you!" 

}'or a moment J looked about me in 
doubt, anger bidding me punish t.l1c in
solent hound as he deserved, prudence 
telling me to be gone. 

Three or four passers-by had already 
stopped, curious to see the outcome of this 
unusual altercation. To own myself 
beaten a.nd withdraw beneath their eyes 
was hurtful to my pride. And yet, to 
linger and persist in a desperate en
deavor might provoke a scene from which 
withdrawal would be still more hu
miliating. 

With a dull feeling of baffled rage, I 
realized that I must go; and so f went 
with the best show of dignity I could 
muster, and watching to sec if any of the 
onlookers dared to comment upon my 
going. By my soul, if one of them had 
so much as smiled I would have picked 
a quarrel with him. But, knowing me, 
they were wise, and let me go in peace. 

Clearly I realized as I quitted the 
threshold of the Sword and Crown, how 
the wineshop was from that hour sym-
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bolical to me of the attitude of all 
Schwelingcn. The town was closed to me. 
Go where I might, the same reception 
would await me. To remain in the capital 
of Sachscnbcrg I must starve, and starv
ing is an unpleasant occupation. 

I realized to the full how much the 
Capuchin's malediction was accountable 
for this, and in my heart I repaid that 
meddling monk with curse for curse. 

A pretty situation, truly! And yet 
not unexpected. Long ago I had foreseen 
that such would be the end of the vile 
life J had led, ever since my father had 
tbrust me from his house in just and 
righteous anger. 

AYE, I had seen it co�ing. Step 
by step I had come down the 
steep incline of knavery and dis
honor, clearly beholding that 

which lay below, yet never striving by a 
sin�lc cfl'ort lo stay my infamous descent. 
Possibly tlJC dcYil had courted a grcuter 
blackguard; probably he had not. 

Was there any degradation left through 
the mire of which I might still drag the 
proud old name of Huldcnstein and my 
besmirched escutcheon? Mcthought not. 
I was like a man who had sunk into a 
morass-too deep ever to extricate him
self, too firmly gripped to be able to push 
on, and for whom there is no choice but 
to await the end in the foul spot he has 
floundered upon. 

But if I must wait, I would not wait in 
Schwclingcn where I was knoiVIl, where 
every glance bestowed upon me would 
henceforth be an insult. I must go at 
once! Go where? 

This was indeed an unanswerable 
question. 

Then a sudden longing seized me. A 
longing to behold again the castle of my 
father in the province of Hattau, the 
home that had once been mine and that 
belonged to all who bore my name, saving 
myself-the outcast. I grew suddenly 
eager to see those from whom I had been 
separated twelve years ago. 

There was my old father. Who could 
tell? Perchance old age had softened his 

heart and the approach of death would 
cast a forgiYing mood upon him. There 
were my sisters; Esther, the eldest-she 
would be gray by now-and little Ste
phanie, who cried the night I left tb.e 
castle. Then there was Fritz. Would he 
still remember the big brother who had 
been the first to teach him to sit a horse 
and hold a sword? 1 shook my head in 
doubt. Twelve years had slipped away 
since then, and Fritz was a boy of ten in 
those far-off days. He would be a gro·...,n 
man ere now ! 

As I brooded over all these things the 
rcso!Ye grew strong within me. I would 
go. I would set out at once. Then sud
denly I came to a standstill and a groan 
escaped me. 

How was I to go? I had no horse. I 
had sold my last one a fortnight before; 
I had no money: 1 might almost say that 
I had no raiment. The very doublet on 
my back was threadbare UJl�f worn to its 
extremity; my hrct.-chcs were in no better 
plight and my boots were such as any 
groom might blush to own. 

And yet go I must and, by the mass, go 
I woultl--aye even if- Horror stricken, 
I checked the ugly thought. Awhile ago 
I thought there was no quality of dis
honor that I had not tasted. I was mis
taken; there was still- one. I might still 
become a thief and demand money at the 
sword point. But I could not do it! I 
was still something of a Huldenstein! 

Then I laugl\ed---or was it through my 
lips, perchance, that the very devil 
mocked my better self? I know not. 
Suffice it that I derided my own scruples. 
I had grown O''emice in my conscience 
of a sudden, that I shrank from wresting 
an overloaded purse from some rich fool 
who would not miss it. I had done deeds 
as foul if in a different way. Why should 
I stop at this? To a man whose honor 
was clean, it would be indeed impossible; 
but to me-bah� 'Twas the only course, 
and it would lead me-home. 

I had wandered aimlessly through the 
streets during my ill starred musings, 
and meanwhile night had fallen and it 
had grown late. The air I clearly recol-
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lect was sharp and frosty, although we 
were in April. 

I came to a halt before the Church of 
St. Oswald and stood for a moment with 
bent head, whilst the Tempter wrestled 
with my Guardian Angel. For the nonce 
the Spirit of Evil was overcome, and I 
turned at length and wended my way 
toward the dismal house in the Mond
strassc, wherein I occupied a room on the 
ground floor. l\iy way lay through the 
northern quarter of the town. in which no 
lamps were hung until Wallenheim became 
minister in 1645-two years later than 
the events I now set down. There was a 
fair moon, however, and the sky being 
clear, the light was tolembly good. 
Would that it had been otherwise! 

I turned the comer of the Mondstrassc 
with a brisk step and was already within 
fifty paces of my ovm door, when my 
attention was drawn to a tall casalier ap
proaching from the opposite end of the 
narrow street. His cloak fluttered behind 
him in the breeze and the silver lace on 
his doublet glinted in the moonlight. 
That it was that, coupled with his stately 
bearing, made me suppose him a bird 
worth plucking and-again fostering the 
vile intention which awhile ago I had 
stifled-drove me back into the shadow of 
a doorway. 

I glanced up and down the street. Not 
another being was in sight. Absolute 
silence reigned, saving only the ring of 
his spurred heel on the uneven pavement. 
or a truth the devil was in the business 
to deliver him thus into my hands. 

I felt the hot blood surging to my head, 
driven there by shame for myself and the 
vile act which circumstances seemed im
pelling me to perform. The air was full 
of mocking sounds; even the faint rustling 
or the wind seemed to hum the word 
"thier• about my cars. 

I loosened my sword in its scabbard 
and stood waiting. How slowly he came. 
I put my hand to my brow and withdrew 
it moist with perspiration-the cold per
spiration of horror. Pshaw! I was a 
fool, a sickly coward! Life is a game 
and the dice had fallen against me. 

He was abreast of me, walking with 
bent head and humming softly as he 
went. 

DEAF to the last appealing 
cry of honor and conscience, I 
sprang out from the shadow 
and, drawing my sword, I set 

the point against his breast and barred 
his way. 

He looked up
·
. throwing back his head 

like a horse that has been suddenly 
reined in, and showed me a thin, aquiline 
countenance and pointed beard. 

His lips parted, but before he could 
speak-

"H you utter a cry, as God lives, I'll 
drive this home!" I said fiercely. 

He set his arms akimbo and, with his 
head slightly on one side, he eyed me 
with cool disdain. 

"You arc a bold knave," he murmured 
in tones that were light with easy banter, 
"but you are presumptuous. Holy Vir
gin, do I look like a woman,.that you fear 
I shall cry for help at the sight of a single 
scarecrow?'' 

"Bravely and most wisely spoken, 0 
fool!" I answered, stung not a little by 
his attitude and words. "Maintain that 
reasonable frame of mind and our business 
will soon be settled." 

He smiled serenely, the condescending, 
tolerant smile that a great lord might 
bestow upon a horse boy. 

"You speak of business. l\fay I inquire 
its nature?" 

"Your purse and jewels. Quick!" 
"If that be all," he said composedly, 

drawing a couple or rings from his fingers, 
"we need waste no time." 

He held out the trinkets, and I put 
forth my hand to receive them, keeping 
my eyes on his the while. One of the 
rings dropped into my palm, the other 
brushed against the edge of my hand and 
fell to the ground. Instinctively I at
tempted to follow it with my eyes. That 
was my undoing. Quick as lightning, he 
availed himself or my momentary in
attention and, knocking up my sword, he 
sprang back with a laugh. 
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Before I quite realized what had taken 
place, and the trick that had been piayed 
upon me, he had whipped out his rapier 
and thrown himself into a defensive 
attitude. 

"Now, my master," he jeered, "I am 
in a better position to discuss with you 
the question of right to my purse-if, 
indeed," he added with fine scorn, "you 
be still minded to pursue the argument." 

I was loath to do it, but there was no 
help. Courage, or rather the contempt of 
death, which only those who own a worth
less life can know, was the last semblance 
of a virtue left me. To be held a coward, 
even in the estimation of one who knew 
me not, I would not suffer. 

My sword clattered against his, and 
there we stood, engaged, with every 
nerve alert and every muscle ready. 
Then of a sudden the priest's malediction 
recurred to me and struck a chill through 
me. Was tlm.t �littering point that 
danced before me in the moonlight 
destined to carry out the Capuchin's 
curse? 

I shook the grim thought from me. 
Indeed, he forced me to it. It would need 
all my wit and strength if I would keep 
my life, for if ever Casper Von Hulden
stcin met his match 'twas then. 

Up and down that silent street we went 
in our fierce combat, with set teeth and 
heavy breathing. Trick 'after trick I 
essayed wherewith to circumvent his 
guard, and yet for all he had a parry and 
a counter. l\'iorcoYer the light was bad 
and the ground uncertain. But in the 
end I coaxed him to attempt a lengthy 
lunge; I swerved aside; he overreached 
himself, and before he could recover I 
lmd run him through from breast to 
back. He sank down at my feet with a 
stined groan and there lay still. 

I glanced about me with a feeling that 
was near akin to dread. There was no 
one in sight. 

Then I knelt down beside him and, 
scarce knowing what I did, I completed 
my vile task and stripped him of his 
jewels and a heavy purse. I arose stagger
ing to my feet and looked again fearfully 

about me. For a moment it oceurred to 
me to attempt to dress his wound; but I 
dismissed the notion. I knew the nature 
of the hurt from the course my sword had 
taken. Why prolong his agony? 

Next a wild panic seized me and I fled 
madly down the street to my miserable 
lodging, which was but a dozen paces 
from the spot where he lay. 

The door was locked and I had not the 
courage to knock, lest whoever came to 
open should sec the figure on the ground. 
I struck my hand ag<Linst the window. 
Jt proved to be unfastened and opened to 
my touch. A moment later I stood in my 
room, shivering with the full consciousness 
of the foul deed. I flung away the purse 
as if it burnt me. My God, what had I 
done? Would I ever dare to go home now 
and clasp my father's honorable hand in 
mine-mine that was now soiled with this 
double crime? How long I stood there 
tl1inking OYer what I had done and sor
rowing that it was not I who lay out 
yonder, I can not tell. 

Ah! Shall I eYer forget those terrible 
moments? Shall I ever forget the sud
den realization of the long career of 
sin and debauchery that lay behind 
me? The career that had culminated in 
the vile act just committed; how it over· 
came me and shook me with a strange, 
unknown terror; a feeling that the monk's 
malediction had in truth been the male
diction of God. No; all this I am certain 
to remember until my dying day. Nor 
shall I ever forget how those dreadful 
fears for a moment passed away to give 
place to old memories that were as beau
tiful as they were sad. I lived fleetingly 
through the years which had preceded 
my downfall; and it was just these placid, 
triYial hours, when we neither enjoy 
deeply nor are deeply pained, that came 
back to me with such poignant force. 
For are they not the happiest hours of 
life, those hOurs of mere peace and 
content? 

All this swept through my brain in a 
few moments, and once again the present, 
with its peril and crime, returned, and, 
rousing myself with an effort, I crossed 
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the room and groped for the tinder box. 
With trembling hands I struck the flint 
perhaps a dozen times before I succeeded 
in lighting the taper that stood upon the 
table. I flung myself down on the nearest 
chair and, burying my face in my hands, 
I sat there until a light tap at the door 
made my heart stand still, 

I sprang up to listen. Perchance I had 
been seen and the guard had been sum
moned. If it were so-who knew?-per
chance the monk would make his appeal 
to the king and the edict would be en
forced. I should die the felon's death at 
the hangman's hands and then truly 
would his malediction fall upon me. 

Then I laughed at my fears. Pshaw! 
The law came not with so timid a knock. 
Again I heard it and, unable to endure 
the suspense, I seized the taper and went 
to the door. As 1 opened it a body fell 
across the lintel. It was my opponent and 
at the sight of him I shuddered, beset by 
a thousand fears. 

He must indeed be a man of strong 
vitality to have dragged himself thus far. 
Was it mere chance that brought him to 
my door? It must be so. 

Quick, before he could raise his eyes, I 
had let the taper fall and extinguished 
it with my foot. Then I knelt beside him 
and raised his head. 

"Thanks, friend," he murmured faintly. 
"The light from your window guided me 
hither. I am dying. I was set upon by 
a robber in the street. He has given me 
my death wound in exchange for what 
money I possessed." 

"Let me see to it," I answered, dis· 
sembling my voice. 

" 'Tis useless; you will but waste time, 
and I have not many moments left. 
Listen, I have something to say." 

He paused for a moment, then-

"Do you know in this Schwcrlingen a 
man named Huldcnstcin-casper Von 
Huldcnstcin?" 

"I have heard of him," I answered, 
with a vague tightening at the heart. 

"Then seck him out. Tell him-tell 
him ihat he is now the Lord of Hulden· 
stein. Tell him that his father died a 
week ago and, dying, forgave him all. 
With his last breath he charged me with 
this message and I came hither rejoicing 
that I might convey to one who, I believe, 
is destitute the news of his altered for
tunes. As you see, he will never hear 
the message from my lips, but promise me 
that you will deliver it to him tomorrow. 
Promise me!" 

"In God's name, who are you?" 
I cried. 

"I am Fritz Von Huldenstein, his 
brother," he gasped. 

He added something which I did not 
catch. Then his head fell forward and lie 
lay still in my arms. I dimly recollect 
how, almost bereft of reason, I relighted 
the taper and closely scanned the face 
of my dead brother, seeking to find some 
traces of the features of the boy 1 had 
known and loved. Then I flung away 
the light and with a wild, mad shriek l 
fled from the house, leaving the door wide 
open. 

And that is how it came to pass that at 
sunrise I fell fainting on the threshold of 
the convent of the Capuchins at Loebli 
and that today Casper Von Huldenstein 
is no more. 

In his place there is Casper, the lay 
brother, who in sackcloth, with vigils and 
scourge, with fasting and prayer, seeks 
to make some atonement for the past, 
whilst waiting for the hour of his deliver
ance from the mental anguish for which 
there is one only cure. 



JuNGLE 
By T. SAMSON MILLER 

SHADOWED channels of water criss- of animal life. 'the gloom and stillness of 
crossing a vast forest of mangrove, the tomb enwrap him. He goes between 
ebony, palm and mahogany. More the tree trunks, tripping over sucker roots 

islands add1.>d every year, as the flow of dropped from high branches that make a 
the mighty Niger meets the check of the canopy which the sun never penetrates. 
Gulf of Guinea and drops its silt, fom1ing There is no undergrowth. His feet sink 
a sand bar, from which tropic growth into leaf mould many feet deep. He sees 
springs up in the moist heat with the no animal life. But a twenty-foot python 
magic rapidity of Jack's fabulous bean- may be stretched along a brunch above his 
stalk. Thus the Niger delta grows. head or hanging down with its tail hooked 

For months the sun is an open furnace around a sucker root, to come to sudden 
door crawling across a monotonous sue- life if a wild pig or ape happens by. 

cession of empty skies. A breathless tor- With lightning rapidity the big snake 
pidity grips the jungle. The mangroves gets two coils arOund the victim, con
droop like painted scenery. Here and stricts the prey to a pulp; then takes it by 
there arc isolated clusters of huts. in the nose and literally pulls itself over the 
small clearings on a bank; huts of fiber body by slow inches. in what is called the 
and palm leaf, more simple than the engulfing process. The white man strikes 
homes of beavers. Black creatures who fronl his arm a big, hairy tarantula that 
seem hardly human move around the has dropped from above. He plunges 
huts. along, in the moist heat" of a Turkish 

Once in a great while one may sight a bath, and it is fifty to one that he will find 
mass of galvanized iron that seems to nothing to shoot. 
have neither part nor parcel with the Of a sudden the catalepsy of the day is 
primitive. It is a trading station, built broken by the reverberating thunder rolls 
of galvanized iron to withstand the at- and lightning flashes of the first electric 
tacks of white ants and the quick decay storm of the rainy season. A low, black 
that is the fate of all dead matter in the pall hangs over the jungle. The sun be
malarial mists. comes a memory. The mangroves roar 

Trees! Millions of trees! Trees and under the lashings of tornadoes like an 
water. Occasionally the shriek of a gray angry sea. Day on day unceasing tor
parrot breaks the stillness, or the lord rential rains pour down. The rivers grow 
of the jungle lifts his trunk to shatter the muddy. The spidery roots of the man
silence. A herd of hippos cmsh through a gro,·es disappear under water. 
spidery tangle of mangrove roots. A Comes a day when the black pall is rent. 
colony of baboons set up a jabbering. To the white trader there is nothing more 
Then again the dreadful silence. beautiful than that streak of sky, unless 

The white trader seeks to escape the it is the sight of clouds after the weari
monotony of his station by taking gun some succession of empty skies. The 
and entering the jungle. If he is a novice monotonous walls of green burst out with 
he will neither see nor hear the least sign great splotches of vivid color. 
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A Story of 

Railroading 

in the 

Southern Rockies 

ToRPEDO 
B y  E .  S .  D E L L I N G E R  

THE Mountain Division o f  the clinging to the carton wall. Far below it 
P & C always has been and al- tumble the waters of Great Hi\w; high 
ways will be as dirty a job of above it tower granite walls which reach 
transcontinental railroading as up into the blue. 

there is in the United States. For forty During the last few years electric block 
miles out of Las Lunas, the track threads signals have changed conditions, but be
its way in and out among the red sand- fore the day of block signals, before the 
stone hills, which, covered with piiion and officials began firing whole crews for trying 
scrub cedar and juniper, rise tier on tier to to set speed records down these mountain 
the foot of the Tccolotcs. For another grades, running trains on tho l\fountaiY 
nine miles it climbs in hairpin turns and on was no job for timid souls. When a hog
reverse curves to the top of Moreno Pass. head ran over a torpedo or flashed around 
From there to the Oevil's Elbow, a mile a curve with a red light or a fusee throw
above Lobo, it goes swirling and tumbling ing crimson into his face, he simply kicked 
down Caiion Diablo. In places the tmck his brake valve over on the big hole, 
is carried along on high trestles which whistled a couple of shorts and got ready 
makes it appear to be hung on brackets to join the angels. 

" 
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It took men of fortitude to ride the head 
end of a red ball freight when Swede An
derson or Red Henderson got to playing 
crack the whip with it around the Devil's 
Elbow. But when Old Pat Malone pulled 
out of Lobo on the straightaway on short 
time ahead of the Fast I\:lail, that was 
when a. new man on the I\{ountain showed 
his colors. 

Not that these men were reckless or 
careless. They were not. They were 
speedy only because they knew how fast 
they could take every curve and hit e\·ery 
rail joint between Lunas and Coronado, 
and had the nerve to go the limit. Get
ting trains over' the road in the fewest 
possible minutes was their business. Ini
tiating new men into the service of the 
P & C was a side line to that business; but 
in that side line they found the joy of 
living-especially Pat Malone. 

lJntil he was well past middle age, it 
was lllC delight of his wild Irish life to get 
a student, fresh and green, or a bull sling
ing boomer off a plains job, for a banana 
train or a meat run down Cai'ion Diablo or 
Cochino Hill on short time--and the 
shorter the time the better. 1\.!ore than 
one boastful youngster had groped his 
way across the reeling cab and begged 
Old Pat to slow down before he put them 
in the ditch. Old Pat, because he knew 
no fear, would laugh at him, taunt him, 
curse him and order him back to his seat 
on the other side. 

Old school hoggers that they were, 
these men could overlook weak morals in 
a buddy, even though they themselves 
laid ofT the booze and the women. They 
could overlook lack of brains-erroneous
ly aver that the railroader did not need 
any. But lack of nerve? Never! To 
their way of thinking a railroad man with
out ncn·e was no man at alL He was 
more contemptible than the lowliest 
worm. 

Years ago when the Big Swede's kid
the one who had gone firing at sixteen
got scared going down Cochino Hill on a 
banana train and begged Old Pat Malone 
to let him off so he could walk in, Pat 
swore that if a kid of his ever showed the 

yellow streak he would take the youngster 
by the nape of the neck and the scat of the 
pants and throw him out of the gangway, 
told the Big Swede and several other folks 
as much. And Big Swede and the rest 
agreed it should be done. 

.Most fellows who stand one dose of fast 
running never come back for the second. 
They quit. But Little Swede stayed with 
the job, was promoted, became a fast 
hoggcr like his father, died in a washout 
down Cai'ion Diablo, thereby wiping out 
the stigma of his disgrace. Most of the 
fellows had forgotten it. Old Pat and the 
Big Swede still remembered, and as the 
five young 1\ialones grew old enough to 
come on the Mountain job, the one man 
feared, the other hoped, that somehow the 
s<;orc wo uld be c,·encd-thnt a I\falone, 
too, would die. 

One by one Old Pat's boys went rail
roading. Igghy and Little Pat were firing 
at eighteen, and Bill and Mike were brak
ing even younger. Chips off the old 
block, all four of them. Neither the Big 
Swede nor Red Henderson nor Old Pat 
himself could C\'er get a freight hog rolling 
fast enough to make one of them bat a 
lash. Old Pat was proud of these four
any father would have been; but he 
watched anxiously the growth of Jimmie 
the baby. 

Jimmie was different from the other 
boys. Injured at the age of five when, 
with his mother, he was riding No. 9 to 
Coronado the time Billie Moran hit a 
broken rail on Cochino Curve, he seemed 
never to have entirely recovered. He was 
a little runt. Alongside his bigger broth
ers he looked like a Shetland JXmy in a 
stable full or draft horses. 

But the worst feature of the matter, to 
Old Pat's way of thinking, was the bov's 
timidity and nervousness. He seemed

. 
to 

have an unholy horror or trains and cars 
and engines. He nCYCr got out and hopped 
freight trains as the rest or the boys had 
done, no.r played about the roundhouse, 
nor came down to the engine yard beg
ging to be taken up into the cab with his 
father. He had to be coaxed into a cab, 
and always got away as soon as possible. 
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There grew a question in the engineer's 
mind whether or not to make a railroader 
out of this boy. 

Mrs. Malone's advice was always nega
tive. She wanted one boy for her own
one who would not follow his father, en
ticed by the lure of the rail. Further
more, she always worshipped this one 
because of his affliction. She kept his 
mop of red hair in ringlets and his pink 
face clean as a baby's until he was almost 
ready for high schoOl. Then when they 
brought home what was left of Little 
Pat after the Domingo wreck, she begged 
more than ever that Old Pat give up 
the idea which had become little less 
than an obsession with him-the idea 
of furnishing the P & C with a whole 
train crew. 

As for Jimmie himself, he loved music 
more than the clatter and clang of the 
freight train. Hour after hour he poured 
out his soul through the strings of a violin. 
At first it was his father's old squeaky 
fiddle, then a better instrument presented 
him by his mother. At fifteen he won the 
Music Federation ''iolin contest, and at 
eighteen he was making as much money 
playing in the orchestra at Seivers Dance 
Hall as his father earned running an en
gine for the P & C. If the war had not 
come Jimmie Malone probably would 
never have gone on the rail. 

BUT WHEN the war came, 
men off the P & C flocked into 
the Army like sheep into a 
stock car. Two of the Malone 

boys enlisted, and Mike would have gone 
if he had not lost some toes under a car 
wheel a few weeks before War was de
clared. Jimmie was too little even to 
think about the Army. But when Train
master Mack walked the Lunas streets, 
begging fellows to go braking so he could 
keep his trains moving, Jimmie, patriotic 
little soul that he was, decided to go into 
the train service. Mack objected at first. 
He said Jimmie was not strong enough to 
do the work; hemmed and hawed about it 
for an herr. Then, because he was need
ing men, and because of the record the 

other boys had made, he put the kid out 
to work. 

Old Pat was happy, but with it all he 
was a bit uneasy. He knew the Big 
Swede was still hoping for a chance to see 
a Malone show the streak, was not sure 
the kid had guts enough to stand the Big 
Swede's wild rides down through the 
Lobo Hill country. But then the Big 
Swede was running passenger most of the 
time now. Perhaps the kid might not 
catch a run with him until he had had 
time to bocome thoroughly accustomed 
to the business. Certainly no other man 
in freight service could ever make his kid 
squeal! When, at the end of sixty days, 
nothing had happened, the old man began 
to breathe more easih·. 

Then one night i� July Jimmie was 
called out braking on a deadhead equip
ment train with the Big Swede for en
gineer. The train consisted of two empty 
baggage cars, trailed by fourteen empty 
Pullmans and the cai:M>ose. They were 
going to a southwestern camp for troops. 
Leaving Lunas, Jimmie caught the head 
sleeper, which was more comfortable rid
ing than the engine cab, and made his way 
into the smoking compartment where rode 
the dusky porter in charge of the car. 

"Howdy, boss," greeted the porter. 
"Is you all de head shack on dis wagon 1" 

"Yeah. That's my job," 
The porter laid down a banjo he was 

picking and moved some belongings out 
of the seat to make a place for Jimmie 
opposite him. 

As soon as Jimmie was seated, he re
sumed his rendition of "Swing Low". 
Jimmie watched him, listening critically. 
That colored boy could surely make a 
banjo talk. While he played, Jimmie 
reached a hand into his pocket and drew 
out a signal torpedo----one of those black 
metal cases filled with explosive which are 
placed by flagmen on the right rail to at
tract the attention of a passing engineer. 
lt is a little affair, the size of a dollar, oval 
on the top side like the sector of an orange, 
flat on the under side with two leaden 
straps by which it could be fastened to the 
rail. Jimmie played with the torpedo for 
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miles, wrapping the leaden straps about 
his finger and unwrapping them until they 
were completely worn through. Playing 
with torpedoes was a habit of his, formed 
almost as soon as he had gone to work on 
the P & C. In fact, so noticeable had this 
habit become that the boys now called 
him Torpedo. 

In spite of the fact that the equipment 
train had been on the upgrade most of the 
way, they made good time to Moreno, the 
summit of the pass. Still, though they 
had left Lunas an hour late on schedule 
and had made up half of it in seventy 
miles, they seemed to have done no phe
nomenally fast running. In fact, Jimmie 
was vaguely wondering what had sud. 
denly caused the fast hoggers like his 
father and the Big Swede and Red Hen· 
derson to quit the speeding of which he 
had heard his brothers talk ever since he 
could remember. 

Pulling out of Moreno, he caught the 
caboose and went forward through the 
train, turning up the retaining valves to 
help hold the brakes on the grade. The 
empty Pullmans were dark. The shades 
were drawn. Only the dusky porter in 
charge of each clung ghostlike to his 
empty shell. The gaunt, dark, unpeoplcd 
spaces gave him a feeling of depression, 
of fear almost. He was glad when he 
had turned up the last retainer and had 
come once more to the head sleeper 
where his friend, the porter, having 
laid down his banjo, was smoking a 
cigaret. 

All the way down Calion Diablo he 
noticed that the cars rocked and heeled 
far out on the curves. Sometimes he won. 
dered a little if they had left the rails and 
were turning o\'er. Still, he had ridden 
Ko. 7 as fast, or faster, and thought little 
of it. Just before they took the Devil's 
Elbow the sleeper gave a lurch which 
tossed both him and the porter against 
the wall. The porter straightened up in 
his seat, threw his cigaret stub into the 
cuspidor and, with a grin, turned to 
Jimmie. 

"Boss, dey sho docs ramble dese jacks 
down here through dese hills, huh?" 

"Yes. Yes-sometimes." Jimmie spoke 
slowly. 

The train rumbled over the last trestle 
and took the Elbow. The wheels seemed 
to lift from the rail and settle back. The 
porter grabbed for the chair arm. 

"They don't run 'em like they used to, 
though," Jimmie concluded, chuckling. 

The porter turned loose the chair arm, 
blinked his big eyes at Jimmie and, with a 
shake of his woolly head, settled back into 
his place. 

"Well, boy! Efn dey ain't wheelin' 
'em down dis holler tonight, I'd sho'n hell 
hate to be ridin' dese cushions when dey 
was." 

JIMMIE laughed shortly. The 
whistlesounded for Lobo. When 
they stopped to take water, he 

� turned up the retainers and, 
telling the porter to leave the front vesti
bule open, went fonvard to the engine. 
The Big Swede was down on the ground 
oiling around. Jimmie stood watching 
him squirt oil into holes and screw down 
the grease plugs. 

"Where we goin' for No. 4, Mr. Ander
son?" he questioned. 

"Everything runnin' all right, sonny?" 
The grizzled Swede ga ,.e the last grease 

plug a twist and picked up his torch off 
the side rod. 

"Everything O.K." 
The old man pulled out his watch and 

looked at it. 
"Then we're goin' to Cochino, son." 
Jimmie checked time with him. Eight· 

een miles. No. 4 due in Cochino in seven· 
teen minutes. 

"We'll play the de,·il goin' to Cochino." 
Jimmie stared at the old man incredu. 

lously. On the tank the fireman dropped 
the lid, waved his torch and yclled

"Lc's go !" 
The Big Swede strode toward the gang. 

way, flinging back over his shoulder: 
"Sure we're goin' to Cochino. If we 

don't make Cochino for 4, we're stuck fer 
6 and 10, an' them's two soldier trains. 
It's Cochino or hell in fifteen minutes." 

The Big Swede swung into the gang. 
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way. Jimmie started walking back 
toward the third car. 

''Where you goin', kid?" bawled the 
engineer before the brakeman had passed 
the tender. 

"Gain' ba.ck to this head sleeper where 
1'\'C been ridin'," yelled Jimmie, striving 
to make himself heard above the blow of 
steam and the bubble of boiling water. 

"Come back here," yelled the Swede, 
motioning for Jimmie to return to tho 
cab. 

The flagman swung a high sign from 
the rear end. Steam hissed and sputtered 
from cylinder cocks. The wheels began 
to revolve slowly as Jimmie swung up the 
engine steps and stopped behind the Big 
Swede in the gangway. 

"You're ridin' the engine down here 
tonight, kid," informed the engineer in a 
\'Oicc of authority. "We're goin' to be 
on short time down at Cochino. I ain't 
got no time fer a sissy to walk a half mile 
to open a switch. You gotta be out on 
tlmt pilot ready to make a run fer it as 
soon as I stop. You want to be damned 
sure to git it, too. I ain't kiddin'. I 
ain't hankerin' after no brownies for layin' 
that white collar special out. Not me." 

Without a word of dissent Jimmie 
crossed the cab and sat down in front of 
the fireman. The exhaust came in short, 
quick gasps at first, then more and more 
rapidly until it became a blaring roar as 
the stnng of empty Pullmans lined out on 
the sixteen mile straightaway. 

''Ever ride with the Big Swede, kid?" 
queried the fireman once when he reeled 
up out of the deck after putting in a fire. 

"Nope. My first trip with 'im." 
"Well, believe me, boy, you're goin' to 

glt some experience tonight. We're goin' 
to take a ride." 

Take a ride! Yes, Jimmie already 
knew they were going to take a ride. But 
then he would not sque:tl, not if the Swede 
turned the train over and killed the 
whole crew. Tl e was a Malone. He had 
heard his father and his brothers laugh 
about the yellow necks who squealed 
when they started down thCl;e grades on 
short time, who begged to be let ofT to 

walk in. He might get scared, but Swede 
Anderson would never know it. 

Two miles out of Lobo he wondered how 
fast they were going. But he would not 
cross the cab to look at the speedometer. 
Besides, it registered only to seventy-five. 
When the fireman was down putting in a 
fire, he slipped his watch out of his pocket 
and furtively counted poles for one minute. 
They made a mile and four-tenths while 
he counted. But the track was straight. 
The cab was leaping and rocking from 
side to side until the fireman had to brace 
himself to stand in the deck. Jimmie 
could scarcely hold his place on the bmke
man's seat. Still the Big Swede was work
ing steam. The side rods were flashes of 
silver in the moonlight. lllack smoke 
poured out from the short stack, fought 
its way up against the terrific speed, then 
trailed low over the backs of the reeling, 
rocking Pullmans. 

Jimmie pulled out a torpedo. wrapped 
the straps about his fingers, thought of the 
porter in the head Pullman who had re
marked about "rambling", and smiled 
,grimly. The porter was yellow! The Big 
Swede glanced in at the gage glass, looked 
at his watch, turned back and ga,·e the 
throttle another jerk. 

Jimmie began recalling tales he had 
heard men tell of speed and wreck and 
fire. There was old John Doolan, the 
crossing watchman. He had lain under 
an engine in a wreck on this hill and had 
his right hand cooked in a jet of steam 
until the flesh came off the bone. Jimmie 
shuddered. He recalled as distinctly as if 
it had been yesterday, the wreck on 
Cochino Curve thirteen years ago. He 
could hear even now the screams of Billie 
Moran and his fireman as they burned 
alive beneath the wreckage. 

Telegraph poles were darting by like 
fence posts. Never had he ridden a train 
so fast as tonight. The cab leaped up and 
settled back. The scooping apron snapped 
about and tossed the fireman against the 
boiler head. The fireman stuck his scoop 
into the coal and climbed angrily upon his 
seat. 

"That cussed fool's goin' to turn us 
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---�vcr tonight, kid. He had no business 
tryin' to make Cochino for 4. Damn' 
crazy nut." 

The fireman's words augmented the 
fear already creeping into Jimmie's heart. 
He brought himself to with a bung. No! 
He, Jimmie Malone, would not be afraid. 
He could ride an engine as fast as Swede 
Anderson could run it. 

THE FIREMAN slipped off 
the seat, leaned against the cab 
frame and scooped coal into 
the dancing, roaring furnace. 

The engine struck one of the long swing
ing curves, slewed over to the right, 
seemed to ride the wheels of one side and 
hang on balance. Jimmie clutched at the 
sill of the cab window, grabbed a hot pipe 
with his right hand; was still clutching 
when the fireman returned to his seat. 
The engine settled back and went skim
ming down past the green switch lights of 
Cabczu. 

The fireman, standing now, looked at 
Jimmie, shrugged his shoulders, tossed a 
cigaret stub into the gangway and clutched 
the boy by the suspender. Jimmie jumped. 

"Hittin' close to ninety, ain't we, kid?" 
the fireman yelled into his car. 

"Ninety or better." Jimmie's voice 
was a bit husky. 

Ninety miles an hour! That was fool
ishness. Yet he knew they had to make 
time on the straightaway if they reached 
Lobo without laying out I\ umber 4. And 
nobody on the di,,ision dared delay the 
crack train of the P & C one minute. To 
delay it would mean certain punishment. 

l<�ar behind him he could sec the light 
in the cupola window and the green 
marker behind it, weaving to and fro, to 
and fro, disappearing, reappearing. He 
watched them as they reeled far out and 
then swung back to hide behind the bulk 
of swaying, varnished Pullmans which 
glistened in the moonlight. Ninety miles 
an hour! 

Down the straightaway they reeled. 
The fireman did not sit now when he came 
to the window between his short periods of 
scooping. He stood, hands on sill, watch-

ing ahead uneasily, standing as if ready 
to leap from the window at an instant's 
warning. Jimmie looked across the cab at 
the Big Swede. The old engineer sat 
erect. left hand on the throttle, right 
closed over the bmke valve, utterly 
oblivious to everything except the track 
ahead. intent on getting his train into 
Cochino in the fewest possible seconds, 
riding as he had ridden under stress every 
week for thirty years. If he remembered 
he was initiating Old Pat Malone's kid he 
did not show it. 

Jimmie felt his tension relax, felt a bit 
of his nervousness leave him. 

But suddenly inside the cab there 
came a crash of splintering glass, a slight 
explosion, the blow of escaping steam. 
The cab filled with a dense white cloud. 
Only a splintered water gage glass! But 
how could Jimmie, new to the game, know 
that? Steam poured out from the gang
way and the windows. Nothing was 
visible. To his distorted senses the cab 
seemed hurtling through the air, seemed 
turning end over end. He knew he was 
mo,•ing with terrific speed, but he could 
not tell in what direction. The fear which 
he had felt moments ago creeping upon 
him, clutching at his throat, now surged 
anew. It became a frenzy. He thought 
they were in the ditch. His determination 
to hold his head left him and with one 
wild cry he leaped to his feet and started 
hurling himself across the cab. The fire
man was in the deck, cursing, groping for 
the shut�ff cock on the gage. Jimmie 
ran into him, chattering with senseless 
fear, almost knocked him down. He 
heard air hissing out from the port, 
scrambled toward the engineer's scat, 
grabbed the Big Swede by the overall leg 
and croaked out : 

"What's the matter, Swede? What's 
the matter? Are we goin' in the ditch?" 

"Naw, we ain't goin' in the ditch," 
growled the engineer contemptuously, 
kicking loose the hold on his overall leg. 

He whistled for Cochino-whistled a 
meeting point. Then: 

"Git back over there, you damned little 
yaller necked sissy! Git yer lantern an' 
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git out there on that pilot and open that 
switch. Don't you stop me neither, or 
I'll git ofTen this engine an' kick the tail 
off you." 

The fireman had found the cock on the 
gage glass. The cub was cleared of 
steam, and with its clearing, Jimmie re
gained full possession of his faculties. His 
pallor gave away to the crimson tinge of 
shame. But it was too late. He, Jimmie 
Malone, had shown the yellow streak. � .... --� LIKE the Little Swede, Jimmie 

stayed with the job. He en
dured the taunts and jibes of 

· V the men whose nerve had never 
failed theni. He strove mightily to live 
down his disgmce. The night was never 
too dark, the wind too wild, nor the snow 
too deep on the passes for him to go on a 
call. But what chance had he? It is one 
of the ironies of life that a man may faller 
in some little thing, may in an unguarded 
second fall so deeply in the esteem of his 
brothers that years of patient persever
ance can not enable him to rise. It was 
not for himself, however, that he cared. 
Their sneers and smiles mca.nt little to 
him. After all, what mattered it how 
Swede Anderson, Shorty Slone and the 
rest of the gang regarded him? To his 
delicate nervous system his fright had 
been legitimate, to have lost his head in a 
moment of danger was not a serious 
blunder; but not so to his father. 

During the next eighteen months Old 
Pat Malone's shoulders took on a stoop as 
of the weight of years. His hair whitened. 
His face grew haggard and wrinkled. His 
ready smile disappeared, and his eyes be
came shifty with a hangdog look. He did 
not go to the pool hall, now. At Coronado 
he no longer held a hand in the pinochle 
game. He shunned his former cronies 
like a man who had been sentenced to 
prison. Some folks attributed his change 
to the fact that Little Pat had died in the 
Domingo wreck. Others said it was be
cause Bill had gone to }�ranee and would 
never return. But, though he never men
tioned the matter, Big Swede Anderson 
knew better. So did Jimmie Malone and 

Jimmie Malone's mother. When the 
influenza came and the old man ra\·ed 
with fever it was not of the dead he spoke, 
but of Jimmie-Jimmie, the son who had 
disgraced him. Not once in conscious
ness was there recrimination or upbraid
ing; but Jimmie knew and he, because he 
loved his father, would have died to wipe 
away the stain which he had put upon the 
name of Malone. 

He hoped for opportunity, prayed for it 
with all his soul, was still hoping when at 
last it came. 

It was a night in late March, 1910 .  
Snows had been melting for three days in  
the lower altitudes, sending their waters 
down in a muddy swirl through ca.fion 
and arroyo, and though fogs arc unusual 
in the southern Rockies, white vapor 
arose this night like steam from a giant 
caldron and hung in dense cloud about 
the Lunas Yard. At a block distant 
street lamps were but dim blurs laboring 
through the thick veil of fog, and at two 
blocks no lights were visible. 

Jimmie Malone was called to run light 
tO Coronado on second No. 9 with a pas
senger engine. He went down to the 
roundhouse about 1 0 :30 to get the engine. 
Entering the road foreman's office he 
stood, lantern on his left arm, cap shoved 
back from his mop of red curls, scanning 
the engine board. Glancing up from the 
bottom, he saw that his father, marked 
up for third No. 9, troops returning from 
France, would follow him out in thirty 
minutes. He was whistling softly, but as 
his eyes tra\'eled up the board he ceased. 
His right hand went into his pocket and 
brought out a torpedo. His tanned face 
turned crimson, his stooped shoulders 
straightened. He toyed nervously with 
the torpedo. He was riding again with 
Big Swede Anderson. 

The door opened behind him. The Big 
Swede, grip in hand, strode into the 
office. 

"Howdy, kid," he greeted. "Goin' out 
with me tonight?" 

''Yes, sir," answered Jimmie, letting his 
eyes shift. 

The old. man stood studying the board. 
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Jimmie glanced furtively up at him, but 
if the grizzled giant even remembered 
that night almost two years ago when 
Jimmie, blubbering with fear, had grabbed 
him by the leg, he did not show it. When 
he had checked the board and the bulletin 
book he strode out of the office, followed 
by the brakeman. 

After he had coupled the engine on his 
caboose and backed up the main line for 
orders, Jimmie stood on the ground star
ing into the gray fog. Old Pat Malone 
and his fireman came by on their way to 
the roundhouse, stopped with the usual 
question-

" What you gittin', Torpedo!" 
"Gittin' second Number 9." 
"Who's your bagger 1" 
"Swede Anderson." 
The engineer winced. Without another 

word he moved off through the fog, his 
fireman trailing him, and Jimmie sighed 
as he noticed how feeble his father had 
become. 

Presently the Swede and the conductor 
came out with their orders, climbed to 
engine and caboose. Jimmie hesitated 
until both men had disappeared, debating 
whether to ride in cab or cupola. Or
dinarily there would have been no ques. 
tion, but with Swede Anderson . 
The engineer whistled highball. The 
conductor swung a high sign from the 
platform. Jimmie turned from the 
comfort of the C..'lboose and climbed to 
the deck of the 377�. The Big Swede 
looked at him inquiringly as he came up 
the steps, then, with a shrug, turned 
his eyes away, opened his throttle, 
squirted sand under drivers; and the 
passenger mogul leaped away from the 
yard office. 

Jimmie stood in the gangway, staring 
down at the tubes through which the 
mechanical stoker was driving coal up
ward to be spread by steam jets over the 
white hot surface of the firebox. Then, 
climbing to the seat in front of the fire
man, he sat looking gloomily into the fog. 
High up on the coal chutes, as they clat
tered past, torches were flaring, weird 
figures were moving and voices were call-

ing hoarsely down to hostlers coaling 
roa'd engines. 

The chutes sank into the fog. The yard 
lights of Lunas, distorted, shapeless blobs 
of yellow and red and green, grew bright 
in front, grew dim and faded out behind. 
By the time they had reached the mile
post the 377!l was making forty miles an 
hour, and a mile further on was doing 
close to sixty. 

Still, though they could not see a hun
dred feet beyond their pilot, so implicitly 
docs the experienced railroader come to 
rely upon his brother, that not a man 
ga\'e thought to danger. So tonight they 
stormed along, nosing around sharp 
curves, plunging through the fogs, thread
ing their way in and out among red sand
stone hills, climbing ever toward the foot 
of the Tecolotcs, knowing not and caring 
less what lay beyond. 

TEN l\ULES from Lunas they 
climbed above the fog. The 
full moon, floating now over a 
white sea of clinging vapor, 

poured its soft light down upon black 
clumps of piiion and scrub cedar darting 
by. Jimmie fumbled incessantly with his 
torpedoes. Every strap was broken off. 
A face was haunting him, a stooped figure, 
moving away into the mists of the Lunas 
yard, the figure of his father. It haunted 
him while the fireman hummed snatches 
of "0, Bury Me Not". It haunted 
him when he looked across the cab at 
the erect form of the Dig Swede, sitting 
hand on throttle watching twin miles 
of shimmering steel, which whined be
neath them. It haunted him while they 
clattered over lonely switches, crashed 
by dimly lighted stations where hermit 
opemtors dropped red order boards to 
green at their approach, waved and 
were gone. 

At one of these lonely stations the 
board glared red. Jimmie dropped down 
to the engine steps, picked up an order 
and a message. The order read-

SECOND NO. 9, ENGINE 3772, WILL 

MEET 1-:XTRA 1 644 AT MORENO. 
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The message-

SECOND NO. 9 WILL EXCHANGF.: EN

GINES WITH NO. 4 AT LOBO, !�.CCOUNT 

ENGINE ;!778 DISABLEP. 

Scarcely slowing to pick up the orders, 
the Big Swede bore on into the night. 

For more than an hour .Timmie had sat 
listening to the beat of the exhaust and 
the blare of the whistle as the Big Swede 
called the stations and sounded his cross
ing warning. Before them was the grade 
leading up to :Moreno Pass, that nine mile 
zig-zag climb up the mountain side. As 
they struck the heavier grade the fireman 
slipped off into the gangway. opened his 
fircdoor, shielded his eyes with his scoop 
and peered into the furnace. Then, re
turning to hi>; seat, he turned more steam 
into his stoker engine, adjusted his dis
tributor valve and started another OOw
boy song. 

Jimmie crossed the cab to stand behind 
the Uig Swede, yet for six miles neither 
spoke. The engineer whistled for the 
mile post. whistled his meeting point with 
the extra. He and .Jimmie drew gold 
watches from jumper pockets and checked 
the time-11 :59. They were on 1 he dot. 

"Hope that extry's up here," ventured 
the brakeman. 

"Probably will be." boomed the en
gineer. "Dispatcher won't let them lay 
us out when we're goin' to relieve Number 
4." 

They swung around a cun·e and out 
of the cut at the top of the pass. A tor
pedo burst beneath them. The engineer 
shoved up his throttle, laid a hand on the 
brake valve. Sixtv feet farther on an
other bOomed. T,�·o torpedoes-caution 
signal. The Swede answered with his 
whistle. A red fusee flared down by the 
f:witch, moved back and forth across the 
track. With a muttered curse the en
gineer again sounded his whistle. The 
fusee d�eribed an arc and landed in the 
ditch where it lay sputtering as the 3772 
c:une to a stop even with the waiting flag
man. The fellow climbed into the cab. 

"What's the matter, kid?" greeted tho 
engineer. 

"Stuck. Down by the Devil's Elbow. 
Had to double the hill." 

The brakeman was wet and shivering, 
"Uainin'?" queried the hogger. 
"Hainin' like pourin' it out of a boot 

down that lower cailon. Fog so damned 
thick you can cut it in chunks. Hoghcad 
can't take a signal from the hind end o' 
the tender. Rails like soap. Had three 
big jacks on two thousand tons. Wheels 
got to slippin'. Went dead an' couldn't 
budge 'em. Some job railroadin' you 
birds got here on this lousy pike. Me? 
I'm goin' to find a railroad." 

With a disgusted snort, the shi\•ering 
brakeman crowdnd. closer to the boiler to 
dry his wet clothing. Steam whined and 
moaned in the boiler. Air pumps pound
nd. Jimmie and the engine crew nod.de<:l, 
snapped awake to look at watches an(l 
nodded again. The operator came out on 
the station platform and gave a "back 
up" signal. .Jimmie cau,!!ht it and noti
fied the engine<:r. The big Swede brought 
the 3772 back to the station platform to 
receive an order. 

"Bet they're runnin' Old Pat l\·[alone 
around me with his damned soldier 
train," he growled to Jimmie as the latter 
went down the engine steps. 

But the old man was mistaken. Tho 
order was simply a new schedule made 
necessary by their long wait, 

"Where's Old Pat an' his soldier train, 
Shorty?" the Swede called down to the 
opcmtor. 

"Oh, he's stuck down at the foot of the 
hill." 

"What's the matter with 'im ?" 
"Nothin'. Only he's got to have the 

pushers of this extry to go down an' help 
'im over the hill." 

"Oh," chuckled the Big Swede, looking 
at Jimmie, ''I'll bet Old Pat's cussin' till 
you could hear him a block." 

The operator returned to the office. A 
headlight came around the curve at the 
lower switch. The Big Swede began 
whi.<>tling for his flagman. Two low 
wheeled mountain engines clanked and 
snorted by, dragging their string of groan
ing freight cars into the clear. Behind 
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the caboose, a third one coughed along, 
cleared the switch and the brakeman 
turned the switch from red to green. A 
white light by the switch swung a high
baU. Soon the flagman from second 
No. 9 came trotting down to the caboose, 
lifted his lantern and they were gone. 

AS THEY entered the Cafion 
of the Devil the fog once more 
arose to meet them. Jimmie 
sat in front of the fireman 

watching telegraph poles rise from it 
like ghosts with arms outstretched, take 
shape, dart by to be swallowed up 
in the darkness which closed in behind 
them. Farther down the fog thickened. 
The headlight struck bravely into it to 
be shattered and dissipated as if it were 
the glow of but a single match. At forty 
miles an hour they dropped down the 
gorge, checking only for the sharpest 
cun·es. The engine swung from side to 
side. It roared over high trestles and 
into its roar came the angry growl and 
thunder o£ tumbling waters beating' their 
way among granite boulders which strewed 
the bottom o£ the gorge. 

Jimmie £ell to thinking about that 
other trip down the cafion with Swede 
Anderson. He shoved his hands deeper 
into his pockets, reeling £or his torpedoes. 
But the straps were gone £rom them. He 
removed the last useless discs and threw 
them out of the window. He looked 
across the cab at the Big Swede, sat still 
for a minute, then crossed the cab and 
stood beside him. 

"Got any guns in the box, 1\Ir. Ander
son'?" he called. "I've used all mine." 

"You mean you've wore 'em all out, 
you damned little runt," growled the 
engineer. 

Then he lifted himself from the seat 
box, stuck his head out of the window 
while Jimmie fumbled and found three 
good torpedoes. 

Jimmie recrossed the cab, deliberately 
laid his empty hands on the sill of the 
open window, held them there for three 
minutes. Then unconsciously he let his 
right one glide into a pocket, brought out 

one of the guns and wrapped the straps 
about his finger, sat playing with it while 
two miles passed beneath them. 

As they approached. the Devil's Elbow 
the engineer called across to the fireman: 

"Hey, Gus! Come here an' watch 'em 
a minute while I'm gittin' me a drink!" 

The fireman crossed to the right side of 
the cab and took the throttle. The 
Swede came to the left behind Jimmie, 
picked up the water jug from the fire
man's seat and started drinking. Jimmie 
was sitting with his head thrust out of the 
window watching along the track. Sud
denly, while he looked, while the Big 
Swede stood drinking. he saw the short 
length of dimly lighted track disappear 
from vieW. A wall seemed thrust across 
it-a broken wall. For a split second he 
hesitated. But as the meaning of the 
amorphous wall into which they were 
plunging dawned upon him, he leaped to 
his feet, screaming one word-

"Lm!dslide!" 
Even as he yelled the fireman shot the 

air into emergency. But it was too late. 
The engine struck nose down into the 
moving mountain side. Jimmie kicked 
frantically at the drop seat, scrambled for 
the cab window. The Big Swede dropped 
the jug to the floor with a crash, started 
instinctively for his throttle which the 
fireman had already closed. But he never 
reached it. The jar of the impact hurled 
him against the boiler, whence he re
bounded toward the gangway in a half
conscious struggle for a footing. 

Jimmie reached the open cab window 
and grasped the sill. It seemed an eter
nity he struggled for freedom. The tender 
swung sidewise, crushing into the cab. 
One wild cry-a death cry-came from 
the fireman. The blow of steam from 
broken pipes and crushed cylinders 
drowned the cry, and mingled with it was 
the crash of impact, the rattle of shatter
ing glass, the rumble of rocks sliding 
down to be swept away in the racing 
waters of Great Ri\'Cr. 

The engine was rising on its nose like 
a roped steer, was careening toward the 
precipice. Jimmie, with a mighty effort, 
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hurled himself from it to fall unconscious 
in the ditch, where rocks tumbled about 
him. The engine teetered for a moment 
on the brink, then took the final plunge 
into the seething waters of Great River a 
hundred feet below, carrying the tender 
with it. For an instant the caboose hung 
above the prt--eipice crosswise of the track. 
Then it too took the fatal plunge, carrying 
with it the conductor and the hind brake
man. The blow and bubble of tons of hot 
steel plunged into freezing water arose for 
a brief time, then ceased; and the only 
sound in Cai'ion Diablo was the growling 
thunder of the angry waters as they cut 
away the slide and went plunging trium
plmntly around the Devil's Elbow. 

WHEN Jimmie came slowly 
back to consciousness, rocks and 
earth were still rolling down 
about him. His head· ached 

dully. He rubbed a hand across it. The 
hand moved over sticky substance, pain
ful to the touch. It came away wet. He 
lifted himself to his elbow, staring dully 
through the fog. Just out of reach was 
the dim bulk of what appeared to be a 
human form lying between the rails. llut 
it was so dark that he could not be sure. 
lt might be a mound of earth. Jimnl.ie 
started to crawl toward it, dropped back 
moaning, Every movement caused him 
intense pain. 

Then he tried to call for help. His 
mouth would not close. He uttered only 
an unnatural, throaty gurgle. The wind, 
whipping mists down the caiion, sobbed 
mournfully among the pine and spruce 
trees clinging to a ledge of rocks. Au
dible when the roar of the river subsided 
for a moment, it wailed down the rocky 
gorge. lts cooling breath fanned his 
numbed face, revived him only to pain. 

He passed a hand over his face. about 
his lower jaw where the pain was most 
severe. It felt out of shape . ... His mouth 
sagged crazily like an empty sack. He 
dropped back and lay still, moaning with 
pain. 

After a long time he lifted himself once 
more and peered crazily from his one open 

eye at the huddled form half buried in the 
- slide of rocks. The Big Swede! He tried 

to scramble to his feet, and dropped back 
with a cry. His right leg crumpled be
neath him-broken. A twinge of pain 
shot up his thigh and he keeled over once 
more. 

Soon the cold air revived him. He 
rolled over, started dragging behind him 
his broken leg to the figure lying between 
the mils. It was the Dig Swede. He ran 
a hand over the face. The great body 
shivered. The Big Swede moaned and 
murmured something. It was only a 
whisper, a mumbled whisper. .Jimmie 
rubhed the face, fell over the bod� and 
caught the murmur. It was barely 
audible in the roar of the river, but the one 
word he caught went through him like a 
thousand volts. It was the broken word 
of command-

"Flag!" 
He started up. Somewhere back in the 

night mists, third No. !.1 was thundering 
down upon them. Third No. 9, and his 
father was on the engine. His father 
would be wheeling sixteen coaches, mak
ing up time--sixteen coaches of soldiers 
returning from the war. How far back 
they were he had no way to deterinine. It 
seemed hours since they had plowed into 
the landslide. He yanked out his watch, 
but he could not see the hands. He tried 
once more to struggle to his feet, but he 
<:ould not rise. Hi.i leg was broken. He 
was blind in his left eye. His lower jaw 
sagged crazily. He tried to lick his lips 
but his tongue seemed stiff. He could not 
move it. 

He was fully conscious now, and think
ing. The rule book says when a train has 
been derailed it is the duty of tho train
man to send back a Aag to protect follow
ing trains. Rule No. 99 describes the 
equipment and procedure. He even re
membered Rule 99. It was a part of his 
training. Rule 99 says the Aagman shall 
take a red light, a white light and a ruscc, 
go back a sare distance, lay two tor
pedoes on the right rail, return half the 
distance to his train, place one torpedo on 
the rail and remain them until he has been 
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called in or until the expected train has 
arri1·ed. 

Hut Jimmie Malone could not go back 
half a mile. His leg was broken. Be
sides, he had no equipment. His lantern, 
the red light, the fusees, all had gone into 
the ri\·cr with the engine. His befuddled 
brain was troubled. In his perplexity, he 
shoved his right hand down into his over
all pocket, pulled out a torpedo and 
started wrapping the straps about his 
finger. He paused with the strap in his 
fingers. One torpedo! 

Now one torpedo is a stop sign. 1f an 
engineer hits one, not two, he must stop 
at once. But in all Jimmie's two years he 
had never thought of it as such. Not 
once had he been called to flag with the 
loaded discs. Because rules had required 
their use he had carried them with him, 
had worn out the straps and thrown them 
away. Many a time he had fastened 
them upon the rail, had heard them ex
plode, but they had me.:mt little to him. 
Flagging equipment meant to him a 
lantern, a red light, a fusee; but tonight 
he had only one torpedo. His leg was 
broken, his jaw was broken, his sight was 
impaired. And back in the fog and the 
mists his father was thundering down to 
the landslide to certain destruction with 
Third No. 9 .  0 HE SLIPPED the precious tor

pedo back into his overall pock
et, glanced at the half buried 
form of Big Swede Anderson 

lying between the rails and, with a moan 
of pain, started crawling backward up the 
track. His broken leg trailed like a ball 
and chain. At two rail lengths he stopped. 
How could he ever go on? But then, 
third No. 9-his father was coming with 
third No. 9. There was no one else to go. 
If his father struck the landslide his en
gine and his train would go over into the 
rotiring river. 

On, on, back up the track he crawled. 
Gray fog was all about him. Mists were 
in his face. The waters of Great River 
roared and thundered far down on his 
left. At first he crawled over the rough 

ties and the baJlast between the rails. He 
tried to count ties to measure his distance. 
But so bitter was the pain of his broken 
leg and broken jaw he lost his reckoning. 
Then he climbed atop the smooth rail, 
pulling his body along by his hands, 
counting rail joints. One---two-three. 
He lapsed into unconsciousness, lying on 
the rail. 

He came to with a start. Was that the 
roar of 9? He listened. It was only the 
thunder of the waters. Once more he 
crawled-crawled like a worm. Sweat 
was on his face, though the temperature 
was almost freezing now. Tears were in 
his eyes, ran down his blood smeared face. 
Sounds came from his open mouth, a 
throaty gurgle. Soon he felt the track be
neath him change. The rock ballast did 
not clutch at his dr.tgging leg now. He 
shoved a hand down. It struck a tie. He 
moved it along the surface of the tic. It 
went through. There was no ballast. He 
was on the trestltr-thc la .. <;t long trestle 
abo\'C Devil's Elbow which carried the 
track of the P & C across the river. A 
hundred feet below him tumbled the mud
dy waters. It was three hundred feet to 
the farther side. And third No. 9 was 
coming. He shuddered. H he made the 
other side, he could lay his torpedo and 
stop the train before she hit the slide. If 
he did not- Still moaning with pain he 
crawled on. 

For what seemed an eternity his broken 
leg bumped over the tics. Water still 
boomed among the rocks below him. 
Echoes crashed among the cliffs above, 
were broken down, turned back to crush 
again. Into the mingled sound of thunder 
and echo came another sound, Faintly, 
miles away it seemed, the chimes whistle 
of a 3700 blasting out a trestle signal. 
Jimmie redoubled his efforts. He forgot 
his broken leg. Forgot it and crawled for 
life. Unless he could make the other 
side . 

The whistle sounded again, closer now. 
A wall loomed up on his left. Or was it 
mist? He felt a vibration in the rail he 
was following-the vibration of an engine 
rushing down. White ballast was showing 
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dimly to his left, in front of him, below. 
The whistle sounded again, almost upon 

him. One torpedo! Somewhere he had a 
torpedo. Into his pocket went his hand, 
fumbling, groping. Into his pocket and 
out again. One torpedo! He fumbled a 
second with the straps. A headlight broke 
the gloom in front. He laid the torpedo 
on the rail. The headlight was closer. It 
was almost upon him. He fastened the 
strap. A warning signal came from the 
whistle. His watching father had seen. 
He struggled for the side ditch, clawed 
madly with his hands, kicked with his left 
foot. But his right leg, his broken leg, he 
could not tell. The pilot was by him. The 
pilot wheel struck the torpedo. There 
was a boom. The cylinder rushed over 
him, something struck him, grabbed him. 
He screamed and went rolling. 

Old Pat Malone whistled twice, shot 
his air into emergency and watched ahead. 
The train crossed the high trestle. In a 
cloud of smoke it rolled around the curve, 
crept toward the Devil's Elbow, stopped 
twenty feet from where Big Swede An
derson lay struggling to free himself from 
the sliding rocks which had pinned him 
down. 

Out on the Mountain Division where 
the P & C has its writhing miles of steel 
across the southern Rockies and on into 
the West, where block signals drop ·re
strnining, ghostlike arms to guard C8;9h 
train in coming and in going, where tram
men gather in the hotel lobbies listening 
to music born in cities far away, they still 
tell this story of .Jimmie Malone. Big 
Swede Anderson tells it oftenest-never 
tires of telling it. 

"Jis.t like his dad, that little devil was," 
he will conclude while a boomer brakeman 
twirls the knobs, getting Station 1\fJB. 
"Jist like his dad. Guts, nothin' but guts. 
An' fiddle, believe me, that boy can shore 
fiddle. Listen!" 

Then over the magic waves comes the 
"Special", by Jimmie Malone. Jn it is 
blended all that went into the makeup of 
the last night on the rail-the fear, the 
hope, the anguish and the pain; all of the 
dark color of those awful hours. 

They may not analyze it, these fearless, 
hard boiled veterans of the rail. But 
somehow when the tune is finished, they 
know that from them, in the person of the 
little one legged fiddler, has gone a hero, 
the bra vest of them all. 



