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Jsthew'.n.m\rolthl!�l'lnewlth!i".\tt.? Nt.y,t.ow 
cnitbc l:r.o.,TJ 

A.ud ill lh� p(lla('f' is \hoe {.:t<"t of 3 WQ<l13n. �rei� pertu:nc in bcr bcary t.air, u..d tit\: era ol the nltl..i<lt-u <lit d"'"-• f\:5 ... ilb � Hu loand is 
I.I!Ullua lotw.blouom.. 

Y�-t �r��-'T�tU�J��r����::�� iJtrJ::. 
��HUT, cJ.lled by his e-nernitos the 

Cossnck <If the Cw-ved S3ber, 
was {ollov.-«1. 

.l:le wns awilre of t.bi$. 1t 
caustd him no uneasiness.. Foo-, be t.OOugbt, 
if a rider carries nothin_e: of value, should 
he iear thieves? He 111'3$ !lOt m.s wnteh{ul, 
hov.·e•-er, Qn tho.t n.ccow1t. Jt wa:J the 
YeJ.r of the RAt. reckoned by- the Chinese 
calendtl.r-in the first d«ndt oi the seven
tetnth cmtwy (.of the Christirul. era-and 
the border oi the desert of Gobi ·wns a rei�e 
<If the lawless. 

.From time to time the C<1�ck rcined 

iu tili. hor:.c and ��:lanced OOckwnrd ovtr the 
'find ri�es ·wbkh formed QJl ocean o! sand 
on three sides of the l'ider. On the fourth 
-v;"t&s the ri\'er Tnrim. This Klilit wn:. 
foUowing, bavinsl: heo.rd thtlt it would 
t<l.ke him from the desert to the southern. 
nt()JJ.ntains. .He')'ond these n1ountltim, he 
had beeu told by v.·anderiUS( priests, was the 
bir land of Lndak and lnd. 

Wise in the l•iltys of wllrbre and plunder, 
the old Cossad. knev.· that only one rider 
followed him. S3ve for tlili ho.lf-pen::eived 
shldow thnt clUllJI: to his pc.th, K.hlil wns 
alone. �udt v;·ns his c�tom. Yeu·s �intt 
he had riddE'n froou tbe war CQ.lllp oi the 
Cossacks-an outcast. 

.r-.·ow, disgusted with the silken treachery 
oi th.e men (Jf Chirul, whither he ho.d come 
from T:ntaxy, the wanior had tn.k.eu up 
his joumty in a llew direction, south. A 
vettra.n Qf mnny txlttles. impatient of 
3.utbority, his slueo-.""dness, enforced by very 
expt1t swotd-plnf, hn.d scieguardcd ltim in 
a time wben men's li�cs Lwtg bf slender 
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threW. And hild enmcd him cnc:mic� in 
plenty. 

As he guided lW mount bciidc U1c river
bank Khlit meditated. Why shouM nne 
rider follow him?' It was denrly to be :iCCil 
thitt he carried oo goods v.-orthy cf plwldcr. 
Merely some handfuls of drie� meat ac.d 
milk o.uds in his S3ddle-�. 1::-ven his 
horse w.u not one to be coveted by il de:.ert
m1ll, beiug a. 5b:l.oo· steppe pony. 

Perhap� the rider in his rear pllnned to 
v.11.it until he dismounted nt nip;lltiall, slay 
him nnd t.ake Ute bo�. Yet it .,;ns uot Ute 
custom of the Gobi bandits to hunt thell: 
prey alooe. 

Down a steep clay bnnk his pony slid, 
purs� Ute hAJI visible <.11.1vnn tHack 
m111ked. b�· dried bones .3nd c�unel drop
pin�s. At the bottom of th� �. be$i� 
n stunted tama.ris.l.:, Khlit h.'tlted a.nd fuced 
o.bout, dra111ing a pistol and adjusting tM 
prillti�. Ue lfOUld �e. hf! decid&:t, what 
manner oC mom foUowM. him. ' 

QuietJy the C0!5-s:lc.k waited} his tall form 
upright in tbe :s.:tddloe, sher:pskin ��ih;a. 
tll.tO'm Mck to allow fr« :um phy. Ilis 
keen e�-� pee� und�!" tuited bro'I'S at 
the summit of the mound down whir.h he 
ha.d come, 8fl<:ln:hing the !!ll.)'·linc. 

The stilll'lffi� nf the place WIHI unbroken. 
the Eluggi�h river moving through the 
wa.o;te wa.•o. lifcl t.."'. ThCic were uo birds 
or g:;tme in the region. Even tbc wnnuth 
of a Summl'.r �un was sca..<>unetli.Jy the high 
altitude of the !Wiuthan Gobi. · 

The hor$e prir.h:d up his cars. KltliL 
lifted hi!!. \-'ftmpnn and ;rcowi(X}. By now 
the othr.r rider mu�tt be ncar. ffis sharp 
ears Md r.augbt the impact of a slonc db.
lodgr:d frmn �nCAr-by ridge. 

D;��d:: and forllL along the ridp: summit 
his gbno.! flickered. There was no siscn 
of ffiQv.:mcnL A second sound arrested 
his attention. IL waa fn.int, comi.� frolU 
n() definite dinx:lion. It wa.� n low, 
whl.�pering laugh. 

The �unci Qtmc fromlhe slillncss around 
him, �ftly moclU.ng. almost cnresiii.ng. It  
was a tiny *1urul, akin to the drip o f  sand. 
It might h�"-c �cJ. £rwn the ground under 
his feet .. Then h..: hcanl a. brief. dull mutter. 
as of a P'lxml liMlwn irow.aru.sted scnbtxn-d. 

Still Khlit wa.iu:d, impasa.ive. His horse 
setmf'rl to have lmt interest in whnt w�s 
��3 \\�no�\��� �e ��� �d 
not b«n a. t..rick oi the imagination. 

Wilh a �tine.! ncu.h he �v:t.r.ul hi� mount 
and :-.purred up the ridge, hi:J-'! Wl'"J4>Un rauly 
in hi� free haml. Hill Jtunrucr, ApJlll.r<:ntly, 

��Y :-.:r�;��i�
h
;:�h�:��h

t
�m�':*uan�� 

into the !!ami, which afforJcd evil rootin�, 
nnd gaiucJ. Uac il.llnmit Jl<lnling. 

Khlit cast a quick glauce over the r,Jaill. 
Noth.il1g \AI&S to be sceu of lhc other rider. 
True. the depressiOllS betwCC.!l. the ridg\"s 
mi,rdll shelter the olhcr. BuL Ute scnltel\.""d 
tamarisk� and iorlom bushes by the river 
ollered no concealment. Khlit was slnlld� 
ing on the edge oi t.hC ba..uk �rue bundt\."<1 
feet nOOvc the wate.r, nnd tl�e thickets in 
the region whence he had come were clellt 
to view. 

He' looked down thol:.ghtlully nt his 
horse's trO'.ds, outlined along Ute co.ravan 
traiL Thtn be S\'."Ort Olfuud. 

•:uogof the d�il!" he gnmteo:!. 
�ide his own tr::tcb were those oi >an-

other hor'$e. They c�.me v;'ith.in a }1U'd 
o£ where he ,.�. then ceased. 

.khlit �arched the S'Uinmit of the rid,;:'e 
carefully. -There was uo mist:Lkirul; Ute 
�sage in t� sand. A second Mrs.e, 
�=�t�f ::�!�: �!��,;��:�Se!���·. �� 
had not returned, lor th�rc l\'ffl'e no trac�� 
l..:ading n':.i.rward. :;.lor h�1l it p:l���:d 
I.Um- hill own eyes had Lu:n \�ih!c.a� tl_l 
thR.t. 

The Co�l n::placCLI the pi�tnl in hi! 
bell. ami tu�cd at hi!!. lt<:avy .m�as�.:u;he. 

r:taW�dsU:��� ��l���n
LI h��,r;J��h�: 

Bu.t.lhc hoof·Jlfints wcrl.! tiOl (ant:y. 
Khlit U100gltl brielly of the tal.:!K he NHI 

henrd !rom the .(Ykm!,._.._.WILmlcring beg4. 
ga.r prie�ts of Buddho.-----ronccrning tl1c 
ghi{� of the desert. 1.1u:·3C were �tpiril-t 
which followed the course of 1ravclcr�, ap
pt-nrin}l; beS.:de them in lhe !'haJX: o( men 
::Lnd lurinR them to destruction. 

\\'oman's. ales., he rdle<::ted, nnd not to he 
belie\'ed. The priests lud w&rn(."jl him 
3!1;Uill5t the shrill cries oi the ghi!:J hL:JLrd at 
�t. But be wa.s!�miliar with Lht: �-lr&ngc 
n'Jises the sands m.1kc at t.iuu:."!>, !limilar 
to the sound of drw.ns or horse's hooCs. 

1.1te pries�, be rensoncd, would nu dlruht 
say that he hAd been. foUowctl I.Jy one of 
the spirits of the desert, which Wok ilight. 
into the a.ir when he ob:;crved iL knlit 
5CQ'Vled.�t the tracks. in lhc�a.rHl 

Undoubtedly another honll: had co� 



The Rider of the Gray Horse 

to the sand ridge. Since it was not to be 
seen, it had left. But where, and how? 

Khlit laughed, a gruff hearty laugh, and 
slapped his thigh. Then he dug spurs into 
the pony's sides and as the animal sprang 
forward jerked the beast's head to one 
side. Down the embankment of sand into 
the river went pony and rider. 

II 

I'.,D!! "HO, one-without-sense!" growled 
ir.'"el Khlit as the pony struggled in the 

current of the Tarim. "Do you 
fear to do what another has done? Nay, 
we go not back here." 

The thought had come to Khlit, standing 
on the ridge, of how the other rider had 
vanished. Only one way was possible
into the river. And a slope of loose sand, 
as the Cossack knew, left no tracks. 

He guided his pony down the current in 
the direction he had been going. This way 
the other must have gone. Or Khlit would 
have seen the rider as he searched the river
bank to the rear. Clearly his companion 
of the desert path was anxious to pass him 
by rather than meet him. This stirred 
Khlit's curi9sity the more. 

As he crouched in the saddle, Cossack 
fashion, he scanned the shore keenly. 
His pursuer, he thought, must have been 
anxious to press ahead. And to escape 
observation. Otherwise the rider would 
have passed him by along the sand ridges 
instead of choosing the ri�er. Of course, 
to do so would render the other visible to 
Khlit. Hence the leap into the Tarim. 

Who, wondered Khlit, rode the caravan 
track alone and in haste, yet in fear of 
observation? 

With difficulty Khlit kept the pony's 
head away from the bank. The water, 
in spite of the hot rays of the sun, was cold 
and torpid, winding between its-banks with 
the silence of a huge reptile passing over the 
barren waste of the desert. A cold wind 
stirred the sand on the ridges and fanned 
Khlit's beard. 

The Cossack presently gave an exclama� 
tion of satisfaction and headed for the bank. 
He had seen the tracks of a horse leading 
up the slope. Dark water stains showed 
that the liorse and rider he was following 
had but recently passed that way. He had 
guessed correctly the maneuver of his 
erstwhile pursuer. 

He urged his pony into a quick trot, fol�. 
lowing the traces in the sand. Before long 
he was convinced that the other's mount 
was fleet of foot, for he gained no sight of 
rider or beast, urge his horse as he would. 

He saw only that the rider had returned 
·to the caravan track. The sun, which had 

been low on the plain to the west, disap
peared suddenly. The sky overhe'ad 
changed from a clear blue to a dull purple. 
Khlit reined in his pony and dismounted. 

Warmth, gathered during the day, was 
still exuding from the sand, but the Cossack 
knew that the night would be chill. He 
picketed his beast in the depression be
tween two sand mounds, collected a bundle 
of tamarisk roots and kindled a small fire. 

He placed his leather saddle-doth be
tween the sand slope and the fire and seated 
himself thereon with his saddle-bags, pre
paratory to making a meal of dried meat. 
The other rider, he thought, would not 
molest him, judging by what had happened 
at the river. 

Khlit lay back on his heavy coat, gazing 
up into the purple infinity overhead. One 
by_ one the stars were glittering into being. 
Khlit knew them all. He had followed 
their guidance over the roof of the world 
into strange countries. Unlike most men, 
he was best contented when alone. His 
few companions in arms had been slain, and 
as for women, the Cossack regarded them 
as rather more troublesome than magpies 
or the inquisitive and predatory steppe fox. 

The next instant he was on his feet, 
sword drawn, limbs taut and head sunk 
forward between his shoulders. A horse 
and rider had moved into the circle of 
firelight. 

Khlit's first glance made sure that the 
intruder held no pistol. His second, that 
no weapons at all were visible. Never� 
theless, he did not lower his sword. He 
had seen death reward imprudence too 
often. 

And then he heard the echo of the soft 
laugh that had startled him by the river 
bank. Peering at the newcomer, he 
grunted. It was a woman, clad in a fur
tipped kluJlat, under which a silk shawl was 
wrapped over head and breast. Over a 
veil which shielded the lower haU of her 
face two dark eyes scanned him calmly, 
Black hair of shimmering texture, evenly 
divided, crowned a high, fair forehead. 

So much Khlit observed in surprize. 
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He noted that the horse was a mettled 
gray stallion and the saddle trappings 
costly. 

The rider of the horse spoke, in a limpid 
tongue unknown to K.hlit. Then K.hlit 
sheathed his sword. 

"Nay, I know not your song, little 
night.bird," he said in Uigur, the semi
Turkish dialect of Central Asia. "Devil 
take me-l knew not the great desert 
breeds such as you." 

The dark eyes snapped angrily. 
"What matters your knowledge, 0 small

of-wit?" the rider lisped in the same tongue. 
"Among my people a gray horse is a sigil 
of wisdom. Here I find it on the mouth of a 
fool." 

K.blit considered the woman in surprize.� 
By the shifting firelight she appeared 
beautiful of face. Certainly her figure, 
under the kahlat was rounded and slim. 
What was such a maiden doing alone on 
the desert? True, they were not two days' 
ride from the city of Khoten; but the cara
van tracks were peopled with scoundrels, 
and Khoten itself was a rendezvous for 
the lawless of all nations. 

Moreover, the woman puzzled him. She 
was not Chinese; her beauty was too great 
for a Khirghiz or flat faced Usbek.. Her 
dress and imperious manner were not those 
of a Turk. 

She leaned forv:ard in the saddle, eyes 
bent intently on him. Her attitude sug· 
gested that she was ready to wheel and 
flee on the instant. 

"Hey, you ha�,·e truly the tongue of a 
magpie!" grumbled Khlit. "Were you the 
rider that braved the waters of the Tarim to 
pass me by along the caravan trail?" 

"Aye, dullard. While you were swear
ing like a caphar and reading lies in the 
tracks in the sand. Now it is my whim to 
seek you. A fool, and an old fool, is harm· 
less." 

So saying she urged her horse nearer to 
the fire by a slight pressure of the knees
for she rode astride, as a man. 

"Whence come you? Whither go you, in 
the great desert, 0 prattle-tongue?" asked 
Khlit. 

The bright eyes over tlJ.e veil were fixed 
on the fire, yet Khlit was aware that they 
kept him well in view. 

"Nay, gray-beard, am I other than a 
ghil of the waste? Have you seen me come 
to your fire?_I am here at the word of one 

who was master of the earth. Now he is 
dead, yet his word keeps me here." 

"Ha! The fat Son of Heaven who is 
master of China?" 

"Nay-" the black eyes half closed in a 
tantalizing smile- "a greater than Wan Li. 

•Because of his death there is no bed where 
I am safe, nor any palace gate where I may 
enter. From beyond the grave his band 
reaches out to me." 

"Child's riddles," grumbled K.hlit, strid· 
ing to the fire. 

He cared little that a woman of rank, 
and unescorted, should be in Gobi. One 
thing he had guessed. The soft. quick 
speech of the woman stirred his memory. 
He recalled another who had spoken 
similarly. His visitor was a Persian by 
birth. 
r· She placed a jeweled hand lightly on his 
shoulder. 

"I am hungry," she said plaintively. 
"And those who were to meet me here by 
the Tarim, two days' journey from Rhoten, 
have not come. I have no food-and it 
grows cold." 

"Dismount then and eat" 
Long ind �rnestiy tile �rk eyes scanned 

the tall Cossack. As if reassured, the girl 
slipped from saddle of the gray steed to 
ground, uttering an exclamation of pain 
as the circulation started in numbed feet. 
Khlit silently arranged a seat for her on his 
saddle· cloth and set about preparing a 
meal with the small means at his disposal. 

III � "WHILE I sleep, gray-beard, you 
may mount your horse and watch, 
lest others approach too near. With 

the dawn you should see two riders coming 
from the south in haste, for they are belated 
� sin worthy of death by bastinado to 
those not of such high caste as these two." 

Khlit eyed his companion grimly. Was 
he one to be ordered about by a woman? 
Even such as this one? For she bad put 
down her veil on eating, explaining that, 
as be was a caplwr--a Christian-there was 
no sin in his seeing the countenance of a 
woman who was a true believer. When 
Khlit asked how she knew be was a Chris
tian she touched the miniature gold cross 
he wore at his neck with a ringed forefinger. 
Khlit saw that the ring bore an emerald of 
great size. 
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"There were some of your faith at the firelight and threw up his hand in time to 
court of the great king," she remarked idly. seize the slender hand that held a dagger 

"What name bears this khan?" a few inches from his chest. He turned the 
She glanced at him and smiled fleetingly. girl's wrist curiously to the light, inspecting 

Resting her rounded chin on her hand, she the tiny weapon, scarce larger than the 
gazed at the fire. Khlit saw that her jade pendants that twinkled at her ears. 
beauty was as fine as the texture of a pea· "Are these the weapons of Ind?" he asked 
cock's plumage, as delicate as the tinted mildly, a glimmer in his deep-set eyes. 
heart of a rare shell. Her eyes were not "And have you forgotten, Nur-jahan, the 
aslant, but level as his own. The molding faith of a follower of Mahomet, who may 
of the luminous brow and the tiny mouth not slay one with whom he has shared bread 
bespoke pride and intelligence. The dark and salt?" 
hair peering from under the hood of the With that be released the Persian's wrist. 
khalat was abundant and silk-like. The girl's cheeks were ·crimson and her eyes 

The shawl about her slender shoulders brilliant with anger. But the dagger fell 
was open at the throat, revealing a splendid to her lap." 
throat ringed in pearl necklaces. Here Truly, thought Khlit, she was one of 
was a woman who had undoubtedly been rank, for an ordinary concubine would not 
mistress of many slaves, who was a Mo- be so quick to resent a slight. The fa
hanunedan, with jewels to the value of vorite of a prince, perhaps. 
many horses-even a principality. "Harken, little spitfire. Why did you 

"Akbar,ofind,"shesaid. leave the land of Ind for the foul Gobi 
Khlit had heard of Ind as a land of many desert-alone?" 

peoples and great treasure, whence cara- "Nay, not alone. There was one with 
vans came to China. As far as he had a me who is worth ten other warriors. In the 
purpose in his wandering, he was bound morning he will come( by the caravan 
there. track. Let him find you gone, caphar, or 

"Are there many yurts and tents in your life will cease as the flame of a candle 
Akbar's camp?" he inquired. in the wind, and the ravens will eat of your 

The girl stared at him frankly and threw head!" 
back her head with a musical laugh. "He must be a brave khan, then. But he 

"0 steppe boor! 0 one-of-small-wisdom! left you, Nur-jahan, alone in the lap of 
There be palaces in the empire of Akbar the Gobi. How may that be?" 
Mogul as many as the tents of one of your "He went to Khoten for news-<>£ Ind. 
dirty Tatar camps." The laugh ended For tidings, and another who came over 
abruptly. "Nay, he has a following of the mountains to join us. Also, to get 
millions of many faiths, who obey his food, which we lacked. As I said, Chauna 
word from Samarkan(t to the Ganges' Singh is belated and I shall scold him well. 
mouth. And his word has laid the seal of Nay, caphar, I could not go to Khoten lest 
deathon Nur-jahan- " I be seen; and Breath of the Wind-" she 

She broke off, biting her lip swiftly with pointed to the gray horse- "is a stallion of 
a vexed frown. Kabul, fleeter than the beasts -of this 

"Hey-is that the name they have given country. He would keep me safe." 
you, little night-bird?" Khlit yawned in- "A good horse, little night-bird. But 
differently. "It has a strange sound." fear you not I will slay you for those 

"It is mine at the bidding of a prince, jewels-" Khlit nodded at her throat
dolt!" she cried. "And you have heard it. "take the stallion and leave your fair body 
That is an evil thing, for I wish it not to be · forthe eyes of this ChaunaSingh?" 
known." Nur�jahan shook her dark head with a 

"It matters not," growled the Cossack, smile. 
lighting his long stemmed black pipe while "\Vhat will be, will be. And it is not 
the woman regarded him with vexed in- written that my grave lies in the desert. 
tentness. "I shall not speak it-nay, I Besides, I read honesty in your dull eyes
care little for the secrets of a palace cour- honesty and stupidity. Strong men are 
tesan." my slaves. Speak, capJrorl" She shifted on 

Nur-jahan leaned swiftly toward him. the robe until her head was near his shoul
Khlit caught the glitter of metal in the der. "Without doubt you are old in the 
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ways of loves and have had many women 
to your will. Ha\'e you seen one so fair as 
I? Speak-is it not so? A prince, ruler of 
ten thousand swords, swore I was more 
lovely than the gardens of Kashmir in 
Spring. Aye, than the lotus and tulips of 
the divine wife of Prithvi-Raj. \Vhat say 
you, old warrior?" 

There was assurance in the poise of the 
splendid head near Khlit, and a soft under
tone to the musical voice. Nur-jahan 
spoke artlessly, yet with the pride of one 
whose beauty had brought to her-power. 
And great power. 

Khlit was conscious of a perfume that 
came from the silken garments ur.ti.er the 
heavy kkakd-a mingling of faint mwok il.nd 
dried rose-leaves. He looked steadily into 
the dark eyes, eyes that were veiled. sha.fl.
ows changing to luminous pools, deep and 
full as the waters of quiet lakes. 

"You are a child, Nur-jahan," he said 
grufil.y, "and there is evil in you as well as 
beauty." 

Nur-jahan considered him gravely, draw
ing the khaW closer about her, for it grew 
cold. 

·"What is evil, old warrior?" she mused. 
"The word of Allah the wise tells us that 
we know not what is before us or behind. 
We are wind-swept leaves on the roadway of 
fate. Our lives are written before we come 
to the world. \\Fhy do you call me evil? 
Nay, I will show you that it is not so." 

She paused, making designs in the sand 
with the dagger poinL Khlit threw some 
more wood on the fire. 

"You know my name," she continued. 
"And that must not be. I am hiding, to 
save myself from the decree of Akbar, who, 
when be felt the angel of death standing 
near, ordered my execution. There was 
no place in Ind where I would be safe-nor 
in Tibet or Ladak. So I came with one 
other over the rriountains into the desert. 
You go to Khoten, doubtless, and my 
enemies are there. So you may not live 
to say that you have seen me." 

Khlit made no response. His indif
ference vexed the girl. 

"By the face of the Prophet, you are 
witless!" she stormed. "Nay, since you 
have shared bread \\ith me, I will offer you 
a chance of life before Cbauna Singh comes. 
Or he will assuredly slay you. For the 
life of one such as you-aad a caphar-is 
of tii.fiing importance beside my secret. In 

spite of your sharing food with me he will 
slay you very quickly. He is a swordsman 
among a thousand." 

"Then I shall wait until I see Jiim, 
prattle-tongue. I have not seen a true 
swordsman since a certain Tatar khan 
died at my side." 

"Fool! If you stay, your grave is dug 
here. Get you to horse. It will be several 
hours before Chauna Singh will sight o..:.r 
fire. If you ride north at once, be rna y not 
follow far, for he will not leave me again for 
long. So you may save yourskin." 

Khlit stretched his gaunt arms, for he was 
sleepy and the woman's talk disturbed him. 

"I go south to Khoten-not north," he 
responded curtly. "As for Chauna Singh, 
let him look to his own skin, if he stands in 
my way." 

Nur-jahan stared at the Cossack as if 
she had not heard aright. She noted the 
deep-set eyes under gray brows, still alert 
in spite of their wrinkles, and the lean, hard 
cheeks, stretched firmly over the bones. 
A man not unlike her own people, she 
thought, yet one of rude dress and coarse 
bearing. 

"Chauna Singh," she protested, "is a 
man in the prime of life, 0 one-without
wisdom, and you-" 

"Truly, I am wearied of talk." 
With this Khlit betook himself to the 

other side of the fire, where he rolled him
self in his long coat and was asleep almost 
on the instant. 

Thus it was that Khlit shared food and 
fire with the woman who came to him in 
the desert, whose att.me was strange to 
him. And Nur-jahan, watching sleepily 
by the tamarisk Barnes, thought that here 
was a man of a kind she had not met with, 
who cared not for her beauty and less for 
the threat of death, yet who gave up his 
shelter and the half of his food to.ber. 

IV 

th!t���� 1�7s
t
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ing death. 
Wherefore do the men of the Raj cry: "Ho! Nfla 

ghorn ki asw:ir," when they ride into battle. For 
the memory of a RAjput is long. � THE sound of voices wakened·K.hlit 

from a deep sleep. A glance told 
him that two riders had come up 

and were halted beside the woman, who 
was on her feet, talking to them. 
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Khlit rose leisurely and stirred up the 
remnants of the fire. This done, he scanned 
the newcomers. Both were well clad and 

���n�ed
� oili� te����n �� �e:� ��: 

The Cossack. noted that he sat his horse 
with ease, that the beast was of goodly 
breed, that the peaked saddle was jewel 
mounted and that gold inlaid mail showed 
under the white satin vestment over the 
rider's square shoulders. His turban was 
small and knotted over one ear, the end 
hanging over the right shoulder. 

He was heavily bearded and harsh of 
face, thanks in part to the scar which ran 
from chin to brow, blighting one eye, which 
was half closed. The other man Khlit 
passed over for the time. He was bent, 
with the fragile frame of a child and a mild, 
wrinkled face. 

Nur-j.ahan was speaking urgently to the 
man with the scar, who fmwned, shaking 
his turbaned head. His glance searched 
Khlit scornfully. Apparently he was re
fusing some request of the gi1)'s. Without 
taking his eyes from the Cossack, he dis-
mounted and strode toward the fire. 

"Ho! Rider of the mangy pony!" he cried, 
in broken Uigur. "One without manners, 
of a race without honor. I have heard the 
tale of Nur-jahan and your death is at 
hand." 

Khlit lifted his ann, showing his empty 
hand. 

"I seek no quarrel, Chauna Singh," he 
said slowly. "I am no old woman, to gos
sip concerning the affairs of others. Peace! 
Go your way,and I go mine." 

"To Khoten?" The bearded lip of 
Chauna Singh lifted in a snarl. "It may 
not be. Nay, I do not desire your death; 
but the life of Nur-jahan is my charge, and 
the sword is the only pledge that seals the 
lips of a man. Come, take your weapon!" 

Khlit stared at the other grimly. He 
had no wish to quarrel. And Chauna 

Singh was an individual of formidable 
bearing. There was no help for it. 

"Be it so," he said briefly. 
On the instant the two curved blades 

were flashing together, the two warriors 
soft-stepping in the sand. The weapons, 
like the men, were of equal size. Chauna 

Singh, hqwever, wore a vest of fine mail, 
while Khlit was protected only by his heavy 
coat. 

The warrior attacked at once, his scimitar 

mak.ing play over Khlit's sheepskin cap. 
A tall man, the champion of Nur-jahan was 
accustomed_ to beat down the guard of an 
adversary. Khlit's blade was ever touch
ing the scimitar, fending it skillfully before 
a stroke had gained headway, 

Chauru Singh's 'one eye glittered and his 
musb.che bristled in a snarl. Here was 
not the easy game he had anticipated. 
Nor was the Cossack to be tricked into a 
false stroke by a pretended lapse on his 
part-as the other speedily learned. 

The girl and the other rider watched in 
intent silence. Khlit had sufficient faith 
in the honor of his foes not to fear a 
knife in his back. at the hand of Chauna. 
Singh's comrade. He had eyes for nothing 
but the da.zzlin� play of the other's weapon, 
which ceaselessly sought head, throat and 
side. 

While Khlit's sword made play his brain 
was not idle. He saw tlmt Chauna Singh 
appeared tireless, while his own arm lacked 
the power of youth. Soon he would be at 
a disadvantage, He must put the fight 
to an issue at once. 

And so Khlit lunged at Chauna Singh
lunged and sank on one knee as if from the 
impetus of his thrust. His blade, for a 
second, was lowered. 

Had Chauna Singh not held his adver
sary in mild contempt he would have known 
that a swordsman of Khlit's skill would 
not have made such a blunder. But the 
Rijput, heated by the conflict, uttered a 
cry of triumph and swung aloft his scimitar. 

"Hoi N!la ghora ki aS"Il-'d-rl" he shouted
the war-cry of his race. 

Ere the blow he planned had been 
launched, Chauna Singh jerked himself 
backward. Khlit's weapon had ilashed up 
under his guard, and the wind of it fanned 
his beard. Had the Rijput been a whit 
less active on his feet his chin would have 
been severed from his neck. As it. was, the 
outer fold of his turban fell to his shoulders 
in halves. 

A blow upward from the knee-a difficult 
feat-was an old trick. of the Cossack. 

Momentarily the two adversaries were 
apart, eying each other savagely. The 
voice of Nur-jahan rang out. 

"Stay,ChaunaSingh! Peace! Holdyour 
clumsy hand and let me speak!" 

Khlit saw the girl step between them. 
At her whispered urging Chauna Singh 
sheathed his weapon with a scowl. 
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41Harken, gray-beard, you be a pretty 
hand at sword-play. Almost you had 
dyed red the beard of stupid Chauna Singh. 
I have need of such men as you, and, verily, 
I can ill spare the big Rijput. You know 
my secret, and Chauna Singh, who has room 
for on1y one thought in his thick skull, will 
not consent to Jetting you go free. But 
come with us. Thus we can keep watch 
over your tongue." 

The Cossack considered this, leaning on 
his sword. 

"I go to Khoten, Nur-jahan," he made 
answer gruffly. 

"And we likewise. These men have 
brought me news which takes us to the city. 
Come! In Rhoten a lone man fares 
ill, for the place is a scum of thieves and 
slitthroat.s." 

Khlit had no especial liking for company. 
On th� other hand, Chauna Singh's sword
play had won his hearty respect. The 
Persian's words had not the ring of treach
ery. And her champion, although quick 
to draw blade, was not one to slay without 
warning. , 

"Whither go you from Khoten?" he 
asked. 

Nur-jahan hesitated. But the man on 
the horse spoke, in a voice strangely 
musical. 

"We go into the heart of peril, warrior
by a path beset with enemies. If you live, 
you will reach the hills of Kashmir and Ind 
and find honor at a Moghul's court. Have 
you heart for such a venture?" 

Khlit glanced at the speaker curiously. 
The other could not have chosen words 
more to his liking. He saw a thin, dark 
face bent between slender shoulders, a 
sensitive mouth and shrewd, kindly eyes. 

"Aye, khan," said Chauna Singh bluntly, 
"if you want good blows, given and taken, 
come with us-and gain a treasure of rare 
horses and jewels. But, give heed, your 
life will not be Sllfe-for we face a thousand 
foes, we three, and a: thousand that we see 
not or know not, until they strike." 

"Be you men of the Mogul?" 
Khlit saw the three exchange a cm}ous 

glance . . Nur-jahan's eyes lighted mock-
ingly. . 

"If we live, khan-aye. But if we die 
we be foes of the mighty Mogul Akbar of 
Ind. Will you come, being our comrade-in
arms and the keeper of my secret?" • � 

The Cossack sheathed his sword. , 

"Aye-be it so. Many enemies give 
honor to a man." 

The Rijput strode forward, placing hand 
on lips and chest. 

"By the white hor� of Prithvi-Raj, I 
like it well! I have not met such a swords
man in a feast of moons. Ho! If we live, 
you will drink good wine of Shiraz and I 
will watch. If we die, we will spread a 
carpet of dead about us such as will delight 
the gods." 

Nur-jahan's piquant face was smiling 
slightly, but the shrewd eyes of the man 
on the horse were inscrutable. 

v • uAND it was as the mir said. 
The word of a dead man has doomed 
her. Because of her beauty is she 

doomed. It is written that a fair maiden 
is like to a ruby-cup of wine that heats the 
brain of men while it stirs their senses." 

Hamar, the companion of Chauna Singh, 
smiled meditatively at Khlit, stroking his 
mustache with a thin hand. The man, 
Khlit had discovered, was a musician of 
Hind, a wandering philosopher of Nur
jahan's country. He it was who had come 
from Kashmir to Khot�with word from 
the Mogul court that they were to hasten 
back. 

The four were trotting along the caravan 
track, a day's ride nearer the city. Nur
jahan on her gray horse, was leading, with 
Chauna Singh at her side. Khlit and the 
minstrel followed at some distance, k� 
ing a wary eye on the rear, for they had 
passed one or two cort?!ges of merchants, 
journeying from Aksu to Khoten. 

"How may that be?" grunted Khlit, 
who had no liking for riddles and twisted 
words. "When a man is dead he can not 
work harm." 

"Nay, but this is Akbar, lord of Delhi, 
ruler of the Raj, conqueror of Kashmir and 
Sind-monarch of five times a hundred 
thousand blades. His whispered word was 
Jaw from Turkestan to the Dekkan. A 
mighty man, follower of Mahomet, achiev
ing by his lone strength the mastery of the 
Mogul empire. · He is dead, but his word 
lives." 

"And that word-" 
"To slay Nur-jahan." The faded ey.,. 

of the minstrel had gleamed at mention. 
of the glories of Akbar; now they wtre. 
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�)rnbcr. .'\ ma.n oi wisdom, !}loughi Khlit, 
mruidcring hij wm[lll.niun, and a drca.n!c.-r. 

"Hark ... -n. kha:m." Ha.n11U roused him· 
!\df. "Thi� ill the Hory. Akbar c1uved 
for hinuclf the t:mpin:: ell the ).logu..ls, 
f<lilo¥1-ing in the fooL-;I.Cp� of hi:;, illu:.trious 
grx.n�l�re, Ba.lx::r. Yet� the empire formed 
ui n11.:CS ui many faith� -Mo:>letru. from 
Turkc�Lait, Hiudu� o! 100., Jains and JJudd
hi;jlil of Ladak and priest:; of another tern· 
pit --.·ho arc rna3tcrs ill the hills. To bold 
l.Og(:Lhcr sll.Clt an empire, the ruler must be 
one wilh his subjoclS---and .'\kOOr, of 
hlc�d \�i.idom.� wa3 n patron oi ma.ny 
laillu. :Men :oay tJ�al he died calling upon 
tl...: gud.., of Bra.hma, chhou.gh a Mo.ile.m. 
I have ft(:(,:n hi.m how lhc heat! .in tnlllly 
li::mplc!l. So h(· held lhc jcalous r&<XS oi 
the empire together. And so tnw>t his 
succ ... �. J�ic. d().'' 

Hamar po�d. gillll.ci.ng over lhe '1'.-nste 
ahead of them. where the barren lru..nks oi 
<k:ad ttces reared U.erusch·es above the 
"'·hitcned hoac3 ol auuels. 

"\\'hen Jaltan&i.r was 11. youUl oi fifteen," 
he n:�wncd. ":Ue mel the maidcu Mi.r-uu-

��\�ar'
w
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��� �ir\lll�: 
doves to bold for b.im. One escaped her 
,;rasp. ]a.hAngii, angered, demanded how. 
Verily, then the proud temprr of t!le 
maiden sh<l�-M.. 'Tbus.!' !he cried and li'Hd 
the other bird. From that moment the 
p tin«:  loved her-aye, st('(ifastly." 

:'Tilt tale wuries me,'' growled K.hlit. 
"llah-doYes and a m;ti.den-Nhat h.we 
they todo'\'oith anempift?" 

"�luch," smiled the minstrel pa�tly. 
"!n our llnd men love pa.56ionattly and 
ion(. Jaha.ngir still desirts Nur-jahan
and he is now Mogul Akb:u, foreseeing 
thi5 in his wisdom, ma.rried the maiden to 
one Sher Aighan, a. notable warrior and a 
��'!n ��n r:�;t����d.�OO from Sher 

''Wherefore?" 

ja���:J;, 
y�ou 

kno�e�\villr J::rf��s�Y 
Sher Ai�aof""'. � the new Mogul's love for 
the maiden 'l:reat and they betrothed 
thnt\Sie'lvts, one to the othu, when they 
v.•ere yoUJlSI. Again, .lU:.bar thought of this 
and pledged tbe friends of his deathbed to 
slay tM girl be!ore she became the quten of 
jah:mgir.'' 

K.hlit thought that Nut-ja.han might T.'eil. 
'PCOV't a di�turbing in&t.'\ct 0\"tt a young 

ruler. Yet surely there must be a further 
reason ior .�bar's comma.nd ol dcalh. 
Harenr, as lC re.:�d..W.g his thoughts. pointed 
to the slim Jig;ure o! lhe girl 

"�hall a s.erpent come into 11. nest of cg.�s? 
So 1eas.oned AkbCL.r. Th� malden Nur
j;ili;ul is devoted to IslAm and ilie rule of 
the l\.i(l(.lem. She i5 strong of will, and she 
would win Ja.han_dt· to her vie�s.. Tll,(ou 
the Moguj WO'.l.ld join hi.m:;oelf to the 
.>lohanuue-dan� omd U1e empire of Baber 
and Akbar would .. ·ani:;h , thU5l" 

Hnmar pluck.ed a dried rose I rom a. wllllet 
11.t his �irdl� lllid to:>:>ed it iuto the a.ir. 
The delicate pcuW iell apart and �ilOJtJA"ii 
into the sc.nd Hamar walched them 
tnoodily. Hi3 vuia: had Jx:.c.tl �;ibl1l.ll.t ,..jlh 
[cdiu,a:. 

"Nur.jahan cS<aped dc11.th?" Khlit de
manded,. tor tlle othet··� stort hcl.d. bego.m to 
interest him. 

''Once, by �id oC Ch.:uma S�b, a iol� 
low·er o!. S!J.er Afglum. .-\ad fled. 0'\'er the 
mountcins. ::-fow Jaha.ugir hos sent me 
[.rom tJ�e Agra oowt wi>.h wot·d lor her to 
retw:n. Once :i.nhispalace,he·willso.!eguard 
her." 

"\\o'hat of tlle knight, Sber Aighan?" 
Hamar Lifted bi5 eyebrows slightly and 

l\"a\-edathinhand.. 
"A broken t.,ig s"ept J. ... ay by tile cur-
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He is:\ proud m<t.D., who will not give up his 
l'-if�ven ti she be 30 only in name. Ilis 
d.'ys are numbered.'' 

IGilit nodded. lie ba.d seen a citadel 
stormed because of the beauty o( an in
sulted woman and the �-mperor of Han 
pardon aeachery bK.au;;oe of the �n:.il e of a 
favorite. The �\itchet)· 00 such women, 
heref\l"<:ted, WM<lne\'il thing. 

"ITey '' he �u"hed. ('Then W matter 
is simpl;. Wr h:Ve but to take the mai&n 
to :\gra, to the embraces oi her lover, the 
Mogul." 

The minstrel smiled inscmtably. 
"Think you s.ol* You fo:gtct the 11·ord of 

Akb..·u. Am(lnghi! foUow4!rsare the p r'..e-sts 
(If Kill, the iour�armed, :ul.d--lrom the 
mount:l.ins-di�iplesof non, the lJestroyer. 
They have sworn an roth to him th.a.t the 
girl shall not Li\'e. Thtir shrines art :lound 
from Khoten to l>tlhi �nd in the hills. 
Their set\'ants are munbered as the �ds 
of tbe gre:\t desert. Lik.ewis.e thty are 
pries.ts of the gods, and the death cwf the 
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Persian MOGicm will stUeguazd thcir !ailh 
in Iud. 'Why did ll<ll Jabaugir send ILtl 
BrJJ:l)' to briug her to hlm? Nay, ill the 
tn..ll.k� would be assassins oi Kali. The ele· 
_pham driven would sec that she feU from 
the howdab." 

KJ:ilit grwncd scornfully. Hamar's eyes 
llaslu:d o.s he poiutcd ahead ol them., 
where tltc dustofact�rovan rose. 

"If 1'C drink fmm a cup, we must look 
f�Jr JIOi:;o.m. If we 9lccp iu a C&£8.\I&.!ISCJ"a.i, 
the camel men "¥oill COC.I1C to us like evil 
Iinl.r .,..jlh drawn kn i\>C�. We be but iour 
agair�t a t.housa.ad. Aye, from tili. tomb, 
the ha.ud o! AkOOr has �t the seal o( sc.cri. 
1icc ou N ur·jnhnn's Iorellelld." 

VT 

� �hg ��lTi�' �b�� i�)�,·�?� 
Thco: I .... ..:..._ rrom Tm.J.>J,;, 1.::. Te.,•vlo:·. 
B utonl}· thl! rlnrn o1 the Rl'>!l. PeTAl rtm:�iM ttl 'the 

atllcrofpcrlume. 

D£:11 TRI. caravan:ocrai '\fl·ns o. low stone 'dQj wall built around a "''ell by the 
desert route. It v;1\s littered with 

duug a.nd the leo:viugs of iormei visitors. 
In the twilight it loomed de50late and 
vacant.. 

Claauna Singh ha.J. brtn unwilliug to 
rL1>L there l.bc night, Lui. Hamar jJUinkd ouL 
that the fiun was down, Lhc a.ir ci.Jill, and 
they had nca:cl of wa.tu. True, the ca.ra.va.n 
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tlu.:y rode by iL:- and ii cla.n�r was to he 
cxpcct.orl from the mt..-n:hllllbi a.ml their 
followcu it v.11� hctr.er t.o fa•:t! it in th._: 
lighl.t:cl endo�mre nf lllfl C:3nt.'\"21.TU\I'-rAi tllan 
to journ ey h•rther intn th� d�'!eTt--....·h�re 
thtl)' coolrl e<L!'ily be tr:\C�d. 

N\lr-jahan a.dd�d h�r voice to ll:unar's, 

:� �\���
t
, eeu�!u�� �!:!n� 

bl:\cke:n.ed debris of the hearth. Khlit 
tend�.d the bors;:-s-a t3.$k readily )"ielded 
to h.im by Chauna Sin,�rh, wll.o was Mt 
overiond of manual Jaber, tx<:tpt on the 
bt!haU cf his mistress. 

Khlit saw that the endosurt was similar 
to a Khlrj!:hiz �ufuciently l:l.rge tc 
QCcommodnte them and the co1tege lll'hich 
presently entered. Ch<:IUD.tl. �inli:h had 
�lu-d\•id1y chosen a comer ol the pLace 

f�lh: ���1 ��f�-�:
e

·;�1�c�t!c�'! 
� ln preparing S()mc rice o�·cr 1Le fire, 
both apparently p:iv� no heed to t11e other 
caravan bYt keeping a .k.etn lookoYl 

"They be low<nste tm.ders from the H11..a 
coYntry," muttered the R(4jput beneo.th h� 
breath. "Men vdt.hout honor, poor light· 
ers; 5till-wi lh rufficlnly follo�inr;:." 

"Hillmc-o--� a few," tu.�ted 
Khlit, '''tO kl leW Ute !ol.k. o!. the uplnnds. 
"Hoo.k..noscd U;;bcl3. a Cat mallr.larin oc 
two, some bcgg�Lrly Dunga.n!t-allil a swine
faced Tud.:oman.'' 

"Aye, the Tur.k.o.mc.n may bear "¥11llcllinif. 
Helwnscoreo!rii.Sce.ls.'" 

Chauna Singh �!.lanced at Khlil in some 
SW"pl.:i.l:<: o.t the CtX.sack.'5 k.nowlcl:l.gc. The 
Jook Vill.S scomfYI, baU aska.ncc, tit<: look of 
a.tnan who ua.ccd hi:> anccstont to the gmls 
llltd held hollot dcnrer u.a.nlifc. 

"\Vhcno:: rome you, lha.u, LhaL you lmm.

:ler,
op

k 
uf the lWb? Vtlt.a.t i" your 

"For U1c (K(.""i!Cnl, Chaum:J. Singh," s:�id 
Khlit, "I cotnc £.rwn. Ta.rUlry. Thl:n.: T lll-a:4 
but Of1C &l:ntmg a. hundn:t.l kh!Uill. Thr.y 
called me Khlit, oi !.he Curv�:t.l Saber.:• 

'"That is a 5t�e no.me," mccl.it&tct.l the 
R&.jput. "l'":::�y, b�· Shi.\'a, )'OU mu:ot Lc 
more thil.n a smn.l.l k.ha.n---11 leader ol a 
humlred.l Surcly, you had r&li.k?'' 

Khlil stirred the iirc calmly. He lnu:t:d 
his nn<.:eolon; lo GhcnglUs Kha.n, and lh� 
Cur\lcd 5word was tlwt of Kaidu, ovcrltml 

���:��o i�t.l�!:z?' · cY��·c Si��.P�l�:i 
nut know U111.L Khlil had been Kba Khan of 
the remaining tribc:i ui Tatary. 

''A !CIU!cr uf a huntlrd.?'' he gnw.·lcd. 
'!Not *.). I am lord uf nothing �a.vc yonder 
pnny. ki for rank, I onu: �puke lo ll1c 
t':;!g�r

f:;
nlr of Ha.n-am.l he gan: me 

The C06!1:-Lrl::':�� v.·hi�hf"H tv.itchcrl in a. 
smi)e, ior he 'harl ��.a.vr.cl the �mpemr \\'M.n 
Li fror:n b'H"ial ;&Jive in the lnmh of hi!!. 
ancestors <md h<�d <�ppropria.ll:lcl the trt".a;mf'f' 

��g:!�eJ�boo�&�:Ch�)tn��in�l
i
.� 

h
e. 

''llo-gcld:,, The Rijpnl muttcrul, 

��o� w�
1f M�i: n%J:t�nr�n:ap�bir!:11i�tl;: 

Uve tonach JaMngir," 
"�·ou :ue a ioUowu of J:.�M:ngir?�' &.,"-'ked 

K.hlit, eyeing the le.an fnce framed in the 
fueligh.t. 
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9�::: J!:1�,:�:��tl��r:��u\l� Jnd, a 
kSjput ha� br:t:n illithful to hi:; k1ni." 

th�·
u
���'S.;r�rt

in ����:ft:u:1oc�� 
sunst:t prayer a� qui1!t\; a� might Le, koc1� 
i�>.g her w�J clnntm dO!<C. Ham!lr had im
pW!sW upun her the need ui Giution. 

F.vrn Khlit felt !IOmcthing of the alert
ru.'$5 that pos...'"I:AAe£1 the two folbwr.� of the 
girl. Trul)•, dK.-y mu�t, f�a.r the d!lngeT 
they �tood fr,.,m th"' prie.o:ts oi Akbar, the 
follower� of Kali �nd Bon. \\o"hen the 
TurkOII'Ll.n strolled over from tht: other 
� "'ith �veral mm and Stared at them, 
tM COMac.k 5aw Chaun:t Singh ri..� indolent
ly, 5tntch ar.d takr: up:<� pre:ition �tween 
:>lur-jahan Md t'hr: new!'Omc�. 

Hamar had dnawn fort.h hi:o.17in<J--aguit:ar
likr. in.'itmmr.nt-at whK:h he wv. plucking 
roltl\•. The Turkoman'p, !hint �'ffi took 
in .the s.ttM. and he �wacgered fonv3rd. 

Khlit did not h�r what the caravan man 
$aid to II.a..mar, hut Chaun.a. Singh said in a 
v.itisper that hr. "''a.:; asking if Nur-jaha.n 
w·trt :tsl'\'-"f!. 

Th� minstrel n�pon&d idly, without 
r3il'ing 1m eyc.c� from the guitar. .<\g he dirt 
w Khlit �w l.}u: �t.:d followel'l4 nf thtlir 
vi�t« edge l.u either ili·de nf the fire, a.� if 
to v:atr.h th� mu�i<.-ian. 

Tntt:ntly a<� he watcht:jl, he cuuM not. un 
if the mn\>uncnl l'o"a� p'rccnnu:ived or 
�ll<"t. The Turkorrum !i.pat into the 
tire, �uattitlC nppt,..Ut.e Ha.mar. 

"He a!U.:erl," whi'q"lf!l"l"rl thr. RAjput to 
Khlit. 11for .11. �g. Re � the ia.r.r, oi a. 
dolt, but-take a�ott le��ot the followers get 
�hind �"OU. Thr.y have l:ni\� in thtir 
girdles." 

Tne Turl:.om;tn, whQ linnnunr.crl that. his 
name ?.1\S R�tor "Khan, dema.ndOO in a. loud 
voice tb:\t Ham!lr m:tl::e thr.m a tnne :o�nd 
th.e slave girl dan�. 1t wa� a h11'.a.dt of 
politeness th!lt Chaur\a Singh lin..t the 
mimtrel pas:sed ove�: in. !ilen«-. The at
tendant� h..'\d uased mo\ing forward :md. 
"'1'-exe �taring at them, cha�ttting together, 
clearly l'.'aiting for a "'ord from Dator Khan. 

The conduct of the group did not impress 
Khlit favor:tbly. Th�· we� �oo curious, 
too se-rious in v.·h..'\t they did. Suppose that 
the e1-it.faced. Turk.oma.n !hould. prove to be 
an en.tmy of ::-Jur-jahan? They were four 
against a dozen. 

T� Cossa.c.k. v;-as too wise in the ways of 
"·io!c-nce to shov.· his foreboding. He waited 

qui..::Lly, Ills hands near bis s"wrd hilt, Cor 
what wafi tQ come. PerhA.ps lla.tot KhD.u 
wa:. merely a merchant "A·ho saw nu up
portuuiLy ll1 � a sln.vc girl II so. he 
woultl nuL be lil.dy to try !ortt uuk-:» he 
tl10ughl he could Ulk.e the Lhrce uacu Ull· 
aware. 

A lWcucc fell as Hamar leaned fon.,anl 
lt1 the .fin::. K.lilit saw him Ia\· a while :-.ilk. 

��nd11h��. giliew��ir���\: 1�::.1 �c�r�
h
�
i
�1 

gohlrt rm the doth . 
• ''Rring wAter," hc;t;tid >�<>ftk hHUlC nf the 
foUm'if'fS of Rxtur Khiin. 1'Anfl £rll the 
gobk:t to tht: edge---nu mun:. Tin: w&l.l;r 
mu!'.t he t.kan." 

The man dirl a� ht: w� !Jid, with & glance 
at thr: T\lriwma.n. All L"V\ji, v."t:re on the 
mimtrd <L� hr. tonk up 'hi:� guil!i.r. Hi::t 

����
t

�it:�������i. ov crthc�trinJ:I, 

"You b:11xe a3l:.r:rl for a "!!nz, R<th>r 
Kh;m," he so1.id mildly. �'So be it. I will 
pffi.,· the bhcirot·, which is t.hr: song ol. 
water. N<ty, you kno111• not t.he high art of 
mmk-�he tra.iningwhichena.blesone ve�d 
in the mysterie� of ton� to inlluence the 
dcmcnU.-fuc, air B.nd Villtcr-which. cor· 
M'.pond to the tone� But wat.c.h, a.nd 
vouwill"':c." 
• \Vith a !i.wifL motion It;; lo:t!\C!I t-Klmcthing 
from his hand into Lhc ll.alrn:M. T'.at: smuk.c 
gr1�tt.· dcn...:r. A st.nmg, pungent mlnr 
)ll.rud.: Khlit's rmlilriiA Some of the men 
of B.atQr 'Khxn �t.llnf'<l b::ark ���rrull\· 
Thosr. whn h"lrl tJ:w.ir :t'ound �htred ";de. 

�t·hr!��i
t knew I e !!.llper&tition of 

Hanur ck>� h\!1. eyes. So:llutds., faint 
ltn.i [WJigna.nt., �';.t.me from thr. string!. unde..r 
l1i� liflgf'CE. "Khlit h<l.dM!f'n him e:xcMnge no 
word l\-ith Chllllna Singh or Kur-ja.h:m. 
Reflecting on thi� 1-'ll.tr, he reasoned that 
the other two must h:we known what the 
minstrel wa� about. 

Bator Khan stared mockingly at the 
ml.l5iciaa. Gra.du:\lly, however, a.s the note 
oi the guitar grew louder, the tOOCkery 
fadtd. and the Turkoman "ftl).tched opeu 
mouthed. 

l.l:unu was rtpe:uing the sc.me cbords
\'arying them fancifully. The melody was 
lili.e the tinkling ri. chimes with au Wlckr
tone a� of heavy temple goo.r;s. It vi· 
bra.U'd, camsing the same oote, uutil it 
seemed tO Kh.l.it that the note hw1g in the 
air. 
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He had never heard the my�tical Hindu 
music and he liked it little. Yet the im
pression of chimes persisted. Almost he 
could have sworn that bronze bells were 
echoing in the air overhead. And still 
Hamar harped on the vibrant note. 

The ring of men was silent. Khlit saw 
that they were all staring at the 'koblet, 
save Chauna Singh and Nur-jahan who 
were in shadow. And he saw that the 
water in the glass; was stirring, moving up 
and down. 

The melody grew louder. Khlit swore 
under his breath. For the water was 
splashing about-although the goblet was 
steady and the cloth a good yard from Ha
mar. And then the water began to run 
down the sides of the vessel, staining the 
cloth. 

It trickled down slowly, while the Turko
man's men drew back. One or two started 
away from the fire, staring at the cloth in 
fear. Even Bator Khan got to his feet 
and stepped back a pace. 

The tune of Hamar ceased. And the 
water in the goblet was still. 

"Hide the devil!" swore the Turkoman. 
"It was a trick." 

Hamar opened his eyes and smiled. 
Khlit saw him cast a half-glance behind 
him. 

"Lift the cloth, then, 0 one-of-small
faith," said the minstrel. "How could it be 
a trick?" 

Bator Khan did so, hesitantly. The 
whole of the scarf was wet through. But 
the goblet was still full to the brim. Ha
mar"regarded him smilingly. 

Khlit rose, intending to speak to Chauna 
Singh. He grunted in surprize. The Rij
put and the girl were gone. 

VII 

IJJI THEY ,did not retum to the caralfa vanserai. Bator Khan, apparently 
in an ill humor, left the Cossack and 

Hamar to themselves. They spent the 
night in the enclosure. The dawn was yet 
cold in the sky the next day when Hamar 
roused Khlit and the two saddled their 
horses and rode from the place. 

"It was agreed," explained the minstrel, 
"that if we separated I was to meet the 
Rijput and Nur-jahan at a certain tavem 
in Khoten. They must h�ve ridden during 
the night and will be there ahead of us." 

Khlitspurredhis horse. _ 
"Hey, minstrel!" he cried. "That was a 

rare trick you played the Turkoman." 
Hamar's brow darkened. 
"Call you that a trick? Dullard of the 

steppe! One without wisdom! Is my art 
like to a conjurer's mummery? I will teach 
you" otherwise." His frown lighten'ed, 
"Nay, Khlit, you know not our art. 'Tis 
true I played but to draw the attention of 
yonder fools while Nur-jahan slipped away. 
But as for the music--" 

• He smiled again, the sad, almost bitter 
smile that was the habit of the man. For 
the rest of the day they rode in silence. 
Khlit's thoughts turned on the man beside 
him. 

Hamar perplexed him. Apparently a 
Hindu, the minstrel was familiar with the 
Moslem faith, a deep thinker, an ascetic. 
K.hlit seldom saw him �t, and then only 
sparingly. His faded eyes, blank almost as 
those of a blind man, were masks for his 
thoughts. Khlit had not seen his like 
before. 

At Khoten-a nest of hovels where four 
caravan routes met and crossed, yet some 
palaces and temples and a teeming popula
tion of every race-Hamar avoided the 
central squares and led Khlit down a by
street to a low structure of sun-dried clay. , 

It was already evening, and they found 
the tavem half-filled with dirty camel 
drivers and some ill-favored merchants. 
Slaves were quartered in the courtyard 
with the horses. 

Hamar left Khlit seated over a beaker of 
rank wine and a joint of meat, to seek out 
Chauna Singh and his charge. The Cos
sack beckoned the tavern-keeper-a silk
clad Chinaman. 

"Hey, moon-face," he growled, "who is 
the master of this town?" 

"May it please the illustrious khan," 
bowed the man, speaking in the Tatar 
tongue, as I{hlit had done, "who has 
sullied his boots by entering my insignifi
cant house-the city of Khoten is free of 
august authority, save for the Heaven-ap
pointed folk of �e temples." 

"And what manner of scum arc they?" 
'

"Doubtless the illustrious khan has 
heard of the never-to-be-profaned Buddha 
and the many sects of the mountains, 
who are called the priests of the black hats. 
He may see for himself, for within two days 
there is the festival of Bon." 
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" A  festival? Then there will b e  feasting 
in the streets of Khoten?" 

The innkeeper, arms crossed in his 
wide sleeves, became silent. The Cossack, 
with a swift glance, threw a piece of gold 
on the board from his wallet. His host 
caught it up, thrusting it into a sleeve. 
The slant eyes scanned the room cautiously 
and he leaned nearer. 

"May the liberal khan be blessed with 
many children and great honor. Lo Ch'un 
has kept his dirty house in Khoten for 
twice ten years, but he has not seen the 
rites of the august black hats-the bonpas. 
They are divine secrets. Yet it has been 
whispered by those loose of tongue that the 
masked slaves of Buddha sacrifice to their 
altars on the year of the Rat." 

Khlit nodded impatiently. He, also, 
had heard tales of the Khoten temples and 
those of the mountains but had set them 
down as idly spoken. Nevertheless, he 
had had reason to know the power of the 
Buddhist sects in Central Asia-different 
from the mild religion of the Chinese, and 
little better than demon worship. 

Lo Ch'un continued with the same cau-
tion: 

· 

"It is not well to speak of such things, 
ilJustrious warrior, and my fear is greater 
than my yearning to be of service. But-" 
a craft smile distorted his features-"! 
know what may be of value to you-" 

Khlit laid another gold-piece on the table, 
and Lo Ch'un appropriated it with a claw
like hand, his bleared eyes gleaming 
covetously. 

"Servants of Bon, the Destroyer, have 
arrived from Ladak and Ind and entered 
the Khoten temples. Men say they have 
censored the priests here for indolence in 
.;erving the faith. There are many black 
hats in the town and they have insolently
nay, augustly-made search of the cara
vans and taverns. They bear scowling 
brows. Harken, noble khan, to a word 
of wisdom from the lowly Lo Ch'un." 

The tavern keeper bent his evil smelling 
mouth dose to the Cossack. 

"The Khirghis and Usbek merchants 
and tribesmen are leaving Khoten before 
the festival of Bon. It would be well to 
go hence-say not that I have spoken 
thus!" 

Khlit nodded indifferently. He had nei
ther fear nor respect for the mummery of 
the priesthoods that influenced the border-

land of China. Interpreting what Lo 
Ch'un had said in the light of Hamar's 
story, he guessed that the bonpas from over 
the mountains had been messengers of the 
sect bearing news of Nur-jahan. It was 
possible. And possible, also, that the Turk
oman Bator Khan bad been one of the slaves 
of the black hats. 

Frequently, he knew, the priesthood con
trolled tribesmen through the bondage of 
fear. 

A woman peered between the curtains 
of the further side of the· room, her sallow 
cheeks crimson with paint, and faded 
flowers in her hair. She beckoned silently 
to Lo Ch'un, who pad-padded to her side. 
For a moment the two talked. Khlit 
drew out his pipe and scanty stock of to
bacco. He began to wonder where Hamar 
had disappeared to. 

When Lo Ch'un came to remove the 
joint of meat, Khlit stayed him. 

"A word, moon-face," he growled. "Know 
you aught of the Turkoman merchant 
Bator Khan? Does he come often to 
Khoten?" 

"I know not honorable khan " 
"Well, devil' take you-do lhe caravan 

merchants stop here?" 
"If it is their noble will." 
"How dress these precious masked ser

vants of Bon?" 
"How should I know, honorable warrior?" 
Khlit stared at Lo Ch'un, scowling. A 

change had come over the wrinkled face 
of the Chinaman. AU· expression had 
faded from his half-shut eyes. His voice 
was smooth as before, but less assured. 

It was dear to the Cossack that his host 
regretted his speech of a moment ago. 
Wherefore? Perhaps the woman at the 
curtain had warned Lo Ch'un. Perhaps it 
was the mention of Bator Khan. " 

Khlit· rose and grasped the shoulder of 
Lo Ch'un. 

"Harken, keeper of a dirty house," he 
whispered. "I shall stay in Khoten. If 
I meet with ill treatment from those you 
call the black hats, I shall have a tale to 
tell them of a loose tongued Lo Ch'un. 
Meditate upon that. The priests like not 
to have their secrets talked- of." 

The dim eyes of the tavern-keeper 
widened slightly and he licked his lips. 
With a sudden motion he shook himself 
from the Cossack and vanished behind the 
curtain. 
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VIII 

11m KHLIT smiled to himself, well 1110 pleased. If Lo Ch'un was actually 
' under the kang of the priests, the 
man might tell them that Khlit purposed 
to remain in Khoten. Which would be 
well, considering that the Cossack doubted 
not Hamar planned to be on his way 
shortly. 

Doubtless the three fugitives had stopped 
at Khoten but for provisions. Khlit turned 
this over in his mind. If he had been in 
Chauna Singh's place he would have sent 
one man in for the food and remained 
without the town. Surely it was dangerous 
for Nur-jahan here. 

But then, he reasoned, Chauna Singh 
-shrewd in fighting-was a blunt man, of 
few brains. On the other hand, Hamar 
should have known better than to come to 
Khoten. Well, after all, the crafty minstrel 
had been obliged to follow the other two. 
He had had no chance, owing to the in
trusion of Bator. Khan, to confer with them 
before they left the caravanserai. 

Where was Hamar? Had he found the 
other two? What was keeping him? 

Khlit yawne<l, for he was sleepy. It 
would not do for him to fall asleep here in 
the house of Lo Ch'un. He determined to 
go forth and seek the minstrel. 

As the Cossack pushed through the door, 
he saw, from the corner of his eye, a man 
rise from a table and follow. Khlit con
tinued on his way, but once in the shadows 
beside the door frame-darkness had fallen 
on the town-he drew back against the 
wall. Experience had taught him it was 
not well to let another come after him from 
a place where were many enemies. 

No sooner had he done so than another 
appeared in the doorv.•ay, peering into the 
dark street. Light shone on him from 
within and his features struck Khlit as 
familiar. It was a surly rascal in tattered 
garments--one of the men of Bator Khan. 

The fellow looked up and down the street, 
muttering to himself. He did not sec the 
Cossack in the deep shadows beside him. 
Then he stepped forward into the gloom at 
a quick pace. It was clear to Khlit that the 
man was seeking to follow him and angered 
at havingmissed him. 

Khlit wasted no time in slipping after 
the camel-driver. Two could play at that 
simple game, and if the other was interested 

in him he might do well to observe whither 
the man went. 

The Cossack's keen brain was active as 
he pressed after the hurrying servant, 
keeping in the deep shadows of the low 
buildings. There was no moon, but oc
casional gleams from doorways served to 
reveal his guide. 

Bator Khan must have arrived in Khoten. 
Moreover Khlit and Hamar had been 
traced to the tavern. How? Well, it 
mattered not. \But Bator Khan alone 
could not have located them so speedily. 
Others must have given him information. 

Here were tidings for Hamar and Chauna 
Singh when he met them. Khlit grinned 
to himself. The Rijput and the minstrel 
had shown little liking for his advice, Let 
them lie in the bed they had made for them
selves! But there was the girl, Nur-jahan
aye, Nur-jahan. 

Khlit paused. From a lighted door had 
come a fellow who spoke to the camel
driver. The two whispered together. At 
once the man he was following turned_aside 
down an alley. 

The Cossack did not hesitttte. Freeing 
a pistol in his belt, he made alter the man. 
Boldness was Khlit's policy in any hazard. 
He had learned that it paid best to be on 
the move when there was danger afoot and 
leave indecision to his enemies. 

Gloom was thick in the alley, and thick 
also the stench of decayed meat, fish oil, 
and dirt that filled it. The man ahead 
was running now, which was fortunate, for 
Khlit traced him by ear, trotting as lightly 
as his heavy boots permitted. 

Down the alley into another the two 
passed; from thence to a wide square
evidently a bazaar-where crowdsJoitered. 
The light was better here and the Cossack 
kept his man in sight until both halted 
before the shadowy pile of a massive build
ing. 

Khlit scanned the bulk of the pla-ce in 
the gloom. He made out a stone structure, 
windows unlit, a dim lantern over the post
ern door where his companion knocked. 

A small panel opened in the upper half 
of the door and the camel-driver was sub
jected to a long inspection. Whispered 
words passed between him and the person 
within. Whereupon the door swung open, 
the servant passed inside and a tall form in 
mail and a black cloak appeared: 

It was a spearman, helmeted and grim of 
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visage. He yawned sleepily, leaning on the 
haft of his weapon. 

So, Khlit thought, the place-whatever it 
might be-was guarded. A building of 
that size could only be a temple or palace. 
And it had not the look of the latter. 
Khlit yearned to see what was within. 
The spearman did not look ovcrshrewd. 

The Cossack had learned that it was 
easier to get out of a building than to get in 
-easier sometimes than to find a place of 
safety elsewhere among many enemies. 
Still, it would hardly do to usc violence on 
the spearman. He might have comrades 
within. 

Khlit swaggered up to the man. 
"Bator Khan sends me," he said briefly 

in Uigur. "A message for those within." 
He was watching the fellow's face keenly. 

At a sign of suspicion the Cossack would 
have turned back. But the bearded coun
tenance was sleepily indifferent. 

"It is well," the · other growled. "If 
you see one of the black hats about, bid 
him send me a relief. The men within 
must have weighty business on hand, for 
they hum through the corridors like a 
swarm of insects. But I must eat .and 
sleep." 

K.hlit passed him by without reply. He 
found� himself in a low, long hall. At one 
side was a bare chamber, evidently a guard 
room, and empty. The Cossack paced the 
length of the corridor warily. At the end 
a flight of stone steps Jed upward. 

These he ascended to an ill-lighted 
hall where two men-chinamen-sat on 
benches that ran around the wall. They 
were dressed as servants, and unarmed. 
Khlit spoke to them gruffly. 

"The man at the gate bids the blick 
hats send him a relief." 

One arose at this and Khlit motioned 
impatiently at the other. Both left the 
chamber with the submissiveness of the 
underlings of their race. Khlit judged 
them little better than slaves. 

He was about to go fornard, when he 
paused in his tril.cks. A strong, clear 
voice had spoken. Yet K.hlit saw that 
there was no one in the room with him. 
The voice had seemed but a few paces 
distant. 

Again it came, loud but muffled. 
Whispers repeated the words from the 
comers of the chamber, and fainter whispers 
down the stairs. 
' 

A cold tremor touched Khlit's back and 
he swore under his breath. Was the room 
filled with men he could not see? What 
manner of place was this? 

Then he realized the cause of the mystery. 
The room was lofty, of bare stone. The 
voice came from an adjoining corridor and 
the echoes of the empty halls carried the 
sound to where he stood. 

IX • GRIM and desolate was the abode 
:of Bon, the Destroyer, in the city 
of K.hoten. Narrow embrasures 

formed the windows. In the great hall of 
the temple proper were ranged the fetishes
miniatures of the monstrous idols in the 
main temple of Bon in the mountains. 

In the annals of the ancient city of 
K.hoten it is written that the secrets of 
Bon were safeguarded jealously. Access to 
the temple was difficult. Those who came 
to speak to the bonpas-priests-were not 
allowed to see the face of the man they 
conversed with. Especially was this true 
when one of the higher order of the moun
tai,n temple visited the K.hoten sanctuary. 

So a reception room was contrived, 
artfully designed so that the priest standing 
behind a curtain in the room would have 
his words carried to the ears of his visitor 
by echoes. The visitors stood sometimes 
in the chamber itself, on the outer side of 
the curtain, sometimes in the hall at the 
head of the entrance stairs-according to 
their degree of intimacy with the bonpas. 

For the rest, the sanctuary was a place of 
silence, ill-omened. For th� bonpas were 
worshipers not of Buddha or Brihm!, but 
of Bon, the incarnate spirit of power, 
drawing strength through destruction and 
death. Thus they were allied to the 
tanlrik sect of Kali, the four-armed. 

In their halls few men showed their 
faces. By night men and women were 
brought into the halls, who left them cring
ing or laughing aloud, vacantly as those 
whose minds are disordered. 

Bator Khan and his servant being fol
lowers of the bonpas were admitted to the 
reception chamber on the night that the 
Turkoman's caravan came to Khoten. 

They stood uneasily before a heavy 
black curtain which stretched the length 
of the �oom. At one end of this curtain 

. was placed a priest of Bon, masked-as was 



1 8  Adventure 

their habit during a ceremonial or a visit 
from their superiors of the mountain tem
ple. This mask was merely a bag-like 
length of cloth, dropping over the face from 
the black hat and painted gruesomely to 
awe those who visited the sanctuary. 

The black hat itseU consisted of a hel
met-like cap of felt-to distinguish the 
followers of Bon from the yellow hats, who 
were servants of the Dalai Lama of Lhassa. 
In addition, the bonpa by the curtain held
assigilof his office--a trumpet of human bone. 

"Your message!" he whispered to the 
two. "He who waits behind the curtain 
is impatient of delay." 

Bator Khan's pig-like face was moist 
from perspiration. 

"I was sent, 0 favored of Bon," he 
repeated huskily, "into the desert to seek 
the woman Nur-jahan. Behold, I was 
aided by the god, for I came upon them in 
a caravanserai. They be four-three men, 
two warriors and the third a wandering 
musician-and a woman. Surely this is 
Nur-jahan. I followed the four into K.ho
ten, where I dispatched my men to find 
their abiding place." 

He paused, licking his thick lips. The 
attendant by the curtain regarded him 
impassively from the mask. 

"This man-" he pointed to the camel
driver- "found Hamar, the minstrel, and 
the old warrior at the noisesome house of 
Lo Ch'un. Hamar went forth into the 
streets and we saw him not, owing to some 
black sorcery of which the man is master." 

There was no response from the voice 
behind the curtain-naught save the echoes 
of the Turkmpan's hurried words. 

"As to Chauna Singh and the Woman," 
cOntinued Bator Khan, "they hide in the 
slave market. Truly, I do not think that 
Hamar has seen them yet. This man of 
mine has kept watch on the one at Lo 
Ch'un's. That is all, may it please the 
Presence." 