More about the Revolu

tionary Fighters South 

of t h e  B o rde r L i n e  

SKIRMISH 
By GENERAL RAFAEL DE NOGALES 

FROM the more or less peaceful instrumental in launching the most powcr
purs�it of cattle rustling I had ful reYolutionary movement that has 
been unccremonious]y-Qr, rather, broken out this side of the Atlantic since 
ceremoniously - swept into the the War of Independence. 

first movement of a revolution that was Yet, so it was. Chihuahua was already 
to last for upward of twenty years and aliYe with small guerrilla p..<trtics, which 
bring a complete transformation in the kept the ruralc.! busy day and night
mood, the civilization and the destiny that probably being the reason for the 
of Mexico. Little did I suspect, when I comparative case with which I had been 
was overtaken in the Chihuahua desert able to conduct my cattle business. 
by the courteous but firm emissaries or Flores Magon was somewhere in the 
Ricardo Flores Magon, that I was to be sierra, attempting to coordinate the move-
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ments of his men; but, due to lack of reon, a crucial point in all Mexican mili
communications, was not succeeding very tary operations, due to the fact of its 
well in keeping track of them. Much of being a railway junction and the center 
the success of the haphazard campaign of a rich district. Revolutionists were 
would have to depend on the initiative planted in some of the garrisons doing 
and audacity of the leaders in the field. duty in the State of Sonora, to the west. 
It was for that reason, it was explained Guerrillas were sniping at the Diaz 
to me, that Don Ricardo had sent a troop troops throughout the length and breadth 
to recruit my services as soon as his of the region. But they were evidently 
operations extended to the northern and having so good a time on their own hook 
central Chihuahua region. that Don Ricardo was finding it difficult 

ln less than five minutes I had been to control them and move them according 
transformed from a starving, thirsty to any intelligent plan or for any clearly 
fugitive, galloping at breakneck speed on defined purpose. It was my job to help 
a faltering pony to postpone for a few along in the harassing of the Federals 
minutes a certain death, into the jeje and to try to bring about some sort of 
expedicionari o - expeditionary com- unity of action, at least in the Chihuahua, 
mander---of the Chihuahua revolutionists Durango and Sonora regions. 
with, at that moment, more than one With this goal in view, I instantly con
hundred men under my immediate com- ceived the plan. of crossing the railway 
maud. My captors, Jimenez and Oviedo, boldly with my small body of men and 
had placed themselves at my orders, and capturing El Parral, near the borderline of 
showed a readiness to comply with all Sonora, and not far-as distances arc 
my wishes, except my possible wish to . reckoned in Mexico-from Durango and 
get away. I quickly sized them up for the line of march to Torreon. I talked 
two upstanding rancher08, intelligent, this over with .Jimenez and Oviedo while 
generous, who had been goaded into revolt munching cold beans wrapped up in 
by the intolerable arbitrariness of the tortdlaa and drinking several! pints of 
Diaz regime. They were hot all over water. Then I was furnished with a 
with the idea of the revolution. But, a!- horse, and gave the command. 
though they knew how to fight personally We trotted in the noonday glare choked 
and in small groups, they felt that they with dust. In about two hours, marching 
couldn't trust themselves to direct larger westward, we were entering more merciful 
movements successfully. lands. Trees begun to appear here and 

As I walked with them to join the there-not only yoshuas now but banyans 
troop that had been chasing: me under and ceibaa, and even a jlamboyan burned 
their leadership, they told me how they the sky with its red flaming flowers. They 
had picked my trnil in the desert. They were like sentinels of a cooler, more has
had caught no less than six of my men pitable land; and we greeted them as 
shortly after we disbanded and, explain- marinersgreet wreckage atsea, with great 
ing to them what was up, had induced shouts and whoops. The spirit of the 
them to reveal the direction in which I men was excellent. The revolution had 
was trying to make my getaway. As taken hold of their imagination like a 
soon as I had joined the troop, these woman or a buried treasure; they felt 
pals came out to greet me. Jimmy feverish and boisterous about it. It had 
Sears and Pepc Fuentes were among them. a battle cry that stirred them to th( 

Within fifteen minutes I was acquainted roots of their centuries-old dream of in
with the situation all over the region I dependence through the ownership of 
was expected to harass. Flores 1\Jagon land. Here was the land all about them, 
was somewhere in Durango, to the shooting u p  trees, flowers and fruits, fat
south, hoping to concentrate enough men tening cattle, but kept away from them by 
and munitions to make an attack on Tor- documents and laws passed with the 
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backing of bullets and the thrust of bayon
ets. Every tree was a flag waving in the 
breeze-their flag, the flag of the land. 
l,assing a jlamboyan, we stopped to pluck 
its red flowers and stick them in our 
sombreros as a symbol of the revolution. 

Patches of groon were becoming more 
frequent. We stopped in a village to re
plenish our supply of wa.ter. The people 
gave us food and tequila and cigarets and 
saw us off with loud "vit'a3." In the 
course of the afternoon we passed through 
several other small settlements, and had 
a hard time making the people understand 
that we had no means of carrying all the 
food, blankets and whatnot they brought 
to us with generous hands. We could use 
men, however, and by the time the sun 
began to cool our troop had increased to 
one hundred and fifty. The new re
cruits were armed with machetes. shot
guns, revolvers and a ,·uricty of agri
cultural implements from axes to hoes. 
lt was a prettier sight, let me tell you, 
than that of any well disciplined, well 
anned company of soldiers it has ever 
been my privilege to command. 

WHILE leaving one of these 
villages I had no less a pleasure 
than that of meeting Governor 
Cachazas, coming in pursuit of 

Nogales, cow rustler, with something like 
a hundred state militia troops. His sur
prise must have boon sharp enough when 
he came upon Nogales, thc jefe expedicion
ario, instead, who quickly charged him at 
full gallop, riding sidewise from the village 
to save it from Cachazas' fire. The 
governor and his men had come to look 
for borrowers of cows, not for revolution
ary gentlemen wearing red jlamboyan 
flowers on their hats and charging in the 
name of a justice that had been too long 
delayed. He took to his heels while I 
waved him a salute with my sombrero, 
and his white whiskers, level now with the 
wind, were soon hidden by the dust. 

Cachazas stampeded west and, as long 
as he seemed to be going in our direction, 
we followed him and made his life miser
able with a running fusillade. We had to 

shoot through the dust and into the dust, 
from the head of our column. It was of 
no strategic advantage to defeat that 
body of state militia, and it  was decidedly 
dangerous to follow it closely. Its mem4 
hers were surely headed for a place where 
they knew they would find protection 
and reinforcements. But by chasing 
them we could accomplish three things: 
we might get hold of several of the men, 
and grill them for information valuable 
to us; we would surely infer in what 
direction a strong body of their forces was 
located, for that's where he would be 
heading; and, last but by no means least, 
we might capture the old governor him
self, and that stunt, besides being a 
pleasure, had too many implicatio,ps of 
high practical value to be oYer looked. 

In the first place, the story of Cacha:r.as' 
capture, spreading from village to village 
and from state to state, and carrying 
news of the revolution to all corners of 
the world, would make marvelous pub
licity for our cause. In the second place, 
we could hold his Most Excellent Whiskers 
for ransom, either in cash, in ammunition, 
or in military advantage. In the third 
place, we could induce him to give us 
secret information that might assure the 
triumph of the revolution, at least in the 
northern states. In the fourth place, we 
might get him to join the revolution, 
which was quite a possible development 
in the case of the type of Mexican poli
tician to which Cachazas belonged, and 
in that case the bulk of the state troops 
would pass under our control, with the 
state arsenal and the state treasury at 
our disposal. And in the fifth place, 
everything else failing, we could at least 
shave his whiskers and thus deprive him 
of his respectability, his severe demeanor, 
his dignity, his moral authority and his 
political power. 

Two of our men were caught in the 
backfire, and we picked off five of theirs. 
We may have wounded others, but 
Mexican riders have a way of clinging to 
their horses even when severely wounded, 
so that we could not be certain. I 
shouted to a group of my men to remain 
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with the wounded Cachazistas until I 
should send for them, and kept up the 
chase for a while longer. Then, as the 
Cachazistas turned a clump of tall aya 
trees and disappeared from view, I raised 
my hand for a halt. 

Turning back, we took the wounded 
militiamen on a couple of spare horses, 
and flew on, northwest, while Cacha7,.as 
presumably kept on running for his life 
and his whiskers southwest. I feared that 
if I pursued him too far, he might lead 
me into a trap. But now I knew, from 
the line of his Jlight, that a northwest 
course was safer for me than a southwest 
one, with the added advantage that, as 
the railway slanted eastward as it ran 
north, we would cross the tmcks sooner 
by following our new tack. 

\Vhen we came to the railway, some
where between Chihuahua City and 
Carrizales, there was not a patrol in view 
along the level line of the plain. We had 
a fine chance to do something nasty to the 
tracks and embarrass traffic for twenty
four hours at least. But in the un
organized way in which the revolution 
was proceeding, I could not know whether 
that would prove to be advantageous or 
not. If Flores Magan was in a position 
to strike at the railroad successfully, it 
would be foolish to wreck his communica
tions just before he took hold of them. l£, 
on the other hand, the road was to remain 
in the hands of the Federals for an in
definite time, wrecking any part of it you 
came across would be exactly the thing 
to do. The men were for wrecking a 
stretch of it, of course. A Mexican revO
lutionist can't come across a track without 
wishing to uproot it, any more than Eve 
could find an apple without wanting to 
eat it. After thinking it over for a while, 
I prevailed upon the men to leave the 
tracks alone. We might be needing 
them shortly; and, anyway, it was bud 
policy to scare away normal traffic, inso
far as such traffic is continued in abnormal 
times. The confidence of the government 
in the safety of the railway might keep 
us in food and ammunition later on. Thi-, 
argument, which I gave more for diplo-

matic than for practical reasons, was not 
only effective at the time, but proved to 
be quite correct sometime later. 

CUOSSING the tracks l · 
pointed my horse due west, and 

-= led the .march.
. 

�he country 
here begms to nse m small un. 

dulations, and once in every long way you 
come upon a stream lazily waiting for the 
sun to dry it up. The soil, however, ac
cumulates enough moisture from wind 
swept rains of the region to be all blossom
ing with the fresh greenness typical of the 
semi-tropical countries, a light and bril
liant hue of color very different from the 
dark bronze green of northern vegetation, 
It rests your eyes and your body and 
your head to look at it. And it was good 
to travel once more in the fresh air, with
out sand biting at your throat all the 
time. 

At nightfall, having met nothing more 
martial than a few cows on our way, we 
camped on the wooded shore of a small 
lagoon. Although the nights blow chilly 
in those parts, and ag.tin, although we 
hadn't caught sight of a single Diaz man 
after the Cachazistas disappeared, we 
could not afford to brighten the night 
with fireworks. I ordered three wide 
holes to be dug to the depth of about five 
feet, and at the bottom of each a fire was 
kindled. 1 divided my force into three 
parts and assigned to each part a fire to 
cook, to keep warm, and to tell fortunes 
a..<; best they could. .From a distance of 
fifty feet, only a vague glow could be per
ceived, against which the shadows of men 
and trees stood and moved about like 
dark ghosts. 

For a while after eating I hung around 
the men, telling them stories of my fight
ing in Cuba during the Spanish-American 
'Yar, in Santo Domingo, in one of the race 
wars between Santo Domingo and Haiti, 
where I had pushed the Haitians back 
across their border in the most perilous 
and picturesque mountain fighting it 
has ever been my privilege to take part 
in. I went on with stories of China and 
Alaska and, to my surprise the men 
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showed a lively interest in the anthropo
logical theory that Mexican!>�that is the 
original Aztec population-probably came 
to America from Asia through Alaska cen
turies ago, before the old god Quetzal
coati had found the plumed serpent in the 
Mexican desert. They wanted to know 
more about it, more details; they thought 
that perhaps I could produce a diary 
of the march from Asia to the· burning 
sands and high mountains of their native 
land; I think they even expected me to 
give them the lowdown on Quetzalooatl 
himself. At any rate I talked on until 
the cool wind and the effects of the day's 
hard riding drove them tb their blankets. 

ln my dealings with undisciplined 
fighters-especially those with Indian 
blood in their veins-! ha\·e found that 
the telling of bedtime stories is a powerful 
engine for creating in them loyalty and 
confidence in their chief. ThcM1 ip:norant 
but often strikingly intC'IIigcnt men have 
a deep respect for knowledge of distant 
and large events when it is coupled with 
the ability to ride, to fight, to curse and 
to endure hardships. So that when I 
left the men huddled around the big fires 
and went myself in search of a good place 
to think and sleep, I knew that I had 
with me a much more effective force than 
I had had the day before. It is a curious 
combination, that of military chief and 
story telling minstrel in one, but I have ����"!

i
�o

n
�nd it effective on more than 

Before going to sleep I took care of the 
wounded militiamen we had captured and 
brought with us. I looked into their 
wounds myself, dressed them with tequila 
and clean leaves, gave them cigarets and 
talked to them for a while. I could get 
no very valuable information from them, 
except that they were supposed to return 
to Chihuahua City afler capturing me. 
And that, of course, was the direction 
in which Cachaza.s had been riding when 
we abandoned the chase. Leaving them, 
I wrapped myself in my SCTape on the 
shore of the lagoon and soon fell off to 
sleep, forgetting the big world of stars 
and plains and the smaller world of revo-

lutions and gun play, until the swift dawn 
wind swept away the stars and it was 
time once more to remember everything 
you could possibly keep from forgetting. 

In the clear morning light, I decided to 
put in some time in maneuvering. I 
picked out a level space among the hi\. 
locks on the western side of the lagoon 
and began teaching my men a sort of 
crude spiral charge. That is, a charge in 
which the horsemen get into a straight 
line sid�by-side formation and approach 
the enemy in narrowing circles, presenting 
all the time the side of a single horseman 
as a target. It is a movement something 
on the order of the circling attack of the 
North American Indians, but it is fan
like, in close formation, instead of cirCular 
and hclter-skclter. Performed with rea
sonable aptitude, it is very disconcerting 
to your opponents. 

Forty-eight hours after forgetting 
Cachazas' whiskers floating worriedly in 
the wind, we reached the neighborhood 
of E l  Parra], a straggling adobe town that 
seems to have been spilled on the plain 
from the hills on its background. We had 
rouled a small patrol a short time before, 
so the town was warned. I made up my 
plan of attack hurriedly with Jimenez, 
Oviedo, Pepe Fuentes, Sears and two or 
three others, explained it to the men 
as clearly as I could, and we began the 
job. 

The troop spread out in a line as thin 
as butter on a tramp's handout, each 
man about ten yards from his neighbor. 
Thus it combed more than a mile of the 
plain, like a gigantic but largely toothless 
rake. 

We charged at full speed from a dis
tance of about three miles and soon we 
began getting it from the windows, the 
housetops and the streets opening on the 
plain. The Diaz fire could not be very 
effective when directed at such a strag
gling and shifting line, for each horseman, 
of course, zig?.agged, backed and pirou
etted to his heart's content, and the 
ground was sufficiently irregular to 
make machine gun fire ineffective. Bul
lets aimed as high as a horse's neck would 
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be likely to hit a boulder and bury them
selves in a mound of earth before reaching 
their mark. Only rifie fire, handled by 
sharpshooters, could be of any service to 
the enemy. 

Still, as we drew nearer, some of my 
men began to tumble from their saddles, 
and I knew it was time to change the 
formation. According to the plan we 
had arranged, I gave the signal, and the 
men drew together in three groups, each 
of which formed into a side-by-side single 
line facing the town in profile, as we had 
practised it near the lagoon. Then each 
of the lines began to circle the town, and 
its defenders had to keep firing on three 
widely separated units which were con
stantly changing position at a dead run 
and which presented no more of a target 
than the outline of a galloping horse and 
its rider. 

or course, the inside rider was occasion
ally picked off the saddle and either 
sprawled to the ground or rode away to 
the shelter of a mound or a rock, clinging 
to the mane of his horse. But generally 
speaking, the Diaz fire made very little 
impression in our circling fan lines, and 
we were always at them from three sides 
at once. We could do no firing whatever, 
naturally. We just kept coming closer 
and closer in a silent, swift and bewilder
ing manner. The psychology o£ this 
attack is perfect. 1\:Ien are never so un
nerved by a frantic assault as by a cool, 
quiet, nssured, relentless, self-confident 
approach. There is a feeling of fate about 
it. In the face of it the weapons in the 
hands or the besieged seem to them in an 
obscure way as ridiculous as so many 
popguns - ineffective, crazy, making a 
big noise for nothing. 

And then, we kept them running from 
one end of the tOwn to the other, from 
cast to west, from north to south, and 
back again; and all that foolish confusion 
to ward off the attack of men who didn't 
even seem to be paying any attention to 
them, but just riding around and around 
like a buncl.of kids on a frolic. It must 
have been like a nightmare to the poor 
Federals. 

AFTER circling the town over 
a dozen times, and having ap
proached to within less than a 

"T-o�·· quarter of a mile or its houses, 
I gave the prearranged signal by having 
all the men in my column fire their guns 
into the air at once. The three columns, 
veering suddenly, made for the entrance 
nearest to them in single file and at top 
speed. One from the east, one from the 
northwest, and one from the south. The 
Federals leveled their whole machine gun 
and rifle fire at us. Few casualties resulted, 
as we were riding, as I have said, single file. 
They then withdrew precipitately to the 
plaza, and from there to the church which 
CO\'Crs one side of it. That is what hap
pened at my end of the town. The Diaz 
men at the other two entrances had held 
out longer, and when they came rushing 
into the plaza, they found my men on 
their way. Caught between two fires, 
they thought best to surrender. They 
were quickly disarmed and locked up in 
the hoosegow, 

Then we turned on those that had taken 
refuge in the church. When we began 
pelting the clay walls with two of their 
own machine guns, they decided to sur
render themselves. A white rag was 
flown from the steeple and, as we ceased 
fire, an officer came out to parley, 1 
stipulated that the men wero to come 
out of the church one by one and throw 
their weapons down in the middle of the 
plaza. The common soldiers were to be 
freed forthwith, and the officers were to 
be retained as prisoners, serving as hos
tages against possible depredations by the 
men that I knew were scattered through 
the houses of the town. This was a much 
more lenient peace than a Mexican officer 
expects and, as I found out later, they 
agreed to it without believing that I 
would keep my word. It's a tough world 
down there. 

After taking what precautions I could 
to ward off a surprise attack, either from 
outside the town, or from the men hidden 
in the houses, I lined some men on their 
bellies with their rifles trained on the 
entrance of the church, and the disarming 
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began. One by one the soldiers came out, 
threw their equipment down under a 
cciba tree, and walked away unmolested. 
Nearly two hundred men, among them 
the officer I had talked to and another 
one, came out of the church during this 
ceremony. Then a search of the building 
revealed three poor devils in their under� 
wear, and a further search brought to 
light three officer's uniforms, bundled 
away in the closet where the priest kept 
his sacred vestments. The officers had 
escaped disguised as common soldiers. I 
didn't tlnd it in my heart to be angry at 
any one except myself for being so care
less. 

Immediately after this I went to a 
printshop and dictated a proclamation to 
the typesetter. W c came in the name of 
liberty and justice, to free the people 
from the intolerable oppression of the 
Diaz regime and give them a square deal 
as to the land that had been fmudulcntly 
taken away from them by centuries of 
despotism and, more particularly, by the 
Diaz gang. Then I had a little handbill 
made up, to be distributed throughout 
the town, at least one in each house. It 
called for the surrender of all those that 
were in hiding, on the most liberal terms, 
explaining how those that had already 
surrendered had been treated. With 
a touch of the American sense of humor I 
had acquired during my cowboy days, 
I congratulated the officers who had ex� 
capcd from the church in disguise for 
putting one over on Nogales and offered 
them the same terms of surrender. I 
knew that they could not have left El 
Parral. Then I closed every grog shop in 
town and made an inventory of my 
resources. 

I now had over two hundred extra 
rifles, three machine guns and one field 
piece. First I distributed rifles to those of 
my men who only had agricultural imple
ments to fight with. After that, I had 
enough material left for one hundred and 
fifty men more. 

One of the officers that had left the 
church surreptitiously proved to be an 
old friend, Jacinto Castancdos, a fine 

fellow who had become quite chummy 
with me in Tampico several years before. 
At that time he had been a captain. Now 
he was still a captain. I saw clearly that 
he would be for the revolution. You 
can't keep a man being a captain for long 
in the 1\Icxican army without sooner or 
later turning him into a revolutionary 
general. I was quite right in this case. 
Castanedos came into my force without 
a definite title--for we were not bothering 
about titles-but with more good will 
than he had been enjoying in the Federal 
army. I would take him to Flores Magon, 
and Don Ricardo would probably give 
him a command of his own. Castaneda 
vouched for one hundred and fifty of his 
soldiers and I took them on. 

Leaving El Parmi in the cool� of the 
evening, before the grog shops could be 
assaulted, we started marching south� 
west. It was my intention to get to the 
junction of the Chihuahua, Sonora and 
Durango border lines and there to sec in 
which direction it would be more useful 
to strike. I hoped, also, to get in touch 
with Flores Magan and find out definitely 
what were his plans, although by this 
time, judging from the scattered informa� 
tion I had received, I was realizing that 
the revolution had broken out too hastily 
and had noapprcciablccentralized control. 

The next morning, shortly after we had 
broken camp, we had a running fight with 
a couple of companies of l•'ederals, and all 
day long we were chasing each other. 
This game kept up for three days, and 
had taken us deep into the State of 
Durango when an infantry brigade ap
peared on the horizon, and we had to run 
for our lives. It was not until we lost 
ourselves in the Durango sierras that all 
signs of pursuit disappeared. 

We left the sierras to the west and be
gan a cautious march in the direction of 
Torreon which, from what I could make 
out, was Flores Magon's main objecti\'e 
at the moment. Torreon, of course, 
would be very well defended, and the 
territory around it closely patrolled; but 
for all I knew Don Ricardo might have 
been pushing successfully along that line. 
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ALL ALONG the way I saw 
signs of hard fighting. Badly 
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along our trail. Once I saw an arm sticking 
out of the earth clutching a rusty auto� 
matic. }�rom one tree a dozen men were 
swinging by the neck, their clothes torn and 
their bellies eaten by buz7,ards. And Flores 
Magon was nowhere to be located. I 
knew that he must have been very closely 
pressed by the Federals and couldn't 
afford to hang around any particular 
place for a long time just waiting for me. 

l?or three weeks we carried on a high 
pressure guerrilla warfare around Tor
reon, sneaking in and out of the Federal 
lines. Once I harassed a large body of 
troops by developing my fan movement 
around their ca.mp at breakfast-time and 
keeping the Federals away from their 
coffee and tmtilla8 until noon. The 
general in command of these troops, I 
learned later, was Victoriano Huerta, at 
that time a good officer, three yea.rs later 
president of the republic. 

[ kept sending frantic mess..1.ges in all 
directions. With a little organization, 
Torreon, with all its supplies and rail 
facilities, would have been ours. But no 
satisfactory response ever came. Such 
isolated groups as my couriers located 
were having too hard a time keeping 
themselves alive to believe in the immedi
ate efficacy of a concerted movement. 
Therefore, our flanks were always ex
posed, our retreat was constantly in 
danger of being cut, and the buzzards 
circled above us with greedy and hopeful 
eyes. 

After a while we began discovering the 
skeletons of our own men-we crossed and 
recrossed the same terrain so often! All 
this was good sport, but it did not seem 
to lead anywhere in particular, certainly 
not to justice and.liberty. 

Driven to the defensive, we only fought 
now when we had to, or whenever we had 
a chance of ambushing the Fedeml 
cavalry. We ran like hell, shifted our 
position like the devil and, once in a 
while, scored a small victory. Dozens of 

rurales, militiamen and regulars bit the 
dust, but were immediately replaced by 
others. Our horses were worn out, the 
men had lots of pep left in their hearts 
but very little in their muscles. Day after 
day and week after week of campaigning 
without medical attendance, feeding 
mostly on tortiUa3 and beans, going often 
without water for endless hot hours, and 
always on the verge of ri. fight against 
superior odds, had dwindJed our little 
force to less than one hundred men. 

Fresh troops are good fighters, but they 
are never quite as good as starved troops 
in a desperate mood. It was probably due 
to this that we succeeded in taking the 
hamlet of L<t Concepcion, near the rail 
town of Carrizales, by storm, without 
any plan or organization whatever; juM 
with the audacity born of desperation. 
We simply rushed into the town and 
grabbed it. Then hell broke loose. 

The men went wild, plunden.'<l the 
shops and tequila joints, and robbed the 
citizens, in spite of all I could make to 
prevent it. I shot three of them myself 
and had a loyal firing squad do away 
with two others that Jmd been trying to 
overpower a barmaid; but hell went on. 
In the meantime, the rurales, who had 
been after us all day, entered La Con
cepcion, and it was aU I could do to leave 
by the opposite entrance with the twenty
five men whom I had made into my body
guard, all of them fmlf drunk at that. 

We couldn't have been more than a 
couple of miles from La Concepcion when 
we heard the regular crackle of the firing 
squads e.xeeuting my drunken com
panions. 

1\\·o days later we were at our old 
corm! in the Santa Catalina canon. We 
had scrapped our way there as best we 
could, without food or drink, and would 
have flopped on the bottom of the damp 
ravine to die of starvation if we hadn't 
found two of our stray cows grazing 
peacefully on the mosses that grew 
around the spring. Their beef revived us 
and there we spent a week of the most 
thoroughgoing loafing I have e\·er en
joyed in my life. 
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Pcpe Fuentes, whom I had sent on a 
scouting expedition to the vicinity of 
Carrizales, was captured by the Federals 
and shot. Miguel, another of my men, 
sent after him, reported that he had come 
upon his body propped up against a 
cactus, shot full of holes, a burnt out 
cigaret dangling from the lips. During 
my acquaintance with Pepc Fuentes, who 
wished to commit one big villainy that 
would allow him to lead a respectable life 
for evermore, I had done what I could to 
help him realize his ambition. I had 
failed. But, at least, I had helped him to 
die a respectable death: he had died a 
reYolutioniBt, not a thief. 

One night the sentries announced the 
approach of two horsemen through the 
cafion. They were duly captured and 
brought to the ravine. One of the two, 
a bearded man of about sixty, had a 
couple of chickens in his hand, and he 
made me a present of them, while he 
greeted me in a familiar voice. 

"Que tal, CMonelF" he said. "How are 
you, Colonel?" 

I recognized him as the old Pancho 
Villa - the original Pancho Villa, not 
Arango, who adopted his name after 
the old bandit's death because he knew 
how effective it was. He was a nice old 
chap. 

He brought me a letter from a wealthy 
rancher of Coahuila by the name of 
Francisco Madero, whom Porfirio Dia:r. 
and his crowd had branded a lunatic and 
a \·isionary. He was the man whose 
name, in one short year, was to be heard 
all over the world as the conqueror of 
Diaz. I did not know Madero personally 
-and he was not very widely known at 
that time--but I had heard some of my 
men speak very highly of him. In his 
letter, Madero advised me not to throw 
up the sponge: to keep going with my 
men at whatever cost, because the spark 
of revolution would never die out in 
Mexico until Diaz was overthrown. In 
those days, outside of Victoriano Huerta. 

and to some extent Madero, the future 
presidents of Mexico were obscure men. 
Carranza was a justice o f  the peace in 
Coahuila; Obregon was a petty rancher 
in Sonora; and Calles was a village school 
teacher. also in Sonora. They were es
sentially products of the ret•olucion social
isla launched by Flores Magon, of which, 
to judge from Madero's letter, I remained 
the only active representative at the 
moment. 

I wrote to Madero, through Pancho 
Villa, saying that I would do wha.t I 
could. But my circumstances were very 
preearious. Deprived of some of my 
best lieutenants, my force reduced to 
twenty-five men-good ones, it was true-
with practically no food supplies and in 
possession of a negligible amount of am
munition, I was not equipped to make 
much of a dent in the hard boiled, well 
equipped, well paid Diaz machine. 

One year later the revolution had 
broken ·out full force, and its wide lines 
were closing on Mexico City, while 
:Madero, a ci\'ilian, wa.'i ad\"ancing from 
town to town in a triumphant march. 
But Nogales was not there. It had been 
his fate to have fought successfully when 
the re\"oiution was fighting unsuccess
fully. Now that the revolution was 
fighting to victory, many generals that 
had fought to defeat, rode with it to its 
fulfillment. Hard luck! But, after all, 
what I like best is to be in the thick of 
things, not in the banquets afterward, 
when the speeches are made and the re
wards distributed to the great and to 
the greedy at one and the same time. 

When Madero was sp�eading his victory 
over 1\fm:ico, I was again in the thick of 
things, this time in my own Venezuela, 
where the fall of Castro and the usurpa
tion of Gomez had called me once again 
to high adventure. 

But it is an abiding pleasure to have 
fired the first shots in a revolution like 
the Mexican re\•olution---so powerful t_hat 
its violence and works endure to this day. 
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By FISWOODE TARLETON 

FROM the window of the Leeston 
Argus office, over the bank, Rack� 
teen could see the mottled clay 
road from end to end, Main Street 

baked by the hot sun of the Cumberland 
dog days, Main Street silent and deserted, 
cleared of beasts and men during the 
brassy noon. Rackteen watched the 
figures of drowsy men under the porticos, 
hillmen who whittled and sometimes 
whispered. Tight bellied hounds panted 
in the shade of the elms. Chickens and 
hogs wandered aimlessly along the board· 
walk. Mules hung their heads at the 
hitch-racks. 

After awhile a hillman slid off a mule 
and joined those who sat or lay under the 
porticos. A whiskered hillman pulled 
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at his beard. Another ierke:d his wide 
brimmed hat farther down over his eyes. 
A hog stared into a dry wallow in the 
road and backed av.-ay. A cow raised 
its head, pointed its nose upward and 
bellowed mournfully. Then movement 
froze again. Men stopped their whittling 
and closed their eyes from the glare of 
.Main Street. Life suspended. Leeston 
held in apathy. 

Not another movement. ].{inute after 
minute o£ stillness. Not another sign of 
life until Rackteen himself stretched and 
drew eyes from under the porticos. He 



sat on the window sill and looked across 
at the courthouse, saw the forms of men 
stretched out under the elm trees in the 
courthouse yard. Sa.w the big feet of 
the jailer. Saul Bankey, pushed out the 
window of the sheriff's office. 

A little stir of air in the room brought 
the odor of newsprint to his nostrils, 
made him tum to look back at the high 
desk in the corner; returned his mind to 
his work, brought a craving for something 
to happen, something to fill his paper, 
something to relieve the monotony of set· 
ting up announcements of sheriff's sales 
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and other boresome reading. Something 
besides the stereotyped advertisements of 
the business stores. Something he could 
throw himself into and write with color 
and with drama. 

"I never saw a town so dead," he told 
himself. ''I'm tired of rehashing stuff 
from the city papers. I'm tired copying." 

Rackteen's mind dwelt upon the lifeless 
last three weekly editions of his paper, 
The Argus. Nothing vital had hap
pened in weeks, nothing that was inter· 
esting. He thought of the city newspaper 
editors with whom he had effected ex· 
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changes and from whom he used to receive 
letters drawing attention to the vitality, 
the color, the facility he had for pulling 
at the heart strings of men through his 
dramatic news reports of the hinterland 
dramas. As he gazed absently at the 
courthouse he recalled the letter he had 
received from the owner of a chain of 
newspapers. 

"When you meet up with any more of 
those vivid, low toned stories of your 
people, send them to me. I can buy all 
you can write. I can make it worth 
your while," the letter had said. 

And Racktcen's blood began to pound 
again because of opportunity. He made 
mind pictures of his work, his studies of 
his own stmnge people, creating a furore 
in an editor's sanctum. He day-dreamed 
of themes conunon in the lives of the 
Cumberlllllder and imagined they were 
being acted before him. In his dreams 
he wished for the materialization, the 
crystallization of ideas, ideas that had 
been born of his contacts with nature 
and men. He day-dreamed of his long 
epic poem of Appalachia. In the silence 
and apathy of noonday he lived over 
his saga. 

A dry-land sled came down Main 
Street, crunching and grinding .on the 
hard baked day. The dry-land sled, 
drawn by two undersized, scrawny mules 
and loaded with sacks of corn, drew up 
in front of the general store. The moun
tain driver got out and sat down under 
the porticos with the idlers, filled his 
mountain clay pipe and, pulling his wide 
brimmed hat down over his eyes, became a 
watcher of the silent, lifeless road. 

The newcomer dispelled the mind pic
tures of Rackteen and gave him thoughts, 
abstract thoughts. He wondered about 
that strange secret of the force that makes 
hillmen feel something impending. Like 
all mountaineers of the deep hinterlands 
Rackteen's being at times felt the light 
touch of action preparing, of drama, 
tragedy, climax. The pressure of silence 
and inaction had always affected him 
that way. When things got too peaceful 
he always felt the light brush of the 

"thing"; the thing that seemed to ho\'et 
around the town, camouflaging itself 
in the reigning silence and peace. Oddly 
he looked upon it as fermentation of a 
hate; an unseen, subtle something that 
true to its cycle passed into the blood of 
the sons of men. A yeast. 

"I've never seen things so peaceful," 
he said to himself. "And, if I know any
thing, it's a bad omen." 
The apathy became even heavier as 

Rac.kteen's eyes shifted from the court
house to the line of unmoving men under 
the porticos. Men who had been whit
tling put their knives away and began 
to doze. Men who had been whispering 
leaned hac.k against the walls of the busi
ness stores and covered their faces with 
their hats. The heads of the dreamy 
mules hung lower. The chickens stood 
motionless in the dust. The hogs lay 
under the elms and the cow stared, dull 
eyed and unmoving. 

As Racktecn felt the wc!ght of the in
aCtion he thought of the past troubles in 
the town. He could match up for every 
war, every drama, a prologue of peace. 
The election wars; the gouging fights of a 
Saturday evening; the sudden appeamnce 
of the Clay family in his office with rille
guns bcca.use he had written a defense of 
the schoolteacher Scopes; the day the 
circus came to town when the mulatto 
man slid over into the white folks' scats 
and was mowed down by riRe fire; the last 
hanging, when the mountain murderer· 
sang a song on the scaffold-all these 
things followed a perfect peace. 

Raekteen turned again to look at the 
feet of Saul Bankey, the jailer, sticking 
out the window of the courthouse. His 
eyes were Ricked by the head of the white 
horse of the sheriff framed in the stable 
window. Even this spirited Blue Grass 
animal felt the grip of heavy inertia that 
hovered over the town. 

At the most silent moment, when the 
stillness tightened like a drum, a yell-a 
prolonged mountain yell-ripped the air 
of noonday, entered Rackteen's ear and, 
seeming to mingle with his blood, curdled 
and gave him the creeps. 
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HE SAW men jump up under 
the porticos and move swiftly 
to the door of the restaurant. 
The corner of his eye saw the 

form of the sheriff, Floyd Jett, coming 
down the boardwalk on the run, and the 
jailer following. Racktecn took two 
leaps to his door and, down the stairs 
in long bounds, dashed across the baked 
road and became a part of the dense mass 
of men in the restaurant crowding around 
something on the floor that had been a 
few minutes before a human form. 

Hardened hillmen looked away. Some 
turned to look out the windows of the 

p.ting house. Some looked at the bare 
,waU. Rackteen, crowding through, took 
one look and whirled around. When the 
sheriff jerked a cloth from a table and 
covered the sight on the floor, he sent a 
hillman after Doc Carr. Then there was 
more silence for a few minutes while men 
looked at each other, men whose eyes 
showed that the image had burned its 
way into their brains. Rackteen gave 
little shakes to his head, vain attempts to 
get rid of the picture. Glowing ribbons 
dangled before his eyes as he turned to 
look at Floyd Jett who was passing his 
head before his eyes. 

"I'll guess at who it was," said the 
sheriff to Turk O'Gowd, the restaurant 
keeper. "You saw his face when he-
had one! It was Keir Meadowes." 

Turk stood as if transfixed, pale as if 
his blood had drained to his feet. He 
swal!owed two or three times, tried to 
speak. His lips moved but his voice had 
gone. He had to nod-a quick succession 
of nods at the sheriff. 

Men began turning their faces toward 
the wall again, began to look out the win
dows as Doc Carr came in and had a look 
at the body; and as four hillmen at a sign 
from Jettcarried it down to the back part of 
the store, far into a corner, Doc Carr said: 

"Dead. Mighty dead." 
Folks kept coming. The restaurant 

filled. 
"Find your voice now, Turk," said the 

sheriff. "Who-all did that piece of work? 
Quick!" 

The restaurant keeper's voice, though it 
returned, was husky; it grated against 
Rackteen's ears. 

"Farrels," he said. 
"Farrcls?" repeated Jett, who seemed 

to be one of the few who heard the hoarse 
whisper. 

"Which Farrelsf" asked the sheriff. 
"Duckhead," said Turk, regaining his 

voice. "From Duckhcad." 
"You mean Luke's boys! Moses and 

Jonah? 
"Yes. Moses and Jonah. Hit ha� 

pened sudden-quick. Keir eatin' victuals. 
A-sittin' in 'at seat thar an' eatin' when 
Farrels come in. Purty quick I seed 
knives a-flashin'. I seed knives a-makin' 
a kind o' wheel around Keir. Keir 
mowed down by 'at wheel o' knives. I 
got sick." 

"Where'd the Farrcls go?" asked Sheriff 
Jett. 

"Don't know. I got sick. I seed Keir 
in the middle o' the wheel o' knives; seed 
him go down-way down. I seed the 
buildin' go aroun'. I held tight to the 
counter thar and had ter watch Keir go 
down." 

"Huh," said Jett. 
Racktcen wanted to try his voice. 
"They didn't escape out front, Floyd." 
Several hillmen shook their heads. 
"Farrcls didn't pass we-uns out front," 

one of them said. 
Jett walked swiftly to the rear of the �uilding, followed by Uacktcen and the 

others, saw that the whole pane of glass 
was knocked out, put his head through 
the window and saw the fragments scat
tered on the lane that ran back of the 
business stores. 

Rackteen, Jailer Bankey and another 
deputy sheriff, .Luke Foraker, who aP
peared suddenly through the crowd in 
the store, gathered around Jett. 

"That forest yonder," said Jett, point
ing at a heavily wooded hill beyond a 
cluster of houses, "is where they found 
their first cover. I'll follow 'em straight. 
You, Luke, follow the branch to the left 
of the hill with another man or two. 
Rackteen, you go to the right of the hill-
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keep going plenty to the right. The signal 
will be three shots if any of you need help. 
l..et's go to the office for carbines. I don't 
want a lot of men. Don't trust posses in 
a case like this." 

Rackteen followed the sheriff out the 
window. Luke Foraker followed Ra.ck
toon with a hillmen he began to swear in 
as the officers hurried up the lane to the 
courthouse. Armed with Winchcsters 
from the rack in the sheriff's office, the 
four men took up the pursuit as outlined 
by the county officer. 

Beyond the clump of houses that lay 
between Lecston and the low forested 
hill, Uackteen said to Jett, as they ran 
along: 

"'Vander why those Farrels carved 
Keir out of the world thataway? Why 
didn't they just shoot him or stab him 
once(" 

The sheriff looked at Rackteen curiously. 
"Maybe they haven't got a god. Like 

wild horses without bridles. Maybe 
they thought eYerything had to be finished 
in this world. like some others think." 

"That's a hot dig at me, Floyd." 
"Well, here's the branch, so hustle. 

And listen. Don't take chances. Bring 
down Moses and Jonah. Hell! Look at 
that mob coming!" 

Rackteen, wheeling around, saw two 
score men following at a distance. Most 
of them were armed. He wondered at 
the miracle of hillmen producing rifle
guns so quickly from apparently nowhere. 
Forty hillmen came on in their long 
springy strides, either not understanding 
Jett's gesture for them to stop and go 
back, or ignoring it. 

· 

"Well. J'm going," said Rackteen, 
bounding across the branch to the other 
side and disappearing under a row of 
cucumber trees and in the waist high 
laurel. 

When Rackteen stood by the slow 
moving waters again in a few minutes 
where the creek bed straightened, he saw 
the forty hillmen reach the foot of the 
hill and begin to spread, fan out. Eight 
or ten that made the tip of the human 
fan moved down the creek bed after him. 

The center of the fan moved up the slope, 
following Jctt, who had given up stopping 
the mob and was trying to keep ahead. 

HURRYING faster, Rackteen 
did not pa.usc again until he 
had left the wing of the posse 

- out of sight. He had an aver
sion to crowds in a matter like this, 
particularly because he could not think 
unless alone. And besides the main issue, 
which was to capture the murderers, 
Rackteen gave more than half his mind 
to the psychology of brutality. He kept 
telling himself as he hurried to keep in 
advance of the posse that when Moses and 
Jonah Farrel made their wheel of knives 
around Keir, t.hey were going back thou
sands of years: they had had no apprecia
tion of the niceties of murder, no more 
than a caveman. 

He crossed to the other bank of the 
creek bed. 

"That was a hot shot the sheriff handed 
me. Wish I had thought to ask him one 
thing, just one. Wish I had asked him-" 

When Racktccn came to a turn in the 
creek bed and saw that, forking away 
from the branch, a thin and narrow 
stream of water hurried to tumble down 
the edges of a cove several hundred feet 
beyond, he paused undecided and leaned 
against a sapling. For the first time he 
gave his mind wholly to the work of rea
soning which direction the fugitives might 
have taken. Way back near the town the 
Farrel brothers probably climbed the hill. 
In the cover of the forest on the slope 
"they changed their tactics ; they did not 
do anything so obvious as to go straight 
over the hill. Every hillman knows some
thing about the natural and expected 
tactics of posses. The Farre/s thought 
things out. They knew they were gone 
if they ever got into the center of a 
cordon. They knew enough to keep out
side its probable ends. Even before they 
did the killing their line of escape was 
laid out in their minds. 

Knowing the country, knowing well 
almost every inch of the ground between 
where he stood and the railroad, Rack-
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teen was moved by a hunch that the 
Farrcls would make for the railroad or 
for the domain of their folks, to be hidden 
out. He saw that in either event they 
would double back to the branch and 
pretty near follow the right fork down to 
the cove and through, and lose themselves 
in the low hills bordering the Duckhea.d. 
There they would escape by jumping a 
freight train or be hidden by their people 
in one of those caves whose entrances defy 
detection, unless bloodhounds are put on 
the track. The bloodhounds were in 
Anathoth on the railroad, at the edge of 
the county, kept there by a local deputy. 
Trained man jumpers that they were. and 
expert trackers, they were not used often 
for mountain whites; the highlanders had 
a way of picking off dogs from ambush, 
and the dogs were valuable and used for 
the most pa.rt for trailing black men who 
trod on white men's toes at Anathoth, the 
railroad town. 

"The forty hillmen-not counting my
self-ought to capture only two," Rack
teen told himself. "Some of those forty, 
maybe all of them, have been waiting 
for years for a chance to lay a Farrel low. 
Those who sta.yed in town and didn't 
join the posse were satisfied that a 
l\feadowes had been cut out of the world. 
Men shift to sides of a cause, roll into 
their places in family wars like marbles." 

Rackteen's mind searched back into 
the past; tried to recall any trouble his 
people had had with the Farrels and could 
think of none. This heartened him a.s he 
went down the creek bed road. Now and 
then he made mental pictures of a wheel 
of knives; presently he left the open creek 
bed for the wooded banks. He was a 
part of the posse, a part of the man hunt. 
He was not afraid or he would have 
waited for others to reenforce him. There 
was purpose in his sticking to the particu
lar branch, the right fork of Duckhead 
Creek. A mile farther on he stopped 
abruptly, and under the cover of the 
laurel that grew in a tight patch by the 
creek bed he looked ahead and studied. 

His mind returned, oddly, to the pro b. 
lem of filling his newspaper. He won-

dered if he would get something out of the 
murder that wmild lift his sheet from the 
deadly, borcsome, flat thing it had been 
for weeks. He wondered if it would be 
his chance to impress the Louisville paper 
with his corrCSJXIndence; wondered if 
deep down in the atrocity there was any· 
thing but nausea; if there were a single 
human element, a trace of anything but 
the work of beasts. 

Then, little by little, the hill contours, 
the series of ledges jutting out from the 
sides of the hills throwing their wide 
shadows, and a sudden widening of the 
creek bed, told him exactly where he was. 
He recalled that under one of those ledges 
beyond him was a cave in which as long 
as he could remember hillmen had stabled 
their mules. Up the slope of the hill 
above the cave a cabin hidden in the 
forest and surrounded with tough rhodo· 
dendron and merciless greenbrier, the 
domain of the Farrels. He could see 
faintly the mouth of the trail that led 
upward, winding its way, engineered so 
that many sudden turns concealed an 
ambush. 

After fifteen minutes of waiting and 
listening and '"atching, a restlessness 
gripped him. He rose and stepped out to 
the edge of the crook bed road and ad. 
vanced slowly. When he came to the 
mouth of the cave he stopped. He peered 
in. He could hear mules shifting their 
feet and near the entrance he could see 
the eyes of one. He heard a rustle and, 
wheeling around, faced a wild hog�a 
boar with long tusks that stepped out of a 
laurel patch. Lean razorback hog, built 
like a deer, wild and fearless, braver than 
a wildcat, a match for three dogs, the 
most dangerous beast of the mountains. 

Rackteen knew the futility of trying 
to drive the boar away, knew that the 
instant he made a step forward the beast 
would charge. He knew the cruelties 
reflected in the almond shaped eyes that 
looked at him from under layers of bris· 
tling flesh. He knew there was only one 
thing to do if he wanted to continue 
down the creek bed road, and that was to 
shoot the beast. Dut such a course was 
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full of risks. There would the report of 
rifle fire, and the probability of some hill
man's claiming ownership of the hog. 
There would be the alarm of the shot, 
and maybe the misleading of Jett and 
the posse. e HE BACKED into the cave, 

into the blackness that feU 
over him like a pall. He felt 
the rump of a mule and the 

drawing of its muscles in time to leap 
to the side. The mule's hoof made a wind 
as they shot out past his head. He looked 
back of him into the heart of the cavern 
and saw nothing; intense blackness, a 
core of shadow. He heard nothing but he 
was not deceived. He had the hillman's 
strnnge feel of a presence, an uncanny 
gift that began to work in him and was 
about to influence him to shoot the wild 
hog and make his escape to the sunshine 
and the "Y.'aters of the branch when he 
felt himself-all of him-held as if in a 
stock. 

More than one pair of hands had him 
in a ''ise-like grip. He was pulled back 
slowly and when he managed to get his 
head around in an effort to sec his cap
tors not even the hands were visible that 
held his arms. He was pulled way back 
into that pocket of blackness and his 
rifle taken from him. Then he was re
leased. He stood for several minutes 
quite still, then began to fool around. He 
touched a wall of the cave and sat down, 
his back against it. Somewhere near there 
was the faint breathing of several men
three men, he thought-and for some time 
he listened to them. Mostly the breath
ings came separately, but there was a 
difference in their time. Rn.ckteen heard 
them merge together, then separate, 
then come together again. One fast, 
one slow. and one very slow. That ·was 
the trivial way he passed more than a 
quarter of an hour-listening to the 
brcathings. 

Finally he tired of it, and his mind 
slowly turned to !>-peculation. He had no 
doubt to begin with that the Farrel boys 
were his captors. But there was another 

man, and this other ma.n's identity was 
what he, Rackteen, was trying to solve, 
first with guesses, then with his own pecu
liar method of reasoning from a given 
point. H.ackteen, like all hillmen, had to 
have all the aspects, all the characteristics 
of a situation in mind as far as they could 
be grasped before he made a move, before 
he be�;an to think of ways out. He 
wanted in true hill fashion to know the 
status of every son of man that was 
against him. He knew that sooner or 
later he would say something, but he sat 
that idea aside with other ideas. 

"One man's breathing faster," he told 
himself, and his mind fell upon the fact. 
His philosophy churned in his head over 
that, his reasoning sifted out, after 
awhile, a kernel of thought and his logic 
built upon it. 

"You breathe faster as you get old," 
he said to himself. "The third man is 
older. He's sharing the risk of the other 
two. He's kin to them. Close kin. 
Back to back and blood to blood. Huh!" 

A procession of the Farrels seemed to 
be parading before Uacktcen. His mind's 
eyes saw them come out of the trail 
mouths that lead from far mountains
the Farrels, the Corngames, the Hat
woods, the Duckhead Valentines. Down 
to fourth cousins. Then he let them all 
disappear but one. The pappy of Moses 
and Jonah. 

Unconsciously almost he spoke the 
name of that one, Noah, and after tlmt he 
heard a. stir, a scraping, as if a pair of 
booted feet had been suddenly shifted. 
And he heard that fast breath held for an 
instant. The third man had betrayed 
himself. Noah, the pappy of the boys. 
llackteen was glad. 

The past invaded the present in Rack
teen's mind. The great grandpappy of 
Noah stood before Racktccn's mind's 
eyes. a dim figure. Then Rackteen's own 
grandpappy came; he saw two men, two 
of the fighting Colonials who hell-drove 
the British and took King's Mountain; 
two of the raw troops that saved America 
were mental images before him and re

minded him of a gallantry. A gallantry 
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handed down by word of mouth through 
gencrntions, yet losing none of its strength, 
its power to move. Thinking of the gal. 
lantry brought a scene to Racktecn's 
mind: a hillside, moving figures on it. 
Men in red coats clashing with a motley 
in jeans. Smoke of gun fire veiling the 
upturned faces of wounded patriots. 
Rackteen saw his great grandpappy and 
the great gmndpappy of Noah Farrel 
stooping behind a brush cover, sharp-
shooters picking off the British. The in
tensity of the drama related on down from 
generation to generation made Rackteen 
sec every detail, the company of British 
creeping up behind the two lone defenders 
of the position, the rifle ball crippling the 
leg of the Colonial, Farrel. The left arm 
of his own grandpappy shattered by a 
shot from the creeping redcoats. His 
grandpappy dragging Farrel through the 
bushes, then carrying him on his ba.ck 
through the wilderness to the Colonial 
camp, staggering through the forest with 
his comrade for miles, while the blood 
seeped from his body. 

Rackteen knew that way down in the 
souls of Noah and his boys the story was 
laid away. Tradition, strong in the Appa
lachian hillman, was preserved way down 
in them. Gratitude was buried deep, too, 
buried with the hates for others. There 
was a debt that had never been paid. 
The sons of the sons of the sons of Wal
lace Farrel who was rescued by the grand
pappy of Racktecn at King's l\fountain 
tucked the debt way down in themselves 
and waited-for the chance to balance 
the scales. 

Rackteen had thought many times that 
when he was pressed, if he ever was, when 
he needed backing, support, defense, 
there would be the Farrels waiting; there 
would be as powerrul a family behind him 
as any in the mountains. n THE EDITOR of the Argus 

suddenly, in his day dreaming, 
in that mystical maze of mind 
of his, saw scales, scales always 

tipping, never settling. A disturbing un
balance. He always saw life that way 

in his hills. The sons of men always 
trying to even out something; adding a 
measure of good for good and bad for 
bad, to balance the scales. 

And as suddenly his mind returned to 
the Argus, his paper. Its unfilled columns. 
And from the Argm his mind came to, 
grips with the larger scheme, the drama, 
the color, the soul he wanted to pack 
into. his writing for the syndicate-the 
truth he wanted to tell about his misun
derstood race. 

He felt that his efforts, so far as his 
paper was concerned, had come to noth
ing. The subtleties of his people he had 
written of with subtlety that could not 
be understood. In the background of his 
intention there had always been a loyalty 
which his own people were unable to sift 
from the spirited and dynamic articles 
in his paper about them. They had their 
ideas of justice which were the same as 
his, basically, but his were involved in 
the processes of seeking beauty and 
metaphors and symbols and images. 
Four years at Baltimore studying had 
given him a taste for those things. His 
people, the people of his hills, could not 
see that what he meant and what they 
felt were the same. He wanted to be 
understood, and felt that maybe since 
an editor had understood him, others 
might. What he wanted from the Farrels 
was something to e:'<plain to the outside 
world why two hillmen made an annihi
lating wheel of knives around an enemy 
instca.d of humanely shooting him. 

Then Rackteen, knowing that the boys, 
Moses and Jonah, would say nothing 
without the consent of their pappy, 
leaned over toward the breathings and 
whispered: 

"Noah, listen. Listen, Noah, to me. 
I was leaning out my window and I heard 
o. yell. I saw men freeze on the street. 
When I went over I expected to sec a 
fight where the yell came from, in the 
restaurant. But I saw Keir Meadowes 
on the floor, mowed down by a wheel of 
knives, cut off the earth by Moses and 
Jonah. They made a posse, the sheriff 
and them; forty men threw a cordon, 
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forty men are stretching a wall around 
these hills. I joined the posse. Of course 
I joined it. I can't take your boys but I 
would if I could, if I wasn't powerless in 
this cave." 

Rackteen paused. He heard the breath
ings merge, then separate again. He ex. 
pected silence until he had said all he 
wanted to say. He feared nothing because 
face to face a hillman will submit to being 
criticized, even condemned by a friend. 
And he knew that a hillman never breaks 
in, never answers until sure the other is 
through talking, nor until the answer is 
shaped in his mind and all angles of his 
speech measured. 

"Keir did something to you boys to get 
cut up thataway," said Uackteen. "What 
did Keir do?" 

Prepared to wait through another 
period of silence, Uackteen, looking 
ahead, saw the slight fading of a shadow 
where the light entering feebly at the cn
tmncc threw itself more feebly against 
the cave wall at the turn. He faintly 
heard the mules stift their feet now and 
then. He strained his cars for a sound 
from outside. Only the breathings came. 

After a while a whisper roached his 
ears. 

"What air the why-for you-un want 
tcr know?" 

"Because it bothers me," Rack teen 
whispered back. "It makes me sick not 
to know." 

Under the pall a sign was passed. Un
der the pall a command was given. Rack
teen felt the air about him stir, felt the 
close proximity of one of the three. 

"We-uns had to snuff Keir out," said 
a whisper. 

"Who's talking?" asked Uackteen. 
"Jonah. Jonah's a-tellin' you-un." 
"Hit war fitten 'at Keir pay." Noah, 

the boy's pappy, said it. 
"Huh. Why didn't you shoot him, 

or turn a wild hog on him?'' said Hack
teen. "\Vhy'd you butcher him?" 

"We-uns knowed 'at-" 
"S..JJ-h!" cut in JQnah on his brother 

Moses. "This-un 'II do the talkin', now 
an' at cote-trial. 

"Three travelers come ter we-uns home 
las' week. Three tra vclers come in a tem
pest-storm. Said they war a-lookin' at 
coal lands an' white oak timber an' oil. 
Said they war a-goin' pay mountain folks 
big money fer fire-coal rights an' sech. 
Wal, we-uns gave 'em victuals. Gave 'em 
beds an' laid our bodies down on the 
floor. Old wind a-howlin'. Rain a-bat
terin' an' cold. 

" 'At night late one o' the travelers 
begin ter groan an' carry on. I heerd a 
voice say, 'I'm a-dyin' with belly-cramps. 
Hit must have been the cucumber I ate, 
must have been kase I a te a cucumber and 
walked most of the day through hot sun.' 

"Another voice said, 'Hain't yer got 
ary thing fer my friend's bcl!y-eramps ?' 

"L\fy pap an' me an' L\foses an' maw 
got our heads together in the shadders. 
Only thing o' course is likker fer cramps. 
But we suspicioned the travelers. Hit war 
a fac' thcy-uns knowed 'bout fire.coal 
an' white oak timber an' oiL Hit war a 
fact they-uns war up an' down our 
branch a-fixin' up lease-signin's. Hit war 
a fact 'at the travelers showed we-uns 
money they war itchin' ter pay we-uns 
fer our fire--coal hole on the big mountain. 
But jcs' the same we suspicioned 'em an' 
tole 'em we hadn't ary thing fer belly 
cramps. 

"Then the sick man got worse. Fell 
on the floor. An' when we-uns lighted the 
fat-pine we seed him a. rollin' an' a-tossin', 
an heerd him a-ycllin', an' the other 
travelers a-tryin' ter git him inter bed 
ag'in; a-tryin' ter rub the horrible knots 
outen his belly. 

"Wal, hit's hard ter see a dog suffer 
thataway. Arter while my maw says 
in a whisper, '\Vc-uns cain't let a man die, 
cain't let a man's innards bile. An' we-. 
uns hain't &'l.rtin-sheore the travelers air 
Gov'mcnts.' Au' my maw began ter 
quote scripture. 

"Arter awhile my pap went out, went 
clar up the mountain an' back and fotched 
some corn likker from our cache near the 
still. The sick man drank. Belly
cramps stopped, an' purty quick the 
three travelers war asleep an' a-snorin'. 



THE INFORMER. 85 

Water from the tempest a-runnin' off 
my pappy kase he played Samaritan to 
the trn.velers when my maw quoted 
Good Book an' begged. 

"Then afore sunup, electric flashin' our 
eyes, the three trn.velers covered wo-uns 
with pistol-guns, big Colt guns. The sick 
man a-holdin' the jug o' li�kcr, hangin' on 
ter the evidence my pappy fotched hisself 
through the tempest-storm. Nary a 
chance at our rifle-guns on the wall. 
They-uns marched we-uns ter Leeston an' 
warranted us." 

"Huh," said Rackteen, "how'd you 
get bail-all of you?" 

"When Lawyer Carr heerd our side he 
got busy. Reckon everybody in town 
come across with our bail. 'Only way 
them Gov'ment men kin convict you-uns, 
only way ter penitentary you-uns,' says 
Lav.'Yer Carr, 'air tcr try you-uns in the 
lowlands whar hospitality air a mockery 
an' whar guest turns agin host.' " 

WAY down, Racktecn boiled. 
The infamous business of men 
working into the graces of hill
men, accepting their food, tak-

ing their beds away from them and then 
striking like a highland moccasin snake, 
brought waves of heat to Rackteen's 
head. He saw a tipping of scales. He 
saw caricatured justice. With his mind's 
eyes he saw a sorry sight: wolves in 
sheeps' clothing. 

"They ought to be lynched," he told 
himself. "They ought to be--" He 
started to whisper to the three Farrels. 

"One thing bothered we-uns right 
smart," went on Jonah. "One thing 
puzzlemented we-uns. Why you reckon 
Gov'ment men pounced daown on we-uns 
an'-an' not on ary other blockader along 
this branch? Hit looked like they-uns 
fixed up lease-signin's with other folks jes' 
80 they-uns could fool we-uns. We-uns 
sot daown hard on this puzzlement, a
waitin' an' a.thinkin' an' a-sottin' fer a 
week. Then this mawnin' Moses an' me 
muled hit ter Looston fer a leetle white 
flour an' sech. An' we sot aroun' the 
gen'al store. I got ter studyin' an' listen-

in' an' a-lookin'. Thar hain't ary se-cret 
in the world 'at won't crap out elfen you 
give hit time. Arter awhile I seed a feller 
war a-studyin' me. One o' the .Maude 
men from .Meddlesome, some way cousins 
ter we-uns. Sometimes he-un scratched 
his head. Sometimes he-un took a step 
in our direction and then stop ag'in, an' 
pull at his chin. Arter awhile he got close, 
a leetle at a time, an' arter while he 
stooped over ter pick a dried apple outen 
a box near we-uns feet. He war a right 
smart long in holpin' hisself an' while he
un fingered aroun' in the box he whis
pered-

'' 'Airyou-uns puzzlemented kase Gov'
ment men raided you·uns?' he said 
soft-like, jes' loud enough to reach Moses 
and me a-sittin' by. 

" 'Wal,' this-un says, 'we-uns air gada
mighty dumb an' hellrunighty curious, fer 
a fact.' 

" 'Huh,' Jake Maude says, 'you-uns 
hain 't thought on Kcir Meadowcs, air 
yuh?' 

" 'We-uns hain't particu'lized hc-un,' 
this-un say. 

" '\Val,' says Jake :Maude, 'hit hain't 
a-hurtin' none ter do hit.' 

" 'You-un a-guessin' Keir informed on 
we-uns?' 

"When I axed him that he gave this-un 
a hard look an' said, with his mouth up 
close as he fingered dried apples, 'My boy 
Pliny seed Fedcml men a-comin' daown 
crick 'bout a week ago and hid his hide in 
bushes. When the Federal men passed 
he hecrd 'em a-t.alkin'. Hit war jes' 
afore the tempest-storm broke. Heerd 
one o' 'em say that ef the Meadowes boy 
war right an' tipped 'em off squar', why; 
they-uns would shore make a showin' in 
arrestin' the biggest blockader in the 
county an' they-uns would make Wash
in'ton sit up an' notice.' 

" 'I reckon your boy Pliny told hit ter 
you-un straight,' this-un said. 

" 'We-uns air kin, hain't we?' said Jake 
Maude. 'An' hit bein' the fact an' the 
case, you-un mought as well ax your maw 
or your pappy ef they-uns tol' the 
strn.ight.' " 
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For a period the silence filled in again. 
Rackteen heard the three hillmen hold 
their breaths for half a minute while they 
listened. The mules still shifted their 
feet. 

"Arter Jake Maude picked hisself out 
another piece o' dried apple he strolled 
off down-street. Me an' Moses sot fer a 
bit longer. Then we git up an' go outside. 
We-uns didn't say a word tcr anybody but 
jes' kep' our eyes open an' our mouths 
shut. Arter while a-passin' restaurant 
we seed Keir a-eatin'. An' we-uns went 
in. 