Still there was no response. The camel
driver paled visibly and stared at the 
curtain. Bator Khan breathed heavily. 
The grim mask of the attendant leered at 
ther.Q. sardonically. 

"I found the woman Nur-jahan," pro
tested Bator Khan defensively. 

There was the sound of a laugh from the 
curtain, a !>ound taken up and passed down 
the corridor fitfully. The Turkoman shiv
ered slightly. 

"Dog of a dog's begetting," he heard, 
"think you to trick those who serve the 
gods-with lies? You were sent to find 
and slay the woman Nur-jahan. Have you 
done so? Blunderer-braggart-::-heart - of 
a-jackal-vermin-of-a-dunghill! 'The ene
mies of Bon have clouded your 'wits. We 
have heard what passed at the caravan
serai." 

Bator Khan would have spoken, but 
the voice went on swiftly. 

"In the desert you had the four at your 
mercy. By a device of the minstrel, 
Hamar, the woman escaped. You have 
not seen her since. Speak, is not this the 
truth?" 

The Turkoman gulped and muttered
"Aye." 
"What has the camel-driver to say?" 
The man started and glanced furtively 

to the door through which he had come. 
But a motion of the masked priest brought 
his gaze to the curtain. 

"0 exalted-of-the-gods, source-of-divine
wisdom," he chattered, "hear the follower 
who is less than the dirt beneath the hoofs 
of your horse. I watched the man K.hlit 
at the tavern. He talked long with Lo 
Ch'un in a tongue I knew not. So I dis
patched word to him by one of the harlots 
of the place to guard well his tongue. 
Then, when the tall plainsman left, I 
followed, and i�I-" -

His eyes widened and he lifted hand to 
mouth as he sought for words. 

"And he escaped your sight?" 
"Aye-it was dark-a comrade of Bon 

sent me hither-! did my best!" 
The man fell on his knees, raising anns 

overhead. 
"Fate has written a seal on your forehead, 

driver of camels," observed the priest 
behind the curtain. 

"It was dark!" cried the ruffian. 
"Is Bon to be served by such as you?" 

the voice rang out mockingly. "Nay, the 
god has better servants. Harken, Bator 
Khan. The day after the morrow is the 
feast-day of Bon, the Destroyer. You 
know the rites of the feast-day. The hand 
of Bon will be stretched over the city, 
and the god will rise in his strength. He 
must be worshiped. There will be a sac
rifice." 

Bator Khan lifted a hand to wipe the 
moisture from his brow. 

"Votaries of the god," cried the voice, 
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"will offer their lives. Lo, the home of 
the god is in the sacred mountains of 
Himachal, to the south. There is his 
sanctuary, The votaries will walk, un
armed and afoot, into the mountains, up, 
over the snow-line. No man-not even a 
priest of the temple may molest them. 
They will die in the summits of Himachal. 
Will you and the carrion that is your man 
offer yourselves as votaries?" 

The echoes growled the words, drawn out 
into a long sound that was almost a shriek. 

"Sacred Himachal is the abode of Man
sarowar, the beast Mansarowar. Lo, the 
mountain abode is the fulfilment Of human 
desires, Bator Khan-and human death. 
Those who journey up bearing the mark 
of Bon will not return. Should they come 
back-if they survived the cold of the 
summits-to Khoten, the hand of the 
brmpas would slay them, slowly as if they 
were smitten with leprosy." 

The wretched men stared blindly at the 
black curtain. But when Bator Khan had 
made as if to speak, the voice went on. 

"But you are too miserable an offering 
for Bon. Live then, for a time---it will 
not be long. Fate has set its mark on you. 
Meanwhile, the priest will see that Nur
jahan and her men do not leave lne city. 
When the feast comes, they will be sought 
out and brought into the crowd of worship
pers. There a cry will be raised against 
them, and they will have heart and bowels 
torn out by the followers of the god. It 
will be a pleasing sight. Now, away from 
here and live--if you can escape the writing 
of fate." 

Whereupon the two turned and ran from 
the chamber. The masked priest watched 
them pass into the corridor. Then he 
moved his head alertly. From the outer 
hall, below the steps came the clash of 
wrt�n��e�: ���itated, glancing at the 
motionless curtain. The ways of the man 
behind the curt.·tin were sometimes secret 
and past knowing. Yet he had not known 
that the two were to be slain as they left. 
A second clamor, ended by a heavy fall, 
aroused his suspicions and he ran out 
into the hall above the stairs. Two 
frightened servants joined him. 

The three descended the sta.ifs and passed 
into the entrance corridor. There they 
halted. The bodies of Bator Khan and 
the camel driver were prone on the stone, 

floor. The mail-dad form of the spear
man who had been sentry at the gate 
sprawled over them on hands and knees. 
His weapon lay beside him, the point 
severed from the haft. 

The masked priest bent over him as 
the man sank to the floor, groaning weakly. 
A thin stream of blood trinkled from his 
neck. 

"Fool!" cried the priest. "Have you 
slain the Turkoman?" 
. Th� other coughed bestially, shaking his 
head. He was near' death. 

"Another--a curved sword." 
He pointed to the door which was open. 
The priest and the servants ran out. 

In the shadows of the street a tall figure 
showed for an instant, then vanished. 

The masked priest made as if to follow, 
then hesitated. Three · armed men had 
been struck down in the space of a minute--
and he did not follow. 

X 

� KHLIT and Hamar had waited in m. the ebony and lacquered room 
over the tavern of Lo Ch'un for 

the space of a day. The Cossack liked 
the room little. Tarnished silk covered 
the walls, and the varied odors of the alley 
outside, issuing through a circular window, 
did not relieve the smell of musk which 
pervaded the place. 

Now and then the women of the place-
girls of China, Samarkalld, with one or 
two Georgians-peered in through the 
hangings of the single door but did not 
linger, seeing who was within. Khlit sat 
on a bench against the further wall wiping 
his sword with a fragment of silk and 
watching the door, while Hamar squatted 
beside him, tuning his guitar softly. 

They had seen nothing of Nur-jahan or 
Chauna Singh since their arrival in Khotcn. 
Hamar reported that the two must be 
among the caravans of the slave market. 

Evidently, thought Khlit, the girl and 
the Rajput had been kept from coming 
to the tavern. That they had not fallen 
into the hands of the bonpas he knew from 
the talk he had overheard in the temple 
of Bon. Nur-jahan, he reasoned, had 
gues.<red at the peril she faced in the streets 
of Khoten and had remained in hiding. 

The death of the three in the hall of 
.the temple caused him no secQnd thought. 
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Not otherwise could he have escaped from 
the place, and they had had time to draw 
their weapons. 

He had told the minstrel of what ·passed 
the night before. 

"It is fate." Hamar waved a lean hand, 
sniffing at a perfume he carried in a flask 
about his throat. "Higher than the schem· 
ing of the servants of the gods, khan, is �e 
unalterable will which brings death to all 
things. What is to be, v.'ill be. What are 
the gods? Men worship them because they 
fear them. A dozen prieithoods wax fat on 
fear. They say there are good deities. 
How can it be so?" 

Khlit fingered the gold cross at his neck. 
"This is an evil place, Hamar," he- ob

served. "A city in the waste of a desert
caravans that bold revelry herein�black 
priests that hold the city in their power. 
Hey! I have not seen the cross of a church 
for many Winters." 

Hamar glanced at him curiously. 
"A church. Nay, are there not temples 

enough for your liking about here?" 
"Does a horse like the meat of a tiger?" 
The minstrel fingered his guitar with a 

sigh. Suddenly Khlit found the man's 
faded, green eyes peering into his own. 

"Yet you like danger, Khlit, khan, and 
the lhrill of clashing swords. Tell me, why 
did you not heed the warning of Lo Ch'un 
and leave this place before the feast of to
morrow? What matters Nur-jahan to you? 
Our lives will be worth little more than the 
sand of the alley by another sun." 

"Bah, minstrel," grunted the Cossack, 
"shall I ride hence while the woman-:-mis
chief-maker though she be-stays? Truly, 
it will not be easy to escape with whole skins 
on the morrow. Think you Nur-jahan is 
still in Khoten?" 

Hamar nodded. 
"Aye, the Persian is shrewd. Doubtless 

she has learned of the watch the bonpas keep 
on the place. If there be a .,.."ay hence, she 
will find it." 

He glanced again at Khlit thoughtfully. 
"It is written that a diamond shines from 

a heap of dirt. Nay, khan, the woman 
reaches out to the rule of an empire with her 
small hand. She will have great honor-or 
death. And the issue lies on the dice of fate. 
Harken, khan. Sher Afghan, the husband 
of Nur-jahan, still lives. Chauna Singh is 
faithful to him. What if Sher Afghan is 
slain by Jahangir, the Mogul?" 

"Then Nur-jahan will be free." 
"But Chauna Singh? Since the name of 

Jnd has been,a Rijput is faithful to his lord." 
Khlit made no response. But he did not 

forget the words of Hamar. 
The circle of the window darkened. Twi

light was casting its veil over the city. From 
somewhere came the sunset cries. of a mullah. 
Hamar rose and, striking flint on stone, 
lit a candle. In an adjoining room Khlit 
heard the wailing of a woman in grief. The 
sound had persisted for some time. 

Hamar had paid no attention to it. Men 
were thronging into the pln.ce from the 
street, and the room below was a tumult of a 
score of tongues. Still the wail went on, 
shrill and dismal. 

With an oath the Cossack sprang up and 
pushed through the curtains. Following 
the sound of the crying woman, he came to 
another chamber like the one he had left. 
Within he saw a carpet spread, and on the 
carpet a man. 

Beside him kneeled the woman who had 
beckoned Lo Ch'un from the tavern the 
night before. Her hair was disordered in 
grief and the stain on her cheeks showed 
vivid against a pallid skin. She raised in· 
flamed eyes to the Cossack. 

What drew Khlit's gaze and brought a. 
second oath to his lips was the sight of a 
bonpa mask placed over the face of lhe man 
on the rug. It was the first that Khlit had 
seen, but he did not mistake it. 

"Hide of the devil!" he muttered, for the 
painted fabric leered at him grotesquely. 

Something in the loose position of the 
man's limbs and his dirty silk tunic aroused 
his suspicions. 

Stepping over the prostrate form, Khlit 
lifted the black mask. The distorted face 
of Lo Ch'un stared up at him, eyes distended 
and flesh purple. It needed no examina· 
tion to show that Lo Ch'un had been dead 
for some time-and Khlit remembered the 
long .,.."ailing of the woman. 

"How was this done?" he asked the 
woman. 

She shook her head mutely, not under· 
standing what he said. Khlit perceived 
the end of a silken cord hanging from Lo 
Ch'un's mouth. The cord, he saw, was at
tached _to a gag which had been forced far 
down the tavern keeper's throat. 

Khtit flung the mask into a corner and 
turned from the room. Hamar looked up 
questioningly as he entered. 
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"Hey, minstrel," grinned Khlit, "there is 
a notable physician in the temple of the bom-
pas who has devised a cure for tongue
wagging. Doubtless-after the tidings 
brought to the temple by the man of Bator 
Khan-the priests thought he was too free 
with their secrets." 

"A fool has paid for his folly." 

� KHLIT reflected moodily that Lo � Ch 'un had been slain in a room ad-
joining theirs without the sound of 

a struggle. They must have been within a 
score of feet when -it was done. Yet they 
had not been molested. He scowled as he 
thought how the hand of the priests was 
everywhere in Khoten. Doubtless the men 
in the temple knew where they-Hamar 
and Khlit were-and, knowing, waited. 
For what? For the feast of the morrow, 
when the death of Nur-jahan was planned? 

The words of Hamar returned to his mem
ory. They were four against many, and 
their foes were not to be seen. 

"Devil take it all!" he grumbled, for the 
thing was preying on his nerves somewhat. 
"Let us go below and eat, minstrel. Thus 
we will have a full meal under our belts. 
And it will be better so." 

"I will not eat," said Hamar, "but I will 
go with you. If the bonpas have marked 
Nur-jahan's death for the morrow We have 
little to fear tonight." 

With that the two descended to the tavern. 
Unwatched by Lo Ch'un, a motley crowd 

was drinking and gorging at will. The 
women of the house were scattered among 
the benches, aiding the merriment with shrill 
laughter. Some looked up drunkenly at his 
entrance. • 

"Fill yourselves, dogs," muttered Khlit, 
"there will be none to tally the drinks-" 

He broke off abruptly and clutched Ha
mar's ann. Among a crowd of men acr<\)S 
the men he caught the veiled figure of Nur
jahan, with bearded Chauna Singh towering 
at her side. 

"Here be our comrades, minstrel," he 
whispered. Hamar thrust his way through 
the crowd. 

Then, as they approached the girl, she 
dropped her veil and smiled at them. Khlit 
heard Hamar draw in his breath in sharp 
surprize. Truly, it was a strange thing, for 
Nur-jahan was a Mohammedan and it was 
forbidden to such to show their faces before 
the eyes of strange men. 

Chauna Singh flushed angrily, for Nur
jahan was wife to his lord, Sher Afghan, and 
it was not fitting that she should be seen 
by the drunken men of the brothel. He 
made as if to dutch her veil, but she stayed 
him with a whisper, speaking softly to Ha
mar also. 

"Is the girl mad?" growled K.hlit to the 
minstrel. "She hides herseli for a day and 
two nights. Then, lo, she shows herself to 
these cattle. Look yonder!" 

Hamar looked and saw the eyes of the 
men in the room turn to Nur-jahan and 
stare hotly. The girl's beauty stood out 
among the miserable women of the_ place in 
sharp contrast. A silence fell on the tavern. 

Men pushed wine cups away from lips and 
gazed at Nur-jahan narrow-eyed. Bearded 
hillmen muttered to themselves. A sheep
skin clad giant rose unsteadily, his pock
marked face flushed with drink, and lurched 
forward, grinning. 

The fitful light of the place---from candle 
and hearth-gave the dark countenance of 
the girl a witchery that stirred the pulses of 
those who watched. 

"She says," the minstrel whispered to 
Khlit, "that she wishes these dogs to see her 
beauty, that they may know her tomorrow." 

"They seem little disposed to wait until 
the morrow, Hamar," said Khlit grim1y. 

He sensed trouble in the air, for the men 
were pressing closer. The Khirghiz giant 
planted himself in front of Nur-jahan, his 
small eyes a-light. 

"Ho, comrades!" he bellowed. "A dainty 
morsel is here. . By the bones of Satan, this 
is a face to delight the gods!" 

Khlit moved closer to Chauna Singh. He 
was angry at Nur-jahan's prank. Not con
tent with the enemity of the priests, the girl 
had dared the lawless crew of the tavern. 
She smiled at them coldly. And some who 
stared at her moved uneasily under her 
glance. Here, they thought, was no com
mon courtesan. \Vhat manner of woman 
·was she? 

Thus it happened that while some pushed 
forward with silent intentness, others hung 
back, measuring the stature of Chauna 
Singh and Khlit and the bearing of the 
girl. 

"Drink, men of the caravan trails!" 
cried the girl in her dear, commanding 
voice. "It is written that wine is . the 
sweeper-away-of-care! Give them wine," 
she ordered the slaves. "Tomorrow they 
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will see that which they will tell their chi!� 
dren, and it will be a tale of many moons. 
Ha! Life is sweet when such deeds are in 
the air.'' 

Her cry pleased many of the watchers and 
they roared approval. 

"Lo Ch'un is dead-there be none to 
guard the wine!" cried one. 

Over their heads Khlit could hear the 
faint wailing of the woman by the body. 
He glanced at Nur-jahan curiously. Mad 
the girl might be, but she was fearless. 

Then silence fell again as the Kbirghiz 
drunkard stretched out a heavy hand toward 
Nur-jahan. She drew back swiftly and 
touched €hauna Singh on the arm. 

"Strike this dog," she cried softly, "but 
do not slay him." 

At lhe words the scimitar of the Rlijput 
flashed in front of her. No time had the 
Khirghiz to draw weapon. K.hlit saw the 
scimitar turn deftly and smite the forehead 
of the man with the fiat of !.he blade. 

The knees of the Khirghiz bent under 
him and his bulk. dropped heavily to the 
floor. 

"He -was a fool!" cried Nur-jahan aloud. 
"Harken, men of the desert, I am she who 
is called Nur-jahan, Light of the Palace. 
Look well, for you may not see my face 
again. I go from Khoten tomorrow, at the 
feast of Bon. Come to the feast, for there 
will be a sight worth seeing." 

With that she turned swiftly and disap
peared up the stairs. Chauna Singh fol
lowed with a black glance at the gaping 
crowd. Khlit watched until he was sure 
none of the caravan men would molest them 
further. Gradually they returned to their 
cups and their talk. 

Khlit sought and found the joint of meat 
he had come for. Hamar had gone, and he 
ate alone, being hungry. His thoughts 
turned on the whim of Nur-jahan. She had 
shown her face to these men wilfully. They 
were, without doubt, devotees of Bon. 
Surely Nur-jahan had a reason for what she 
did. 

What was it? At that time K.hlit did not 
know. XI 
� THE midday sun was hot over � Rhoten's hovels and temples on 

. the noon appointed as the feast of 
Bon. From the taverns and caravanserais 
issued a motley crowd-thin-boned Arabs, 

squat Khirghiz hillmen, hawk-laced Us
beks-a smattering of Hindus, cleanly robed. 

And as they pressed into the streets lead. 
ing to the temple o£ Bon, there came the low 
thrumming of stone drums beaten within 
the building. -

The sound of the drums passed through 
the sand-swept alleys, out beyond the groves 
of wild poplars, leaves a-droop from lack of 
wind-out to the shimmering waste of the 
desert of Gobi to the north and the level 
plain that led to the mountains of the 
south. 

Dimly in the heat haze these mountains 
were to be seen-gleaming snow summits 
flashing into the blue of the sky. The nar
row embrasures of the temple looked out 
upon the hills. Men whispered to each 
other that the fetishes of the sanctuary 
faced toward the mountains, where was the 
home of the god Bon. 

About the temple courtyard a throng was 
gathered, pushing and elbowing for a sight 
of the cleared space before !.he gate of the 
structure. A group of bearers set down the 
palanquin of a Chinese mandarin and es
corted the stout silk--clad and crimson tulip
embroidered person of their master through 
the onlookers, striking aside those who 
stood in their way with their wands. 

A continuous hubbub swelled over the 
monotone of the drums. By now half the 
men and women of the city were in the 
square before the temple--sleepy-eyed and 
quarrelsome from the revelry of the night 
before. 

Bands of the black hats were passing 
through the streets. They were pale men, 
evil-eyed and complacent. Merchants who 
like them little still jpurneyed to the square, 
for it paid to be friendly with the folk of the 
black hat on the feast-day of Bon. Votaries 
of the god went eagerly, driven by the blood
lust which yearned to see certain of their fel
lo\\-s marked for death. 

In the throng were those who had come to 
Khoten with Nur-jahan-Chauna Singh, 
watchful and silent, disdainful of the mul
titude of low-caste-Hamar walking as if in 
a trance-Khlit, apparently oblivious of 
what passed, but inwardly observant. 

The Cossack was ill-pleased with their po
sition. He had seen enough of the hand
work of the bo-npas to know that their lives 
were put to the hazard. Bator Khan was 
dead; but other servants of the priests, he 
knew, were not lacking. Any Arab or 
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Khirghiz in the throng might be the bearer of the temple, a voice measured and 
of a knife destined for them. calm. 

A crowd always disturbed the Cossack of "On the summits of Himachal," it said, 
the Curved Saber. Here there was no room "is the abode of Bon, the Destroyer. There 
for sword�play-no chance to set a horse to � the seat of happiness, the shrine of the 
gallop and meet an enemy as he liked to do. ages. In the silence of the mountains the 
He put little faith in his pistols. avalanches reveal the anger and pow-er of 

Left to himself, Khlit would have ven- the gods." 
tured on a dash from the city, mounted on "Himachal!" the shout was taken up by 
his pony. But the party of Nur-jahan was the crowd. "In Himachal is life and the 
certainly shadowed by the priests----after blessed death!" 
the :;cenes in the tavern the night before Khlit caught Chauna Singh's eye and 
there would be small difficulty in that. smiled without merriment. 

So long, however, as Chau_na Singh and "Has Nur-jahan come hither to be slain 
Hamar remained with the girl, he was easily, as a white dove is caught by a fat
grimly resolved to see the matter through. con?" he growled. 
He would not let the R3.jput say that he had Chauna Singh shook his head moodily. 
drawn back from danger. "Nay, khan, I know not. It was her will 

"Give way, 0 born-af-a-dog and soul-of- to come. The city is guarded and we may 
swine!" snarled the Rijput at those in not escape. But here is an evil place. 
front as he drew Nur-jahan fon.vard. , Yet would she come, saying that we might 

Hamar and Khlit pressed after them. yet live. Could I do otherwise? I am her 
Oaths and threats greeted their progress. man." 

But here and there were men who had been "Does she hope to awe these carrion with 
in the tavern the evening before and these the name of Jahangir?" 
whispered to their neighbors, so that many "Nay," the Rijput grunted distastefully. 
turned to look after the girL In this way "The Mogul is a stripling-and his power is 
theY pushed to the first rank of watchers in distant." 
the temple courtyard. "Then, what will we do?" 

The crowd was already stirred by the cer- "Watch!" 
cmony of the priests. Khlit saw men star- "Aye-but not for long." Khlit mo-
ing, rigid-eyed, and others muttering frag- tioned over his shoulder. Men of the black 
ments of prayers. The throb of the drums hats were edging through the crowd. "Look 
beat into his ears. yonder." 

"It grows time for the servants of Bon to "I see." Chauna Singh turned his back 
speak to us," he heard a Dungan say. deliberately. "Nur-jahan has ordered that 
"The dance is ncar its ending." where she goes we must follow. Mark that, 

For the first time he had sight of what was khan." 
going on in front of the temple. The voice within the temple rose to a 

An array of the black hats was sounding hoarse cry. Khlit understood little of what 
long trumpets, echoing the note of the it said, but the crowd surged excitedly. 
drums�an insistent clamor that harped "And the way to the hi}ls is open," he 
upon one note insidiously. Before them heard. "Whoever offers his life to Bon�be 
whirled and. tossed a throng of the masked he slave or khan�he will be put upon the 
priests. In the centrr of the dances was path that leads past the shrine of Keder
the form of a woman, bare of clothing to the nath, by the lake of Lamdok Tso, to the 
waist and streaked with blood. home of the gOOs-" 

Khlit watched the scene indifferently. • A man sprang forward from the throng 
It was evil mummery, this prostrating be- and cast himself in the sand before the 
fore a hidden gOO. Almost he laughed at woman. 

�::::l�: r�:s��� �e�r���:s���p��!� lif�'�vS:�r��c���5�e gathering roared. "A 

lence. K.hlit saw the priests go to the man and 
And, as at a signal from within the tern- take his weapons from his belt. Then he 

ple, the dancers ceased, flinging themselves was led' within the temple. 
on the ground. The Cossack snarled at the sight. Devil-

A voice issued from the dark gateway work, he thought. The impulse to cast 
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away life in religious frenzy was bred in the 
blood of the men around him. 

Nur-jahan's hand clutched him swiftly. 
"Come," he heard her whisper. "In__ this 

way we may win free!" 
He caught at his sword-hilt, for the black 

hats about him had pressed closer. Nur
jahan's words had set him to thinking 
swiftly. He saw the girl, followed by her 
companions, step from the crowd. 

Khlit stooped in the thrQng for a mo
ment. Then he sprang erect and leaped 
after the others. 

Nur-jahan's silvery voice came to his 
ears. The girl was standing among the 
priests before the gate of the temple. 

"A sacrifice to Bon," she called clearly. 
"I, Nur-jahan the fair, offer myself to go 
into the mountains." 

He saw Hamar's sensitive face pale and 
Chauna Singh scowl, as be joined them. 
The priests stared at them from their masks. 
A roar broke from the crowd. 

"It is Nur-jahan!" he heard. "She of 
the tavern! Here is a fitting one to wander 
into the snows!" 

The cries were taken up by others, stirred 
by zeal. Khlit wondered if it was for this that 
the girl had shoi'll herself in the tavern. 
As he wondered,he wascaught by the priest'>. 

"To Himachal!" the crowd roared, as the 
-black hats hesitated, glancing at the gate. 
"We will see them put afoot and weapon
less at the foot of the holy hills. Let the 
men accompany her. Ho-----she will be well 
a.ttended.in death!" 

The eyes of the crowd were fixed in the 
black gate of the temple where was the hid
den priest of Bon. A brief silence. Then: 

"Let Nur-jahan be the sacrifice! Let the 
gods have the flower of the Moghul! We 
will see her put afoot in the hills, in the 
snows! None may molest her-she belongs 
to the gods!" 

It was the cry of the camel-men who had 
seen the beauty of the girl the night before. 

The shout was taken up by the multi
tude. The priests stepped forward and 
seized the four. At this there was a roar of 
approval. 

"Bon has taken the woman!" shrieked a 
man. "Her limbs will wither in the snows!" 

Khlit saw the girl poised proudly among 
the black priests, veiled head high. He saw 
Chauna Singh's scimitar snatched .from him 
and felt his own pistols jerked from his belt. 
His scabbard hung empty at his side. 

"To the camels!" cried the crowd. 
They were led by the btmpas to the wait

ing beasts. They were not molested, for it 
was the law of the priesthood that the sac
rifices were inviolate from harm by hwnan 
hands. 

Nur-jahan was cast upon the back of a 
kneeling camel. Khlit and the others fol
lowed her. At the eager urging of the 
throng, the beasts, surrounded by mounted 
priests and their followers, were put into 
motion away from the temple, to the south. 

A black cloth was cast over Khlit's head 
and made fast. 

For the rc!st of that day and the night the 
camels did not slacken their pace. The next 
day many hands drew Khlit from the beast 
and mounted him upon a horse. 

They rode forward again-and upward. 
Still upward. The warmth of the foot-hills 
gave place to the chill of the mountain 
slope. 

XII 

AU things that <:lie on Himachal, and dying think 
of hill snows, are blilSSCd. 

In a hundred ages of the gods the !!:lories of 
Himachal could not be told. Of Himachal, where 
Shiva lived and the Ganges falls from the foot of 
Vishnu like the slender thread of a lotus flower. 

Paradise is lo be found on Himachal--evrn. by the 
beast that bears the name of Mansa.rowar. 

Hymn to Himac!IIJJ. 

S'l THE shadows of the mountain slope - 'Were deepening, and the wind that 
whispered down the pass was cold. 

Gaunt pine trees reared overhead. Miles 
below, the level glow of the setting sun WdS 
still on the plain. 

Silence reigned in the forest-a silence 
broken only by the fitful brush of pine 
branches, one against the other. The snow 
that had glittered up the pass was a dull 
gray. In the distance, to right and left, 
massive peaks reared their heads, and their 
snow crests caught the last glimmer of the 
sun. 

Standing in the ravine, Nur-j3.han and her 
companions "vatched a cavalcade move out 
on the plain. The tiny figures progressed 
slowly across the brown expanse, horse and 
camel barely to be distinguished at that dis
tance. Light glinted from the pin-point of 
a spear or sword. 

Then, as if by magic, the sun passed from 
the plain. The cavalcade vanished in the 
shadows. 

Nur-jahan turned to the men. 
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"With Allah are the keys of the unseen," 
she said: softly. "Yonder go the priests of 
Bon. Here we be, cast upon the mountain. 
What say you?" 

Chauna Singh brushed his hand across hi« 
eyes. Long muffied in a cloth, the watch· 
ing had strained his good eye. 

"Nay, mir," he said slowly. "In my 
mind there is a thought. It is that the evil 
dogs have left some of their breed to spy 
upon us here." 

Hamar roused himself from his reverie. 
"The Rijput speaks truth, Nur-jahan,'' 

he assented meditatively. "The servants 
of Bon are accustomed to keep watch upon 
the men they cast out to die. If we turn 
back, our heads will be cut from our shoul
ders and sent to the K.hoten temple. We 
have offered ourselves as sacrifices. We 
must go forward." 

"To what?" snarled Chauna Singh. 
''Over our heads is the snow. It would be 
the work of four days to pass the peaks, by 
way of the Jake of Lamdok Tso, to the fur
ther side-four days for strong men, with 
food and weapons. Nur-jahan is a woman
and we have not eaten since sunrise." 

"Nay, more, Chauna- Singh," laughed the 
girl. "Your weapons are in the hands of the 
bonpas, who have taken our horses. Recall 
the word of the priest who said our way lies 
onward, or death awaits us." 

"It was your will, Nur-jahan," observed 
Hamar, "that we should do this. Where
fore?" 

"Blind!" mocked the girl:- "Allah has 
given you the gift of song, yet you are but a 
dreamer. Nay, we could not stand in Kho
ten. The knives of the black priests were 
already drawn for our slaying when I came 
fonvard from -the crowd." 
· - "A swift death is better than to be food 
for rooks," muttered Chauna Singh. 

"Yet Sher Afghan gave you charge over 
me-to safeguard my life." 

"Aye, Nur�jahan-it is so." Chauna 
Singh bent his head calmly. "And as I 
have promised, I will do." 

"It is written," sighed the minstrel, "that 
death among friends is like to a feast." 

"And it is also written," said the girl, 
"that Allah knows what is before us. Allah 
weakens the stratagems of misbelievers
and beyond the summits lies Kashmir." 

She turned swiftly on Khlit, who had been 
moodily silent. 

"What say you, old warrior?" 

The Cossack stretched his big frame. 
"I?" He laughed low. "I thirst to have 

yonder carrion priests at my sword's end." 
"Ho, old khan, you are not faint of 

heart." She skipped from his side up the 
pass a pace. "Come, Hamar, Chauna 
Singh. Time passes and we must press on. 
We will see the heights where the god Bon 
dwells. Come, are you beasts of burden, 
to be whipped? Lead, Cbauna Singh. I 
will follow with the khan." 

The R.ajput strode into the twilight with
out further word. Hamar accompanied 
him as best he could. The girl drew her 
khoJaJ about her and followed, motioning 
Khlit to her side. 

The sides of the gorge frowned down on 
them. There was no trail, the pass being 
rocky. The Cossack wondered if men hid
den in the pines were watching them. The 
girl touched his ann. 

"Harken, khan," she whispered. <<Know 
you where we are?" 

Khlit shook his head The mountains 
were strange to him. 

"We be below the Lake of Lamdok Tso, 
the blue lake. Here is where the votaries 
are led from Khoten in the evil ceremonies 
of the black priests. By the lake of Lam
dok Tso runs the pass of Kandrum, which 
leads from Kashmir. Hither we came to 
Khoten. There is no refuge for us in the 
pass--but at Lamdok Tso a man awaits us." 

As Khlit was silent, she continued. 
"Hamar came from Agra with \he mes

sage from Jahangir, the Mogul-" she Jin. 
gered on the name softly-"to 'hasten back 
to him. Chosen warriors of his are posted 
near to Leh to meet us. But Hamar fell in 
with a man of Sher Afghan in the outskirts 
of the town of Leh. The fellow said that 
Sher Afghan, the Lion-Slayer, would send a 
message to Cbauna Singh-and to me." 

"Where is this Lion-Slayer of yours?" 
grunted Khlit. "Will he not aid you 
against the devil priests?" 

"Nay, you know not our people, khan." 
In the gloom he saw her smile. "My lord is 
proud-and I have fied from his side� I 
Jove him not-how may it be, when I was 
betrothed to Jabangir? After my Bight 
with Chauna Singh Sher Afghan would not 
lift a band to aid me." 

"Yet he sent the R:ijput." 
"Aye.:' The dark bead tossed proudly. 111 am honored ·of many men. Chauna 

Singh lives but to serve me-and Shcr 
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Afghan. He rode after me from the camp 
of my lord, saying that Sher Afghan had 
said that I should not go unattended. It is 
well." 

Khlit was silent, turning the matter over 
in his mind. Verily, these were Strange 
folk, proud and swift to act. Their love 
was as quick as their hatred. 

"Hamar said to the man of Sher Afghan," 
continued the girl, "that if his lord would 
send a message, it might be dispatched to 
the Lake of Lamdok Tso, in the Kandrum 
Pass-for we must return by the pass to 
Kashmir. Now, when Hamar, riding but 
slowly, for he has a weak body, passed the 
trail by the border of the lake, he found the 
messenger already there. Sher Afghan had 
sent word swiftly." 

"That was the time of one moon agone," 
observed Khlit. 

"If it were a hundred days the man 
would still be there. And if we can gain 
the Kandrum trail, by the lake, we will find 
him-with food and a horse." , 

"Aye, food," growled the Cossack, who 
had already tightened his belt. 

"Does Chauna Singh know this?" he 
asked after a while.' 

"Nay, why not?" said the girl lightly. 
Khlit glanced at her but could not see her 
face in the dim light. "Say not I have told 
you, khan," she added. 

"In the mountains such as these," he 
meditated, "a man must carry food with 
him, foJ there is little game to be had. 
Either food-or a bringer of meat." 

He halted, despite the girl's impatient ex� 
clamation. 

"Go you with Chauna Singh," he con
tinued. "I will follow-presently. "  

"May Allah the merciful forgive me!" 
cried Nur-jahan. "It js the hour of sunset 
prayer." 

With a deft movement she undid the 
white veil from her head a�d spread it on 
the earth at her feet. Khlit fumbled under 
his heavy sheepskin coat. Nur-jahan saw 

��i�e�; d�w ��r������§=� g���m�� 
caught her breath. 

"How came that here, khan?" 
"Hey, little song-bird," the Cossack 

laughed, 1'where else than beneath the tail 
of my coat? Think you the men of Bon 
could rid me of this?" 

He swung his curved sword viciously 
about his head. 

"It is good to feel it thus. Nay, I slipped 
it from scabbard in the throng in front of the 
temple and none saw it done." 

"Whither go you?" whispered Nur-jahan, 
for Khlit had turned away. 

"To see if the servants of the black priests 
follow us," he growled. "If it is so, then 
we may have food. If I come not back 
within an hour, go you ahead with the two." 

Nur-jahan watched his tall figure fade 
into the gloom down the ravine. She called 
softly to Chauna Singh to linger and sank 
to her knees on the white veil, facing, as was 
the law, toward Mecca. 

There was no cry of the muezzin to ac
company her prayer. Nothing except the 
rising drone of wind in the tree-tops over
head, where the crests of the pines swayed 
and lifted. 

When she completed her prayer she arose 
and joined her waiting companions, draw
ing the khaJat close about her slender form, 
for the night wind was cold. Briefly she 
told the Rajput whither Khlit had gone. 
They watched the ravine to the rear, while 
darkness merged the outlines of tree and 
boulcler. Stars twinkled out over their heads. 

Chauna Singh was stirring impatiently 
when a form appeared beside them and they 
heard the Cossack's boots grating in the 
stones. 

When he came nearer they made out that 
he held something in his hand, something 
bulky, that moved of its own accord. 
Chauna Singh bent closer. Then he 
stretched out his hand and touched what 
was on Khlit's arm. 

"A bird!" whispered the minstrel. 
"Nay," corrected the Rijput. '1A fal

con-a goshawk, unless I mistake its head. 
Whence came this, khan?" � 

"A rider of the black priests held it on his 
wrist, Chauna Singh. Lo, here is a getter 
of meat-if there be game hereabouts." He 
stroked the hooded and shackled bird, 
which clung to the gauntlet. "The men of 
Bon follow us-but they know not one of 
their number is  missing. The horse es
caped tnc. The man lies back among the 
rocks." 

XIII 

� DAWN fiooded into the gorge as 
... the sun gleamed on the snow peaks 

overhead. 
There was no mist as in the valleys of the 

foot-hills, yet the sun was long in dispelling 
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the chill that clung t o  the rocks. The faces 
of the four were dark with chilled blood. 
Nevertheless, the light brought a certain 
amount of cheer. 

They felt the brief exhilaration of those 
who have watched through the night and 
feel the first warmth of the day in their 
veins. They had been stumbling ahead for 
the last few hours, making little progress, 
but Chauna Singh and Khlit had forbidden 
a. halt. Sleep came with rest, and the two 
warriors knew that sleep, on stomachs long 
empty, lowered the vitality. 

There were circles under Nur-jahan's fine 
eyes and her little feet .limped in their 
leather slippers. Hamar's wrinkled face 
was a shade thinner. Of the four, he missed 
the absence of food the least, m.ving to his 
ascetic habits. 

Khlit and Chauna Singh showed no trace 
of hardship so far. The night's march 
meant little to them and they were saving 
their strength with the experience of men 
accustomed to the hazards of forced jour
neys. 

"We have not gone far, khan," muttered 
the Rijput. 

Khlit cast a keen gkulce above and below. 
They were still in the forest belt, with the 
snow-line a bit nearer. He understood now 
why they had been placed in the ravine by 
the priests of Bon. The rock sides of the 
gorge were sheer. And impassable. They 
must go forward, or back. 

And the men below would see that they 
did not go back. 

"Hamar says," went on Cha� Singh, 
"that the pass ,'leads up over the snow-line 
to the valley of the blue lakc-Lamdok Tso. 
It is pleasing to Bon, the Destroyer, that his 
victims perish near the blue lake." 

"One has perished already," laughed 
Khlit grimly. 

"May he be hom for a thousand years in 
the bodies of foul toads!" amended the 
Rijput. "Harken, khan. Let us loose the 
falcon. Soon we shall be above the place 
·where game is to be found." 

"Presently. Nur-jahan must press ahead 
now. When she tires we will unhood the 
goshawk." Khlit tightened the shackles of 
the sulking bird. "We have a greater 
enemy than hunger." 

"Cold," assented Chauna Singh. His 
glance lingered on the form of the woman 
ahead of them. "So be it, khan." 

They advanced up the defile steadily. 

K.hlit, although he watched closely, saw no 
sign of those who were following. They 
bad fallen back, be reasoned, trusting to the 
gorge to keep the four pent in. . 

So far they had advanced for a night and 
the part of a day. Nur-jaban had told him 
that the lake of Lamdok Tso lay a journey of 
two nights, two days and part of a third 
night from their starting-point. And they 
still had the snow to face. 

Khlit thought grimly that if the goshawk 
failed them it would b"' ill with the four. 
Yet he saw no chance of tunring back. 
News of their venture would have spread 
through the foot-hills, and even if they suc
ceeded in avoiding the guardians of the pass 
to their rear they would have no place of 
refuge to seek. 

His talk with Chauna Singh convinced 
him that the Rijput did not know of the 
man awaiting them at the lake, in the Kan
drum pass. Nur-jahan, then, had not told 
her follower what she had whispered to 
Khlit. Hamar knew. 

The- minstrel, his vimi slung across his 
shoulders, kept pace 'ovith them silently. 
Like most men. of small frame, once the first 
weariness had passed off, his limbs carried 
him fon\'ard lightly-as easily as the two 
stronger, who had more weight to carry. 

Nur-jahan's strength surprized Khlit, who 
knew not that the Persian had been a wan
derer in many lands before she met Ja
hangir. When the sun was high overhead 
that-day and the woman's steps began to 
falter, he unhooded the goshawk, slipping 
the leash from the bird's clav.-s. 

Here was no opportunity to ply the art of 
falconry. They had sighted no quarry on 
the mountain slopes to fly the goshawk at. 
Khlit could only free the bird and pray that 
it would sight game for itself. 

The four halted, watching the falcon as
cend in wide circles. lt rose until it had 
become a dark speck against the blue of the 
sky. Still it circled. 

"Allah be merciful! Grant that it find 
prey," uttered Nur-jahan, eyes bent aloft. 

"And ncar at hand," added Chauna 
Singh, pointing to the rock walls that shut 
them in on both sides. Hamar said noth
ing, watching the bird with the calm of the 
fatalist. 

"It must be well hungered," observed the 
Rijput, who understood the pastime of fal
conry, "and it ·will not return- until it has 
sighted quarry. Ho-look yonder!'' 
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The goshawk had darted downward, 
wings folded. When it was once more well 
within sight it fluttered and circled-, quar
tering across its previous course. 

"It has sighted quarry!" cried Chauna 
Singh, moved out of his habitual quiet. 
"Now, it seeks it out-nay, it points to the 
thicket ahead of us. HQ-o-it strikes!" 

The bird had disappeared among a clump 
of trees at one side of the ravine, some dis
tance ahead. Chauna Singh and Khlit ran 
forward, scrambling over rocks and plung
ing across a freshet to the trees. 

"Shiva send it be a mountain sheep. The 
bird was hungry!" 

Pushing into the bushes, the two cast 
about for the falcon. 

Presently the rustling of leaves attracted 
their attention and Chauna Singh pointed 
to where the bird was tearing at the body of 
a hare, shredding the flesh With its beak, 
fierCe eyes gleaming redly at them. 

• "A hare!" growled the Rijput, angrily. 
''A hare among four!" 

Nevertheless, he tore the bird from its 
hold on the wann quarry, hooded and 
shackled it. When Nur-jahan and Hamar 
came up, Khlit had prepared the flesh of the 
anllnal, roughly, for eating. The girl shiv
ered at sight oi the blood. 

"Eat," said Chauna Singh,. almost 
roughly. "It is not only food-but warmth." 

Obediootcy, she swallowed some mouth
fuls oi the meat, until sudden sickness 
stayed her. Hamar refused his portion. 

''What need have I of such?" he said
tranquilly. "My strength lies not in meat." 

Whereupon Chauna Singh, staring, put 
aside the minstrel's share for Nur-jahan. 
What remained he placed in a fold of his 
tunic. He and Khlit ate sparingly and 
urged the others ahead. 

The ravine they had been following 
through many valleys gave way to the 
broad shoulder of the mountain. The last 
trees disappeared. The wind that pressed 
steadily in their faces grew colder. Stand
ing in the open, they saw a score of mighty 
peaks stretching away on their left hand� 

On their right Khlit saw a small pile of 
stone, topped by a flat slab, on which were 
graven some 'signs unknown to him. 

"A shrine of the god Bon," whispered 
Nur-jahan, breathing heavily because of the 
thin air into which they had come. 

"Here be none but the god!" cried Hamar 
aloud. He pointed down the gorge behind 

him. "There our guards wait. Ahead is 
the heart of Himachal, home of the many
faced gods!" 

Khlit glanced at him sharply. The man's" 
eyes were glowing somberly and his voice 
was shrill. The Cossack wondered if the 
lack of food had not done him hann. 

Nevertheless, it was Hamar who took the 
lead, guiding them upward among the 
ridges. 

At sunset' Nur-jahan's knees gave way 
and she sank to the ground, uttering no cry. 
When Khlit and Channa Singh touched her 
they saw that she was shivering. 

The two glanced at each other signifi
cantJy. Khlit took off his sheepskin svitza 
and cast it over the girl. Seeking a shel
tered spot among the rocks, they rested, 
placing the girl between the thre'e men. 

Khlii fell asleep at once, to be roused 
shortly by Hamar. Chauna Singh had also 
slept. The Rijput gathered the passive 
woman in his anns and strode fonvard, Ha
mar leading. 

In this fashion, relieved at times by Khlit, 
the man carried Nur-jahan through the 
night. He spoke no word, nor did he offer 
to rest. Only his hf;lavy breathing testified 
to the effort Chauna Singh was making. 

The . silence of the higher spaces closed 
around the four. Khlit, plodding after the 
Rijput, thought of the sacrifice Nur-jahan 
had offered at Khoten to the gods of Hi
machal. Were there gods on Himachal? 
The icy fingers of �old plucked at his veins� 
the girl had his coat-and he shook his head 
savagely. 

They had ventured into forbidden places, 
he thought. Here they were cast upon the 
roof of the world. Their lives had passed 
out of their keeping. 

From the darkness ahead came the sound 
of ·a soft melody. The wind carried it 
clearly to Khlit. It was Hamar, striking 
upon his vina. 

XIV 

There are three things that change not-the will 
of the gods, the mountains of Himachal and the 
word of a Rajput. 

Bengal prOl!C>'b. 

_lfl.. THE Lake of Lamdok Tso lies in the &I heart of the Himalayas, below the 
line of perpetual snow, and it is said 

by some that the sacred Indus, called by the 
disciples of Bon the Sing Chin Kamba
Lion's Mouth-rises therein. 
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It is written that the Indus, blessing the 
happy land of Kashmir and moistening the 
purple iris fields from the Dhal Lake to the 
Grove of Sweet Breezes, falls from the skies 
through the waters of Lamdok Tso. 

In the time of the Mogul Jahangir, the 
Kandrum Pass, leading from Leh to Khoten, 
ran by the left bank of the lake. Midway 
along the shore the trail crossed a pro
montory of rocks. This height could be 
seen from both ends of Lamdok Tso. 

And so it happened that when Nur
jahan and her companions wandered down 
from the snow-line on aching feet bound by 
strips of Cbauna Singh's turban, into the 
Kandrum gorge, they saw ahead of them 
the pin-point of a fire, as if hung above the 
shore of the lake. 

Nur-jahan sighted �t first, with a low cry. 
"Look yonder!" she whispered, for her 

lips were stiff with cold. "A fire-and aid. 
It is not far." 

Hamar halted at her cry, peering ahead 
through the darkness. K.hlit swore joy
fully, although weakly, for since the slaying 
of the hare they had walked steadily for a 
day and a half. Cham1a Singh had not 
spoken since the dawn of the last day. He 

:t ca;�;t ru�:::it�:r
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afoot, her slippers boWld by the doth from 
his turban. 

In this fashion they had crossed the snow 
field, eating the last of the meat as they 
went and satisfying their thirst with snow. 
Hamar had not eaten. How the minstrel 
retained his strength Khlit did not know
not understanding the control over their 
bodies possessed by the ascetics of India. 

As they pressed forward toward the fire 
he pondered. Nur-jahan had spoken the 
truth when she said. that the messenger from 
Sher Afghan would \vait. If he were an
other such as Chauna Singh he would re
main in the pass until he had lost hope of 
meeting those to whom lte was sent. 

Yet what was the message he bore? Ha: 
mar had seen him, spoken to him, but had 
said naught to Nur-jahan of the message. 
It was possible the other had wished to de
liver it to no one but the woman. 

Another thing. Here was a fire-some 
food-and a horse. But there also was the 
man who possessed them. How were five to 
live through the journey down the moun
tains to Kashmir? No other dwellers were 
in the heights. The chances of meeting 

with other travelers was slight. And four 
of the five were already greatly weakened. 

Even the falcon was gone. When the 
meat gave out they bad unhooded it again, 
but the bird had fiown far from where they 
were. 

Up the ris4tg groWld to the promontory 
they went, as quickly as might be. On 
their left hand the cold surface of the lake 
dropped further beneath them. On the 
right a precipice rose sheer. As they ad
vanced the fire loomed larger-grew into a 
nest of flames, by which slept a man wrap
ped in a heavy cloak. 

A rock, dislodged by Khlit's boots, fell 
into the lake and the man awoke. He 
sprang tohi.s feet, staring into the darkness
a short, bearded warrior, clad in fine mail, 
who fingered the hilt of a jeweled sword. 

Chauna Singh and Nur-jahan stumbled 
into the light and the man by the fire gave a 
cry of recognition. As Khlit stepped for
ward to warm himself at the flames Hamar 
joined him. Chauna Singh and the girl 
had paused by the stranger. They spoke 
together in a tongue Kblit did not under
stand. 

He saw that Hamar watched out of nar
row eyes, swaying the while with the move
ment of one who has been in motion for so 
long that his limbs are not readily brought 
to rest. The minstrel's eyes were sunk in 
his head, but they were quick and alert. 

Nur-jahan had caught the arm of the 
messenger and was peering into his face in
tently. She had cast away her veil and the 
dark hair flooded about her pale cheeks. 

Khlit saw the man glance from her to 
Chauna Singh. Then silence fell upon the 
group. 

"Now we will hear the message," whis
pered Hamar. "He would not tell me." 

Khl.it had turned to the fire, when he 
hee.rd a cry from Nur-jahan. In it dismay 
and joy were strangely mingled. He saw 
the girl draw back as if she did not wish the 
others to behold her face. Chauna Singh 
thrust his scarred face close to the man by 
the fire, questioning him fiercely. Hamar 
laughed softly. 

"The Lion-Slayer is dead, khan," be whis
pered. "Sher Afghan has felt the hand of 
the Mogul�he who stood in the way of 
the love of the Mogul-he was sent for, 
resisted, and the men of Jahangir slew him 
in the fight that.followed. That is the mes
sage. But give heed. There is a debt yet 
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to be paid. The threads of fate must be 
knitted together." 

"What mean you, minstrel?" growled the 
Cossack. 

"This!" Hamar laughed again. "I have 
known Sher Afghan. And Chauna Singh is 
his man, pledged to serve hirQ to the death. 
When Nur.jahan fled from . the lord, he 
hated her-for his pride was stricken. And 
so he sent Chauna Singh. That much I 
know. Wherefore was the R.ajput sent? 
Sher Afghan knew the love bond between 
the woman and Jahangir. He is not the 
man to see Nur-jahan belong to another 
after his death." 

Khlit scanned the group by the fire, 
frowning. Chauna Singh and his comrade 
had ceased talking. The Rijput passed 
his hand across his eyes-once-and fum
bled at his girdle. It was the gesture of a 
man feeling for a sword. 

"See you that, khan?" muttered the 
minstrel. "Sher Afghan is dead. Chauna 
Singh has sworn an oath to his lord. Nay, 
I can guess what it was! Shcr Afghan, as 
well as Jahangir, loved Nur-jahan-and love 
knows no pity-" 

Khlit had left his side. · The Cossack 
strode to the girl, who had drawn nearer the 
precipice, looking out over the lake. But 
Chauna Singh was as quick as he. 

The Rijput had placed his hand on the 
girl's shoulder, not roughly, but gently. 
Khlit caught his wrist and held it firmly. 
The eyes of Chauna Singh burned into his 
own, the blind eye dull and lifeless. Nur� 
jahan turned and seeing the two men, was 
silent. 

"Nay, Chauna Singh," growled the Cos
sack. "Are you a man to do a thing such as 
this?" 

The lips of the R:ljput curled angrily. 
"Back, khan," he snarled. "Fool of the 

steppe! This is a matter which concerns 
you not." 

Nur-jahan drew a quick breath. Hamar 
and the other stared, surprized into silence. 
Khlit's gaze did not flinch. 

"The woman came to me in the desert;" 
he said calmly. "We have shared bread and 
salt. You and I, Chauna Singh, have 
fought the same foes. We be true men
you and I. You will not harm the woman." 

The R:ljput wrenched himseU free. 
"I have sworn an oath, 0 one-without

understanding!" he hissed. "Is the word of 
a R:ljput to his lord to be broken? Nay, 

since iny birth it, has not been so. When 
Sher Afghan'"s death_should be known to me, 
I swore that Nur�jahan should die. Thus 
does widow of the Rij join her lord. The 
lake will give her a grave. Back! I have 
sworn. Ho-" Khlit had drawn his sword 
-"Ramdoor Singh!" 

Fiercely the Rijput cast himself empty� 
handed upon Khlit. As swiftly the Cossack 
struck. Chauna Singh's turban had been 
used to cover the feet of his mistress and his 
head was bare. The curved blade fell upon 
his temple, sending him reeling to the earth. 

As he struck, Khlit had deftly turned his 
weapon, so the flat of the blade had met the 
other's brow. 

The next instant, at_ a warning cry from 
Nur-jahan, he had turned in time to ward a 
powerful sweep of Ra�pdoor Singh's weapon. 
The stocky warrior leaped back from Khlit's 
counter-thrust and the two circled warily, 
striving to get the light of the fire in the 
other's eyes: 

Again the weapons clashed. Weariness 
smote through Khlit's lean frame. He saw 
the dark face of the other framed against 
the black expanse of darkness over the lake. 

Then Ramdoor Singh cast up his arms. 
His sword flew from his grasp. His body 
sank backward and away-and K.hlit was 
gazing into the dark where his foe had 
been. 

A second passed-and he heard a splash 
over the precipice, far beneath. Hamar 
came to his side and peered over the edge of 
the cliff. · 

"Ramdoor Singh wore mail," the minstrel 
said slowly. "His death will be swift. I 
saw him slip on a little stone at the edge. 
Truly, the \vays of fate are past knowing." 

xv. 

� KHLIT had seated himself on a 

Lcti ��ne�!�ftt.he 
A':j ;s

ea?� ���si� 
he watched Nur�jahan. The woman had 
Chauna Singh's bleeding head on her knee. 
With strips tom from her undergarments 
and moistened in melted snow she bathed 
the dark bruise where Khlit's blade had 
crushed the skin. 

From the other side of the fire Hamar 
watched, his thin frame sunken together 
with fatigue, his eyes brighr as with fever. 
Chauna Singh stirred, moaned, and lifted a 
hand that trembled to his head. 
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"Ramdoor Singh!" he muttered. "Ram� 
door Singh-to me! Ha-am I blind?!' 

"Nay, Chauna Singh," said the .girl 
softly, "you are hurt." 

The lips of the Rijput moved and his 
good eye opened, only to close at once. 
With returning consciousness the warrior 
stifled his groans. But the Cossack saw 
that he was in pain. 

"Ramdoor Singh is dead-in the waters of 
Lamdok Tso," went on Nur.jahan, "and 
you would be likewise but for the mercy of 
the khan. He stayed his hand when he 
might have slain. That is well, for I would 
speak with you, Chauna Singh. Look at 
mel" -

The man opened llis eye and peered about 
him dully. A wrinkle of pain crossed his 
swollen forehead. 

"I ca)l not see-yet," he z,aid calmly. 
Nur-jahan searched his bearded face in

tently, as if striving to read therein what she 
wanted to know. 

"Tell me, Chauna Singh, warrior of 
Jhelam, man of Sher Afghan, who is dead
is it your will still to slay me? When have 
I done you ill? Nay, I thought that you 
had love for Nur-jahan, the betrothed of 
Jahangir the Mogul." 

"By the sack of Chi tore, I swore it-that 
I would safeguard you for him that was 
Sher Afghan, protect you and keep your 
honor with my life-until the death of my 
lord. I made him this oath when he set 
me after you, knowing that his life was no 
longer safe. Then, when I had news of his 
death, I was to slay you. By the sin of the 
sack of Chitore, on the word of a Rijput, it 
was sworn." 

Silence followed upon this. Khlit, med
itating, recalled the speech of Chauna 
Singh-since life was i1� Ind, a Rdjpui has 
kept faith. 

And Nm:-jahan had suspected something 
of this, for she had not told Chauna Singh 
that a man of Sher Afghan awaited them. 
Chau!)a Singh had done his best to keep his 
oath. Nay-knowing the man, Khlit felt 
this to be true-he.. would still strive to 
carry out his_ word. 

"What care I for Jahangir," the Rijput 
muttered fiercely, "the �logul-a Moslem 
without doubt-a stripling? Nay, Sher 
Afghan is dead." 

Nur-jahan stroked his forehead idly with 
the cloth. Fatigue had drawn the flesh of 
her round face close upon the bones-yet 

had increased the beauty of the lovely 
mouth and dark eyes. -'14f'· 

"The time came," spoke Nur-jahan 

s��h: ·���d
li!e�� ���stis ��u: 

thousand swords. Will you not forget and 
have the honor that I can give you?" 

"I will not forget." 
"You can not �rry out your promise to

to Shcr Afghan. Unwillingly I was forced to 
cross the threshold of the Lion-Slayer's 
home. Chauna Singh, my heart has been 
in the keeping of Jahangir-although I have 
seen him not for years. We were be
trothed. Allah's mercy may bring me safe 
to the court of the Mogul. Think upon 
that, Chauna Singh-and say if you will not 
forget. You have not known the bond of 
love?" 

"Aye, for my lord. He was a true man." 
''And you can be to me what you were to him." 
A mute shake of the head was her answer. 
"We have shared peril together, Chauna 

Singh." 
The Rijput was silent, his dark face im

passive. 
"Harken, Chauna Singh-" the beautiful 

head lifted proudly-"it iS Mir-un-nissa 
who asks, Nur-jaban, Light of the Palace 
and Flower of the World. I ask it of you. 
Forget the oath." 

"It may not be." 
Across the fire Khlit saw Hamar watching 

keenly what passed. The face of the min
strel was inscrutable. A thought came to 
Khlit. Chauna Singh would be faithful to 
his word. And this must cost him his life. 

Nur-jahan could not carry the wounded 
man down the mountain slopes to safety. 
Chauna Singh was strong, and the wound 
was not severe. The girl's life would not be 
safe in his company. 

Khlit had discovered Ramdoor Singh's 
horse picketed in a clump of \\·-illows not far 
from the fire-and some dried dates and rice 
in the saddle-bags. Enough to get them 
alive illto Kashmir. But they could not 
take Chauna Singh. 

What then? Leave him by Lamdok Tso? 
That meant death, for the warrior was half 
starved, and hurt, and travelers in the Kan
drum pass were few. 

It was for Nur-jahan to decide, thought 
Khlit. And he watched the girL She 
shook back the dark hair from her eyes and 
stretched out her· small hand. 
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"Give me the cUrved sword, khan." 
Khlit lfii:6.ded her the blade without a 

word. The girl fingered it quietly. Then 

:�:. a�stR��u�d:a�� �:�: ��t� 
beard, OI ,.;, 

"Look at me, Chauna Singh," she said. 
The man shook his head slightly. 

ing before them, did not make music upon 
his 'flina. 

"Here is talk of a debt," Khlit heard the 
minstrel mutter, "but who shall give the 
gods what is owing to them?" 

XVI 
"I can not see. The hurt is above my & IT HAD .rained for a day and a 

eye." B night and part of the next day. 
"You can feel. I hold the curved sword Hamar, who led the four, shivered 

of the khan, Khlit. Speak, Chauna Singh! beneath his thin garment. The horse un
Since you will not forget the oath, you must der Nur-jahan and Chauna Singh slipped 
choose. Shall it be death here, at my hand- and floundered down the mud of the trail. 
or to be left when we go down the pass at Khlit, walking beside the mlnstrcl, moved 
dawn? As you choose, it shall be." ahead mechanically, as he had done for 

Chauna Singh raised himself unsteadily many days. He could see little of their sur· 
on one arm. roundings, for a wall of rain closed them in. 

"I do not offer you life, Chauna Singh- He noticed that the crags and ravines of 
for I know that you may not be bought. the mountains lpd given way to dark-green 
Choose!" woods, traversed by foaming freshets. The 

The Rijput laughed and lay back on the air was warmer. This was well, he thought, 
earth wearily. for Nur-jahan could not have lived through 

"Shall I be food for the ravens, Nur- the rain, had the cold of the mountain peaks 
jahan? Nay, let it be death by the sword. been upon them. 
It is well. And then the waters of the lake." · He guessed-since the minstrel was silent 

The girl brushed the sword against his and �ur-jahan in the stupor of weariness 
throat. And Khlit saw her smile. -that they were among foot-bills. But as 

"Give heed," she said softly. "Your life yet there was no sign of dwelling or human 
is mine. You have said it. And-! spare being. 
it. I have taken from Sher Afghan the life Chauna Singh had not spoken since the 
of his follower that was his. And I have night of Ramdoor Singh's death. But 
given you fresh life. Remember--for it is a Khlit fancied that the Rijput's sight had 
debt-and you are a man of the R:ij." healed in his good eye. Nur-jahan seemed 

No muscle moved in the warrior's face. to have no fear of Chauna Singh since she 
In the silenCe Khlit heard the murmur of had spared the warrior's life. She had laid 
water against the lake shore beneath them. a debt upon the man. 

"It is a debt, Chauna Singh. Your life is They were content to follow Hamar, who 
mine, and I am safe henceforth from harm had said that there was a building ncar at 
at your hand. Some day you will pay band. 
back t,he debt. That is the way of the Khlit was weary, and he knew that Nur
Rij." She turned to Khlit wearily. "You jahan's slender strength was only upheld by 
have found food, khan. \Ve must cat and the thought of her nearness to Jahangir and 
sleep. For we must be on our way at the Mogul court. Hamar's endurance 
dav;n." amazed him-when be roused himself to 

Khlit wondered but said nothing as he think collectively. The man pressed ahead 
took back his sword. For the first time in as if driven by a will more than human
many days he saw Hamar eat-but spar- stumbling and shivering as he went, but 
ingly. with eyes fastened on the rain mist in front 

So it happend that when the pale dawn of them. 
touched the peaks above them and the faint In this manner out of the breast of 
reflections took shape in the dark pool of Himachal came the four-to where a wall 
Lamdok Tso, Nur-jahan had Chauna Singh loomed out of the mist. A wall of stone, 
placed upon the horse and they set their carved with characters unknown to Khlit. 
faces toward Kashmir. Now Chauna Hamar greeted the stone inscription with 
Singh's scarred face was somber, for he saw a glad cry and hastened his steps, turning off 
nothing of the dawn. And Hamar, walk· to one side of the way, to...follow the wall 
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which stretched before them, endlessly 
graven with the carven letters. 

Chauna Singh had not looked up. 
"Here is the place we seek!'' croaked the 

minstrel. "Lo, the prayers to a great god 
are upon the stone. Come, we must hasten! 
We have been long." 

And he shivered again, raising trembling 
hands to his head. The man's eyes were 
alight as if from fever. Khlit thought that 
it was a strange fever-not knowing the 
manner of strength which had sustained the 
fragile man for so long. 

Above their heads the dark pile of a build
ing took shape amid the rain. It was lofty, 
rising from a walled courtyard. A tower 
surmounted the gateway. 

For an instant the rain dwindled, and, a 
fresh wind springing up, Khlit saw that the 
wall they had been following shielded a cliff. 
The mass of the building they had come to 
lay against the edge of the cliff. 

Out and below them he glimpsed a level 
plain cut by a winding river. 

"The valley of the Indus!" cried Nur
jahan, stirring in the Rajput's hold. "We 
must be near to Leh!" 

Hamar laughed and stretched his thin 
arms overhead. 

"Aye--near!" he muttered. "A slave 
upon a buffalo might ride to Leh within two 
days-but we are not at Leh. Ho, between 
us and there be the men of Jahangir. But 
we be here. Come, we are late!" 

With that he hurried under the gate into 
the -courtyard, pulling at the bridle of the 
horse. As he did so the rain dosed in 
again, shutting off the sight of the valley. 
Khlit stumbled after the horse . .  But within 
the court he hesitated. 

No men were to be seen. No windows 
showed in the stone walls which disap
peared into the mist overhead. Shadows 
wreathed the corners. Before them was 
an iron-studded door. Complete silence 
reigned in the place. 

For a moment the mind of the Cossack 
was prey to illusion. He had a fancy that 
their week's journey had taken them no.. 
where-that they were still at Khoten. A 
chord of memory had been touched and 
wrought the illusion. Then again, in the 
shadows of the court he fancied shapes ap
peared and moved. 

Against the wall was a shadowy form, 
monstrous and cold. It was an animal of fgantic follJl---or was it an animal? He 

had heard priests tell of Ganesh, the ele
phant-headed god, and Hanuman, the mon
key-god. 

Then K.hlit shook his head savagely and 
saw that what he beheld was a stone image 
at one side of the door-an elephant of red 
sandstone with a figure mounted astride its 
neck. 

Other shadows issued from the door-a 
light gleamed within. The people of the 
place had sighted them and were coming 
out. K.hlit saw Nur-jahan slip from the 
horse. It was well, he thought, for the 
woman must be 'faint. And he swore 
gruffly, because he had shivered again, 

Then a gray shadow wheeled and brushed 
past him. K.hlit drew back, staring. Surely 
this was Chauna Singh bent over the neck 
of the ·horse, riding from the place! 

He drew his hand across his brow, curs
ing. The forni. was gone. But hoofs 
echoed on the road behind him, fading into 
the distance. 

Why bad Cbauna Singh done this? 
K.hlit knew not. He felt hands touch him 
and stumbled forward again. 

These were shadows, he told himself. 
Yet without doubt they were men, for they 
touched him. Why could he not see their 
faces? Again came the illusive memory
this was Khoten, not Kashmir. 

How could that be? K.hlit summoned his 
strength and tried to see what was around 
him. He wished to see the men, not 
shadows. Yet they were not all men-some 
were women. Torchlight was in his ·eyes 
now, blinding him, for he had been in semi
darkness for many hours. 

The bands that were guiding him pushed 
him forward. A door closed behind him. 
The torches went before him down a hall
up some steps-into another hall. He 
heard voices which he did not under
stand. 

His knee touched a bench and he sat 
upon it, for he was very weary. So much so 
that he had no desire for food. He craved 
rest and sleep. Here was warmth and 
shelter from the rain that had beat upon 
him for two days and a night. Rest--and 
sleep. 

The torclies went away. Khlit's head 
dropped on his �ulder--and he slept. 

Only fitfully. For he woke from time to 
time, hearing a noise which disturbed him. 
It was a deep, echoing sound, like the beat of 
temple drums. After a long while Khlit 
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lifted his head. Men were standing near him and the torches had come again. 
Then Khlit knew what his memory had 

been trying to tell him. The place they had 
come to in the mist was like to the temple of 
Khoten-the sound of the drums was the 
same. The courtyard. had been the same. 

He looked full into the face of Hamar. 
"Tell me, minstrel," he muttered, "be we 

in Kashmir or back in the devil temple of 
K.hoten?" 

Hamar smiled, and the fever was still in 
his eyes. 

"We were long in coming, khan. But I 
guided you truly. You and Nur4jahan are 
in a temple-aye, but not that of Khoten. 
'Tis the home of the god Bon, the shrine of 
the master of Himachal in Kaslunir-and I 
have brought you here." XVII � THEN Khilt looked about him. 

Several men in dark robes stood 
· near, bearing torches. By their 

light he saw Nur-jahan beside him, erect 
and silent, his sheepskin coat thrown from 
her shoulders, her garments shrunk to her 
slender body by the wet. 

Others sat on benches in the shadows by 
the walls. They were white of face and 
wore the dress of the black priests. A long 
chamber stretched before him, lighted after 
a fashion by candles. At the end of the 
chamber was a dais of stone. 

On this pedestal Khlit could see twin 
shapes that resembled feet, of monstrous 
size. The rest of the form was hidden by a 
curtain which hung from the ceiling. 

Again the sound of the gongs came to him, 
and Nur-jahan spoke. 

"You have brought us-here-Hamar? 
You who were my friend?" 

"Aye," said the minstrel slowly. "But 
what is friendship? 1\vo leaves drifting to
gether down the highway at the wind's 
touch. Lo, I am a servant of Bon. The 
other gods are small beside Bon. For 
greater than the many-faced gods is fate. 
And death is one with fate. Death is the 
pmver that holds us in its grasp-and I am a 
servant of death." 

He paused, to glance fleetingly at the cur
tain in the shadows. When he spoke again 
his voice was gentle. 

"There lived one man, Nur-jahan, who 
was strong enough to wrestle with fate. 

That was Akbar, the Mogul. Out of the 
threads of life his hands wove the fabric of 
an empire. He saw beyond the many 
shrines of the gods-Moslem or Brahman. 
He sought a greater wisdom than theirs. 
Even to the temple of Bon he came and 
bent his head.:' 

A murmur of assent issued from the lips 
of the men who sat by the walL Nur
jahan stared at them proudly. 

"The word of Akbar was law among us, 
Nur-jahan," went on the minstrel. "His last 
thought was for his empire. A mighty man 
and strong, he. But he yielded to the call 
of death. And he ordered your death, for 
he foresaw trouble if you were joined to 
Jahangir." 

Khlit rose to his feet, the stupor of sleep 
dearing from his brain. No one heeded 
him. The passive silence of the watchers 
irked him. Here was an evil place. 

"The servants of Bon," cried a voice from 
the gloom, "are enemies of the Moslems. 
The death of Nur-jahan will be pleasing to 
the god." 

"Aye," assented Hamar softly, "it is so. 
You have sharp eyes and wit, Nur-jahan, 
beloved of the Moghul. But you were 
blind-you and the two fools who served 
you. I was the messenger of Bon, sent to 
Khoten to bring you hither. It was I who 
kept Bator Khan from striving to take your 
life in the desert of Gobi. For your two 
fools are strong of limb and they were 
watching the dog of a Turkoman. So I 
waited." 

"False to your salt!" mocked the girl.· 
"Nay, what is faith among men but an 

idle word? At Khoten I sought for you 
long, but Chauna Singh had hidden you 
well, and so I and those who served me 
might not harm you-then. Before the 
temple of Bon in the city your death was 
decreed. Yet, for once, your wit saved you 
-when you offered yourself a sacrifice. "  

"Was I one t o  b e  a victim to the mum
mery of the black priests?" 

"Nay, Nur-jahan, it is better so. You 
have given yourself to Bon, and the god will 
have your sacrifice. In the mountains I 
feared lest my feeble strength fail, and I 
should not guide you here. So I played the 
mystical music of Bon and was heartened." 

Khlit held himself erect by an effort of 

�ias������d�� �e� :ft� �� 
not the strength to lift a weapon. Age had 
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taken from him the vigor that Was Chauna 
Singh's. Indeed, the priests had not trou
bled to take his sword. In the brief silence 
came the ceaseless beat of the temple gongs. 

"By the Lake of Lamdok Tso," smiled 
Hamar, "I thought that the will of the Rtlj
put would rob me of your death. But fate 
had willed that it was not to be by his 
hand." 

"Aye," said a voice, "they bound them
selves over to the god, and thus it _shall be." 

"Well I knew the way to this temple, 
Nur-jahan. I prayed for strength to finish 
my task-and it was given me." 

XVIII � KHLIT glanced around from face 
to face. He saw the same thing 

· V mirrored in all-the blood lust that 
had stirred the crowd in Rhoten. The 
beauty of Nur-jahan only excited them fur
ther. The girl was pale, her thin cheeks 
ringed by dark, wet hair. But her eyes were 
proud. 

Here was a true daughter of kings, 
thought the Cossack. Worn by the hard
ships they had been through, she still had 
spirit to confront those who hungered for 
her death. 

"Better the swift hand of the Rtljput!" 
she cried. "Than this thing of evil!" 

"Nay, Nur-jahan, queen among women," 
smiled the minstrel-priest. "Chauna Singh 
is but a man. When he lifted his eyes in the 
courtyard and saw whither he had been 
brought, he Bed. Here your blood will be 
laid before a god. You have sought to 
grasp the scepter of an empire in your lotus
hand, Nur-jahan, but no one can wrest life 
from death. That which causes life causes 
also death." 

Khlit missed the sound that had been 
echoing through the hall. The · temple 
gongs were silent. 

"We shall not -delay further, Nur-jahan," 
said a hard voice. 

Khlit swayed and cursed his weakness. 
If he had been able to lift sword he would 
have flung himself upon the man who had 
betrayed them. But such was his weakness 
that he could not speak. Not so Nur
jahan. The girl's dark eyes flashed. 