"We-uns believed Jake Maude o' 
course. We-uns knew he wanted ter pay 
off Keir fer somethin' his folks did ter the 
Maudcs, but we knowed Jake an' his 
boy wouldn't lie ter do hit. Maudcs don' 
lie. Jes' the same we-uns reckoned ter go 
a leetle bit slow. Elfen Keir air guilty 
hit's shore ter crap out. 

"\Val, Keir war a-eatin' an' some other 
fellers stood around a-gassin' 'bout re
ligion an' sech. We-uns took out our 
knives an' began a-whittlin' on matches. 
Purty soon I said tcr Turk O'Gowd who 
runs the restaurant. 'Turk, yer hain 't 
seed ary informer 'bout hyar, air yuh?' 

"The other fellers didn't bat an eye. but 
Kcir-Keir turned a face on we-uns the 
color of ashes an' his body shook an' 
jumped like a tulip tree in a tempest. 
His mouth war open an' his eyes big an' 
guilty. Guilt war oozin' out all over him. 
Thar's two kinds o' fear in every man: 
the honest healthy fear when he faces a 
bar without a wcepon, an' thar's the fear 
'at comes from a feller when he knows 
his sin's found him out. Effen the law 
cain't reach a man, nature shore will; 
an' Keir Meadowes jes' couldn't holp a
lettin' his eyes say, 'This-un air the in
former.' 

"Moses an' me had hit in mind ter 
beat him up. But hit's funny what a 
man'll do when he air loco an' mad. This
un thought on glVine ter prison kase o' 
Keir, an' thought o' my maw left alone 
with the craps, an' I got mad same as a 
wild boar-hog.'' 

When the whispering stopped. Rack-

teen made his mind picture of scales 
again. They seemed balanced to him but 
he knew they could not stay that way in 
his hills. There were no two deeds good 
or bad that were alike in weight. The 
Farrel men would go to prison. The 
scales would tip. He wondered why Keir 
informed. 

"Why you reckon Keir informed on 
you?" asked Rackteen. 

"Effen the Federals Jawed we-uns ter 
the penitent'ry Keir kin do more block
adin'. Our pure likker war a-hurtin' his 
pi zen trade." 

"Well," said Rackteen, "maybe tbere 
was something else, too. Maybe some
thing you don't know about." 

But Jonah did not answer. He was 
through. The brcathings came again, the 
mules shifted their feet. Fifteen minutes 
passed. A half hour. Then it seemed to 
Rackteen he heard from tbc direction or 
the entrance a new sound. a heavy footfall 
as if somebody had leaped and landed 
heavily. A mule squealed. A heavy 
thud came as from a body thrown to
earth. He told himself that one of the 
posse must have entered the cave for a 
search, or, driven in by the wild hog, lmd 
touched the man killing mule. 

There was absolute silence after that, 
and Ra.ckteen missed the breathings. He 
waited for a full minute, thinking maybe 
the Farrels were holding their breaths to 
listen the better. Then he called in a 
whispcr-

"Noah. Jonah.'' * NO ANSWER. No breathings. 
He reached out with his hands 
and felt nothing but a cold 
draft of air. With hands out

stretched he moved slowly ahead and 
pretty soon touched a wall, a wall he 
thought ran at right angles to the one he 
had been leaning ugainst. He thought 
the blackness faded a little beyond him 
and slowly followed the wall. Underfoot 
the earth became wet, slimy and slippery. 
He heard water dripping. Soon he felt 
the wall curve and the light ahead, 
though dim, promised an exit. 
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"The Farrels have another way out," 
he told himself and continued on. 

At last he stopped where the light 
seemed to descend from above. He 
looked up and saw a sky cut by a filigree 
of foliage. Laurel and greenbrier laced 
tight together formed a canopy so thick 
that the light sifting through was not 
enough for him to see the way out. So 
he felt around with his hands and found a 
projecting rock, and with his left hand 
against the opposite wall managed to get 
his foot up on the rock. He now felt the 
edge of a ledge and, firmly holding on, 
swung upward. Clear of the cavern, but 
he swung over into the thicket of the 
laurel o.nd thorns. 

He heard hogs grunting and blowing 
in the beech woods beyond the laurel hell 
as he made his way out. Scratched and 
torn, he stood in the open at last, letting 
his eyes roam and his ears listen. 

A roar suddenly shook the woods, roar 
of an old black powder gun, followed by 
the crack of a Mauser. A movement 
flicked the corner of Racktcen's eye and, 
whirling, he saw a hillman, one of the 
posse, embracing a tree with one arm and 
slowly sinking to the ground. He 
sprawled and lay there bleeding. Rack· 
teen saw other forms dodging from tree to 
tree, a wing of the posse spreading, making 
another attempt at a cordon. From some 
distance three Mausers cracked and an
other one of the posse clutched his tree 
only to pivot around it, slowly let go his 
embrace and fall heavily. 

A dozen or more rifles spoke, then 
Rackteen could see the possemen lower 
their rilles and stand motionless behind 
their trees. The Mauscrs did not answer. 
The posse seemed satisfied to grow to the 
trees, so long did they stand immovable. 

Rackteen had a hunch that the Farrel 
men escaped this part of the posse only 
to be tmpped by another wing. Ten to 
one, he reasoned, the circle was finished 
and tight and the fugitives were in the 
center of it. 

He advanced, not knowing why, until 
he stood by the side of a hillman sheltered 
by a big tulip tree. The whole detach· 

mont of hillmen stared at him; their faces 
wore the expression of censure and un
belief. He felt awkward. Bleeding from 
scratches inflicted by the greenbrier and 
minus his rifle, without any weapon what
ever, he felt suddenly that he was the in
eO'ective, useless part of the man hunt. 
The way he stood there, exposed to chance 
as well as any hostile bullets, was puzzling 
to the hillmen. Two thoughts flashed 
across his mind: to the posse he must 
seem to have had some other business 
besides hunting the Farrels, and he must 
seem to feel sure the Farrels would not 
pop him off. He acted awfully careless 
with his body. 

"They took my gun," said Rackteen, so 
that all might hear. "Trapped me in a 
cave and took my gun." 

Racktcen found himself counting the 
men, ten of them, and he separated them 
in his mind. Three first cousins, two 
second cousins, and an uncle of Keir 
Meadowes. Only four of the ten were 
not related to the murdered man. All 
Shakespeares, and the toughest and raw
est of the clan. Racktccn recalled a two 
year old difficulty between the Farrels 
and Shakespearcs. A little bit too mild 
a trouble to set either of the clans hunting 
each other; a half fancied wrong some-
where that just smoldered for two years, 
needing a little more winds of circum
stance to fan it to flame. One of the 
embers of bitterness that will burn for 
generations, weakly but never quenched. 

"You-un hain't scairt a-gittin' snuffed 
out by 1\fauser-guns o' the Farrel men," 
said a hillman, uncle to Keir Meadowcs. 
"You-un better git yourself up a tree." 

"Where'd they go? Those Farrels?" 
said Rackteen. 

''Yander," said another hillman, point
ing toward the densest part of the woods. 

"Where's Keir's pappy, and brothers 
and cousins?" asked llacktecn. 

"Other side the cove," said the uncle of 
Kcir l\Ieadowcs. "A-headin'off they-uns." 

"Huh," said Rackteen. Then he told 
himself that the Shakespeares meant to 
get the Farrels. Two-thirds of the posse 
were the Shakespeares. 
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" 'At �iauser-gun's a-goin' ter git you
un effen you hain't keerfuJ."·-A Mcadowes 
said it, first cousin to the dead Keir. 

"Hell with the Mauser. I'm afraid of 
something else--something worse than a 
gun." 

Rackteen was afraid of something. He 
trembled a little and his face went pale. 
Suddenly he started for the cove beyond 
the thick clump of beeches and the hillmen 
looked back. Seemed as if Rackteen 
were running away from trouble, but in 
reality he was running into it. A dozen 
rifles spoke from the woods beyond, then 
quiet again. Racktecn increased his pace 
to a run, bumping into saplings and 
stumbling over the thick undergrowth. 
The other side the woods he stopped sud
denly on the rim of a cove and looked 
down. 

The cove covered with laurel and laced 
together with greenbrier was quiet for 
the minute. He could see some of the 
smoke hanging in the still air from the 
last volley of gun fire. To his left and to 
his right he saw, lying flat on their bellies 
around the rim of the cove, the scattered 
forms of six or eight hillmen, ready with 
their guns and watching the laurel hell 
below them intently. He saw the muzzle 
of a rille move in the bushes directly 
across from him and knew there were 
others there at the entrance to the cove, 
where a gap also showed him the waters 
of the branch. Then he heard a rustle 
back of him and, wheeling, saw a hillman 
in the bushes with a long hog rifle. 

"You-un air shore invitin' them Farrels 
ter pop yer off," said the hillman, in a 
whisper. "What air the why-for you-un 
cain't take scripture's word fer hellfire? 
You air the invcstigatenest feller I ever 
seed." 

Turning around and looking again down 
into the laurel hell, Racktecn saw a hat 
rise a little. Immediately there were 
rifle shots from everywhere except back 
of him. 

"They-uns hain't a-foolin' this-un with 
thar hat tricks," said the man \vith the 
hog rifle, and broke himself off a chew of 
twist tobacco. 

Rackteen wondered where Jett, the 
sheriff, was, and was filled with a new 
alarm. They needed a sheriff now if they 
ever needed one in the county. Somehow, 
Rackteen was possessed of a plan the 
phases of which came to him one at a time. 
He quite deliberately lowered his body 
down the side of the cove and when he 
touched the bowl-like depression in the 
earth he stood in laurel up to his chest. 
He held his hands high in the air and 
shouted so that all might hear-

"Listen, and I'll tell you why-" ·3€ FROM the. laurel on his right came crashmgs, several shots, 
oaths and the sickening sound 
of bone against bone. Rack-

teen saw a mass of twisting, gouging men, 
suddenly appearing from the cover of 
laurel. He saw them struggling in the 
small clearing by the branch. Two hill· 
men were carrying the unconscious .Moses 
Farrel, and six others were jerking fonmrd 
Jonah and his pappy. H.ackteen sickened 
at the way the mass was moving toward 
a big sycamore; the captors of the Farrels 
keeping their eyes on the tree, the goal 
of a dreadful game. And Rackteen. tear
ing through the brush, found himself with 
the mob, shouting something, something 
that sounded like nonsense to him. 

"You can't do that! You can't do 
that!" he yelled; and under the sycamore 
he felt the light touch of something
something that lay across his shoulder. 

He looked up then and saw a JJi!lman 
sitting like a cat on a stout limb fixing a 
rope, while the Farrels, held by three 
times their number, looked on stoically. 
And Rackteen, looking around at all the 
determined set faces, finally rested his 
stare on Mark l\ieadowes, pappy of the 
dead Keir. He was groping for something 
to loosen up the rigidity of the mob. He 
gained a respite by audacity. Holding up 
his hand to the man perched in the limb 
of the sycamore, he said: 

"Wait a minute. Wait just a minute." 
With a hand clutching the dangling 

rope, his other clutched Mark Meadowes 
by the sleeve-Mark, the pappy of the 
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dead Keir aRd of the other two boys, 
Ked and Blain Meadowes; old patriarch, 
old leader of men in the Meddlesome 
country. The right hand of Rackteen 
pulled Mark aside by his coat sleeve and 
his left grasped the rope. He stopped 
only when he felt the end of the rope. 
Holding it taut, he spoke to Mark, 
looked into hard eyes and said: 

"Three travelers came to the house of 
the Farrels in a storm. They played sick, 
one of them did, and got Noah to git some 
likker for a belly.-cra.mp. Then the three 
travelers, the wolves in the clothing of 
lambs, took the Farrels to jail and war
ranted them. But the travelers went look
ing for the Farrels in a storm because
because Keir informed." 

"Who war a-sayin' Keir informed?" 
said Mark. 

"Who? The travelers, the Go,·ern
ment men themselves." 

"Who heerd Gov'ment men say hit?" 
"Who?" said Rackteen, and for a few 

seeonds he faced a walL 
If he said Jake Maude's boy overheard 

the Federals, old Mark might not believe 
because of trouble between the two fami
lies, and he, Rackteen, might be fanning 
another flame. There was that obsession 
of his always growing stronger, those 
scales that he saw tipping again. He 
knew that the twisting, impatient men 
holding the three fugitives were waiting
waiting for a sign from the patriarch. 

"I heard 'em," said Uacktcen, and he 
added, "If a man informed on yau
you'd kill him." 

The patriarch scratched his chin, looked 
once more into the face of Rackteen, and 
made gestures, slow. scooping gestures 
that seemed to gather in his kin. The 
hillman came down from the tn .. 'C. The 
six that held the Farrels released their 
holds. 

Winded, the sheriff and several more 
of the posse crashed through the bushes 
and attached themselves to the scene. 

The county officer saw Moses Farrel on 
the ground, wounded and bleeding. 

"Take him home and ftx him up. And 
then come and give yourself up," he 
said to Jonah. "I want to lock you up be
fore sundown. You coming?" 

"A-comin'," said Jonah, "afore sun
down." 

Racktoon walked off, down the creek 
bed road, deaf to the voice of the sheriff 
who called. Around a bend in the branch 
he sat by the slow moving waters; took 
a note book and pencil from his pocket. 

"Here's life in the raw," he said to him· 
self. "Here is drama. Here is news. 
They ought to sit up and take notice of 
this. It ought to be written when it's 
hot." 

His pencil worked feverishly. Sheet 
after sheet was filled. Pretty soon he 
read what he had written. The writing 
was good, he thought, brief, with the 
sharp effeets demanded by the press. A 
bit of mountain correspondence that 
ought to make him solid with the North
ern paper. 

But he saw a world aghast over the 
complexes of his people; a strange evolu
tion of images made his people seem to 
stand out naked on his written sheets. 
Kcir l\Ieadowes betraying a mountain 
neighbor to three outsiders, three Federal 
men. The Federal men tricking the 
Farrels. Jake Maude whispering to the 
Farrels in the general store, repeating 
what his boy heard so that a private wrong 
would be avenged. The wheel of knives 
that mowed down Kcir. The mob that 
was set on defying the law. He, Rack
teen, was telling all these things about his 
hiUs to the world. He was an informer. 

Abruptly, he tore the leaves from his 
note book into fine pieces. Dropping 
them, he watched the slow moving waters 
of the branch carry them on. He watched 
the waters slowly separate the pieces, 
leaving a few to lodge, fluttering, against 
a boulder here and there. The rest 
floated on farther and were left where the 
mountain branch passed under over
hanging shrubbery and chose to leave 
them. 
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B y  R .  E .  ALEXANDER 

�E. man, it was done for Polly, the bailiff's lass. 
She said: 

"The best man in all England-him or none will I wed !" 
And never a plumper or prettier lass a man's eyes fed. 

And I wasn't "The Game Chicken" yet- only Jem 
Pearce's Hen'. 

A good lad and a willin' one with the maulies, 1 was then. 
And his Lordship's eye on Polly, and her cap set for all 

So be I went off in the mornin' with little enough in my pack; 
With the old man's curses in my cars, till his mouth went slack. 
I'd be best man in all England, I \'Owed, ere I came back. 

It was Jack Broughton found and tmined me-the top..wck o' the ring: 
He took Mendoza the Jew by the hair and he fair made him sing! 
And Tom Cribb, and Jcm Belcher, they took me under their wing. 

I downed the pick o' the Fancy-Gamble and Spring and Burn. 
The Bantry Boy and his green garters, I done him to a turn, 
With Jem Figg, himself, lookin' on, and he said I'd little to learn. 

There was nowt left but Ned Griff to stand up before me. 
A black Welshman o' sixteen stone and four cubits was he. 
We were matched to meet of a Monday morn on Mouschole Heath 

by the sea 

Twenty-four foot o' good fightin' grass, with ropes and stakes is a ring; 
And I'd rather be cock o' such a walk than His Majesty the King! 
And so would say all o' the millin' coves an they said anything. 
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A half�soore thousand was there to see the flash coves and the mob, 
The Duke o' Kells, Lord This, Sir That, Tom, Dick, Harry and Hob. 
I sat on the Fightin' Tinker's knee; Griff's second was Jerry Cobb. 

Bright gold were my garters and fogle, the kerchief flamin' new. 
The half o' the Fancy showed yellow; half flaunted bird's.eye blue; 
Griff's oolors, his fightin' fogle and peacock's tail, too! 

Griff led off with a fair nobblcr I wasn't minded to catch; 
It sizzled past one ear so fast it nigh lifted my thatch! 
I tapped Griff's smeller for claret-[ got it. First blood of the match. 
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We're at grips, fast-locked together. Thud! thud! thwack! 
Griff's fibbin' away at my short ribs. I'm handin' it a�l back. 
And, damme, he cross-heels me-down I go like a sack! 

Jp! Wham.! in his box o' dominoes I land one o' my best. · 

!e spat and grinned like a jack �badgcr, came back for 
the rest. -

.J.r cross-buttock's the best throw ever seen in the West! 

In the fortieth round he tried to butt; in the fiftieth he bit 
1\:ly thumb to the bone. But I said nowt. I hit ! hit ! HIT! 
With all the young CO\'eys scream in' like loons I stepped in to finish it. 

But he wasn't done. He charged like a bull, he pinned me fast to 
a stake.�� 

Hands at my throat, he coiled about me; he seemed to hiss like a 
snal.:c. 

A whistle blew; the plash of water in my face jarred me awake. 

Then the seventy-fifth. I cornered him fair-fairly I beat him down. 
Down . . .  Up! Down . . .  Up! I'd buy Polly a silken gown. 
In a red mist I gripped Griff fast-clutched at his champion's crown. 

l held him up with the right han(!, struck with the left. He fell. 
I was best man in all England as I staggered off to tell 
Polly-gone with his Lordship to London-town, and hell. 
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CHAPTER I 

THE TOWN CALLED KIT CARSON 

simple process of donning hat and coat� 

and slipping two .44 six-shooters into thef 

holsters of a shoulder harness. The guns 
DENVER bound freight were his tools, his n1eans of earning a liveli

on the Kansas and Pacific hood. In his pocket were six silver dollars. 
kicked off several freight cars As he stared out through the square 
at the foot of the heavy grade hole high up at the end of the car he was 

where the Arkansas valley branch left vastly puzzled. A long grade stretched 
the main stem and proceeded on its way \Vestward and upward toward a buhvark 
to Denver, a hundred and fifty miles of mighty mountains. The tops of these 
away. An unsuspected passenger in a heights were rosy with the light of the 
horse car was awakened by the silence. still invisible sun. The train was sur
For weary miles his ears had been accus- mounting this rise. To the east, north 
. tomed to the pounding of the wheels. and south extended the- rolling plains 
The stillness aroused him. country. It was a most distressing dis-

It was_ the gray of early morning. He covery. He should be viewing the train
slipped from the narrow shelf that served yard in Denver. Instead, he was rna
for the hostler's bed and dressed by the rooned. 

9� 
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Further reconnoitering revealed a strag- they were coming to arrest him. Common 
gling line of houses south of the track. sense told him they could not suspect his 
One building dominated the others by its presence. They \vere laughing and jest
bulk. Not until the red rim of the sun ing, and that was no technique to prac
pierced the mists in the east could he tise in capturing a railroad tramp. And 
make an intelligent survey of the little there was nothing mysterious about the 
settlement. cars being left at the foot of the grade, 

He was bewildered and worried. If he had he but known it. It was often done 
reached Denver on the scheduled date when the train was unusually long and 
his guns would procure him a livelihood. heavy. The next freight through would 
Disappointment, emptiness and the drab couple on and haul the cars to Denver. 
houses made him feel off balance. Had "Ehls surely tipped us off right," cried 
he had a home any time during the last one of the group. "Scanny will git his 
few years he might have diagnosed his bosses." 
sensation as homesickness. "What about the hostler?" asked an-

His wits quickened and became objec- other. 
tive as he beheld several men briskly "He quit the job at Fort Wallace. That 
approaching. His first thought was that gives us our chance. Car must have been 

ilS 
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broken into there while waiting on the 
z.;iding." 

"There's other pickin's besides hosscs," 
spoke up a fat man with a rolling gait. 
"You boys will prosper as well as me. 
This steep grade is a godsend for us. But 
] must have stuff for the hotel. The 
bosses I usc will fetch a profit home to 
all of you." 
"We ain't kicking s'long as we have 

free run at your place," said a third man 
in a rumbling bass. "But you won't take 
all the critters?" 

"I'd love to, Sharp, if they be as good as 
Ehls represented," admitted Scanny. 
Then with a sigh, "However, we don't 
want to kill the goose that lays the golden 
eggs." 

''I wish Ehls would spot some cars with 
gents' clothes and some fancy things for 
the women folks," complained the fourth 
man. "An' ain't we gittin' low on ter
baccer?" 

"Being railway watchman, Williams, 
you might write in to the head of the road 
and tell him what we need," suggested 
Sharp. "And ask him to please put in 
some candy." This bit of banter was 
rewarded with loud laughter. 

The four men made for the big sliding 
doors in a most confident and business
like manner. The young man, perched 
up at the opening at the rear of the car, 
was much puzzled by this talk. These 
newcomers could not be railroad men. 
Yet they moved as if they had authority. 
Whistling a lively tunc, one of them tam
pered with the fastenings. James slipped 
through the opening and eased himself 
down the ladder and worked to the north 
side of the car. The increased light con
firmed what he already knew. The cars 
were marked for Denver. But how could 
railroad thieves work so openly? A 
woman emerged from the nearest house 
and called shrilly: 

"Fetch me some sort of a bunnit. A 
shawl, if you find one." 

"Bring up the runway," bawled Scanny, 
the fat man. "We'll pick three of the 
best, and we ain't got much time to lose. 
My wagon's waiting. We'll hitch them in 

and start them south with the stuff for 
the San Juan country. I'll have my man 
sell them down there. And we've got to 
git rid of the rest of the stuff we've buried. 
Got to sell it quick. Hard money's what 
we need. Williams, do a neat job so it 
won't show." 

"Reckon I know how to open a car," 
grunted Williams, the railroad watchman. 

Scanny appeared to be the leader, as he 
gave the orders but offered no assistance. 
His three companions ran to a nearby 
shed and quickly returned, dragging long 
cleated planks. This was evidence that 
other livestock had been unloaded at Kit 
Carson. The young man seized this 
opportunity to slip to the ground and 
into the ditch. Bending low, he hurried 
cast for a fourth of a mile. Then l1e ven
tured to spy on the unusual scene. He 
was in time to see three heavy wagons 
traveling south. There were no men ncar 
the cars. 

"Well, if that isn't the queerest tl1ing I 
ever saw, my name isn't Benny James," 
he soliloquized as he climbed up the 
bank and started toward the cars. 
As he got abreast of the cars he saw 

that the doors were closed. Nor was 
there any sign of the heavy planks having 
been used for removing the horses. The 
leaded seals were intact. He was curi
ously studying the line of houses when he 
was startled by a man springing from be
hind the third car, crying-

"Who'n hell might you be, mister?" 
"Tramp," answered James. "And who 

are you?" 
"None of your damned business! I'm 

Constable Sharp. You understand that? 
Then keep it hot in your mind." 

"Certainly. You're Constable Sharp." 
"I'm waiting for your name. Where 

you come from? Where you going? 
What's your business? What you hang
ing round these freight cars for?" 

"l\fy name is Den James. Some folks 
think I'm a relation of Jesse's. I come 
from the East and am chasing the sunset. 
I'm not hanging around these cars; simply 
pa.s.'ling them. Arc you a railroad con
stable, or a town constable?" 
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"Railroadsdon'thaveconstables. What 
you going to do when you hit Denver?" 

''I don't know. I have six dollars in 
my pocket. I may go into business." 

"Fork over them dollars, or go before 
Peace Justice Scanny, who'll fine you ten 
and send you to jail." 

"I hadn't finished telling about my 
property," ·said James quietly. "I also 
have two .44's. Prime six·guns. When I 
l1avc a job I do trick shooting in a circus. 
Joining Cole's Circus if I ca.n catch up 
with it. Do you hanker for my money?" 
And he folded his arms with his hands 
thrust inside his coat. 

SHARP eyed him dubiously 
and finally decided: 

"If you're hunting honest 
work I'll let you go. But no 

tramps can loaf around this town. If 
Williams, the watchman, was standing in 
my leather he'd h

.
�ve you knuckling under, 

guns or no guns 
"He'd have to be awful good," confided 

James. "Is that big building a place 
where I can get breakfast?" 

"Sure, you can git breakfast if you 
ain't lying alxlut the money," replied 
Sharp. "I never go to be hard on a man 
who's just down on his luck. So you do 
tricks with guns, huh?" 

"I can shoot a trifle: Put some pebbles 
in your hat and scale it down the track 
out of range of the house. I'll show _you 
a trick. That is, I think I can." 
Sharp, curious to observe what the 

stmngcr could do, removed his soft hat 
and weighted it with a handful of pebbles 
and suddenly scaled it toward the rising 
sun. A gun was exploding in the stmn· 
gcr's Jmnd without the constable's seeing 
when it was drawn or where it came from. 
Three shots came so rapidly that Sharp 
was not sure whether the man had fired 
twice or thrice. He saw his hat give a 
convulsive jump, as if alive. He ran down 
the track and voiced a yell of rage as he 
picked up his headgear. .James waited 
and reloaded his gun. The constable 
returned on the run, his hat on his head 
and minus most of the top. 

"Sec what you done! You've sp'iled it! 
Sp'iled a prime ten-dollar hat !" 

"You were willing for me to try," 
soothed James. "It would cost you fifty 
cents to sec me do as good a trick as that 
in the circus. And you can get a new hat 
from the railroad, can't you?" 

Sharp's rage vanished. He glared at 
James suspiciously and, in a low voice, 
asked: 

"Now just what do you mean by that? 
How can I get a new hat from the Kansas 
Pacific?" 

''Don't you do any work for them?" 
James asked innocently. 

'Tvc told you once I'm town constable 
of Kit Carson. Fram Williams is the rail· 
road watchman." 

"But you protect their property when 
he isn't on duty." 

Sharp's suspicion faded. 
"That's so," he admitted. "Well, my 

good hat's shot to hell and here come the 
lxlys on the jump, excited by your fancy 
shooting. If I don't smooth things down 
they'll treat you rough." 

"Show them your hat," suggested 
James. "I think I'll go and meet them. 
1f you're a peace officer, you see that you 
keep the peace. I can hit a sparrow in 
the right eye at one hundred measured 
yards." 

He turned and walked boldly toward 
the SCYcral men. now hurrying forth to 
inYcstigatc the shooting. Back of the 
men were several women and half a dozen 
children. 

The man in the lead wore a gun on 
each hip. His eyes were heavy lidded, 
giving him a sleepy appearance. He was 
very direct in his deportment, however. 
On coming close to James he halted and 
said--

"You'rc arrested for disturbing the 
peace." 

James teetered back and forth and ex· 
plained: 

"Your constable, i\Ir. Sharp, asked me 
to show him some good shooting. If I �:t:�rbed the peace he aided and abetted 

"He's a trick pistol shot, Fram. I 
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didn't believe he could do it, but look at 
my hat." 

Williams stared at the frowsy hair, 
showing through the hat, and then turned 
his gaze on the young fellow. James' blue 
eyes were clea.r and unafraid. 

The watchman gruffly conceded: 
"If that's the way it happened I'll over

look it this time. But we're a peaceful 
people here. \Ve don't want no gun 
firing." 

"There will be no more from me. I 
want some breakfast." 

"Paying guests arc always wclcoine," 
quickly spoke up Scanny. "Fifty cents 
for as prime a breakfast as ever you stuck 
a tooth into." 

"He's got six dollars," informed Sharp. 
"Don't worry but what he can pay." 

"The price to a stranger is a dollar'n' 
half," added Scanny. 

James halted. It was more the insolent 
avarice of the man than the shift in prices 
that decided him to go hungry a little 
longer. 

"I'm not so nippish as I thought I 
was," he announced. "I'll be traveling 
west again." 

"Hold on there!" called a shrill voice 
from the rear of the group. "Can you 
work? Heal, helpful work, like herding 
sheep, herding cattle, ride a boss?" 

"I love work." 
"Then you trail along with me. My 

name's Freedom. Loyal Freedom. Pap 
and me need a man most mortal. '\\'car
ing .c:uns won't hurt you any with pap." 

"\Vhcre's :your place?" asked James. 
This fellow was young and seemed to 

be different from the others. 
"Five miles from here. Promise to 

stick a week and I'll buy your breakfast 
and pay good wages. I've just pulled in 
and am keen to eat." 

"I won't let any man be bamboozled 
out of even a doilnr along of me being 
hungry," firmly answered James. 

"Hel l !  Don't be afraid that any of this 
bunch will shake any cxtry money out of 
my jeans. I'm too wise." 

Lowering glances were directed at the 
free speaking youth. Then, by some 

telepathy, a genial, good natured smile 
passed across the vicious faces of the citi
zens. Scanny clapped the youth on the 
shoulder and said: ,._ 

"Ain't that just like a Freedom! His 
pap all over! No, sirrec, Loyal Freedom, 
I shan't boost prices to you, nor to your 
pretty sister." 

"Never mind my sister, She eats at 
home." 

There was a snarl in his voice, and 
James, appraising him more carefully, 
decided he was one who could be influ
enced into reckles!i ways if the right kind 
of an incentive were furnished. But lie 
liked him at sight. 

''I'll be glad to eat with you, Freedom, 
and I'll pay my own shot. The going 
price. I'll put in a week and sec how I 
like it, as I'm already too late to catch 
up with the circus." 

",Je'crimity! Belong to a circus? A 
real circus?" And the dark eyes were as 
round and curious as a child's. "Say, do 
me some tricks, will you? When we git 
back to the ranch-house?" 

James laughed but made no promises. 
Scanny spoke aside to Constable Sharp, 

who hurriedly went ahead of the others. 
As he advanced he spoke from the corner 
of his mouth and the curiosity of the 
townspeople seemed to vanish. Women 
hastened back to their domestic duties. 
Men showed no more interest in the 
stranger and Old 1\Ian Freedom's son. i 

The young men were sizing up each 
other as they conversed in broken sen· 
tenccs. James found his liking for young 
Freedom increasing. The latter was 
boyishly interested in the stranger. 

"Here's tl1c hotel," he announced as he 
halted before the large weather Dc..'l.tcn 
structure. 

To the right of the door was a half 
effaced sign, reading "Justice of the 
Peace." 

"Then they do have justice here," 
obsen'cd ,James. 

"Seanny is the peace justice. Not 
much for him to do, as there's only some 
twenty-five folks live here. His teamsters 
and herders blow in on their time off and 
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mise Cain. But we mustn't talk about 
that until we're out in the open." 
Scanny appeared at the window, the 

defective glass distorting his fat face into 
a leering mask. Freedom nudged his 
companion to be cautious and led the 
way inside. The oflice and barroom were 
one and extended the width of the build
ing, affording ample room for many 
loungers. A dozen citizens were there, 
having entered by a side door. None 
were planning - to go to work. In fact, 
James had seen no evidence of labor ex
cept the looting of the car. Young Free
dom led the way to another room where a 
table was laid with excellent linen and 
silver. The two had the room to them
selves. 

"Doesn't any one work in this town?" 
asked James. 

Freedom signaled for him to be careful 
and glanced significa'\l"IY at a woman 
passing through the room. Her appear
ance was startling. The thin face was 
ghastly white, the eyes deep set and 
smoldering. There was a peculiar rigidity 
ir1 her bearing, suggestive of an automaton. 

"Who is she?" whispered James. 
"Scanny's wife?" 

"He hasn't any wife. She's a mystery 
woman. Comes and stays awhile and 
goes south. She seldom speaks, from 
what I've noticed, but the whole outfit 
seems to be afrnid of her." 

"A gaunt and mthcr ghastly figure. 
So terribly thin." 
"The men here seem to be afraid of 

her," added James. "And here's our 
breakfast." 

�j A SLATTEUNLY woman un.f:.� loaded an excellent breakfast � from the huge tray, and James 
was happily surprised as he 

noted the variety of the food. Having 
served them, the waitress withdrew. 
Freedom warned: 

"Don't open your yawp in this burg 
except to talk about the weather. I'll 
explain as we travel. Pap has his cattle 
some eight miles out. And nearly a 
thousand sheep in a fold 9f the foothills. 

That is, he had them when I pulled out 
before daybreak. Our Mexican sheep
herder quit us. Dusted without bother
ing to collect his pay. Must have been 
scared off. Pap and Liberty are riding 
herd on the cattle and the dogs arc taking 
care of the sheep. Pap won't let her be 
alone with either. That's why I'm here. 
To get a man if I can." 

"Your name's Loyal Freedom and you 
speak of a young woman named Liberty. 
Sounds like Fourth of July." 

Young :Freedom grinned and explained: 
"Liberty is my sister. Called Lib for 

short. Pap's name is National Freedom. 
Don't that beat the Dutch? Still, we 
Freedoms take a sneaking pride in our 
handles. No trash in the breed unless 
it's way back. Pap was shot up some 
during the fuss with the Rebs. He was 
named after his pap, who was killed in 
the .Mexican War. I was named after 
a Freedom who was rubbed out in the 
Revolutionary War. Highfalutin names, 
but we seem to run to them." 

"I think they're bully," said James. 
"Now tell me what sort of a place--" 

Freedom's elbow silenced him. The 
tall emaciated woman with the masklike 
face passed through the room, staring 
stmight ahead like a sleep-walker. 

''Dawgone! Butshegivesmethecreeps," 
whispered Freedom. "We mustn't talk 
about this place. or the people. But you 
ca.n tell me how you dropped into this 
town.'' 

"Let's wait till we're in the opCn. 
That reminds me: Will I need a horse?" 

"Not with the sheep. We've got hosscs 
enough. That is, we had when I quit 
home this morning. It's only five miles . 
We'll take turns riding. We won't buy 
no animals here in Carson. Darned 
shame that the name of such a great man 
should be tacked on to this measly little 
burg." 

"She comes !" 
But this time the mystery woman did 

not enter the room. She stood for a mo
ment in the doonvay of the cook room, 
her gaze fixed on the two diners. As they 
glanced at her she withdrew. 



ss HUGH PENDEXTER 

With an eye for detail James took note 
of the expensive earrings the waitress 
was wearing. The girl's footgca.r was also 
out of keeping with the time and place. 
Instead of stout shoes she wore slippers 
of satin with brilliants studding the 
buckles. A closer inventory brought 
rings and a stickpin to his notice. 
After the girl had left the room James 
whispered: 

"See all that finery? And so out of 
place? I'll bet I have the answer." 

"If you don't want your throat cut 
keep shut till we can see three miles of 
open country in every direction," warned 
his companion. "Let's go." 

"I fool as if I was being watched br a 
dozen pair of eyes," James whispered as 
they walked to the office. 

"We're watched aU the time." 
The proprietor bustled forward and 

cordially urged: 
"Have a snort of good liquor, boys. 

My treat. I have some of the best to be 
found in all the }Vest." And he pointed 
proudly to the long bar, behind which 
were barrels and many bottles. 

"Thanks," said young Freedom. "I 
don't drink." 

"And I never do so early in the morn
ing," added James. 

They were making for the door when 
Fram Williams, the railroad watchman, 
lifted his thick body from a plush uphol
stered chair and blocked their path. His 
eyes were all but closed. the lids much 
swollen. 

"Just a minute," he said huskily. "I 
don't want to stop you folks from gitting 
help, Freedom, bnt 1 must ask this feller 
where he comes from." 

"Pennsylvania," said James. 
"How did you git here to Kit Carson? 

You didn't come on the last passenger 
train." 

"I started on it. Money gave out. 
Walked the last fifteen miles." • 

"Then you must 'a' quit the train at 
Cheyenne. Your shoes don't show no 
amount of travel." 

The last was an accusation. Williams 
was in an ugly mood. Scanny was sig-

naling for him to desist. He gave no 
heed, but demanded-

" How explain tramping that far and 
not barking your shoes?" 

''I walked on my hands to . save my 
feet," gravely explained James. 

'f'hen he buttoned his coat tightly and 
dropped on his hands and walked across 
the room with his feet gracefully hanging 
over his head. 

This maneuver amazed the onlookers. 
Before Williams could speak young Free
dom was saying: 

"You know how it is, Williruns. After 
you chased that parcel of hossthicn!S 
miles and miles you came back with your 
boss as cool and dry as new cabbage 
leaf." 

"This dude's a circus feller all right!" 
cried Scanny. 

"Maybe he is," growled the watchman. 
"But he's too damned fresh for this burg. 
And what you mean about my hoss being 
cool after that last chase?" 

"Just what I said," replied young 
}�reedom. "Not a wet hair on him. I'd 
gi\·e a dollar to know how to ride that 
far and keep my nag from latherin' up." 

"Several things I'd like to know," 
threatened Williams. "Maybe I'll take 
another ride soon, in your direction, and 
find out." 

"Ride and be damned. You can't run 
any bluff on me, Pram Williams," defied 
young Freedom. "And you don't want 
any of pap's gun, either." 

WIULIAMS w h i s t l e d  a n d  
almost instantly men were 

. ft:�r��fn�::.ug�����=��r:;� 
"You may be a circus shot, young 

feller," he told James, "but if you un
button that coat you'll be buried in it. 
I'm going-" 

He ceased speaking, his jaws agape, 
and stared at the apparition in the door
way of the dining room. The weird 
looking mystery woman stood on the 
threshold, her burning gaze focused on 
the watchman. One bony hand was 
slightly raised and the thin fingers ges-
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turcd for Williams to withdraw; then the 
woman stepped back from view. The 
effect on Williams was instantaneous. 
Sweat stood on his leather brown fore· 
head. The hooded eyes struggled to 
open more widely. Without a word he 
walked to the bar and stood there With 
his back to the room. The strange crea
ture's appearance was also the signal for 
those in doorways and windows to vanish. 
Without a word Scanny slowly walked 
to the dining room. There was no elas
ticity in his step. Young Freedom seized 
James' arm and hurried him outdoors. 

;,I can shoot warts off from him without 
drawing blood," insisted James. 

"Come along. That queer woman gets 
on my nerves more than Williams does. 
You ride and I'll walk." 

But James refused the offer, still fOOling 
lame from his cramped berth in the horse 
car. Keeping at his friend's stirrup, he 
demanded-

''Now what about that place?' ' 
"Some twenty-five · people live there. 

Two of the men are too old and feeble to 
more than sun themselves. Some of the 
children are too young to steal. All the 
rest arc thieves, or worse. They rob the 
cars left at the foot of the grade. They 
do it right along." 

"If you know it why don't you tell the 
railroad people?" 

"Be'cause pap is trying to make a li\·ing 
with cattle on the range and sheep in the 
foothills. Because I have a sister. Wil
liams is railroad watchman. He robs the 
cars. Ehls, a brakeman, tells · the gang 
what's in the cars left here. Scanny is 
justice of the peace. He's the leader of 
the gang. He's stolen enough stock to 
outfit a string of teams to haul the loot 
down to Del Norte. They take eyery
thing that men and women wear. They 
have stolen enough groceries to keep 
several stores running. Then there's 
whisky, tobacco, coal, cheap jewelry and 
firearms. No end naming what they've 
taken. Sharp. the constable, is in it up 
to his neck. Seanny's making a fortune 
out of what he sells in the San Juan 
country." 

"How's that death's head of a woman 
fit in?" 

"I don't think any one in Carson knows 
except it be Scanny. He's scared of her. 
She came here about two months ago. 
A look from her, a flip of her hand, and 
the gang rolls over and plays dead dog." 

"Queer outfit. But Seanny can't be 
the boss if the woman is running things," 
said James. 

They were safe from all eavesdropping, 
yet young Freedom reined in and scanned 
the country from horizon to the nearest 
hollow. Even then he lowered his voice 
as he confessed: 

"I've learned something. Never told 
it to Lib or pap. If you repeat it pap 
will smoke war tobacco and get himself 
killed. I'd probably wake up with my 
throat cut. · It happened this way: I was 
chasing some strays down on Rush creek. 
Come upon a dead horse and a white man 
dying from gunshot wounds. I fetched 
him water to drink and promised to stand 
by till he pegged out. He was a hard 
looking specimen. Bad man all right. 
The water revived him although he was 
death struck. He knew he was crossing 
the ridge. He told me, 'That damned 
Mac done it. Boss of the biggest gang of 
thieves and killers in the whole West. I 
know, because I rode with him for a year. 
The Carson outfit takes orders from him. 
He's the brains of the whole big game.' 

"I could sec he was about to pop ·off. 
I bent over him and asked the name of 
this big boss. Speaking loud and clear, 
he said, 'His name's MacWith. He done 
for me, damn him ! l\IacWith done for 
me.' What do you make of that?" 

"He must have been out of his head. 
A man named MaeWith! Plain looney." 

".Maybe, but there wasn't any make· 
belieYe about the lead some one had 
pumped into him," said young Freedom. 
"But here's another point. Scanny is a 
sneak and a thief. But he hasn't the 
fighting guts to carry on a big game like 
this. I figure that he and the rest of the 
bunch in Carson got to stealing from the 
railroad, going easy at first. They would 
take a few boxes out of a carload, but not 
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enough to center suspicion on them. 
They went along that way for some time. 
Suddenly they went crazy. Began to 
take horses and cattle and all sorts of 
merchandise. Who in Kit Carson can 
wear all the clothes and shoes they steal? 
'Vho can use all the hardware, or even 
drink all the liquor? Pap and me have 
stumbled UJXm their caches where they've 
buried tons of stuff. Scanny now freights 
it to Del Norte, but who is it that dis
tributes it through the San Juan country? 
Not Scanny. He's working for some one 
else. I believe the man who killed the 
poor devil 1 found dying is that leader. 
Now in return let's clear up the little 
mystery about you. How did you get 
here?" 

"In the car they stole horses from. 
Trying to make Denver to join Cole's 
Circus. I was with them last season. My 
money gave·out at Fort Wallace. Hostler 
in the stock car was taken sick at Wallace. 
Too much rum. He 1wantcd me to take 
his place. l did. When they came to loot 
the car I slid out, went down the track 
unseen and then walked in after the gang 
had quit the cars." 

"Short and sweet. Here comes a. 
horse." 

Young Freedom stared at the moving 
figure for a bit, then cried: 

"Good heavens! Something bad has 
happened. It's Lib, and she's quirting 
the mare. She's mighty keen to find me." 

The two watched the coming of the 
girl with varied emotions. Fear was in 
young Freedom's heart. James decided 
he never had seen a more pleasing picture 
than the blue eyed maiden, riding astride, 
a 90ft white hat covering her yellow curls. 
Her gloved hand was swinging the quirt. 
On recognizing her brother she allowed 
the mare to drop into a gentle canter. 
Her eyes were blazing as she reined in 
and announced: 

"Tony didn't quit us. He was mur
dered. Pap found him two miles back 
under some rocks." 

"The Carson crowd!" exclaimed James. 
"No!" The girl had not yet paused to 

wonder why a stranger should be with 

her brother. "He put up a desperate 
fight-with a knife. His slayer used a 
knife. No one in Kit Carson has sand 
enough to fight that way. No one there 
who could kill Tony in a knife fight. 
They shoot from behind. They-" 

':Hush, hush, Lib. Calm down-poor 
Tony. Too bad. Lib, this is Ben James, 
who comes to work with us. Ben, this is 
my sister Liberty." 

CHAPTER II 

AT THE SHEEP CAMP 

NATIONAL Fll.EEDOM was a pen
sive sort of man, much given to 
combing his fingers through his 

beard and pondering over matters before 
expressing an opinion. Once he had made 
up his mind, however, he was quite posi
tive but without any show of heat. After 
James had been made known to him and 
had been greeted with quiet cordiality, he 
announced slowly: 

"Of course Antonio's death can't end 
like this. There's a debt owed because of 
that cowardly killing. lt must be paid.'• 

'Til take a ride and hunt the cuss 
down, pa.p," vowed the son. 

"You'll do your work here as usual 
until told to do differently," quietly cor� 
rected old Freedom. "It's a man's work, 
Loyal. Justice shall be done in good 
time. The murderer can't evaporate. 
Now. young man, just what can you do?" 
This last was put to James. 

';[ can ride a horse. I can shoot. I 
believe I can learn any task you will take 
the bother to teach me." 

"Pap, he can do lots of other things," 

������:;t,
F��o:�\:��":n �\�\:��s� 

He can shoot the stinger off a hornet." 
"Please don't," begged James, embar

rassed by the wide eyed curiosity of the 
girl. "Mr. Freedom, I've been with a 
circus. l don't make a practise of walk
ing on my hands." 

"Can you keep accounts?" 
"Yes. I can do that.'' 
"Good penman?" 
"I think so." 
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"There's paper and ink. Write down 
that you will work for me for twelve 
dollars a month and your keep until I 
can find out that you're worth more." 

James seated himself at the table and 
wrote, with what seemed to the young 
people marvelous case and swiftn'ess. 
Scrolls and flourishes marked the master 
penman of the times, and James' state
ment and signature would have delighted 
the heart of a New · England teacher of 
writing. 

''Beautiful!" applauded the girl. 
"Wonderful!" gasped her brother. 
"It's pretty," admitted the father. 

''But it ain't practical out in this oountry. 
But it wiH.have to do." 

James colored and picked up the pen 
and said-

"I'll do it less fancy." 
With case and rapidity he put down the 

offer in minute block letters, his pen 
fairly streaking across the paper. The 
whole effect impressed the Freedom fam
ily as being something very wonderful. 

"That's the style I admire," said Mr. 
Freedom. "That's boss sense. Child can 
read it. Any man who can do that 
oughter be a teacher instead of rustling 
his hash out here on the frontier." 

Proud of the girl's appreciation, James 
deftly sketched a galloping horse with a 
feminine figure meant to be Miss Free
dom's. From an artistic point of view it 
might haYe been considered crude. To 
the three Freedoms it was a superlative 
bit of work. 
"Sometimes I doubled up in the variety 

show that follows the circus and did rapid 
sketching," explained James. 

"May I keep it?" asked the girl. 
"Mercy. yes, Miss Liberty. I can do 

better when I take more time." • He 
dipped his pen and added a rope td the 
hand of the maiden, and its uncOiiling 
lengths gracefully formed the name of 
the writer. "l\Iy signature, miss," he 
added timidly. 

The young people were deeply im
pressed. The father combed his thin 
beard and got down to practicalities. 

"Now poor Antonio has been rubbed 

out, Loyal, you'd better take our new 
friend to the sheep range before night. 
Teach him what you can. Stay with him 
over night if you think it's necessary. 
The sheep were quiet when I left them 
with the dogs. I've buried poor Antonio 
and marked his grave. I suppose I must 
ride into Carson and report it, but that's 
worse than a waste of time." 

''They're a. bunch of thieves, sir," spoke 
up James. "I'd never bother to tell them." 

National Freedom stared at him sternly 
for a moment, then quietly explained: 

''It isn't what I owe the Carson outfit. 
It's what I owe the State, poor Tony and 
myself. Count ten, young man, before 
deciding any important matter. I've 
found it profitable at times to count a 
hundred. When I ride into the settlement 
ru try to find a half honest man who 
will help us with the sheep and the cattle." 

With no contacts except the occasional 
wanderers, the brother and sister were 
prepared to be deeply impressed by the 
newcomer. James felt as if he had been 
showing off and he regretted it. J>er
haps Mr. Freedom's lack of enthusiasm 
prompted this feeling. The latter's ab
straction impelled him to suggest that he 
start at once for the sheep. Brother and 
sister insisted that he take time to eat 
and rest. The father lifted his head and 
decided: 

"Surely he must eat. We'll have an 
early dinner. Then he should be on his 
way. He has much to learn. Drawing 
pretty pictures and herding sheep arc 
cats of a different color. You have a 
revolver?" 

"Two," sa.id James. "I did a shooting 
act in the circus." 

"That sounds more practical than walk-
ing on your hands. You can shoot?" 

This time James affected modesty. 
"A little," he confessed. 
"J'd like to see a sample," demurely 

encouraged the girl. 
James looked to the head of the family. 

The latter nodded and said: 
"It's practical. I don't want to send a• 

pistol-shy young man to the sheep. Loyal 
can set up a mark." 
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"I'd rather have a moving target, if .James was inclined to silence as he rode 
you don't mind, sir," said James. "I ftlong. His had been a life led among 
sec some tin cans on the dump at the crowds with a background of blaring 
end of the cook house. If Miss Liberty bands and applause. He had exchanged 
and Loyal will heave a few high in the that for the most lonesome occupation 
air I'll try my luck." on earth. Loyal broke the silence by 

"You'll never be called on to shoot a saying-
sheep stealer out of the sky; but go ''Of course you know that May is the 
ahead," said Freedom. lambing season. when extra hands are 

The three young people hurried to the necessary to take care of the young 
end of the cook house, James carrying lambs." 
a gun in each hand. Freedom stepped "No. I know nothing about sheep 
outside the door and watched. except that you can get spring lamb in 

"Girls, as a rule, can toss better than summer." 
they can throw," said James. "Toss far "Well, it is as I say. Lib and 1 and 
and handsome off to the right, Miss Lib- father have to be very busy in Ma.y, 
erty. Loyal, you throw a couple high in saving the lambs. We shear in June. 
the air to the left. I'll stand forward a The lambs will be weaned in October. 
bit. When I count three please begin." Ours are California stock, although many 

He took his position and held his two herders buy cheap 'Mexicans', planning 
guns shoulder high, pointing to the zenith. to breed a better quality of lambs and 
He counted slowly, and as he called the then sell the original stock. All our 
last numeral he whirled and with a snap- bucks, about three to a hundred ewes, 
shot drilled a peach can the girl had are Merinos." 
tossed some twenty feet. Almost in- "What's my work?" 
stantly he shifted his gaze and fired twice "Let the sheep out of the pens in the 
at the two cans thrown by young Free- morning so they can graze till late after
dam. Blowing the smoke from his guns, noon; then you'll bring them back to the 
he explained to Loyal: pens. They'll go once to water. At sun-

"Just a trick. Shoot before they begin down they'll enter the pens. The dogs 
to fall. Catch them at the peak of their will sec to that. It's mighty lonesome 
rise, if you can. Where there are two work. The great danger is a snowstorm. 
objects I plan to nail one before it reaches You won't be bothered with that." 
its peak." "How many sheep have you?" 

' " Yeah?" slowly grunted Freedom. ''Can't tell exactly, of course. About 
"Are you sure you hit all of them? I saw eight hundred." 
twogive a jump. Thetwo Loyal heavcd." ''Good heavens! How can one man 

"I plugged :Miss Liberty's can as it was look after that many?" cried James. 
traveling from us. Made it jump, but it · "Oh, the dogs will do that for you. 
jumped forward." You'll find a whistle at the shack, if you 

Loyal ran and retrieved the cans and can't furnish your own. I'll dig up a book 
proudly displayed them to his father. and bring it out. You'll have time to 
Each had been torn by the quick lead. read when everything is going smooth." 
Freedom was impressed. "l'm a great reader, but don't bother 

'"Good shooting," he admitted. "But with any book. Fetch me a rifle, if you 
cans can't shoot back, of course- Lib, have a spare one. And some .44's for my 
you get busy with some victuals." guns. 1 have two boxes left." 

An hour later James was �given new As they neared the fold in the foothills. 
blankets, and set forth, accompanied by Loyal observed his companion's inclina
Loyal, to serve as a sheepherder. Loyal tion to silence. He asked anxiously-
explained that there were supplies and "Not down in the mouth?" 
utensils at the dead herder's shack. "No, no. I've roughed it much. But 
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in a different way. Went to Australia 
with the circus two years ab'O· I was 
thinking of the circus band, blaring and 
bla.tting, and the ringmaster snapping 
his long whip and announcing the Pageant 
of :'\ations. Well, it's time I settled 
down to something different." 't 

"Australia! Gee whiz, but you'Ve 
traveled!" 

They topped a gentle rise and looked 
down into a shallow basin of grass land, 
the beginning of the park country. 
Young Freedom pointed and said: 

"Sec them grazing near the pens? 
Sun's getting low. Dogs know they 
should be back. Sec that!" He pointed 
to . a. ram that was inclined to wander 
to the upland oountry. A shepherd dog 
was racing like a. streak and tun�ing him 
back. II THEY rode down to Antonio's 

small slmck close by a small 
creek. The interior '"'as scrupu
lously neat. A shotgun was in 

A picture of a bullfight, 
taken from Harper's Weekly, was the 
only wall decoration. A box of candles 
and a pewter candlestick, the bunk and a 
stone and mud chimney, the latter afford
ing a small fireplace, were quickly noted 
by the new tenant. 

"There's a box of canned stuff under 
the bunk, a ham and some bacon behind 
the chccsocloth. We fetch bread and the 
like from the ranch-house about every 
other day," said Loyal. "Any ques
tions?" 

"I think I ought to have a horse. Not 
to use in herding sheep, but to get back 
to the ranch in a hustle if anything 
happens." 

"I can't leave either of these, buL·I'll 
bring one out. Now I must be returning. 
Don't get lonesome. I'd hate like sin' to 
have you pull out." 

It ·was plain to James that his new 
friend was a trifle worried about the per
manency of the arrangement. 

"I'm sticking," said James. "It's a 
sure bet for you to play. Fetch me out 
some ink and paper. I'll sketch the hills 

and mountains and that gorge. Safe for 
the sheep to 1:,"0 through it?" 

··Perfectly. Leads to a larger park be
yond, thick with the short grass they 
love. Have this as a safe rule while 
you're learning the game. If the dogs 
are willing for them to go in any direction 
you can usually bank on its being right. ::��

o
;?,Odby, Ben, till sometime to-

''.Fare thee well." 
"Lib will come out with me, most likely. 

Tomorrow, or next day." 
This announcement caused James' face 

to lighten. 
"That will be splendid. I'll be power

ful pleased to sec both of you. What if 
any man comes along?" 

"All right, if they mind their business 
and don't scare the herd."� 

"I get you. I'm the doctor. Captain 
of the ship. All right. I'll build a fire, 
make some tea and get acquainted with 
the dogs. At sundown I'll drive the 
sheep into the pens." 

"Just walk out beyond them and whis
tle to the dogs. They'll do the rest before 
you can say scat." 

They parted rather solemnly, even 
going through the formality of shaking 
hands. After Loyal had passed over the 
top of the low ridge James sat down and 
stared at the misty blue and purple loveli
ness of the mighty heights. It was be
tWt.'Cn performances at the circus, the 
time for neighborly visiting, for reading 
and answering letters. Children of the 
performers were practising to take their 
parents' places as gymnasts, bareback 
riders and the like. 

It made James feel a trifle low in the 
mouth. He had no appetite, but for the 
sake of doing something he made tea and 
fried some ham and sliced a loaf of Miss 
Lib's new bread. By the time he had 
eaten shadows from the mountains were 
bringing twilight to the opening. Light
ing his pipe, he went outdoors. When 
the sun was half behind the range the 
dogs bestirred themselves and moved out 
between the herd and the rocky gorge. 
Some of the sheep already were straggling 
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toward the pens. James whistled sharply. 
and the dogs went into action with a 
smoothness and precision that amazed 
him. They did not frighten their charges, 
but in a trice had the woolly mass slowly 
making for the pens. 

.James went down and closed the open
inb'S and the dogs now found time to be 
friendly and inspcet him. He fed them 
liberally on smoked meat and was glad 
to have them with him when the stars 
came out. After their supper and a bit 
of a visit the dogs trotted back to the 
pens. 

After he became accustomed to the 
silence of the place James slept soundly. 
At first he missed the rackety-rack of the 
car wheels. When he opened his eyes it 
was early morning and the dogs were at 
the door. 

That first trip up the gorge to the big 
p..'lrk was a wonderful adventure . .  The 
lofty heights changed color as rafts of 
clouds enshadowed them. Striking offects 
were registered when a sunbeam bored 
down through a cloud formation and 
gilded a pca.k with glory. It appealed to 
the artist in him, and he wished for paint 
and brush and canvas and the ability to 
catch some of the transient splendor. He 
saw no human being that day until he 
was driving his flock down the gorge to 
the lower opening. The day contained so 
much that was new to him that he forgot 
to feel lonesome. But when he beheld 
Loyal Freedom dismounting by the shack 
his hunger for companionship rushed back. 

"Everything all right?" Loyal called 
cheerily. 

"Fine." 
"I fetched a boss. Picketed up the 

slope a bit. Feel lonesome any?" 
"The silence kept me awake a bit. 

Any news?" 
J..oyal shook his head. 
"I haven't been away from the ranch.'' 
They shook hands as if mocting after a 

long separation. Loyal continued-
"Lib wanted to come, but I told her 

she'd be in the way while you were learn
ing the ropes. Girls always are." 

James winced. 

".Miss Lib is never in any one's way," 
he insisted. "She's a sight for tired eyes." 

"Oh, Lib's all right. Mighty good 
sister. Sometimes I wish she was a boy; 
not but what she can do about all I can 
do. But girls have a queer way of think
ing. Never can understand 'em. Some
!imcs I think they haven't any sense." 

"You ought to be ashamed to talk that 
way," warmly rebuked James. 

"I would be if I meant it serious. Lib 
may ride out with me next time I come. 
Pap's on track of another hand, and 
that 'II give me a chance to help out with 
the sheep. Park above the gorge is about 
grazed out. We'll shift them to MW feed
ing grounds. We'll take a tent along, as 
there'll be no fetching the flock home to 
the pens. Come and look at your nag." 

The horse showed too much white of 
the eye, but appeared to be sound. 
�yal also had brought more fresh bread, 
baked that day, and a sugar cake. He 
grinned and remarked: 

"Lib's partial to you. Probably be
cause of your tricks with pen and ink." 

That night he felt less lonesome; he was 
near friends. Se\'eml days passed and 
he was proud to find he was learning 
much about his flock, that he wa.<; begin
ning to understand his clo!,_"S and learning 
that each had his own personality. He 
quickly discovered that the four footed 
guardians knew more about herding 
sheep than he ever expected to know. 
He talked his problems O\'er with them, 
and they would listen with heads cocked 
to one side. He put questions to them 
and answered for them. He arguOO with 
them, putting their side of the case into 
speech and invariably surrendering. 

"Well. maybe you're right. You must 
be. You know more about sheep than 
I do." 

Then came a gala day. He had been 
with the sheep for a week, though it 
seemed an age, when Miss Liberty rode 
out with her brother. It V.'US di)Ticult for 
him to keep from breaking into a run. 
He waved his hand and his brown face 
shone as he came up to the handsome 
young couple. 
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'Tve brought you some cookies and 
another cake." said the girl. 

"The sight of you, Miss Liberty, is 
better than all the cake in the world," 
he told her. 

"I know you must be awfully lonely," 
she said. "Folks look awful good after 
you've been by yourself for awhile." 

"We've got a new hand," said Loyal. 
"That gives pap a chance to be at the 
house a bit more. That's how Lib could 
come. Neth, the new man, says the 
Kansas Pacific will soon be getting after 
the thieves at Kit Carson. He's a queer 
coot. Close mouthed. Won't always 
answer when you speak to him. Then, 
again, he'll · start talking and go like a 
house on fire. But he's a master hand at 
cattle." 

''He was awfully taken with your 
writing," added the girl. 

"Great scott! That was just writing." 
James was embarrassed, yet much 

pleased. The girl must have kept his 
flourishes, else the new hand could not 
have seen them. 

They remained until nine o'clock, Miss 
Liberty insisting on preparing the supper. 
James found life a paradise as long as the 
three of them could sit around the small 

"Juggle them a bit. Of Course any one 
can heave a )mifc if he practises." 

"It was a knife fighter, and a mighty 
good one, who killed Tony," mused 
Loyal. 

"And we don't just know what if pre
vented him escaping," said James. 

"Let's not talk about that," said the 
girl. "Let's sing." 

James was quick to take the cue and 
began the sentimental "Lorena," second 
only to "Home, Sweet Home" in popu
larity. The Freedoms quickly joined in. 
There followed some of Stephen Poster's, 
and others, reminiscent of the late Civil 
War. James mentally decided that it 
was the happiest evening of his life, and 
then and there the old lure of the circus 
1eft him. Sentiment and a pretty girl! 
What more could mortal man desire? 
After they departed he was busy for an 
hour, remembering and analyzing all that 
had been said. That night he wished he 
were a poet and could set down some of 
the pleasant fantasies that trooped through 
his thoughts. It was a night for pleasant 
dreams. James felt it and was glad to 
turn in, believing a wonderful rendezvous 
was awaiting him. 

fire and dream alouc.l. and tell what each � A FEW days later Neth, the 
would do if . . . , �1 new hand, rode out with sup-

.. Greatest word in the language," mused • plies and several numbers of 
James. "One of the saddest, too, I'm the /locky Mountain N�wa, 
thinking." ' The newspapers were more welcome than 

"Jewhittiker! He's a poet, Lib," anything the ranch-house could have sent. 
laughed Loyal. After the first few minutes James listed 

"I think I understand," she said gently. Neth as being rather dull. His slowness 
••Poor Tony might be alive tonight, if-" to talk and his manner of staring in 

.. That's it. There's an if always just silence, of waiting a few moments before 
around the corner. If I hadn't been replying to a simple question, augmented 
stealing a ride in that car I'd never met this impression. 