"Ho, priest!" she cried. "Your folly has 
made you mad. Think you, when Jahan
gir hears of this, he will leave one stone 
upon another, of this temple? Will one of 

you-" she swept an arm at the watchers__: 
"save his life, if you slay me? The arm of 
the Mogul is long, and his love is ever
lasting as the hills." 

"How shall he know?" Hamar smiled. 
1'The khan who came with you will die at 
the same time. And Chauna Singh, remem
bering what he himself had planned to do, 
will not dare speak. Jahangir will not 
know. No tales pass beyond the walls of 
this temple." · 

Khlit shook his head, for he thought that 
the illusions of a few hours ago were return� 
ing. Voices came to his keen cars from 
withotit, and the halls of the temple echoed 
strangely. Nur-jahan's checks, instead of 
being pale, had flushed, suddenly. 

"Will you slay a woman, Hamar," she 
cried loudly, "in this place of evil--and a 
woman who is loved of the Mogul?" 

.. ;�����· ���� h:�!
�round the wall, 

Th�i; sounds without grew in volume, 
swelling over the cries of the priests. Khlit 
wondered if many were coming to the hall. 
He knew not the customs of these temples. 
And still the clamor grew. Men rose along 
the wall and slipped from the door. Others 
glanced about uneasily. 

Nur-jahan had not ceased speaking. But 
Khlit paid no further heed to1 her. He had 
heard a sound which stirred his blood. Was 
it more of the mummery of the black 
priests?' He knew not. 

And then the girl fCll silent. And silence 
held the room, with those who remained 
within it. · 

Hamar's eyes turned from them to the 
door. And Khlit saw that he was troubled. 
The gaze of the others followed that of the 
minstrel. 

A crashing blow sounded somewhere be
low them. At once the mufHed sounds 
swelled clearer, as if a gatevray had been 
opened. And Khlit laughed. He had 
heard what he knew well-the echo of 
horses' hoofs-many of them-upon stone. 

The priests rose and hurried to the door. 
Hamar stared blankly. Came a pistol shot, 
followed by the ring of weapons. Nur· 
jahan caught Khlit's arm. 

"Back!" she whispered. "Into the shad
ows." 

And then Khlit was standing, sword in 
hand, in the gloom by the foot of the god 
Bon. The tumult increased to a roar----a 
shout from many throats. 
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"Hot Ntla-ghora ki as-�.1Jcirl" 
"The battle-cry of the Rijputs, khan," 

whispered the girl, her eyes proud. "Said I 
not Jahangir was lord of swift swords? 
Harken-they are riding their horses into 
the temple. They have come to meet me--
Jahangir has sent his men to meet me!" 

Khlit saw the bent form of Hamar scram
ble to the door, then pause, looking around 
wildly. A pistol cracked without the door 
and the man clutched the air, screaming. A 
wind swept into the place, blotting out 

many of the candles. On the stone floor 
the scattered torches were smouldering into 
embers. 

Khlit roused himseU to understanding of 
what had happened. 

"Nay," he laughed, ''Chauna Singh has 
paid his debt. The R8.jput has brought 
hither the men from Leh. It is well." 

Whereupon, being weary, he sat down on 
the dais. And was asleep on the instant, 
his head pillowed on the foot of the god 
Bon. 

THE LOG-SPOTTER 
By ETHEL WATTS MUMTORD 

ONE for "Maurice" and two for "Z," 
One for "0" and the "L. M .  P." 

Lord, what a life! To tally the drift, 
And see 'em caught and watch 'em lift, 
Watchin' the marks, as they roll away, 
Keepin' the score at 'two per day.' 

Wet to the knees and swearin' mad
- of a job for a rollin' lad! 
One for "S'' and "Triangle 3''
Company job for a Bill like mel 
An endless chain that hikes 'em clear, 
An endless chain of me days down here! 

One for "Maurice," one for "Z," 
Two for the "0" and the "L. M .  P"
The boys are shovin' the big log jams, 
Runnin' 'em out and over the dams; 
Company job for a busted knee
Wisht I'd gone when the jam got mel 
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DOLLAR 

bg H[NRY 
LEVERAGE 

"�HE Dropper" watched a long The silver dollar clung to the sweat. He 
queue of whalers receiving their eyed it with shelving blond brows shading 

Ctj �t1;a:f:r�u��d 
th�eif.:ill�c�r'::� 'hi�,;�de bl��. ���id. 

East Street, San Francisco. "Yes," said the Dropper. "Come on. 
The whaleship Gleaner had reached port It's a dirty shame the way they treat you 

that day. She had spent two seasons in first-class seamen. Two years up North 
the arctic. She had Wintered at Herschel and paid off with an iron dollar. I know 
Island. She lay at anchor with only the how you can get your money from those 
shipkeepers aboard. tbbbers. Garford is a shark. He lives 

The business of paying off sailors was on Knob Hill in a palace, Steve. He made 
usually of interest to the Dropper. He a million· working poor old Jack before the 
was a crimp who believed that a seaman's mast." 
memory is always shorter than a voyage. Steve pocketed the dollar. He glared 

Scant spoil was there that afternoon, at the Dropper's pipe-stem , neck. He 
however. The Gleaner had cruised in hard worked his thick fingers. Turning, he 
luck. She brought only three heads of glanced with a fighting flash toward the 
bone to port. The first five whalemen knot of men around the shipping office. 
to be paid off received small gold pieces- "We better hurry," said the Dropper. 
few in number. The sixth�an-a tower- "They're coming after you." 
ing Dane-was paid with a silver dollar. "I fight them all!" 

He went berserker. He tore the grilled "Yes, after while. Come on, now. I'm 
work from the cashier's window, brought going to show you how you can get those 
the grid down over the head of the aston- hands of yours around Garford's throat. 
ished cleik and then charged out toward You can squeeze and squeeze him, Steve. 
the door like a killer whale running amuck. You can shake the dollars out of him. He's 

"What happened, Steve?" asked the got a chest filled with money up on Knob 
alert Dropper soothingly. Hill. His girl has got diamonds and gold 

"I thank I get an iron dollar. Ja! I chains. I'll show you the place after we 
go��� �;�;;:r 

I!� '��!\:!� - ·�is eyes 
ge��e

dtn:�� allowed the Dropper to lead 
were watery. His brain-pan sloped back him through an alley and out on Mission 
beneath a curl of jet-black hair. Street, which they crossed on a diagonal 

"Come with me, Steve," he said. "I'll to the Blubber Room-a barrel-bouse dive 
show you how to fix the dirty scum that where steam beer was served for chasers. 
robbed you. We'll get a drink." A dingy bar, a score of fist-banged tables 

• Steve Larsen square-set an unshaven Jaw and a few fly-specked chromos of clipper 
He thrust out h1s nght hand, palm upward ships made up the Blubber Room. The 

31 



Adventure 

air was stale, as in the hold of a China 
packet. Tha men who sat at the tables 
were gnarled and leather-faced. They all 
wore caPs. 

A roaring chantey greeted the entrance 
of the Dropper and Steve Larsen. The 
strident notes of a whaler's song rocked the 
ancient rafters: 

The Dropper led the Dane to a corner. 
He motioned for two whiskies. He up
ended his glass and watched Steve gulp 
the fiery portion. 

Leaning over the sloppy table, the crimp 
suggested : 

"Have another. Come, fill 'em up, 
Jake." 

They drank five whiskies. The Dane 
leaned back in his chair. He roamed the 
place with. his wide blue eyes. He pulled 
out his two-years' wage and banged it on 
the table. 

The Dropper slid it toward him. 
- . "Keep the iron dollar," he said. "It's 
a good-luck piece, mate." "" 

"I thank it's bad luck." 
"Oh, no! No! No! We'll make it good 

luck. You're going to get all of Garford's 
gold. I'll show you how." 

"I kill him-the shark! He sweat me 
and rob me and fool me-two years." 

"Yes, Steve. We'll gonow. We'll climb 
Knob Hill. I'll show you where the land 
scum lives. He's got a girl with pearls 
and big gold chains. You kill her, too?" 

"JaJ" 
The Dropper paid the drink score. _ He 

led the Dane from the Blubber Room. 
They threaded the dark alley and walked 
along busy arc-flamed streets until they had 
reached the crest of Knob HilL 

A towering white marble hotel loomed 
through the mist. Snug residences perched 
on concrete abutments. Great iron fences 
enclosed velvety lawns. Soft lights glowed 
from wine-colored windows. 

"There's where the shark lives," said the 
Dropper. "Stand here, Steve. They're 
opening the gates. We'll see who comes 
out." 

The Dane shelved forward his shoulders. 
He pulled down his cap. He swayed from 
side to side as if on the deck of a ship at 

sea. He crammed his huge bands in the 
pockets of his knitted jacket. 

A limousine rolled into the courtyard on 
wheels of silence. A door opened. An 
oblong of mellow light sprang out through 
the night's mist. A silk-hatted man led a 
thin-flanked woman down the steps. Her 
eyes were cerulean. Her cloak lifted and 
exposed taper ankles. She entered the 
limousine, laughing lightly. The man fol
lowed her. He carried a dark-leather suit-
'""'· 

"Garford," whispered the Dropper into 
the Dane's ear. "1flat's Garford-who 
gave you the iron dollar. The girl is his 
daughter." 

Steve Larsen drew his hands from his 
pockets. He started toward the limousine 
as it rolled through the gate. The Dropper 
clutched his arm. 

"Not now!" he said. "Wait. We'll go 
around the house. I'll show you a window 
where you can get in tonight. I'll show 
you where the chest is, and the gold chains. 
I'll get you tools so you can open the chest. 
Come on, Steve. We'll get more drinks." 

The seaman stared after the limousine. 
He followed the crimp. 

lBI1 THEY rounded the high fence and IIAJ walked along the lip of the hill, 
where concrete was supJX>rted by 

piling and sub-rock. The Dropper guided 
the Dane to a foothold from which could 
be seen a rear view of the Garford mansion. 

"That window," he said, pointing to one 
on the seeond floor between two dark bays. 
"You see it, Steve?" 

"Jal'' 
"The vines run up there . . The water

spout and lightning-rod pass right by it. 
You can climb, Steve?" 

The seafarer's eyes glowed. 
"l climb--jaJ" 
"Sure, you can! Haven't I seen you 

on a fore royal yard? You are the best 
sailor in this port. You ought to be a 
mate-instead of slaving for two years in 
the arctic for an iron dollar." 

"I thank I have plenty money pretty 
soon." 

"Money and revenge, Steve," said the 
crimp. "You come up here at three this 
morning. You climb the fence and climb 
the vines and go through that window. 
You'll find the chest in that room. Gar
ford sleeps in tile next. Kill him and open 
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the chest and bring me some of the gold 
chains." 

The Dane stared at the dark walls of the 
house. He turned and followed the crimp 
to the street. They went down the hill, 
arm in arm. They threaded through the 
early evening crowds. They came to 
Mission Street, where the Dropper left the 
sailor standing on the sidewalk while he 
wen� into a dark hallway. He returned 
with tools clinking under his coat. 

The whaleman swayed as he led him 
toward East Street. The brogans of the 
two men tapped the pavements. The 
Dropper glanced over shoulder. He pulled 
out a nickel-plated watch with a luminous 
dial. 

"We've got plenty of time yet," he said. 
''Let's walk around." 

Twenty shocks of barrel-house whisky, 
followed by as many more steam beer 
chasers, were calculated to place the Dane 
in a prime condition for red murder and a 
bungling job. 

The crimp acted the rllle of pilot-fish. 
He saw to it that Steve was seated in a 
dark comer of the Blubber Room. He 
leaned over the foam-streaked table after 
a keen-lidded glance at the seafaring 
denizens of the place. 

"You stay here," he said. "I'll be back 
in an hour. I'll see if Garford has come 
home.'' 

"I go with you!" 
"No, stay here. It's too early for you 

to climb through that window, Steve. 
You must do it at three o'clock." 

The Dane stared drunkenly at the bulge 
under the crimp's coat. He swayed in his 
chair. His eyes wandered to the model 
of a clipper ship behind the bar. His head 
pitched forward. He dropped his face in 
his hands and started snoring. 

. The Dropper glided over the barroom 
floor. He jerked a thumb toward the 
sleeping Dane and said to the bartender: 

"Watch my friend, Jake. Give him more 
drinks if he wakes up. Tell him it's on me. 
I'll be back in an hour." · 

The bartender curled a . glossy mustache 
with thick fingers. 

"A China passage would do that fellow 
good," he suggested, winking shrewdly. 

"China? Say, Jake, I'm going to send 
him on a fifty-year voyage to San Quentin. 
You'll never see him again. Why, he's 
been talking about robbing a house tonight. 

You know what a stretch he'll get for a 
th!�Ae��n�l�� ��� �����ler," the bar-
tender mused. 

"Neither do 1," grinned the Dropper, 
sliding toward the steps that led from the 
Blubber Room. [£] STEVE finished his drunken sleep. 

He awoke. He lifted his flushed, 
unshaven face from his hands. The 

crowd of seamen had thinned. Three 
sailors were gathered around a table. A 
frowsled derelict slept in one comer of the 
saloon. His head rested on the sawdust 
of the floor. 

Slowly the Dane's eyes fastened upon 
the nodding bartender. He banged the 
table with his great right fist. He was 
childishly surly from the lees of the drink 
within him. 

"Where's my friend?" he asked. 
"He'll be back." 
The man wiped the table with his apron. 

He set a black bottle and a chipped glass 
before the Dane. 

Steve finished three drinks. He glanced 
around for a dock. There was none in 
sight. Rolling to the bar, he tossed down 
his only dollar. 

The bartender eyed it calculatingly. He 
recalled that the Dropper had stated that 
he would pay for all the drinks the Dane 
wanted. 

''Take your money," he said to Steve. 
"It's no good, here." 

"I thank it's pretty good. I work two 
years for it." 

"An iron dollar eh?" 
Steve scowled ;s he pocketed the :;ilver 

piece. He pushed away from the bar. 
He turned, straightened himself, then 
strode lankily toward the door that led 
by way of a flight of broken steps to the 
street. There · was a spouting bowhead 
painted on the top of this door. He eyed 
it. He went through and out into the 
misty night with one thought burning 
his whisky-fumed brain. This was the 
drink-encouraged idea of robbing Garford. 
Did not the whaleship owner live in a 
palace bought with the sweat of seamen's 
brows and chests and arms? 

A clock before a pawn-shop on_Mission 
Street showed the hour to be one-thirty. 
Steve reeled along the sidewalk. He turned 
and studied this clock. His subconscious 
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mind, far within the flush of the red 
whisky, told him that he had an appoint
ment with some one at some hour that 
morning. 

He shook his tow head. He pulled the 
visor of his cap far down over his eyes. 
He started crossing Market Street on the 
way to Knob Hill. 

It reared before him like the slanting 
deck of a ship. He slipped back on the 
narrow grass-grown street he essayed to 
climb. He crawled in the manner of 
drunken men. He rose and went on, 
pulling himself upward by great efforts of 
his cable-thick arms. 

He reached the asphalt on top of the hill. 
The lights showed twinkling and clear in 
the sleeping city. Above, however, was a 
hovering mist that lay like a wet sail on 
the marble palace's top that crowned the 
city. 

Steve fQUild the narrow lip of concrete 
.tha.t' ran to the back of Garford's mansion. 
He poised on the edge with his brogans 
thrust through the iron palings of a fence. 
He moved noiselessly until he reached a 
place where one spear point was absent 
from the barricade. 

Before climbing, he stared at · the ivy 
and wisteria-covered stones of the mansion. 
No light shone through any of the curtains. 
The faint roar that came up to him was 
the morning traffic of the restless metrop
olis. A moan sounded within this roar. 
It was the far�fi beat of surf on the Seal . 
Rocks beyond the Cliff House and the 
Golden Gate. 

Steve went over the fence. He crossed 
the narrow patch of dose-cropped grass. 
He drew himself up the waterspout like a 
master se::t.man surmounting a topmast. 
He reached out. He grasped the sill of the 
half�pened window. It was the one the 
Dropper had pointed out. 

Slowly he pressed up the window frame 
with the fiat of his free hand. It made 
scant noise. He waited, breathing heavily. 
A curling fog wrapped the mansion. Under 
cover of this he threw his knee over the 
sill and climbed into the room. 

Standing on a thick rug, he listened with 
his great ears straining. He heard no 
sound for some time. He ·had taken one 
step in the gloom when there floated 1:.o him 
the soft breathing of a near-by sleeper. 

He swung his square-set jaw over his 
bulging chest. He glared through the 

opalescent diamonds of a demi-door. 
There was a faint light in the other room. 
He moistened his- lips. He advanced with 
his heavy brogans sinking into the pile of 
the rug. 

Prowling was not his profession. He 
stwnbled once. He waited on his haunches 
with every giant muscle strained for a 
spring. He rose and moved another step 
toward the glass door. 

It came to him through that fudd.le4 and 
whisky-soaked brain that Garford most 
likely was sleeping beyond the opa! dia
monds through which the pale light glowed. 
He saw the description he had of the. ship
owner-a silk-hatted man with a keen face 
and gray hair. His fingers worked in the 
gloom. They throttled a score of imagi
nary necks. They crushed. into the palms 
of his hands. The sweat rolled down the 
hair of his breast and trickled through his 
underwear . 

His hand dropped to his side. He felt 
the iron dollar in his trouser pocket. It 
flamed a resentment through his \'tins. 
He abandoned caution. A long stride rnr
ried him to the door. He pressed it open: 
Beyond the light that glowed from a night
lamp, there stood a huge four-poster bed 
with a mounded form in its center. 

Steve moved toward this bed, He 
reached out over the mound. His fingers 
were ready to coil the neck and constrict 
the flesh when he saw golden hair draped 
over a white pillow. He widened his eyes. 
The night sight came slowly to him. His 
fmgers dropped away and rested with the 
tips touching the coverlet. 

The sleeper moved slightly. A soft 
flutter rose through the slender neck. An 
arm was flilllg over the golden strands. 

Steve watched this arm, fascinated by 
its soft purity. The elbow was dimpled. 
The color of the flesh was pink. The scent 
of an Eastern perfume floated to his 
widened nostrils. It drove the whisky 
fumes out of his brain. 

He lifted his weight from the bed, 
bringing back his hands to his sides, He 
s.t<Xld, pressing one knee against the cover
let. His gaze was on the outlines of the 
girl's face. Her cheeks were like rose
petals. Her tiny teeth showed through 
Cupid-parted lips. Her breast mounded 
the spread. 

He shook his head and turned away. 
He eyed the night-lamp which stood on a 
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slender table. Moving toward this, he 
went through the half-opened door with 
the diamond-shaped glass. 

A faint roar came from the direction of 
the window. The fog showed against the 
city's glow. The room he stood in was 
bare of bed or safe or chairs. He reached 
along the wall. His fingers encountered a 
knob. Twisting this, he strained his eyes 
beyond the doorway. No light showed in 
the chamber. The blinds were drawn. 

"I thank Carford sleeps here," he said 
thickly. "I thank the gold chains are--" 

A tightening of the muscles of his neck 
and biceps flashed the fact to his brain 
that some one had creaked a bed within 
the chamber. He lifted one foot, tripped 
upon the fringe of a rug and staggered 
forward with his great arms outstretched 
in the gloom. Berserker rage came to him 
as he flailed the air. He fought against an 
invisible foe. The swift breath of a man 
sounded to his right. He leaped toward 
the bed, .encountered the resistance of 
flesh and bore his weight down on a strug· 
gling form. 

"Ja, God!" he bellowed, snapping a wrist 
and clutching the warm column of a man's 
neck. "Jal You fool Steve larsen! Jal" 

The crunching grip he fastened com· 
pressed the flesh to a thin shred. He raised 
his knee and thrust with it viciously. He 
fell over from the force of his own impetus. 
He did not let go his crunching hold. He 
worried the body like a shark with a morsel 
of -food. He lifted his prey and crashed it 
down upon the floor. He shook the room 
with his rage. He staggered up finally. 
His fingers coiled and uncoiled in the 
gloom. The mass at his feet was far too 
quiet to be of this world. 

Strangely enough, the red kill changed 
his purpose. He was no longer berserker. 
He stood with lowered chin. He waited 
for the alarm to spread through the house 
and the city. It did not come. No 
servant called or climbed the stairs. No 
whistle shrilled the air. The mansion was 
silent. The early-morning traffic of the 
city roared far away-like a sea-shell held 
to the ear. 

Steve lifted his chin. He thought of 
the chest which should be in the chamber. 
He had matches. There were electric 
switches somewhere on the walls. The 
desire for gain had left him. The fumes 
of the dead liquor belched through his 

nostrils. It seemed bitter as he expanded 
and contracted the muscles of his chest. 

"Ja! I kill you, Garford," he said. 
HNow I go." 

He turned. His brogan struck a metallic 
object o.n the rug. He stepped over it and 
reached the door. A faint light came 
through the window by which he had 
entered the central room. Added to this 
light was the soft glow from the night-lamp 
in the girl's bedchamber. 

Watching these two sources of illumina· 
lion, vague as they were, he heard a bed 
creak, a sound of bare feet on a rug and 
a low cry. � GARFORD'S daughter stood 

framed in the doorway. Her eyes 
flashed a startled question at the 

looming bulk of the Dane. She raised her 
slim fingers to her temples. 

"Who are you?" she asked. � 
Steve relaxed his bulky muscles. HiS 

chest contracted. He shifted uneasily and 
thrust a foot toward the window. 

"Go back to bed," he said. "I thank 
I kill your father." 

"My father?" 
"Jal" 
It was stated simply enough. The lees 

of the drink had soured within the man. 
He felt the first reaching hand of remorse. 
He would have to flee the house and the 
city. He would seek a hiding-place in the 
hold of an outbound ship. He moved a 
foot or more tov.-ard the window. 

The girl stared past him in the direction 
of the half-opened door that led to the 
master's bedchamber. The light was too 
faint for her to discern an object huddled 
on the Boor. 

"I thought I heard something," she said. 
"How did you get in here? Who are you?" 

Steve's hand touched his pocket, where 
the iron dollar rested. He bunched his 
fists. His shoulders lifted and encom� 
passed his neck with thick folds of muscle. 

"I go," he said. ''You stay there. 
Don't move away. I kill you like I kill 
your father. He robbed me. He paid me 
one dollar for two years on his hell·ship." 

"Are you a sailor?" 
"Jal'' 
"And you came here--climbed through 

the window to kill my father?" 
"Jal I kill him all right. He's dead in 

there." 
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Steve's eyes smoldered with sullen light 
as he pointed toward the shapeless body on 
the floor. 

"How 6m that be?" 
The Dane caught the note of doubt in the 

girl's voice. 
"Ja, I kill him," he said. 
"Why, you couldn't h@.ve killed my 

father." 
"Jal The man who sent me here said 

it was your father. He showed me the 
window. Re said-" 

The girl disappeared in her bedroom. 
She stepped swiftly back again. An opera 
cloak drar-ed from her shoulders. It was 
the same Steve had seen her wear once be
fore that night. 

"H you killed a man in that room," she 
said, grasping the frame of the door, "it 
wassome oneelsethanmy father. He------" 

"I go!'' said Steve. 
"No! Go look and see. See who it was. 

See if it wasn't one of the servants. Father 
hasn't-" 

The Dane's brain worked slowly. He 
remembered that there were police in the 
city. The girl's eagerness might mean 
that she was preparing a trap for him. 
She might lock the door after he had entered 
the dark bedroom. 

He hesitated and stared bovinely at her 
eager face. He eyed the window and the 
clammy fog that drifted over the housetops 
of the city. He closed and opened his ham· 
like fists. 

"Go, see!" she commanded. "My father 
didn't come home with me." 

Steve swung around and strode through 
the door. He stooped over the body. He 
found a broken match in the upper pocket 
of his jersey. He struck this along his 
dungaree trousers. It Bared a yellow 
spot in the black. He stared down at 

the twisted and tortured face of the 
Dropper. There was no mistaking the 
pipe-stem neck with its red garroting 
marks. 

The match burned to the end of the 
broken stick. It blistered the Dane's 
fingers. He held the charred remnant. 
By the glow of the cinder he saw the scat· 
tered tools about an iron chest-the evi· 
deuce of a trap which the Dropper had 
been setting for him had he bungled into 
the mansion at three o'clock. 

Steve strode over the rug and loomed 
in the doonvay. He did not notice the 
waiting girl. He passed her with his eyes 
downcast. He climbed out the window. 
He reached for the waterspout and vines. 
He descended, hand under hand, like a 
great red ape. He crossed the stone court 
and the short, dewy grass. 

The way down the hill was calculated 
to take him to the nearest water. He 
walked lankily out to the end of a long 
wharf. A tall ship was gliding by. It was 
going through the Golden Gate. 

He found a boatman asleep in the stern 
of a dinghy. He pointed to the tall ship 
after awakening the man. 

"You take me to it?" he asked. 
The boatman nodded lind seized the 

"""· 
Steve reached upward, as they neared the 

ship, and started climbing a boatswain's 
ladder which dangled from the port quarter. 
He stared at the man in' the boat. 

"I thank I owe you something before I go 
out to sea," he said. 

"I'll leave that to you, sailor." 
The iron dollar dropped like a sinker 

into the boatman's reaching palm. He 
gazed at it, then upward. 

"Good luck!" he called to the Dane in a 
voice like a benison. 



Autn.; of "Tiu Accurstd Tuum," "The Red SJuph�dess," elc. 

"�AITH, it is so, M(msieur le 
Docteur-" · 

In the year 1797 � fifth of 
the republic, now swayed no 

longer by the truculence of "Sans-Culottes" 
and "Montagnards" but by the saner 
soeial sense of the Directoire---ordinary 
amenities of speech were not forbidden 
to French lips, and the occasional use of 
polite terms of intercourse had happily 
ceased to be a case for the guillotine. 

"Yes�such as you see me, I was once 
a simple priva�e in that same Irish Brigade. 
Faith, and proud it is I am to have been 
of it-when it was the Irish Brigade and 
not-" 

"Not what, Munsieur le CommandatU?" 
The French officer had apparently started 

upon a new line o[ thought. 
"Devil only knov:s what, or where, it is 

by this time! Split up, scattered like 
chaff among the K aiserlicks and getting 
well 'schlaged' for their trouble by the 
white-coats. With the exception, you'll 
understand, of my own regiment-Dillon's 
is the name it was known by then-which 
is now the !17th Demi-Brigade-and, by the 
same token, with not above a score of Irb;h 
OOys left of them." 

Thus the Chef de BataiUon, Dennis O'Sulli
van-in his blue uniform, tarnished silver 
epaulets. War-worn but v.ith a gallant 
smartness all his own, he reclined, with every 
appearance of well-being and complacency, 
in the leather armchair by the side of the 
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tall china stove, addressing· the Herr Doktor 
Baumetz, the chief notable of Feldberg, 
that prosperous little town on the southern
most slopes of the Taunus range; from 
which, in the blue distance, you can get 
a glimpse of the spires of Frankfort, the 
Imperial free town. 

For the 87th Demi-Brigade was part of 
the advance-guard of Hoche's conquering 
Army of the Rhine, which, after method
ically thrashing the Imperials at Alten
kirchen, Nemvied and sundry other places, 
had found itself stopped, on the very eve 
of capturing the capital of Franconia, by 
the singularly unwelcome news of the 
"peace preliminaries'' of Leoben. Thus 
was the Army of the Rhine frustrated of 
its hopes. On the previous night-that 
is, on April seventh�the Austrian com
mander in Frankfort had gleefully com
municated to the advancing French generals 
the cessation of active hostilities. 

A sense of relief pervaded the invaded 
countryside. A new, undreamed-of thank
fulness filled the heart of "the inhabitant," 
and, if the feeling were of lesser quality in 
that of the bafiled victors, their Gallic 
cheerfulness helped them to make the best 
of a disappointment, which at least spelled 
for them a period of rest. An·d now, with 
a prospect of long and peaceful intercourse, 
invaders and invaded were already settling 
down to something that might be called a 
watchful amity. 

The new-model forces of France-welded 
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out of the veteran historic regiments, the 
volunteers of '92 and the conscripts of '95 
into a sternly disciplined army-might 
"live upon the country"-as the military 
euphemism has it-but in '97 there was 
little to fear, on their passage, of the sys
tematic looting and the outrages of the 
savage troops that marched under the 
Austrian black-and-yellow banner. Truth 
to say, if, at the back of his thoughts, the 
Franconian "inhabitant" wished the 
Franws well out of his land, there could 
be no doubt as to which he preferred, of 
two evils, him or the Kaiserlick. 

At any rate, in Doctor Baumetz's little 
brown-roofed, green-shuttered house, nes
tling on the hill slope amid the vineyards, 
all was geniality, smiling blandness. Out
side, far away, the occasional call of sen
tinels on o�tpost-work, the roll of distant 
drums within the bivouac lines sounding 
the tattoo, were the only notes of war. 
Inside the well-dosed room-for the Spring 
was still chilly enough-everything spelled 
comfort, grateful relaxation. The stove, 
log-filled, snored gently. A shaded lamp 
illumined the remains of a supper spread 
on clean napery. The house cat was 
curled near the warmth in his mysterious 
meditation. 

The officer, in a luxury of repose-his 
left arm, damaged by the lance of a Hun
garian uhlan who now was· sleeping his 
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Herr Doktor-sipping a small glass of right 
Kirschwasser, was in the friendliest of 
talkative humors. 

The Herr-Doktor himself, in the inevitable 
indoor attire of your true German--dressing
gown and roomy slippers, a velvet cap 
sheltering his bald gray head, a long china
bowled pipe in his hand-was philosophi
cally pacing the room-listening. 

Dennis O'Sullivan was a man worth 
listening to: he had the proper Irish gift 
of the gab. He had always been held in 
the regiment as a beau parleur in the 
Gallic tongue, which he spoke indeed with 
a picturesqueness engagingly Hibernian 
and withefar greater ease than the half
forgotten English of his boyhood. 

"Faith," he was saying, "the Irish 
Brigade is no more." 

The young commandant-he was barely 
twenty-seven-was wistfully gazing at the 
smoky rafters. In that kind of expansive 

mood with which men in the ripeness of 
manhood and success are prone at times 
to hark back to a life gone by, he yearned 
to extol the wonderful old corps which 
had had the honor-as he held it-to train 
him and so many of his forebears in the 
business of arms. But, among his compeers 
of the remodeled army, he scarce could 
expect to find listeners of sympathy, With 
this liost of chance, however, it was another 
matter. 

"It lived," he went on, "lived and died 
in glory, through a hundred years. Yes, 
century it is, almost to a day. You are a 
man of knowledge, Herr Doktor, you must 
know how the King of Frahce, in the old 
days, Louis XIV, sent regiments of his own 
to our old Ireland to help us fight for, his 
cousin, the lawful king. You see, we in 
Ireland held for one king, the English for 
another. Our king, his cousin, had how
ever to flit bock to France; you know 
that, too, for sure. Well, one day-they 
say-King James and King Louis were 
walking, all in their great periwigs, on the 
Terrace of St. Germain-that's near Paris. 

"And says King Louis to his kinsman, 
'It's little I am like to see anything more 

.of my regiments I sent over to help you in 
your island, my cousin!' And King James 
answers in a grand huff, ·'Indeed, never 
trouble yourself about the matter, Di.y 
cousin, and see if I do not reploce them, 
and mighty soon, with as many of my own 
Irish as you will take in exchange.' And, 
true for you, it was not long before a fine 
brigade of our fighting boys-Mount 
Cashels and O'Briens and Dillons and 
others galore-was in the service of France. II "THAT'S how it was. And it is 

a fact that the supply never failed
not for a hundred years. I learned 

all these things, and many others about 
the old brigade, from our colonel in the 
ci-devant days. Arthur Dillon-! gave 
him fencing lessons-ah, a proper man, 
God rest him-they guillotined him in the 
end! Never stare that way, Herr Dokt()1'
we Irish never believed that God was 
abolished in the year one; though, for a 
while, we had to keep a precious quiet 
tongue about Him." 

The commandant had brought back his 
red-brown eyes from their musing con
templation of the rafters. The doCtor had 
stopped a moment in his pacing to gaze 
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in wonder at this strange specimen of a 
warring Republican. The latter presently 
went on, stretching out his sound ann to 
replace the glass upon the table. 

" 'The Wild Geese' they used to call the 
boys that flitted-no one able to catch 
them-across the sea every year. I was 
one of them, My grandfather and his 
father and his father before him had been 
Wild Geese. And my uncle-that was the 
great Daniel O'Sullivan, the grandest 
fencer in all the world; he that was master 
to the King's Academy at Versailles-he 
sent for me-a hobadehoy I was then-and 
taught me himself so that there should at. 
ways be an O'Sullivan lo be master of the 
real fme sword-play. 

"I'm thinking there have been great 
fighters in the Brigade even without men
tioning the O'Sullivans-----'tis modesty, you 
know, that's the curse of us Irish boys 
all the world over! There have been the 
Lallys and MacMabons and O'Mahoneys 
and Macdonalds. Macdonald is a general 
now. He it is who sent the Sassenach 
Duke of York to the right-about in Flanders 
and took with infantry-with infantry, 
Herr DokWr, bow do you like that?-tbe 
whole of the Dutch fleet. True, it was over 
the ice. Cribleu, yes, there have been 
men and deeds on the roll of the Brigade! 

"Not one of the campaigns undertaken 
by France-and God knows how many 
there have not been between '69 and the 
republic-but the redcoats of the Irish 
dead have dotted like poppies the battle
fields of Flanders, of the Netherlands, of 
Piedmont and Savoy, of Spain and Ger
many. Eh, done! And of islands far away 
and American soil. Not one victory for 
the lilies of France but was helped in the 
van by the Wild Geese of Ireland. 

"And many that would never have been 
victories at all-tell me now, what of 
Marsaglia? And Fontenoy? And Lau
feldt? But for the Irish boys under the 
green and red flag. And now it is no more! 
Why, you will ask yourself, seeing that 
France has so much need of soldiers? 
Because it was a Icing's army, and it could 
not live on amid the new ideas of '91." 

"Ei, til" said the doctor, philosophically 
puffing at his kanaster. "I do not ask 
myself that. It's naJUrlich enough." His 
French, of slow, bookish . quality, was 
useful but spoken in that halting, chewing 
manner which makes macheur de pailk so 

descriptive a nickname for German. "Nay, 
I do not aSk myself that but rather how 
it is that you, so warm a pmiser of those 
king's soldiers-" 

"How it is that I am wearing the blue 
now, instead of the old red, hein, Doctor? 
Well, there's a tale to it. And it's a queer 
one. And yet it all came, natUrlich enough 
-good word that-but in a mighty round
about way. And since you want to 
know-" 

The commandant rose, fumbled into his 
vest pocket and produced a black clay pipe. 

''Perhaps," he went on, "you'll be good 
and charge that for me. It's the worst 
of that tied up arm; I never can fill my old 
bouffarde myself-thank you. Well, no, 
none of the old regiments, all except 
Dillon's, would put up with it. When 
there was a talk-that was after the ftight 
of the king-of reforming the Irish corps, 
sending the officers packing, drafting the 
men into French numbers, doing away 
with their beloved flag-their flag, no 
less-why the Wild Geese flitted again, 
eastward this time, to join Conde across 
the Rhine. 

" "Twas the time they were quartered 
near the frontier. Bennck's was the first 
to go. One fine morning McCarthy
Lyragh simply marched them from Givet 
into the Kaiserlkk country. Two steps 
across, you see . \Vhatever may have be
fallen the officers, I misdoubt the boys 
have not had much cause to rejoice since. 
They thought-natiirtich-they would still 
be serving the king: it was the driven 
slaves of Austrian archdukes they became, 
under the white-coat! Well, well, I won't 
judge them. Indeed and it's not for me 
to judge, seeing what I did . myself. And 
the only ones that stayed, the boys of 
Dillon's, did not fare much better in the 
end. 

"They were still quartered at Lille-'92. 
That v;-as the first of the terrible years, 
and you, Doctor, must look on all that took 
place then just as a fearful sickness-fever, 
delirium. The country is sound �gain, 
now, and strong. But that was just awful! 

"But now I'll tell you-! was of those 
who stuck to the regiment. Though most 
of the officers had left us to join the others 
across the way, our colonel, Theobald 
Dillon, bad stuck to France. In '92, as 
you know, the white-coats were over
running Flanders, and he was not the man 
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to rat-though it would have been better 
for him if he had. Well, well, it is all a 
beastly tale. I'll only tell you just enough 
of it to explain how I, an O'Sullivan whose 
forbears from the first had fought for 
France, came to find myself---oh, only for 
a short while, six months barely--on the 
opposite side. 

1!1 "THEOBALD DILLON went out 6iJI from Lille, that April morning of 
'92, to watch the advancing Kaiser

licks. He had orders not to engage, only to · 
keep touch. That meant steady retiring. 
The troops, however, did not know it. 
And the sickness, as I said, was already 
in them: suspicion, suspicion everywhere. 
Ah, they should have known a Dillon 
better! The cry went round that we were 
betrayed by the king's officers. Then came 
the panic. 

"Yes, Doctor, a panic in front of those 
Austrians whom we have ever, before and 
since, so soundly drubbed-it makes me 
hot to this day to think of it! Pell-mell 
we fell back within our lines at Lille. And 
then the rabble took it up. Our Dillon
as intrepid a man, as high-souled-was 
dragged from his horse, torn to pieces---
they hru�:ged his remains! Then came the 
turn of the rest. It was the rabble, I tell 
you. The boys had no hand in it. No, 
the Irish boys had no hand in it, that I will 
swear. I think I can swear to it." 

Dennis O'Sullivan hesitated a moment, 
gazing past his hearer, his still unlit pipe 
poised in the; air. Then, with a shrug, 
as if to dismiss a haunting thought, he 
went on, stooping to light a spill at the door 
of the stove: 

"Anyhow, 'tis all done with. There is 
no more Irish Brigade. But I could not 
stand it. No, I could not stand it. You 
see, M unsieur le Docteur, I was very young 
then. I loved the man. If that was the 
way they treated a loyal soldier-well, the 
boys of Berwick's and Ormond's were in 
the rjght of it, thought I. That night, in 
the confusion-and it was hell in Lille, 
those days-I slipped through the lines. 
And the next morning I was in Belgium. 

"Yes, my faith, a deserter, I--Q'Sullivan 
-a deserter to those Kaiserlicks yonder-" 
he JXlinted with his pipe toward the window 
overlooking the Frankfort side-"who are 
now bleating for peace, crtbku, just as we 
were about to round them inl My word, 

that General Bonaparte, away over the 
Alps at his Leoben, has taken a lot upon 
himself! With him there, if he had only 
gone on, and our Hoche here, we would 
have had the whole bagful of them-aye, 
between finger and thumb, tare an ouns'" 

"No doubt, no doubt," said the doctor, 
suppressing under a wry smile a trifle of 
resentment. "But you? You might have 
been in the bagful, as you say, where
as-" 

The Irishman laughed and blew, with 
much self-satisfaction, a voluminous cloud. 

"Whereas, you mean, I am now on the 
thumb side, ch? Well, now, perhaps it's 
worth the telling. 

"Once with the Austrians, I got more of 
shove-along and rough tongue than of 
thanks. Ah, sure, the Belgians must be 
giving praise by now to have been ridded of 
the Imperial protectors! I had a taste of 
barrack-jail, too, and of fiat-of-the-saber. 
Och, mille diabls'--that's Irlandese again 
for you, Herr Doktor-if I had the feJJows 
with those same sabers on a convenient 
ten paces worth of level ground, nom d'une 
pipel But, as I kept saying along the 
road that I was due to rejoin the Comte 
de Provence, they had to let me free to 
tramp my way to Coblenz. 

"And there, the idling emigrated officers 
..:...jackanapes they seemed to me, now, 
somehow, that's the truth; and indeed it 
was a pitiful figure they cUt in their .fine 
tatters, keeping up their airs and graces 
among the swaggering Austrians-they 
were glad enough to have Dennis O'Sullivan 
to give them something to play at in the 
fencing-robm, with pointe and contrepointe 
of the natty French school. But it was 
not a life at all. And I thought it would 
be fine to get back, by hook or crook, to old 
Ireland, come what might of it, since the 
Irish Brigade was played out. That, how
ever, never came off, as you see, since I am 
tonight with the advantage of drinking 
this superior schnapps of yours. And, by 
your leave, I'll have just the least taste 
more of it." 

With an engaging smile at his host, the 
commandant refilled his glass. 

"No, it did not come off, as I say. And 
I am glad of it. But I had it strong oq; 
my mind when something that looked like II 
real good step toward it came my way. 
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who seemed to have any money worth 
talking about in his breeches' pocket
so I took extra care of him. There's no 
denying it, in those days most of us French, 
on either side, looked more like scarecrows 
than soldiers. I had nothing to live on 
but what I made. 

"WeU, that one I am speaking of, the 
Vicomte de Chasseforet-a pretty dolly
tells me one morning, when we hung the 
foils back after the lesson, that he is going 
to Ghent, to be on the suik as a something
or-other representative of the Comte de 
Provence, of · the Duke of Saxe-Teschen
the Austrian governor of the Low Coun
tries, as you know. 

" 'Sorry for that, M. le Vicmnte,' says I, 
rather damped by the news. My one 
profitable pupil, you see. 

" 'And, what's more,' he goes on, tying 
his lace cravat, 'you're coming with me. 
011-S(}US-le-renl, my lad-' that was the 
name they had for me, you must know. 
The French soldier, in the old days, always 
had his sobriquet. He never was Jacques 
Duval, or Mathieu Guerin, or Joseph 
Mouton, but lA TUlipe, or Brin d'Anwur 
or Brise-Fer, or something. They called 
me 'Oh-Sous-le-vent,' which does not sound 
far wrong from the good old name and 
meant, which was true enough, that I came 
from where the good wind blows. Now, 
however, Citoyen Commandant is the word." 

And the ciklyen commandant t\\isted his 
mustache conqueringly. 

" 'Ah,' says I, a bit startled, 'and in 
what capacity, M. le V icomte?' 

" 'In attendance on me, I suppose,' 
says be carelessly. Then-I must have 
grown red with thought of an O'Sullivan 
going as servant-he adds, laughing in my 
face, 'Make it, if you like, that the duke 
wants a fencing-master. But with me you 
come. It's in orders. You've been selected.' 

"Suddenly up jumps the idea in my 
cranium. 'Begorrah, good for you, Dennis, 
my boy!' Ghent, you see, would bring me 
near enough to some seaport, and then, 
Ok-Sous-k-vent, the Wild Goose, would 
spread his wings. 'If it is orders,' says I 
dutifully, 'I am ready.' 

� "MY LITTLE sawny of a vicotn� � has me rigged out brand new. 
Respectable, but, odd-respectable 

civilian. I couldn't make out why. But 
it suited my game well enough: I said 

nothing. And, after three days' gentle 
posting-my vicomJe didn't care overmuch 
for violent exertion-we got to Brussels. 
There we had the first news of the Battle 
of Valmy and how Dumouriez bad sent 
the Prussians trotting back to the Rhine. 
It seems the Chasseforet youth had found 
new directions at Brussels, for, the next 
day, as we were trundling on the high road, 
I iound that we were not for Ghent at all
where I meant to have given my man the 
go-by-but for Tournay. 'There's poor 
luck, but never mind!' thinks I. 'It 
means only a little more tramping, and at 
least they speak French here.' 

"But at Tournay every road and village 
was filled with white-coats. Thick, busy 
as ants. And there we began to hear a 
mighty rumble of powder in the west. We 
did not stop. And where, think you, did 
we alight that evening-but at Hellemes, 
just outside Lille? And in the middle 
of the biggest roar of guns ever beard
a_nd I have heard plenty of the kind 
smce. 

"Then I learned the true hang of the 
whole matter; bow the Austrians, thor
oughly upset by the rout of Brunswick in 
the Argonne, at that same Valmy, were 
trying to seize Lille-the keystone, you'll 
understand, of our defenses in the north. 
There was no time for a regular siege or 
blockade-! have learned that since; but 
what I saw of it even that first night told 
plainly enough what the game was. 

"The duke-Saxe-Teschen, the beast's 
name-thought he could reduce the town 
by terror. Hoped to give the people such 
a dosing of bomb, red-shot and stinkpot 
that they would force the governor to 
open the door. He had his artillery
mortars, grosses pieces, howitzers, the whole 
siege-train trembkment of the Netherlands
to speak at once. He meant it short and 
strong and reckoned on three days at most 
of hell to force a surrender! 

"The garrison was weak: mainly national 
guards and a few odd remnants of real 
soldiers-my own 87th forming the best 
of it. The Irish boys of the 87th! What 
I felt inside me here-" Dennis O'Sullivan 
struck the red revers covering his heart
"thinking, all of a sudden, that I stood 
within a mile of them, on the side of those 
Kaiserlich guns barking ten to one at the 
comrades inside. I hope I may never feel 
the like of it again! Sure, I know I never 
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will. Anyhow it did not last long, and " R e f r e s h m e n t s  ! I have sometimes 
you'll hear why, in a minute. thought since," said Dennis O'Sullivan, 

"We were waiting, my little ass of a "that if it had not been for this idea of 
vicomte and I, just alighted from the chaise the Archi-Tigresse • d'AuJriche, to come 
at the outposts. It was nightfall. Two down into the trench at Fives, why, Saxe
thOusand paces over there, behind the Tescben might perhaps have succeeded in 
ramparts the black old town showed bright driving Lille to surrender. The Arch
blazes in scores of patches. And the roof Tigress? Ah, yes, I'll tell you. The chief 
of smoke over it glinted back red and lady, that night in the mortar trench, was 
yellow. They had already been their Marie-Christine, Archduchess of Austria, 
three days at it! Chasseforet was grinning the daughter of Kaiser Francis, the sister 
like a monkey, amused. But never a word of Marie Antoinette, wife to the Duke 
for me. I was glad of it. At last a dragoon of Saxe-Teschen. And when the story 
of Teschen, in his brass and white, comes of her night's work came to be told in the 
trotting up to the -carriage and champs at town, it was 'l'Archi-Tigresse' on every lip. 
us that we are to follow him to his high- Yes, I repeat it, but for what I saw and 
mightiness the duke's quarters behind the ! heard during that hour, the Lillois might 
lines. have given in the next day. · 

"It was full night when we got there. 
The duke, they said, and all his staff and 
the ladies-the ladies, if you will notice
were all in the great mortar trenches at 
Fives. It was odd enough to hear of the 
governor of the Netherlands himself walk
ing the trenches at night; but the ladies! 
And yet it is as I tell you. I have seen it 
with these eyes. I knew Fives, a village 
on the road to Tournay. The way to it 
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arbors, dram-shops and dancing-booths-the 
playground of the garrison, in the old days. 

"Now they had cut an approach to a deep 
parallel, so deep and covered that it was 
as_safe as this room. And Lille had no 
mortars, I remember, capable of reaching 
it: the place was poorly armed. And the 
Kaiserlic"k knew that, too, evidently
for whom do you think we found there, 
picking their way about with dainty shoes, 
attended by spick and span officers, behind 
those great toads of twelve-inch mortars? 
Half a dozen ladies of the court, all in silk 
and fur, lace hoods over their powdered 
hair-just as if they had walked out of a 
ballroom into the garden! 

"The fire had not been opened yet in 
that particular trench, but the gunners 
stood, stiff and smart, by their pieces. And 
on a gabion was placed-believ.e that, if 
you can, Herr Doktor, while in the town 
yonder five hundred homes were afire, and 
every minute no doubt a woman or a child 
was being torn up by a shell or stifled by 
fire-smoke--on a gabion there was a great 
tray spread wilh white linen and crystal 
and silver. 

" "SHE was moving about on her 
husband's arm, waited on by the 
artillery general, asking this and 

that about the great mortars-twelve of 
them, each with its heaps of bombs on 
either side. She was laughing. She was 
amused, delighted! The other ladies in 
attendance were chattering, coquetting with 
the gilt officers, but the Archi-Tigresse was 
all to the coming surprize in store for those 
miserable Lillois. The red-hot shot and 
the howitzer shells were all they had tasted 
up to then, in that banquet of three days. 
Very good. They were still to make ac
quaintance with the twelve-inch bombs, 
aye, and the sulfur carcasses. 

"That was a new invention. She must 
hear the smallest detail: how it would be 
impossible to breathe within twenty yards 
of the burning brimstone; how, wherever 
one fell into a building, or even a narrow 
street, all living beings were doomed to 
perish-in agonies! The artillery officer 
was drawing the long bow a bit, but he 
saw the idea pleased the Arch-Tigress, and 
he piled it on for her with a vengeance. 
My vicomle had joined the noble party and 
was all absorbed in his bowing and scraping. 
He had given me no orders; so I stood by, 
where he had left me, and stared and 
listened, all with that grip of indignation 
at the heart. Presently, the duke having 
called him up, he looks round for me 
and signs me to draw nearer. 

" 'Here, your Serene Highness,' he says, 
'is a man who knows the town thoroughly. 
He was one of Dillon's. I brought him 
from Coblenz. He might be useful-' 
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"And now I knew-! might,have guessed 
before--why I had been selected. My 
blood went round and round; I felt myself 
redden all over my body. And yet, the 
insult to that same O'Sullivan blood served 
me in good stead. 'They want to make a 
spy of you, Dennis,' thinks I. 'Do they, 
by God! Now is the time for open eyes 
and close counsel.' But his highness only 
flung me a serene look--so absent that it 
did not seem even to see me. 'Yes,' says 
his insolence, 'we will make use of him,' 
and he goes on with what he was explaining 
to his Maric�Christine. 

" 'You sec, ma tres-chCre-' that's what 
he called his- Christine-'the only pity is 
that, from this side, we can not reach the 
farther quarters of the town. There, to 
the west-' he was moving his finger along 
a plan-'thc quarters of St. Catherine and 
St. Magdeleine. Ah, if we could only get 
at them with some of these jewels, the 
thing would be over by tomorrow. The 
place would not be tenable. They'd squeal 
for surrender before noon. St. Magdeleine 
especially, it's the most populous center. 
Is it not so, you, the Irishman?' he says, 
bringing down his look on me. 

"The white-coated devil! A handsome 
man, you'd have thoUght him; by his 
looks ready to bless everybody, like a 
bishop. St. Magdeleine! I suddenly be
thought me 'tis where Marie-Rose lived, 
mavourneen-that's Irlandese for 'my dar
ling'-a sweetheart of mine. If a soldier 
could marry, I would-and she would have 
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thought that was already in me, foggy and 
shapeless, became all at once something 
solid. But I answered, as if nothing in 
Lille mattered to me : 

" 'Yes-thick as a beehive.' And that 
pleased him, the beast! 'Good,' says he, 
'the beehive will be duly sulfured tomorrow. 
Yes, we'll sulf�u it well!' and he goes on to 
the Tigress, talking over my listening ears 
like the fool he was and turning back to 
his map. 'It is only put off for a day, tris 
chfre. Our good Count Hohenlohe has 
already realized the matter. He's running 
a surprize trench at this very moment, 
there, behind the Cimetiffe. And, while we 
keep them amused with these toys, another 
set of them is finding its way into it. And, 
well, tomorrow morning, at sunrise, St. ;atherine and St. Magdeleine will be 

drawn into the dance. But now, lris
chlre and you mesdames-since you would 
see the fireworks, it is time.' 

"At this the cackling birds beglttl to draw 
away, covering their ears with their hands, 
nestling against each other. But not the 
archduchess. 

" 'Let me!' she cries, with a merry laugh. 
-'Let me send the first bomb over to the 

Jacobins, to the monsters. Yes, I will!' 
"And, yes, sir, she did it! I saw her 

stuff her ears with the wool an officer 
handed to her. I saw her take the linstock 
from the gunner and fire the first piece. 
You don't perhaps know what a screaming 
thunder comes· out of a mortar. Cannon 
is small potatoes to it. She gave a shriek 
and a leap back and fell on her knee. But 
up she jumped again, laughing like a mad
woman. 'No--I'll fire them all, once!' 
And off she goes to the next piece, just as 
the gunner was bending to the touch-hole, 
and she fires that, too! And the next! 
But at number four she stops and puts 
her white hands with the glinting rings to 
her temples: 

" 'Oh, my head aches,' she whimpers 
but still smiles. That smile, Herr Doktcrl 
It was like a white cat licking her lips. 
'Take me back,' she says. And all the 
gilded officers surround her. 

"Teschen, very tender, leads her, gently 
scolding. My fticomle, bowing hither · and 
thither, helps the other powdered flock 
through the trenches. And all the while, 
one after the other, up fly the bombs, 
snorting like devils, to crash away through 
the old roofs of Lille. And I follow-the 
same thoughts twirling round and round in 
my head. The boys, within yonder-Marie
Rose, the darling-her highness' headache
the new battel)' behind the CimetiCre
duly sulfured tomorrow. St. Magdcleine, 
and Marie-Rose, mavourneenl Her highness' 
headache. • "I DISREMEMBER altogether 

making up my mind to anything, 
but once in the open country; 

whilst the Arch-Tigress and her bevy were 
being helped into their carriages, Dennis 
O'Sullivan slips behind a hedge and away. 
It was pitch black night, and all the 
lantern-bearers were gathered around the 
partie de plaisir. No one paid attention 
to me. 

"I knew the country well, and, besides, 
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the glare of the burning town was beacon 
enough. It took me three hours to come 
round by a wide turn to the south side. 'I 
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and;fYes, tr.•e'll sulfur it w�ll,' coming back 
like a buzzing wasp about my ears. 

"The town, I have explained, Herr 
DoktUT, was not regularly invested. Only 
a few patrols prowling about the roads 
and fields. In the blackness I dodged 
them easily enough. But, nearing the 
Bethune outworks, one of them spotted 
mo. 

" 'Wer da?' cries the Kaiserlick. No 
answer of course. Then a few shots in 
the direction of my whereabouts. And, in 
another minute, splash I drop into the 
ditch of the ravelin. 

" 'Qui vive?' from the main rampart. 
This time I answer: 

" 'France! l.fessager!' 
" 'Stand where you are,' cries the sentry 

-a national guard, and a fool at that. I, 
you may believe, was not for remaining in 
the water, and I clamber up the bl!tm 
and over the parapet-safe from the 
Kaiserlick's fire, anyhow. But the bour· 
geois guard fires from his side, the ball 
flopping into the water behind me. 

" 'ImbCcilel' I cry. 'France, I tell you, 
and messenger.' I could not think of any· 
thing else. 'I must see the place com· 
mandant. And at once, clampinl' 

" 'Well, well, one comes,' he grunts. And 
I wait, dripping, counting the bombs from 
the Arch-Tigress' trench. They were still 
dropping beyond yonder: one could tell 
them easily from the other fire. And, at 
last, four men and a sergeant with a torch 
come out through the postern. And they 
collar me. 

" 'Now we will hear,' says the sergeant. 
" 'No time to hear,' I answer. '\Vhat 

I've got to say is for the town commandant. 
And brisk is the word,' says I. 

"So they pass me in through the inner 
works-a fine place of arms is Lille, if it 
had a real garrison-then through the 
streets filled with the women and children 
that had fled from the bombarded quarters. 
That end of the town, as the Duke had 
smilingly said to his tender wife, was out 
of reach of the guns, but one could hear the 
clamor and the roar of the fires and the 
bursts, big and small, at the other side. 
And, faith, when we got there, the sight 

was heart-breaking! It waS not war on 
soldiers but on the population-yet there 
was no daunting them! 

" 'When St. Catherine and St. Magde
leine have a taste of it, they'll soon squeal 
for surrender,' the Tcschen brute had said. 
Surrender, squealing, was it? Devil a 
squeal! They fought, one and all: men, 
young and old, civilians and soldiers and 
women, too, just as if it had been a battle
field-fought the fire, the tumbling roofs, 
removed the wounded and the dead from 
the ruins, quenched the red-shot. The 
things one saw--dragging the fuses from 
spluttering shell, as often as not being 
blown up in the task, lifting out the red
shot with pincers or shovels to drop them 
into buckets. But surrender? Nom d'1m 
chie11, the Saxe-Teschens were out of their 
reckoning! 

"You know, Doctor, there are at times 
evil blasts and heroic blasts that come over 
people. The evi.l blast of April was gone-
gone over to the side of the Arch-Tigress. 
In the Lillc of October there was nothing 
but heroism. And, faith, it v;ill be talked 
of in ages to come. 

"We found the town commandant
General Guischard, fine old boy-in the 
Grande Place with a few orderly officers 
that came and went. He was receiving 
reports and giving orders, cool as a cu
cumber, but grim, oh grim, while shell 
and bot shot swished overhead or bounded 
on the pavement. He had his table laid 
out in the middle of the square, with a 
couple of lanterns and his map of the town 
spread, with his pistols as paperweights, 
for it was blowing in fits. I can see him 
still, pacing to and fro, his hands behind 
his back: a tubby little man with great 
brown whiskers, bushy eyebrows, his old 
cocked hat square over them, and his great 
thick cue bobbing bchind_over his collar. 

" 'What's this?' he growls as he saw 
the national guards with fixed bayonets 
bringing me along. 'Ab, bah!' he cries 
then. 'What the de\'.il! If it isn't Oh
Sous-le·t•ent! Oho, deserter, I remember
so, my lad, we've got you-again? Well, 
no time now. Perhaps tomorrow we'll 
see to your business. l\farch!' 

" 'Citoyen General,' I cry quickly. 'De
serter, yes. But come back, as you see. 
Come back right through the Kaiserlicks
to give you news. Shoot me tomorrow. 
But tonight listen to what I have to say. 
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Have you heard what they're about, behind 
the cimetiere?' 

" 'The cimetibe? What, what? · Ah, 
Sacrebleul' He seemed to guess at once. 
'Let him go, you others. We must look 
into that. Come, quick with it!' 

"And he listens to me now, with his 
small eyes boring through me. 

" 'If you speak truth, Oh-Sous-le-vent,' 
he says, as soon as I had rattled out all 
I knew, 'your case will be different to
morrow. Yes, very different. But if it's 
a trick-Umnerre!' Then, struck with an 
idea, 'Capitainc 1a Fl£:che,' he calls, 'stay 
here. Any one who wants me, tell him 
I'll be back in half an hour. Ah-and just 
hand me that telescope. And you, lad, 
come along.' 

"He had taken up his pistols. He passed 
one into his belt and kept the other ready 
cocked in his hand-he was a man of sense, 
General Guischard. 

" 'Don't let me suspect a trick,' he says, 
with a look at me under his eyebrows. 
'You understand!' And, telling me to take 
up the lantern, away he marches toward 
the old church of St. Magdelcine, which 
is near the ramparts. 

rn "THE 
..... 

church was full of women liil and children and old people. He 
pushes his way through them and 

up through the steeple's stairs. From the 
top, over the great bell-chamber, the view 
of the blazing side of the town was terrible, 
but at our end there was nothing but black
ness. He made me repeat my account 
while he peered through his glass out of the 
north window. My teeth were clacking 
like castanets with cold. Up in the sky, 
between those windows, in my wringing 
clothes-you may imagine! 

" 'Eh, eh!' he says, at last. 'I begin to 
believe you, Oh-Sous-le-vent. And, devil 
take me, it's worth knowing! Look.' 

"I looked. Away over there, in the one 
dip of the ground-that wily Hohenlobe 
seemed to know the place better than our 
own commander-a dip of the ground that 
could not be overlooked from the main 
rampart bUt well open to view from the 
steeple-there were now dots of light in
numerable, just like what you might see at 
a fair, by nlght. 

" 'Yes, yes-the sly gredinsf Working 
away! Moles and rats! Yes, but, now w� 
know, itmakesa little difference! Tbeylittle 

think we know.' At this he turns round 
on me, 'Oh-Sous-le-vent'. he says, putting 
his..great paw on my shoulder-and, in the 
light of the lanterl\.. 1 held up, his rough 
face was all changed, and so was his voise
'Oh-Sous-le-vent, my friend, you• will liave 
well deserved of Lille-and of the republic! 
Now we know the game, wt,.shall take a 
hand. We have still the time to play our 
manche. Eh, eh-' his great red cheeks 
trembled with excitement-'ll we have no 
mortars 1 that can reach as far as Hellemes, 
we have plenty that can drop the plums 
on the cimetiere. Ready at sunrise, did 
he say? Tonnerre!' He closed the tele
scope with a snap. 'But we have six good 
hours, we others here. We'll serve him 
breakfast not at sunrise but at dawn! 
And now let us march.' 

"And, I leading with the light, we began 
our descent. On what mere chance, good 
or bad, do great resuJts depend! Had we 
begun that descent ten seconds later, the 
news on which so much hung never would 
have been acted upon. And Eille ·might
{ do not say it would, but it might-have 
fallen. And, with the Imperials iq the 
place, the whole campaign of Flanders 
would have failed. We had barely passed 
out of the bell-chamber, when -the biggest 
of them-a great bcmrdon that would half· 
fill this room--gave, over our heads, a 
dang like fallen thunder. 

"Never was such a sound. It was a roar 
and with it a crash, something like a living 
shriek l Then one could hear the pieces 
of bronze and stones and timber tumbling 
about. In St. Magdeleine, we were out 
of range of direct fire, but this shot was 
a freak. A round shot-one of the great 
thirty-twos-that had bounded off the 
granite curb of the Place d'Armes, right 
over the houses, up to the belfry window, 
splintering the bdl, just <!- moment after 
we had been squeezing our way past it. 
They still talk of that ;shot at Lille, the 
longest of the whole bombardment. 

" 'That's what I call lucky,' says the 
general, chuckling, as we went down the 
corkscrew stair four at a time, and that 
was all. 

CTJ AND now, what they achieved 1.£:1 within that town, under fire; during 
those six hours, which-through my 

doing, be it said-were still their own, is a 
bit of a marvel. Every mortar wilhin the 
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ramparts was moved to the crown-work 
of St. Magdeleine. That was the nearest 
to the cime#Cre. It was a job wliich in 
ordinary days would have taken a week 
at least. But every one lent a hand who 
could, at dragging and pushing and lifting
with the burning houses to light the work. 
They were not of big caliber, these mortars 
of ours, but there were twenty-eight of 
them. 

"Well, on the Magdeleine side, by six 
in the morning all was loaded and ranged 
for the cinutiere-and not one of the 
Kaiserlicks dreaming of it! Our very first 
salvo capsized the whole of their pretty 
arrangements. This time it was the ar
tillery commandant who was up in the 
belfry. After an hour, just about the time 
when the Teschen had announced the 
sulfuring was to begin, the order was 
passed along to cease the fire. Down he 
comes, his telescope under his arm, rubbing 
his hands; there was nothing left standing 
in their battery, he sa}'s. And they had 
more than a whiff of their own sulfur, it 
seemed, for the whole emplacement was 
evacuated. 

"Great joy, you may conceive, about 
St. Magdeleine. For my account of what 
was to have been done on that side had 
already spread like smoke. And, by the 
same token, so had the story of the arch· 
duchess' delight in opening the fire. A 
new version of that Paris song, 'Madame 
Veto.' You don't know the song? Well, 
the Parisians, after the attack on the 
Tuileries, in August that year when the 
Swiss Guard was wiped out, were specially 
furious against the queen . .  They believed 
it was she who always incited the king to 
resist the people. They called her Madame 
Veto. 

"Jfadame Ve/Q a�au prQmis 
D� jaire tgiJfger IQu! Pat is-

"It ran, to a tune. Not much of a tune, 
but every one knew it. Well, now, the 
Lillois, as they hauled the guns through 
their topsy-turvy town, were chanting 
a new turn of it, v.'i.th Marie-Christine 
instead of Marie-Antoinette. I some
times hear it still in my head. 

"L'Archi Tigresu-dl ajurt 
Drjai!Y.flamber nctnLillt. 
Mais Sl)fl �iJai11 cqup tta mallqua', 
Gf'aa au:c: ,a1WXJ' dt /<J vil/e. 

"That was all the squealing Teschen 
had on it! But, mean.while, the pounding 
from the old lines at Hellemes was going 
on more wickedly than ever. It was a 
rage. No one, within, knew then what 
was learned later, that Teschen, hearing of 
Dumouriez's march to the north, was 
already th.inking of taking his poudre 
d'escampeUe, as we call it, and that his 
bombardment vt'a.S now nothing but spite. 
But if they had known it-what difference 
could it have made? Giving in to the 
Arch-�igr�;;s-ah bah! The whole town 
was gnnnmg. 

"Now I'll tell you just one thing I saw, 
early in the morning. After working all 
through the night amid the smoke, I sud
denly thought I had earned the right to 
go back to the Magdeleine end-where 
Marie-Rose was living. She would be glad 
to see me returned-and safe from the 
firing platoon, as I could assure her, seeing 
what I had done for Lille. The thought 
pleased me so much I started at a trot. 

"But, in the Cour Mahieu-a queer little 
three-cornered place-just as I was turning 
into it, down fl.ops a bomb, plump in the 
middle, knocking in the front of half a 
dozen houses. I was blown down fiat as 
a leaf. 'Three people were killed, dead as 
mutton. A crowd of others rushed out 
from under the crumbling roofs. One of 
them, Dirk Maes-he was only a hair� 
dresser, but his name will go down to thl. 
ages,.-.out he comes, with soap and razor 
still in his hand, a towel on his arm. He 
turns round, looks at his smashed shop
front, and gives a great laugh: 

" 'Bon!' he cries. 'Beards done in the 
open today, citoyens, that's all!' 

"He brings out a broken chair and props 
it up against a rag of walL He spies you 
out a big shard of bomb stuck in the 
masonry-it was one of the Hcllemes once, 
twelve inches. 

" 'Bon!' he says again. 'Here's the 
shaving-dish today. And, crisli, you there,' 
he cries to a boy who was carrying out a 
steaming pail-they had them, as I told 
you, to tilt the red-shots into, in every 
house-'crisli, don't waste that hot water, 
I want it! Who's first?' he cries, waving 
his bomb dish. 

"That man, Herr Doktor, shaved fourteen 
citizens that morning among the ruins, 
with iron, hot and cold, flying about like 
swallows. I was the first in the chair. 



The Arch-Tigress of Austria 53 

Raced for it�for every one wanted to be 
shaved out of the bomb. That was the 
way they took things at Lille. I was dry 
enough, by this time, but grimy is but a 
small word for what I must have looked 
like--and I was going to see Marie
Rose--'' 

Dennis O'Sullivan sto�pedabruptly. And 
for a long while he rep-tained silent, sucking 
at his cold clay dreamily. At last, the 
doctor, pausing in his bear-pacing, touched 
him on the arm with the stem of his own 
long pipe. 

"Well," he asked, not without sympathy, 
"Marie-Rose, your mavourneen?" 

The younger man shook himself as one 
may who tries to dismiss a pain from his 
thoughts: il "I HAD thought her safe, away 

there, by the canal�! ought to 
have known she was not of those 

who keep snug in safety when there's work 
to be done, among wounded, among sick 
or old people under fire. They had brought 
her back, her and her father, dead both. 
The old mother let me sec them, each on 
their bed. A splinter of shell was in her 
pretty head, through her gold faic hair. 
Dead, but serene as a picture. And I 
thought of the Arch-Tigress' smile and her 
'Oh, my head aches!' 

"Well, well, now," the young com
mandant went on in another tone, "that 
was five years ago. What you wanted to 
know was how, having worn the red coat 
in the old order of things, I was now in 

the blue. That's how it was. You see, 
there was .those devilish white-coats to 
fight. Guischard had me looked for, the 
next day. "' 

" 'It seems it was all a mistake,' he says, 
grinning at me jovially�he was jubilating: 
there were already signs of Teschen pre
paring to sheer off. 'A simple mistake in 
the books, about posting you deserter. I 
have had it rectified�had it put down 
prisoner of war returned to duty. Under
stood? Thou ut back on the muster
roll of the 87th. March!' 

"I was in time for Jemmapes, where we 
hustled the Kaiserlick along as the Prussian 
had been at Valfny---and I got my epaulet 
straight away�they were in want of real 
men for officers, you see. Anyway, I did 
not play the Wild Goose ,home. Happily! 
Hoche is younger than I. Macdonald just 
one year older. You see what I mean? 
But for that armistice with the white-coats 
�bah! It won't hold out long. There's 
more work ahead. Anyhow, Herr Doktor, 
I'll admit I am this · day in good quarters." 