· 

yo? two. At this time I would be tossing Without moving from his tracks, James 
kni\'CS and breaking glass balls with a hungrily scanned tht; headlines of the 
gun, and the band would be playing, and papers, jealously reserving a thorough 
the clowns would be jumping and pre- reading until night. He was aroused by 
tending I had shot them." Neth's query-

"Oh, but that must be a wonderful ''Swap jobs?" 
life!" cried the girl. "Lights, music, James was interested. The stolid fellow 
crowds of poople cheering." would make an ideal man for sheep. 

"Can you do tricks with knives?" asked The thought of riding herd with young 
the always prosaic Loyal. Freedom, with frequent contacts with 
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Miss Liberty, stirred his imagination. 
He eagerly asked-

"Did Mr. Freedom say anything about 
that?" 

Neth shook his head. James' hopes 
fell. 

"Then I don't see how we can trade 
jobs. That's for Mr. Freedom to say." 

"I like sheep." His eyes were as dull 
a.s cloth-covered buttons. 

The flock had been returned from the 
upper p.<trk and were cropping the short 
grass near the pens. 

"You write master pretty,"added Neth. 
"Any one can write well if they prac

tise," said James. Neth shook his head. 
"You haven't practised enough," James 
added. 

"Can't write good. Lcl's swap jobs." 
Concealing his growing irritation, James 

repeated: 
''That's for Mr. Freedom to say. You 

can ask him." 
''I'll ask him." 
The two entered the shack to leave the 

provisions and the precious papers. Neth 
halted in the middle of the small room, 
forgetful of the heavy bag of provisions 
he was carrying, to admire some of James' 
pen and ink sketches of the mountains. 

"Master pretty," he mumbled. 
"If I had some paints I could make 

them look more real." James was now 
wishing his visitor would depart. 

''I like ink." ;; 
"Put down your load and we'll cook 

some ham." 
"I understand sheep.

-
I'll pen 'em." 

"You know how to go about it?" 
Ncth nodded and went out. He whis

tled sharply to the dogs. The intelligent 
animals began circling the outskirts of 
the flock and, although it was a bit early 
for the sheep to file into the pens, they 
reluctantly obeyed their canine masters. 
Ncth returned and found James reading 
an account of the circus performance at 
Denver, entirely lost to his surroundings. 
Without a word Neth set about preparing 
the supper. 

James stepped to the door as the last 
of the sheep were driven into the pens. 

He walked down the slope to close the 
openings. He knew some of the family 
had been to Kit Carson, and he wondered 
which one had kept him in mind and had 
procured the newspapers. He was aroused 
from his dreaming by the glimpse of 
something showing for a moment beyond 
the farther side of the nearest pen. He 
was positive that it was neither sheep nor 
dog. As the dogs made no outcry he 
knew that it could not be some wild ani
mal after a supper, 

A streak of fire, and the singing lead 
caused him to drop in a heap. 

"Damn' if I didn't fetch him, boys!" 
cried the marksman. "I'll pace off the 
distance. It'll be something to talk 
about." 

"Shut up! Maybe he isn't dead," a 
second voice cried. 

"If he ain't he soon will be!" And 
leaping from cover, a shaggy headed man 
advanced on what he believed to be a 
dead, or mortally wounded; sheepherder. 

A shotgun roared from the shack but 
did no damage. James remembered that 
Neth was wearing no gun when he ar
rived. The second intruder left cover to 
mount the slope and pass between James 
and the shack. As he ran he shouted-

''1'11 take care of the man in the house!" 
James' assailant, a gun in each hand, 

came on, firing as he ran. The lead fell 
short. James threw up a gun and fired 
once, bringing his enemy to the ground. 
The shotgun roared again. The second 
man had turned about on disCO\'ering that 
James still was in action, and opened fire 
on him. James twisted about and fired 
twice, rapidly, and the man crumpled to 
the ground with a smashed leg. 

"Surrender or I'll kill you!" warned 
James as he jumped to his feet. 

The prostrate man tossed his revolver 
to one side and groaned-

"1 cave." 
James advanced, a gun half raised to 

guard against treachery. Neth rushed 
from the shack and made for the fallen 
man. 

''Stand back, you Cool! Get out of 
range!" yelled James. 
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Neth kept on and gained the wounded 
man. Then, to James' horror and amaze.. 
ment, the herder yanked out a knife and 
leaped upon the helpless figure. James 
heard the frantic: 

"Don't! Don't ! What-" 
The thud-thud of heavy blows stilled 

the protests. 
With a cry of horror James broke into 

a run, shouting: 
"Damn you! Why did you do that? 

I wanted him ali.ve,,to tell what he knew. 
He had surrendered." 

Neth stabbed his knife into the ground 
to clean the blade and said defensively: 

"No good. Kill all of them." 
"But this man was helpless. He would 

have told us much. I wanted him to talk. 
You've spoiled it." 

Neth stared stolidly at the silent figure 
and repeated: 

"No good. Freedom wants 'em all 
dead. Shotgun no good. Jammed." This 
was a long speech for Neth. 

"You ride ba.ck�to the ranch as fast as 
your nag will carry you. Tell them what's 
happened. Tell it without the girl hearing 
you. Understand?" 

Ncth nodded and trotted back to his 
horse and rode off. Sickened by the 
tragedy, especially by Neth's knifework, 
James went to the shack. The shotgun 
was on the floor. A shell had caught, 
thereby preventing Neth from using it 
for the third time. 

After extmeting the shell James went 
outdoors and viewed the man he had 
shot. Like the man up the slope, he was 
a stmnger. Returning to the shack, but 
not entering, he sat down and waited. 
It seemed a very long time before Free
dom senior galloped up, accompanied by 
Neth. 

"What's this1 What's this1 What's it 
aU about1" demanded Freedom. "Ncth 
can't talk only a few words at a time." 

"Two dead men to be inspected and 
buried. They attacked me. I shot the 
one nearest the pens. Wounded the 
other. He surrendered, but before I 
could pre\·ent it Neth knifed him." 

"Can't blame him overmuch for that," 

said Froodom grimly. "There's no law 
here to hand the mscal over to. He's 
better dead." 

"It was sickening. And we lost the 
chance to learn something about those 
who stood behind him. It was needlessly 
brutal. At least, it seems so to me." 

"Rather brutal their planning to mur
der you," reminded Freedom. "Neth, 
fetch the spade you brought along. We'll 
bury the bodies near that pile of loose 
rocks and heap the rocks over them. \Vc 
must work fast as it'll soon be dark. If 
we could kill off a few more they'd give us 
a wide berth." 

Only one item of interest was found on 
the dead men. It was a rough pencil 
sketch. }�rcedom could make nothing 
out of it. James examined it for a minute, 
and then explained: 

"The two men sent here to kill me 
didn't know the lay of the land. This 
circle is the hollow. The crosses arc the 
pens. That straggly line is- the creek. 
Here is the shack. Those two short lines 
are the gorge. They came down through 
the gorge from the upper park." 

l-Ie paused and examined the map more 
carefully and measured the distances. 
Then he announced: 

"This is drawn to scale. The distance 
to the gorge and the distance to the pens 
are to scale. It's three-quarters of a mile 
to the gorge. Here's a small circle to the 
east. It measures, to my shack, a triAc 
more than three times the distance from 
here to the gorge. It stands for the 
ranch-house.'' 

"By Judas! The skunks planned to 
wipe us all out and take everything. 
Neth, I'm glad you done for that critter. 
I couldn't have done it, but I'm glad he's 
dead." 

"No good. Better dead," grunted Ncth. 
"It's a bad business, anyway you look 

at it," said James. "It's several cuts 
above anything the Carson crowd ever 
tried. You ride back to the ranch as fast 
as you can travel, !\1r. Freedom. Others 
may be striking there." 

Freedom flung himself on his horse, 
crying: 
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· "Neth can stay ! Neth can stay " 
"He goes with you !" interrupted James. 

"Ride! I've had my lesson. I can stand 
them off. Ride!" 

CHAPTER III 

THE BILL OF SALE 

FTER the tragedy at the sheep camp 
James found his isolation too 
dreary to endure. By Loyal he 

sent word to old Freedom that he must 
be given other work or leave. Neth re
lieved him the next day, his face as stolid 
as ever, but with a glint of satisfaction in 
his dull eyes. 

"I like tending sheep," he said. "Gives 
a man time to rest and think.''  

"Lots of time to think," agreed James 
as he flung himself on to his horse to ride 
to the ranch-house. 

Freedom and his son greeted him cor
dially, and the former said : 

"I'll try you with cattle. But your 
first job is away from the ranch. You 
and Loyal are to make Wild Horse and 
drive back some blooded stock I've dick
ered for. I'm going to improve the breed 
and sell prime beef at fancy prices. "  

"Pap's 'fraid some of the stock will be 
stolen if sent down by the railroad," 
added Loyal. 

"Son, you keep shut about what your 
pap thinks. You boys can start as soon 

h " as you can rope out your orses. 
This form of activity was a rare adven

ture to James. It was in his blood to be 
on the move. He firmly believed the 
monotony of sheepherding would drive 
him crazy. The course was parallel to 
the railroad and often in sight of it, and 
the grade made for slow traveling. They 
avoided entering the settlement of Kit 
Carson, as the knowledge of their absence 
might prompt a raid on the sheep or 
cattle. It was a big holiday for James. 
He boiled over with questions, even 
inquiring about various individuals in 
Kit Carson. 

"More wagon trains going south, heav
ily. loaded. The gang is trying to clean up 
what they've stolen and hidden." 

"And the spectral woman? She still 
stalks about?" 

"The one who makes you think af 
ghosts ? Yeah. I saw her two or three 
times when riding to town. I'll tell you 
something, but you keep shut.'' Without 
waiting for any promises he lowered his 
voice and continued, "Pap's started to 
make our surroundings honest. He wrote 
a letter to General David J. Cook, head 
of the Rocky Mountain Detective Asso
ciation, asking him· to do something. 
He also wrote the railroad company and 
sent a copy of his letter to Cook." 

"That places him in deadly danger if 
any of the gang know about it," saidj; 
James. 

"No one will learn anything. I'm keen 
to be back when the big roundup takes 
place. They'll have to arrest the whole 
town." 

"Maybe they have a hint already. 
Maybe that's why the stolen goods are 
being hurried south." 

"I don't think so. A new man is run-
• 

ning things at the Del Norte end. The 
white man I found shot gave his name as 
Mac With. Whispered it when he was 
dying. He has brains enough to know 
such rare pickings can't be had forever. 
I'm betting he's ordered Scanny to rush 

- everything south." 
The trip was unmarked by any unusual 

incidents. Six pedigreed bulls and thirty 
cows were turned ovoc to the two young 
men after a delay of two days, and the 
leisurely return was commenced. The 
mixed herd caused much trouble, and at 
first James was of small assistance. · As 
time was not all important, young Free.. 
dom struck off southeast from the railroad 
and a voided being seen by the men at 
Kit Carson. 

"Any news?" was James' first question. 
The girl answered, her father being out 

with the herd-
"Fifty head were run off the first night 

you were away." 
"And pap's trailin' them?" anxiously 

asked Loyal. 
"He wanted to, but I said I'd go with 

him, so he quit. But he's powerful angry. 
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How did our new cowboy get along?" Freedom glanced aside at James, and 
Loyal spoke warmly of his proficiency the latter felt his face burning. 

and Miss Liberty was lowd in her pmise. "[ don't know for sure who imitated 
James accepted it all as so much pleasant it," replied Freedom. "I'm going to have 
banter, yet it was a pleasure to have a talk alone with Loyal. Neth, you trail 
engaged the girl's attention. This home- along to ride herd." 
coming meant much to him. Now he "I'm to go with you after the sheep?" 
could see Miss Liberty every day, either spoke up James. 
at the house or when she rode out to the "No. You go to the sheep camp and 
herd. watch what's left," ordcn,-d Freedom 

For several days all went smoothly; grimly. "Neth, which way did they go!" 
then came Neth, the sheepherder. His "Up into the high opening. Two men 
wooden expression revealed nothing of the · and two dogs. But this paper with your 
bombshell he was aOOut to explode. It name--" 
was evening, and Miss I,ibcrty was "Will you shet up?" And Freedom ran 
clearing away the supper dishes. Her from the house and leaped into the saddle. 
father and James were present, the latter James stared at the girl. She met his 
aboutto ride to the herdandjoin Freedom gaze and held it although her face grew 
and spell him on night duty. . warm and pink. 

Miss Liberty placed food back on the "And you believe it, too," he mur-
tablc and Neth greedily bolted a hearty mured. 
meal. Then he produced a sheet of paper She shook her head and replied: 
and said- "I can't believe it. But it all makes me 

"Your man and a helper come and took feel very miserable." 
the five hundred sheep." "Miserable because in your heart you 

Freedom gaped in amazement and do believe it," he decided. "Even now 
stared wildly at the paper Neth had you're wondering who else but me could 
placed in his hands. imitate another man's writing as closely 

"You sold some sheep, pap?" prompted as your father's writing is imitated in 
the girl. that bill of sale." He strapped on his 

"No! Keep quiet!" guns and took his hat from a peg. 
He proceeded to examine the writing "You're leaving us?" she demanded in 

more carefully. With a furious exclama- a low voice. 
tion he waved the paper \fildly. His Her eyes were half closed as he faced 
daughter snatched the paper and scanned aOOut. 
it hurriedly. It was her turn to display "You're thinking it's a confession of 
surprise and anger. guilt," he said. 

"Why, pap!" she cried. "This is a bill "I've believed in you, even in the face 
of sale for five hundred sheep. It's signed of that paper. I've seen you imitate 
by you." pap's writing, mine and lAtyal's. The 

"It ain't signed by me," roared her bill of sale is written in that greenish ink, 
father. "Don't I know if I've been seUing such as you took to the sheep camp. Still 
any sheep? I never heard of this Martin I will believe in you-if you don't run 
Jules!" away." 

Neth blinked and sta.red wonderingly at ''I'm not running away. I'm going 
the excited man. In a low voice he said: after the sheep." 

"But this writing looks mortally like ''I'll believe in you in the face of every-
your hand of write. Didn't you write it?" thing if you will stay here.'' 

"Damnation! No !" thundered Free- "I can't. I'm going after the sheep. 
dom. But I shall be back." 

"But who could imitate your writing so She watched him pass through the door 
closely?" asked the girl. and she followed him as far as the thrcs-
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hold. She saw him strike off afoot toward 
the sheep camp. She called to him to halt. 
He swung about, impatient to be on his 
way. She ran from the house and flung a 
saddle on her horse and joined him. 

"Take my pony," she urged. "I'll be
lieve in you, or never believe in any one 
else again. The pony is mine. You'll be 
careful ?'' 

''I must be very careful, Miss Liberty," 
he assured her. "For if I get myself 
killed you · three will always believe I 
forged that bill of sale. It's all a blind 
mystery to me. But I happen to be 
honest." With that he swung into the 
saddle and was off. 

AT THE camp he found the 
remainder of the sheep in the 
pens. There were but two 
points of · egress from the wide 

hollow. He had come over one; the 
other led through the gorge to the upper 
park. His mind was in a whirl of torment 
as he raced along. He '\vas wondering 
what he would do when he came up with 
the flock. The two men might be repu
table citizens who had been imposed upon 
by the clever forgery. In that case the 
matter would ·be taken into court, with 
every likelihood of his being branded a 
liar, thief and forger. 

"The sheep must come back," he t'Old 
himself. "Once they're in Freedom's pos
session he can deny the bill of sale. I'll 
swear I never wrote it. He may swear I 
did. But he'll stand a good chance of 
keeping his property." 

It was not until well within the gorge 
that he sensed the inconsistency of the 
alleged owners' handing over the bill of 
sale, their sole guarantee of ownership. 
A buyer must keep a bill of sale to show 
as a guarantee of his title when disposing 
of his purchase in Denver, or elsewhere. 
The two strangers had· parted with it. 
He conned this unusual action for some 
minutes and then slapped his· thigh and 
exclaimed : 

"It has to be that. The bill was sent 
to the ranch by that lunkhead to make 
confusion while the skunks got a long 

� 

lead. They're banking on reaching an-
other flock and mixing the sheep or, more 
likely, they're confident of disposing 9( 
the sheep before any chase can overtake• 
them." 

He spurred his mount into a gallop. 
He had been told there was no egress 

for sheep from the upper park except 
through the gorge. Now he was con
vinced this information was incorrect. 
Thieves never would drive the sheep into 
a pocket where they could be recovered. 
If the flock were grazing in the big park, 
then he must believe the strangers to be 
honest, even if very simple minded men. · 
If he found no sheep he must conclude the 
men were thieves. The climax of the 
situation came when he reached the 
upper end of the gorge and stood in the 
stirrups and shaded his eyes. He sighed 
deeply in relief when he was unable to 
discover any of the flock. His gaze 
quickened to suspicion as he believed he 
detected motion in the scrub growth on 
the east side of the opening. 

He reined and stared about, feeling that 
he was being watched. Then he turned 
and started slowly toward the gorge. 
Twenty minutes later he was riding along 
the north side of the opening. He con
tinued until he came to the point where 
he had observed motion in the growth. 
Slipping to the ground, he led his horse 
forward and struck into an old Indian 
trail. That he was on the right track was 
evidenced by bits of wool caught by pro
truding stubs and branches. 

With gun in his free hand he assailed 
a long slope of moderate grade. For half 
a mile he mounted upward and then, 
suddenly, found himself debouching into 
another and smaller park. In the west a 
plume of smoke was rising from a camp
fire. Mounting, and guiding the horse 
with his knees, he bore down on the camp, 
a gun in each hand. The sheep were some 
distance from the camp, closely herded 
by dogs. Two men were cooking at the 
fire. On beholding the horsemen they 
displayed no interest at first. As he drew 
nearer they leaped to their feet and ran 
to their horses. They had not unsaddled. 
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With a leap each was mounted and 
riding to meet the newcomer. Veering to 
the left to keep both of them on the same 
side, James swung over the side of his 
horse, like an Indian, his right hand 
holding a gun. There were no prelimi
naries, no hails, no questions. The two 
riders, hairy of visage, opened fire at long 
range, their lead whistling wild. After 
the first string of shots had satisfied him 
that they had emptied their guns, James 
swung back into the saddle and spurred 
toward them. The two promptly sepa
rated to force him to pass between them. 

James wheeled at right angles and fired 
twice. A horse went down, flinging its 
rider violently to the ground. With a 
yell of triumph James rode toward the 
other. This opponent did not relish the 
situation, and he swerved away and 
opened fire. At a distance of a hundred 
feet James shot him from the saddle with 
his left hand gun. 

A gun cracked behind him and he felt 
his hat jump convulsively. Pivoting, 
he beheld the dismounted man on his 
knees, holding a .45 in two hands to secure 
steadiness. James jumped his horse to 
one side, dropped the reins and com. 
menccd firing with both guns. He saw 
his man lurch sidewise and cease firing. 
The figure grotesquely bowed far forward 
and fell face down. 

Reining in and flinging himself from 
the saddle, Jamc.<; covered the prostrate 
figure and ran forward. 

"Surrender!" he cried, advancing with 
a cocked gun. 

"Done for. Don't shoot!" 
"You stole the sheep!" 
"Quit it. Mac, damn him, sent me to 

this !" 
''Mac With?" 
The man tried to lift his head and 

demanded faintly-
"Who speaks his name?" 
"Where is :Mac With?" 
"I reckon I'm dying." 
"Let me help you!" 
"Dark. Dark. Grows darker. Mac

With-Del Norte-itnswer in Del Norte. 
You'll be s'prised-" 

His speech was cut off as one snaps a 
thread. James turned him on his back. 
He was dead. James quickly caught the 
two horses and dropped their reins over 
the horn of his saddle and then proceeded 
to inspect the second man. He was dead 
too. 

James loaded the two thieves on their 
horses and then whistled to the dogs and 
started the sheep on the backward trail. 

THE PASSAGE down the nar
row path was difficult. When 
he finally emerged with the 

..__ flock on the north side of the 
park he was in time to discover Freedom 
and his son riding back toward the rocky 
gorge. He fired a gun and instantly had 
their attention. They raced toward him, 
amazed at seeing the sheep and startled 
at beholding the two silent riders. 

"Gawdfrymighty! What you been up 
to!" yelled Freedom. 

"I've been up to returning your sheep, 
sir. For good measure I've fetched back 
the thieves. Give them a look. Know 
them?" 
Father and son swung from the saddle 

and examined the dead men. Neither 
was able to identify them. 

"Perfect strangers," said Freedom. 
"Reckoned they'd be some of the Scanny 
outfit." 

"Bigger game than that." 
Freedom plucked at his beard and 

said-
"To think, Ben, I ever doubted you!" 
"Forget it. There was the writing. 

And there was thC same kind of ink that 
you use." 

"That's just it," groaned Freedom. 
"Everything was too perfect against you. 
I oughter remembered that if you was 
crooked enough to sell the sheep you'd 
be too smart to do it in a wd:y that could 
be seen with half an eye." 

"There's oceans or that kind of ink," 
said Loyal. ".But what a game for them 
to try." 

"Loyal wouldn't hark a second to you 
being the thief," added Freedom. "Just 
blame me alone." 
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"I'm not blaming any one for suspect
ing me. I do blame. the two of you for 
not seeing something that was as plain as 
an elephant's foot. The bill of sale. The 
three of us should have known it was a 
crooked game when N eth fetched you 
that bill of sale. No honest man in his 
senses would part with his bill of sale any 
more than he'd give away the deed to his 
house. I'll admit it didn't strike me till 
I got about this far on my hunt." 

"You handled it wonderful !" cried 
Freedom. 

"Just followed my nose. Giving the 
bill to Neth showed they were crooked. 
If they were crooked they never would 
drive sheep into this park if there wasn't 
a back door somewhere. But now that 
you know I'm honest, Mr. Freedom, I'm 
going to draw my pay and take a little 
ride." 

"Ben ! Ben ! Can't you forgive an old 
� l?" 100 • 

"There is nothing to forgive. You 
took me, a tramp, on trust. I didn't be
lieve there was any one in Colorado who 
could imitate your writing as I can. 
I'm going away; but I hope to return." 

"Don't go away. Stick around with us. 
There's going to be rare doings at Kit 
Carson. All the crooks will soon be 
rounded up." 

"Yeah," added Loyal. "Stay and see 
the fun. That queer woman-the death 
woman-has started south in one of 
Scanny's fre!ght outfits. Saw her while I 
was riding herd." 

"She's a ghost," mumbled Freedom. 
"I don't believe any one ever heard her 
speak. She isn't real. Searched these two 
men? What'll we do with them?" 

"Bury them up here. Cover them with 
rocks. I haven't gone through their 
clothes," said James. 

Freedom explored the clothing. Both 
the thieves were liberally supplied with 

. money. Among the coins were two discs, 
one for each man. They bore the numbers 
15 and 21 respectively. James slipped 
both into his pocket and insisted that 
Freedom take charge of the money, some 
seven hundred dollars. 

"Now, Ben, I want to find you when I 
make the ranch. So you ride on ahead 
and spell Lib, who's riding herd. TeB 
Neth we're coming with the sheep." 

Leading the two horses, James rode 
off and did not lessen his pace until 
breasting the slight rise that led to the 
shack in the lower park. Neth came up 
from the pens, wagging his head. 

"Got 'em ?" he asked. 
"Looks that way. Two of them. Mr. 

Freedom and Loyal are coming with the 
sheep. Have the pens ready." 

"Big fight?" 
"A quick one." 
"What did they say?" 
"All the talking was done with lead.,.' 
"Cur'ous works ! Derned thieves. Say, 

you must be a reg'lar humdinger." 
. James rode on. At the ranch he left 

the girl's horse and one of the thieves' 
horses. He rode the other out to the 
herd. Miss Liberty was quick to dis
cover him and rode to meet him. 

"Oh, I'm so glad you came back," she
greeted. "Pap felt mighty sorry and 
mean when I told him how you felt, and 
how you started off alone. Never mind 
the sheep. We can get more." 

� "You're not using your eyes, nor your 
head," prompted James as he patted the 
neck of his new mount. 

The girl blinked the tears from her 
eyes and demanded : 

"Where did you get that horse? Doesn't 
belong around here." 

"Got it where I got the sheep. Yes, I 
found them and brought them back. 
Your pony is at the ranch-house. None 
the worse for his ride. You go home. 
I'll bed the cattle. Your pap and Loyal 
will be along soon." 

"The house c.an take care of itself. I'm 
interested to know how you got the sheep 
back-and in the excitement over at Kit 
Carson." 

"Overtook two men. Made them sur
render. But \vhat do you mean about 
excitement at the settlement? You 
scarcely can see that far from here." 

"The people there are excited over 
something. I saw two \vagons crawl 
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toward the head of the creek arid return 
at a gallop. Horsemen arc riding back 
and forth. Another of Scanny's outfits 
has started south." 

"Two wagons went out toward the 
creek with hca vy loads and returned 
empty," mused James. 

"Exactly. They've been hiding their 
plunder in a hurry and sending what they 
can to the San Juan country." 

"Del Norte. One of the thieves said 
the answer would be found there. Miss 
Lib, please tell your father and Loyal 
thal I'm riding south. Look for me when 
I get back. I must beat that last freight 
outfit. I must take an extra nag along. 
I'm riding back to the corral to rope out 
the horse I left there. You'll be all right 
alone for awhile?" 

"I'm alone quite a bit. But why do 
you have to run more risks? Let the 
law officers catch the thien�." 
"ft's like this. I'm hoping to settle 

down in this country. I want my prop· 
erty safe. Feeling that way, I must do 
my part to make it safe. I must go." 

"All right." 
He leaned down and confidentially 

told hcr-
"'This stretch of country wouldn't inter· 

est me if you didn't live here." 
"All right." Now her voice was tremu

lous. "You'll be sure to come back? I 
mean-you'll be very careful?" 

CHAPTER IV 

TilE ANSWER AT DEL NORTE 

NONE of the Freedoms would have 
recognized Ben James at sight 
could either have glimpsed him 

when he pcnctmted the calion country 
and entered the town of Del Norte near 
the head of the Rio Grande Del Norte. 
His two horses had permitted a swift 
journey as far as Fort Garland. Then 
he had followed a seemingly lazy, purpose
less mode of living. For two weeks he 
loitered about the fort and gave much 
patronage to the post trader in the matter 
of drinks for soldiers. He dropped some 

money at monte and won some at poker, 
and extended his acquaintance to the 
gambling brotherhood. All these con· 
tacts brought him much information 
concerning Del Norte, both the town and 
the people. The gamblers assured him 
that it was a "swift" town and quite 
remote from the law. He repeated this 
to a \"eteran mountain man, who ex· 
plained: 

"Town's all right. Just a bad crowd 
sort of runnin' things just now. When 
enough real men git the sabe of it the 
lawless cri�ters will t·amw pronto or look 
up a rope 

Further discreet talks with the moun· 
tain man elicited the information that 
Del Norte was cursed and bossed by a 
small ring of ruthless men, who worked 
quite openly. 

"Some cuss in the dri\'er's seat gi\'CS 
orders that are carried out. Takes a 
strong man to drive that outfit. Honest 
folks know things ain't what they oughtcr 
be when a dead man's found. who wa'n't 
killed in any saloon row. The boss of 
Del Norte speu.ks once. then zing! Knife 
in the throat. If they was more of a 
noisy outfit it would be easier to round 
'em up. More'n once a man's got mad 
and has bee'\ ready to squeal; but he 
always got the knife berore he could bleat. 
One of the last men to peg out was sick 
of a wastin' fever. He let on he wanted 
to die clean. He sent for a storekeeper 
to hear him make a dean breast of it. 
When MacWith entered the room he 
found the feller dyin' like a stuck pig." 

"l\-IacWith !" 
"Heard of him, I s'pose. Big trader." 
"I understand he's the biggest trader 

up there." 
This last talk gave a new slant to the 

game ahead of him. The dying man 
found on the Freedom range had said 
MacWith was responsible for his death 
wound. Then this MacWith wus away 
from Del Norte at times. What was 
rather curious was the mountain man's 
insistence that some members of the band 
were in ignorance of the lmdcr whom 
they served. The man who would have 
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confessed and who was found dying from 
knife wounds evidenced the mountain 
man's ignorance on this point. 

James was consumed by a desire to 
have finished with his business and to be 
back at the Freedom ranch. Yet his 
bearing was that of a purposeless wan
derer. He rode up to Del Norte and 
secured a room over a store and wore all 
the manners of one lazily content to 
watch the days succeed each other. His 
first move was to visit MacWith's store. 
A young man waited on him and inciden
tally let fall the information that the 
proprietor was down at Alamosa on busi
ness. 

James took his meals at the High Ace 
Saloon and gave battle to the various 
table games. It was while sitting by a· 
window in the Ace, eating his noonday 
meal, that he saw the "ghost woman" of 
Scanny's hotel. She was walking rapidly, 
looking neither right nor left. A Mexican 
n1ule skinner crossed himself as she passed 
him. James drew back, for he feared lest 
the woman recognize him despite his 
short beard and new clothes. There "vas 
something penetrating in her hollow black 
eyes. 

He loitered to the bar .and remarked: 
• 

"Queer looking woman j ust passed. 
Looks like she was dead. 'Vho is she?'' 

"None of my business," firmly replied 
the bartender. "None of yours, either, 
stranger, if you love sunshine and twit
terin' birds." 

"I didn't intend to be nosey. She's 
sort of unusual, but I'm no hand to ask . , ,  
questions. 

"That's fine for the trade. Fewer 
questions you ask the more money you'll 
spend in this town. From north,-orsouth?" 

"Pueblo. Heard there was some rich 
diggings out this way. Heard a heap 
about the San Juan country." 

"Fat diggings for them who is in the 
know of it. Greenhorns don't git very 
far. We can use another man behind the 
bar. No guessing about your money. 
Can have it every night if you want it." 

"I can't work till I've looked around a 
bit," said James. 

"Meaning till you're broke. Well, 
this is as good a place as any to get 
broke in. ' '  

James grinned widely and nodded. 
There was a lull in the trade. He re
m<J,rked-

"You have some good stores here." 
"Uh-huh ?" 
"I saw a display of pocket and belt 

knives in Mac With's store that would do 
credit to any store in the West." 

"Uh-huh !" 
"I was surprised to find such bully 

stock in clothes, boots and other stuff in 
this out of the way place." 

"Uh-huh ?" 
"Can't you say anything else?" 
"Uh-huh." 
James drew out a handful of silver and 

gold to pay for his dinner. 
"One dollar," said the bartender. 
James spread the coins on the bar and 

unintentionally displayed the disc marked 
"15." The bartender was quick to see it : 
his gaze froze. "'Four bits for the dinner,�' 
he mumbled. Then, after hastily glancing
around he touched James' hand and 
hoarsely whispered, "For Gawd's sake, 
don't git me in wrong with the king
pin ! Don't say I said anything about 
no thin'." 

"I'll say nothing that you've said. 
And you've said nothing. Cheer up." 
The man mopped his forehead and 
glanced uneasily toward the door. 

"'Vhere does the woman J ive who looks 
like a ghost ?" asked James. 

"You should ask me," snarled the bar
tender. "Like you didn't know." Then 
with a swift effort to placate, he whis
pered, "Same old job. Runs MacWith's 
store. If I thought you'd bleat any 
wor9s of mine I'd step into the cardroom 
and have it over with at once, by shooting 
myself. ' '  

"You'll live to be a million for any 
harm I shall fetch you. I've just come 
here. Curious, like any stranger. Traded 
at MacWith's store. Probably I'll ask 
questions about every place I go into. 
Natural hankering to get the lay of the 
land." 
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HE LEFT the saloon and saun
tered down the street. The 
various stores displayed an 
amazing miscellany for a moun-

tain camp. There were women's bonnets 
and shawls, dress goods and shoes, filling 
one window. ln another was much jew
elry. Several Mexican women were gu.th
ered before this particular window. In 
some stores were musical instruments in 
a profusion and variety entirely out of 
proportion to the locale and population. 
Hats, caps, laces and featherbeds were 
for sale. The last was markedly out of 
place in a warm zone. Tobacco stores 
carried a line that would be considered 
suitable for the Windsor in Denver. The 
several saloons were stocked with wines 
and liquors:thatwould do credit to any bar. 

As he sauntered along James noticed 
several rough looking citizens filing from 
the .!\:facWith store. At the window, 
watching tllCm, was the hollow checked, 
ghastly visage of the ghost woman. 
James instinctively stepped into a door
way that her gaze might not rest on him. 
After she had withdmwn from the window 
he went down the street and turned into 
•a monte place and took a table in a shad
owy corner. A group of Mexicans were 
chattering volubly at the bar. A boy 
came for his order. Although he had but 
recently eaten he ordered corn batter 
cakes dipped in a stew of red chile, with 
tomatoes, onions and cheese chopped 
line-and a glass of beer. 
One of the men he had seen leaving the 

l\facWith store entered a few steps be
yond the threshold and glanced around 
the room. James remembered him by 
J1is flaming red beard. The sun glare was 
in the man's eyes and the corner was in 
the shadows. Rcdbcard withdrew and, 
from the window, James saw him enter 
the next building. 

"Looks like I was being trailed," mur
mured James. "I'm more scared of that 
�;he-devil than I am of the big boss." 

He remained in the place for nearly an 
hour and then repaired to the outskirts 
of the town and entered a low adobe 
building that held much shadow and but 

little sunshine. Two soldiers, on leave 
from Fort Garland, were noisily drinking 
fiery meacal at the bar. Pulling his hat 
low, James advanced to the end of the 
bur and called for beer. One of the sol
diers was saying: 

"That death-woman's back. Times 
ought to be lively here." 

The Mexican proprietor darted him a 
quick glance and appeared to be nervous. 

"Alamosa's tougher'n this place," ar
gued the second soldier. 

"Bah! Alamosa ain't a dirty deuce to 
an ace to this burg when the death
woman's on the job." 

With hands outspread in protest the 
proprietor warned-

"Sefior, it oos a bud talk." 
".Muchacho, go to hell," replied the 

soldier. 
"Muerel" muttered the Mexican, and 

only .Tames caught it. 
"This town's rough?" prompted James 

lazily. 
"Good town !" exclaimed the pro

prietor. 
"Caballero, you're drunk," informed 

the first soldier. Then to James, "This 
burg's more'n tough. Deadly. Folks 
here all outlaws." . 

"Hus?, hush, you fool!" begged his 
compamon. 

"And run by outlaws," added the other. 
The proprietor's dark eyes widened 

with terror. Under his breath he mut
tered a string of oaths. The second sol
dier warned: 

"Hold your tongue, you fool! Don't 
you want to leave this hole alive?" 

The trad.ucer of the town went limp 
against the bar and told James: 

"I was jus' foolin', mister. No better 
burg in the West than this little ol' Del 
Norte." 

"You've talked too much," whispered 
James. "Both you men better take a 
pasear down the valley. Night here is 
bad." 

The two quit the place forthwith, and 
James was glad to see they had horses 
awaiting them at the rear end of the 
saloon. 
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As he had done before, only now he 
did so purposely, James fished out a 
handful of coins an..d, paying for his 
luncheon and drinks, displa)?:ed the disc 
marked 15. The proprietor, reaching for 
a silver dollar, snatched back his hand, 
his gaze held by the coin. 

"Eet is on what you say the house, 
sefior," he announced in a trembling 

• 

VOICe. 
He persisted in his refusal to take any 

pay. James left a dollar on the bar and 
returned to his corner to spy on the 
street. His nerves, if not his reason, were 
warning him that a file of executioners 
might appear at any moment. Now he 
was positive that the death-woman had 
recognized him. As he was leaning against 
the wall, drowsy from the heat, the man 
with the red beard came hurriedly through 
the doorway and advanced to the bar. 
llis voice was harsh and peremptory as 
he demanded: 

"You talk straight. I'm looking for a 
young hombre, a stranger. Has he been 
in here ?" 

The proprietor waved his hands and 
loosed a flood of Spani�h. The man 
struck the bar with his fist and warned : 

"I know you under�tand me. Answer 
e ,, m .  
The Mexican gestured wildly and talked 

rapidly under his breath. The . effect on 
Redbeard was obvious. He scratched his 
head and seemed to be puzzled. Then he 
swung about and stared at the dim corner. 
By this time James had a gun in his lap. 
Redbeard came to him and, resting his 
hairy hands on the small table, said: 

"Stranger, new folks in Del Norte are 
looked up. What you got in your clothes 
to show who you be and what's your 
business? I'm the town marshal. "  

Without a word James produced the 
numbered disc and dropped it on the 
table. The big man picked it up and 
held it to the light of the small window. 
His expression told of great surprise. 

"But this is Burt's number," he blurted 
out. 

"Burt's dead. His number came to 
me," James explained. 

"How did it come to you ?" The ques
tion was a challenge. 

"Mac With, he " 
�'You fool ! You must be green to go 

naming names,'� angrily interrupted Red
beard. "Where'd all this happen ?" 

"A few miles west of Kit Carson, up in 
the valley. Burt was shot stealing sheep. 
I got to him when he was dying. The 
chief gave me his number." 

"That's mighty funny. Burt wa'n't 
alone on that trip." 

''No. 21 was with him. He was rubbed 
out. Now what's your number?" 

"Call me Ed. No numbers just yet. 
I vow I don't understand." 

"I do," calmly said James. "A woman 
-no names-not knowing what hap
pened up north, spotted me as a stranger. 
She sent some of you boys to look me up. 
Your orders, probably, are to kill. The 
chief would be very angry. I called 
there to find him before the woman came. 
I'm waiting f�r him to get back. Lift 
up the table."· 

_ 

Redbeard mechanically obeyed and set 
the sn1all table one side. This maneuver 
revealed the .44 covering him. As he 
glared James belted the gun, motioned 
for him to sit down and explained : 

"The woman didn't understand. I'll 
drop in and explain later. I've waited for 
the chief, as I've never had any business 
with her. I don't like to do business with 
a woman, anyway. "  

"Seeing as how you're sound, why don't 
you walk up with me and tell her now?" 

"I won't be bossed by a petticoat. 
Chief understands that. I'll wait." 

The·. death-woman's messenger · fanned 
his steaming face with his hat and con
fessed: 

'� don't know what to say or do. The 
chief ain't here. No one knows when 
he'll pull in. I don't want to rub out a 
man that he's took in. And I don't hanker 
to go back to the woman and have her 
think you've run a bluff on me." 

"I'll call at the store this evening. It'll 
be twice I've called 'there today." 

"Well, we'll let it go at that until she 
says different. But if you try to pull out 
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of this town you'll be planted, number or 
no number." 

"1 haven't run away yet. And tell your 
men to keep clear of me till I've had time 
to see the woman or the chief." 

Red beard disliked his errand of return
ing to report failure to the grim woman. 
He urged-

"Best thing you can do is to go back 
with me and keep with a few of us boys 
till the chief comes." 

James shook his head and insisted: 
"Nothing was said about that when T 

got my number. I came here to sec the 
chief. When he says I'm to take orders 
from that woman that'll be time enough 
(or me to do it." 

Redbeard surrendered, saying-
" AU right, amigo, rn tell her what you 

say." 
Left alone, James felt he was in a state 

of siege. He dared not venture out on 
the hot street so long as the woman's 
edict stood. On the other hand he was 
comforted in believing that neither Red
beard nor his pals would be quick to 
send to death a man for whom the chief 
vouched. But this waiting got James 
nothing, he feared. All his plans were 
upset. His mode of procedure, as out
lined, had been very simple and effective. 
He had proposed to drop in on Mac With, 
shoot him and escape. He had not 
doubted his ability to do this. Now he 
was finding his prey absent and the death
woman reigning in his stead. To face 
.1\IacWith, who would be on his guard 
after learning that a man claimed to be 
No. 15, would be suicide. 

"But how the devil can I know when he 
comos ifl stick here!" James asked himself. 

He could find no answer. Then came 
the decision that he must steal away 
from the town and find a hiding place 
(rom which he could spy on the enemy. 

HE KEPT in his corner, order
ing an occasional drink, which 
he spilled on the floor. Late 
afternoon patrons began to 

gather for an evening of gambling and 
carousing. Taking a position at the 

monte table, where he could watch the 
door, he played with varying luck until 
the big evening rush set in. Then he 
felt more at ease. The windows of the 
place were open and there was a back door. 

He ate a light supper, then switched to 
the faro layout and played often enough 
to keep his place. And all the time he 
was watching the door. An argument 
broke out over a deal, and for a moment 
James' watchfulness ceased. He was 
aroused to the fact that something tragic 
had happened by a loud murmuring of 
voices and the rush of a score of men 
toward the door. Then the barrier of 
men swept back and was broken, and 
James beheld the figure of a man in blue 
lying on the floor. 

He quit the table and asked the pro
prietor-

"What's the matter with that soldier?" 
"Not'ing now. He ees dead," whis

pered the proprietor. 
Then James recognized the dead man 

as the soldier who had talked freely that 
morning concerning the rapacity of Mac
With. 

"He was picked up two miles below ::
i
�e�

r. 
He must 'a' had a fight," cried a 

"Who found him?" some one asked. 
"I did," spoke up a familiar stolid 

voice, and James was amazed to behold 
Neth, the sheepherder, blinking at the 
bright lights, his wooden face as ex
pressionless as ever . 

"Neth!" he cried, advancing. 
The latter winked his eyes rapidly, and 

then grinned broadly. 
"Funny we should meet like this," he 

said, shaking James warmly by the hand. 
"I come a-hunting after you with a letter 
from Freedom. 'Specting to hunt all over 
creation, an' here you be as big as billy
be-damn'." 

It was a long speech for the herder. 
James seized his arm and hustled him 
into a corner ncar the end of the bar. 

"The letter? What's the news? Any
thing bad happened!" 

N eth, while fishing through his pockets. 
answered: 
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" 'Bout everything's happened at Kit 
Carson. General Cook's detectives, some 
six of 'eni, swarmed down on a early 
morning train and arrested eight men in 
Carson. Took Scanny, Fram Williams, 
Ehls and four others. Then they went 
to ·work a-digging for stuff the men had 
hid. Then they to6k the whole caboodle 
back to Denver. Letter prob'ly tells you 
all ab9ut it. Lawd, but I'm dry." 

James secured the proprietor's atten
tion and bought drinks, both taking beer. 
Neth's dull face lighted with pleasureable 
anticipation as he watched the foaming 
glass being pushed forward. He drained 
the glass before speaking, and James mo
tioned for it to be refilled. Then the letter 
was produced and opened and read. 
Among other things Freedom wrote : 

You should not have pulled out as you did. 
We shall be much happier if you turn about 
and come back home. You're more valuable 
here than in taking over the enforcement of the 
law. What bad men do in Del Norte needn't 
concern us so long as they don't steal their 
stuff up this way. No more stolen goods will 
go from here to Del Norte. Kit Carson has 
been cleaned of thieves. Loyal joins me in 
saying, 'Come home'. 

"Girl writ something on the back,''  
mumbled Neth over his glass. 

Miss Liberty's words were few, but 
they gave James a thrill such as he never 
had experienced before. The message 

"I' . . 
C " was : m watttng. ome. 

James drew a long breath, carefully 
pocketed the letter and announced

"l'm riding back in the morning if I 
can get clear of this place alive." 

Neth stared stupidly and repeated
"Alive?" 
James briefly explained his predica

ment. At mention of the ghost-woman 
N eth showed some agitation. 

"She don't look mortal," he whispered. 
"Let's clear out tonight." 

"I don't think it can be done. I've 
stuck here almost all day. If I hadn't 
had the coin marked 15 that I found on 
one of the sheep stealers, I'd been rubbed 
out hours ago. I told some of the gang 
that MacWith gave it to me." 

"MacWith? Who is this MacWith?,, 
"Hush! Not so loud. He's a store

keeper here. He's the head of the whole 
outfit that's been receiving the loot from 
Kit Carson and dozen of other places. 
The ghost-woman is in his store now." 

"Well, I snum! Live and learn ! Store
keeper a robber ! Who'd thought it?" 

"Also a murderer. I came here to wind 
up his ball of yarn. " 

"You dast do that ?" And Neth gaped 
in amazement. "You'd go gunnin' for the 

. � , ,  
varmint ! 

"Why not? · Some one must. Only 
one way to stop him." · 

"But now you'll start back north and 
let him slide ?" 

"Yes. That is if I can get a peek at 
the store without being killed and fail to 
find him. Then I'll pull out. But if he is 
there I'm going to take a fight to him for 
killing poor Tony and other honest men." 

Neth glanced back at the excited group 
still surrounding the dead soldier. One 
man was loudly deploring t'lfe act and 
insisting that the soldier's death must be 
rigidly investigated, warning that his 
mates would make reprisals all along the 
upper Rio Grande. Neth whispered : 

"Good time now to sneak away if 
there's a back door. Folks taken up 
with the dead man.",_ 

· 

James instantly realized the sense of 
this. Even the proprietor had eyes 
only for the gesticulating group. James 
led the way to the rear door and opened 
it. None seemed to observe their de
parture. The bulk of the town's citizens 
were in the street in front of the saloon. 

"We have a clear road if you'll lead 
the way," said Neth. 

This James 'vas prompt to do. On 
emerging between two buildings and gain
ing the front of the store he was disap
pointed in finding it dark. 

"There's a light upstairs," whispered 
Neth. "But you can't git in to see who's 
there. If that woman's there I want to 
keep away." 

"The store has a big room behind. I'll 
walk around to it. You can stay here.'' 

"No. Some one might come along and 
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bang me on the head. Lead the way. 
Let's be quick." 

James took the lead and the two stood 
in the rear of the building. The first 
story was adobe and the second of wood., 
1t was the lower floor that held James' 
interest, as a light showed at the bottom 
of the drawn curtain. Neth dropped on 
his knees, peered in and whispered: 

"'I can see a man's legs. Must be him." 
"Let me look," said James, and he 

pushed his assistant aside and bent low. 
He saw brighter lights than ever flamed 

in Colorado heavens as he pitChed forward, 
face down. Only his big hat saved him 
from having his brains dashed out. 

U he lost consciousness it was not for 
long, aa some one was still dragging him 
inside the rea.r room. He was pushed 
down a slide that led to the small cellar. 

He was lying on his back, trying to 
remember what it all was about when his 
senses were cleared by tllC sound of high 
pitched laughter. He knew only the 
death-woman could give way to such 
risibles. There was something bestial in 
her weird rejoicing. 

"You're smart, dear," JameS heard a 
voice saying, and he knew the speaker 
wa.<; the death-woman. "You're clever, 
but not so clever as I. But you're clever · 
enough to do as I say. Is he dead!" 

"I think so. He must be," came the 
quick, nervous voice of a man. "The 
clip I gave him would kill an ox." 

"You took his gun, of course!" 
"Think I'm crazy? Not that he'll ever 

use one again." 
"Then go down and tie him up. I want 

to talk to him before he lea vcs us." 
"Sarel, you're worse than I am." 
"Get down there and tie him up so he 

can't move head or limb. I'll go with 
you." 

On entering the Del Norte country 
James had taken to wearing one of his 
guns on his hip and the other in a shoulder 
sling under his coat. With benumbed 
fingers he fumbled at his hip holster. It 
was empty. He thrust his hand inside 
his coat and drew a deep sigh of relief as 
he gripped the .44. Pulling it forth, he 

held it at his side and turned a bit to con
ceal it. His feet were touching the bottom 
of the slip, or chute, down which heavy 
boxes were slid into the cellar, and down 
which his own body must have traveled. 
He was wondering whether the strange 
couple were coming that way. Then he 
heard a door open, heard it click behind 
them, and caught the sound of their feet 
on stairs not more than a dozen feet from 
his position. 

The man came first, the woman walk
ing behind him and holding a lamp. As 
they slowly advanced the man's face was 
in the shadow until the woman stood be
side him. 

"Ncth!" James thought he had said the 
word to himself instead of speaking aloud. 

The man gave a low growl of rage and 
whipped out a knife, the same he had 
used in killing the wounded sheep thief. 
The woman restrained him by clutching 
his arm and reminding: 

"There's plenty of time. He lives. 
All the better. He can't escape. Did 
any man ever best you in a knife fight? 
And he is unarmed." 

"Neth, keep back," cried James. "Tell 
me something before you kill me. Were 
those letters written by Freedom and his 
daughter, or are they more of your damn
able forgeries, as that bill of sale must 
have been?" 

"The letters are genuine," said Ncth. 
"I was trusted to find you and give them 
to you because I am a dull, stupid, yet 
faithful fellow." 

"You killed Antonio, the herder?" 
"He did, dear," broke in the woman. 
"You shot and killed one of your Own 

men ncar Carson?" 
"No, dear, I killed that snake," said 

the woman, a new note creeping into her 
voice. 

"You made- a  poor job of it," taunted 
James. "He was alive when found. It 
was he who said Mac With is the head of 
this rotten gang." 

Neth, or MacWith, swore under his 
breath. The woman screamed: 

he
'�t!;

!.
!ies! He lies! I'll make him say 
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"And you killed the soldier, Neth. 
The one you brought to town this eve-

. 

' '  n1ng. 
"I did. - The rat talked too much. 

You're talking too much. I had the itch 
to wipe you out when you. were at the 
shack, herding sheep. But it's better 
this way. I'm going back. I may kidnap 
the girl and hold her for ransom." 

"And you forged that bill of sale for the 
sheep/" 

"Of course." 
"You knifed the man to death whom 

I'd wounded?" 
"Naturally. The fool would have 

talked. ' '  
"Tie him up," commanded the woman. 

"We have lots of things to tell him. "  
She advanced the lamp. Mac With, 

with knife ready, moved forward and 
picked up a club with his free hand. 
James rolled on his back and threw up 
the gun. Instantly, almost, MacWith's 
hand flipped back to hurl the , heavy 
blade. The booming roar of the .44 
was deafening in that small enclosure. 
As James fired he threw himself to 
one side. 

Screaming like a hell cat, the woman 
raised the lamp and stepped forward to 
.hurl it. She tripped over the feet . of the 
dead man and crashed down on her fa�e. 
James, afraid of her as he would be of a 
monster from the nether world, cried out 
and clambered madly up the slippery 
slide and fairly hurled himself out the 
back door. 

He ran for a few rods before he could 
regain control of his nerves. He was 
sweating from every pore and felt weak 
and sick. He looked back. The house 
was very quiet. His fear of the woman 
surpassed his fear of the man. He wanted 
to hurry away, but was forced to look 
back, expecting to see a terrible gaunt 

shape . softly pursuing him. Then he 
knew she was in the rear room as light 
showed at the windows. Another glance, 
and he was realizing that it was not the 
light of the lamp, but of flames feeding up 
through the opening in the floor. It was 
not until then that he remembered that 
he had heard the cellar door click after 
the couple had passed through it to de
scend the cellar stairs. 

"Locked themselves in!" he exclaimed. 
But the woman was crawling up through 

the opening, her hair disheveled, the 
flames playing about her. In one hand 
she carried the man's revolver. In the 
other she clutched the big clasp knife, 
and as she climbed the slippery surface of 
the slide she stabbed with the knife to 
hold herself from slipping back into the 

� 

fiery pit. James believed nothing of 
earth could harm her. He fled to find 
deeper darkness. 

Next morning he was a dozen miles 
from the town. He went to Fort Garland 
to report the murder of the soldier·. While 
resting there, word was received of two 
bodies being recovered from a store in 
Del Norte. Then he knew he could ride 
north and have no fear of monsters fol
lowing his trail. 

When he arrived at the Freedom ranch
house he said-

"The first you ever wrote me, Lib, and 
I lost it." 

· 

.. 

"You talk awfully well, Ben. Ride out 
to the cattle with me and tell me all 
about it. "  

"Gang's broken up. Mac With and the 
ghost-woman have left the country, never 
to return. The town of Kit Carson is 
law abiding. All we have to do is to live 
and be happy. And that's the subject 
I want to talk to you about." 

"I'm j ust frantic to hear it ,  Ben. I 
know I shall th�nk just as you do." 



SMITH LIKES HIS LuMPIA 
By CHARLES A. FREEMAN 

XliGHT in mid�carnival season-a 
crowd surging up from the carni
val grounds on Wallace _Field, 

heading for the Chinese panaiter-ias in 
}>laza Santa Cruz, Manila's favorite 
dining district. 

With the crowd go John Smith of the 
Secret Service and his stout Tagalog wife, 
Conching. John, an American of the 
,·intagc of '90 and one of the "Nc1·er 
Coin' 1Jacks", has learned to appreciate 
native food. There's a table for them at 
the Pansiteria Pekin. There always is
for one of his calling. A slippered Celes
tial takes the orders of the couple. John 
selects lumpia fig pinarito - chopped 
shrimp, ()ysters, pork and cabbage leaves 
rolled in a flaky crust. Couching calls for 
pansit-something on the order of spa
ghetti sprinkled with small shrimps. Be
tween the two is placed an immense dish 
of biga.ue-po\ished rice cooked Filipino 
style in a red clay pot. Small dishes of 
black 1-uyo sauce nank it. 

While John and Conching feast, the 
detective's eyes rove over the other 
diners. Many of them are provincials 
and not a few usc their fingers, oblivious 
to the presence of forks. In a corner an 
e.o;quisitely dressed woman and her escort 
make balls of rice with the thumb and 
first two fingers of the right hand, then 
.snap the balls into their mouths. It 
takes pmctice to perform that stunt. 

Across the way a group of students dis
play their proficiency in the use of choP
sticks and chatter in stilted high school 
English. Nea.rby is a sleek looking in
dividual in full native �ig. His trans
parent camiaa Chino with flapping tails 

outside his white trousers is of ,.j,·id 
crimson. llcncath it is a black under
shirt, marking him as a man from Cainta, 
where such garments are worn. The man 
is a auetic, a crooked provincial gambler. 
and as he devours stewed puail, ns the 
Tagalogs term octopus, he watches John. 
A detective approaching the end of thirty 
years' service is sure to be known and 
fe.'lrcd. 

And now a buzz of comment runs 
through the crowd. A group of flashily 
garbed. native girls enter with American 
sailor escorts. 

"Tingnan mo ang bailarins!" one hears. 
"Look at the girls from the cabarets !" 

Two are really pretty, but the faces of 
three others are flat and uninteresting. 
Beer is immediately ordered and one of 
the sailors protests when it is sen·cd 
warm. Then comes the familiar chop 
suey for all hands, the girls insisting on 
side dishes of bawang, a garlic sauce. 
Bawangf Could you imagine it on the 
breath of a professional entertainer? 

John calls for his check and is ready to 
depart, but Couching demurs. It would 
be foolish to leave uneaten food on the 
table. She whispers to the waiter who 
disappears to return with a banana leaf. 
Deftly the broken bits and the rice are 
wrapped up and bound with a strip of 
banana fiber. Conching takes the bundle 
and smiles at her American husband. 

"All ready now, Juancho," she says. 
"Our servants will appreciate this food." 

And out in Manila even poorly paid 
detectives have sen·nnts. Yes, and news
papermen a.<; well. Sounds incredible. 
docsn•t it? But it's true. 

"' 



Read this story and judge 

whether the bane  of a 

submarine sailor's life is 

Cfhe BLOOMING MONOTONY 
By 

HAROLD BRADLEY SAY 

DAY WAS all but gone. There 
was a clammy chillness in the 
night descending over the 
North Sea, over the coast of 

England and on the conning tower bridge 
of his Majesty's submarine E-36. At sur· 
face trim the boat slipped rapidly down 
the shadowy harbor. No sound save the 
creaming of the water around her nose and 
the breaking of her wash against the 
choppy little harbor swells. From open 
hatches came the musical hum of motors 
running grouped up. 

"Moleshead abeam, sir," droned Lieu-
'" 

tenant Davis Fenwick, R. N. R, with an 
habitual nasal twang. 

"Righto," returned Lieutenant-Com
mander Cartney Wilton. He pulled his 
muffler tighter and rubbed a hand across 
a freshly shaven face. He half turned 
toward the coxswain. "Steer fifty." 

"Fifty it is ,  sir," chanted the coxswain. 
Out of the nip:ht scarce two ship lengths 

ahead and off the submarine's starboard 
bow loomed a massive hulk. No lights on 
her: no lights on the E...:J6. 

Wilton leaped to the edge of the hatch. 
"Full astern sta'b'rd!'' he shouted down 
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into the depths of E-36. "Hard-a-port!" 
The coxswain jerked the steering control. 

The big shape bore down from ahead. 
A matter of seconds and its great prow 
would tear through the steel plates of E-36 
like a knife through an eggshell. A cry 
from a lookout on the steamer's bow; a 
screeching blast from her siren. A flash
ing of lights. 

Ponderously slow, like a grea.t beast re
luctant to go other than where its nose 
pointed, the submarine swung to star
bo..ud. Almost close enough to touch, 
the steamer's side slid by the underwater 
craft. Incoherent shouts from the decks 
above were drowned in the night. The 
mountainous bulk was lost in the gloom 
astern. 

"FuU ahead sta'b'rd!" Wilton cried 
down the hatch. "Sta'b'rd the helm.'"' 
The boat swung back to port. 

"Easy now. Easy. Easy. Back on 
course." 

"On course she is," chanted the cox
swain. 

"Helmsman to the wheel," directed 
Wilton. · 

A fourth shape on the bridge moved to 
the steering wheel. The coxswain without 
a word dropped down the hatch into a 
maze of polished levers. shining wheels 
and twinkling brass of the brightly lighted 
control room. 

E-36 slipped on through the night. 
"Bit close. that fellow. ' '  commented 

Wilton casually. 
"Aye," replied Fenwick, the navigat

ing officer. "Gave him the jumps no 
doubt." 

Fenwick, a ruddy faced person who 
seldom wasted words, had been a first 
mate in the merchant fleet when he had 
offered his services to the na,·y. He 
glanced astern whence the freighter had 
vanished and his thoughts went back to 
nights of peace on merchant decks. 

Five minutes later Wilton ordered 
change from motors to Diesels. 

"Engines," he called down the hatch. 
"Three hundred revs." 

''Engines," echoed a voice from below. 
"Three hundred revs." 

E-36 was away on her engines at a ten 
knot clip. 

Open water now with an unfriendly, 
biting wind kicking up choppy little seas 
that slapped sullenly against the port side 
of the submarine. Occasionally one 
struck in such a way as to send showers 
of salt spray over the little bridge. The 
boat was down to sea routine with only 
the captain, navigator and helmsman on 
the bridge. Now and then a sailor, an 
engine room artificer or other of the crew, 
stole up from the humid, lighted depths to 
snatch a smoke or breath of fresh air. 
The bite of North Sea winter with a 
splash of stinging spray sent each quickly 
back. 

"Beastly damned ocean, Fenwick," 
commented Wilton cheerfully. 

"Aye," agreed the navigator. "Knock
ing about here month on month like a 
blooming fishing smack gets one. 'Twould 
be a plca.sing change to have to go in the 
tropics." 

"Not in this tin box. Pleasant enough 
at surface trim. Cooks the life out of a 
man underneath." 

The boat captain glanced at· his watch. 
"I'll have a bit of a nap now, Fenwick. 

Cheerio." 
The tall figure of the commander dis

appeared down the hatch. He tarried not 
to caution his navigator and the helms
man to keep sharp eyes, to call him in 
emergency. No necessity to direct either 
to ring a bell if he saw an.rthing. E-5'i 
had a tried and tested crew. Save for 
two new first class stokers. every man had 
been aboard the craft under Wilton for 
many months. 

The captain paused a moment to glance 
about the control room, where the clatter 
of the Diesels smothered all other sounds. 
Some one handed him a cup of cocoa and 
a biscuit which he leisurely consumed, 
then nJO\·ed forward. He walked care
fully so as not to disturb men sleeping in 
hammocks or stretched out on deck. 
Moments later he was asleep in the little 
ward room. 

Above. Fenwick lighted a pipe and 
paced back and forth across the narrow 
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bridge. The helmsman steered in silence. 
A faint arm of light moved across the 

eastern horizon. From right to left, from 
left to right the beam glided over its arc 
with a ghostly touch. 

"Fritz wastes a lot of current with his 
toy," grunted Fenwick. 

"Aye, sir," returned the helmsman. 
E-86 moved on toward the enemy's 

water. 
Wilton's instructions called for two 

days' patrolling along the enemy's coast 
and between specific parallels. They also 
warned him not to go on billet before 
9 :\.M. as a group of British destroyerS 
were conducting an operation during the 
night and might not be out of E-36' s area 
until that hour. 

-

r;; AT A QUARTER of eight 
Wilton spotted several faint, 
penciled lines in the glare of the 
risingsun. Twelveminuteslater 

a half-dozen vessels were visible two points 
on the port bow. Possibly the British 
surface craft returning; more likely enemy 
vessels running from them. No difference. 
A submarine was a submarine to friend 
or enemy and all looked alike from shelling 
distance. Surface fighters were prone to 
start shooting quick. Recognition sig
nals could not be relied upon in une:t
pected meetings. 

Wilton frowned sharply. Fenwick re
garded his captain questioningly. 

Friend or enemy, the ships blurred in 
the glaring morning sun were coming on 
full ahead. They had sighted the sub
marine. 

Wilton reached for the Klaxon button. 
A warning blared out through the bowels 
of the boat. 

"We"Jl have to dive," he jerked to 
Fenwick. "Diving stations!'' 

Eery shouts that were responses to his 
orders floated up from below. 

The helmsman screwed the magnetic 
compass lid hard home, unshipped the 
gyrop repeater and scuttled below to con
tinue his steering in the control room. 

Fenwick ducked down with a stool, his 
glasses and sextant. 

With a hurried sweep of the watery 
world about him, Wilton dropped down 
the hatch, closing the lid after him and 
screwing the strong back tight into 
JX)Sition. 

"All ready, sir," Sub-Lieutenant Sea
burn, the twenty year old second in com
mand, called out. 

"Righto." nodded Wilton. "Flood one 
and four." 

"Open one and four Kingstons and one 
and four main vents!" barked the sub
lieutenant, who, for aU his youth, was a 
master of his post. 

Hands bore down on the Kingston 
levers and on the vent valves. Coxswains 
were at the hydroplane and diving 
rudder wheels. 

More commands for flooding two and 
three. E-86 canted slightly forward. 

Air hissed in the vents; pipes hammered 
protestingly. 

"Ahead switch. Full fields." 
The leading torpedo man and another 

made and broke switches. 
The motors climbed up to their full 

JX)Wer with a rising hum that became a 
steady drone. The North Sea closed over 
E-36. 

".Eighty feet," called Wilton at the 
penscope. 

Down she started. 
"\Vhat's she carrying?" 
"Five degrees dive for'ard; five degrees 

rise aft, sir." 
Two coxswains glued tl1eir eyes on 

depth gages. The needles moved rapidly 
forward. Twenty-two--thirty-five-fifty 
-sixty. E-36 had not reached her depth 
when trouble began. 

"Helm jammed amidships, sir." 
"Scaburn! Oh,Seaburn!'' called Wilton. 

"Helm's jammed. Give it a look-see." 
"'Propellers approaching," sang out the 

man at the hydrophone. "Crossing from 
port to sta'b'rd, sir." 

Blam! 
Sca.burn and others aft were all but 

knocked from their feet. A line of light!! 
win ked out. The concussion within the 
steel shell was terrific. Ears buzzed and 
rnng. No shouts of excitement. 
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"Close," jerked \Vilton. "Right over 
the stern. Hundred and twenty." 

The diving wheels spun under the 
coxswains' hands. Deeper went E-36. 

"Steering gear apparently in order," 
reported Seaburn evenly. "I think the 
rudder post gland has tightened." 

Blam! Blaml 
Tvvo more reverberating shocks almost 

as severe as the first. 
Suddenly men rocked on their feet. 

E-36 struck fairly even bottom at one 
hundred and fifteen feet. 

"Never mind the steering gear," di
roctcd Wilton calmly. "Shut down 
everything. Determine if air"s escaping. 
Good guessers, the blighters, or we've got 
an air or oil leak." 

"Propellers nearing again," droned the 
hydrophone man, "from sta'b'rd to 
port." 

TJ1rce more explosions . On the second 
E-3G qui\·crcd violently. 

"Seam leaking for'ard, sir," came a 
voice. "Only slightly." 

The boat lay still and ghostly silent. 
Low conversation, coughs and scraping of 
feet against steel decking. No undue 
commotion. Occasionally a glance tGward 
the captain in the control room, standing 
with hands jammed in his side pockets 
composedly awaiting the outcome. 

"Like as not our oWn ruddy charges," 
commented he. 

"Aye," agreed Fenwick. "A blooming 
waste of the king's property. 

"Propellers dying out," droned the 
hydrophone man. 

A dirty faced engine room artificer, 
prone on the deck, raised on an elbow. 

"I say, Blinky," he addressed a mate. 
''I may sec that little Winchester miss 
again." 

"Aye? Doun't be too cocky. The 
scurvy rogues may be persistent. You 
cawn't tell." 

The cook picked his way to the control. 
room. 

"A bit of the pressed ham, sir, at noon?" 
queried he with the concern of an atten
tive hmd waiter for his client. 

''Highto, Jones," yawned Wilton. '"Pon 

my oath, I wish I were on a battleship. 
I'd have a grilled steak. This boiled egg 
and tinned diet is borcsome on the 
stomach. Anything, Jones, my man; 
anything." 

"No sound of propellers," called the 
hydrophone watch. 

"Good. How about the rudder post 
gland, Seaburn?" 

"I've got the jam.'' returned the sub4 
ordinate. "Be clear in a jiffy." 

"Good. 'Ve'U go up in half an hour." 
Wilton sauntered forward. He regarded 

the leak caused by one of the charges. 
"And I suppose the base crowd will 

grouse about fixing it. eh, Fenwick?" 
"Quite like them," returned Fenwick 

without a smile. "Quite like them.'' 

_tr;;'\\ THE MINUTES dragged by. � The command to diving sta

� tions, orders for blowing ta.nks, 
� and holding a depth of eighteen 
feet. The routine operation of bringing 
the craft up to observation depth. At 
this level the lowered periscope would be 
invisible just beneath the surface. 

"Eighteen feet," chanted a coxswain. 
"Eighteen feet." 

Wilton· pressed the switch and the long 
cylinder raised surfaceward. The thin 
brass tube that was the eye piece of the 
undcnmter creature reached up three 
feet above the hmving ocean. A tense 
moment, that, when the periscope goes 
up after a long time down in waters fre
quented by foes that may fly your own 
or the enemy's flag. Little talking now. 
Just undertones and sibilant whispers. 
Eyes of men at their stations shifted 
toward Wilton at the periscope. As the 
tube reached up to daylight they s..1.w his 
shoulders stiffen. There was a mo\'l .... 
ment of the muscles about his face. 

"Steer thirty!" he snapped succinctly. 
"Steady all. I'm ramming!" 

A U-boat's commander saw the English
man's periscope at the same instant and 
tried to throw himself out of the other's 
path. They were too close for torpedo 
range. Suicide would ha\'e been the fate 
of one had a lucky shot hit the other. 
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Square between the U-boat's periscopes 
E-36 struck. Men were thrown from their ' 
feet. The cook, with a pan of sliced 
meat, went clattering forward along the 
deck. The boat trembled, twisted slightly 
to one side. Her stem was deeply im
bedded in the German. 

Frantically the enemy blew his tanks 
to make surface before the rushing water 
drowned him. E-36' s nose lifted upward. 
Through the periscope Wilton saw the 
German's conning tower lift from the sea. 
Even as the hatch lid opened and a figure 
clambered out, Wilton counter struck. 

"Flood one and two ! Lively now! 
Lively !" 

Tons of ocean water surged into the 
forward tanks, and the weight bore down 
on the wounded German. Down, down, 
it sank. A second figure struggled from 
the hatch and wildly waved a white rag. 
Too late. The sea surged over the U
boat's conning tower. The man and 
cloth vanished in the boiling sea. E-36 
canted sharply forward. With her nega
tive buoyancy she started downward 
with the dying German. 

"Blow one and two!" barked Wilton as 
his own periscope sank beneath the waves. 

Air hissed through the manifold. There. 
was a gurgling and boiling in the pipes 
and tanks. Abruptly she slowed in her 
downward drop. A jarring and grating 
forward as her canted nose pulled free 
of the mortally wounded enemy. 

"Two leaks for'ard," called Seaburn. 
"Not serious ."  

"Good. Eighteen feet." 
E-36 went back up · to observation · 

depth. . · 

"The poor beggars," muttered Wilton, 
working at the eye piece. "Maybe we-can 
pick up the two that crawled out." 

"Eighteen feet," called the second 
• 

coxswain. 
Wilton swept the immediate horizon, 

first rapidly then slowly to pick up any
thing he had missed. 

He lowered the periscope. 
"Nothing in sight. Oil on the glass. "  

There was a weariness about him no,v. 
Breaking out of a bottle of champagne 

was a customary rite when a torpedo got 
home and decreased the enemy's number 
by one destroyer, cruiser or other fighting 
craft. 

"How about it, Fenwick? A bottle?" 
"Proper, I suppose, sir." 
"I suppose. Call Seaburn." 
A cork popped. In silence the three 

raised their glasses and drained the 
sparkling liquid. 
. "Dammit," ejaculated Wilton with as 
much emotion as his subordinates ever 
·saw from him. "Different, you know, 
binking them with a fish. 'Twouldn't 
bother me if I had not seen those poor 
beggars crawling out. Makes one r�lize 
there's men in there just the same as 
here." 

"Aye," agre�d Fenwick. "A bit of 
luck he's not breaking out a bottle instead 
of us. Eh, Sea'burn?" 

"Quite right," agreed the youthful 
second in command. 

Noon two days later. Sullen gray seas 
with petulant whitecaps curled in every 
direction. E-36 slipped along with the 
run of the seas. The wind \vhipped up 
pieces of ocean and showered it down on 
the three figures huddled on the conning 
tower bridge. A thick gray mist hung 
over the surging water and hemmed in 
the whitecapped world. It shut off from 
vision anything two miles distant, and 
thereby permitted E-36 to thump along 
on her Diesels and charge her bat-

• 

tertes. 
"Hello !" ejaculated Wilton to himself 

more than to the others on the bridge. 
He leaned forward and his eyes bored into 
the mist straight ahead. 

Fenwick and the helmsman saw it, too. 
A dull outline of a sizable surface craft. 
It was too thick to ascertain the stranger's 
nature from their distance. 

Wilton reached for the telegraph. The 
Diesels stoppe�. 

"Diving stations !" 
Mechanically the helmsman unshipped 

his gear, secured the compass lid and 
scurried down the. hatch. Behind him 
scuttled Fenwick and Wilton. 

E-36 \Vas hanging on by her vents ready 
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for a quick descent. She was under water 
in no time. 

"We'll hold course and have a look 
about in five minutes," said the captain 
mattcr-of-factly. ''Flood the tubes, Sea
burn," he added. 
A quick hissing sound in the airlines; 

a subdued gurgling as water from the fore
trim tanks shot in around the torpedoes 
ready for unleashing at an instant's 
notice. 

''}'iring tanks charged, sir," came Sub
Lieutenant Seaborn's voice from fonvard. 
"Tubes flooded." 

"High to." Wilton rested a hand on the 
periscope elevating device. He glanced 
at tbe coxswains. ''Eighteen feet-and 
steady," cautioned be. "Have a care 
now." 

NO HASTE, no noise, no ner
vousness. Hands rested on 
wheels aud vah'es with steady 
lQuch. No excitement in the 

glances lifted toward the tall man at the 
periscope: only a quiet confidence in the 
faces of the men who knew their captain 
would do the right thing. 
Slowly the periscope stole upward. In· 

tcntly Wilton held his eyes to the glass. 
Out of the corner of his mouth flowed a 
string of comments and orders. 

''Freighter. Half ahead. Norwegian 
flag. Steer forty. Going to slop him for 
a look--see. Prepare for surface action." 

Moments later E--36 rose thrcc·quarters 
of a mile away on the port bow of the 
vesseL Certain neutrals were suspected 
of carrying forbidden commodities de-
signed for German use. Successful de-
liveries brought rich reward to their 
owners and masters. \Vilton would de-
termine just what this one's business was. 

Out of the submarine's hatch clambered 
a sailor with a pair of flags. 

"Stop for boarding. Send me a OOat," 
Wilton directed the signaler. The flags 
slashed up and down, spelling out the 
words. 

The ansv.·er was a flash of fire from the 
forv.·ard deck of the freighter. Simul· 
tancously the Norwegian flag came down 

and the German ensign went up. A sec
tion of innocent appearing housing had 
collapsed to the foredeck, lca.Ying two 
long muzzled guns in open sight. Those 
on the bridge and little foredeck of E--36 
saw figures hustling about their breeches. 
Two more flashes. 

The first "shell screamed through the 
air well over the submarine. The second 
pair barely cleared her. '1\vo ugly 
fountains of water shot upward. 

Daited! A trap! 
Wilton leaped to the Klaxon button. 

Those clustered around the deck gun and 
on the conning tower bridge had antici
pated his command, and were scurrying 
below before the order to submerge was 
entirely out of Wilton's mouth. 

Hatches clanged sbut. 
"Take her down! Flood the auxiliary. 

Quick!" 
An eternity before the submarine's 

back was swallowed by the sea. A shell 
ripped through the superstructure abaft 
the conning tower. Just as the tower 
itself started down there came a blinding 
flash, a sudden reck of explosh'es, a surg· 
ing rush of water. Struggling under the 
drenching stream and choking from 
powder ga.s, men got home the inner 
hatch. 

A sailor with a bleeding arm was as· 
sisted forward. 

"Propellers approaching," sang out the 
man at the hydrophone. "Small boat, I 
think." 
Almost overhead now. 
/Jlum! Half of the lights went out. 
With the suddenness of filling tanks 

and the lost buoyancy from a flooded 
conning tower, E-36 plunged rapidly . .  
Water cascaded through a half dozen 
small leaks. 

"For'ard plane jammed at hard down," 
called out a coxswain. 

''Ten degrees down by the stern," sang 
out another. 

"Sixty fcet-seYenty-sC\'Cnty-five-
eighty," announced the depth gage reader 
with a slightly rising note in each suc
ccssi ve reading. 

Another depth bomb shook the under-
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water craft. She went deeper by the 
stern, though her general plunge was 
halted. Next came the report that the 
compressed air service aft had failed. 
Engine room men struggled with it. 

"Get every man \Vho can be spared 
for'ard," directed Wilton. He next 
ordered more water in the fonvard tanks, 
and full ahead on motors. 

The boat leveled off and momentarily 
held her depth. Water was coming in at 
an alarming rate from the pressure on 
leaks, most of which were overhead. A 
matter of minutes and E-36 would be 
leadened down beyond a point of rising 
through blowing. 

"Have to go up," snapped Wilton. 
"It's fight or drown. "  

He ordered blowing of the required 
tanks. E-36 broke surface. Barely 
visible two miles away was the steamer; 
a half mile off was a large motor launch 
at that moment heading for them at top 
speed. · 

E-36 had a machine gun aboard for use 
in any chance meeting with a Zeppelin. 
Seaburn and a sailor hurried it out on 
deck. 

T ac-a-tac-tac . . . . 

The little weapon spat a stream of lead 
and steel toward the charging launch. 
On, on it came. Flashes of fire darted 
from its prow. Its German crew had a 
small gun firing a deadly little explosive 
shell. One struck with a reverberating 
metallic crash. Others kicked up little 
geysers of water on both sides of the 
submarine. 

Wilton ,himself leaped to the sub
marine's deck gun. Coolly he trained 
the weapon on the speeding boat. He 
could see men working with a brace of 
depth bombs on the rear deck of the 
small craft. · 

"Fire !" 
The cannon jumped back on its recoil. 
In a volcano of water and smoke the 

motor boat ceased to be. Half of it 
floated for a part of a minute, then van
ished below the surface. Several figures 
struggled around a knot of wreckage. 

· "Engines !" commanded Wilton. "Three 

hundred revs. If he hasn't got another 
boat we've got a chance." 

The mist shut off the freighter and E-36 
was alone, ploughing westward. 

If she had not been forced to leg it for 
home on Diesels it is doubtful if her com
mander would have sighted the half sub
merged wreckage of a bombing hydro
plane just before night. Two figures 
could be seen on � the top wing, feebly 
trying to signal. 

"Maybe they're our people; · maybe 
Germans," spoke Wilton. "No difference. 
Got to pick them up." 

Two hours later when darkness had 
brought comparative safety to E-86. 
banging along on her engines, Wilton 
picked his way forward to the little niche 
designated as the ward room. 

Two members of the Royal Flying 
Corps, whose vitality and spirits had 
come back under warm blankets, dry 
clothes and generous slugs of king's issue 
rum, were recounting experiences of their 
calling in general and of their last eighteen 
hours in particular. 

"A proper straffing we gave the blight
ers," recounted the pilot. "One of their 
blooming mine sheds went all over 
Germany." 

"And how the rogues scattered when 
we opened with the Lewis," went on the 
other. "We knocked them over like nine 
pins." 

"Quite so, quite so," added his com
panion. "That's how they put us do\vn. 
Too low, and they blasted a porthole in 
one of our petrol tanks. We hoped we 
could make a landing near a British sur
face ship. Damned decent of you to 
coine along." He grinned at Wilton. 

"Dingey, here," went on flyer No. I ,  
"has the strangest habit of tossing trifles 
down on Fritz. Whenever we're going 
out he takes along old bottles, bricks or 
shoes. This time he forgot his extras. 
Can you guess what he did?" 

Wilton smiled and shook his head. 
"Took off his blooming boots and 

heaved them over. Positively swears he 
bin ked a fat German with one." 

For a half hour Wilton listened to the 
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pair recite experiences. He said little. 
Over his face came a discontented dismal 
look that grew deeper as they talked on. 
He glanced at his watch and said some
thing about going up on the bridge again. 
He turned to his sub-lieutenant. 

"Seaburn," muttered he, "you and I 
are a pair of doddering asses. Really, we 
are." He motioned toward the rescued 
fliers. "These chaps arc in the war 
proper. All the excitement a man needs, 
a clean bed, baths and all that every day. 
1'\'C a brother in the cavalry. He sees 
things, too. A downright donkey I was 
to take submarines when [ could have 
stayed on battleships! And you-you 
too chose this tin can service." 

"Aye," agreed Scaburn soberly. "I 
didn't know better. 'Pon my word, sir, 
it's getting me, too." 

The aviator pilot shifted about on 
Wilton's bunk. 

He took in the cramped, noisy tunnel 
that was the inside of E-30. 

''Getting you?" repeated he with a 
glance that swept both navy men. "You 
mean-nerves?'' 

"Bless me-no!" exploded Wilton, ris
ing to go aft to the control room. "No, 
not that. It's the blooming monotony of 
the thing. Eh, Seaburn?" 

The subordinate nodded. 
"Exactly, sir. Exactly." 
Whereupon the flying man gasped. 

FORETELLING THE WEATHER 
BY WILD LIFE 

By HARRY P. WHITE 

WHEN you hear kildees calling at 
night or see them circling around 
and uttering their vociferous call 

the \\Ofather will change in less than 
twenty.four hours. 

When you sec blacksnakes moving 
during the summer it portends rain. 

Trecfrogs arc accurate barometers. 
They will feel a change of a degree in 
humidity and start up their croaking. 

During the winter, if you see crows in 
large flocks flying high and heading for 
their roosts early in the afternoon, look 
out for colder weather and high winds. 

When you sec juncos and sparrows in 

large numbers busily feeding look out for 
sleet or snow. 

If while out hunting you jump a great 
many hares from their forms the next 
day will most surely be a rainy one. 

If �ou hear night herons calling during 
the mght or see the great herons flying 
from one pond to another you may expect 
a long period of rainy weather. 

Horned owls calling in daytime indi· 
cates a change of weather-rain or snow. 

The day before a snowstorm, if hunting, 
you will find much more game, especially 
quail. They are busy feeding; they know 
what is coming. 



WE WHITE MEN 
A Story of Siam 

By CLARK BROCKMAN 

N A I  YON DA A L A ll <; O N  his handsome face as he stepped into -:.ne 
walked down the narrow hall room. Without a moment's hesitation he 
on the third Hoor of the Grcut sclcdcd the armchair before the window
Swatow Rice House, the Jar- the chair which was a full inch higher than 

gest Chinese hotel in Bangkok. He paused the other two, the chair which indicated 
before Room 16 and knocked-two quick that its occupant was of SUj>C(ior mnk to 
mps with his knuckles, a single rap, then all others in the room. 
a dull thud with his wrist. There was no He had been waiting but a few minutes 

A smile of satisfaction lighted when he heard a furti\"e step in the halL 
]:10 
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'I'hc door knob moved. Nai Yon straight
ened himself quickly. When the door 
opened he was nonchalantly studying his 
polished nails. 

A Siamese official stepped hurriedly 
into the room. At first glance the official 
gave the impression of being a yellOw 
Napoloon. but closer observation dissi
pated the illusion. He was a man of forty, 
the contour of whose form and features 
did resemble those of the great Bona
parte, but his rotund body was soft from 
high living. 

Dark circles hung under his piercing 
black eyes. He was dressed in the con
ventional white military coat and blue 
silk panung of a Siamese gentleman. A 
wide black hand on his left arm indicated 
that he was still in mourning for the late 
king. Clamped to the edge of his pocket 
was the gold emblem of a life member of 
the Siamese Red Cross. 

A dark frown swept over the fea.tures 
of the official. Nai Yon continued the in
spection of his nails for a moment before 
glancing up. As he suspected, the man 
in the doonvay was Pia Grude, one of the 
most important noblemen in the kingdom, 
one of the favorites of the late king, the 
leader of the opposition to the new rCgime. 
Nai Yon nodded with exaggerated casual
n..,. 

Beneath his calm exterior his every 
nerve was tense. Nai Yon knew that he 
was playing a dangerous rOle. He was 
snubbing his greatest benefactor for the 
one thing he desired more than wealth 
and comfort-respect. He wanted to be 
treated as a white man is treated. 

N ai Yon appeared to be a tall, well 
built Spaniard in his early thirties, but he 
was Eurasian-Eurasian in a part of the 
world where a half caste is an outcast. In 
fact, he could not justly claim to be e\·en 
a halfcaste. His father's genealogy . led 
back through devious puths in u hundred 
seaports and e\·en his mother was half 
Chinese and half Siamese. 

His advantag�. his opportunities, had 
been nil. But in him had cropped out 
that indomitable pride of Old Captain 
Manuel-captain Manuel da Alar!:On of 

Pizarro's army. He had lifted himself by 
his boot straps until he was able to make a 
comfortable though questionable living. 
He carried himself like a graduate of 
Sandhurst. His head caught that 
haughty poise which the British consul 
general had made famous in Bangkok. 
He spoke with a British accent. Many of 
his ilk envied him, called him successful. 

Yet Nai Yon had stinted himself, had 
been almost miserly. For twelve years he 
had been struggling toward a goal. That 
goal was SingajXIre-SingaJXtre, where he 
could be a respected citizen; Singapore, 
where with enough money he could make 
a good start; Singapore, where Ka.m Koo, 
the Euro.l.Sian girl he had loved since 
childhood, was waiting for him. 

But Singapore was a means to an end. 
What he wanted most was respect, self
respect and the respect of others. Pia 
Grude had furnished him money. Prac
tically every satang of Nai Yon's consider
able bank account had come from him. 
The one thing he had never received from 
Pia Grude was respect. The official 
treated him with the same condescension 
which he would bestow on any Eurasian. 
Before each interview Nai Yon had de
termined to assert himself, lost courage at 
the last moment, failed. This time he had 
screwed his courage to the sticking point. 

Pia Crude's actions seemed to indicate 
that he did not notice Nai Yon's impu
dence, but the first word he uttered 
brought Nai Yon to his feet. Pia Grude 
had used "tan", the pronoun used only to 
inferiors. 

Before Nai Yon had time to retort a 
Chinese menial entered the room, bowed 
obsequiously to Pia Crude, placed on the 
table a bottle of Haig and Haig, four 
bottles of soda and two glasses, bowed 
again to Pia Crude, backed to the door 
and closed it behind him. Nai Yon had 
been co

'
mpletely ignored. It cut his 

hypersensitive pride to the quick. 
A faint smile toyed with the heavy lips 

of the nobleman. He tore the foil from 
the bottle. 

"Lock it," he said, indicating the door 
with a decisive jerk of his bullet-like head. 
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As Nai Yon hesitated he drew a large 
roll of bills from his pocket. The crisp 
notes curled and twisted on the polished 
table as though they were ali\·e. 

Nai Yon stared at them. shrugged his 
shoulders, sighed. His Sandhurst atti
tude was noticeably absent as he walked 
to the door. He was turning the key when 
he had a feeling that something was 
wrong. He turned quickly to find that 
Pia Grude had slipped his plump figure 
into the armchair. Nai Yon sco\\·led, 
thrust his hands into his pockets and 
leaned against the door as though he in
tended to stand during the interview. 

The official appeared to ignore him. He 
poured the drinks. then counted two 
thousand ticals with quiet deliberation. 
He indicated a chair ·with a graceful 
gesture of his plump ring bedecked hand. 

"Sit down," he said with seeming cor
diality. 

Nai Yon had noted every curl of each 
crisp note. He realized that Pia Crude 
was planning something of importance. 
Two thousand ticals would bring him 
materially nearer his goal. He decided 
that the wisest plan was to listen to the 
official's proposal, shrugged his shoulders 
again and dropped into the chair indi
cated. 

Pia Grude raised his glass. 
"To the late king-he was a real man !" 
Nai Yon raised his glass without 

enthusiasm, but drank thirstily. 
Pia Grude poured a stiffer drink for him 

before saying-
"That is advance payment on the ten 

thousand-" " 
Nai Yon caught his breath. Ten thou

sand ticals! With what he had saved it 
would be enough, enough to get his start 
in Singapore. 

Pia Grude had paused. He con
tinued-

"It is advance payment on the ten 
thousand I will give you when the little 
service is completed." 

The nobleman watched Nai Yon's 
hungry eagerness. The Eurasian leaned 
forward, his eyes shining. his hands 
moving nervously. He made as if to take 

the money. Pia Grude plaCed his clwbby 
hand heavily on the pile of bills. 

"Wait," he said. 
Nai Yon drained his glass. 
The nobleman's eyes narrowed. 
· "Let me tell you how you are t.o earn 

the money. You have been asked to act 
as interpreter for the American photog
mpher. Tomorrow the king will ask 
him to go to Chiengmai to take a cinema 
of the new white cleplm.nt. It. secmll that 
his Majesty and l\lr. }�in ley were (juite in
timate in Europe. You arc to agree to 
go. Before you return the white calf 
must die. That is all. The eight thou
sand will be waiting for you when you re
turn." He shoved the pile of bills across 
the table. 

Slowly Nai Yon withdrew his hand. 
As he stared silently at the table his 
shoulders bent as if under some heavy 
weight. His head dropped fon\'ard unl il 
he lifted his forearm and rum pled his 
thick black hair with his fingers. Abruptly 
he stood up, shot a glance at the official, 
then paced the narrow floor. 

"You hesitate?" queried Pia Grudc in 
dulcet tones. "Your life's ambition 
gained for the killing of a mere elephant !'' 

''He's not a mere elephant. He's a 
god! His birth shows that Buddha ap
pron$ of the new king. He's the repre
sentative of Buddha. Some say he is the 
Buddha himself!" 

"Mau!" sneered the official. 
''Oh. I'm not fool enough to believe it. 

but the people in Bangkok haw &'One 
wild over the birth of this calf. The new 
king is extremely popular in spite of what 
you-and I," he added quickly, "think 
about him. The people bclim·e that 
Prince Assadang did not want the throne 
but took it because he was told it was his 
patriotic duty. Up there in the jungle 
the calf is in truth a god. One suspicion 
of what I was doing and it would meah 
the finish, as far as I am concerned." 

He stood with his hands on the table 
and leaned forward. His eyes held those 
of the official. 

"And furthermore, Pia Grude, I do not 
imagine for a moment that the killing of 
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the calf ends the matter. You are still 
planning to get your clique into power 
again. After the white elephant, it will 
be the king himself!'' 

"So you are one of them!" sneered the 
nobleman. "You desert the standard of 
his late Majesty! You would have this 
invalid brother usurp the throne!" 

"I have no love for the new king," 
growled Nai Yon. "It is not that. You 
know it. To do as you wish is suicide. I 
am not ready Jor such a step. Not yet!" 

"Then you refuse?" 
"Under the circumstances, yes." 
Pia Grude lea.ncd back in his chair. He 

spoke as if to himself. 
".Many people would be glad to know 

why the Chow Luang died so suddenly." 
' 'I killed him for you," blurted Nai Yon. 
"You can prove nothing while I can 

prove anything," continued Pia Grude 
casually. "Before the late king's death 
the raja nee lost some \'aluable jewelry." 

"llut you have it-at least I gave it to 
you. You planned the robbery." 

"You can prove nothing. I can prove 
anything. Your word is not worth the 
dirt scraped from the hind foot of a 
pariah dog." 

NAI YON dropped into his 
chair, helped himself to four 
fingers of whisky and swallowed 
it neat. Pia Grudc watched 

him with steady black eyes. 
"You will kill the white elephant. The 

people in the jungle will be led to believe 
that he was killed by the spirit of the 
camera. The rest of the country will 
know--o-r be made to know-that his 
death shows the disfavor of Buddha. 
Should the king: die suddenly it will be 
further proof of Buddha's disfavor. There 
is the money." J 

''l will have nothing to do with a plot 
against the life of the king." Nai Yon 
spoke with unmistakable conviction. 

Pia Grude leaned over the table and 
shook a chubby finger at the Eurasian. 

''I don't want you to have anything to 
do with it. That has been arranged. 
You will still be in the jungle when it 

happens." His soft voice changed to a 
snarl. "But if you return without killing 
the white elephant you will be forced into 
things which will throw suspicion on you 
-more than suspicion!" he added sig· 
nificantly. "There's the money. You will 
probably leave tomorrow. Collect what 
implements you need. I leave it entirely 
in your hands. Choo will go as your 
assistant. You might employ him as 
cook. I told him to rejXlrt to you at 
midnight for instructions." 

Pia Grude unlocked the door, peered 
out cautiously and closed the door noise
lessly behind him. 

Nai Yon sat as one stunned. He had 
dreamed that Singapore was within sight 
but had awakened to find death staring 
him in the face. He hated the very 
thought of death. He was terrified by the 
great unknown. 

He cursed the accident of his birth. He 
cursed himself. He cursed the evil fate 
that had made him a tool" of these regi· 
cides. Beneath his crust of pride and 
egotism he knew that he was a tool. 
Struggle, object, curse as he might, he 
was still the servant-the slave, Pia 
Grude's threat had not been an empty 
boast. He, Nai Yon, could be jailed, 
executed or murdered and it would be a 
mere incident in the official's daily rou
tine. 

Nai Yon had been sitting at the table 
with his head in his hands. He threw 
his arms above his head, his fists clenched. 
From his lips came the cry: 

''I'm white! By God, J'm white! That 
nigger can't do it! The nigger can't!" 

Gradually the indisputable facts in the 
situation took on their relative imjXlr
tance. He might kill the white calf and 
fool the jungle people. He could not fool 
Pia Grudc. To attempt to expose the plot 
would be useless. He knew his word was 
worth nothing. 

Under the circumstances the advisable 
plan was to poison the calf, collect his 
money and get to Singapore without de
lay. It was the lesser of the two risks and 
offered the greater reward. 

But de..o.th at the hands of the jungle 



IS4 CLARK BROCKMAN 

people would be cruel. He would have to phant, he believed, would not taste it as 
devise a scheme that would fool them. the banana would not be thoroughly 
He poured himself another drink, pulled chewed and the loosely filled rubber tube 
a piece of paper and a pencil from his would probably hold until the thread dis
pocket and concentrated on the problem solved. 
before him. He would have to fool the Nai Yon was dreaming of the life he 
elephant as well as the natives. Later he would lead in Singapore when a soft voice 
realized that he would have to fool close to his car &1.id-
Finley too. "Mah liuo, 1 have come." 

Finally he hit upon a plan which he Thcunexpccted \'Oiccalrnostbroughtthe 
believed would succeed. To make doubly Eurasian from his chair, but his spasm of 
certain, he determined to try it on a fear lasted for only the fraction of a 
young elephant before he tried to poison socond. Grasping his long heavy ruler. 
the white calf. He wrote on the paper he rose slowly. Not until he had at
a list of the things he needed, picked up taincd his Sandhurst posture, not until 
the bottle which still contained some of his head had· as.•mmed that haughty tilt, 
the golden liquid and left the hotel. It did he turn upon the man who had spoken. 
was after eleven. He would have to It was Choo, known to his intimates as 
hurry. The Shadow. 

It was only a few blocks to the socond Nai Yon was not a bully of the worst 
hand shops. He first bought a set of the description. but his subconscious mind 
slender, peculiarly curved paring knives realized that here wns a fellow before 
which Siamese ladies use in carving fruit whom he could play tile white man. His 
and vegetables into the shapes of flowers soul craved the chance to pay some one 
when they are preparing for a feast. He in the coin with which he would have 
then purchased a dozen yellow rubber liked to settle his score with Pia Grude. 
tubes which were made for balloons. At Choo cringed. He shifted the big wad 
a drug store he purchased two packages of betel nut, lime and tobacco so that it 
of a new surgeon's thread which dissolvL'<i bulged the hollow check on the other side 
in a few hours. At a fruit store he pur- of his face. Some of the brick red juice 
chased a dozen bananas, then called on oozed from the corner of his ugly, mis
the proprietor of an opium den ncar the shapen mouth. Even as he cringed his 
covered bridge. Nai Yon knew him well attitude was one or supple grace. From 
and had no difficulty in getting all the infancy he had been trained to take 
little lead tubes he desired. female parts in /aeons. He was well built 

He returned to his furnished room in in a delicate way with the shapely arms 
an old two-story residence at the end of and legs of a girL His hands were slender, 
the blind alley which joins New Road his fingers tapered. He had been a 
just below Nai Lert's, turned on the favorite withthe rabble inthe pit until his 
electric light, placed his purchases on his � hideous mouth had lost him even their 
desk and· pulled down tbe shades. undiscriminating support. The noiseless 

With one of the little knives he care- glide with which he had made so many 
fully cut a plug of irregular shape from a applauded entrances and exits had gained 
banana. With another he made a deep him the sobriquet of The Shadow. 1\Iany 
cavity in the center, filled one of the of his new associates in the underworld 
balloons with as much water as could be hnew him by no other name. 
held in two of the lead tubes. tieR the But Nai Yon knew him well and hated 
open end with the surgeon's thread and him. He was the personification of all 
worked it gently into the cavity. He that Nai Yon was trying to live down. 
then replaced the plug and smiled with The Eurasian spoke with the vehemence 
evident satisfaction. of an outraged clerk in a British store. He 

He was sure it would work. The cle- even garbled his Siamese. 
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"Offspring of generations of fathers and 
mothers of mangy pariah dogs-face like 
the heel of a foot-how dare you sneak in 
on a gentleman? Have I not told you to 
knock before entering my room? Have I 
not ordered you to wear shoes when 
working for me?'' 

He slashed the ruler across the native's 
back. Tl1e O\'Crt act of authority went to 
his head like drink. He was crazed by his 
lust for respect. The ruler flashed with 
repeated strokes. Before the Eurasian 
was through the native was bleeding 
about the head and his thin cotton jacket 
had been all but torn from his back 

Nai Yon stood up panting. 
"Now, do you know how to treat a 

gentleman?" he demanded. 
Choo was the personification of brow

beaten servility. 
"Krahp--yes," he whined. 
Nai Yon ·cursed in English after the 

British mode of profanity. Not until he 
had completely unburdened his soul did he 
give Choo his instructions. 

''Buy a third class ticket forChicngmai. 
Find out what train we are taking and 
board it. Don't speak to me until I 
r-ecognize you. Go.! Wait! If you are 
not wearing shoes the next time I see 
you, you will never come back from the 
jungle. Now, get out !" 

Chao seemed to glide across the floor. 
The door appeared to open before his 
hand touched the knob. He was gone 
without a sound. 

Nai Yon stood long before the mirror 
of his chiffonier. He was proud of him
self. At least one "nigger" had learned 
some respect for white men. 

.,. Finley, the American news reel 
� .. ·- THE NEXT evening Albert J. 

� ; photographer, dropped his ()ne 
hundred and forty pounds upon 

the soft cushions of his first class com4 
partment. 

"An excellent dinner, Nai Yon. And to 
think that we ate it in a modern dining 
car in the jungles of Siam!" 

He pulled his cigaret case from his 
pocket and offered it to the Eurasian. 

Nai Yon helped himself, flashed his 
pocket lighter and held it for Finley. It 
was the fifthcigaret Finley had offered him 
since they had started their trip--the fifth 
cigarct in the course of a single afternoon. 
And Finley had accepted two from him. 
For the first time in his life Nai Yon 
knew what it was to have a white man 
treat him as an equal; not only as an 
equal but u.s a friend. 

In Siam the offering of a cigaret is an act 
of the utmost significance. It is a bid for 
friendship. Nai Yon did not suspect for 
a moment that it meant nothing to Finley, 
that Finley probably did not realize he 
was doing it. � ai Yon was hungry for 
friendship, statving for want of friend
ship. He responded wholeheartedly. 

Finley had done more than offer him 
cigarets. He had invited Nai Yon to 
dinner. The Eurasian would never forget 
that invitation. Already he could repeat 
it in Finley's short, crisp manner with 
just the trace of an American twang. 
Some day when he was socially accepted 
he would phrase his invitation as Finley 
had phrased it. He repeated it for the 
hundredth time under his breath. "Let's 
eat." 

Since Finley had offered him the first 
cigaret Nai Yon had studied his every 
move. Although he had lived in Bangkok 
most of his life he knew nothing about 
Americans. Most of the Americans in the 
city were missionaries. They did not need 
interpreters and his questionable pursuits 
did not bring him in contact with them. 
To him it was a new breed of white man. 

He studied every detail of Finley's ap
pearance; his blond hair, his blue eyes, his 
delicate, aristocratic features, his slight 
build. He nOted that Finley did not wear 
shorts, that he wore a white sack suit and 
not one cut on military lines. He noted 
that Finley spoke with a decisive crispness 
which was almost abrupt, that he was 
interested in everything, that he never 
stopped asking questions although many 
of the questions showed an almost child
ish ignorance of things Siamese. 

He noted that Finley was not ashamed 
to show his enthusiasm for the progress 
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Siam was making and that he spoke in 
glowing terms of things at which other 
white men had scoffed. His vocabulary 
was quite different. Nai Yon tried to 
remember the different words but they 
came too fast for him, 

When they arrived in Chicngmai luck 
seemed to be using her good graces in 
Nai Yon's behalf. The governor had 
made arrangements for them to spend a 
day in the city and overtake the curriers 
at Ban Pin the following night. That 
gave Nai Yon a day to experiment with 
his poison on an elephant calf Choo had 
located soon after their arrival. l�inley 
had agreed to employ Choo as cook, 
which assured Nai Yon of Thc ·Shadow's 
help on the trip. 

Nai Yon was so elated he invited Finley 
to take some pictures of the calf, as that 
would make the test conditions almost 
identical with those under which he would 
have to work with the white elephant and 
would make more plausible the story he 
would tell about the spirit in the camera 
killing the calf. }�inley was eager to go. 

Nai Yon spent a good part of the night 
preparing his bananas, rose early to get 
the carriers started and then called for 
Finley at the residence of William Smyth, 
the florid and burly manager' of the 
Farther India Teak Corporation, with 
whom Finley was staying. They drove to 
the village near which the elephants were 
foraging. Nai Yon found a guide. 

A half hour's walk along a trail through 
dense jungle brought them to the bank of 
a stream. They could hear the cracking 
and crashing of green branches before 
they saw the elephants. The mot�r was 
feeding at the edge of a clearing which 
offered sufficient light for Finley to take 
his pictures. Without stopping for Fin
Icy to choose his position Nai Yon hurried 
forward. 

"Is the mother vicious?" asked Nai 
Yon. 

"No," the guide assured him. "She is 
quite used to having people feed the calf. 
The interest in elephant calves seems to 
have taken a great jump since the white 
elephant was born. Even this dark calf 

has been stuffed until his owner feared 
that he would be killed. Tha.t is why he 
sent the mother and calf .out here to. the 
jungle. Few people come out here to see 
him." 

Nai Yon pulled the paper from his half 
dozen bananas and on"crcd one to the 
baby elephant. The calf took it in his 
trunk, turned it awkwardly until it 
reached his mouth. then ate it hungrily. 
Nai Yon offered him another and an
other. The gears of the cam em clicked 
rhythmically as Finley made his tests. 
The calf ate another-four. 1\"ai Yon 
could hardly disguise his excitement. 
His plan was obviously succeeding! 

''.Let me feed him," cn.lled Finley. 
Cold shivers ran up Nai Yon's spine. 

He could not let Finley touch the bananas. 
The holes had been made with the great
est of care but that was tempting Pro\"i
dence too far. He offered the fifth one 
before the calf had finisiJCd the fourth. 
The young elephant took it in hi!! trwtk, 
dropped it as he tried to shove it into his 
mouth. He fumbled for it, could not get 
it off the ground. .Finley was already 
across the clearing. 

''Let me give him the last one." 
"No! A-ah-uh-get back please! 

These elephants are not used to white 
men. The mother might become fright
ened · and charge you. Please stand 
back!" 

'"Don't be foolish!" Finley wa.s ob
viously annoyed. ""Let me give him the 
last one." 

"But it's true, sir. These animals arc 
friendly enough to natives, but they are 
suspicious of white men." 

Nai Yon spOke hurriedly. He had for
gotten his British accent. 

"But you look as much like a white man 
as I do." 

Nai Yon's jaw dropped. He was a 
white man. For years he had been fight
ing to prove that very point. He had 
convinced himself that he wa.s reaJly 
white. Could he renounce his blood C\'en 
in this emergency? Could he claim to be 
native? Could he tell Finley, thi.'l man 
who had treated him like an equal, this 
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white man who in two short da.}s had 
become his ideal. could he tell him that he 
was native? Yet could he run the risk of 
letting Finley know that he was poison
ing the calf? 1f he did, when the white 
elephant died Finley would undoubtedly 
put two and two together. And Finley 
was the king's personal friend. 

'Tm part nati,•e," he exclaimed in 
despcmtion. 

Immediately he regretted it. If he had 
only had time to think he could have 
found some way out of the dilemma. 

.. Give me the banana," demanded 
Finley. 

"I'm afraid!" Nai Yon held the 
banana to the calf, who took it. He stood 
up facing Finley. "I was afraid you 
might be hurt." 

Finley growled-
" I can take care of myself." 
They rode back to the city in silence. 
That afternoon l�inley developed his 

film and went to the club with Smyth. 
Nai Yon returned to his room in a 
Chinese hotel and waited-waited for 
news of the calf. Choo had employed one 
of his former colleagues to watch for the 
results of the test. Nai Yon dared not 
leave his room. As the hours dragged by 
it assumed the nature of a cell. He was 
incarcerated until this man came with the 
news which would release him-release 
him either elated or discouraged. But he 
had to know the outcome before he left 
for the jungle. 

· 

He feared that he had failed, yet every 
step in the hall brought back confidence, 
raised him to the point of elation until 
as the steps passed his door he sank 
into even greater depression. Finally he 
went to bed but could not sleep. He 
rolled and tossed. Each minute seemed 
an hour. 

IT WAS not until four o'clock 
that the steps stopped at his 
door. He held his breath. The 
two raps followed by a rap and 

a thud were made gently. He hurried to 
the door, opened it. 

A dark figure whispered: 

. .  The dark calf was ill at sunset. He 
died at midnight.'' 

Nai Yon pushed some money into the 
man's hand and closed the door. He was 
elated. His plan had succeeded. He 
pounded his fist into his open palm. 

''And it will succeed!" he muttered. 
At six o'clock he was at Smyth's resi

dence. Finley was waiting. They 
climbed into the car and were ready to 
ride to their horses at the end of the 
macadam road when an excited native 
rushed up. 

"Nai Smai, Nai Smai," he shouted to 
Smyth, ''they have killed the elephant. 
They killed the calf yesterday!" 

Nai Yon's heart stopped. The native 
continued his accusations. 

"What's the mutter?'' asked Finley. 
"The beggar claims that you killed his 

elephant yesterday . .  Poison, he says." 
The Britisher laughed. "Checrio! Good 
luck! I'll attend to this blighter." He 
turned to the driver. ''Bai-go!" 

The car rolled out of the compound. 
They rode to the end of the highway in 
silence. Instead of firing an interminable 
barrage of questions Finley hardly made a 
comment. Nai Yon wondered. Left 
alone with his thoughts, his guilty con
science. his fears, he was worried. He 
wondered if Pin ley suspected, if he knew, 
if one of the friends of the king had 
warned him. 

When they arrived at the end of the 
road the horses were ready. They rode 
on, again in silence. During the long hot 
day Finley appeared to be keenly inter
ested in everything but said nothing. 
Nai Yon was more worried. Did Finley 
know of his previous record? What did 
Finley think of his strange actions the 
morning before? Had the untimely arrival 
of the elephant's keeper started Pinley on 
that dangerous arithmetical problem of 
putting two and two together? Didn't 
the unnatural silence prove that Finley 
had changed his attitude toward him? 
After all, what was Finley thinking 
about? 

The last question was �rtially an
swered immediately after supper. They 
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had found the carriers at the temple in 
Ban Pin. It was an ancient building 
sitting in dilapidated grandeur on a high 
promontory which thrust itself into a 
sharp bend of a tributary of the Meping. 
The dense jungle crowded it close at the 
back, but the spacious courtyard in front 
of the temple was bare even of gmss and 
as flat as a table. The venerable palms 
which surrounded it and fringed the edge 
of the bluff raised their feathery heads 
high above the broken spire of the 
temple. A storm was brewing and across 
the river a wide bamboo grove rocked, 
wa\'ed and billowed in the breeze. The 
tufted heads of coconut palms floated like 
anchored buoys on the green liquid sur
face. 

Supper was ready when they arrived. 
They ate on a table in the courtyard. 
When the dishes had been cleared away 
Finley offered Nai Yon a cigaret, leaned 
across the table and said-

"Nai Yon, what's the real significance 
of a white elephant?" 

The question was so sudden, so unex
pected, Nai Yon had the sensation of 
being hit suddenly. He inhaled too 
deeply, gagged, began coughing. He 
could hardly speak. 

"Wh-what did you say?" 
''What is the real significance of a 

white elephant?" repeated Finley. ''Why 
is it important? How important is it? 
How did it get that way?" 

Nai Yon tried to persuade himself that 
the questions were natural enough .for a 
person who was visiting Siam for the 
first time, for a person who was on his 
way to take pictures of the elephant, but 
did not succeed. A man who was a friend 
of the king ought to get that information 
from the king himself or from some offi
cial in a position to speak with authority. 
Nai Yon felt almost certain that Finley 
had been told to watch him, that Fin
ley's former friendliness had been a mere 
gesture to gain his confidence. But Nai 
Yon was not ready to show his hand. He 
would stay in the game. 

"I will answer your last question first," 
he said. 

He tried to talk naturally as he had 
while answering Finley's other questions. 
As he spoke he studied the white man's 
every feature, looking for a sign which 
would tell more than words. 

"In ancient times the princes in this 
part of the world gained their reputa
tions in hand to hand combat much as 
the knights did in Europe. There was 
one marked difference. Their steeds were 
elephants. Each prince led his own army, 
met the opposing prince in single combat. 
The success of the day was usually de
cided by the outcome of this fight. 

''Of course much depended on the ele
phant. A good charger could often win 
the day for a poor fighter. To gain a 
psychological ad\·antage the chargers 
were decked out in the most hideous and 
fearful war paint. Anything unusual or 
unnatural was considered a tremendous 
advantage. For this reason a white ele
phant, no matter what his size, was sup
posed to be far superior to any other as a 
charger. 

"Their reputation became so great that 
no prince was satisfied until he had one. 
A prince often picked a quarrel with a 
neighbor for the sole purpose of taking 
his white elephant from him. The result 
was that any one who could keep a white 
elephant was by necessity more powerful 
than his neighbors. One of the kings of 
Siam styled himself The Master Of Five 
White Elephants. 

"Legends grew up around the white 
elephant. It  was said that a man was 
powerful because he owned the elephants, 
although in reality he owned the elephants 
because he was powerful. Some brilliant 
priest asserted �hat the white elephant 
was an omen from Buddha which showed 
that he approved of the king. 1\Iore 
legends arose. It was finally established 
that there would be a white elephant born 
in the kingdom every time a new king 
came to the throne if that new king had 
the approval of Buddha. Of course, in 
Siam a king must have the approval of 
Buddha. When Prince Assadang came 
to the throne he had to have a white 
elephant. Without it he might reign by 
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might, but never because of the loyalty of 
his subjt-'(:ts. I believe I have answered 
all three of your questions." 

FINLEY had listened intently, 
but betrayed none of the signs 
for which N ai Yon was watch
ing. 

"f imagine," he said, "that they take 
the greatest care of an animal that is so 
important to the welfare of the nation. It 
would be a calamity if anything should 
happen to it, would it not?" 

The American was disconcertingly inno
cent. l( he knew, or even suspected what 
was afOot, he was a supreme actor. Nai 
Yon could not telL but the questions were 
too pertinent to leave much room for 
doubt. Again N a.i Yon cursed Pia Grude, 
cursed the accident of his birth, cursed 
himself. He wanted to keep the respect 
of this white man, this first white man to 
treat him like a human being. But his life 
was at stake, and his life's ambition-a 
respectable life in Singapore with Kam 
Kco. He had to play the game through 
to the end. 

"No," he lied, "it would not be a 
calamity. The mortality among baby 
f'lephants is high. If it is the will of 
Buddha, the calf dies." 

"But if the calf is the mark of Buddha's 
favor, will the calf die?" 

"Do you believe, then, that this calf 
was sent by Buddha?" Nai Yon's in
credulity was sincere. 

The American laughed. 
"Of course not. But the people are 

Buddhist and, after all, they are the 
ones to consider. 1 do not suspect for a 
moment that the king believes in the 
tradition. I knew him when he was a 
student at the Sorbonne. He is a very 
intelligent man, but he must keep up the 
show to gain the confidence of his sub
jects. Changes, reforms must come 
slowly. If the people believe it, as far as 
they are concerned it is so." 

"Perhaps, but these 'niggers' are so 
superstitious, so ignorant, so terribly 
ignorant. They are impossible!" Nai Yon 
spoke with a bitterness which he felt, a 

bitterness greater C\'Cn than that of an 
intolerant European. 

"Not as bad as that,'' Finley chided. 
''They ha,·e a long way to go, but they are 
making astounding progress. I. for one, 
will not believe that they are impossible. 
I am determined to do anything I can to 
assist the king to carry out his plans for 
the country. \\'e white men must help 
the natives, not thwart them in their 
efl"orts to do better." 

No eavesdropper would have thought 
for a moment tha.t Finley included Nai 
Yon in his '"we white men," but the 
Eurasian caught it. clutched it to his 
heart. This white man had included him 
as a member of the "superior" race. Fin
ley himself had said it! 

But hidden under that recognition, 
that compliment, Nai Yon found a 
veiled threat. At last he was positive 
that I•'inley not only suspected but 
knew. 

" { am determined to do all that I can 
to assist the king." 

In the light of the preceding conver
sation that could mean but one thing
Finley would prevent Nai Yon from 
carrying out his designs of killing the 
white elephant. 

The first drops of the long expected 
storm splashed on the table. Finley rose 
and stretched. 

"Let's turn in. I'm tired. I'm not used 
to an all day ride. Good night." He 
walked into the dim temple. 

Nai Yon was tired. Of a sudden he felt 
more tired than he had e\'er been. But 
his mind was too acti\'e to permit sleep. 
This American, this white ideal, blocked 
his way to success. If Finley knew, as 
Nai Yon believed he did. it was useless to 
continue with his plan. E'·en if he should 
succeed in killing the white calf he would 
not have a chance of escaping alive. 

He paced tho- courtyard. The drops 
were falling faster. Lightning flashed on 
the stately palms. Thunder crashed 
overhead. Nai Yon was oblivious to it 
all. Everything for him depended upon 
the successful completion of the t<'t.Sk 
assigned him. He could see only one way 
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out. He sank down in his chair, his head 
in his hands. 

Words that Pia Grude had whispered 
to him months before kept drumming in 
his ears-

'"The lips of the dead are scaled." 
He had killed before. The Chao Luang 

was not the only one either. He had 
killed before and had not had a single 
qualm of conscience. One native more or 
less made no difference, but he could not 
bring himself to raise his hand against 
this white man. He fervently wished that 
Finley were dead, that he were no longer 
the insurmountable obstacle to his goal, 
but he felt limp the moment he thought of 
committing the murder. 

The storm burst with sudden fury. He 
was drenched to his skin. A gentle hand 
touched his shoulder. 

''The Nai is getting wet." It was 
Choo's voice. "Shall I move the chair to 
the porch?" 

"No," growled Nai Yon. 
''The plans have gone wrong?" whis

pered Choo. "Nai Finley knows?" 
"Get out, damn you!" barked Nai Yon 

in crisp English. "Bai," he added in 
Siamese. 

Choo bent closer and whispered hur
riedly. 

"Pia Grude sent me prepared for this 
very emergency. He was afraid it might 
happen thus. Go to bed, Nai Yon. 
Sleep peacefully. Choo, The Shadow, is 
your servant." 

N ai Yon looked up. 
The Shadow had melted into the black

ness. There was a flash of lightning. The 
courtyard was as bright as midday, but 
The Shadow had gone. 

Nai Yon had been roused. After the 
heat of the day the cold rain chilled him. 
He hurried to the porch. As he reached 
the top step the soft coaxing notes of a 
native musette came from the back of the 
temple. He recalled that Choo had 
learned snake charming since leaving the 
stage. 

"Cobra!" he breathed. 
The diabolical efficacy of Pia Grude's 

plan was clear. Choo could glide into the 

temple without disturbing a cricket and 
slip the cobm under Finley's mosquito 
net. ln a few hours Finley's lips would be 
sealed. His death would be so obviously 
an accident of the jungle that an expla
nation would not even be necessary. With 
Finley out of the way it would be an easy 
matter to poison the white calf and earn 
his money. 

The musette was still coaxing. In the 
darkness Nai Yon saw I>ia Grude in that 
private room of the Chinese hoteL He 
was saying, "If you return without killing 
the white elephant, you will be forced 
into things which will throw suspicion on 
you�more than suspicion!" The picture 
faded. 

He suw the beautiful face of Kam Keo. 
She was smiling, that confident, winning 
smile, the smile he had last seen the night 
before she left for Singapore. They were 
together on the royal landing in Bangkok. 
She was leaning against him. He could feel 
the warmth of her body. She was saying, 
"See how the moon turns the pagodas of 
Wat Aroon to silver. And see how that 
silvery path lc.1.ds straight from tbe temple 
to our feet. Jt is an omen, my beloved. 
You will tread a silvery path to the 
temple where I shall be waiting." 

The desire to be with Ka.m Keo was 
even more effective than the threat of 
death made by Pia Grude. He leaned 
against the wall. A heavy bamboo carry
ing pole slipped, but he caught it before 
it clattered to the brick Roor. He 
gripped it. The weight of the formidable 
weapon led his mind to thoughts of 
violence. 

Why should Finley not be killed? 
After all, the American was but a mere 
man like the Chao Luang and the others 
whose lives he had taken. The more he 
thought of the problem tl1e more it 
seemed that Fate had ordained that it 
should be so. Fate had made him an out
cast, an object of scorn for white men. 
:Fate had brought him and Finley from 
opposite sides of the world and placed 
tbem in this situation where it was a 
question of the life of one or the other. 
And furthermore, Fate had given him 
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Choo t o  do the j o b  for him. The thought 
cased his mind and exhilarated him. Fate 
had ordained the death of Finley. 

The soft coaxing notes of the musette 
ended in a long tenuous wail. Nai Yon 
knew that The Shadow bad secured the 
snake. 

The hca vy pounding of his heart 
changed its cadence. The staccato beats 
of exultation changed to the labored 
throbs of doubt. 

Nai Yon's thoughts turned again to 
Finley; Finley, the first white man to treat 
him as an equal and as a friend. Finley 
was his ideal. Jn tiH' barest fraction of a 
second the innumerable g-raeious acts of 
Finley flashed before him. Again he 
heard Finley sa.y, ''\Ve white men . " 

Nai Yon clutched the heavy carrying 
pole. 

"I am white!" he cried. "Uy God, I'm 
white!" 

Again he saw the sinister face of 
l'ia Crude threatening death. Again 
he saw the face he loved. Kai Yon 
weakened. 

''I'm white," he pleaded. "We're both 
white, Kam Koo. ' '  

There was a flash of lightning. Again 
the courtyard was a.s bright as day. The 
Shadow was coming up the steps. The 
white light made his hidc'OUS features even 
more grotesque. His fingers gripped the 
scaly body of a cobra just back of its 
broad flat head. He wore no shoes. 

Before Nai Yon was the personification 
of what he had spent his life trying to live 
down. Lying asleep in the temple was 
the personification of what he had spent 
his life trying to attain. The heavy 
carrying pole swung over his shoulder and 
descended. 

"You damn' native!" he growled. 
"\Ve white men-" 

There was another flash of lightning. 
Choo was prostrate on the brick floor. 
Deep in his brown neck were the fangs 
of the cobm. 

Nai Yon lca.ncd limply against the 
door. 

"'Ve white men," he murmured. "\Ve 
-white--men.' '  



UNCONSCIOUS 
An uproarious letter from a 

devoted American husband 

who joined the Russian Army 

By FRANK J. SCHINDLER 

So-mewhere in RutJlfia, which is a hell I hit the village of Yatrnice to visit the 
of a big place, if you ask me. old man's relations, they start this damn' 

war. The old man used to be in the Rus-

DEAR Liz:- sian army about thirty years ago. He's 
I, Ignatz Bruginovsky, your got his American naturalization papers, 

worse half, sergeant first class but that don't make no never mind to 
of His Royal Majesty's Im- these RuSl>ian bozos. They shanghaied 

pcrial Guards, herewith sends you greet- the three of us in the army and all the 
ings and salutations. Maybe you wonder gabbing we done did us a hell of a Jot of 
how I come to be in the Russian army, but good. And that went for Dunk, even if 
when my old man, your brother Dunk and he is a Murphy. They laughed at him 

' "  
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and changed his name to l\Iurphkovitch. 
We are lying in the mud along the Bu· 

kowina front, if you know where that is, 
and I am writing this with a pencil and 
paper taken from the body of a dead 
Austrian. Pardon the blood and mud 
smudges. It is the best I can do. 

However, we are going to get trans
ferred to France next week, so we can 
fight with our own Yanks, which they 
say a couple of million is coming over; 
and it's all due to that brother of yours, 
Mike Murphy, or Murphkovitch, the big 
bllm. I know you'll bawl me out for call· 
ing him a bum, but that's my narrative 
and I'll adhere to it until vour old man 
stops calling me a Polack .

. 
which will be 

never. But if l had your brother's lack 
of brains and his ungodly luck I'd be cat· 
ing in the Blackstone and come up out of 
sewers with gold spoons in my mitts. 

'Ve have another American in the 
company, a guy named Crackpot Finne· 
gan, a bow that travels in foreign 
countries selling nuts and bolts for some 
American foundry. He gets into this 
scrap just to warm up his lrish blood a 
little. Anyway, he explains your broth· 
er's condition, saying Dunk i<; punch 
drunk. The idea being that he had re· 
ceived a crack on the sconce which has 
disarranged his think tank, thereby mak
ing of the pool room lounger a brave guy, 
where before it was customary to give him 
a swift kick in the pants in order to get 
him to take the lead out of his hoofs. 

That's enough to make a man giggle, 
Liz. If that's a fact, then the punch was 
in the bottle and that big heifer in the 
saloon in Striberna Lipa socked him on 
the head with the bottle. I've warned 
him to leave those big Amazons alone, 
but he has a strange weakness for those 
muscular bone crushers. That alone 
proves he's goofy. 

Well, the kid is now a subaltern, which 
is something like a lieutenant, which 
ought to hand you a giggle. They made 
the boy an officer and a gentleman; and he 
has to approve this letter before I send it. 
.Thank God he'll be too cockeyed drunk 
to road what I wrote! He'd have me 

court-martia\ed if he !mew what I said. 
Well, Liz, you know me; I'll fight even 

when I'm sober; but, baby, I sure can 
fight better when I get a few drops of 
t'Odka, which ts this Russian hootch. But, 
they have deprived us of our axlka, saying 
that we make better fighting men when 
we get nothing to drink. That's a cock. 
eyed lie. That'd hand a guy a giggle. 
Listen : If lack of uxlka makes better 
fighters of the men in the line, wouldn't it 
make better scrappers out of the officers? 
Oh, sure! That's where the giggle is in 
the general order. We got the order, but 
the colonel's breath smells like a distillery 
and would burn with a blue flame if you 
happened to shove a lighted match up in 
front of his nose. It ain't right. Hell, 
we're all human, and the cold searches 
into my bones as well as into the colonel's. 

Anyway, you know the big bum's-I 
mean your brother's weakness for nose 
paint. The kid may be lazy and find it 
hard to shu file his dogs on the march, but 
he has a very sensitive nose; and he must 
have smelled out the spot where the offi
cer's cache their fire water. That's the 
only way I can account for what hap· 
pened. 

It was like this: We were holding 
down our first line trenches when the 
Austrians launched a doggone stiff at· 
tack, with a lot of shell fire; and they 
slammed in hell for leather and we had to 
retreat to our supporting trenches and 
call on our reserves to stop the bums. 
However, we get wise that it was more in 
the order of a trench raid, to capture 
prisoners, who would be put through the 
mill for the information they could give. 

We ducked in such good order, how
ever, that we could account for almost 
every man missing; and among those 
missing was Dunk. Don't get nervous. 
Nix, he didn't get killed-no such luck; 
not even a scratch. 