And Dennis O'Sullivan, yawning and 
stretching himself with much significance, 
demanded to be shown to his room. And, 
possibly, he dreamed of Marie-Rose, 
mavourn-een! Or yet of the Archi--Tigresse 
and her smile and the called-up memories. 
Or possibly again, in the prophetic way of 
dreams, of a General Count O'Sullivan 
who was to be heard of in later years 
among the creations of the emperor-and, 
in virtue of his old association with Dillons, 
not disavowed by the returning Bourbons 
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HE nerviest frontier marshal that His plans were inquired into, and he said 
ever conquered a border town the first plan was that all firearms must be 
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six:-shooter, rifle or any means of defense it could. 
save histwofists, wasThomasj. Smith,who "When do you want to begin?" Mayor 
served as marshal of Abilene, Kansas, from Henry asked Smith. 
May, 1870, until he was killed in November "Right now," was the cool reply. 
of that year. He was paid the largest Smith took the oath of office and started 
salary ever received by a peace officer in in to conquer Abilene. He was a man who 
Abilene-two hundred and twenty-five never carried a gun, never drank, gambled, 
dollars a month and one half of all fines swore or uttered even a vulgar phrase. 
paid in. His first encounter was with a cowboy 

In r86<) Abilene was one of the wildest desperado known as "Big Hank..'' Hank 
and woolliest of all the frontier towns of the had boasted loudly and long that no mar
far West. Lawlessness and disorder raged shal of Abilene or any other town could 
rampant, and everything was wide open- ever disarm him. Tom Smith quietly 
and then some. Finally, in r869, Abilene walked up to the "terror" and calmlysaid-
was incorporated as a town, and the office "I'll trouble you for your gun." 
of town marshal was created. Tom Smith Hank refused with an oath. The same 
was almost the first applicant for the job. quiet demand was repeated and again re
He was then living in Kit Carson, Colorado. fused with abuse. Instantly Smith's right 
However, Smith's application was rejected, arm shot out, and Big Hank went down as 
and local talent substituted. All were if hit with a .broad-ax. Smith quietly 
failures, and conditions grew worse than appropriated the bully's gun and ordered 
ever. The law was openly defied and him to leave town at once. Hank stood 
hooted at. The mayor was derided and not upon the order of his going but hit the 
ridiculed, and threats were made against his high spots as fast as he knew how. 
life. The chief of police of St. Louis was News of the new marshal's first victory 
appealed to, and two men were sent from spread like wild-fire. A burly cow-puncher 
that city to try their hand. One day was in a camp on Chapman Creek made a bet 
enough for the pair, and they left town on that be would defy Smith and retain posses
the midnight train. sion of his gun. "Wyoming Frank" was 

At last Tom Smith was wired for. He this alleged"""" bad 'un's cognomen. Next 
came and, when told of the situation and moming be was on hand early, loaded for 
asked if he coul<;i handle the tough element, bear. Smith was a bit late in arising, 
smiled grimly and "reckoned he could." whereat Wyoming leeringly remarked that 

54 
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"the new marshal probably heered I wuz got just what he needed. Here's my gun. 
in

· 
town and wuz lyin' low." However, I don't reckon any one will need to pack 

Smith soon made his appe8.rancc on the one while you are marshal here." 
street, where an immense crowd had con- , Instantly the whole crowd surged about 
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ing him before the assemblage. "Thank you, boys," said Smith, "just 
Smith at once walked up to Wyoming hand your guns to the barkeeper to hold for 

and demanded his six-shooter. The bully you until you get ready to leave town." 
began to back away, but Smith kept close From that day there was no more "gun
at his side so there was no chance for the toting" openly on the streets of _Abilene. 
"had-man" to pull his gun. Both men Smith was the man of the hour. 
finally backed into a saloon, where the cow- On November 2 ,  I87o, Smith was shot 
boy stopped short in the middle.of the room and killed while attempting to arrest two 
and applied a vile name to Smith. Quick men on Chapman Creek suspected of the 
as a wink Smith's terrible right arm again murder of a man named Shea. One of the 
went out, and down went the bully. The gunmen, named McConnell, shot at Smith, 
new marshal calmly pulled the cowboy's and in the scuffle Smith was killed. His 
gun and belabored him over the head with ' death was greatly lamented. All business 
it until his face resembled a raw beefsteak. in Abilene was suspended during his 
Then, arising, he said in those quiet, even funeral, and practically the entire popula
tones- tion followed his body to the grave. In 

"I'll give you just five minutes to get 1904 a monument to his memory was 
out of town." • erected by the citizens of Abilene in honor of 

At this instant the saloonkeeper stepped the bravest, most courageous marshal who 
forward and, addressing Smith, exclaimed: ever conquered a wild frontier town without 

"That's the nerviest thing I ever saw the aid of anything but his two fists and 
done. You did your duty, and that cuss his cool, quiet nerve. 
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NOWLEDGE is, I think, most to myself by an apologetic shuffiing on the 
often found in unfrequented part of the conjurer, whom I thought I bad 
ways, which is· the one reason I dismissed. 
was standing that morning on "What do you want?" I asked in Peking-

the Pei-Ho River dike of the farming village ese. � 
of Sz-Chuen. He ke'tmtJed almost to the earth, his soiled 

Perhaps once a year a white man came China-blue blouse falling open with the 
that way, but I'd spent the night there.an- movement, showing a lean, starved chest. 
noyed by no other sign of curiosity than the "Master goes to the north?" 
surreptitious piercing of a peep-hole in the It was an impertinent question, and need-
wall of my room-the mask called Eastern less besides, for in that colllltry a white 
phlegm had slipped a lll:inute. man's course is marke"d out before as well as 

And no one had followed me from the behind him. 
little, brown, mud-walled town except a "Does the river flow south? If you do 
ragged conjurer, who squatted before me not know where I g9, the naked children 
on the dike with his earthen bowl and magic of Sz-Chuen are better fakirs than you." 
wand. The conjurer bowed again; then he turned 

I'd seen the trick of my fellow itinerant his shaved poll and slant eyes sideways till 
many times before. It was the old one of he was looking down-stream. 
transforming dry earth into mud by means "From him who sees much that is hidden, 
of the wand, which was appa�ntly solid, plain things are sometimes veiled," he re
aud a singsong formula. But it was well plied in his professional drone, his eyes re
done, and at the end I handed him a turning reSpectfully to the buttQns of my 
tungtse. Then I turned to the river, which khaki coat. "But I smell the coming ofan
was a wide and lazy stream at this point, other Me[Wa who also goes north this twice 
dotted with brownish-white jllllk sails, memorable day. For that you put this 
which stood out very plainly against the into my hand instead of upon the ground-" 
light green of the paddy-fields reaching back he held up the copper coin-"! give you 
from the opposite bank. these words: bev.11re of him, for an evil 

More interesting to me, however, because spirit is in him that must be killed." 
I intended to hail one presently, were the With that the conjurer backed three 
junks with bare masts being tracked up- paces, bowed ceremoniously, turned and 
stream against wind and current. They walked rapidly into the village. 
were muscular fellows, these trackers, and Now I was rather impressed by his 
powerful-voiced, their primitive chanting , warning. It must be sincere, for he could 
carrying to me in bursts of song from at have nothing to gain by it, and it was apt 
least two li away-but I was brought back to be mtelbgent, pretenders to occult 
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knowledge being usually well informed at 
least as to what is doing in this world. 

If I weren't possessed of considerable 
curiosity, I'd hardly have been in Sz.-Chuen, 
pursuing a sort of saffron wil!-o'·tbe-wisp; 
so it was with vastly increased interest that 
I turned again to the yellow river and 
searched it as far as I could, southward. 

Between me and the nearest bend, which 
was a third of an English mile away, there 
were two junks, but in neither of them was 
there any sign of a white man. 

I re8ected that there were several reasons 
why I wouldn't welcome the shattering 
of the illusion that I was the only one of my 
race within at least a hundred li. Also I 
reflected that, if there were such a person, he 
would be in a bad way-that is, if the con· 
jurer's words had meaning. There's no 
solidarity like that of the junkmen's guilds; 
some thousands of yea.rs of laboring in 
common have fused them until they're as 
capable of united action as armies. And 
the heads of the guilds are practically all 
members of the Ko Lao Hui. So, if sen· 
tence bad been passed against the new· 
comer, it would be fulfilled. 

And then I saw him. He was seated j�,Jst 
in front of the small cabin 'midship of the 
last junk to come into view around the 
curve. A long line of trackers writhed 
along the dike in front of his craft, dragging 
it toward me at about two miles an hour, 
while a ltUJdah in the stem and two polesmen 
in the bow guided it and kept it off the bank. 

Ther� was something peculiar about his 
crew. There was something ugly and men
acing-but it had covered haH the distance 
to me before I discovered what it was. It 
was a very distinctive and suggestive thing: 
alone of all the trackers on the river, his 
were not singing that age-old chantey of 
labor. -

Gradually I made out the appearance of 
the man, for whose boat this distinguishing 
mark had probably been ordered. Strength 
and agility, I judged, lay in the slender 
frame beneath his loose hunting-<::oat and 
riding·breeches. But his tanned face, sha. 
dowed by a straw helmet, was harder to 
read. It was good.featured, young, beard· 
less and--enigmatic. I couldn't make out 
just then in what the enigma consisted. 

All the v:ay up to me he gave me but one 
look, and I thought he was going on. 

But, just as I was about to tum away, he 
snapped out half a dozen words to his crew. 

The laodoh threw the heavy helm hard over, 
and the trackers swung the prow of the boat 
inshore. The polesmen eased the prow 
into the muddy bank. Then, at another 
word of command, they dropped their 
poles and sprang to the top of the dike, 
carrying with them the end of a sort of light 
planking that lay in the bottom of the boat. 
They dragged this end toY:ard me and 
dropped it almost at my feet. 

It formed a dry bridge to the �t, an 
invitation. Yet, when I looked at the 
boat's master, be was glancing carelessly 
up-stream to Sz.-Chuen. Evidently he was 
forcing himself upon no one; he left me the 
easy option of withdrawal. It rather 
pleased me, and I stepped upon the gang· 
way. 

WJ AS I entered the prow of the junk, � the stranger rose with peculiar ease 
and swiftness and bowed. Now I 

corrected my first impression-! saw that 
his tbin·featured face was really in no way 
remarkable, merely a good·humored, intel· 
lectual college man type of countenance. 
True, it was distinguished b.y a pair of 
rather small, very bright, microscopic
looking eyes. The enigma lay in this very 
lack. of the extraordinary. One hardly 
expects the commonplace in a man traveling 
alone in the heart of China and beset by 
such hostility and peril as the conjurer's 
words had hinted. . 

"Good morning," he greeted me, crisply 
courteous. 

1 clasped his extended hand, receiving a 
singularly wiry and powerful pressure. 
Then I heard his laodalz shout to a junk that 
had just come up behind that be would be 
under way again in a minute. Doubtless 
the laodalz had his instructions, and I deter· 
mined to press the interview. Blood calls 
to blood, and, if he were as inexperienced 
as he looked, this fellow white man needed 
help badly. 

"I was waiting for you," I told him. 
Perhaps I was mistaken, but I thought 

his right hand moved a little closer to the 
side pocket of his hunting-<::oat, the bulge of 
which suggested a revolver. 

"You knew I was coming," a bit tensely. 
"I was told. The Chinese knew it, of 

course. The word's going ahead of you. 
1 wanted to \VS.m you that you're in 
danger." 

"Thanks!" I couldn't understand his 
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smile-was it foolhardiness or courage? 
"But, of course, I knew it. Forewarned, 
forearmed. I think I've provided against 
everything." 

Now that sounded rather bumptious, but 
much may be forgiven inexperience, and my 
desire to help him increased. Also--I don't 
deny it-my curiosity pressed hard upon 
my prudence. And, by the way tho!;e sharp 
eyes of his were studying me, I judged he 
wouldn't really be averse to a better op-
portunity of getting acquainted. 

"My name's Partridge-John Partridge," 
I told him . "I wa5 really looking for 
passage north." 

"Partridge!" Suddenly his face lit up; 
dearly he'd hoped for that name. "I 
thought it might be you. I've heard of you, 
you see. About a passage north-well, 
perhaps you'll not want to come with me far. 
But you'll want your baggage. "  

I' smiled. 
"I'm superior to Thoreau's immigrant," 

I said. "You know, Thoreau regretted not 
that he had so little but that he required 
so much. I have about eight pieces of 
baggage-in my pockets." 

Evidently he'd expected that. 
"Then-Hazard is my naJ"I!e. They're 

getting impatient behind. You can come 
on to the next town, anyway, and further if 
you like, after you've heard my story." 

He turned toward the shore and gave an 
order. The polesmen slid back the light 
planking, followed it and seized their 
poles. As they pushed the boat off, the 
trackers bent to the rope again, still in that 
sullen and uncharacteristic silence. Slowly 
we got under way. 

"I've a rather peculiar story to tell you," 
said Hazard. 

He hesitated a moment, and then
"Exhibits first," he said. 
We were still standing, swaying a little 

with the motion of the boat. The little 
cabin 'midship was just at our backs. The 
young man with the dean, scholarly face 
turned half round and tapped lightly on 
the frame of that cabin, the doorway of 
which was filled merely by a curtain of 
dirty brown canvas. Receiving no re
sponse, he drew the curtain lightly back. 

On the customary pallet inside the cabin 
there curled asleep a more than ordinarily 
good-looking young Chinese woman, well 
clad in a long light·<:alored jacket and 
trousers of brocaded silk. Her feet were 

encased in embroidered slippers, and she 
wore her long hair braided down her back, 
maiden-wise. 

"Mu Ting," said Hazard briefly, drawing 
the curtain close again. "My partner in 
this enterprise." 

I stared at him. 
Then he drew me down upon the seat and, 

with very great care that he wasn't ob
served by any of the crew, took something 
from inside his coat. The way he held it '
made it hard for me to •observe it fully 
at first, and, when I did, I doubted my 
eyes. 

It was a small image, not more than a foot 
high, made of iron, but, by the way he held 
it, singularly light. The iron was curiously 
scarred and pitted. The body of the thing 
was human-like, and the face was supposed 
to be human but fell short by several 
incarnations. Marred as it was by some 
agency I couldn't yet guess, that face still 
represented intelligence without spirit, 
power without conscience, deracialized bru
tality, a devil's nightmare. 

It was a face I'd seen before and a con
ception that had made history. 

"This," explained Hazard, "or my ac
quisition of it, was the beginning of the 
whole affair. Which consists," he went on, 
"in the recovery of the pearls of the de
ceased Empress Dowager, lost in H)oo." 

I whistled my incredulity. 
"Truly," I remarked, "you are both mad 

and doomed." 
But Hazard merely smiled as he put the 

image carefully back again in a sort of 
pouch he'd made in the lower lining of his 
coat. 

"I knew you'd feel that way," he said. 

II 

BW9 SO WE went on up the Pei-Ho, � past li after li o£ young, green rice, 
• • each small rectangular patch of 
which has supported its village--dwelling 
family since the gray dawn of history. 

Even my interest in Hazard's story 
didn't ptevent me from observing how like 
active brown ants were the tireless coolies, 
hoeing, Weeding, planting · or forcing the 
water through the irrigation ditches from 
field to field with their small wooden 
sluicing wheels. 

They themselves seemed touched with 
the magic wand of perpetuity, working 



Fair Loot 59 

there as they had in the beginning. A pa
tient, plodding people, mainly good-and 
yet how incomprehenSible sometimes in 
their passion! 

I wondered how the Western races would 
stand the test if the dream of the leaders of 
the Ko Lao Hui were to come. true and all 
these yellow people were united-but 
Hazard was speaking again of the image 
inside his coat. 

"I can well imagine it," I replied, as he 
repeated that it was responsible for his 
presence on the Pei-Ho. 

"Yes!" He looked at me sharply, as 
if he suspected my words had more 
than a surface meaning. "It's an ugly
looking thing enough, no race, morality 
or soul-animal individualism, that's all. 
A sort of fulfillment of the Nietzschean 
promise. 

"Welt, I'll tell you the way it was. I 
bought the image a month ago from a 
merchant in the village of Kucheng, which 
you may know is on the Pei-Ho· about a 
day's journey below this point. He held 
out for a secret sale, though all the village 
knew he'd fished it out of the river about 
twenty li above Kucheng a week before. 
It was because of its peculiar ugliness that I 
bought it, and also because everybody 
seemed rather scared of it, without knowing 
why." 

"Wait a minute?" I interrupted. "Was 
it fished from the bottom of the river, or 
was -' '  

"No, it was floating down-stream. It's 
iron, but it's hollow and considerably 
lighter than water." 

"But I noticed pits in it, like rust pits or 
erosion-' '  

"True," cried Hazard rather eagerly. 
"That's why I know-but let me tell you. 
Two weeks after I bought the thing, I ar
rived in Peking. And exactly one day later 
I was drugged in a tea shop and carried off 
some way to a thieves' hole in Chi'en Men, 
where I woke up bound and threatened 
with torture because I wouldn't tell where I 
got it. I woUldn't tell, of course, because, if 
I had, I'd have died the sooner. They 
couldn't afford to let me escape. Death 
stared me in the face whether I told or not
only it was so dark where I lay that I 
couldn't see the shadow of my own eyelids." 

"You're skipping a lot," I reminded him. 
"I intend to. Unessential details are 

confusing. How these people discovered I 

had the image, I don't know-but, then, 
walls have eyes as well as ears in Peking. 
They got it; they also got me, and they'd 
have given me the forty-nine tortures to 
make me tell where I procured it. That 
shows how highly they valued the infor
mation." 

"Well?" The matter-of-fact way he 
told this wild story rather added to its 
credibility. 

"Well, I was rescued. A little while 
after the departure of the Chinaman who 
made me those promises, the door opened 
again. The atmosphere of the place was 
pretty stupefying, and I didn't hear it open 
or close, but I heard some one cros!;ing the 
room toward me. Then I felt the sharp, 
cold touch of steel, a cutting edge, on my 
wrist. Of course, I thought it was death, 
but the knife slipped under the cords. 
Though she didn't speak, I realized it was 
a woman who was saving me. She left 
immediately, but, after I got the ropes off 
me, the rest was easy. One mud wall of 
the pla.ce opened on the street-that is, it 
did after I'd kicked a hole in it.'' 

"But they had the image." 
"Yes, though I didn't know they had it 

till I got back to my compound and found 
it gone. Then, half an hour later, Mu Ting, 
whom you've seen-" he nodded backward 
toward the cabin-"arrived at my com
pound. She brought the image with her, 
carefully wrapped up, of course. It was 
testimony to the fact that it was she who'd 
cut me loose in that dark room. " 

"But you said something about the 
Empress Dowager's pearls," and I smiled a 
little at the absurdity. "How does it 
connect up?" 

He hesitated a moment. 
"I've heard that you speak Pekingese," 

he stated. 
"Fairly well." 
"I think I'll let you talk to Mu Ting, 

then. She's the authority on that affair. 
You may be able to learn more than I did, 
for my Understanding of Chinese is stilt 
pretty clouded. But first, you know there's 
a chance of such a find?" 

The last sentence was half question, half 
assertion. 

"I know, of course, that the Empress 
Dowager was supposed to have one of the 
finest collections of pearls in the world and 
that they are said to have been left behind 
by her when she exited from Peking to 
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escape the consequences of her support of 
the Boxers. II she did, then there's noth· 
ing incredible in the tale that they were 
carried off by looters. There was plenty of 
it in IQOO--looting, I mean." 

"They've never been heard of since. 
But-Mu Ting!" he raised his voice. "I 
thought I heard her stir," he added. 0� WE WERE both silent for a mQ

ment then, waiting. I had, of 
. course, plenty of food for reflection. 

There was one------no, there were two things 
1 knew that Hazard didn't concerning the 
little metal image and its possible connec
tion with the Forbidden City in the time of 
the Boxers, and both these facts rather 
tended to lend his talc the light of possi
bility. 

But, while I mulled things over, I pur
posely watched the occupants of a junk 
that was just about to pass us, going down
stream. It could be no coincidence that in 
this, as in the last three craft that I'd ob
SCrl!'ed, all chattering and chanting stopped 
as it approached us, and every oblique eye, 
usually so incuriOus, was turned on us 
fixedly as if marking us by commaTI.d. 

Truly, whatever the cause, the con
jurer's warning hadn't been an idle one. 

Then I heard the curtain behind us rustle, 
and I rose and turned rather �gcrly to 
greet the woman. 

She came out of the cabin smiling prettily, 
rather engagingly. If she was astonished 
at seeing me there, she didn't show it. She 
bowed gracefully and looked inquiringly 
at Hazard. There was a suggestion of 
complete trustfulness in the way she re
garded him. 

Ceremony was rather slighted, owing to 
the circumstances and Hazard's inadequate 
command of Chinese, but he managed to 
explain to Mu Ting how I'd come on board 
and that he proposed-it was the first I'd 
heard of it-to make me third parlner in the 
expedition. That is, if she acquiesced
which she did, instantly-and if I cared to 
come in after hearing all the facts. To 
which end he asked her to tell me why she 
had released him, why she had come to 
him afterward, in brief, everything she 
knew. I suggested that she sit down 
again on the pallet, while we sat facing her. 
It was just as well for her to remain in
visible to passing junks. 

One thing I've admired in Chinese women 

is their. simplicity. Mu Ting's words were 
like her smile, childlike in their directness. 
She answered my questions fluently, in a 
voice that suggested the cooing of a dove. 
It didn't take long for me to get to the bot
tom of her belief concerning the matter. 

"I was slavegirl of the Ko Lao Hui," she 
explained. "By and by I was to be wife to 
some great man in the West. There I 
would be like-like a monkey on a string. 
I read in a book that in America even 
Chinese women are free. So I think I want 
to go. 

"So, when Li Fu Ching bring in the M egwa 
scholar for the torturing irons, and I hear 
my masters say that where the little iron 
devil was found there would be found the 
pearls of the great dead Empress Tz'u-hsi, 
they-" , 

Well, that was it, in a nutshell. She had 
conceived the idea that, if she saved Hazard, 
he would help her to find the pearls, would 
share them with her and would help her 
escape to a land of freedom. Her trust in 
him she explained on the grounds tha( most 
M egwas are good men and that this M er;wa 
had faced the threat of the Chinese torture 
most bravely. It was noticeable that she'd 
dubbed him "scholar," than which her race 
knows no higher title of respect. 

But the Ko Lao Hui was involved-that 
tremendous kmg! And Li Fu Ching-I'd 
heard of him vaguely before as its Peking 
head. Such things are hard to discover. 
But more and more clearly I understOQd 
why and how the news of Hazard's coming 
was being relayed ahead of hilri--under
stood, too, the ominous silence and sullen 
looks of his crew and the menacing stares 
that were cast at us from every passing 
junk. 

"Well, it's considerable story," I said. 
"Admitting it's all fact, then this is the 
situation, eh? Somewhere up-river, where 
that image has lain on tJ:te bottom for nine
teen years, are pearls worth several for
tunes. But wait a minute; the image was 
found floating. If it's lighter than 
water-" 

"Why did it stay on the bottom?" 
Hazard anticipated m.y question. "Well, 
to begin with, we know it did by the rust 
pits that cover it. Obviously, then, it was 
attached to something heavier that held it 
down. Why not the pearls? The image 
barely floats. Why, it's plain," he cried 
eagerly. "It was part of the loot, and it 
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and the pearls were tied together i n  a sack 
of some sort. With the passing of years 
the sack rotted, the image floated away, the 
pearls remained behind." 

• I THOUGHT it time to tell him � what l knew. 
"What keeps that from sounding 

too extravagant," I said, "is the fact that 
the Boxers of 1900 were really an offshoot 
of the more ancient Ko Lao Hui anO that 
this troublesome image was sacred with 
them. ll's a combination of the fabled 
face of Koshinga, the Coming One of the 
Ko Lao Hui, and the iron body which was 
the Boxer's symbol of the invulnerability 
they claimed to possess. I happen to 
know these facts. 

"Well, it's a matter of history that the 
Empress Dov.'ager half believed in the 
Boxers and encouraged them until bullets 
ended their pretensions. So it's quite 
plain why this image might have re:
mained in her palace when she fled to the 
hills before the relief expedition. And it's 
quite plain, too, why looters intending to 
flee to the sea might take it, figuring that 
its possession would save them from injury 
at the hands of the fanatical Boxers." 

"Now, that's good," said Hazard. "Mu 
Ting, do you hear that?" 

He tried to tell her, but muddled it up so 
that I took the matter out of his hands. 

"Ko Lao Hui and Boxers are all the same 
men," corroborated Mu Ting. ' 

"Now," questioned Hazard, eyeing me 
intently, "in the light of all the facts, just 
how dose can you come to the location of 
those pearls?" 

It was, of course, a problem I'd been 
considering for several minutes and one of 
the sort I like to try to untangle. 

"The image was found floating about 
twenty li above Kucheng," I repeated his 
statement. "Which means about thirty li 
below this point." 

"Yes. In the early morning." 
"Of course. Ten minutes of daylight 

would have discovered it to some one. 
For that very reason, it couldn't have 
floated down-stream more than a night's 
journey. Then, too, the Chinese drag the 
stream continually; so it couldn't have been 
lying in the bed of it. It would have been 
found·tong ago. Everything's dragged, in 
fact, but the bottom of an occasional cave. 
That's probably the answer." 

"Good!" cried Hazard. "Now, as to 
placing that cave-" 

"Why," I replied, "I've noticed you've 
been watching both banks of the river; so 
I'll assume it's not below here. And it 
can't be very far above. The image 
couldn't have traveled more than fifty li 
in a night. Thirty from fifty:---" 

''Leaves twenty li, or about seven En· 
glish miles," completed Hazard, "which is 
the extreme distance up--stream that we 
should have to look for the cave. It took 
me somewhat longer to reason all that out." 

Of course, I wasn't at all certain that he 
had reasoned it out. Perhaps he'd only 
played me for my conclusions. In other 
words, my first doubt concerning him was 
still in my mind; only to the possibility that 
he was a conceited fool was added the sus
picion that he might be a liar. But, to do 
him justice, he looked like neither. And 
he'd come far! � ALL this talk had taken no more 

than half an hour, and we were just 
approaching the next village above 

Sz-Chuen. Our trackers abandoned the 
dike for the shallow water and extended 
the line in order to swing our junk around 
the collection of sampans, which were float· 
ing in front of the village all in a cluster, like 
a flock of half-submerged beetles. 

Hazard and I turned to look at the brown 
dirt .walls and the dusty street of the town. 
The visible life of it consisted of the very 
young children, the decrepit old, lean-look. 
ing hogs, mangy dogs and well-fed fowl. 
Every one of working age was in the fields. 

"Well, you have it all," said Hazard. 
"If it's loot, it's fair loot. Tracing the 
ownership of those pearls would be a puzzle 
worse than even a. Chinese ever could 
invent. But loot and death seem to be 
usually linked. You've noticed the atti
tude of the passing junks and even of our 
own crew." 

"Well, it's perfectly plain that Li Fu 
Ching has traced you down here and is 
sending out the word against you," I told 
him. "The reason that there's no order 
to attack you is that he wants to let you find 
the pearls first. Even then, of course, for 
his own sake, he'll hold off the attack till he 
can be present in person. But you'll be 
watched every minute. You see, he really 
has two strings to his bow. One is the an
cient law of the ju�en's guilds, by which 



Adventure 

they claim everything that's taken from the 
river and forbid any outsider from working 
on it or in it. The other is his position as 
member of the Inner Circle of the Ko Lao 
Hui, which makes all the headmen of the 
guild subordinate to him." 

· 

"So you Lhink Old Man Death waits 
up there fur us with a club," suggested 
Hazard quizzically. 

"\Vhy, there's no escape," said I. 
"There'S always escape," declared Haz.. 

ard, but in a rather detached way, as 
if he was stating a formula. 

"Consider the situation," 1 argued. 
""We need look for no help outside 
ourselves. We're as alone as if there 
were no other while men on the continent. 
And you know the implacable temper 
of the Chinese mob, once it's aroused. 
You know how small the mere accidents of 
existence, living or dying, killing or being 
killed, are to the Asiatic mind. No, we 
need expect no mercy." · 

"Nevertheless," said Hazard quietly, "I'll 
repeat my statement: l'vl:! taken account of 
all chances; I've provided against every
thing. That is, everything except that 
unescapable Fate which we call accident. 
I'm sorry you're leaving me here." 

We had come opposite the town, and be 
waited my word to make a landing. 

I smiled at him rather constrainedly and 
shook my head. Frankly, at that moment, 
my feeling toward him was decidedly 
frigid. His cocksureness irritated me, and 
I couldn't cast off the impression that I'd 
been trapped. For, of course, it was quite 
impossible for me to abandon the adventure 
now. There remained too many problems 
unsolved-not the least of which was the 
perplexing riddle of the elusive personality 
hidden behind Hazard's unremarkable face. 

"I suppose you could also explain how the 
pearls and the image found their way into 
the cave in the. first place and why they 
were abandoned there?" I remarked, with a 
touch of sarcasm. "And no doubt you've 
planned out fully bow you're to recover 
them frOm under this muddy water? 
Have you brought a diving-suit along?" 

"Hardly," he said, with a smile. I took 
it for an answer to the last question only. 

So, in a silence that was the slightest 
bit awkward, we swung past the town and 
on up the river. Now the country through 
which we passed grew less populous. Here 
and there black rocKs jutted above the 

level of the farming laftd, which was itself of 
a rocky subsoil and hard to till. 

The brown-skinned hwnans, ant-like in 
their industry, still worked the fields, but 
they were less numerous here. The banks 
of the river gradually rose till they were far 
over our heads, and finally it was onlY at 
intervals that we could catch sight of the 
surrounding country at all. 

Still the string of trackers, enduring as 
machinl!s, writhed on ahead of us pulling the 
boat, now wading through the shallow water 
at the edge of the stream, now winding along 
narrow paths cut in the side of the bank. 

Still, while from up�stream and down
stream came the chanting of other trackers, 
a weird, age-old song of labor, a sort of uni
fying chorus, half dirge and half prean---of 
men who had been born on the river, and 
who lived of the river and would die on the 
river--these men of oUrs worked in a silence 
that set them apart, that advertised the 
unwillingness with which they served us. 

And still from every passing junk came 
that answering silence, that slant-eyed, 
curious stare, unfriendly inquisitive, por
tentous of trouble. 

It's hardly to be wondered at that, by the 
time we came upon that for which we were 
looking, a depressing sense of unreality 
had begun to affiict me. Belief in the 
stories of Hazard and Mu Ting had been 
easy while I listened to them, but now they 
seemed far-fetched and extravagant as a 
dream. 

Equally so seemed the reasoning by which 
Hazard and I had builded upon those 
stories, locating to our imaginations the 
long-lost jewels of the long-dead empress. 
And in this trip itseU there see'med a touch 
of the grotesque-two white men who were 
strangers to each other and a woman of an 
alien race, encompassed by danger, drawn 
by unfriendly hands into the maw of the 
unknown. 

"Here it is," said Hazard. 
: With something of astonishment, I looked 

upon the fulfillment of our imaginings. 
The opening in the bank was on our side of 
the river; it was about fifteen feet wide at 
water level, and in the center was a little 
more than man-high. Hazard stopped the 
junk when we were directly in front of that 
opening. Looking back through it, into the 
depths of the cave, we could see nothing but 
blackness, shot through by ripples of light 
retlected from the sorface of the water. 
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"Now," I said half..scoffingly,"to get to 
the bottom of that water�" 

Hazard picked a bamboo splinter from 
the bottom of the junk. He tossed it into 
the water and watched it drift into the 
cave with unanxious and unsurprized eyes. 

"We'll simply build a dike or dam across 
the mouth of the cave," he completed my 
sentence for me, "and wait. It's as I 
expected-the cave will drain itself." 

III 

ragged ends of a piece of bamboo, about 
four feet long, which he'd picked up 
somewhere. 

"Li Fu Ching's behind this," I reminded 
him unnecessarily. "We'll pay for the 
work and find the pearls; the coolies will 
do the killing, and he'll collect." 

"Pshaw!" said Hazard lightly. "He'll 
have a hard time collecting from drowned 
men." 

I'm afraid I flashed at him a rather impa� 
tient glance. The humor of the remark 
didn't impress me, and, if his tone indicated � BRIBED by the promise of more a hidden significance, I failed to grasp it. 

silver than they had ever before There was truth in it to this extent, at least, 
possessed, half an hour later the that we had as good a chance of drowning 

crew of our junk had procured shovels from as any other form of death. 
neighboring farms and were engaged in "Cheer up," grinned Hazard, catching 
pitching earthfrom thebank above intothe my look. "We live but once anddie but 
stream. Their faces were yellow masks, but · once: that's elemental." 
there was sullenness in their every move. "The more reason," I replied dryly, "for 
ment. Plainly they worked against their postponing that latter inevitable event." 
wills, and plainly they resented our power "You have me there " he admitted "I 
to force their wills by purchase. take it your confidence in me is being �ther 

Whether they divined the meaning of strained. I might as well say now that I 
their work, that the completed dam would took a week to think this thing out, and 
shut out the river and thus permit the - every detail is accounted for. Would it add 
water in the cave to pass out through the to your expectancy of life if I were to tell 
subterranean drain indicated by the ingoing you exactly what we'll find at the bottom of 
current, we could not tell. that cave, besides the pearls?" 

But they were a small part of the danger "It would be interesting," I admitted 
that would presently confront us. Shortly skeptically. 
after they had begun the work, during the "Well, we'll find bones there," he said. 
progress of which Hazard, Mu Ting and I "The skeletons of men. Both white men 
stayed on the junk, we were startled by a and Chinese, likely. And at least the metal 
rattling like a succession of pistol shots. parts of rifles-the wood may be rotted 
Looking out into the stream, we saw that a away-both foreign and native. Ammuni
passing junk had dropped its bamboo- tion, too, of course. And rocks scattered 
cleated sails, loosed its anchor and swung about, as if carried into the cave by a rush 
idly by in the current. of water." 

Then the one that had followed us close I made no reply. His assured forecast 
all morning, taking its. trackers on board, of something that would so soon be proved 
pushed out into the mi.ddle of the river or disproved impressed me, but I was 
and joined its fellow. Thereafter not one mainly interested in wondering just how we 
junk passed that point; from up-river and could avoid leaving our own bones there. 
down.river they gathered like a collect.ion of And his assumption of superior knowledge 
evil birds. Then they waited. They did rather irritated me, although I knew that 
nothing but wait. There was something irritation was uncalled for. He himself 
cynical in that silent waiting, something admitted that his insight was merely the 
implacable and monstrous. result of long thought. I should be the 

"\Ve'll have witnesses to our triumph- last man to denythe efficacy of that. 
or our obsequies," I observed, after about 
a dozen river boats had thus arrived and = SO PERHAPS two hours passed, 
stopped. very nearly in silence. Occasionally 

"Obviously," he replied rather cheerfully. Mu Ting hummed a song under her 
He was engaged at that moment in care· breath, not unmelodiously, very self·pos-

fully trimming with his pocket·knife the sessed and brave. And our Chinese worked 
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steadily. Their race knows but one way of 
doing a thing, whether for friend or foe-
that's the thorough way. They were build� 
ing us a good dike. Thousands of shovels
ful of earth descended over the hank into 
the slow-moving current. The muddy 
water grew even muddier from the little 
particles that floated off. But most of it 
settled to the bottom, and very slowly that 
bottom, thus continually added to, rose up 
to divide the waters of the river from the 
waters of the cave. 

But not so slowly did the junks gather, 
coming in silently, sullenly, as with a 
fixed and measured purpose. The line of 
them, jammed close, prow inshore, in the 
middle of the stream, extended steadily in 
either direction. Presently the ends of 
that line began to curve toward the shore. 
It was their evident intention to hem us 
in. 

"The individualities of those men," Haz
ard mused, seemingly to himself, "aren't de
veloped. The race itself is an individual. 
The ma5s can be trained into the unit
to obey likeJ the unit. There's the great 
danger-" 

Truly, the gathering of the junkmen illus
trated that principle, but I couldn't believe 
it was our danger of which Hazard was 
thinking. 

"It'll be night by the time the dike is 
finished," said I, with a look at the westering 
sun. 

"Yes " said Hazard 
We �te--<:rammed �urselves at Hazard's 

suggestion-from a supply of hard-boiled 
eggs, corn bread and plantains Hazard had 
cached in the cabin. The laboring coolies 
didn't stop to eat. They were in a hurry 
to get through with their work and with us. 

It was about sunset when they patted 
smooth with their bare feet the top of the 
dike, which rose about a foot above the 
surface of the water. At that sign of com� 
pletion, Hazard rose, went to the prow of 
the boat and from under the forward 
thwart drew a large roll of blankets.� He 
brought them back 'midship and began to 
make another bundle of Mu Ting's bedding, 
which was inside the cabin. • 

"Sometimes it pays to travel like an 
immigrant," smiled lla7.ard. ''The dike's 
our home from now on." 

The crew of the junk, their work com
pleted, were gathered in a knot on the 
nearly leveled banlc They were discussing 

something. When the knot broke and 
they started singly over the plank bridge to 
the junk-veritable mud-larks, almost en
tirely naked, like creatures of another 
world-! knew Hazard was right. 

Dull animosity sat with a scowl upon 
each man's face. They had determined 
to be done with us after the payment. As 
for us, of course, it wouldn't have been safe 
to have spent the night on the junk with 
them. 

"We might buy those planks," I sug
gested to Hazard. "They'd keep us out of 
the mud." 

"We'll try it." 
But the lMdah, master of the junk, 

developed absolute incapacity to under
stand me when I made the offer. And, when 
Mu Ting herself addressed him, at my re
quest, he refused in sudden hot anger and 
motioned us off the junk. 