Well, we sympathized, with Dunk, 
thinking he had been taken prisoner, lose 
all his buttons. his one ruble watch, and 
would be holding his pants up with one 
hand and saluting Austrian FcldwebeU 
with the other. That would hand you a 
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giggle, although I wouldn't care for the it was suicide for any man to attempt to 
predicament. rescue him, as the Austrians' retreat was 

Well, we thought after - taking some covered by their machine guns on the right" 
prisoners the Austrians would retire to and left flanks. And then the miracle hap
their own lines and call it a day, but no pened. Dunk shoved his head out of a 
such luck. They stuck; so our artillery hole and gazed with bleary eyes at the 
slammed down a barrage and the colonel two Austrians going south with the cap. 
organized a counter attack, led by Cap- lain. As I sec it now, he was stewed to 
tain Serge Rachopomopatekovitch, the . the eyebrows and the roof of his thick 
big Cossack. If you can't say that, kid, skull. He ain't got no brains; it's all 
sneeze it. Well, we shoved in there like a hollow under that dome of his. He car
mob of Germans at a wienie roast and the ries his brains in his nose, and can always 
Austrians hightailed it. smell out vodka. I'd give a month's 

It was a beautiful and exhilarating puy to find out where he got it. • 

battle-purdon my poetry-that made a Anyway, he must have been in that 
man's blood surge and his pulses leap. hole all the time; even during the time 
Steel against steel clashed, the machine the Austrians were occupying the trench. 
guns rattled, shells screamed and crashed Here he was as big as life; that would hand 
in great eruptions. We clubbed and a guy a giggle. I guess the noise woke 
speared and shot our way back into our him up; he looked like a souse who had 
first line. I smeared a big Austrian with just been aroused. 
whom I had fraternized and exchanged "How yah, Dunk?" I said, with some 
pipes while on outpost duty. I liked the sarcasm. "Where were you all this 
guy, but this is war. If you don't smear time-getting your beauty sleep?" 
them, they smear you. The Austrians He made no answer, but grabbed my 
had orders to hold on at any cost, and rifle out of my hand, scrambled up over 
were spurred on by their officers; but we the parapet and shagged after tl1e two 
jumped on them like a ton of brick and kr.wts. More Austrian machine guns 
they lost a1l their cuckoo ideas. started barking, all trying to mow him � All. THROUGH this savage 

� :  
fighting our captain was right 

&,: :_ ��!:0�ite 
h:�infri:�::�u 

a�f : 
Dutch shindig, knocking those bozos 
right and left. He's a big guy, with the 
strength of a hundred men-fifty, any· 
how, lest you say I'm careless with the 
truth. 

Anyway, we shoved those bozos out of 
there, but not before J saw the captain 
go down; he was struck by a gun butt, 
injured but not knocked unconscious. 
Just woozy, you know. I saw his wound 
and that guy must have a concrete dome. 
Anyway, as he went down, two Austrians 
grabbed him ; one by the scruff of his 
blouse and the other by the scat of his 
breeches. They ran for their own lines, 
lugging him between them like a sack of 
prunes. 

]nstantly a great shout went up, but 

down. It sounded like the night of the 
Hibernian picnic, in Riverview Park, 
when everybody was turning a ratchet. 
Well, there he was, galloping along like a 
balky cow with her tail up in a thunder 
storm. The machine guns chattered like a 
lot of clucks at a ka.ffee klaUJ!t, but, strange 
to relate, nothing struck him. That 
would hand you a giggle. Where there's 
no sense there ain't no feeling, anyhow. 
Believe me, kid, if a souse has a guardian 
angel at his elbow when he's tanked up, 
I'll tell the lop cared world Dunk had a 
whole army corps with him this day. 

A half dozen Austrians stopped run
ning, to cover the retreat of the two bozos 
with the captain, but they ran into a lot 
or Jrish grief. I'm telling you, as Dunk 
dispatched them with great dexterity. 
Other Austrians came running to the res
cue and ran into the line of their own ma
chine gun fire, dying in their tracks. 
Dunk, howc,·er, ran on like relentless fate. 
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The two krauts dropped the cn.ptain 
and turned to fight. For the moment, 
everything on both sides stopped as the 
t-hree went at it with bayonets and gun 
butts. One kraut went down with a 
bayonet in his body. The other turned to 
run and I saw the butt of my pet rifle 
shattered on his skull. Such a rifle, too! 
True as a straight edge! 

Before anybody woke up, Dunk stooped 
and lifted the captain to his shoulders and 
commenced running back with him. 
The next moment the machine guns 
started spitting again. The bullets 
whipped by him and he reasoned that 
one would or might tap his oodka reser
voir before he reached our lines, so he slid 
out of view in a shell hole. 

"By the bones of St. Nicholas," cried 
the colonel, "there is a brave man!" 

That'd hand you a giggle; and I made 
some wisecrack to that effect. 

The colonel glared at me. 
"What is that you said?" he demanded. 
"Nothing, sir," I replied. "I merely 

concurred with you, sir." 
"It's well you did!" he snapped. 

"Soldiers," he announced. turning from 
me, "let that man be an example to you. 
There is a brave Russian ! A man worthy 
of the Little White Father's unifonn! 
I shall cite him for the order of the White 
Eagle!" 

That'd hand you a giggle; the highest 
decoration procurable; and to an Ameri
can Irishman, too. Laugh that off. 

"Who is that man, Sergeant?" the 
colonel asked me. 

"He is only my brother-in-law, sir," 
I answered. "Named Mike l\furphko
vitch. He's a palooka who sometimes 
thinks he's a prizefighter. No brains." 

"Indeed!" the colonel snorted. "You 
should have his brains! His act was ad
mirable and worth emulation. If all you 
rations destroyers would conduct himself 
as he did. we'd win the war in a week." 

That'd hand you a giggle, but :you 
can't giggle at a colonel. Anyway, 
mebbe so, if we all had Dunk's nose for 
where the uxlka is stacked, and could all 
get drunk into a state of coma so we could 

feel no pain, cold, hunger, or the lead in 
our feet. 

Anyway, I left your brother and the 
captain safe in the shell hole. The cap
tain was conscious and profusely thanked 
Dunk for saving his hide. 

"If the' Captain pleases," said Dunk, 
.. ru go back to sleep . . .  

"My friend," said the captain; "you 
are too modest." 

"If the Captain pleases," said Dunk, 
'Til go back to sleep." 

';Perhaps you feel you haven't done 
anything to merit my thanks," said the 
captain, "but, if we pull out of this with 
our lives, I will cite you for the order of 
the White Eagle." � 

·•If the Captain pleases," Dunk reiter
ated, "I'll go back to sleep." 

That'd hand you a giggle. What are 
you going to do with a guy like that? 
He was so pie eyed he didn't know what it 
was all about. He curled up like your 
old man's Irish setter and went back to 
sawing logs. The captain bound his 
own wounds as best he could and left 
his unconscious rescuer sleep in peace. 
R. S. V. P. 

All that day they remained in the shell 
hole, the captain awake, while Dunk 
snored like the saw in Mulligan's sash 
and door mill, over on Halsted Street. 
And meanwhile the Austrians lobbed over 
all the junk they had, trying to knock 
them off; but they couldn't hit the right 
spot. Yea, bo, a jag is a charm more 
powerful than any rabbit's foot. - WHEN night came Dunk 

opened his� eyes and peered out 
at the display of rockets and 
star shells going up on either 

side. He thought he was at Riverview 
Park, at the Hibernian picnic, and that 
the fireworks were going on; and asked 
the captain what the hell they were cclc· 
brating. The raptain thought he was 
joking; asked him if he expected to stay 
there all night. He explained that he 
would have to be carried, as he had a 
bayonet slash in his leg. 

Dunk pulled him out of the hole, 
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lifted him to his back and set out' in the 
wrong direction with him; and the cap
tain had to gee him around like a horse 
in order to make him hit our front line 
trench. 

Arrived there, he would have gone back 
to sleep, but the officers shook his hand, 
slapped his back and made a hell of a 
fuss over him. The colonel's own barber 
cut Dunk's hair and whiskers, and shaved 
his face. He ate with the captain in the 
officers' mess and was toasted with wines 
and vodka, of which he drank plenty, re
plenishing his jag like a man replenishes 
a fire. Then he was given a new uniform, 
while I, the top kick, has to run around in 
my lousy rags. Then he was promoted 
to sergeant and given even rank with me. 

But Dunk was very nonchalant to all 
this; he showed great indifference to all 
this adulation. (I hope these big words 
don't stump you, Liz.) He was too 
tanked to understand anything. That'd 
hand you a giggle. The offieers thought 
his indifference was due to his great mod
esty. Believe me, kid. I giggle as I 
write this. It caused a lot of giggling 
among the soldiers in our company, and 
they dubbed him Unconscious. Believe 
me, if he lives to tell about the war, he 
won't remember anything or even re
member why he was decorated with the 
order of the White Eagle. 

I went on outpost duty that night with 
Crackpot Finnegan, and we got ae
quainted with two Austrians who were 
also on outpost duty. It was a quiet 
night. My old man was a Russian and I 
speak the lingo and some German. Fin
negan has been around Europe so long 
selling nuts and bolts that he knows 
more languages than a lot of college 
profs. Anyway, we smoked the krauts' 
pipes and furnished the tobacco. The 
tobacco we get in this man's army is 
terrible, but I put it in a Dull Durham 
sack and used my imagination. Believe 
me, kid, this Russian leaf is powerful 
stuff. One of the Austrians had straight 
hair and a big, flat beard; but, after 
smoking one pipeful of my tobacco, it 
curled his hair and beard until he looked 

like that Armenian Jew who used to 
peddle those moth eaten rugs up Taylor 
Street. 

They were a couple of good guys. We 
got along O.K. They were relieved by 
a couple of Slovaks who, after they 
smoked some of my tobacco. promptly 
deserted to us. I thought the tobaeco 
would choke them, but they never bat
ted an eye. 'l'hey thought it was great 
stuff and wanted to be where they could 
get more. That'd hand you a giggle. 

Well. Liz, the next morning Dunk was 
still too soused to know what had hap
pened the day before. There was some 
sharp fighting that day and a man needed 
all his wits in order to sa\'e his hide, but 
Dunk's luck was still clicking on all four. 
A machine gun bullet scorched his neck 
and they tenderly laid him on a stretcher, 
where he promptly fell asleep, and carried 
him lo the field hospital l ike some palooka 
that pulls down a million dollar gate. 
That'd hand you a giggle; a mere scratch, 
the like of which I've had plenty. And 
Charley Bukovsky. who was shot through 
the lung, had to walk. Finnegan says 
Dunk is l.ady Luck's favorite child. 
Believe me, if I had Dunk's luck I'd g:ct 
all the 19th Ward paving contracts. 

Anyway, his luck deserted him with 
the doctors, who painted him with iodine. 
marked him duty. and told him to get 
the hell out of the hospital; it was no 
ta \·ern for palookas who wanted to sleep. 
He wandered out. to raid the officers' 
vodka cache, but Lady J,uck was paging 
him. The captain, limping around on a 
crutch, found him and took him to old 
General Hol'S(lCar. That's what Finnegan 
calls him. as he can't pronounce the name. 
Anyway. General Horsecar pinned 1 he 
order of the White Eagle � on Dunk's 
blouse. That'd hand you a giggle. There 
was some drinking, also, and I know Dunk 
got away with at least two quarts. 

WelL the Austrians were bent on shag
ging us for our position. The next day 
what started as a skirmish soon turned 
into a major engagement. We were 
deluged with a hail of steel and were at
tacked by at least ten Austrian divisions. 
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ThC whole front flamed and smoked in 
one great battle. Such were the odds 
against us that we were driven from all 
our positions and out into the open, 
where we had to dig in all over again. 

rounding the whole Austrian army, and 
the general had been trying that trick for 
months. Even he could see it was a hard 
nut to crack. 

Our officers exhorted us with prayers and d. DURING all this fighting, 
cuss words, and we fought nobly, but we Dunk had lost contact with the 
couldn't stem the tide of Austrians until mdka store. He asked me 
they, themselves, were tuckered out and where he got the medal and the 
had to stop for a rest. sergeant's stripes. I told him to keep his 

Then we showed them of what stern fat head shut, lest he be demoted; and 
stuff we Russians, plus two Irishmen and told him to smell out the t'odka and to 
one Polack with an Irish wife, were made. save a drink for me and Finnegan. He 
Dog tired, from long hours of fighting found some, but he didn't leave enough 
with empty bellies, General Horsccar or- in the' bottle for me to wet a fly's back. 
ganizcd a counter attack and we lammed Getting back to the general, the cap-
down on those krauts like a pack of wild- tain had an inspiration. 
cats and shagged them back to their ''If your Excellency pleases," he said, 
original positions. But, as the krauts "I have a man in my regiment who should 
retreated before us, we found many of our · be able to procure Colonel Metzger for 
soldiers hanging to trees. Seventy-five you. I speak of that brave fellow who 
we counted. Most of them were Cos- saved my life and whom your Excellency 
sacks with leg or arm wounds. We decorated with the order of the White 
Americans think we're a bunch of rough- Eagle." 
necks, but we ain't seen nothing. "Order him here at once," the general 

Old General Horsecar was as sore as a replied. 
fat guy falling on a boil under his hip I went after Dunk and brought him to 
pocket. He's got pink whiskers and little old whiskers. I stuck around-nobody 
eyes. and his face looks like the pan of a said I should beat it-and saw General 
Pekingese pooch. Horscear spread out maps on the table 

"It's against all the rules of civilized and explain the situation to Dunk. Dunk 
warfare!" he roared, his whiskers bristling don't savvy the lingo much and he don't 
like a mad eat's. know what this guy is blurbing about. I 

The way these babiesfight dirty, that'd gaYe Dunk the eye, so he wagged his 
hand you a giggle. As if any war was head up and down, like a mechanical cow. 
civilized. Ask me, and they could hang When the general finished he asked Dunk 
all the Hussians and let us three Irishmen if he'd try to grab the Austrian colonel. I 
go home. ga,·e Dunk the eye, motioned as though 

"Who was the colonel of the Austrian dr.inki�Jg, and Dunk wagged his head, and 
regiment that opposed us in this sector?" saJd-
the general demanded. "If your Excellency pleases, if I had a 

The intelligence birds were buzzed and bottle of rodka to wam1 me up a little, I'm 
they said it was some guy named Mctz- sure I could accomplish the mission." 
ger, which Finnegan says means butcher. "One bottle!" the general cried. "Hell's 
They brought in some kraut prisoners, bells, you may have four--or even five. 
and they said the same thing. But bring me Colonel Metzger and you 

"I'll give any man a thousand rubles will receive a thousand rubles in gold and 
and a promotion if he will bring in that I will promote you to a subaltern. I will 
so-and-so for me!" the general shouted. make plans for this end of the game. You 
"Are there any volunteers?" are dismissed." 

Fat chance. No one seemed to know Dunk saluted and departed with five 
how this could be done, short of sur- bottles of nose paint, of which Finnegan 
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and I deprived him of three. He pro· 
ccedcd to lick up his two and then forgot 
what it was he promised to do. Came 
night and Horsccar called us in for more 
instructions. 

"Take twenty-five or thirty of our best 
scouts," said Horsccar, "and raid the 
Austrian lines for the colonel. Our intel
ligence service says he makes a tour of in
spection about ten o'clock every night, 
going down even to the first line trenches. 
Do the outposts guards fraternize with 
our men?" the general asked. 

Dunk merely blinked his eyes at the 
question, so I spoke: 

"If your Excellency pleases, it is done. 
When there is no action, they exchange 
pipes and gossip, knowing that on the 
morrow they may have to exchange lead. 
I should not say as much, sir, but I have 
killed men whose pipes I have smoked." 

The general smiled. 
"Well, tonight you will have to doccivc 

them," he stated. "Slit their gullets, but 
spare a man's life if he will give you the 
password and information. Slip into 
their advance trenches. If you can do it 
without any shooting, so much the better. 
Rely on bayonets and trench knives first. 
If you can confuse them and make them 
open fire on each other, so much the bet
ter. As you probably know, their trench 
line is down at the bottom of this ravin�·· 
pointing on the map--- "shaped like a 
crescent, with the horns of the crescent 
pointing toward our positions. Now, if 
you attack in the center, in the concave 
part of their line of defens�if they start 
shooting from the ends, they punish 
themselves. Is that all clear?" 

Dunk wagged his head. 
"Very well," said the general.' "I'll 

have the artillery ready to hammer on the 
Austrians' ends and back areas in case of 
necessity. Get Metzger! Get started and 
God be with you !" 

We saluted and withdrew. Dunk 
stared dumbly at me. 

"What did he say?" he inquired. 
That'd hand you a giggle, wouldn't it? 
"Never mind what he said," 1 told 

him. "We're going to die or bring back 

one kraut named Metzger. Even if we 
don't get Metzger, we may get another 
colonel. One colonel is as good as another. 
The old guy wants to hang him anyhow. 
Then, again, we may get only cold steel 
between our ribs and a shallow grave, if 
the crows don't get us first. Listen: I'll 
help you if you'll give me half of that 
thousand rubles and one-hair of your 
subaltern's pay-that is, reasoning that 
we have success. If we have no success, it 
don't make no dilferencc; you'Jl ne\·er sec 
Clark and Madison Streets again and that 
Swede hash slinger over in that one 
armed joint has probably got herself a 
new guy by this time." 

He agreed to that, so I picked out 
twenty-eight of the hardest boiled bozos 
that ever cut a throat in Moscow. Baby, 
what a wrecking crew this was! Those 
babies live on fighting and every one of 
them can drive a trench knife through a 
brick wall. I explained the action to 
these bozos, and how they did grin at the 
mention of excitement! 

But first it was necessary to get the lay 
of the land and a couple of prisoners who 
knew the lay of the land, so I went on out
post duty with Dunk. The night was 
dark and the sky was overcast. Dunk and 
I made our way down to the ouqXJst fox· 
hole and relieved two of our men. We 
got nicely settled in the hole and com
menced smoking some Turkish cigarets I. 
got hold of. The breeze wafted this 
aroma around and pretty soon a voice 
said: 

"Heigho, Russian, Have you any 
tobacco?" 

"Hello, Austrian," I said. "We have 
sonle fancy Turkish cigarets." 

"Could I ha\•ea picce?"thc kraut asked. 

co�;?e:�e t;�Jet }���n� y;:u�';o��:�� 
too. Today is my name's day and I'm 
celebrating." 

We hated to do this, but we had to kill 
or cripple these guys. We were in a tick
lish position, not over fifty yards from the 
Austrian trench. A cry or a gasp and the 
whole front would Harne into action. "'e 
had to do it quietly. 
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The two Austrians crawled over to us 
and we gave them cigarets. They sure 
did enjoy them, I'll tell you. We chinned 
with these guys and I had a chance to 
study their faces. One was a Viennese 
Austrian, by his clipped German accent, 
and the other had a Slav face. I figured 
chewing the fat with these birds was a 
waSte of time, so I bumped off the Aus· 
trian and grabbed the Slav by the throat. 

"One squeak," I hissed, "and your 
name is Honza Kudla! Give me the pass
word and tell me where I can find Colonel 
.Metzger or your name will be 1/onza 
Kudla anyhow." 

"Let up, friend," he wheezed. "Why 
take my life? We are of the same race. 
I'm a Czech." 

That's a Bohemian. 
"Very well-speak, then!" I snapped, 

loosening the pressure on his windpipe. 
"No treachery, understand?'' 

"I am in your hands, Russian," he 
answered, which would hand you a giggle 
when you figure I had an Irish mother. 
"The password is Blue Danube and, if 
you'll go straight up, you'll find an open
ing in the wire. The whole defense system 
is very thinly held, as most of the men 
ha\'e gone to the back areas for ref1tting. 

''If you want Colonel Metzger, you are 
welcome to him, as far as I'm concerned. 
You know, up above our second lines, 
where the hill bends around on itself? 
Well, back of that hill is a house. That's 
H. Q. and a P. C, both. You should find 
him there pretty soon. That's about all I 
can tell you. I£ you can fix it, I would 
like to join my Bohemian comrades in 
Russia on their way to France."j 

"As you say, friend," I agreed. "I'd 
like to get out of this accursed country 
myself. I'm an American." 

I sent Dunk back with him and told him 
to bring the wrecking crew along. Pretty 
soon he came along with these tough 
yeggs and we crawled on and up through 
the wire. A guard hailed me. 

"Who goes there?" he asked. 
"Friend," I answered. 
"Advance, friend, and give the counter· 

sign." 

"Blue Danube," I replied,and advanced 
on him like an avenging angel. 

I STRUCK him down with one 
blow and Dunk and I tumbled 
into the trench and struck right 
and left, bumping off krauts 

with trench knives. Meanwhile the rest 
of those Moscow crooks piled into the 
trench, which became a seething mass of 
struggling bodies and flashing knives. 
Curses and thuds broke the stillness. 
Suddenly, a pistol shot rang out-some 
kraut fired-and instantly the whole 
crescent shaped line of trenches was a 
mass of flame and gibbering noise, as the 
machine guns opened up. 

There was much shooting by the Aus· 
trians, but no one seemed to know why or 
for what reason. Nevertheless, every 
machine gunner was working as if he was 
getting top wages for making as much 
noise as possible. We cleaned up our 
sector of the trench without the loss of a 
man. Our attack had been a complete 
surprise. Then we conunenced the real 
dirty work. To add to the confusion and 
make the krauts think they were being 
attacked from the center, we traversed a 
couple of machine guns each way and 
raked the trench lines with them. The 
krauts on the two ends of the horn tra· 
versed their guns and commenced spray
ing each other across the concave front. 
The Russian artillery went into action 
and mked the ends of the Austrian lines 
with brackets of high explosives. From 
where we saw the shindig, it was like a 
huge pot, boiling and spitting fire. It 
looked like a major engagement. 

\Ve put on Austrian helmets and, leav
ing some men behind to cover our flank, 
we charged up and through the second 
lines. 

"Stop running from the enemy, you 
cowards !" shouted an Austrian lieutenant, 
as he rose up before me and leveled his 
gat at me. Dunk laughed and banged his 
skull with a gun butt, for which I'm 
much obliged to Dunk. 

So far, outside of letting go with the 
machine guns, we didn't fire a shot. Now 
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we had our hands full, and we lost two 
men before we hit the house that was the 
I'. C. 

"Comrade, are the Russians attacking 
down there?" screamed a kraut who had 
come running out of the darkness. 

"And up here, too," I added, as I 
sloughed him down. 

''Forward, boys!" ! yelled. "Hook 'ern, 
cow! Let's go !" 

Down below us the fronts were pound
ing, boiling and flaming. Up we went, 
striking down all those who opposed us. 
The P. C. was tucked in behind the hill, 
in such a position that shells couldn't 
reach it. 

Orderlies were running around like cats 
under bushel baskets; running in circles; 
officers were shouting orders; that P. C. 
was like a nut factory full of squirrels. 

"\Ve're runners!" I yelled at an Aus
trian. "Is Colonel Metzger on duty in 
there?" 

Before he could even answer. Finnegan 
knocked him cuckoo, and yelled: 

"The hell with that! Let's rush 'em !'' 
Which we did. like a flock of elephants 

on a rampage. We cleaned out that P. C. 
like a cyclone. Surprise and confusion 
were our allies. , 

There was a colonel at a telephone, but 
we didn't know who the heck he WllS, so 
we banged him on the head, gathered him 
up and started back with him. One 
colonel was as good as the other. If this 
wasn't the right bird, what of it? 

Up there everything was still topsy· 
turvy, as the Bohunk had told the truth, 
and they didn't have many men on the 
job. Down in the first trench the Moscow 
yeggs were having a merry battle, yelling 
and enjoying themselves, and holding 
their own. By the time we got down 
there, some one had brought order out of 
the Austrian confusion. Now they were 
spraying all of No Man's Land with ma
chine gun bullets; back and forth and up 
and down; they spmyed bullets in streams. 

We quickly evacuated the trench and 
made for the most convenient shell hole. 
Then we started our slow progress back 
across the waste between the two fronts. 

After about two hours of continual pound
ing the shooting simmered down to al
most nothing. Then we came straggling 
back one at a time, Dunk and I arriving 
last with the prisoner. We got back with 
eighteen of our original force, which was 
nothing short of a miracle. Believe me, 
kid, l hadn't had a scrap like that since 
I helped clean up the Gas House gang 
down in the Valley. 

Well, Dunk got all the credit for the 
expedition, although I was the brains. 
The general was tickled pink and kissed 
Dunk on both chceks, slipped him one 
thousand rubles, of which I got my half, 
and commissioned Dunk a subaltern. He 
has the paper with the czar's seal and 
rubber stamp escutcheon making him an 
officer and a gentleman. That would 
hand the gang in Tenant's gypt a giggle. 
As he now cats with the officers, he's 
pickled from morning tiH night. l-Ie 
doesn't know his mouth from a hole in the 
ground. sits like a clam and says nothing. 
The officers think it's his modesty keeps 
him from speaking, and they think he's 
a great guy. When a guy don't open his 
mouth he can't put his foot in it; that's 
right. So his dumbness is getting him 
higher wages, of which I collect half. 
That'd hand you a giggle. He thinks l'm 
his manager, like I was when he was a 
ring bum. 

However, to finish the story, we had 
the right colonel all right. He was tried 
and sentenced to be han�ed from the high
est tree. \Ve were dmwn up, as if for re
view, in a great hollow Square, to view the 
hanging. Dunk was given the honor of 
being high executioner. As he had once 
been a guard in the Cook County jail. 
that was nothing new to him. 

As the noose was adjusted around the 
kraut's neck, two Austrian airoplanes 
came zooming over us, their machine guns 
spitting lead and sudden death, causing a 
great panic among the soldiers drawn up 
to view the hanging. Men sagged and 
dropped and others rushed for cover or 
hit the ground. 

I was with my l\ioscow cutthroats. and 
yelled: 
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"Hold, Russians! Stand together and 
we'll give them a Yotley !''  

Twenty of us stood our ground. As the 
plane zoomed over us, I yelled-

" Fire!" 
A volley crashed out, and the bullets 

splintered the fuselage and the propeller; 
the ship turned up for a moment and 
crashed down like O'Leary's house the 
day the wop kids pulled the props from 
under it. 

A moment later and the other one came 
slamming over our heads, flying low and 
spitting lead. Again I yelled and another 
volley crashed into the second enemy. 
The engine stopped, roared again, splut
tered, and then the plane crashed to the 
ground and exploded in a mighty whoom! 
Believe me, Liz, it was as good a spectacle 
as the night that ten story print shop 
burned up down on Canal Street. 

Then we were given peace,' reformed our 
ranks and saw the Austrian hanged by the 
neck until he was dead. The louse de
served it; he had no license hanging 
prisoners of war. 

Then our flyers went over and dropped 
a note to the Austrian high command, 
telling them t.hat they could come over 
and get the colonel's body, if they thought 
they could succeed in the attempt. They 
returned a note which sa.id it was against 

1 all the rules of civilized warfare, which 

would hand you d giggle. It's all in 
whose bum is kissing the canva.s. 

Well, we'll be pulling out of this lousy 
country next week. Seeing as Dunk is 
now an officer, I got him sober and ex
plained it all to him with words and ges
tures-you know Dunk; you have to 
blueprint everything for him. Well, he 
got an audience with General Horsecar 
and proved to him that he and Finnegan 
and I are American citizens and ought to 
be on our way to France, so old whiskers 
fixed up the passports for us and we're 
going out by way of Finnland and Sweden. 
I can't locate the old man, but it's his hard 
luck ; he wanted to go visiting in the first 
place, and l went along with Dunk, think
ing I could pick up some fights for Dunk 
with some Russian bums. Well, we got 
plenty; a belly full, what I mean. 

Well, soo you in church, kid. Guess I'll 
mail this from Sweden and send you the 
fi,•e hundred rubles I got next to my skin. 
I forgot to say that I was dccora ted with 
the order of the Red Squirrel for bringing 
down those two Aying bums. Well, so 
long, kid. I'll write soon. With love, 
your faithful husband and obedient 
servant, 

-IGNATZ BRUGINOVSKY 

Top kick first elMs of His Royal 
Majesty's Imperial Guards, Order of 
The Red Squirrel. 



Hashknife 

and Sleepy 

try their hands 

at a new range 

Mystery 

JUST about twenty years before Steve 
Pclliser, owner of the SP mnch, gave 
his party celebrating the nineteenth 

wedding anniversa.ry of his old friend, 
Edward Hart, the banker of Willow Wells, 
a stage was robbed ncar the Jlaintcd Des
ert in the great Southwest. Two hun
dred pounds of gold were taken by three 
men, who addressed one another simply s,. ( 
as Ed and Steve and Spike. 

Spike was shot and, upon reaching his 
little cabin, Ed and Steve were intrusted 
with the care of two infants they found 
there. 

'Tm a goner, boys. Don't let the law 
get 'em . .  " 

Spike was left for dead, the gold was 
lost in a brush with a shcrifrs posse; but wild horse before the War Paint Saloon. 
the babies did not fall into the hands of When he recovered consciousness he gave 
the law. his name as Smith, 

At the Pe\liser party, Jim McGowan And, in the nearby town of High Grade, 
was shot and killed just after he had in- Hashknife Hartley and Sleepy Stc\"cns 
formed his host that he intended to marry met William Allcn-Bill-l\1cGill. Bill 
Pclliser's daughter, Mary. McGowan had reached the age of twenty thinking 
had left the house, as had Pink Lowry, he was the son of a San :Francisco doctor; 
deputy sheriff of Willow Wells, who was but papers found in the strong box of the 
also in love with Mary. Pink was fired doctor upon his death indicated that Bill 
at from the dark, had rcturried the charge had been adopted. A few shares in tltc 
-and Jim McGowan died. Willow Valley Copper Company deter-

The day after the shooting, a stranger mined Bill to come to the Wells in search 
was disfigured by the hoofs of a half of his true family. 

'" 
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Hashknife and Sleepy rescued Bill 
from two crooked cowboys, listened to his 
story and set out for Willow Wells with 
him. In Cinnabar, where they put up 
for the night, their horses were stolen. 
Hashknife borrowed enough money from 
Bill to purchase others, sent Bill along 
the road alone: then he and Sleepy rode 
back to Cinnabar where they recovered 
their money and horses from the rascally 
hotel keeper. 

Back on the road, Dill McGill was not 
to be found. 

Hashknifc and Sleepy went on to Wil-

By W. C. TUTILE 

low Wells, not knowing that Dill had 
arrived at the SP ranch and was being 
nursed by Mary Pelliser for a bad case of 
sunburn. The two cowboys got jobs 
with Steve Pelliser; and heard that the 
man, Smith, had gone to work for Scotty 
1\IcGowan, owner of the Diamond R out
fit since the dca.th of his brother, Jim. 

!53 

Dill MeGill went to sec Edward Hart, 
the banker, about a job. A few moments 
later word reached Hashknife and Dud 
Evans, the sheriff, that Hart had been 
shot. They rushed to his cottage to 
find him in a dangerous condition and Bill, 
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dazed, with a gun in his hand. The sheriff 
put Bill in jail. 

When the banker died, Hashknifc 
persuaded Pclliser to let him investigate 
the case secretly. And the next day Bill 
was removed from jail by a mob. Hash
knife went on out to the SP that night, 
bitterly discouraged. While he was talk
ing to Mary, a figure loomed out of the 
dark. Jt was Bill McGill. He told a 
strange story of how one man had re-. 
leased him from jail a few moments before 
the lynching party had arrived. Hash
knife and Mary decided to hide the boy 
in an old dugout on the ranch. 

"Pardner," said Hashknife, ''you've 
got to play the game with us. rr you go 
back to that jail, your neck will be dis
jointed inside of a week." 

CHAPTER XI 
CALIENTE AND PIUTE THROW A PARTY 

BOTH Evans and Lowry were 
gone when Hashknifc rode to 
Willow Wells early the following 
morning. The blacksmith told 

Hashknife that Steve Pelliser had gone 
along with them and that they were hunt· 
ing for Bill McGill's body. The whole 
town was talking about it, speculating, 
wondering who was in the mob. Nick 
Lee and Sam Hall rode in about ten 
o'clock, and Hash knife wondered whether 
they had not come to get the latest in. 
formation. 

Lee avoided Hashknife, and a little 
later they rode away. It was early in the 
afternoon when the·sherift' came back, and 
with him were Steve Pelliser, weary 
eyed from lack of sleep, Pink Lowry and 
Scotty McGowan. They had overtaken 
Scotty on the road to town. 

"Never found a damn' thing," Evans 
told Hashknife. "Goin' to get some food 
and then head north." 

Hashknife rode with them, and after 
a wide circle, they left Pelliser at his 
ranch. Scotty stayed in town. "-! 

"I've examined trees until I'll sec 'em 
in my sleep," docln.red Pink, as they rode 
back to town. 

Evans was weary and thoughtful. He 
had expected to have little difficulty in 
locating the corpse. Hashknife seemed 
without any ideas at all. Scotty was 
sitting in front of the office as they rode 
in, but Hashknife tied his horse in front 
of the War Jlaint. 

Pink took the two fagged horses to the 
stable, while Evans talked it over with 
Scotty. 

"\Vhat makes you so damn' sure that 
McGill was lynched!" queried Scotty. 

"What would a mob take him out for, 
if not to lynch him?" 

"Suppose it was a bunch of his friends?" 
"Rats! Where'd he get a dozen 

friends?" 
"How do you know there was a dozen?" 
"Saw 'em ridin' away." 
"Yeah? Are you shore Bill McGill 

was with 'em?" 
"What do you mean?'' 
"Just suppose, for sake of an argument, 

that Bill's friends knowed he was goin' 
to get lynched." 

"You mean they'd take him out 
ahead- Where didja get that idea?" 

"Thinkin' about it." 
The sheriff squinted at Scotty. Evans 

was no fool, and he realized that Scotty 
did not arrive at that conclusion from 
merely thinking things over. Then-

"What friends has he got around here?" 
"Well, there's Hartley and Stevens." 
"Hartley was with me." 
"\Vhere was Stevens?" 
"Out at the Pclliser ranch. Anyway, it 

wouldn't be hard to find out if he was. 
Nope, I think you're wrong, Scotty. 
Neither of them boys turned him loose. 
Somebody lynched him last night and hid 
the body." 

"Have it your own way." 
"Where were you last night?" 
Scotty smiled slowly. 
"No, you don't, Evans. You can't put 

the deadwood on me. I was home with 
my gang, and they'll swear to it." 

"They would," said Evans shortly. 
Scotty stood up and brushed the to

bacco crumbs off his shirt. 
"Go ahead and hunt for a body," he 
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said. "It'll give the kid plenty time to 
make a. clean getaway." 

Scotty headed for the War Paint, and 
Evans went to have a talk with the 
prosecuting attorney. Down in his heart 
he was not sorry that Bill McGill was not 
there to have his hearing. In any other 
place, with no more evidence against him 
than they had, Bill would have stood a 
good chance of never coming to trial; but 
not in Willow Valley. 

Scotty met Hashknife in the War Paint, 
and Scotty insistOO on buying a drink. 

"How do you feel about this Bill 
McGill?" he asked Hashknife. "Do you 
think they lynched him and hid the 
body?" 

"That seems to be the sheriff's opinion." 
"\Vhat'e yours?" 
"Me?" Hash knife smiled widely. " I  

haven't any." 
"Did you sec them take Bill away last 

night?" 
"It was too dark for that. If I could 

have seen Bill McGill I might have 
spotted some of the men who took him 
out of jail. That would have been rather 
unfortunate; you know." 

"Why?" 
"Because there's quite a severe penalty 

for lynchers, you know." 
"[ see. Well, I'm lookin' at it from the 

outside. You're a friend of the kid, and 
vour views would favor him, of course. it's nothin' to me. Hart was a friend of 
mine, but I ain "t the rabid kind that de
mands an eye for an eye and a tooth for a 
tooth. Just what the kid had againgt 
him, nobody will ever know, unless the 
kid confesses." 

"And if he's dead, he can't talk." 
"No, that's the truth. The sheriff be

lieves he is. Matter of opinion, of course, 
but if I was in his place, I'd kinda look 
for a live Bill McGill." 

Hashknife toyed with his empty glass 
thoughtfully. 

"Jist what makes you think Bill is 
alive, :McGowan?" 

"Just a hunch." 
''1\{m-m-m." �"Do you have hunches?" 

"You'd be surprised to know some I've 
had. Well, let's have another. I'll take 
a see-gar, if they ain't too dry." 

"Hadn't ought to be," said the bar
tender. "We got 'em for Christmas." 

HASHKNIFEwassatisfiedthat 
Scotty and at least some of his 
gang were in that lynching 
party. But as long as they 

did not accomplish their purpose, the 
law could not touch them. After Scotty 
rode away, Hashknife went over to the 
Bank of Willow Wells, where he found 
Frank Davis in charge of things. 

Davis greeted him pleasantly and they 
talked about the disappearance of Bill 
McGill. Davis was a man of about 
thirty-five years of age, prematurely 
gray, well educated, trustworthy. He 
had been connected with the bank about 
four years and there had been a close 
friendship between Hart and himself. 

''I'm tryi.n' to help the law out a little 
on this Hart case," he told Davis, "but 
we're up against a blank wall. I don't 
believe for a minute that Bill l\fcGill shot 
Hart. It isn't reasonable. f want a little 
inside information, if you'll give it to me." 

··ru do my best. Hartley. Of course, 
there are things-" 

"[  understand that. Can you tell me 
if there's anybody in this Valley who 
owes or did owe Hart a lot of money on a 
mortgage or a note?" 

Davis gave the question considerable 
thought. He cijd not like to divulge any
thing confidential. He did not know 
Hashknife, and he was not sure Hash knife 
was connected in any way with the sher
iff's office. 

Hashknife appreciated his hesitancy. 
"Mebbe [ better bring the sheriff up to 

get the answer," he said. 
"No, I guess it's all right. Hartley. 

The Diamond R is mortgaged 'With this 
bank for ten thousa.nd. That is the 
largest mortgage we hold at th-.! present 
time. It expires soon." 

"Was it taken out by Jim McGowan?" 
"Yes. McGowan purchased the prop

erty from Mr. Hart, who took "' mortgage 



156 W. C. TUTTLE 

for that amount with the Wells bank." had said that night, and he told about 
"Would the bank renew the mortgage?" Mary's not wanting to dance with the 
"That is up to the directors. I believe older man. 

Mr. Hart would, if he were alive." "Then you didn't know you shot at 
"Did any one owe Mr. Hart any large McGowan?" asked Hashknife. 

amount on a note?" "You couldn't see your hand before 
"I don't believe they did." your face, I tell you. There was only 
"Mr. Davis, did you ever suspect that one light spot in the whole clanged world, 

Mr. Hart was afraid of anybody?" and that was the open kitchen door, and 
The cashier shook his head slowly. the lamplight shinin' out on One Hop, 
"I am afraid I can't help you there. who was makin' icc cream. I didn't 

Perhaps Mr. Pelliser would know. He even hear McGowan. Of course, the 
and Mr. Hart were very close friends." wind was blowing away from me and the 

Hashknifc thanked him and went out. orchestra was whoopin' her up pretty 
The cashier's information was worth strong. 
nothing. He found Pink down at the "I guess I was lookin' toward Me
sheriff's office. His head was still very Gowan. I must have, to sec the flash of 
sore, but he was in fairly good spirits. his gun. The bullet plunked the post 

"Dud and the prosccutin' attorney behind me, and I shot right buck before 
have gone to Newton to wire out some I stopped to think about anythin'. The 
descriptions of Bill McGill," he said. flash of my own gun kinda blinded me; 
"I guess they've got a hunch that some, kinda scared me too, 'caus{'--well, I 
body jist wanted to let Bill out, in- dunno jist why I shot. Mcbbc I was 
stead of hangin' him. The county is jist in the humor to shoot. 
offerin' a thousand dollars reward for "I heard One Hop yellin', and folks 
Bill." commenced to pile out of the house, run-

Hashknife smiled over his cigaret. nin' down toward us. Then they found 
"Got an idea that Bill's friends let him Mac. He was hit dead-center." 

out?" "How did he know where you were? 
"Looks thataway to them." You didn't have anythin' white on?" 
"Where would he get any friends?" "Not a thing." 
"I dunno. You and Sleepy-" "Queer thing, wasn't it?" 
"l was herein town withthe sheriff, and "Danged queer. If he knew where I 

Sleepy was at the ranch." was st.andin', he must have had eyes like 
"That's what I was goin'to say, when an owl. And you wouldn't hardly think 

you went off half-cocked. Why would a he'd try to kill me just because Mary 
dozen men ride up here, pop me on the didn't want to dance with him, would 
head and take him out unless they you?" 
wanted to hang him? My idea is that "I wouldn't think so. Was McGowan 
they're holdin' him somewhere until the in love withMary?" 
reward gits big enough, and then they'll Pink hunched his knees up around his 
cash him in like a stack of blue chips in a chin, smoking thoughtfully. 
poker game. I may be wrong, but I'm as "Yeah, he was. That same night he 
much right as they are." asked Steve Pelliscr about it. He told 

"You shore are." Hashknife grinned. Steve he was aimin' to marry her, and I 
"One man's guess is as good as another reckon Steve kinda threw a monkey 
on a thing like that. I wish you'd tell me wrench into Mac's machinery. Anyway, 
about that shootin' at the Pelliser mnch. they had a verbal run-in, so I'm told, and 
I've only heard parts of it." Steve told him to keep away from her." 

Pink went into details of the story, even · "What was Steve's objection to 1\fc-
telling about the dress suits. He admit- Gowan?" 
ted that he was hurt by what McGowan "I dunno. .Mebbc it was 'cause Me· 
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Gowan was too old for her. He was as 
old as Steve, you know." 

"I sec. And Mac thought you had the 
inside tra<:k on him, ch?" 

"That's the only way I can figure it. 
They dug that bullet out of the corral 
post. and it was the same size as Mac's 
gun shoots." 

"How did Scotty act about it?" 
"Oh, he was sore as a boil. Swore that 

Jim had been murdered. Me and him 
almost made some more smoke. But I 
reckon he's O\'er it now. There's a dance 
in Newton tonight, and 1 wish I was 
goin'." 

"Why don'tcha go?" 
"Well, 1 ain't made no plans to go. 

Decn so clanged much goin' on. 1 reckon 
I'm better off right here, with all these 
stitches in my head. They have some 
rough times down there, and I might lose 
all my sewin'. Kinda ravel out, you 
know." 

Hashknife saw the sheriff after he came 
ba.ck from Newton, and was told that 
notices had been wired to head off Bill 
McGill. 

"Finally made up your mind he didn't 
get hung, eh ?" asked Hashknife. 

".1\o, J ain't. But I've got to play the 
game safe. This kind o' thing worries me. 
If I catch him again, I'll shore guard him 
close. Things like this make a sheriff 

�t�s ���;. Had your supper yet? No? 

While they were eating, the sheriff told 
1-Iashknife he had met the Diamond R 
outfit heading for the dance at Newton. 

"Pink tells me that their dances are a 
little rough." 

"Hough? And then some! I keep me 
and my hired man away from there on 
dance night. Lot of the boys come up 
from the south and they shore cut loose. 
Oh, there ain't much gunplay-not 
much. But they resent havin' an officer 
around. I was thataway when I was 
younger; so I hadn't ought to begrudge 
the boys a little leeway. 

"You know," the sheriff went on, "I 
always feel kinda like the old-timers-that 
the wilder the colt the better the horse." 

IT WAS just growing dark 
when old Piute Jones and Cali
(\nte Smith rode in from the 
HN ranch. The two old boys 

wore their Sunday clothes. Caliente dis
played a rusty black suit, with the trou
sers tucked into boots; Piute was in an 
ancient cutaway coat and a pair of tight 
fitting gmy pants. He wore an old green 
Ascot tie and no vest. On his big feet 
were a pair of congress gaiters, the clastic 
sidt:!!> of which had long since lost their 
elasticity, gaping wide at the ankles. 

"'Ve \J.ave come jist for fun," an
nounced Piute. "Long time we no have 
fun, eh? The rest of the outfit has gone 
to Newton to the dance. Aunt Ida went 
'cause the Methody church is givin' a 
oyster supper. Anythin' the church does 
will dmw her from far and wide. Hoddy 
hankered to come with us, but he had 
about as much show as a snowball in 
hell. 

"Chris Halvorsen, he's young enough 
to dance and enj'y it, and Mrs. Lane 
elected fer her and Ed to trip the light 
fantasmy. Me and Caliente, we've long 
since wore out our welcome on the dance 
floor. Yessir, we've lost our swing." 

"I ain't," denied Caliente. ''I'm as 
young as I used to was, and don't you 
forget it, you bald headed old badger. I 
jist come to keep you from drinkin' up all 
the liquor in Willer Wells and makin' a 
fool out of yourself. Yes, you would, 
Piute; you're irresponsible." 

"Well, you don't need to be responsible 
for me. I c'n worry along by m'self. Go 
on to Newton and dance, you-you damn' 
infant." 

Caliente wore the conventional belt and 
holstered gun, but Piute tucked a huge 
Colt inside the waistband of his trousers, 
the weight of which kept him busy pulling 
them up. 

They took a few big jolts of whisky and 
Piute essayed a clog dance, which nearly 
proved disastrous when his ankle turned 
in his ill fitting shoes. 

"Drunk already," said Caliente dis
gustedly. "Ain't got the capacity of a 
hummin' bird," 
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"You think so, do you? Huh! I c'n 
drink you flat on your old spinal col'm, 
I'll tell you that. No snake eater from the 
Modoc lava beds can ever make me wob
ble. I'm a wild wolf from Snake River, 
that's me." 

"You never saw no Snake River, Piute. 
You was horned and raised in the Kern 
River hills, and you never saw more'n 
two people together at once till after you 
was of age. lggerant? My gawsh, 
you're iggerant! You never had no learn
in'. Wild Wolf from Snake River! 
Where's Snake River?" 

"Colorady, you Digger Injun!" 
"What part?" 
"Part? Splits the State in two parts." 
"Oh! Well, what if it does-you wasn't 

never on it." 
"Well, I ain't iggerant, I'll tell you 

that." 
"Let's have another drink." 
"All right. But I've had as much 

lcarnin' as you." 
"Is that so? How much is six times 

sevenr'' 
"Eighty-nine !" 
"Yea-a.-a-a-ah! You heard me ask 

Chris that same question." 
"Well, I got the right answer, didn't I?" 
"Not out of your own head, you didn't. 

Here's blood pizen to you." 
"Same to you and many of 'em." 
Hashknife and the sheriff enjoyed the 

repartee of the two old-timers, but refused 
to join them at the bar. It was doubtful 
whether either could recognize his own 
name in letters ten feet tall. They were a 
pair of hard headed old bull whackers, 
ready to fight at the drop of a hat, sarcas
tic, argumentive; but either of them would 
have gi\·en away his last dollar to a friend. 

"That," said Piute, slamming his glass 
down on the bar, "is the worst liquor I've 
had since one day in New York. Me and 
Cash Rawlins was ridin' down Main 
Street-" 

"Ex-euse me," drawled Caliente, "but 
was that the day you bought them rubber 
ankle things you wear on your hoofs?" 

"It was not, dang you! These come 
from Washin'ton, D.  C. These are con-

gress gaiters. Me and Cash was a-ridin' 
down Main Street, and Cash says to 
me--" 

"Why don'tcha tie a string around your 
ankles, Piute. Some day a mttle snake is 
goin' to climb in with you. Haw-haw
haw-haw! New York! Do you know 
where New York is?" 

"I know where it was the time I was 
there." 

"Well, they've moved it from over on 
the Kern River." 

Piute's eyes opened in sarcastic amaze
ment. 

"The hell they did !" 
"Sho-o-o-orc! The day after you was 

there. They said we better move this 
place before that clanged liar comes back 
ag'in. What'll you have?" 

"I'll ta.ke some more whisky, if the 
barkeep will strain it. The dang stuff is 
Cull of tobacco leaves." 

'"Leaves !" snorted the bartender. 
"That's feathers off the Old Crow." 

"Yea-a-a-ah? Tryin' to make a piller 
out of me, eh? No, you don't. I'll drink 
gin." 

"I'd jist as soon drink kerosene," de
clared Caliente. "That stuff ain't made 
for human consumption." 

"What surprises me is that you ain't 
been drinkin' it all your life, then, Cali
ente. You ain't human. You don't need 
to look at that label, 'cause letters don't 
mean nothin' but marks to you. Ah-h-h
h-11! 1/m-m-m! Well, it didn't have no 
fea,thers in it. Now, what do we shing?" 

Hash knife and the sheriff went back to 
the office. 

"They'll both get pamlyzed, have a 
fight, and go to sleep on the floor," said 
the sheriff. "Salt of the earth, both of 
'em, but I don't want to be around when 
they get to singin'. They'll have a good 
cry, want to fight a duel and pa.ss out. 
They've been doin' it for years and they'll 
keep on doin' it until they die. Why not? 
It's all they git out of life." 

"That's true; why not?" 
They found Pink asleep on a cot, snor

ing loudly, lying flaton his back, his mouth 
wide open. The sheriff grinned, stepped 



MAVERICKS !59 

in close to the cot, drew his gun and fired 
a shot through the rough board floor. It 
made a terrific noise in that small room. 

The snore was cut short, but I>ink did 
not open his eyes. He grinned slowly and 
whispered-

"Shoot 'em again-they ain't got no 
friends," and resumed snoring. 

"My alert deputy," said Evans dryly 
as they sat down. 

Hashknife wanted the sheriff's version 
of the shooting at the Pelliser ranch and 
stocred the conversation around to it. 
The sheriff knew very little about it. His 
idea was that McGowan had seen 
Pink. 

"I know it was dark, but he must have 
seen him, Hartley." 

They spent about an hour discussing 
the shooting of Edward Hart, in which 
they tried to find some lead to work on. 1t 
was a blank wall, no matter what theory 
they brought up. When Hashknife 
looked at his watch it was eleven o'clock. 

"1 reckon it's about time for me to go 
to bed." 

He got to his feet and yawned widely. 
"Goin' back to the ranch?" 
"f reckon so. I dunno though; might 

get a bed at the hotel." 

FROM up the street came a 
shrill cowboy yell, the splinter
ing of boards, the report of two 
guns spaced about five seconds 

apart. They mn to the door and stepped 
out on the sidewalk. A man was running 
from the War Paint, a riderless horse 
came do:wn past them, turned around and 
stopped when it stepped on the reins. 

"That's Piute's horse," said the sheriff. 
"Got drunk and fell off, I suppose." 

"Somebody come here!" yelled a voice. 
lt was the bartender, out in the street, 
his white shirt and apron visible at that 
distance. 

Hashknife and the sheriff ran up the 
street and found the bartender and Cali
ente. Caliente was staggering, gun in 
hand, trying to break away from the bar
tender. 

"He shot me, I tell you !" he choked. 

"Lemme go, will you? I've been his bes' 
friend, and he shot me." 

"Who shot you?" asked the sheriff. 
"Piute Jones! Lemme go, will you?" 
"He got hit all right," said the bar-

tender. "Look at the blood on his 
sleeve." 

"By golly, I believe he did !" 
" 'Course I got shot! Don't I know 

when I get shot? Been shot hunners of 
timcs-hunners and hunners of times. 
Lemme go, dang you !" 

"Hold still." 
"Bring him over to the light," said 

the sheriff. 
They led the protesting Caliente over 

to the saloon. The bullet had furrowed 
his left arm just below the elbow. It was 
rather a nasty wound, but not serious. 

"Now, what happened?" demanded 
the sheriff. 

"Look at that and ask me?" 
"Aw, they got to quarrelin' like a pair 

of old fools," said the bartender. "And 
then-" 

"I never quarreled like any old fool!" 
"Shut up! You wanted to fight." 
"That ain't quarrclin', is it? Ain'tcha 

goin' to stop me from bleedin' to death? 
How much blood am I suppose to lose in 
thish argument? Why don'tcha go and 
appcrhend m' murderer? Is thish a de
bate?" 

The bartender waved his arms help
lessly. 

"If you'll choke him off, I'll tell you 
about it." 

"Choke me! Go ahead. I'm bleedin' 
t' death, and you want to choke me. 
Fine Iotta cit'zens we've got. :Murder
ers runnin' loose, me bleedin' to death
and you want to tell 'm a story. Oh, go 
ahead, don' mind me. I'm no use to any
body. Dammit, I'm bleedin' t' death!" 

Caliente's voice ended in a despairing 
wail. 

"Where's Piute?" asked Hashknife. 
"Yeah!" snorted Caliente. "Now 

you're talkin' sense. Go ahead. I'm 
willin' to bleed to death to hear one shen
sible thing shed." 

"They got to quarrelin' in here and de-o 
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cided to shoot each other," said the bar
tender. "I told 'em to get out and they 
got mad at me. I got down behind the 
bar, and one of 'em threw the bar bottle 
through the back-bar. Look at it-all 
busted up! Then they went outside to
gether, and I don't know what happened. 
I found Caliente on foot, walkin' 
in a circle, lookin' for somebody to 
shoot." 

"I wasn't lookin' for anybody to shoot 
-1 wanted to kill Piute." 

"And Piute shot you?" asked Hash
knife. 

"Ain't I bleedin' to death? Ain't I? 
He didn't bite me, did he? Looks t' 
me like a bullet wound. I may be wrong, 
but I've lost forty gallons of blood already, 
and no relief in sight. Might as well make 
my will, I reckon." 

"Why did Piute shoot you?" asked the 
sheriff. 

"Jist damn' mean, tha's all." 
"Shot you off your horse?" 
"I wasn't on no damn' horse, but he 

was. I got on once, but I got on so far 
that I went off the other side. Piute rode 
his horse on the shidewalk in front of the 
bank, and then he shot me down-the 
dirty polecat!" 

"Did you shoot back at him?" 
"I shore did." 
"Mebbe you killed him." 
"That'd be almos' too good to be true. 

Jus' one more thing before 1 shink to rest; 
how bad does a man have to be hurt be
fore he gits a doctor! I'd crave to know, 
that's what I'd crave." 

"Set down there in a chair and let the 
bartender put a towel around your arm," 
said the sheriff. "We'll see if we can find 
Piute." 

"Tell 'm," said Caliente weakly, "that 
I bled t' death, listen in' to a lot of damn' 
fools talkin' about the weather. C'mon 
with your towel, bartcn'er. You're too 
late, but it's nice of you, anyway." 

Hashknife and the sheriff crossed the 
street and went over to the sidewalk in 
front of the bank, where they found Piute. 
He was sitting in the street, with his el
bows over the edge of the sidewalk. 

Hashknife lighted a match, and Piute 
blinked up at them. 

"Twinkl', twinkl', li'l star," he whis
pered. 

"Arc you hurt, Piutet" asked the sheriiJ. 
"There's shomc precincts to be heard 

from yet. I ain't sure, but I think my 
horsh dumped me here. How's all your 
folks?" 

".Mine are fine," grunted the sheriff. 
"Can you walk?" 

"Why not-I've still got legs." 
They helped him to his feet, and be

tween them they led him over to the 
saloon, where they found Caliente, one 
arm bound up in a towel, fast asleep with 
his head resting on a card table. Piute 
looked him over owlishly. 

"Passed out, eh ?" he grunted. "Ain't 
got the capacity of a hummin' bird." 

"Why did you shoot him?" asked the 
sheriff. 

"Why?" Piute rocked on his heels, 
but grasped the table in time. "Why 
didn' I shoot him, you mean? He ahot 
at me, tha's what he done. Arr my 
bronc dumped me, my gun got caught in 
m' pants and I couldn't shoot." 

The sheriff managed to unhitch the 
gun, and looked it over curiously. 

It had not been fired. He showed it to 
Hashknife, and they looked at each other 
foolishly. 

"Caliente's a danged-danged back
biter," declared Piute. 

··You say Caliente shot at you?" quer
ied the sheriff. 

"It's too bad he didn't hit me," com
plained Piute. "Then I'd hav� shome 
proof. I shuppose, if he shot me through 
the heart, you'd be sayin', 'Poor old 
Piute-his horshmus' have kicked him ! ' "  

The sheriff had Caliente's gun, a n d  an 
examination showed two empty cartridges 
in the cylinder. The sheriff grinned. 

"Two shots fired, and Caliente shot 
both of 'em. All this fuss about nothin'. 
Piute, you better take Caliente home." 

"That clanged murderer? Me take 
him home? Misser Evans, you git fun
nier every day. You Iemme have him 
and I'll lynch him." 
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"Caliente must have shot himself," 
said the bartender. 

"Sure," chuckled I>iute. "He's jist 
that handy with gun." 

Hashknife shook his head doubtingly. 
"There's no powder burn on him." 
"\Veil, I heard glass smashin'," de-. 

clared the bartender. "He must have 
busted somebody's window." 

".Mus' been awrt big winder," said 
Piute sleepily, stretching out in a chair. 
"Mus' have been for him to hit it." 

Piute Jones' head slumped forward, 
and his snores blended with those of Cali
ente. 

Hashknife and the sheriff crossed the 
street, lighted matches and examined the 
bank windows. One of Caliente's bullets 
had hit a big window, almost dead center, 
knocking out about three square inches 
of glass and sending cracks radiating in 
every direction . 

"That'll cost Caliente plenty money,'' 
said the sheriff. "Danged old fool." 

"Well, if the excitement is all over, I 
think I'll get me a bed," laughed Hash
knife. 

He walked up to the hotel, changed his 
mind and went back to the ranch. He 
wanted to see how Bill McGill was getting 
along. 

CHAPTER XII 

IT WAS shortly after daylight the 
ne.-.t morning at the SP ranch. The 
sun was still below the horizon, but 

the eastern sky was bathed in a warm 
glow. Smoke was drifting lazily from the 
kitchen sto,·e pipe, as One Hop prepared 
breakfast. Pcrha ps One Hop was cook
ing a little earlier than usual, as it would 
be an hour before the breakfast call would 
come clanging from his gong, a segment 
of an old circular saw suspended on a wire. 

Hashknife was awake. He got softly 
out of his bunk, looked at his watch and 
quietly dressed, without waking any of the 
others. He wanted a chance to talk with 
Bill McGill before the rest of the crew 

were around. Mary was in the kitchen, 
watching One Hop boil eggs and make 
toast. 

The old Chinese, in the secret, grinned 
at her as he prepared a meal for the man 
in the dugout. Mary was just a little 
impatient-afraid some one might see 
her going to the hiding place. 

"Ciowboy not wake yet," One Hop as
sured her. "Steve sleep plenty ha'd. 
You no be ftaid. I make plenty fo' all 
day. Eight eggs plenty, eh?" 

"Plenty." ].{ary smiled. 
She took the food, wrapped it in a 

towel and tucked it under her arm. 
Praying that no one would see her, she 
started for the stable. If she reached 
there safely, the rest would be simple, 
because the remainder of her way would 
be out of line with any window in either 
the ranch-house or bunkhouse. 

She stepped around the corner of tho 
stable-and ran face to face with Pink 
Lowry. It was such a shock that she al
most dropped her bundle. In fact, she 
did loosen it to such an extent that an egg 
rolled out and fell to the ground. Pink 
glanced at the egg, which did not break, 
stooped to pick it up and found it quito 
warm. 

Neither of them had spoken. But 
Hashknife had seen Pink just a few mo
ments before Mary reached the corner 
and had rushed out to try to save the 
day. He saw Pink pick up the egg. His 
laugh broke the spell and they turned. 

"I didn't mean for you to bring my 
breakfast out to me, Mary,'' he said. 
"I just meant that I didn't want to wake 
anybody u p  in the house. But it's all 
right-and thanks." 

He took the bundle from Mary, and 
the eggs began to fall-one, two, three, 
four, five-

"Here's your other one," said Pink 
foolishly, as Hashknife began picking 
them up. 

Mary leaned against the stable, breath
ing hard, her eyes on Pink, wondering if 
he believed that all those eggs were for 
Hashknife's breakfast. Hashknife had 
all of them that had dropped in his two 
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hands, when the other two fell out of the 
bundle. 

;,Jist like a magician I seen once," said 
Pink seriously. "Mebbe if you unroll 
that towel a pigeon will fly out." 

"Yeah," grunted Hashknife, retrieving 
the other eggs. 

"You shore have an appetite," said 
Pink. 

"Pretty good, Pink. How comes you 
out here so early?" 

"Oh!" grunted Pink. "I plumb forgot 
what I came for. Somebody robbed the 
bank last night and Evans sent me out-'' 

"The bank in Willow Wells?" 
'"Yeah. Mrs. Davis was huntin' for 

her husband, 'cause he didn't come home. 
He didn't seem to be in the bank, and 
every other place was closed. It was 
about three o'clock this mornin' when she 
woke us up; she was kinda scared. She 
said he went to the bank last night to fix 
up some papers-" 

"Where and how didja find him?" 
"Evans kicked out the rest of that 

busted winder and we found Davis under 
a counter, all tied up and gagged. The 
safe was open and all the money gone. 
Davis couldn't talk for quite awhile, on 
account of that gag crampin' his jaws. 
He only seen one man, who met him on 
the street, made him open the bank and 
open the safe. Davis says he heard two 
shots when the man went out the front 
door, and EYans says that's when 
Caliente--" 

"So that was it, eh? Never mind the 
breakfast, Mary. Wait'II I get my horse 
and I'll be with you, Pink." 

Hash knife went into the stable, leaving 
Pink and Mary together. 

"I certainly was surprised to sec you," 
she said, laughing ncn·ously. 

"I guess you was. The tall feller thinks 
kinda fast, don't he'?" 

"Thinks fast? Why, what makes you 
think he does?" 

''That bunch of grub." 
"Oh, you mean his breakfast?" 
"I'd like to sec him eat it all." 
"Oh, he really does have a good appe

tite." 

"Eight hard boiled eggs! Mary, were 
you takin' food to-Bill McGill?" 

Mary's face paled a little, and Pink 
knew he was right. He took a deep 
breath, walked almost to the stable 
door, then came back. 

"It's all right," he said softly. "What 
I don't know won't hurt me, 1\:Iary." 

She blinked quickly and looked away. 
"That's nice of you, Pink." 
"It doesn't matter, you know. I'll 

keep my mouth shut." 
"I won't forget it." 
Hash knife was leading his saddled gray 

from the stable, and Pink walked to the 
far side of the building, where he had 
left his horse. Hashknife grinned' &.t 
:Mary, but received no answering smile. 

"He knows!" she whispered. "He 
guessed it, Hashknife." 

Hashknife's jaw set tightly for a mo
ment and his eyes narrowed. 

"But he says he won't tell," she whis
pered. 

"Good. Get the grub to him as quick 
as you can." 

Pink rode up to them and Hashknif-:o 
mounted. Pink did not look at 1\fary as 
they rode away, but Hashknife turned 
and waved at her. 

"She's wavin' at us," said Hashknife. 
"She ain't wavin' at me," replied Pink 

doggedly. 
"Any special kind of a wave you'd 

recognize with the back of your head?" 
,;Oh. go to hell !" 
llashknife chuckled, reached across 

and slapped Pink on the shoulder. But 
the deputy was in a black mood; he 
jerked away angrily. 

"Aw, cheer up." Hashknife grinned. 
"A man must cat." 

"Yea-a-ah!" Pink turned and scowled 
at Hashknife. "You-you or somebody 
else around this ranch popped me over 
the head and brought that damn' fool 
tenderfoot out here, eh? That's fine! 
And I'm sucker enough to tell her that I'd 
keep my mouth shut." 

"Do you think a lot of her, Pink?" 
"Aw, what's the use talkin' about itl 

I know when I'm sunk.'' 
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"If I told you that Dill McGill don't 
mean anythin' to her?" 

"Go ahead and lie about it. I told her 
I'd keep my mouth shut, and I'll do it. 
That lets me out. Let's drop the matter." 

"Oh, all right." 

THEY found the sheriff at the 
bank with Davis, whose lips 
were still sore from the rough 
gag. It was still too early for 

the town to have learned the news. 
"How much did he get!" asked Hash

knife. 
"�pproximately twelxc thousand dol

lars. 
.. Pretty good haul, eh? What did he 

look like!" 
"Medium height, masked, and talked 

hoarsely, as if suffering from a bad cold. 
I had left the bank and was starting home 
when this man met me. He shoved a gun 
in my face. He merely said, 'Davis, walk 
back ahead of me and open the bank. If 
you make a crooked move I'll kill you.' 

"What could I do? There was nobody 
on the street, but I could hear voices over 
at the War Paint. We went back and I 
unlocked the door. He made me stand 
ncar the entrance, while he tied my hands 
behind my back with a long rope. Then 
he closed the door, which locks with a 
spring, and made me go ahead of him to 
the safe. Then he tied my feet and made 
me lie down. 1-Je had not spoken since 
he met me, except to warn me. 

"He asked me for the combination of 
the safe. I refused to gi,·e it to him and 
he said, 'Oh, all right. I've got a few 
sticks of dynamite all set to touch off, and 
if you don't gi,·e me that combination, 
I'll blow you and this damn' bank out 
through the window.' 

"He showed me the dynamite, but I 
couldn't be sure, because it was too dark 
in the bank. He was busy at something 
for a few moments and I asked him what 
he was doing. He replied that he was 
fixing the dynamite. 

"Well, I gave him the combination, 
and he worked it by the light of matches, 
after he had gagged me and tied me up 

tightly. He rolled me under the counter 
before he opened the safe, and I didn't 
see him again. But I heard him leave 
the safe and stand at the front door. 

"That was when a great commotion 
started out there. I heard the door slam 
shut, just after the first shot was fired, 
and then I heard the window break. I 
thought some one had discovered him, 
but when no one came here, I didn't 
know what to think." 

"There was two sticks of dynamite on 
the floor," said the sheriff. 

"I guess he meant business," sighed 
Davis. 

"l\icn who bust banks usually do," r� 
marked Hashknife as he looked around 
the floor. 

"I've looked everythin' over carefully," 
said Evans. "All I found was the two 
sticks of dynamite.'' 

Hashknife looked them over. They 
were of the usual percentage of nitro
glycerin used in mining. 

"Said he'd blow the bank out through 
the window, eh?" Hashknife smiled. 
"Had a sense of humor, evidently. 
Where'd he get the gag?" 

"It was an old dust cloth," said Davis, 
working his jaws painfully. "And it 
wasn't very clean." 

They left Davis alone in the bank and 
went down to the office. 

"I thought you might have an idea," 
said the sheriff. "That's why I sent Pink 
out for you right away. It was the bank 
robber who shot old Caliente. Prob'ly 
thought they were after him.'' 

"That's the answer. Did Caliente and 
Piute go home last night!" 

"I don't think so. Their horses were 
still at the rack this mornin', and I put 
'em in the stable. Them two old badgers 
prob'ly went to the hotel after we left." 

As far as Ha.shknife could see there was 
nothing to be done. The man had left no 
clue. 

"There's a lot of blind cai'ions around 
here," said Hashknife. 

"\Vhat do you mean?" 
"I mean, you run up against blank walls 

all the time. Two men dead and a bank 
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robbed, and I'll defy you to pick up a 
trail on any of 'em." 

"Jim McGowan was killed in self
defense." 

"That's what they say." 
"Don't you believe it, Hartley? You 

don't think Pink shot him outright, do 
you?" 

":McGowan's gun had an empty shell, 
didn't it?" 

"Shore did." 
"Uh-huh. Well, somebody's twelve 

thousand to the good this morn in'. 
Will that cripple the bank?" 

"Oh, no, I don't think so ; but it'll 
shore make a dent. That's a lot of 
money. Didja know there's a thousand 
dollars reward for Bill McGill(" 

"1 heard there was." 
"Some folks seem to think that the SP 

outfit know where he is." 
Hashknife smiled slowly. 
"1 dunno, Evans; I never asked the 

outfit." 
"A thousand dollars is a nice piece of 

money." 
"Shore. And Bill McGill's a nice boy

wherever he is." 
The sheriff shrugged his shoulders. 

He could not understand Hashknife. 
Steve had told Evans that Hashknife was 
working on the case, but Evans did not 
understand what it was all about. He 
was perfcetly willing to have assistance, 
but he did not see what a mere cowboy 
could do. 

CALIENTE and Piute came 
down to breakfast at noon. 
They were still grumbling at 
each other. The bartender 

had taken Caliente down to the doctor's 
office, or rather his home, before putting 
them to bed at the hotel, and Caliente 
was favoring his arm that morning. 

Hashknife made it a point to meet 
them, and the three of them went to the 
restaurant together, where Hashknife 
told them what had happened at the bank 
and how Caliente got shot. They were 
amazed. 

"We thought you fired both shots," 

said Hashknife. "You had two empty 
shells in your gun." 

"I allus keep the hammer on a empty 
shell, young feller." 

"That accounts for it." 
"Dut who robbed the bank?" asked 

Piute, gulping down some water. 
"Nobody knows." 
They ordered their breakfast, the eating 

of which seemed to put them in better 
humor. 

"You've been around here a long 
time, ain't you, Caliente!" asked Hash
knife. 

"He's the oldest inhabitant," declared 
Piute, wolfing hotcakes. 

"No such a damn' thing! I've been in 
Arizony a long time." 

"Punchin' cows all the time£" 
"Not all the time. I've driv' stage, 

mined a little." 
"That was before my time." grinned 

Piute. "All I believe is what 1\·c seen." 
"Who cares what you believe? I had 

me plenty copper claims in the old days, 
but they never panned out. Gimme that 
syrup, Piute. Yeah, that's it-the pitcher 
with all the flies on the outside." 

"How long ago was that?" asked Hash
knife. 

"Twenty�dd year ago. I used to 
drive the stage from Cinnabar to Santa 
Dolores.'' 

"Not very damn' long," said Piute, 
reaching for the syrup. "They got on to 
him and fired him off the job.'' 

"No such a danged thing. ] quit. Got 
held up and the guard was shot in the arm. 
He reached for his gun. The ownera of 
the stage acted as if I should have took 
a chance, so I got mad and quit. Gimme 
the syrup." 

"I'd believe that if I'd seen it," said 
Piute. 

"Well, I ain't goin' to pro,•e nothin' 
to you. Jim McGowan was the sheriff of 
Santa Dolores at that time. He didn't 
know me, 'cause l was quite a new man 
there at that time. Dut if he \\-'aS alive, 
I could make him remember me. Him 
and his deputy took one of my stage 
horses. You sec, them three stage robbers 
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downed the sheriff's horse and they needed 
rollin' stock." 

"How much money did they git off 
your imagination stage?" asked Piutc. 

"Forty-five thousand." 
"Haw-haw-haw-haw-haw ! Forty-6ve 

thousand what? Not dollars!" 
"Danged close to two hundred pounds 

of raw gold." 
Piutc shook his head at Hashknife. 
"You can't do a thing with him when 

he's thataway. Humor him and wait 
until he's back to normal." 

Hashknife smiled, as the two old men 
glared at each other. 

"Did they recover tho gold?" asked 
Ha.shknife. 

"They never did. Two men got away. 
The sheriff got one of 'em. The posse 
shot him, I reckon. I dunno much about 
it, 'cause I quit my job." 

"Tell us some more of your adventures, 
Diamond Dick," begged Piutc. "I've 
read that one before." 

"Read? You couldn't read nothin'." 
''That was a lot of money to get away 

with," observed Ha.shknife. 
"Lot of story to git away with, too." 

Piute laughed. 
"Gospel truth, you-you sidewinder." 
"McGowan used to be the sheriff at 

Santa Dolores, eh ?" 
"Y'betcha. Served out his term. I 

heard his wife died up there. That's 
why Scotty took his body up there, I 
reckon. Next time I seen Jim McGowan, 
he was runnin' a big gamblin' house in 
Apache City. That was about three 
years later. He shore was doin' great, 
but I reckon he got to rollin' 'em a little 
too high 'cause he went out of business, 
and I never seen him again until he bought 
out the Diamond R ranch." 

"You spoke about the minin' around 
here," said Ha.shknife. "Did you ever hear 
of the Willow Valley Copper Company?" 

Caliente thought deeply, and Piute 
grinned maliciously. 

"Pardner, you're leavin' yourself wide 
open for some awful lyin' ." 

"I don't remember it," said Caliente. 
"Nossir, I don't." 

"Well, I'm shore surprised," said Piutc. 
"He remembers the Battle o' Waterloo 
perfectly." 

Caliente ignored Piute. 
"There was a Jot of min in' go in' on, and 

a lot of companies formed; but I don't 
remember that one. I owned the Copper 
Girl, the Copper Kid and the Sweetheart 
mines, and I had half interest in several 
others. But they never paid nothin'. No
OOdy made anythin' until they made that 
big gold strike out east of Cinnabar. 
That played out in a year or so. It was 
the gold from them mines that I was haul
in' when I was held up. It was worth 
eighteen dollars per ounce and I had close 
to two hundred pounds." 

"If reports are true," said Piute dryly, 
''I reckon me and you better hightail it 
for home. We'll prob'ly git a lecture from 
Aunt Ida, as it is. Uncle Hoddy kinda 
knocked her ears down awhile back. 
Declared himself as OOin' a free man. 
Since then she's laid off him, but piled it 
plenty on me and Caliente. He deserves 
it, I suppose-the drunken idiot." 

Ha.shknife went down to the stable with 
them and watched them ride away, still 
arguing. The old men were prone to ex
aggeration, and Ha.shknife wondered how 
much of that holdup story was true. 
Probably none of it, he decided. Nearly 
all the old-timers had at least one wild 
story to tell, but usually they 6gured as 
the heroes of the tales. Caliente had 
merely quit the job because the owners 
doubted his bravery. 

He asked Evans if he knew that Jim 
McGowan had been sheriff at Santa 
Dolores, but Evans had never heard 
anything aOOut it. He had never heard 
of McGowan until he bought the Dia
mond R, nor had he ever heard McGowan 
say anything about ever having been a 
sheriff. 

MARY told her father about 
the robbery, and he came to 
town, anxious to learn the de
tails. He told Hashknife that 

he was a director in the bank. Uncle 
Roddy was another of the directors, and 
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Davis had already sent a man out to noti
fy him. Aunt Ida came in- with him. 
Caliente and Piute had told him about the 
robbery, and he was ready to leave when 
he had official word from Davis. 

They all met at the bank, in company 
with the sheriff, to talk things over. It 
was nearly noon when Sleepy and Thurs
day rode in. They found Hashknife and 
Pink at the sheriff's office. Thursday 
wanted to talk with the sheriff. 

"I'm his shadder," said Pink. "What 
do you want?" 

''I'll tell you what I want-1 want 
somebody's scalp. Me and Sleepy found 
a SP cow this mornin' sucklin' a Diamond 
R calf. And that Diamond R ain't 
twenty-four hours old. They might at 
least wait until a calf gits through suckin', 
before they oreano him." 

Pink looked serious. Things like that 
had been done before, and only in rn.re 
cases was it discovered. An oreano is a 
motherless, unbranded calf, legitimate 
prey of the first man to run on his brand. 
But this calf had not yet left its mother. 

"And we've got the mother and daugh
ter in an old corral, ready to give plenty 
evidence," said Sleepy. 

"That," said Pink, "looks mighty bad 
for Scotty McGowan." 

''['II tell you it does," agreed Thursday. 
"Awful bad. He'll have a lot of tall ex
plainin' to do to Steve Pelliser." 

Pink stepped to the door, looked out 
and came back quickly. 

"There's Scotty and that scar faced 
Smith," he said, picking up his belt and 
gun, which he had laid aside. "Mebbe 
we better wait for Dud and Steve." 

"Good scheme," agreed Hashknife. 
A few minutes later Steve, Uncle Hoddy 

and the sheriff came down to the office, 
talking earnestly. Thursday told Steve 
what they had discovered. Steve was 
mad. 

"That's goin' too far," he said angrily. 
"Scotty and that scar faced Smith are 

over at the War Paint," said Pink. 
"Let me handle this," suggested the 

sheriff. "No usc makin' trouble out loud. 
I'll bring Scotty over here." 

"Go ahead," grunted Steve shortly. 
In a few minutes Evans came back with 

Scotty, and they walked into the office. 
Scotty looked sharply at the other men, 
but said nothing. 

"Here's what I wanted you for," said 
the sheriff. "Stevens and Thursday say 
they found a SP cow this mornin', suck
lin' a Diamond R calf." 

Scotty's eyes narrowed, but he did not 
flinch. 

"Plenty nerve," thought Hashknife. 
"And the Diamond R ain't more than 

twenty-four hours old," said Thursday. 
Scotty smiled a little, but his eyes were 

hard. 
"Yeah." he said slowly. 
"Well?" queried Steve angrily. "What 

about it, McGO\van ?" 
Scotty looked at Steve for several 

moments. Then-
"J'd like to talk privately with you, 

Pelliser." 
"Talk privately, eh?" 
"Jf you don't mind-yeah." 
"All right, I'll listen to you." 
They walked out, crossed the street 

and stopped near the blacksmith shop. 
lt was too far away for any one to henr 
what was being said or to sec the expres
sions on their faces. They were there for 
at least five minutes, after which they 
walked together up to the War Paint. 

The suspense was too much for Thurs.. 
day. He went over to the saloon, where he 
met Steve on the porch. They talked for 
a few moments, after which Ste\'e went 
to the hitch-rack, mounted his horse and 
rode homeward. . Thursday watched him 
ride away, scratched his head thoughtfully 
and came slowly back to the office. 

"You can ask me all the questions you 
care to," he said, "but J'll be darned if I 
can answer 'em. Steve jist said, 'It's all 
settled, so we'll drop the matter, Thurs
day.' " 

"Can you imagine that? Droppin' a 
case of plain rustlin'! What's the matter 
with folks, anyway?" 

The sheriff shook his head. He had 
troubles of his own. Hashknife lighted a. 
fresh cigaret and· smoked thoughtfully. 
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"Well," said Sleepy, "if he don't car� 
I don't. They ain't my calves." 

"That's the best way to look at it," 
said Hashknife. 

Sleepy and Thursday went back to the 
ranch, and the sheriff went to the War 
Paint with Hashknife, where they found 
Scotty in a poker game. He grinned at 
them rather triumphantly. Smith was 
at the bar, having a drink alone. Hash
knife studied him at a distance, wondering 
what he really looked like before the 
horse kicked him in the face. 

There were liYid, bare patches in his 
bristling gray hair, where the doctor 
had sewed hia scalp together. He was 
possibly past fifty years of age, hard as 
nails. His fists were gnarled, calloused, 
and the leer on his twisted face was not 
good to see. His eyes were a slate blue, 
and he was evidently letting his beard 
grow to cover some of his scars. 

He wore an old, homemade cartridge 
belt, sagging heavily from the pull of a 
big Colt. The holster was held down by a 
leather string which circled hia right leg. 

"Ties his holster down," observed 
Hash knife to himself. ":Mebbe his belt fits 
loose, and the gun bobs when the horse 
gallops, or mebbe he's lookin' for a quick 
pull and wants to be sure it comes loose." 

THEY were still in the saloon 
when Hashknife decided to go 
back to the ranch. He realized 
that he was accomplishing noth-

ing. Why did Pelliser make some sort of 
9eal with Scotty McGowan? What kind 
of deal could two men make in a case of 
this kind? McGowan had not denied 
his guilt in the matter. It looked to 
Hashknife as if Scotty had something on 
Steve Pelliser. It was not like Steve to 
overlook a plain case of stealing, but it 
seemed that he had. 

Hashknifc stabled his horse and went 
around to the bunkhouse. Marywason the 
back porch, talking with One Hop. When 
she saw Hashknife she came down to him. 

"Everythin' all right!" he asked. 
"You mean with Bill? Yes, he's all 

right. Dad seems all broken up over the 

bank robbery. He actually looks ien 
years older. I have never known any
thing to affect him so much. I suppose it's 
partly on account of Ed Hart's death. 
So many things happening, you know." 

Hashknife nodded slowly, wondering if 
it was the bank robbery that affected 
him. Mary said there was no one at the 
ranch except her father and the Chinese 
cook; so Hashknife decided to have a talk 
with Bill McGill. Mary said her father 
was asleep in the front room and she 
would go back to talk with him in case he 
awakened. 

Bill was overjoyed to see Hashknife 
and asked for the latest news. He 
seemed amused over the fact that they 
were offering a reward for him. It never 
seemed to strike Bill that he was in a 
dangerous position. The bank robbery 
meant nothing to him. During their talk 
Bill showed Hash knife the two letters he 
was carrying. These interested Hashknifc, 
and he studied over them quite awhile. 

"If I could only find some one who re
members that Willow Valley Copper 
Company," said Bill. "But I don't sup
pose there is any hope." 

"I reckon not. I've talked with old
timers. It wasn't much of a company, 
I guess. An,yway, twenty years is a long 
time." 

Hashknife was groping in the dark for 
something to work on. In all his life he 
had never worked on a case that offered 
so little in the way of leads. 

"Mary told me how she nearly got 
caught this morning," said Bill. 

"She did get caught. Pink Lowry 
knows you're here on this ranch." 

"Does he? Does Mary know this?" 
"Shore." 
"Well,'' Dill said wearily, "I suppose I'll 

be hac� in jail again." 
"You stick right here, Bill. If Pink 

gives you away, he breaks his word with 
Mary. And I don't think he'd do that." 

"He likes :Mary, doesn't he?" 
"I don't reckon there's any use denyin' 

that." 
"I don't blame him. I do too, Hash. 

knife." 
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"I don't think anybody would blame 
either of you. See you later." 

Hashknife took care of his gray horse 
before going back to the house. One Hop 
was sitting on the back porch, smoking 
a long pipe. He grinned, and Hashknife 
sat down with him and rolled a cigarct. 

"You been here a long time?" asked 
Hash knife. 

"Y cssa, long time. Long time ago I 
come Alizona. I be heah on SP fo' seven
eight yea' next July. I long time cook." 

"Go back to China some day, ch ?" 
"Get old man, mcbbe I go. Ali:r.ona 

plitty good." 
They smoked quietly for several min

utes. Inside the house they could hear 
Mary and her father talking. 

"You remember the night Jim Mc
Gowan got shot out there, One Hop?" 
asked Hashknife. 

"Yessa." One Hop bobbed his head 
quickly. 

"You were lookin' down that way 
when the shots were fired?" 

"Mm·m-m," One Hop munnured 
thoughtfully. "I no sec." 

"It was very dark, but you saw the 
flashes of the guns." 

"Mm-m-m. How you know? You not 
hea'." 

"I know a few things, One Hop. You 
saw three flashes." 

The old Chinese let the smoke drift 
from his wide nostrils in a thin stream, 
his eyes half closed. Finally he shook 
his head. 

"I hca.' two shot." 
"You saw three flashes." 
Slowly the Chinese knocked the ashes 

from his pipe and got to his feeL 
"I bake blcad today," he said. "Must 

go watch." 
He shuffled into the house. Hashknife 

smiled over his cigarct. It had been pure 
guesswork on his part, but he was satis. 
fied that he was right. The Chinese had 
admitted nothing, denied nothing. 

That night he and Sleepy talked over 
things, and Sleepy was inclined to be a lit
tle disgusted over the tame ending of 
their oreano affair. 

"We turned that cow and calf loose," 
he said. "Thursday wanted to vent the 
Diamond R and run on the SP, but I 
said I wouldn't have anythin' to do with 
it. If Steve Pelliser don't want the calf, 
I'm clanged sure I'm not goin' to force 
it on him." 

Hashknife smiled, but agreed with 
Sleepy. 

"Sid and Thursday are both wonderin' 
how it is that the boss will let you spend 
your time off the job," said Sleepy. ''I 
told 'em you was helpin' the sheriff. 
That's the only thing I could tell 'em." 

"It's all right. But clanged little help 
he's gettin' from me. Sleepy, this is a 
tough layout. I'm beginnin' to cuss Bill 
MeGill for leadin' us into this place." 

"I wonder where poor old Dill is." 
"Poor Bill's all right. He's in that old 

dugout behind the stable, livin' on the 
fat of the land and hardboiled eggs." 

"Well, holy henhawks! How'd he get 
there?" 

Hash knife explained all about it. Sleepy 
was greatly amused when he heard how 
Mary had run into Pink with the arm
load of food. 

"Pink's no fool," grinned Hashknife. 
"He knew. But he's stuck on Mary and 
promised not to tell. He figures that Bill 
has got the edge on him, and it shore has 
taken all the sunshine out of Pink's 
future. He almost bit me this morn in'." 

"What do you think about that 
robbery?" 

"I can't even think, pardner. They'\"e 
got me runnin' around in circles-like a 
pup tryin' to lay down. They're offerin' 
a thousand dollars for Bill, you know." 

"Yeah, I know-and lettin' calf rustlers 
go free. Hell of a country." 

CHAPTER XIII 

THE BRAND \'ENTERS 

THE FOLLOWING morning Steve 
and Hashknife rode to town, and 
Sid Brayton went along in the buck

board to bring some needed groceries. 
Steve told Sleepy and Thursday to ride to 
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Spotted Horse' Springs and see if the 
water supply was in good shape. The 
spring needed digging out every season, 
so they took a shovel and a pick along. 

Mary asked to go along. She had not 
been riding for several weeks. The boys 
saddled her sorrel, and the three of them 
rode away together. They took a lunch 
along to eat at the springs, and Sleepy 
chuckled when he saw the boiled eggs. 
Mary did not know that Hashknife had 
told him about the other boiled eggs, and 
wondered why he was so amused. 

It was about three miles to the springs, 
and the two boys spent an hour getting 
the .hole into good shape again. Sleepy 
went out into some weeds to wipe his 
muddy boots, and got struck in the ankle 
by a sleepy eyed rattler, which failed to 
sound any warning. But the stout boot 
resisted the fangs, and Sleepy kicked the 
reptile out on some open ground, where he 
proceeded to kill it with a shoYel. 

"lt's shore funny it didn't rattle," said 
Thursday. 

"Nothin' funny about it," drawled 
Sleepy. "I was standin' on his alarm 
clock." 

They wanted to skin it and present 
Mary with the trophy, but she did not 
want it. 

"They don't always rattle," said Sleepy. 
"They're a lot like folks-shoot first and 
buzz afterwards. Lucky thing I had on 
boots-! might have had a sore ankle 
and the snake would probably have died." 

Mary did not seem as happy as usual, 
and Thursday asked her if she felt well. 

"Oh, I feel all right-! wa.s thinking 
about Dad. He walked the floor most of 
the night. I can't imagine what's the 
matter with him, unless it's the robbery 
of the bank and the murder of Mr. Hart. 
He didn't cat any supper or breakfast." 

"He's all right-jist upset," assured 
Thursday. "l\iebbe that calf-" 

"What calf?" asked Mary quickly. 
"Oh, I was jist thinkin' out loud. 

Queer what things will rome into your 
mind. Well, 1 reckon we might as well 
start back. Let's go around and take a 
look at that little waterhole at the old 

nester's place. It don't run much water, 
but it helps a lot to clean it out once in 
awhile." 

They mounted their horses and rode 
eastward from the Spotted Horse Spring. 
They were much higher than the ranch 
buildings of the SP, and they could see, 
far down the hazy valley, yellow and blue 
hills. Wild bees buzwd among the sage 
flowers, and humming birds, like streaks 
of gold, darted from flower to flower. 

One of them-gold, with a scarlet throat 
-investigated Mary at close range, be
came suddenly frightened and buzzed 
past Sleepy's ear like a bullet. He ducked 
quickly and his hand snapped back to his 
holster. 

"Danged things scare me," he ad
mitted, laughing. 

"Beautiful things." Mary smiled. 
"If they ever hit you, you'll think so." 

Thursday grinned. "One hit me. I was 
pickin' some wild- strawberries one day, 
kinda behind some bushes, and I lifted up 
right in front of a hummin' bird. Zowiel 
He hit me right between the eyes and I 
went fiat. Woke up with both eyes 
swelled shut." 

"Kill the bird?" asked Sleepy. 
"I dunno. He wasn't big enough to 

stumble over, and I couldn't sec." 
Thursday led the way across a mesa, 

and down through an old wash-out, where 
a cloudburst of some remote age had torn 
a deep swale. They swung back to the 
left along a narrow mesa and then went 
down the hill above what was known as 
the old nester place. Breaking through 
a screen of mesquite. they came out on 
an open slope. possibly a hundred and 
fifty yards above the old pole corral. 

"\:Vhat the hell!" snapped Thursday, 
jerking back his horse. 

There were cattle in the corral. A man 
was running along the fence, crouched low. 
He picked up a rifle at the corner, turned 
and ran down the other side of the fence. 

One man was in the corral, scurrying 
back among the cattle. There came the 
thud of a bullet and Mary's horse went 
down in a heap, throwing her down the 
slope on her hands and knees, while from 
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down at the corral came the rattling re-
port of a rifle. Sleepy was down, running 
to Mary, who was dazed. He picked her 
up in his arms and went stumbling after 
his horse, which had gone back through 
the mesquite. 

Another bullet screamed off the dirt 
near him, and some gravel hit him in the 
ear. Thursday had spurred his horse 
around, buck-jumping the animal toward 
the heavy cover, while more bullets 
crashed through the mesquite. Sleepy 
reached the brush, staggered ahead a 
dozen feet and dropped flat. 

Mary was unhurt, except for a skinned 
knoo, but she was frightened. Thursday 
came running to them and dropped down 
on his hands and knees. 

"Are you hurt, Mary?" he asked 
anxiously. 

"Skinned one knee," she replied, pant
ing a little. "I'm all right." 

"Catch my horse," said Sleepy. "We've 
got to duck out of here. We ain't got a 
chance against rifles, and they may try 
to head us off. Mary can ride my bronc, 
and we'll double up." 

"Is my horse dead'?" asked Mary. 
"Neck broke square off. Hurry up, 

Thursday." 
Sleepy's horse only went a short way, 

and in a few minutes they were mounted 
and riding toward the ranch at top speed. 
There was no chance for conversation. 
Thursday took the shortest way back to 
the house, but his horse was floundering 
badly from the double weight before they 
arrived. 

"Didja recognize any of 'em?" asked 
Sleepy, as they dismounted. 

"Not one," replied Thursday. 
Mary said she had not, either. Her 

knee was stiff and she limped badly. 
"Well, they think we did," decided 

Sleepy. "Saddle another horse and get 
us a couple of rifles." 

"The rifles are all in the house," said 
Mary, and went with Sleepy to get them. 

Sleepy selected a pair of .30-SO Win
chesters, and was outside with them when 
Sid Brayton drove in with the buckboard 
and load of groceries. 

SLEEPY told him what had 
happened, and Sid unhitched 
quickly, calling to One Hop to 
unload the buckboard. Sleepy 

got another rifle and met them at the 
stable. It was not over ten minutes from 
the time they arrived until the three men 
were riding away from the ranch. 

They swung out about a quarter of a 
mile apart, with Sleepy keeping to the 
route they had followed back. They rode 
swiftly, keeping an eye on the tops of the 
ridges. They saw no one. Sleepy came 
out on the open ridge where Mary's horse 
had been killed, but found the corral 
empty and the branding fire extinguished. 

He waited there until he saw Brayton 
riding in from the north side, and went 
down to meet him. In a few minutes 
Thursday came riding in from the south, 
carrying his rifle in the crook of his left 
arm. They dismounted and looked 
around the burned-aut fire. There were 
plenty of boot tracks and cigaret butts. 
There was also an old can half full of axle 
grease. 

Near the fire was an old log, on which 
several hot irons had been tested. 

"What do you make of this?" queried 
Thursday, pointing at a rather queer 
burn on the log, which appeared to be 
fresh. 

Sleepy did not know what it was, and 
neither did Brayton. 

"I can clanged soon tell you what it is," 
said Thursday. "It's the vent iron of the 
Diamond R. They use a six pointed star, 
cut out of a flat piece of iron, big enough 
to cover most any brand." 

Sleepy nodded slowly. It was the iron 
used to vent another brand when an out
fit bought branded cattle and wanted to 
run their own mark on the animal. The 
vent brand was registered the same as a 
regular brand, but was supposed only to 
be used legally. 

"That don't mean nothin'," said Bray
ton. "You can't proVe that mark was 
burned today, and you can't prove it was 
used on our cows." 

"Look for a six pointed star vent on the 
left shoulder." 
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"Yeah, and the HN outfit brand on the 
left shoulder, too." 

"That's the worst of it. But them 
jaspers was stealin' cows. You've got 
to admit that, Sid." 

"You're clanged right they was. Golly, 
it's lucky they didn't hit Mary." 

"Didn't miss her far," said Sleepy 
grimly. "Broke her bronc's neck ncar the 
shoulder, and the animal was facin' them. 
A few inches higher-" 

"You looked at the animal?" 
"Defore I came down here. We better 

collect her saddle and bridle on the way 
back. There's no use huntin' for them 
jiggers. They faded out of here mighty 
quick after we left, and they probably 
scattered the cattle. How many men did 
you see, Thursday?" 

"I'm sure of three. Mebbe there was 
more, I dunno." 

They took the rig off the dead horse and 
rode back to the ranch, where they found 
Steve. Mary had told him all about it, 
a.nd he wu anxious to get more news. He 
looked a little pale, but his jaw bulged 
angrily when they told him about the 
\'ent mark on the Jog. 

"Of course, you can't put the deadwood 
on anybody through that," said Thursday. 

"No, you can't. 'Veil, I dunno." 
Steve's eyes narrowed as he looked off 
across the hills. "I reckon we'll call it a 
day. If they'd hurt Mary-" 

Sleepy explained how close she came to 
being shot. Steve sighed and went back 
to the house. Thursday shrugged his 
shoulders dismally at the lack of fight in 
Steve Pelliser. 

"The killin' of Ed Hart ha.s shore hand
cuffed Steve," he declared. "He ain't 
been the same man since. He jist don't 
seem to care what happens. If we got 
killed protectin' his clanged cows, he 
prob'ly wouldn't give us a decent burial." 

"Prob'ly not," agreed Sleepy. 
In the meantime, Hashknife rode out to 

the Diamond R ranch. He was curious 
to know how Scotty had squared that 
calf deal with Steve, but he was not going 
to be foolish enough to ask him. There 
was always a chance that Scotty might 

say something that would gi\'e him a lead. 
Hashknifc had never been there before. 

It was on the main road to Newton, one 
of the old type ranch-houses, part adobe, 
part weathered lumber. The stables and 
outhouses were all one story affairs. The 
Diamond R was one of the oldest cattle 
outfits in the country. The first owners 
had set out a big grove of cotton
woods, which nearly concealed the old 
place. 

Scotty and Smith were home, and 
Scotty's greeting was none too friendly. 
Hashknife had the feeling that Scotty 
was suspicious of him. Smith was braid
ing a quirt, seated on a box in the shade 
of the stable, while Scotty humped on his 
heels beside him, watching the operation. 
Neither of them got up when Hashknife 
rode in and dismounted. 

"What's new?" asked Scotty curiously. 
"Not a thing," replied Hashknife. 

"] got tired of listenin' to folks talk about 
bank robbers, so I went for a ride." 

"I reckon it made plenty talk." Scotty 
smiled. 

"And that's all," growled Smith. 
"That's about all the law does these 
da.ys." 

"That's true," agreed Hashknife. "But 
what can the law do ? When a crimiJial 
don't leave any tracks, how can you find 
him"/" 

';If I robbed a bank I'd prob'ly leave 
my photograph on the floor," said Scotty, 
Ripping pebbles at a li7.ard. '"They'd 
get me before I got a mile away." 

;'I dunno about me.'' Hashknife 
grinned. "It looks like a safe way to get 
some money. Still, l'm not smart enough 
to lea\"e without losin' a hat or my gun, 
or somethin' with my name on it." 

The conversation shifted to the killing 
of Edward Hart. 

"You knew him pretty well, didn't 
you"?" asked Hashknife. 

"Ever since I've been in the Valley. 
He was all right." 

"What become of the kid that killed 
him!" queried Smith. 

Hashknife smiled. 
"The county is bettin' you a thousand 
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dollars against nothin' that you can't 
find him." 

"Funny deal," said Scotty soberly. 
"Didja ever find out anythin' about the 
dozen men that turned him loose?" 

Hashknife shook his head. 
"They didn't leave any tracks." 
"And the kid faded out, ch? I don't 

blame him-he was guilty as hell." 
"That's a matter of opinion." 
"It's shore my opinion, Hartley." 
"I don't think there's any question of 

a jury convictin' him." 
"Not a bit." 
"A cow jury-" Smith grinned crook

edly- "ain't nothin' to monkey with." 
"I've seen 'em do strange things." 
"Well, a jury won't never try that kid," 

declared Scotty. "In the first place, our 
sheriff's office is damned inefficient." 

"Did you ever work in a sheriff's 
office?" asked Hashknife. 

"I never did. Why?" 
"Oh, nothin'. I knew your brother 

used to be a sheriff, and thought mebbe 
you worked with him." 

Scotty was silent for several moments, 
scowling at the ground. Then: 

"No, I never worked with him at that 
time. Who told you he was sheriff?" 

"I think it was Caliente Jones. He 
merely mentioned the fact while he was 
tellin' a story of his experiences as a stage 
driver. Santa Dolores, wasn't it?" 

"Yeah-Santa Dolores. He's buried 
there, Hartley. You didn't know him, 
didja?" 

"No ; that was before I came here." 
"Uh-huh." 
Smith went into the stable to get more 

leather. 
"Queer sort of a hombre," said Scotty. 

"Good worker, but kinda queer. I sup
pose that kickin' didn't help him much. 
He gets bad headaches-bad enough to 
put him in bed. I kinda feel sorry for 
him." 

"Nice of you to give him a job." 
"Oh, he's able to work for his money. 

Don't smoke nor drink much. Likes to 
set and work on ropes and things like that. 
He looks bad, but he ain't." 

Smith came out and resumed his seat 
on the box. 

"The killin' of Hart kinda hurt Steve 
Pelliser," said Hashknife. 

Scotty nodded thoughtfully. 
"They were good friends. Steve's all 

right. Me and him get along fine." 

THE TALK shifted and they 
spokeabout cattle, with no men
tion of cah·es. And as Hash
knife did not want to broach 

the subject, he rode back to town no 
wiser than when he came. He talked for 
awhile with Pink, who was still a little 
sour over his promise to Mary. 

"Every cloud has a silver linin'," said 
Hashknife. "Sometimes you got to put 
the silver on for yourself. If you wasn't 
as dumb as an oyster and as sore headed 
as a bee stung bear, you'd go out to sec 
her." 

"She don't want to see me." 
"Well, she might." 
"Y ea-a-aah ?" Pink brightened visibly. 

"Well, 1-what the hell do you know 
about it anyway?" 

"I'm just tellin' you, tha's all." 
"Thank you-kindly.'' 
"You're welcome." 
Hashknife went on out to the ranch, 

where Sleepy and Thursday told him 
about their run-in with the rustlers. 

"Too bad you didn't wait and see what 
they looked like," said Hashknife. 

"Yeah!" snorted Sleepy. "And us 
with two puny six-guns and a shovel and 
a pick, against rifles. And with a girl. 
You'd have stayed and pe<l.ked, ehf" 

"No." Hashknife grinned. "I'd have 
come home as fast as I could. Mebbe 
I wouldn't have waited for a horse, 
'cause when ' they're shootin' at me, 
I'm not botherin' about anythin' but 
myself." 

After supper Hashknife talked with 
Steve about it. Mary was hobbling 
around with a bandaged knee, and Steve 
watched her with gloomy eyes. Steve 
had little to say to Hashknife, not even 
making a guess as to who had fired the 
shots. 
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"That bmnd mark on the log don't 
prove anythin'," he said. 

"And," said Hashknife, "if you did 
find a n:mted brand on the left shoulder, 
you eouldn't tell whether it was your cow 
or a HN cow, or some other cow that the 
Diamond R had shipped in here." 

"That's right, Hashknifc, you couldn't. 
It's a mistake for two outfits to brand on 
the same spot, but both brands have been 
registered for years, and neither of us 
have ever thought of making a change. 
Uncle Boddy's outfit was originally 
located below where Newton is now, but 
he came up here fifteen years ago." 

"Sleepy says that bullet only needed 
a few inches elevation to have hit Mary." 

Steve shook his head wearily. 
''That's somethin' I don't even want 

to think about." 
"You think a lot of Mary." 
"Think a lot of her? Hartley, I'm not 

a man to make a fuss over anybody, but 
if anythin' ever happened to her-" 

''I know how you feel. I\iary is a won-
derful girl." 

· 

"Well, I don't care much for anythin' 
else. I sent her away to school, and I 
was scared she'd get some tall notions
but she didn't. You can't change Mary." 

"If I was twenty years younger-" 
Hashknife smiled. 

"1 wouldn't put anythin' in your way, 
Hashknife. I wonder why you never got 
married." 

"Well, I never stopped long enough in 
one place." 

"You don't believe in love at first 
sight?" 

''Shore. But .not marriage, Steve." 
"I reckon that's a good way to look at 

it. I think Mary is kinda sweet on Pink 
Lowry. J>ink's a nice kid. But he don't 
come out to sec her. He's fought shy of 
here ever since Jim McGowan was killed. 
Nobody blames him." 

"He's jealous of Bill McGill." 
"H� ! Of Bill McGill, eh? Well, 

Bill's gone, and there's nothin' to stop 
him." 

"Would you have considered Bill as � 
son-in-law?" 

-

"Not in a million years! Why-well, I 
wouldn't, that's all. 1-[ want her to 
marry her own kind of people." 

"That's right. Well, [ reckon l'll hit 
the hay.'' 

"Do you know anythin' new?" 
"�othin' worth talkin' about. I think 

I'll go out and read some brands to
morrow. Mebbe 1 can find some six. 
pointed stars." 

Steve nodded slowly. 

CHAPTER XIV 

DASUK�'"IFE JOURNEYS TO SANTA DOLOR•:.S 

BUT HASHKKIFE did not find any 
vented bmnds the next day. He 
and Sleepy rode all day across the 

runge, looking over bunches of cattle, but 
not a single one bore a vented brand. 

"It looks as though you broke up the 
party," decided Hashknifc. "It was 
probably their first move at ventin' 
bmnds, and you ruined it." 

"That's about it. But wiU they quit at 
that?" 

"�'ot likely." 
They got back to the mnch at supper 

time and talked it over with Steve, who 
seemed relieved to think that his cattle 
were untouched. Steve had boon to town 
that. day, giving Mary a good opportunity 
t6 sec Bill. One Hop kept him plenti
fully supplied with food, and Mary kept 
him in books; but she said that Bill was 
getting restless. 

"He thinks he ought to get out of the 
country," :Mary told Hashknifc. "I've 
explained that there's no way for him to 
get out. Some officer would pick him up, 
sure. But-oh, I don't know. He gets 
bull headed at times. You might have a 
talk with him." 

"I don't know what to do with him. 
I've worn my brain to a whisper tryin' to 
figure out some way to dear him, but 
nothin' works out. If he leaves here, he's 
a goner. There's a thousand reward, 
which is an inducement to anybody. Any
way, I'll try to talk sense to h.im. Saw 
Pink yesterday." 
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"How is he?" the girl asked him quickly. 
"All right physically, but all wrong 

mentally. Lookin' through blue glasses." 
Mary laughed and shook her head. 
"I don't understand him. The only 

time he's been out here since the night of 
the party was when he caught me with 
all those boiled eggs." 

"He thinks enough of you to keep still 
about Bill McGill." 

"In other words, he thinks more of my 
opinion of him than he does of that 
thousand dollar reward." 

"Yeah, I reckon it would take several 
thousands to tempt him." 

"Is he-is he sore about Bill being 
here?" 

"Sore about you takin' care of Bill." 
"That's foolish." 
''Mebbe. Of course, if Pink was hidin' 

a lady in a dugout, packin' her an arm
load of boiled eggs at daylight, and you 
knew it-" 

Mary flushed quickly, but her sense of 
humor was keen enough to sec the fM)int. 

"That's true, Hashknifc. Perhaps I 
have misjudged him." 

"He's misjudged himself, too-and 
Bill McGill and you. But I had a talk 
with him, and mebbe he sees the light 
now. He's not ignorant, you know." 

"What in the world did you tell him!" 
"Oh, I didn't lie." Ha.shknife grinned. 

"I reckon I'll have to make a little medi
cine talk to Bill McGilL He's educated, 
but jist fool enough to tie a rope around 
his own neck. And if he got out and was 
caught, he'd probably tell where he's 
been. I'll speak a lot of words to him for 
him, and I'll also speak a few words to 
him for me and you. Hitngin' don't mean 
much to him, because he's never been 
hung, and don't know how pa.inful it 
might be. Yeah, I'll talk to Bill, plenty." 

And Hashknife did talk to Bill. He 
sat down in the dugout with him and told 
Bill in detail just what might happen to 
him if he got bull headed and left his 
hiding place. When Hashknife was 
finished, Bill had an idea that the dugout 
was not the worst place in the world, 
after all. 

"But," said Bill, after making many 
promises, "I do not sec why you are so 
anxious to preserve my life. What am I 
to you ?" 

"It's like this. When a prominent 
citizen comes to a city, they generally hold 
a meetin' and hand him the key to the 
place. Well, the city is Willow Wells, I'm 
the prominent citizen-and you're the 
key." 

"The key to what?" 
"Who knows t You set here and wait 

developments." 

THE NEXT couple of days 
were devoid of interest, as far 

�he���i��:S �:�a��:�e�?oe:g 
on the robbery case, and of course he had 
no knowledge of Bill McGill's when� 
abouts. He felt that Hashknife knew 
something about Bill McGill, hut he also 
had a feeling that it would be a waste of 
time to try to find the boy. Hashknife 
was somewhat of an enigma to the sheriif. 
In fact, Hashknife was discussed when
ever a group of men met around Willow 
Wells. 

But Hashknife did not care, as long as 
they let him alone. He was on his way 
back to the ranch from town, when he 
was imbued with a certain hunch. At the 
ranch he tied his slicker on the back of 
his saddle, selected a rifle and scabbard 
and told Mary, who was the only one on 

_the place except One Hop, that he was 
going away for a couple of days. 

He told her to tell Sleepy that every
thing was fine and that he would be back 
when he got back. Mary did not ask 
him where he was going, but she watched 
him ride away across the hills, heading 
westward. 

Sleepy was a little puzzled and perhaps 
a little angry. He wanted to � with 
Hashknife. 1\Iary told him that Hash
knife had taken a rifle; and that admitted 
the possibility of trouble, because the tall 
cowboy seldom rode with a rifle on his 
saddle. SteYe had nothing to say about 
it. He and the rest of the boys had been 
riding in the hills to the north, but found 
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few cattle. This was rather unusual, as 
that was their favorite range at this time 
of the year, and the water supply was 
still good. They had taken particular 
pains to look for vented brands, but 
found none. 

"I tell you, Steve's sick," Thursday 
declared, after supper that night. "He 
don't eat hardly anythin', and he ain't 
got a grin in his system. If J was him I'd 
sec a doctor. No use sufferin'." 

"Indigestion," diagnosed Sid Brayton, 
who had not the slightest idea what in
digestion might be. 

"How does that affect you?" 
"Somethin' like si-atti-ky." 
"That's him all over." 
"If I ever get sick," said Sleepy, grin

ning, "you jiggers keep away from me. 
You know too much about diseases." 

''Well," said Sid, "I can shore cure a 
upset stummick." 

"How?" 
"Stand you on your head and tip her 

back to normal. Aw, go ahead and 
laugh." 

Some one rode up to the front of the 
bunkhouse, and they went out to find 
Pink Lowry, dressed in his blue suit and 
a red shirt. 

"My Gawd!" blurted Thursday. "We 
ain't done nothin'-honest !" 

Pink grinned widely. He dismounted, 
and Sid sang mournfully: 

"Oh. a cowboy went a·oourtin', 
Dressed in his Sunday suit. 
He bowffl so grand, 
Asked for her h11nd, 
And got her father's boot. 
Root, tootie, toot 'n' toot toot!" 

"You came jist in time." Sleepy 
grinned. "We been wantin' a fourth man 
to make up a poker game. C'mon right 
in, Offieer." 

"Wait 'II I do." Pink laughed. "Will 
one of you hired men put away my 
horse?" 

"Ec-magine that!" blurted Thursday. 
"I don't want to git the shine off my 

boots," said Pink. 
"Take 'em off. You ain't got no socks 

on t' spoil. 1\:lebbe you'd like to have 

one of us go up to the house and announce 
that you've arrived." 

"You start up that way and I'll shoot 
you." Pink grinned. "I reckon I'll tie 
m' steed to the corral fence." 

"Yeah, and let him cat a hole in it, eh? 
That's all your bronc ever gets-post 
oats. I've seen that buzzard head cat 
himself plumb through a corral fence. I'll 
put him in the barn, if you don't think 
he'll git scared or some oats and choke 
himself to death." 1 

"Put a halter on him. He can't choke 
himself with a halter." 

"Halter'd prob'ly scare him," grumbled 
Thursday, as he led the animal away. 

"My idea of a good time," said Sid 
thoughtfully, "would be for all of us to go 
up to the house and spend the evcnin' ." 

"Wait till Thursday gets back," said 
Sleepy. "Mebbe Mary will play on the 
organ for us." 

"If you do," replied Pink ominously, 
"they'll be datin' time from the Pelliser ::�. massacree. Good evenin', gentle-

Pink went striding toward the house, 
expecting that the three cowboys would 
do just as Sid suggested; and they prob
ably would have, except that Sleepy 
pointed out that it would really be a 
mean trick. Sleepy had been in love and 
he knew a few things about it. 

Mary and her father greeted Pink 
warmly, and he forgot all his misery. 
There was plenty or food for conversa
tion, and when talk lagged Mary played 
the organ for them. Steve retired early. 

"Steve ain't lookin' good," doclared 
Pink. "What's wrong with him?" 

Mary shook her head. 
"I don't know, Pink. He says he reels 

all right, but he won't eat and he don't 
sleep well." 

"Stummick gone wrong, I reckon." 

THEY went out and sat on the 
porch in the moonlight. It was 
warm out there, and they could 
hear Sid Brayton strumming 

on his guitar down in the bunkhouse. 
Crickets chirped softly, and in one or the 



176 W. C. TUTTLE 

trees a mocking bird seemed to be try
ing to imitate the higher notes of the man
dolin. 

"I dunno," said Pink thoughtfully. 
"It's always been so peaceful in the 
Valley, and now-" 

"Something has gone wrong." 
"Looks thataway. Me and Dud have 

been wonderin' a lot about Hashknife. 
Steve told Dud that Hashknife was 
workin' on this Hart case. He didn't say 
why he was workin' on it, nor anythin', 
He don't seem to be doin' anythin', as far 
as we can see, except to kinda set around. 
He ain't a detective, is he!" 

"I don't know a thing about him," said 
Mary. "Dad gave Sleepy and Hashknife 
jobs. He told me that Hashknife had an 
idea that Bill McGill didn't shoot Mr. 
Hart, and that he wanted Dad to dis
charge him, so he could investigate. Dad 
wouldn't fire him. He likes Hashknife
wc all like him-so Dad told him to keep 
the job and do as he pleased." 

"I reckon I was kinda sore about Bill 
1\icGill," confessed J>ink. 

"When I met you with the eggs!" 
laughed Mary. 

"Mm�m-m. Well, before that, 1\'Iary. 
Of course, that's the first idea I had that 
Bill was out here." 

"Hashknifc is a quick thinker." 
"Quick-y'betcha. And I'll bet he'd be 

a hard hombre in a fight. Looks long and 
thin and kinda quiet, but he's got the 
squarest eyes I ever did sec. They look 
through you. Oh, I'm for him, even if he 
did frame up to have me popped on the 
head in order to get Bill out of jail." 

"But he didn't do that, Pink. I could 
swear he didn't. I tell you he was sick 
about it, before Bill showed up. He 
thought they had lynched him." 

"l\:lebbe I'm wrong. But I wasn't 
holdin' it against him. I couldn't believe 
Bill killed Hart." 

"They'd have hung him." 
"Sure thing. I dunno what all them 

men were doin' there. Dud saw 'em. 
That is, he saw a bunch of men ridin' 
away from in front of the office that night. 
That's the queer part of it all. I never 

saw anybody, and Bill wasn't there to 
tell what he saw." 

'"He saw one masked man." 
"Just one, eh? Well, I'm not goin' to 

worry about it. I'm goin' to keep on 
drawin' my hundred and ten a month, 
and one of these days I'll have enough 
to buy me a!few cows." 

"That's fine," said Mary. "Dad says 
you ought to succeed." 

"Any man that'll wear a dress suit and 
a striped shirt ought to." 

"'I wonder if you'll ever forget that?" 
":Not until after I meet the suit drum

mer that sold it to me. He's got a lot of 
misery comin'. How do you like this 
suit?" 

"Fine. But I like you better in the 
clothes you wear every day, Pink." 

Mary was very frank. Pink slowly 
rolled a cigarct. 

"Well, I wish I'd have known that," 
he said slowly. "I could have saved the 
price of a couple good cows." 

"Did you buy that suit on my account 1" 
"Y ea-a-ah-and the dress suit, too. 

Don't forget the dress suit." 
Mary laughed softly, and Pink chuckled 

over his cigaret. 
Suddenly they both looked up, at the 

sound of a peculiar noise. It was like a 
sudden cry stopped almost before it began 
--one sharp note. 

"What do you reckon that was?" asked 
Pink. 

"I haven't any idea. What did it sound 
like to you?" 

"I don't know that either." 
Sid was still strumming his guitar, and 

they could hear their voices raised in a 
heated argument of some kind. 

''I guess it was the boys," said Mary. 
"rrobably was." 
They talked for a few minutes longer, 

and Pink decided to go home. He said he 
did not want to wear out his welcome. 
They shook hands solemnly, said good 
night, and Pink went to the stable without 
saying anything to the boys in the bunk� 
house. He was in fine spirits, whistling 
softly to himself. 

The stable door was half open, and as 
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he stepped in something struck him over 
the head and his consciousness went out 
in a shower of stars. He felt himself fall
ing through space for miles and miles, 
floating among the clouds. They seemed 
heavy enough for him to walk on, like 
\luge beds of rubber-like mist, and he was 
doing well until he fell through a hole and 
came back to earth with a dull thud. 

For several moments he sat there in 
lhe dark, staring at the square hole, 
which was the door, with the moonlight 
streaming through. He wondered if that 
was the hole in the clouds through which 
lw had fallen. By degrees he realized that 
it was a door and that he was sitting in a 
stable. His head was throbbing, and 
after an iU\·esti.aation he decided that 
some one had grafted a goose egg on the 
side of his skull. 

He got drunkenly to his feet and 
groped his way to the door. It was quiet 
out there. He leaned against the wall 
and tried to puzzle out just what had 
happened to him. There was no question 
that some one had hit him. He looked 
inside, btJt no beams had fallen. His 
horse was there in the stall, where 
Thursday had left it. 

He walked halfway to the bunkhouse, 
intending to tell the boys what had ha� 
pened to him, but a sudden idea smote 
him and he went back to his horse, 
rnouhtcd and rode away. 

"That's a hell of a way to do," he told 
his horse bitterly. "Here I keep away 
from her all this time, givin' that clanged 
tenderfoot the inside track on it, and 
when I do come out for a little visit he up 
and hits me over the head for it. I'd 
like to bet forty dollars that he did kill 
Ed Hart. That jigger is mean enough 
to kid anybody." 

E THERE was little of the 
grandeur of the early mining 
days left to Santa Dolores. 
The town had possibly fifty in

habitants, who eked out a li\·ing from the 
cattlemen and an occasional mining ven
ture. It was on the same railroad as 
Newton, but it had become only a flag 

station, without even a dot on the map 
to show its existence. Many of the build
ings had fallen down, and the inhabi
tants did not think it worth their time 
to remove the dCbris. Santa Dolores 
was in a fair way to become another of 
the ghost towns, although the inhabi
tants swore by the place and wished for 
another mining boom. 

It was close to midnight when Hash
knife came to Santa Dolores. He had 
taken the road over to Cinnabar and fol
lowed the old stage road from there to 
Santa Dolores. It was a distance of about 
forty-five wiles from Willow Wells, but 
over a road which would be impassable for 
\'chicles. Hashknife did not go to Cinna
bar. He wondered if the horsethief was 
still running the hotel there, and decided 
to find out on his way back. 

He stabled his tired horse and got a bed 
at a rickety hotel, where the old man in 
charge showed him to bed with a lantern. 

"You won't find no bed bugs," he was 
assured solemnly. "Even a bed bug must 
eat once in a while, and our guests are few 
and far between." 

''That's some consolation," agreed 
Hashknife. "Have you lived here long"?" 

"About as long as there is. Yessir, I'm 
one of the oldest." This was said 
proudly. 

''Is this the county seat?" 
"Used to be. Yessir, this was shore a 

good town in them days. We held the 
honor of bcin' the county seat until about 
ten year ago, when the court house 
burned down. They mo•1ed the county 
seat up to Pinon City, then, where she is 
now." 

"Court house burned, eh ?" 
"Y'beteha. Destroyed everythin' con

nected with it." 
This did not sound so good to Hash

knife. He wanted to get at some of the 
old records. 

"Hemember Jim McGowan?" 
"Jim McGowan? Lemme see. Jim 

McGowan. Did he tend ba.r here?" 
"I heard he was the sheriff." 
"Jim McGowan? Lemme see. Well, 

mebbe he was. Come to think of it, 
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there was a McGowan sheriff. Yessir, 
there was, I 'member him now. Jim 
McGowan. Ain't it funny how you'll 
forget things like that? Do you know 
him!" 

"He was killed over near Willow Wells 
a while back." 

"The deuce he was! Ain't that too 
bad? I knowed him so well, too. I'm 
shore sorry about it. Great feller, Jim 
was. Us old-timers do pass away. I 
come near gittin' me some harp lassons 
last winter. Damn' house fell in on me. 
1 jumped up and down on the floor to 
see if she was stout. Floor was all right, 
but the damn' roof jumped down on me. 
They dug me out and said, 'Abner, 
you're dead.' Fooled 'em. They all 
said, 'Well, it's jist like Abner-he will 
play jokes, even on the undertaker.' I 
allus was knowed as a great joker. Well, 
I hope you sleep well. But if you feel like 
jumpin' up and down to test the floor
remember what I told you." 

Hashknife assured him that he did not 
feel at all like jumping up and down on the 
floor. It was far from a good bed, but he 
was tired and slept until nine o'clock. The 
proprietor cooked him some breakfast 
and talked incessantly. He had forgotten 
Jim McGowan, and it needed quite a lot 
of prompting on Hashknife's part to 
enable him to remember. 

But Hashknife soon found that the 
man's memory was hazy on most things 
that happened in the past; so he went out 
to look over the town. Ncar the depot 
was a sizable loading corral and there was 
evidence that it had been used as a ship
ping point. 

Hashknife circulated around the old 
town, trying to find some one who knew 
clearly of the things that happened in the 
heyday of Santa Dolores. He had little 
luck, until he found two old men playing 
seven-up for matches in the livery stable 
where he kept his horse. 

They were a pair of ancients, there was 
no doubt of that. Hashknife sat down 
with them. They filled their pipeS. 

"I imagine you've lived here a long 
time," said Hashknife. 

"If you mean me," said one, "you're all 
wrong. I'm a seafarin' man from Glouces
ter. Hennery Cable's my name. Come 
from a long line of ancestors-mighty 
long. The first Cables built-" 

"He's off like a stick of dinnymite!" ex
ploded the other old man disgustedly. 
"l'•.re heard that so many times. Sea
farin'!" 

"I am so, John Byrd! You know 
clanged well 1'\•e been around the Horn 
twice in windjammers. l c'n prove it." 

"Twice! And you started from
where was it?" 

"New Bedford." 
"Uh-huh. Last time you came over

land, eh?" 
"I did not! All the trippin' I ever done 

was before the mast." 
"Then you're back in New Bedford, 

ain't cha?" 
''I'm right here, you old moth eaten 

badger." 
"Yeah, and you've been here fifteen 

year. I don't believe you ever seen the 
ocean, except in a pitcher. Seafarin' !" 

The seafaring man glared angrily, 
helped himself to a fresh chew of tobacco 
and looked Hash knife over. 

"You ain't droppin' anchor in this 
harbor, be you?" 

Hashknife laughed and shook his head. 
"Don't. If you ever spoke a word, 

they'd make you out a liar. They think 
the Horn is somethin' that grew on a cow. 
I'm jist about through with this place." 

"You'd think he jist come here," 
jeered the other. "l�iftecn years, or I'm 
a cow's uncle. And the lies he's told 
about spearin' whales, and wrecks. Huh! 
Wouldn't know a whale if he mel him on 
the road. There's three damn' liars in 
Arizony, and Hcnnery Cable's all three of 
'ern." 

"Well," said Henry Cable discon
solately, "that's the worst of a sailor 
comin' out here. You can't pro"e sea
manship in no clanged desert." 

"I've been here twenty-five years, and 
I'm proud of it," said Byrd. 

"A feller like you don't need much to 
make him proud." 
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'fhe argument might ha,·e been in
terminable, but Hashknife asked Byrd if 
he remembered when Jim McGowan was 
sheriff of that county. 

"Jim McGowan? Shore do. Why, he 
was buried here a short time ago, and I 
went to his buryin'." 

''That's right, he was. Remember him 
pretty well, eh (" 

''Pretty much. I was in and out of 
here at that time. Minin', most!)•." 

"Ever know Caliente Smith?" 
"Knowcd lotsa. Smiths, but I don't 

jist remember that one." 
"Dro,·e stage between here and Cinna

bar." 
"Yeah? Prob'ly. Long time ago, that 

was." 
"Do you remember a big holdup, in 

which a lot of raw gold was stolen?" 
The old man filled his pipe careCullv, 

tamped the tobacco down with a gnarled 
llnger, and frowned thoughtfully. 

"I jist do remember that," he said. "lt 
was. on a. sta.ge between here and Cinna
bar. But I ain't so very clear on .the de
tails. Lemmc·see. Yeah, I was freightin' 
at that time, but I 'member the holdup. 
They shore got plenty dinero, them 
fellers." 

":More than one man?" 
"Yeah, there was. Lemme see. Yeah, 

they shot one feller all up, but the rest of 
'em got away with the gold. I ain't reool
lected that incident rr years." 

"Did this one man die?" 
"I ain't shore about that. You sec, 

one man more or less in them days didn't 
make no difference." 

"And the gold mines played out, eh ?" 
"Oh, shore. Nobody left there now." 
"I think there was a guard shot at that 

holdu·p," said Hashknife, trying to refresh 
the old man's memory. "The sheriff's 
horse was killed, so he took one of the 
stage horses to ride." 

"Yessir, that's a fact. Buck Bowen 
was the guard. Crippled for life, he was. 
The bullet took him in the elbow. I 
kinda remember, now. That feller's 
name was Neilson-Nelson-Ncilan? No, 
it was Neal-well, somethin' like that. 
He was tried right here in Santa Dolores." 

"Then he didn't die, eh?" 
")iebbe he did. I 'member there was 

a trial, but I wasn't here.'' 
"How long ago was that?" 
"Oh, I reckon about twenty year ago." 
"Did you ever hea.r of the Willow 

Valley Copper Company?" 
"Nope. Don't remember it, anyway." 
"Did you ever know a Dr. McGill?" 
"Dr. McGill? Can't place him. Was 

he doctorin' around here?" 
"I don't suppose he was." 
Hashknife thanked them for the in

formation and went back to the hotel, 
where he talked with the old landlord 
again. He remembered Jim McGowan 
readily, and they talked about Jim's being 
buried in Santa Dolores. 

"I was to his buryin'," declared the 
old man. "I c'n see it jist as plain as 
though it was yesterday." 

"How long ago was it?'' asked Hash
knife curiously. 

"Twenty�two year ago last winter." 
Hashknife gave up. There did not 

seem to be any one in Santa Dolores 
whose memory was clear on events of 
twenty years ago; so he decided to ride 
back that evening to Cinnabar. But this 
time he was going to be more careful with 
his horse. 
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The World's Best 

I �!!lc�::.s1:p�c0n���n�t:r�:� ��:w��� 
lucky mountaineers, "Domain", which 
appeared in our pages in the May 1st 
issue, has been selected by Paul ralmcr, 
Sunday editor of the New York World, for 
the annual anthology called "The World's 
Best Stories". As you perhaps know, 
these stories are cho�n from a group of 
five nominated, for their respective maga
zines, by the leading cditors ofthe country. 

Reprinted first singly in the .Sunday 
Magazine section of the World, the col
lection is later published in book form 
by the Doubleday-Doran Company, and 
really gives an excellent cross-section of 
the best fiction appearing in the best 
magazines for any yeur. The Adventure 
selection for 1928 was "Pioneer" by Harry 
G. Husc. 

Ozark Railroading 

E. S. DELLINGER learned his rail
roading in a hard schooL In the fol

lowin.g: letter he gi\'es us some of the 
factual background of "Torpedo"', in this 
issue. 

You might be interested to know some of the 
factual background behind "Torpedo". It had it.s 
origin in a tripoverthe Ozark Division oftbe Frisro 
on Number 85 one night in 1918. On the Eastern 
Division where l worked, we had a thirty mile an 
hour limit on all frt:ight tr:.in�. I wa.� called out on 
the o�ark Division where they ha<l no speed limit. 
Swede Hagberg wa� the hoggcr. .Ju.<t before we 
passed Diggins, a blind �iding, I cro.;;<et.\ the "ab to 
a.sk hi1u where we were going for Number G, the 
Kansa." City Limited. 

"Goin' to Seymour," he returned coolly. 
"What time you got!'"" l inquired. pulling ont my 

watch. 
We romparcd time. We had just �ix mintJtes to 

go five miles nnd get in theclearforthe fa-<tcotpa� 
senger train on the system. Not a man on the East
ern Division would have thought of go;ng over, but 

ISO 
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Hagberg went-and made it-didn't even stop them 
at the �witch. We bad no speedometers on the en
gine!!, but l countedtelegraph pole!i fora minuteand 
the be�t I could figure we were making better than 
eighty part ofthe time. 

This same fellow turned a banana train off the 
grade near Cedar Gap. all but the engine and the 
caboose and two or three cars. The company dido "t 
en:n go to the trouble to salvage the stu!J. I d<m"t 
remember whether it was he or Jones who turnetl the 
truin over down by Cabool. They had a dead engine 
fouror fh·ecars b<:hindthe engine. \\"hen the wreck
er came for it, it was headed west, and a car of corn 
which had been behind it was picked up clear ahead 
ofthe \cadingengine. 

Oscar llagberg, Jones, Fred James, Old Pat Doo
lan-thewholc lotof themwerefast,and morethan 
one .,tudent,after a trip overthe Ozark, has decided 
he had enough railroading to nm him the rest of his 
days. Bdicve me, they used to railroad on that pike, 
and frorn what I can gather around Las Vegas, 
Uaton, and Albuquerque, 1 guess they weren't much 
dilferent onthe Santa Fe. 

Asfur crawlingalong thetr�k to flag a trainthat 
was following, that was Old Bob Beardon in the 
days before they had air. Old Bob had a broken leg, 
a broken jaw bone, a broken arm, and a knee cap 
knocked olf, yet somehow he managed to get back 
and Hag a train behind him, He was still alive a few 
yeau a.g<>, still carried his silver knee cap, his silver 
wire in the jaw, and a gj]v« plate in his �kull-and 
run the Florida Special and the Kansas City Limited 
day about. 

Old Charlie Htdl, out on the .Mop, pulled about 
the same sort of �tunt. He told me more than once 
during the weeks I worked with him about crawling 
b�k and dragging a broken leg a quarter of a mile 
to flag a pa.S��Cnger train before it piled up in Blue 
River. Yes, it takes guts to work on these mountain 
railroads. I wish I could put it down in black and 
white � folks who think all a railroad man ha.s to 
do i� sit up and ride might lrnow. 

-E. S. DELLl:<GER 

Where Elephants Go To Die 

T�is�o������st:d��-��e�r
a
u 
h�� 

that perhaps the happy burial ground of 
elephants, instead of a hidden valley or 
cave, is a swamp. It sounds logical. 

In reading"Juog\e Etiquette"' in your November 
ht number a thought. on "where all g<X>d elcphants 
go to die"', came to me which may have been dis
pro,·ed or even impo;;sible. However, I have never 
seen it mentioned and so would suggest that those 
intere�ted con�ider the possibility of �ick or wounded 
elephants stepping off into a swamp as a happy 
burial ground. 

There is some bil.sis for this belief; for are not 
ma.stodon bones, and in fact petrified bodies found 

in surroundings which geologi5b claim were ancient 
swamps? 

Would like to hear what those "in the know·· 
think of this idea. 

-AUJX L.\R:;O:-�, Cerro de Pasco, Peru, S. A. 

What Do You Read First? 

B 'i����!�r ���h�Nb��!! o�r���:on� 
from which the following paragraph is 
gratefully lifted : 

What"s the first thing readers turn to in Adu•!lurr 
-before theyeven st.arl to read Tut or the rest of 
them? Camp-�'ire. Yes, sir; you'd be surprised! J 
b<:lieve they get a bigger kick and more entertain
ment out of Camp-Fire than they do from the re.�t 
of the book. I know that's where I always head in 
fi'"t. They canyap about the readen of magazines 
having twelve-year-old mind.� and the re�t of that 
stuff, hut the average American is a glutton for 
knowledge of any kind. It"s a fact, and I've had it 
brought home to me innumerable time'!. Write a 
yarn about a guy digging a ditch and go along witb 
this ditch digger anJ explain ju.>t exactly how he 
digs out every shovelful of mud, and they'll get a 
bigger kick out of that than out of the most unreal 
cowboy that ever forked a hypothetical cayuse or 
shot so fa.st his Colt melted from the heat . 

-B..U..""JC SCllemLER 

Skol ! 

w� t�tt�ri� f:����:r �����·ja���� 
around the world in an old pilot sloop. It 
is heartening to know that in this age of 
floating-hotels the Viking spirit still sends 
men down to the sea in SHIPS. 

After runningdown to Aruba for a devil of a long 
time I have at la�t di!IOOvered something worth 
mentioning down there; to be precise, a Norwegian 
author with his wife and five month old son making 
a voyage around the world in a forty yearold forty 
foot sloop. 

Acwmpanied by a couple or Norwegian sailor� 
from the ship, I went aboard to look the boat over 
and see what manner of woman it was who would 
make a trip likethat. Dutingthe courSI' of a rather 
large e\'ening, r got the following details. 

Captain Tambs had followed tbe sea from 1903 to 
1910 in squareriggedships except duringthetimel,e 
was doing hi.� service in the navy. In 1910 he more 
or less "swallowed the anchor·• and. alter saving a 
young fellow from drowning, landed a plare as 
secretary-iuterpreter totheboy's father. Later. turn
ing �o writing, he just managed to make end" meet. 
Then, partly to satisfy an urge, partly for material, 
and pa.rtly for publicity, he detennined on his pres
ent undertaking. 
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His bo&t, now called the Tet.Uy, be bought and 
provisioned for about $2,000. She is a forty year old 
pilot boat built by Colin Archer. Leaving Larvik, 
Norway, with only a dry compass for navigating 
equipment. afUr a stormy sixteen day North Sea 
trip, he made I.e Havre. There an English Colonel 
offered him four times his initial outlay for the boat, 
adding that he was a rich man, to which Tambs re
plied that he wa..n"t rich enough to buy that boat. 
From there he went to Cet!eira, Spain, and so on to 
Lisbon where he got a sextant-and what a "ham 
bone" she is. An ivory arc and vcmier and when he 
takes a sight he divides the minute'! on his vcrnicr 
by two before adding them to the arc. 

Leaving Lisbon, he made Madeira with a rough 
sketch of Funchal for a chart. From there he went 
to the Canary Islands where. a.s the paper says, 
"the second mate received his commission." 11>ey 
met the Norwegian whaling fleet bound home there 
and re<:eived so much assistance Captain Tambs had 
to dump two torn� of ballast. After a five months 
stay they sailed for the American continent l la 
Columbus. During the six weeks' trip he would try 
to chcck his sun sights for position by taking a sl>ot 
at the North Star and calting his allitude his lati· 
l!ude. He couldn't work a star sight, which meant he 
wa.. anythingfrom onchal£ a mile to sixty·fourand 
one half miles out. Eventually, after sightiugonly 
one vessel which gave him his position, he made the 
eighteen mile straits between Tobago And Trinidad. 

They came through in a driving rain squall at nine 
knots an hour with Trinidad invisible three miles 
away on the lee side. Then a quiet run down to 
Curacl\0, D.W.l., where during two months the dog 
added seven to the ship's company. 

They left, intending to run right to the Panama 
c��,nal, but the sun had dried out her deck• and sides 
and she started to make watu at such an alarming 
speed they put into Aruba for repair!!. The boat with 
il• fourteen foot beam is quiU roomy inside and 
Captain Tambs, who is !IOmcthing of a dauber. has 
covered the space between curtains with girls of the 
"kiss proof"' variety holding enormous bouquets. 
Also adorning tlte walls are his rille. a barometer, a 
small library and a copy of Kipling'B "If'. 

Captain Tambs jokingly remarked that his wife' .'I 
steering didn't help his navigating any as she would 
run off three and four points. With a charming ac
cent, .�he replied, "And when my husband is at the 
wheel he breaks the main boom." 

There wereeight of us in tbe cabintalking, smok
ing, etc .. hut the second mate in an abbreviated doo
hickie (I don't know what ehildrc.n wear) slept 
through it "til around midnight when, after lying 
with one eye open for about twenty minutes, he 
demanded 'service. When he had a bottle to him
self he again lost interest in events. 

From Aruba the Teddy goes to Colon and then on 
to Balboa. While there he will make up his mind 
whether to proceed direct to the South Seas or Cali
fornia. Captain Tambs, I judge to be around forty. 
(Only a fool tries to guess a lady's age.) Something 
of an idealist, he seems to me to be a man who has 

lived too long in a realm of books unUmpered by the 
·hat"$htealisms of life. 

I leave it to you as "heap big chief" of Camp-Fire 
to do the honors to the brave or foolhardy captain 
and crew of the Teddy, as one bell has jU.'It struck and 
I have to get my oilskins on. 

-JOliN II. CO!<AGUAN 

New Grub Street 

A %�s'i:rt;;�l�l������:�����!�!= 
man-versus-author debate. 

lwas very interested intheletterof liermanOlney 
Psi"SQns, on the subject of newspapermen versus 
fiction writers, and his confession that working on a 
sheet too long unfitted him for writing stories. His 
plaint wa.. broug!Jt about, it seems, by reading my 
talc, "Gangster Town". 

Well, I have been a reporter and rewrite maa, and 
may take a whack at it again this winter. What I 
wi.'!hto bring up is thstMr. Pai".'IOns is a bit confuse•d. 
There is no connection between "·riting fiction and 

�orki?g on a newspaper. !.king 11. reporter is a '"job", 
Ill wh1ch you are .'!Cnt out on straigl>t assignments. 
to get dctail matcrial and thcn "-"semble it in ,. rou· 
tine 11'ay. It calls for no CI"CI!.tive ability whatever, 
and so is not either helpful or harmful, Meepl that a 
lot of haphazard color ia eollected that 1na)l become 
useful afterward. lt all depends on the man. 

He fails to notice the point that when working on 
a neWl!paper he is at least eaming a living--and 
there is only a certain amount of free Ianoe fiction 
writers good, or bad, enough to do that. An ueeu
tive of a Haltimore paper recently wrote in Meock· 
en"s Amcrican A!t:rcury that there isn"t a reporter so 
poor that he can"t get a job >;Omewhere and keep it. 

The funny part of this llewspaper-versus-liction 
discussion is tha.t the staff of a sh�t is composed of 
strong, hitter, c�·nieal men who think they're wa.sl· 
ing their time. lf the.l""d m>ly lcft-.'!Ome period in 
lheir past-they would now Le gre:lt $pc<:ial article 
writers or fiction stars. Tlntt is a lot of hokum. I 
could name fh·e or six well known fiction writers
if I wanted to name names-who left the new!l
paper game because they were fired\ An illustrious 
example died recently; IMnn Byrne, one of the great 
stylists of the decade. He was a perfect Hop on two 
New York sheets. 

My argument is that there is no connection be
tween the two games nl att-except that a lot of 
fiction writers did work on newspat�ers, and talk 
about it in the golden haze of romance that obscures 
the past. 

U Mr. Pai"SQns or any one else ha.s a natural ven 
for creating, his journalistic years won"t hurt hi�1 a 
bit. Fellows who work on uewspape:"ti are always 
bemoaning tl•e faet. lt is ratber tiresome. Let "em 
try magazine free lancing aw},i[e and they'll prob
ably be glad to get ba<:k on the old payroll. 
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Fairy Tales 

I ����;:;��;�:::;�����c':�e;;�� 
his books a second time. 1 have some two 
or three thousand of them, hanging 
around. I have read them, shelved tllem, 
stored them in tlte attit-'-and every now 
and then, when some friend asks for some
thing to read I make a sentimental jour
ney about the shelves. (I don't know 
whether or not blue eyes can glisten with 
thrill and love remembered; but if so, 
I'm sure mine do.) 1 usually return to my 
friend, waiting on the veranda, with an 
awesome armful-when he or she wanted 
only one slender Yolume with which to 
while away a vacant evening . 

It was not always so. Once I used to 
re-read; now I don't. Perhaps the fact 
that each week I read the equivalent of 
six full-length serial novels for Adt·el!lure, 
then check them back as they come 
through (the purchased stories) in final 
cast proof, has something to do with it. 
�ian is given only one pair of eyes. I am 
not repining; this is my work and I love 
it. 

The other day, down at the greatest 
university in the world (in point of size, 
at any rate), however, a full fledged pro
fessor of Child Psychology inveighed 
against the fairy story, stating that it 
gave the youngster an unreal outlook 
upon life. It made the boys liars, the 
girls romanticists. It �i.ultified the forma
tive years of child life, when solid bases 
for future prosperi� should be blocked 
out and mortised. It-but never mind; 
it begins to make me angry. 

In other words, parents who allowed 
their four-ycar-olds to hear a recital of 
"The Night Before Christmas", and to 
believe in Santa Claus, or who read them 
"Hansel and Gretel", were no more than 
economic criminals. 

I wonder if this good professor, for child 
reading, would recommend Boisguilbert, 
Vauban, Gournay, Turgot, Adam Smith, 
Godwin, David Ricardo, Taussig, or Pro
{ts$0r Fisher of Yale? Or maybe Karl 
Marx? I wonder if this well meaning 

woman ever heard of that delightful hu
man quality called a sense of humor. Or 
of that infmitely greater quality, that 
comfort and guideJX.!St to happiness in 
even the most terrible adversity-imagi
nation? 

Bolitho, writing in the New York World 
on this professor's pronunciamento, says 
that she would not make the youngsters 
of this coming generation into robots; she 
would make them the valet.9 of robo�! 

Wish 1 had that much sting in my own 
tongue . 

Having admitted that I am a most un
literary person, a big bruiser who doubt
less would have been a professional pugi
list-except that certain definite lessons 
taught him he was slower getting into 
action than the Mount McKinley glacier 
-I'll tell a story. Not about Pat and 
Mike, I assure you. 

I wa.<; about seven years of age. l\fy 
chum of the time was about one year 
older. His name was something like 
George Vernon Kane-but for some ob
scure reason we called him Kaspo Kane. 
He now owns and manages one of the 
largest export firms in the world. I have 
his permission to tell this, though I have 
slightly changed his name. 

His father a.nd mother were fairly pros
perous folk of the middle class, and they 
had a big library. Almost all the volumes 
had been purchased in sets, were gilt 
topped and '\\ith hand tooled bindings. 
Of course none of them ever had been 
opened, until • • •  but I must not jump 
too far ahead. 

Kaspo Kane one day was caught eat
ing an apple and almost doubled up wilh 
excitement over a volume entitled, ''Ni.::k 
Carter And The Ued Death Terror". 

In those days, reading a dime novel was 
considered somewhat more immoral than 
getting drunk and shooting two or three 
of your best friends now are considered in 
some parts of these rather peculiar United 
States , , . At least, you caught hell for 
reading the dime novel . 

Kaspo Kane was duly J!cked, with a 
trunk strap. More than that, the virgin 
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library was opened. Somewhere or other 
Mrs. Kane had heard rumors that Dick
ens, Thackeray, James Fenimore Cooper, 
and (of all things!) Meredith were GUEAT 
STUFF. She didn't use those words; I 
believe she called them fodder for the in
tellect, or some such tosh. 
Anyway, Kaspo was started ofT on 

"The Egoist". He had to read it in his 
spare time, and then tell the story (sic!) 
to Mrs. Kane. The fact thar the good 
woman never would or could understand 
even the most lucid chapter of Meredith, 
was the only break the kid got. His wild 
yarn, made up of remembered passages 
from Old Sleuth and The Dalton Boys and 
Nick Carter, earned beaming maternal 
approval. 

"That is the kind of literchure you 
should read, m'son,"---or words to that 
effect. 

The same night he beckoned me mys
teriously from over the snake fence, while 
I was chopping wood. As soon as I could 
I joined him. 
There was a big, abandoned shack 

of case-hardened clapboards, sporting a 
cupola, about a quarter of a mile away. 
Once it had been a ranch-house. Then 
it had been a stable. Now it was used 
as a storehouse for bluejoint hay. 

"How much coin yuh got, Tony?" de
manded Kaspo fiercely, the minute I 
came up to him, below the barn. (I was a 
little shrimp at that time, and thus ac
quired the nickname which has clung to 
me all these years.) 

I turned out my pockets. Forty-three 
cents. • 

"It ain't enough," returned Kaspo 
gloomily. "You come here." 

He led the way over to the relic known 
us Gray's Barn, then up two" ladders 
through the hay, finally to the little cupo
la. There was no light, of course, but 
Kaspo struck a stinking sulphur match he 
tore off a pack he carried. I got a glimpse 

of about fifty dime novels, neatly ar-. 
ranged against the wall. 

"You can come up and read 'em," said 
Kaspo. "Only, you got to kitty in an
other fifty cents. I bought 'em second 
hand, but I had to promise three dollars 
for the bunch . " 

I managed the fifty cents. Kaspo man
aged the rest of the three dollar:.�how, I 
don't know. We both read every volume 
in the collection. Of course, with chores 
and all, it took us quite a time. 

Anyway, those were fairy stories. 
Shortly afterward I read Grimm ail.d Hans 
Christian Andersen. Then G. A. Henty, 
Kirk Munroe, Edward Stratemeycr, Oli
ver Optic . . .  and all of these were fairy 
tales. For better or for worse, these 
stories did one thing; they made me like 
to read! And out of reading and writing 
and all that goes along naturally ll'ith 
these pursuits, I'll wager I've had a better 
time than most folks in this world , . •  

You can't make a writer out of a skilled 
mathematician; the two mentalities arc 
incompatible. The two men must go 
their ways, never really undcrstandmg 
each other. Perhaps it is just as well. 
The world probably needs its Einsteins 
-though personally I don't sec just 
why 

I'm for the fairy talc. I believe in it. 
Give your boy-youngster Andersen and 
Grimm, then "Swiss Familr Robinson", 
then "Robinson CJusoc".' then "The 
Flamingo Feather" by Kirk Munroe, then 
"On To Pekin" by Stratcmeyer, then 
"Chip of the Flying-U" by B. M. Bower, 
then "Dust and Sun" by Clements Rip
ley, then "Chevrons" by Leonard H. 
Nason, and t�en when he's sixteen-
GIVE llli\1 A SUBSCHIPTION TO 
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Y�u� ;����!�:�1�r�1�!�; ��cc� ����=� 
its being genuine. 

fuq>uii.�"Regarding the United States Distin· 
guished Service Cross. I occa..�ionally run across an 
offering in numismatic s.ale.• and am wondering if 
theo�eforthe mostpartare genuine. 

Some Ameri.:::a.n dea.lt111 say 'not numbered', while 
European dealers u�ually deso::ribe the item as 
'struck', "'hich I presume means a 'stn>ck copy.' 
What is the significance of these lerrns? The pricc 
u�ually iL'Iked ,•aries from $!1.00 to $5.00,and I can 
hardly believe that a decoration where there were 
only sli!:htly over five thouM�nd awards during the 
late unr>lea . .antness could be 110 reasonable if bona 
fo"-

Would you kindly tell me what are the distin· 
guishing marb of a genuine U. S. Distinguished 
Service Cross?"-nonEnT 1. BIIAXK, Van Nuys, Cal. 

Reply, by l\Ir. Howland Wood:-You are quite 
right in believing that most of the American Dis
tinguished Service Crosses offered for sale are not 
genuine. Paris manufacturers make replicas of 
every deeoration tbat is salable. J.'or themost part. 
these are ''ery easily distinguishable, as they are apt 
to be a trifle smaHer and lighter thanthe real ones. 
Thisi� espeeiaHy truewiththe DistinguishedService 
CroS.'!� otherwise it is a good copy. The genuine one 
is really quite a heavy and solid affair. The �'rench 
imitation is thin and, if I remembcr oorredly, has 
either a plain back or there is only part of the design 
ontbe back. Whenever youseeonefor sale without 
a number or name, you can rightfully assume that 
it is not genuine. 

Iloth the real and the false are struck. The only 
medal of any account that l know of that is ca.'!t is 
tbe Victoria Cross, while the copies are struckfrom 
dies .. Also, you would not be able to get a genuine 
Distinguished Service Cross for anywhere near the 
firure ofthree tofive dollars. 

Alaska p������!Id�G on the Prince of 

llcquul.�"l.  Do you think there is any gold on 
thePrineeof Wales lsland? 

!l. Where would be the best place to outfit and 
start from? 

3. What would I need as a complete outfit-
tools, guns, tent, etc.? 

4. How is the dimatethere? 
.�. What is the population? Any Indians? 
G. Would l have to have a hunting or fishing li

cense tot.akewhatkamel needed foruse? 
7. Whatarethe chances forworkup aroundthcre 

the year around, such as mining. lumbering or sal-
mon fishing?" -A. B. c., Leominster, Mass. 

Reply, by Mr. Vidor Shaw:-1. That island is 
largest in the whole Alexander Arc!Jipclago, being over 
100 miles long and varying from 10 to 50 miles in 
width. Higrangeof mountains runsil!J !Mngth with 
diversiliedgeology, but it is in the extensivemineral
izedzone covering most of this coast and there are 
now many gold prospects and .oreveral producing 
mines. The Salt Chuck mine, in Ka.'>&an Day, is one 
of the few �:netal mines in the world shipping plati
numand palladium ores (containing goltl,silverand 
COJ)pcr also). The Hush & Brown is another good 
property there, also the Kasaan Bay Mine. 1\Jany 
gold prospects also in Cholmondeley Sound. and 
Moira Sound-a\l of these on castern side of island. 
At Da.H bland,closeto southwestern endof l'rinceof 
Wales. there is a big new lime"tonc property just 
installing machinery to furnish material for cement 
plant at Seattle. There is a big marble quarry work
ing in northwestern end of Prince of Wales. Dig 
copper mines around Ilett.a Mountain on the west 
coast, etc. 

'l. Best pla.ce to outlit is at Ketchikan, for Prince 
of Wales . . For other islands to northerly, or main
la.nd work. outfit at Wrangell, or at Petersburg. or 
Juneau. The prospecting is fully as va!Ja.ble in the 

"' 
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,-icinity of tbe IaUer towns as around Ketchikan, 
although those towns are smaller. Ketchikan.has 
about 7000 population, while Juneau, the capital and 
next largest, has only aboutSOOO. 

S. l enclose leaflet.s giving prospecling llints for 
thi� sectioo, alw outfit and costs. 

4. Winter climate here is very mild-very little 
�now and cold; some winters in fact it rains from 
No,·ember to April, with average temp. at 40 de
�rees. Theeasternshoresofl'rinceofWales, however, 
loa,·e more snowand icc. This is due to the central 
hills, which bar the warm winds from the Japan 
�tream. Still. the east shore of l'rince of Wales has 
hut a foot or so in bad winters, with longOOys iced 
over an inch thick. Summers nre usually fine 
"·eatbcr-some rain, but from April to October the 
a''crage weather is excel!ent. Good trapping on the 
i•land-otter, mink, marten, bear, and wolf. Plenty 
deer and grouse, and �trearns filled with tine trout. 
\\"ild bcrries all over. 

5. Population of Prinee of Wale• not brCal; few 
c'<nneries and mines. andthey are widely scallcred. 
Mails once a week to Kasaan and Shakan on west 
roast. Siw��..•he. all over, but they are mostly ci,·i
lizcd and hother no one now. 

G. Hunting .. nd tr..pping li.:_-eru;e is $i.OO for resi
dent, but $50 for non-re:;ident. Hesidcneeattained 
in one year. But )·ou can always kill any game at 
any time to eat in camp. No license for trout-only 
$\ for trollcrs, or any commercial fishing. 

7. Good chances for work in town, or in logging 
camps. Not good on halibuten, fair on cannery 
traps. Common labor $.'1; skilled $8 a day. Lots 
of work 80011 on toWII improvemeDts &Dd big pulp 
mills. 

Engines 

J MPORT ANT points to be considered 
i� converting automobile motors for 

Reque.!t.�"I have two complete engines, one a 
Dodge four cylinder--lfli!G, and another a Marmon 
6 cylinder-lM.'i. Kindly teH me the sire of hull for 
lhese eugines and any other information uecessary." 

-JOSEPH I!ZEGLIN, New York, N. Y.  

Reply, by Mr.  George W. Sutton, Jr:LReplying 
to your recent letter relative to automobile motol"!l 
being converted to marine use, I would say it is very 
difficult to specify a hull for either one of the auto
mobile motors you have on hand. Nor do you say 
whether you desire speed for smooth inland waters 
or sn outside boat for fishing purposes. There are 
technical problems to be undertaken in converting 
an automobile engine to marine use. Mnrine pro
pulsion is a distinctly different kind of labor for a 
motor and a number of mechanical changes will he 
necessary. Only those automobile motors which 
have forced speed lubrication, as a rule, lend them
selves to conversion. Also it is important that the 
location of the oil sump in base of the motor be 
taken into consideration in relation to the angle at 
which the motor i!l placed on its bed. 

Your �Iarmon Si:r is by far the more powerful 
motor. but you will find it i� best adapted to a COII)
paratin�ly light hull because it ill a high speed molm 
anJ ,;houl<l�winsa fair!y 8rnall propeller. Tbe l'llQtm 
should be turned up at least UOO revolutiofll pa' 
minute in order to set the bel!! re"" .. lll!! wheu con
verted 

A hea\"y twenty footer would be sufficient for the 
Dod�� a11d a twenty-five footer of heavy con8truc
tion for the ,\Iarmon in <'ase you want an open 
luun<'h for fishing. lf you want speed. a lightlycon· 
strudeJ hull at thc.<e .-.atne measurements will be 
p<'Tft>dly all right for!ht·se rnotors. 

I �uggt"Stthat youlook in a Motor Boating Maga
:n'•u, whi<'h carrie• exacl specifications, etc., for more 
specific instructions in your work. 

Snappers 

H
OW to catCh them for marketing. 

Rcquetl:-"'!n a neighboring stream and large 
�wamp is n ,·uicty of turtlewhicb we call snappe111. 
Jleccntly I learned that they are marketable for 
about twenty crnh a Jl"unJ live weight. 

I. Wloat is the time t�nd mcthod of taking, water 
OCing from onc to tcn feet deeJ>? 

'l. Which is the be,t way to s/,ipthem? 
:J. Best probable market or the name of 110me firm 

tlJat will buy?''-.._. ,._, REDE:SKE, Mayville, Wis. 
Rtl]iy, by Mr. Oz.a.rk Ripley :-\, Turtles caught 

best in wire funnel traps. Or it walf".r i8 clear &nd 
shallow in fall chiefly dip them out with long 
handled dip nets. 

'l. Ship them in boxf:!l, !eaving plenty of air, or 
any crate through which they can not get out. 

3.  As for marketing, get in touclJ with Booth 
Fisheries, Chicago, Ill. 

Deepwater 

T�!�n�� �:c�C:�e
o��:7n��pths known 

Rtque.rt.�"Would like to know some of the deep 
holes of the varioll8 seas and any other data relative 
to who locates th� places." 

-n. L. ROGERS, Wubingt.on, D. C. 

Reply, by Mr. Harry E. Rieseberg:-Last summer 
a submarine depth wa.� mea.o;ured by ..cientistsaboard 
the Cameyie, non-magnetic ship of tl•e Carnegie 
Institution of Washington, ru. they were cruising 
due north from Guam to Yokohama. Japan. TI1is 
dt>pth measured 'l8,380 feet for a distance of nine 
mile�. a trougl• deepenough forMount .Everest, the 
highest mountain peak in the world, to be buried 
with only 761 feet Of ib pcak above water. 

It was named Fleming Drt-p in honor of John A. 
Fleming, assistant director of the department of 
terrestrial magnetism uf t},e <'arnegie lustitution 
of Washington. •m\l its lomtion wa� given aa 
Jatitude 23.8 n..,rth, longitude l«.l east. The ocean 
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bottom ,..a, ts,I!OO feet deep for a stretch of 106 
miles, J9,800 feet deep for47 mile!l, 26,400 feet�deep 
f<H' §!0 miles, and then dropped for 9 mile;� to 28,380 
'""· 

All of the six greaten depth� known to man lie 
in the Pacific Ocea�; the five that arc greater than 
the newly diseovered trough mentioned above are 
Mindanao, near the Philippines. 34.'li!O feet; Tus
carora, near Japan, 31!,000 feet; Mariana, off Guam, 
31,000 feet; Kermadec, or Aldri<:h Deep. 300 miles 
northeast of New Zealand, 31,000 feet; and Solomon 
Deep. off Solomon blands, 30,000 feet. The gnat
est depth in the Atlantic Ocean lies off the coast of 
Porto Rico and measures t7,900 feet. 

Cameloids 

v �!�?gu:ni:��� a��l��:�.::;�rs·?� 
translating the alpaca to the United 
States. 

Requt.n.�"Piease tell me about the alpacas of the 
highlands of South America. 

What sort of animah are they and would there be 
any chance of getting some for breeding purposes 
to this country? 

Whatpart ofthe U. S. do you think would be the 
!,e,;t for them? 

-PAUL B. ADAMS, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Reply, by Mr. Edgar Young:-The cameloids of 
X.uth Amcri�"fl are of four .<pedes: the llama, the 

guana.co, the vic111\a, and the alpaca. The name 
Al«'hniio ia given to thi� bnmch of Camdid<U, the 
name Camdu1 being used to signify the old world 
c.amels. Tite llama and the alpaca had boon domes
ticated for eenturie� before the advent of the oon

quUtadoru and are not found at present in their 
wild state. The alpaca and the vicui\a produce the 
most valuable wool. the former on account of quan
tity and the latter on account of the extreme line 
quality. In ancient times it wu used exclusively 
for the dress of the ruling lnca8. Uama and guanaco 
wool is very coarse but makes excellent blanket.'! 
and sweaters. 

The alpaca8 are herded in large flocks on the high 
tablelands of the Andes of Bolivia. J>eru, and Ecua
dor at an elevation of from 11!,000 to 18,000 feet. 
They are not used for pack animals, as are the 
lla.mas. whole droves of which may be seen on the 
high trails bearing ore and merchandise in all parts 
ol the Andes. They are brown to blaek in color, 
with long wool reaching almost to the ground. They 
are �maller in size than either the llama, guanacQ. 
orvicufta but all fourof the beuts havethe vicious 
habit of spitting oc sniffiing a burning mucous or 
spittle (l oould never see whether it came froro the 
DOlle or the mouth) which in addition to kicking or 
stamping is their mode of defense. This substance 
is so acrid it will almost raise a blister where it hit& 
on the skin of a white man and is very painful, in
deed, whenit lands in theeye<�. 

If you have never seen an alpaca I doubt il I 

could describe just what oDe looks like. Titey are 
not so large a, llaroa.1 although they have quite 
large bodies, but they have short, stumpy legs, and 
a huge neck which jut!! upward in a curve, with a 
peculiar head balanced on the end which is hornless. 
with a couple of peaked ears topping the whole. 
Some are white in color and now and then one may 
be seen half white and half black, the dividing line 
running exactly down the middle of thebackto the 
tip of the bushy tail. Thereasonforthe scarceness 
ofwhiteand graycoloredones i� due to thefad that 
black and brown wool is more \'alu:..ble and these 
colors are picked for breeding. 

Nuroerousattemptshavebeenmadeto transplant 
the alpaca to other landsbut so far as I know these 
Bttemptshavebeenunsucces..ful. Almostevery z.oo 
has llamas and a few of them also have guanacos 
and vicul'ias, but I have sccn no alpacas in captivity 
in this country. The best country for them, if they 
could possibly be transplanted, would be the moun
Lain.� of Colorado or Wyoming and the highlands of 
Montana. Up highcr thansheepcan existeitherfor 
climate or food is wl1ere the alpaca hegins, and from 
then on up.fnrt.he alpaca is a beast that"thrives on 
nothing' " as the higbland lndians say it. 

Becau.«e an alpaca is of a different shape from a 
sheep it is hard to compare them. An alpaca can 
look you squarely in the eye but the top of his body 
is about as high as a sheep's. But underneath he ha� 
a big chest resting on two stumps of front legs and 
then he has a �mall wai.�t with Jong, fat hind legs, 
arching backwards. In fact. if you have never seen 
an alpaca and met one in the road you would 6g�tre 
it was some sort of unreal thing the kids had rigged 
up to fool folks with. If a giraffe were only one
eighth as tall as he is and you turned this diminu• 
live animal around and put a hugebulging neck on 
the tail-end and then folded him up a bit like an 
accordion and then draped long fleecy wool over 
the /Qu/ �•!umble and pul the solemn face of a very 
old woman at the end of the neck and added the pop
eyes of a marmoset as large as gold halls, hut very 
limpid. you would have wmething that looked like a 
oommon. every day alpaca. 

They are worth down there--ordinary alpaca 
from $50. to $150. Good breeding stock from $150. 
to $\!50. Extra fine up to$350. 

They are sheared today as they were a thousand 
years ago---by hand. They are run into stone cor
rals. roped and thrown, and the wool cut off in the 
following manner: The shearer grasps a handful of 
wool and cut.'! it off close up to the body with his 
knife and repeal!! the process until the whole coat 
is haggled off. Every two year.� is the ancient cus
tom but due to the demand for alpaca wool the 
Indians in some parts shear once a year. It ill said 
thi� increases the yield. The average per animal 
is thrce and a halfpound.1. 

l\ly advice would be, if you are asking for infor
m&tion in contemplation of raising alpacas for their 
wool, would be to go down there and acquire a herd 
in Bolivia or Peru and range them in their native 
habitat. 



188 ADVENTURE 

The Mounted 

Q�n ;�� f;����
c�i?c:

s ::i:.
enlistment 

RequrJt.�"I would like the following information 
al>out the Royal Canadian Mounted Police. 

I. Whereare General lleadquarters? 
�- What are the qualifications and phy5ical re

quirements? 
:l. Do you hM•e to be a British or Canadiancitizen 

to join? 
-1. What pay do they receh·e and what an: tbe 

chances of advancement? 
.1. What kind of equipment and uniforms do they 

have? 
6. Do they ha\·e 5tations all over Canada?'' 

-ru. you cox, Centralia, l\lo. 

Ueply, by Mr. Patrick Lw:-1 . The Headquar
ters of the R.C.M. Police is at Ottawa, Ont. 

'l. Applicants mu.�t be at lcast 5 feet 8 inches t:lll 
and of g<:>Od health and physique . .o\ fair education 
is expected and character references must be 
provided. 

. 

3. Recruits must be unmarried British (which 
meall.'l Canadian, English, Australian, etc.) sub
ject.<J between theagesof IS and Sil. 

4. l'ay for constables is $i a day, with mainten· 
ance. Chance<! for advancement and for making 
extra payare quite fnir. The allowances (for travel· 
ing, etc.) are generous. The majority of the com· 
missioned officers have passed through the rank$. 

5. The uniforms are of two kinds, dress and ser
'·ice. The equipment naturally varies with location 
and type of duty-for instance, a prairie detach
ment will have horses, whereas a post in the N.W.T. 
will have dogs, canoes and maybe n motor launch; 
and a post in Toronto or other cities' motorcycles. 

G. Yes. The R.C.M. Police enfo...:.e Dominion 
law only in the Provinces, but in the National Parks, 
in the Yukon and the Northwest Territoriell they 
enforce all laws in addition to performing numerous 
other duties (such as postmasters, customs officers, 
game protectors etc.). 

Diving 

Hor::/��v� t:� ���o
�
m
��on of the 

R«JUe&I.�"I would like information on how to do 
fancy dives, such 11.!1 the jackknife, swan, flip, back, 
etc. Abo the fastest way to swim on the back, and 
long distance under-water swimming." 

-J, HOWARD BEY.\!OliR, Batavia, Illinois. 

&ply, by Mr. Louis De B .  Handley:-A general 
rule to be borne in mind in e:<ecuting all fancy dives 
i" that good height must be gained in taking off, in 
order to nbly perform every dh·e. 

To attain good height it is necessary to strike tbe 
springboard vigorously, landing almost flat-footed, 
not on tiptoe. and waiting for the rebound of the 

board to leap, instead of springing at once, 80 that 
the board is moving do1fnward when the feet 
leave it. 

The forv.·ard jackknife is executed by leapil!« up
ward, folding at the waist in mid-air, but keepilrc 
head raised in 50 doing, then !napping the body 
straight, dropping the head, and entering the water 
almost perpendicularly, with arDlll outst""tcb«< 
above shoulders, and body forming a straight line 
from fingers to pointed toes. 

The swan i5 a plain front dive performed with 
arms llung out at. the sides. To make it effectively 
the head must be held well up and the body arched 
until the downward flight starts, when the arms are 
drawn together, the head is dropped and the body 
Btraightened, to enter in the po5ition described for 
the jackknife. 

For the flip, stand on lhe end of the board, ball of 
feet used for balance, arm� thrust forward at height 
of shoulders. Swing arms upward, simultaneously 
throwing hack l1ead in leaping, and kick upward, 
bending at the waist. Then bring hands to side, 
straighten body, and enter feet first, body erect, 
toes pointed. 

Stand in the same manner for hack di>·e. S"'ing 
arms and throw back head in leaping, but endeavor 
to rise high and increase arch of body after leaving 
board. Enter with body forming a straight line. 

. The fastest stroke for 1wimming on the back is the 
back crawl and for unde"!'Water 1wimming a com
bination of the crawl leg drive and a scullinl! motioa. 
of hands, arm! to be held cloae to the sides, so that 
hands willbe nearthighs. 

Tropical Hint 

A ����y 
dr�\:

ay or keeping your 

RI'Qut.rt.�•·p]ease tell me how to keep matches 
dry?" -EUGE:O:E SCHIFF� EJko, Nev. 

Reply, by .Mf. Charles Bell Emerson:-The � 
1\·ay I have found for the "dry match" problem, i� 
to use two or three old 5hotgun shells, each fitted 
v;ith a goodrubber orcorkplugthatfits watertight, 
1filh a little melted beerwax on each plug, and u
tanged $0 that the plugs can be tied in securely, by 
proper half hitches around the shell. If you happom 
to get under water, you will find the matches a� 
dry, but be 5ure and wipe off the shell in each ease, 
before pulling the plug. 

Archery 

T��ou�
e
:t;::�in��h�a[����o�f�� 

haYc done much better with a high pow
ered bullet. 

R�uut.�"l. Please tell me how strong bows are 
made and how farthey shoot. 

i. h it truethat they sboot through armor? 
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3. What are bow.� m&de of? 
fo. Who U nowthe national champion? 
.5. What size bow and arrows are best for boy li 

yean old and 4 feet ll inehes tall?'' 
-cHARLES HATDAWAT, Los An�]es, C&J. 

Rqiy, by Mr. Earl B. Powell :-1. Bows run (l'(lm 
about !0 lbs. for younger boys and girls to about !5 
for women, and from there up to 3.5 lbs., for men they 
U5Ually run from 35 to 45 lbs. for target work and 
from that on up for bunting, some hunters using 
bows that pull about 1 00  lbs. Personally 1 have 
drawn up to l60 lbs., but these strong bows are just a 
atunt and have no practical value. 

2. Yes. there are �uiU of armor (or w� at one 
time) in the Tower of London that show that the 
arrows 'li'ent through the brea.!lt-plate, the num in 
behind itand aftergoing through all this, punclured 
the baek plate also. There U also an oak door 4 
inehes thick that a Webb areher shot an arrow into 
wheo shooting at some fleeing English ooldi.,rs, and 
the point shows through the wood. Th., w.,ll!h were 
themost pow.,rful of all the British archers. 

S. Bows ar.. mad., of everythiug und.,r the sun 

almost. Such mat.,rial5 as wood, horn, steel, bronze. 
bone, d..erborn, dried elephant hide, ivory, etc., have 
been used. Arab kids used to use camel ribs. Wood 
is most used. Hom bows shoot the farthest. 

4 .  The national champion is now Dr. E. K. 
Roberu of Ventura, California, who broke records 
that had stood for 7'l years, at the Natioual Touma
ment held at Santa Barbara last July 30 to Aug. i, 
inciW!ive. 

5. }'or a boy 4 ft. l l  in. tallof ordinarystrength, I 
would ad\·ise a 5 foot bow, with arrows 'l4 incha 
long. Bow should weigh about 'l8 to 35 pounds, 
say about 30 lbs. 

A��g£tr����d��si1���esf� ��e�c:;� 
qualified to act as experts on the sub
jects of "Track" and "Entomology", 
respectively, for the Ask Adventure dt.'"
partment. Please address applications 
and inquiries to The Managing Editor, 
Adt:enture,l61 Sixth Ave., New York,N. Y. 

Our E:rpert•-They have been chosen by us not only for their knowledge and e:rperien..e but with an 
eye to their integrity and reliability. We have emphatica.lly assured each of them thnt his advice or infor-
mation is not to be aff..cted in any way by whether a oommodity ill or is not advertised in this maguine. 

They will in all � &JUwer to the best of their ability, W!ing their own discretion in all matters pertain
ing to their sections, subject only to our general rules for "Ask Adventure," but neither they nor the maga· 
sine a.sswne any responsibility beyond the moral one ol trying to do the best that is pos:�ible. 

1. Senlce-lt is free to anybody, provided selt....d&used envelop and full postage, � attached, are en· 
· dosed. ColTC$pondenl!J writing to or from foreign oountries will please enclose International Ileply 

Coupon�. purchasable at any post-office, and esch&ngeable for stampg of any country in the Interna· 
tiona\ PO!Ital Union. Be sure that the iMuing office �tamp11 the ooupon in the left-hand circle. 

]. Where to Send-Send ea.ch question direct to the � in charge of the particular section whose 
field oovers it. He will reply by mail. DO NOT send questioru to thill msgazine. 

3. Extent of Sen ice-No reply will be made to reque<�ts for partners, for financial backing, or for 
chances to join expeditioru. "Ask Adventure" OOVCT3 business and work opportunities, but only if 
they are outdoor activities, and only in the way of general data and advice. lt i� in no sense an em
ployment bureau. 

4. Be Definlte-E�Lain your cue sufficiently to guide the e:rpert you question. 

All Shottuno ixd�<<lixt /ouiJ>< axd A••>r,.icu mok<1; 
"'i><t>hooli"l· }Din< B. TltOMPSO:<, care Ad�"':"''· 

All RIHee. Pblob and Revohen ;,.<ludin� /uuitx 
axd Am<l"i<D, mahs.�Do><EGAN W!GCISS, R. f'. D. Jo 
BoK 7s. Satern.Ore. 

c .. E;:,�e;!,.�e;'8la'd�eo��d�Q�,.�d'!.;:��C'.;i;;",!g,:":'gh�: 

ltm�ol< a,.d /.opi
.. Pall• Cit)". Neb. 

HKhh·BuUdlnt Ourdoora Hou; lo t« u:.U oxd lww !i.;-:_..� •. ';0:: .. �"'�."'=: � '!!": :X:,/�/::.":i 
�$tib/t la �rli<lllaT<GJ<$.--cU.VDE P. PORDVC.O:. 

Hlldnt Cu.vr>l: P. FoRDVCI:, M. D., Fall• City, Neb. 
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LIEUT. F. W. HoPKINs, so7 No. 

A�latlon Airpla.<ts; air<�ips; ai7'1D<IyS a�d ludiMifi•lds; 
<<>r<ltSU; A n-_o Club�;_;�"'"'"'"-' laws; U<��ses; opn-ali�J: data; 

t��£-���i?Ji���J.�f��?'R. ·��f:�!:o���; :!N� 

4J 
FR��,_{:N�,,!\_.�k{6;�j..;=eriean!SPOrtt Pub. Co .. 

Baseball hl!nn!Cit Ln<B, Tlu EM�l"t Tdttram, 73 
Dey Stnct, New York C!ty, m�':. J .. "i;,'�SCJN ScHOLZ, 73 Fannini\on Aw:.., Loni'· 

Tennlt FRED HAwrt!ORNJI:, Sports Dept., Ncw York 
H<f'ald Tribunt, New York City 

Baakelball I. S. Rosz, 321 Euclid Ave., Cleveland, Ohio. 
Bkycllnt ARTHUR J. L£AMOND, 469 Valley St., South 

Orange, New Jersey. 
SwlmmlnQ Lotns DEB . HANDIJY, >6o Washington St . . N. Y. C. 

The Sea Part l _Amtrican Waltrt. Also :ship$, seamen, 

t*!i���i=��?¥��-E�1.:·N3��!rff�� 
W: .. hingt.on, D. C. 

The Sea Part l Stali>li<$ 4,.d rt<Of'4s of Amtrica,. 

��r��:Eb���f,?L:t�����#f.:j����; 
The•Sea Pan 3 B.ili>h IValtrs. Also old-time u.ilor

ing.-CAPTAIN A. E. DINGLE, care Ado<111/MTt, 

i�re��i!�r�:��=��!::�..¥!��:::!�.�:: �-�� 
Tbe Sea Part 5 T�t M<dittrrantan; IJlaJOds and C04•1s. 

-CAPT. DINGLII, care AdN11/Urt. 
The Sea Part 6 Ardi< Octa". (Sibtria�< WaltrJ).

CAPT. C. L. OLIVER, care Ad•tnl�rt. 
Hawaii Dt. N�ILLE WHYlllANT, care Adotnl,.rt, 

Pi�'S����··r,�;::�. c? .. 
i�.

ES StANLEY M£ACHIIR, 4332 
Phlli(>J>Ine bland$ BucJt CoNNOR, Univers.al City, 

Cahfom>a. 
Borneo CAPT. BEVERLEY Gmo!NGS, care Ado<llllurt. 

r.�i����:.::;��tif5a�!;��(��cya1::�:� 
Sydney, Australia. 

State Pollee FRANCIS H. BaNt, Ja,, I17 Nortb BouJ6. 
varxl. �land, Fia. 

g1�0Str!.,�j:,� �::h':!�:':l{!'!t'��:�ll: Ln;, 37$& 

���:��'i;J::.:?.;:B�:�·��-!�Et;����nw! 
l><>ll,s }Om< B . THOMPSON, <:are Adr<fiiWr<. 
American AnthropolollY North or the Panama C.nal 

�§[ ffi!�f_!ffi��li����!£��12 
Taxidermy Sua llULLOCI:, ca..., Ad••"luro. 

""�";����!?a�; ���j,.,.��s/��':,"':.:tfu !':Jd�ft�fb���{��� 
��::

"
�

�;��;;/?�£, American Mu$eum of :"atura.l HioWry, 

lchthyololl,y Fi•hu a�a lower aq...,li< t'(Ttt/JraltJ.
GKORGE S. MYERS, Stanford University, Bo1 821,  Calif. 

34�:*�/f.u J;.;.�·8!V.::;..�1:mene..n Philatelic Society, 

Coin• and Medal• HoWL4!'>"tl WooD, Amcricar� :-<umie
matic Society, Brudwey at 156th St., :><cw York City, 

Radio Ttlt�raphy, ltltpii<J,.y, hiJIOf'y, lm;><;dcasli�z. at
paralus, ;,..,,.u,,., rec<i•tr (o,.slrU<Ii<m, (IMiabl.< •<1•.
DONAU> McNICOL, IJ> Union Road, Ro.clle Park, :-<. ]. 

Phorol!,rnphy hjOf',ali<m ?" o..tJiUi,.t and ., ...,.II i• 
��;��·�6"W!�hf��o�S��"J�1o;:��:.'Ne�A�y_A.� 

Skatint Pa.un: ScBU!Ua, U">(l Clinton An., Bel
oryn, lll, 

Skllnt r.ud Snowthoeirlll W. H. P.uca, 3436 Mance 
St., Montreal, Quebec. 

St�N.��o;�o&�;�:· n. E"'"i"t T•l•cr�m. 13 Dey 

A..:J!!�C'al. 
EARL B. Powru., 524 West 3rd St., Lot 

BoJ.lnll jA....ms P. DA�N, The New York Timn, 
Tiw.esSqua.re, New York C>ty, 

N::v•.!r'k'cJ��N V. GaoMB4CH, 1o61 Madison Ave., 
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��:n�:�:e":"Eq,:.;l· Monu, Opera Uouse, 

� .. �:::: !M r:.:::.;� ���:�!�:�"a�":��� 
Gll>Oi....., ea.rto Admu ...... 

Africa Pari 5 TI<J<iS Ql</l Alt .. io.-Da. Nniu.B 
WIIYM.UIT, <ar� Ad••m•u. 

A��� 
•. 
J'art 6 Jior""<>.-GKORGir E. HOLT, cue 

Alrlc:a Part 7 .Sim'a LtoM< I<> 014 Calakr, IV<sl 
A/ri<a. S<llll"""' •11<1 Nortllnx N;, .. w..-w. C. Coi..Lii<S. 
ar. Aii-IIU. 

���k�r���;1::��t�i��!Zt 
���r!::d\t�ver ..{':;��E:t:oit����h:.n. 

G. WAlliNG, 

v:!�:-rw���j.,i;=.'\vd_'4 Sterling H...U, Uni

J.:::r�"&�."�= C.M�- c.uct.-Lr�rVT. WM. 

1.!';o:e�rMah!���D.��u:u s. TowN,..ND, 1447 

c!�Tu .. ';:��tti���;Q �� o'f"�;.fo��t;;J� ��� 
not be discussed. Au:xo E. L11.IVS, cue Ad-�re. 

Europe Pan f c ....... ,,..cu<:lto.Sim14/rio, A"stria, n .. �. 

�. ��!
"�-.;k��OU VON K£Lxt., ISJ Waverley 

Europe Pari 5 StGNdi""ri41.-RoBBn S. TOWNSirm>, 
IoU7 Irving Street, Washington. O. C. 

Europe Pan (, Grtal Brilai . . .  -Tn<»>AS BOWEN PAR· 
rn<CTON, Constitutional Club, Nonhumberland Avenue, 
W. C. 2, London, lng\..00 . 

Ew-ope hrl 7 D<"""'rl-.-G. 1. COL BROS, Ell&t Avenue', NewCanun. C<>rln 
St�;,

o&f.:'R;�, ��aj:;;;: 
]. LEBLEU, 51 Denson 

E=ope Pan ' ]. D. N'£W'<O'>I, 24 Rue du Vieil-Abfeu
.,..,;., St. Genno..in-en-Laye (S & 0). France. 

Europe Part 10 Swilstrlu<i.-Da. ALB£aT Ll!B>IAN, Kramg.,.se, !l, Dcrn, Switzerlan<f. 
Europe Part I I  Fr�Kco.-CYRI.IS S. ROIIRTS, 311 E. 

lsthStreet, New York City, 

v!�Aoi'.:u��i:. ��- ��;:::;��-E�r�(IT'Oi. V,.!�� d
u 

South Amulca Part I Colornbi<l. & .... dar. p .. ,., 
Bolh-ia aM Chii•.-Eoca�t YoUNG, car< Ad�t!tl>lre. 

South America Part l v ........ u... lh• c .. ;a..., •• v ...... 

&"!.;..��;
a
W'��3,:.,n�.;'Ne!

"�o�.
ait.'Y.P

AUL VANOU>&S 

South Arnerlca Part J Artmli"", v ... ,..,,., P�MI""l'• 
-Mno App.Ua<Ai<I,.J.-WM. R. B.\llROl.-'R, care AdotKhlr<. 

,.:,i:C�;::;:dt'i.r;;��
a
d ��·.,1,;:1" .. (!;,/!;,il�",."}.�f!:s"'��� 

Ex&II.SON, Adventure Cabin, Orlando, Florida. 

N;���- �;::��: •. 5.i:i�� 1r::du�:.�
a
S:t.,�'::.

a c�!�!: 
.. da.-CH.\IlLIS DILL EM£1lSON. 

�:������� .. ���7i:�.:M��::i!�1�f:f:J:.: 
�'!}��;!.i�! ... 1r�;�:':!fo��,a�:,;..����R."Itiu!��x:� li%%'� Pann Coll"!!:e, !d Ltbertad, Comayagua, 

Mul�o Pan 3 So"-'�<ast..... Ftd .. ..z Tm'il<>ry of r.f��:�.��l��{ rs::::�_
o
"ffof

a
p��:- lJ:!. 

Newfoundland.-C. T. ]llllls, Bortaventure A''e., St. 
}obns. Newfoundland. 

GrHnland Abo d<>g-team ...,rk, whalinr. g<IO]ogy, 
ethftology (Eskimo).-Vrcroa SHAw, Loring, Alasl<a. 

Canada hrt 1 N,.., BrwR.nritk, NO<IG S«Jti4 �d p,;,.u 
11.4-rd !sla..<t. AIS<> homesteading in C�ada Part r, and =';:/e;-�� L. Bown�rN, 5 Howard Avenue. BinQ"· 

+Canada Part l Sot<lhta•lmo Q,..btc. ]AS. F. Ba.JOa!:l, CodringtOD, Ont., Canada. 

+<.::.rut.da Part 4 Orrawa V..Ury •"" SO>IIh""SI...., o ... 
lario.-HAU.Y M. Mooa., Deseroo.to. Grit. ,  Canada. 

:{e'!,'!.�!n�:.!a.�A.riD� ff;,�,::;t,,So,';';H:.;:,'"'S��: 
Walkerville, Ont .. Caoada. 

Canada Part ' H11wi61S lli4srtd ""d E.rrt/i•h Ri� .. DiJ· 
Jri<f.-T. _F. l'HU,LIPS, Departraent of Science, Duluth 
Central H�gh Schooi. Duluth, Mtnn. 

Canada P11rt 7 Y�l-oM, Brilish Col11...J>U. �d Alb .. la. 
-C. !'LOWDEN, Plowden Bay, Ho...., Sound, D. C. 

Canada Part 8 TluNunlrw.Tw. •M llu Ar<li<, upeei.Ul:t 
E.JJum .. e l..dd,&§ilfiG,.d,Jl<lrili< aM Nurlh D.-.o>< lsJa,.ds, 
�<;;!

h
�p:-::_�c� L:C.'�;oloalJ'ilti!:'�.'= ':'::, 0h;;'.:O',; 

St .. B�ton, M.-chU8etl.$. 

't..'t�or�: .. ··;.;:._.tt..a::.Tn.J::'t:;"''::i .... �rt:t;.� 
Lro"o:L H. G. Moon, The Pas, Manitoba, Canada. 

Alalb. Also rnou!'tain climb.i"¥.-THBOI>ORB S. SoL• 
OMONS, 3009 Crest Tratl, Holl)'Y()Od, Calif. 

Weata-n U. S. Part 1 C4lif""'""'-, Qrq.o,., Was�iR.ctooo, 
Ntoada, Uta� ad Ari-.-E. E. HARR1><AN, 401 North 
A•·e. so. \.QS Angeles. Calif. 

�eatern U. 8. �� 1 Nnt! Jiuico. Abo Indi.ons, 
lndt.an dances, includ>ng the snake danee.-H. P. RoHIN· 
so>C, AlbuQ.u�ue, DoK 445, N'e• M.,.ic>o, 

W""'tern U, 8. Part 3 Cdurado Gl<d IV'yomillt. Hl>mt· g:;t.;';f� .. SJ�:!:�d Calllt Ra.isi,.,,-PRA/'!11: EAR:-< sST, Key. 

Weatern U. S. Partf Mort/. ortd lhe Nonn .. ,. Roc/ty 
MouKia•,.s.-F.o.&o W, Eci!:LSTON, Mina, Nevada. 

,,,.':'! ... 'itT� �a�I':,·�� o. f1:..n:e��-:.a�
�
�,;��� ��"..�: 

W.,.tern U. S. Pa�l· Tu. !',.,J 011:141.-J. W, Wmu. 
AKJO:Il, >')OJ So.n Gabriel St .. Austtn, Tu. 

Mld<D.,Weeta:n U,S. Part ! Tlu Ddo;tM. Ntb .. 
J���:'M,L�:'f.���,.��� ���,.�-Mi&soun Val\ey.-

�Udd.la We�� rem U. S. Part l MU-ri artd Arlro"-'GJ. 
Alsolhe Jti,.ouri Valley .,p/o Sio�r Cily, l<>�<.•a. EJP«i«<ly :��-"'d::'::{d'(.;;£:�.• 0oark•. ud •w�mp•.-Jons B. TRow"' 

t!��:!�:m��js�¥��Qw2� �41�;M::���fj\��: 

�;;tt:=.r;z;��:�r:�f��lt�·:::z:t::z;� 
..:!•adn��r>.w:,�������,;, 

8;,.,!.!!:. '  dl•��������:;;. ��d ��.�P:!�,;:�_�H�dcao��.:;!·:�·�r��":;.pevY,J�V� 

oJ �%�,., uR,�;.-�i.'J. �;:���;��� •. ���:�7�r!;: 
G. E. HATHOR,..'W. 70 
OIIII., R. I. a .. d MMs. 
ll32, N'ew Haven, 



"];_E ZEPPELIN raids over Chacing Cross. The pathos and high gallantry 
of the trenches. The hysterical gayety of London in war .. time! All brilliantly 
described in this intensely gripping story-by long Qdds the best novel of the 

War since Leonard H. Nason's -"Chevrons." Don't fail to read-

By REDVERS 
Also stories by TALBOT MUNDY, L PATRICK GREENE, 

HARRY G. HUSE, W. C. TU'l.l'LE, WILLIAM 
FORT, WALTER DURANTY, ALLAN 

VAUGHAN ELSTON And Others 
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she escape from this Oriental monster into whose hands she 
had been given-this mysterious man of mie:hry powc:r whose 
face none had yet seen/ 

Htre is an u:ti'"(!Qrdirwry htumiM. What was to be the fate of this 
beautiful girl� Who was this strang� emissary whom no one really knewl 
To know the answer to this and the m0$t exciting 
tales ol Oriental adventure and mystery ever told, 
read on through the most thrilling, absorbing, 
entertaining and fascinating pages ever written. 

Masterpieces of Oriental Mystery 
11 Superb Volumes by SAX ROHMER 

Written with hia uncanny knowledge of things Oriental 

ovor a.galn. Ha.nd!OOmely b<Jund In "'lbstanUal elotb 
C(Wers, a. proud a.dornmen� for your tabl e or shelf. 
The!MI aro tho 110rt or stori(l!l that Prt!l!:ldent WU56n. 
�vclt and other �;reM men read to help them relu 
-to forget; tholr burdcll$. To rcad th(l!l(l absorblug �): �,\!i�����f��a.s;o� �di�f�Jc��r worrlOII � Priced for Quic:k Sale # 1 eJ:��1i:7t��m:Jl�d:ili:.:::��::bed · (:.4, 1 

v.:O��:�n�!�re::P� !��:val # ��;!S:., : ::'..:J.\::'J,':'!1t1:b=��,;:J.1�ftr'tiJ'i: 0# MA���:��: ���J:�!�,f<>CIIfll ·ucLIUt.,N.Y.
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. 019l9, Th�· Americar Tobacco 

"COMING"'- EVENTS CAST 
THEIR SHA.i>OWS BEFORE ., 

\ ( rzhomo.r- Cainp6el/9 1777 • 1844 ) 

]'� , . .  ..,..,... ,,�···.-:A 

No .. Throat Irrita tion-No Coug!!: 