Standing on the dike, we watched our 
late servants paddle swiftly away to join 
the. ever-lengthening line of our enemies. 
Then Hazard and l'laid down our blankets, 
and, while the purple and gold died out of 
the haze that covered the land and in the 
west .,the sun sank with a last flare of crim
son, we carried some rocks from where the 
dike joined the bank so we could at least 
sit dry through the night. 

We spent the night there, Mu Ting, 
Hazard and I. Hazard and I arranged a 
sentry go, for it was possible we would be 
attacked before morning. It depended, 
we agreed, upon when Li Fu Ching arrived. 
Until then the junkmen evidently only had 
orders to watch us while we traveled, clOse 
in upon us when we stopped and prepare to 
destroy us at command. Naturally, Li Fu 
Ching himself must be present at the 
denouement, else where would be his chance 
of attaching the pearlS? 

I think for Mu Ting 'the night passed 
most easily. Most of her race could sleep 
quite soundly standing on their heads in 
sugar barrels, which is a quality worth 
considering. But Hazard also demon� 
strated that he had learned the trick of 
sleeping under difficulties. I did quite 
well toward morning, but most of the night 
I spent watching the lights of the junks, 
like evilly vigilant eyes, extend to right and 
left, in peering into the black depths of the 
cave, where water no longer glimmered in 
the moonlight, and wondering what riddle 
the morning would read. 
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Hazard would have me think he had al
ready read that riddle. I doubted it. 
I doubted his every pretension. Particu
larly I doubted his pretended knowledge of 
a way out of this predicament. I hoped 
that he and I, and brave little Mu Ting, too, 1 
would live to understand the mystery of the 
cave, but I felt that for the three of us this 
understanding would only be preliminary 
to exploring, before another sunset, the 
greater mystery of Death. 

IV 

11fJ1 BUT morning is a miracle, in the way lfi8' it brings us strength. Perhaps the 
sun has seldom risen on a trio more 

depressingly situated, but, as the east paled 
and the light came, something like cheerful
ness came over us. 

At least we were still alive. The center of 
the line of junks was no nearer to us, al
though up-stream and down-stream it 
curved in until its ends impinged against 
the shore. And every minute we could see 
further into the mysterious depths of the 
cave. 

We could see further into it, for the rays 
of the rising sun, increasing in strength, 
shone directly through the opening. From 
the front of the cave, at least, the water 
had entirely receded. As far as we could 
see, the nearly dry bottom sloped downward 
steeply, its own rock surface covered with 
other rocks of all sizes, some of them shat
tered into fragments, as if they'd been 
flung forcibly into that cave and dashed 
against its floor. 

"Now," said Hazard, who had viewed all 
this with a peculiar air of satisfaction, 
"let's get busy. Mu Ting, are you ready?" 

The Chinese girl, who had been placidly 
rearranging the end of her long, black braid, 
rose smiling the eternal smile of the East. 

"Whatever the honorable M egwa scholar 
wi����{.!� �:������ h:���ica}�fi�� 
Ching can't be long coming, if he's not 
already here." 

Hazard nodded agreement and began 
helping Mu Ting down the steep, muddy 
side of the dike. We all moved with some 

���ri�;s�s�;� c��;���;:i� 
hardships, at least, were easily enough 
disregarded. Also, once I'd turned away 
from them, I found it not hard to force to 
. 

the background of my mind thought of the 
vulture-like junks outside. 

Ahead of us was treasure, perhaps, but 
certainly knowledge. Perhaps we'd find 
there all that we hoped, justification of our 
reasoning, fulfillment of our dream-but 
more probably, I now thought, we'd learn 
that we had conceived a wild chimera and 
that our carefully worked out plan but led 
into a blind alley of destruction. 

If I'd permitted myself to think of it, 
I should have known that, once we had dis
appeared into the cave, the junkmen would 
unquestionably close in upon the mouth of 
it and take our place upon the dike. 

This they'd do in literal obedience to their 
orders not to lose touch with us. My 
imagination balked at conceiving how we 
would escape then. It was because of 
that I forbore thinking of them. I'd 
ele<:ted to follow Hazard, and I would follow 
him, but there are limits to every one's 
courage, and I'd come to sparing mine. 

We got in some fashion or other to the 
bottom of the dike and began clambering 
over the rocks, down the inclined bottom of 
the cave. Hazard and I kept pretty much 
side by side in front, while Mu Ting fol
lowed us closely. The almost level rays of 
the sun penetrated a long way ahead of us, 
but as yet we could see no end to the cave. 
Presently Hazard stopped and stirred 
something with his foot. 

"Look here!" There was a slight note 
of satisfaction in his voice. 

It was a human skull, square-jawed, 
level of eye-socket, arched of forehead, un
mistakably the skull of a white man. 

"What of it?" I asked. 
He looked at me sideways, with a half

smile. 
"You've forgotten," he accused me 

quizzically. "What did I ·prophesy? But 
come on." 

� I FOLLOWED him, and presently � we came across that which forced to 
my mind Hazard's apparently im

possible forecast uttered the day before. 
Bones, guns and shattered rocks he'd 
said we would find. We were now thirty 
feet from the entrance to the cave, and the 
"J)lace was like a charnel-house. And 
among the bleached skeletons of white men 
and Asiatics, mingled confusedly as if 
they'd been overtaken by some unimagin
able catastrophe, were ruined European 
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rifles of an ancient pattern-Mannlichers, 
they were - and muzzle-loading Chinese 
jingals and matchlocks. 

"How did you know it?" I cried in sheer 
bewilderment. 

"Loot and de"ath!" said Hazard medi
tatively. "Loot and death! See-" he 
picked up a metal button and a cap orna
ment-"they were Austrian soldiers." 

"But what happened?" I cried. 
"Can't you imagine it?" 
I think I could have imagined it then. 

Confronted by that visible result, I think I 
could have recreated the cause; indeed, my 
groping mind hac} seized the first thread of 
the truth when Mu Ting, who had viewed 
the ghastly debris with Asiatic unconcern, 
recalled us to the more important object 
of our search. 

1'The pearls?" she inquired insistently. 
"The pearls?" 

"Right enough," said Hazard and began 
searching quite coolly among the gruesome 
relics, turning over the rocks, throwing aside 
the white bones, scraping out of the way 
the silt deposited by the river. I followed 
his example, but my attention was irresist� 
ibly attracted by sounds of movement and 
of low guttural voices behind me. I 
looked back, in spite of myself, knowing 
what I would see. 

On the top of the dike, dearly framed in 
the opening of the cave, was the sign of our 
doom. It was a solid bank of sun-tanned 
faces, muscular trunks and yeUow limbs, 
clothed imperfectly-for the morning was 
still cool-in ragged garments of China
blue. 

"The junkmen have landed on the dike," 
I said in a whisper. 

"Obviously they would do that," replied 
Hazard with irritating unconcern. "Ah, 
I've found then\." 

Instantly Mu Ting and I were at his side. 
His right hand was filled with globules of 

d:�!�io�h�ilit�s J:!; �h�e
c�l��� 

lain so many years, were many others-
hundreds of them. I clutched a handful. 
In the semi-darkness their coloring was like 
any other pebbles, but by their weight and 
size and rounded, smooth surfaces we knew 
them. They were pearls, pearls, the treas
ure for which we had hoped. 

Fair loot, if ever loot was fair-honorable 
spoil for the first finder! They'd been 
gathered through foul methods by a corrupt 

court that had fallen long ago; they'd been 
stolen from a long dead empress who had 
no manner of right to them; they'd been 
lost, buried and forgotten for nearly twenty 
years. They were ours, the ransom of a 
kingdom! 

Now wealth is something I've never pre
tended to despise; nor have I claimed to be 
superior to that lust for it which has through 
all the ages stirred men's blood and driven 
them to deeds incredible. I admit that for 
a moment I forgot the double bank of 
coolies at the entrance of the cave, forgot 
the walls of rock that prisoned us around, 
forgot the dead bones at our feet-mute and 
terrible prophecies of our own fate-and 
thrilled only to the thought of our priceless 
find, 

"Fill your pockets," half�wbispered 
Hazard. 

"They'll see us." But I stooped quickly 
to obey. 

"We can't help it. They can't see us 
plainly, anyway. They'll not understand 
what we're doing. Hurry." 

We picked them up as fast as we could, 
Mu Ting helping, putting the pearls away 
in her jacket somewhere. It was then 
that I got the first intimation that some� 
thing was wrong. The light was very poor, 
but-I remembered some other pearls I 
had seen, the shimmering whiteness of them, the ghostly tints of pink and amber 
glowing up from their hearts. Surely these 
were not . . . .  

"Ah! LiSten!" 
My half-formulated thought was inter

rupted, was swept from my mind by what I 
heard coincident with Hazard's exclama
tion. There had been a disturbance among 
the coolies on . the dike, as if some one 
had pushed through them roughly. Now a 
loud and imperative voice began harangu
ing them. At the first sound of that harsh 
voice Mu Ting shivered and whimpered 
aloud: 

"lt is my master. Now we die." 
"The circle's completed," said Hazard 

coolly. "It's Li Fu Ching." 
Of course, the wonder was that he hadn't 

come before. The word that he'd sent up 
and down the river to locate us and hold us 
had tra ... ·eled fast enough. Perhaps the 
return message notifiying him of the corner 
in which we'd obligingly placed ourselves 
had been delayed, or perhaps-but that's 
conjecture. 
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Chinese are proverbially dilatory, any
way. As it was, he had no reason to believe 
we'd already found the pearls. Swiftly I 
tried to decide what would be in his mind. 
It would be this: he would get us killed; he 
would send the coolies on their way; then 
at his leisure he would return and pick up 
the pearls. That would be the purpose of 
his harangue, the words of which came 
jumbled to our ears. 

"The devil!" muttered Hazard. "Shall I 
shoot him? No; it's hardly worth the 
chance. They might rush us." � BUT, if I knew my Chinaman, 

nothing but shooting Li Fu Ching 
or silencing him in some way would 

prevent them from rushing us. Invariably 
the sluggish nerves of the Chinese coolie 
class require strong stimulus to rouse them 
to action; sometimes a mob stimulates itseH 
by loud chanting and yells and jabbering, 
but always it will give itself up to the im
passioned spellbinder. 

And Li Fu Ching was eloquent, as most 
Chinese are under stress, melting gutturals, 
labials, sibilants and aspirants into an end
less monotone more compelling than the 
fieriest accented speech. I caught a few 
words of his deadly urging. He was ap
pealing to the spirit of the guilds: we had 
trespassed upon their property, the river; 
we would rob them of things that were 
theirs. 

Now Hazard did an irritating thing. In 
apparent indifference to the death that 
fronted us, he tried to reason out how Li 
Fu Ching had known that the pearls were 
here. 

"I've never been able to solve that," he 
said. "Or rather I've found so many solu
tions. One is that he was a Boxer chief; 
that he saw the looters making way with 
the pearls and the image; that he detailed a 
trusty subordinate and the men whose 
bones lie here in pursuit, and that none 
returned. But that's far-fetched. There 
are other simpler explanations. For in
stance---" 

I tried to keep my temper, but I lost it 
then. 

"For ..:.....__ sake-" I began and then 
stopped in discouragement at the utter 
futility of appeal. 

True, he had claimed to have almost 
a chance�proof plan of saving us. But 
already the coolies were crying to each 

other excitedly; those in front were crouch
ing as wild animals do before the spring, 
with strength showing in every line of 
them. They had knives in their hands, 
a few pistols; we'd be overwhelmed in the 
mass of them. It would be no use to beg, 
no use to resist. 

"Before they take me, I must die," said 
Mu Ting. 

What an ancient and universal plea that 
is! Yes, it was the cry of a Chinese woman. 
Once have the wells of Shensi, and once of 
Peking, been choked with the dead bodies of 
women who have thrown themselves there 
to escape the rabble-and that within two 
decades. 

I turned upon Hazard furiously. 
"You boasted-" I began again. 
He didn't seem to hear me. 
"Well, it's about time," he murmured 

thoughtfully and as calmly as if he held 
all the future in his own hands . .  

And he stooped and seemed t o  be doing 
something with a light, stout cord that lay 
near his feet. 

I stared at him; I hadn't perceived that 
cord before, but I saw now that it stretched 
outward toward the mouth of the cave, and 
I realized that he had dropped it behind 
him, a connecting link to the dike, as we 
had entered. 

There is nothing as terrifying as the inex
plicable and, under certain circumstances, 
nothing as reassuring. When understand� 
ing is lacking, anything is possible. And, if 
I hadn't at bottom been possessed of some 
little instinctive confidence in Hazard, I'd 
hardly have yielded my fate to him so 
readily. Anyway, at that action of his my 
spirits swung away from hopelessness. 

"What are you-" 
But I was interrupted amazingly, and a 

moment later changed my question
"\Vhat have you done?" 
For he had pulled the cord sharply, and 

thaCinstant there had boomed through the 
cave the sound of a muffled explosion. 

"Merely ·completed the obvious," replied 
Hazard calfi?.ly. 

The madman had blown up the dike. 
Or rather he had blown up one end of it. 
Away from that end the Chinese leaped, 
some into the water, some toward the center 
of the dike, forcing their comrades back in a 
solid mass. This was all to the accom
paniment of shrill cries of astonishment and 
terror, which drowned out Li Fu Ching's 



68 Adventure 

voice. An instant later the water burst 
through the dike, with a rushing, gurgling 
sound, and reached toward us like a lapping 
tongue. 

"You've drowned us," I accused Hazard. 
"Certainly," and there was exasperating 

amusement in his voice. "You might have 
surmised what I intended to do. Didn't I 
say Li Fu Ching would find it hard to collect 
from us if we were drowned?" 

"Faugh! You've played into his hands. 
You've simplified things for him. Now 
the junkmen will never know there were 
pearls here. Li Fu Ching will send them 
away, then come back secretly himself 
with some of his own Peking ruffians. 
He'll drain the cave at his leisure and take 
the pearls from our dead bodies." 

"That's the way I figured it, too," and 
Hazard chuckled maddeningly. 

"Well, you-" I began. Then I realized 
the folly of expostulation. After all, we 
couldn't have escaped anyway. "When did 
you plant that-mine?" I asked. 

�'Last night, while you slept. But com
pose yourself; we're not dead yet. While 
we're waiting for whatever's to come, let's 
try reading a riddle. The riddle Of this 
cave, I m�f the bones and the pearls 
and the image and how they all came here. 
Can you make it out now?" 

As I remember it, it was rather a relief to 
find an excuse for turning away from the 
face of death. And there was to be an 
interim. The Chinese were laughing now
low, sly, cruel-sounding laughter. They 
realized the deadly joke we'd played upon 
ourselves and knew we'd be killed without 
further act of theirs. So, with my mind 
working rather jerkily, I considered the 
problem Hazard suggested, which all of a 
sudden I discovered to be no problem at all, 
in the light of our own predicament. 

"Why, it's simple now," I cried. "The 
event is merely repeating itself. The cave 
was dry-bottomed in those days, as it is 
now; all we've done is to reconstruct a 
natural dam. They were all drowned as 
we're to be drowned." 

"Just how do you figure it?" queried 
Hazard curiously. 

"I suppose," I said slowly, "that the 
Austrian looters fled into this cave, closely 
pursued by the Boxers. It was customary 
for the Chinese to carry large quantities of 
powder for their muzzle-loading rifles. A 
fight, a chance shot exploding a keg or more. 

of this powder, which would naturally re
main on the junk close in upon the dike
yes, that's what happened. It must have 
been a great explosion, destroying the dike 
completely. See how these rocks are 
shattered to pieces." 

"I think that's the only possible explana
tion," corroborated Ha;.:.ard. "Every one 
that wasn't killed by the rocks was drowned. 
The water must have come in a solid wall, 
not slowly, as it's coming now. I figured 
on only starting it." 

"Where did you get the explosive?" 
"It was a mine I brought with me from 

Peking." 
"From Peking!" I stared at him, both 

curiosity and resentment freshly aroused. 
"Then you planned this. In Heaven's 
name, why?" 

"Well " said Hazard calmly "I guess it's 
about �e to tell yo� that. ' Now, if we 
stay here quietly and drown, what hap-
pens?" · 

"Why," I said, 11we went over that. 
Li Fu Ching will send the coolies away, 
then-" 

"Yes, but supposing we stay here quietly 
on the bottom of the cave and are not 
drowned?" 

� JUST then the front of the inrushing .. waters broke about our ankles. 
Up toward the mouth of the cave it 

was coming like a cataract, the dam break
ing down. more and more. -The Chinese 
were abandoning it now and taking to their 
junks, which were jammed solidly into the 
bank. 

"That's your answer," I replied, a little 
sullenly. "It's either drown or surrender 
ourselves and Mu Ting to the Chinese, and 
I'm afraid I prefer drowning." 

"Do you think so?" asked Hazard. 
"Well, come this way." 

Suddenly he had swung around, taken 
Mu Ting's elbow and my own in either 
hand and was leading us back into the 
cave. A few steps, and the innermost 
wall loomed darkly before us. We reached 
that nearly vertical wall, and Hazard put 
out his hand and touched, one after the 
other, three small objects the sight of which 
thrilled me to the marrow. 

Not altogether pleasant, that thrill, that 
emotional reaction, as I passed from hope
lessne$S to near certainty of continued life. 
My heart missed a beat; my skin grew 
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suddenly moist, and I trembled with the 
suddenness of the transition. For there, 
affixed to the rock, was very nearly perfect 
assurance of safety both from the rising 
waters and our twist-brained enemies. 

"These " said Hazard "I brought from 
Peking, 1oo. I fastened them here last 
night, when I set the mine. Now do you 
understand my question?" 

1 did. I understood it well. 
"My -, Hazard!" I cried, in something 

like awe, "You brought them. But why 
three?" 

"I told you," he said, "that I hoped to 
pick you up." 

This was what he had · done. He had 
brought with him fromlPeking and clamped 
on the' irregular knobby face of the wall 
three breathing-tubes of hard rubber. 
Vertically these tubes extended about a 
foot higher than the water would reach 
when the cave was Hooded. At the bottom 
were mouthpieces, which were curved 
horizontally away from the wall. These 
would have been a little too high for con
venient usc, only Hazard had built up the 
bottom of the cave with loose rocks. 

"Very good," approved M\1 Ting, in a 
voice that, fear having departed, was quite 
emotionless. 

"Hollow bamboo might have done as 
well," said Hazard, "if I hadn't foreseen the 
contingency and brought these. As it was, 
I planned to splice these with bamboo at the 
upper end, if they weren't long enough 
without it. I had to carry them secretly 
inside my coat, and three and a half feet 

tile�� ��ia�l�t 
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We'll have no difficulty in excluding the 
water. Well,'!. there was laughter in his 
voice, "do you understand now?" f 

"Ah, Hazard, Hazard," I cried, in a sort 
of ecstasy of admiration, "it's always easy 
enough to understand after the event. 
But to foresee--" 

Very faintly now the jeering laughter and 
chattering of the junkmen came to us. The 
rush and roar of the water was much 
louder. By now it had reached to our 
knees. 

lt\Q THE rest of our escape was com"da monplace. Within ten minutes we 
were completely submerged, and for 

hall an hour we remained so, breathing 
through the hollow rubber tubes. It wasn't 

particularly difficult or unpleasant. The 
only danger was that the two junks which 
came in searching for us-they were be
trayed by the vibrations of the water
would find the projecting ends of the 
breathing-tubes. But the fact that these 
tubes .Jay against the wall reduced that 
danger to a minimum. 

I suppose the searchers finally concluded 
that we'd weighted our clothes with rocks 
and drowned quietly, rather than risk falling 
into their hands alive. 

Anyway, when we chanced coming out, 
we found the coast clear. That was pretty 
sure to be true, the Chinese being the indus-
trious creature i)e is and not lightly 
neglecting business. A little back of the 
river bank we found a place where we could 
dry ourselves in the sun without much 
danger of discoV'Cry, and then began an 
uneventful journey overland. Three days 
took us to the Han-Ho, and four days longer 
to Tientsin, where we sold the nearly 
ruined pearls for a thousand taels. 

This money we gave to Mu Ting and 
parted from her at the gate of a missionary 
school-but to come back to the pearls. 

It was while we lay drying in the sun that 
the instant's misgiving I'd already had con
cerning those pearls was justified. In the 
light of day they were no less dull and dead 
than they'd been in the gloom of the cave. 
Only the hearts of some of the larger ones 
remained "alive,'' which accounts for the 
fact that we were able to sell them to a 
Chinese jeweler for "peeling." As to their 
ruin, the explanation was easy. 

"Nineteen years in water saturated with 
animal acids as was the water of that cave
no wonder!" said Hazard. "There may 
have been unwholesome exudations from 
the soil besides. A great many ideas about 
pearls are superstitions, but there's no 
qUestion about their peculiar delicacy and 
susceptibility. I foresaw this as a possi-
bility." -

"You foresaw everything," I said. 
"Pshaw!" he put aside my admiration. 

10I did no more than you could have done, 
given time. You recognized the fact that 
the long-submerged image, found floating 
down the river, could only have come from a 
cavern of some sort. Given that fact, at 
which I arrived in Peking, the rest was 
easy." 

"Even to providing breathing-tubes by 
:which we could sham drowning?" I cried 
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incredulously.'"" I was still marveling at 
that supreme example of foresight. 

"Even that," he smiled. "I think I can 
state my reasoning in five sentences. The 
looters would only have . entered the cave 
for refuge, and they would only have 
abandoned their loot because of fatality. 

That fatality must be complete and must 
include also the members of the pursuing 
party, else they would have carried away 
the pearls. There never was a mere battle 
in which all combatants were killed; there
fore we must look- to some more deadly 
natural catastrophe. In a cavern opening 
off a river there are two possibilities-a 
cave-in of earth or an inundation. 

In the former case the image and pearls 
would have been buried along with the rest; 
so that leaves the one possibility of an 
inundation, which leads irresistibly to the 
theory of a natural dike, a gun-fight inside 
the cave, an explosion which destroys the dike, with the consequent deluge." 

It seemed a clear and concise statement 
of a somewhat ' remarkable process of 
imaginative reasoning. 

"From that theory," went on Hazard, "to 
providing for our own escape in case we 
were besieged in the cave after we'd drained 
it out-which I had every reason to believe 
would happen-was a mere matter of 
common sense." 

"Perhaps, if you put a certain prefix be� 
fore that word 'common.' But with escape 
so nearly certain, and a rich find so probable, 
I don't understand why you invited me into 
the affair." 

"Well " said Hazard "as I said before 
I've hca;d of you. On� gets to hear thing� 
in this country, even secret things. There's 
a certain investigation you're making which 
-well, which this devil�faced little gcxi-" 
he touched the bulge of his coat beneath 
which the image lay-"scemcd to suggest. 
And so-well, I wanted to meet you, any· 
way." 

I caught the tentatively suggested offer 
which Jay behind his words. 

"It's a big thing," I warned. "A dan� 
germts thing." 

"I thought you might let me help you," 
said Hazard modestly. 
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Avlhcr 01 "lliddtn Traik," "lligh P«ktJs," tk. 
The first part of the story brlfdly retold In story form. 

WITH a dauer of hurrying hoofs the posse rode 
out of town. With it rode Red Kal)e. 

That Dfty thousand in gold had been stolen from ����e��,:�!:d�� �� fo�1ni1J1a:p�c� 
boss of the 88, and Red's outfit did not love the 88-
but Red's little black horse had gone with the 
money. Red wanted that horse. 

Five miles out of Farewell the posse came upon 
the e:tpress box and safe, both open and empty, and 
two teams of stolen mules. Red and his brother 
Tom rode on. 

"What are you doin'?" A dark-eyed girl looked 
out of the deserted K C ranch-house. 

Red Kane told her. 
"I see. You thought maybe my father or I had 

your horse. People think nesters will do 'most any
thing. Yes, they do. We came by the 88, and the 
manager was pretty disagreeable. What's his 
name? Lanpher? Well, you two go back to 
Lanpher and tell him Dot Lorimer said next time 
to oome himself. Slide, the two of you!" 

She trained a Winchester on Red's stomach. Not 
until be and Tom had gone swiftly away from there 
did Red remember he was using a borrowed saddle 
marked with the 88 brand. Then he grinned. 

"Some girl!" he said. "Some girl!" 
Riding out of town next day, Red and Ka.nsa.s 

��'a f�):;y�����e upon a man pinned 

"I live at the old K C ranch," he whispered. 
"My name is Lorimer." 

At the K C ranch Dot Lorimer bandaged her 

CHAPTER X 

BEY, DOYS, lJP GO WE! 
N THE glory of the sunset the 88 
cook stood and scratched his 
shoulder-blades against the grate· 
ful corner of the cook-shack. As a 

back-scratcher the corner of a house is only 
excelled by a post with the bark on. The 

father's bruised side. Then she turned to Red. 

be:�?�r: �d��rwf:�:;:�����!ntl:ipf o
ut 

��eg:��t�:�?'h:f;:' Sixteen dusty men rode 
up to the ranch-house. Red noted four with 
d!Slaste-Durkin, Lcnn, Dill, Cox. 

"We want this here Lorimer fcllcr," said Carlson, 
the leader. "The stage was held up, and we think 
this gent knows something about it. And about the 
express robbery, too." 

"Well," said Kansas Casey, "I guess we'll have to 
search the house." 

ca��.
o �� ::d �e:u:���� �:.�. 't�:�� 

injury hadn't afie(;ted his trigger finger. 
"We didn't find nothin," said Durkin, "but I'll 

bet be bdd up that stage, just the same." 
Ba"l again. In Durkin's hair appeared a neat 

crease. Dot Lorimer held a smoking gun. 

sh
:·��f

e
:!:n:C,� my father is a road-agent?" 

No one aid. The lynching party went away. 
Back in Farewell, old Mr. Saltoun, Red's boss, 

)eaned against the jamb of the express office and felt 
something pricking his shoulder. It w� a broken 
knife blade. Red Kane found the knife. It bore 
the initials B. L. What was Lorimer's first name? 

Bill Lanpher, come to howl about his ten thou
sand, went away with two quart bottles and the con
viction that the nesters at the K C ranch had his 
gold. And Red Kane appointed himself unofficial 
sleuth and set out to solve the_mystery. 

cook rolled ecstatic eyes heavenward. Tom 
Dowling, straddling one end of the wash
bench, watched the cook wilh solemn eyes. 

"When I look at you doin' that," re
marked Tom Dowling, "I get homesick. 
I had a hawg once-the cutest li'l' feller he 
was, with a curly tail an' everythin'-an' 
he'd scratch himself just like that, only, o' 
course, he never rared up on his hind legs. 

7' 
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He always stood on all fours. Cookie, 
lessee you stand on all fours. Naw I won't 
go to - neither. Bill, whadda you 
think o' Cookie talkin' like that? 'Tain't 
right, is it?" 

"No," replied Bill Allen, the freckle
faced puncher occupying the other end of 
the wash-bench, "no, Cookie oughtn't to 
talk thataway. It's shockin'. Le's teach 
Cookie manners. You injun up on him 
in front an' I'll injun round behind him; 
then, while he's a-k.ickin' at you, I'll grab 
him." 

The cook retreated rapidly to the cook
shack door, reached within and possessed 
himself of a stick of stove-wood. 

"You lemme be," he advised them 
earnestly; "you lenune be, or I'll shore 
whang you with this here. I don't mind 
foolin', but the last time you done wrastled 
with me my watch got stepped on, an' it 
ain't acted right since. Besides- Aw 
look, they's Lanpher a-comin' an' I gotta 
sling his grub together." 

The cook pettishly slammed the stove
wood stick into a far corner and began to 
fill the coffee-pot. 

"Lanpher's shore feelin' rumdumptious," 
obserVed Tom Dowling, squinting at the 
approaching horseman. 

''Sore as a bear about somethin'," said 
Bill Allen. "Bet he'll have us a-cuttin' 
wood or hay tomorrow. He always does 
that when his ol' liver ain't right." 

They watched the gloomy Lanpher strip 
his mount, tum the horse loose and go into 
the ranch dragging saddle and saddle-bags. 

"Got a bottle, maybe two, in them bags," 
was the sage pronouncement of Tom 
Dowling. "Look how careful he packed 
'em in." 

"Shore," assented Bill Allen. "But if 
we brought a bottle back with us, that'd 
be somethin' else again. I guess so. We'd 
get our time, y' betcha." 

"He carries it good, I'll say that for him," 
said Tom Dowling. "Outside o' bein' 
crankier'n usual, yuh'd never know it 
next day." 

"Alla same, the old red-eye's beginnin' 
to ride him. His nose is startin' to show 
a li'l' red round the edges an' his appetite 
ain't what it was. He drinks more coffee, 
too. I know. I've watched him." 

"Here he comes now." Tom Dowling 
gave his friend a warning nudge. 

Lanpher nodded surilly to the two 

punchers as he crossed from the ranch
house to the dining-room built against 
the north end of the cook-shack. At the 
door Lanpher paused and half turned. 

"Tom," said he, "you'n Bill better cut 
wood tomorrow. Take 'Slim' an' Rockwell 
along to help. Tell the rest of the boys the 
grass on the flat is high enough to cut an' 
they might's well get at it." 

Lanpher took his morose self on into the 
dining-room and called for coffee and bread 
and butter. He didn't feel like eating any 
meat. It was too hot. - of a country 
to live in. Man might as well sit in an 
oven and be done with it. He'd rather, 
if anybody should ask him. 

"Told yuh we'd have to cut wood or hay," 
grunted Bill Allen. "K.nowed it, - the 
luck. Listen to him tellin' Cookie how 
good the coffee is-not. If I was Cookie 
I'd tell him where to go just too quick. 
Cookie's too good - natured with him. 
Where yuh goin', Tom?" 

"I'm gonna get the cross-cut an' hide it 
where Slim an' Rockwell can't lay their 
paws on it first," was the answer. "Me, 
I don't care nothln' about usin' a ax." 

In the dining-room, a lighted lamp 
before him, Lanpher sat long over his coffee 
and bread. He ate no more than two 
slices of the bread, but he drank seven cups 
of black coffee. At the meal's end he rolled 
and lit a cigaret and went back through the 
soft darkness to the ranch-house. 

This night he did not follow custom by 
going to bed with his bottle. Instead, he 
seated himself in the chair behind the table 
he used as a desk, stuck up his feet on the 
table top and held the bottle in his lap, 

He had not lit the lamp. For there were 
no window-shades, and it would never 
do for the outfit to see him drinking. He 
utterly failed to realize that what they did 
not actually know they guessed at quite 
shrewdly. 

Thus he sat solitary in the dark, smoking 
and drinking. A long slow draw at a 
cigaret and a slower exhale would be fol
lowed by a healthy pull at the bottle neck. 
Puff and s""-allow, puff and swallow, while 
the hours slid away to the ticking of the 
alarm-clock on the shelf above Lanpher's 
head. 

Now a man with an educated stomach 
may drink a quart of whisky and become 
no more than lightly jingled-provided he 
takes his time in the business, 
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Lanpher took his first swallow of corn 
whisky a few minutes after ten o'clock. 
He gulped down the last drop in the bottle 
at baH-past one in the morning. Remained 
the other bottle, that containing the rye. 

Lanpher had meant the second bottle 
for another evening, but his hand touched . 
its smooth side as he put away the empty. 
His fingers hesitatingly closed round its 
neck. Why not crowd two evenings into 
one and make a regular night of it for once? 
Why not have one more drink at least? 
A short swallow, a mere tongue-wetting? 

Lanpher gripped the full bottle firmly 
and carried it mth him to his chair. 

During the tippling of the first bottle 
the sense of ill-usage that had afflicted 
Lanpher since his departure from Farewell 
had dwindled and died. A pleasant feeling 
of friendliness for the world at large had 
taken its place. Even the nester Lorimer 
and Red Kane were no longer Lanpher's 
enemies. They had their faults, naturally, 
but it was a free country, live and let live, 
bear and forbear-this was the way to get 
along. Quite so. 

But the first drink of the rye made 
Lanpher strangely thirsty for another. · A  
second swallow, a third, two gulps i n  suc· 
cession, and Lanpher's state of mellow 
bonhomie vanished in a breath. A vile 
and ugly humor took its place. Which 
humor grew by degrees viler ana uglier. 

By three in the morning the Boor round 
the table was thickly strewn with dead 
cigaret·butts, high-tide in the bottle was 
half-way down the label, and Lanpher was 
fa.irly seething with the bitter realization 
of his wrongs. He hated the Bar S, Old 
Man Saltoun, Red Kane and the nester
above all Lorimer the nester. 

Lanpher set the bottle neck to · his lips. 
When he took it away he puffed his 
ciga.ret to a bright glow and held it behind 
the bottle. 

"Not more'n three drinks left," he said 
aloud. "Nearly two quarts an' I ain't 
drunk yet. Hand's just as steady." 

He held the cigaret at arm's length to 
prove it. The glowing spark hung motion· 
less. Lanpher did not know that his 
intoxication was mainly mentaL But he 
knew that a great strength and a greater 
courage permeated his being. He felt 
strong enough to lift a horse, and he was 
afraid of . nothing. For the Bar S, its 
O\\'Iler and punchers, he did not give a 

single damn. Should any or all of that 
- outfit attempt to jump sidewise at 
him, he would show them what was what. 
He, Lanpher of the 88, would· run them off 
the range so far they'd need four years to 
ride back. They had run blazers on him 
long enough. He'd stand no more nonsense 
from them, and he called his Maker to bear 
witness that he wouldn't. As to that 
nester, Lorimer, the man who had helped 
steal the ten thousand dollars belonging 
to the 88, the man who had skinned him 
out of his bonus, as to that unmentionable 
dog, he would die the death. 

"I'll hang him, by -!" Lanpher 
snarled in a whisper. "I'll bum his shack 
an' his wagons an' run off his stock. That 
daughter o' his can cash for all I care. 
She's got no business havin' a daddy like 
hers." 

Nearly two quarts of indifferent whisky 
will shatter almost any human being's 
sense of proportion. Lanpher picked up 
the bottle and made it an even two quarts. 

He lowered the bottle, held it to his ear 
and shook it, but he could bear no answering 
guggle and swash. He set the bottle down 
regretfully and wished for another. Luckily 
there was no other nearer than Farewell. 
No man may tuck away three quarts of 
raw liquor at a sitting and continue on top 
of ground. 

It struck him that the windows and door· 
way were beginning to stand out grayly 
against the darkness. The day was com
ing. Lanpher went to the doorway and 
looked out. A faint lemon-yellow streaked 
low in the east. Across the way a sudden 
sharp flare of light outlined the windows of 
the cook-shack. Cookie had arisen. 

Lanpher went outside. He filled his 
lungs with the dean-washed air of dawn and 
licked his thin lips cat-fashion. He walked 
to the corral and back without a per· 
ceptible stagger. Continually he ran his 
hand through his tousled hair. In all that 
he did, he was conscious of no physical effort. 

"1 guess the boys won't do no wood· 
cuttin' today," he said to himself. "No, 
I guess not." 

At breakiast the outfit noticed that their 
manager's eyes were overbright, his face 
and nose averred and his tongue over
talkative. It was an odd species of hang
over, but, after all, it was his own affair. 
When the first man through piled his cup 
and plate and pushed them from him, 
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Lanpher leaned forward; his face sharp
drawn and eager. 

"No wood<uttin' today, boys," he�said 
in a voice that was the least bit thick. 
"We're gonna go an' caU on that nester 
that sifted through here a while ago
him with the two wagons and the female 
daughter. The one I told to git an' he 
wouldn't. He's took root over at Sweet
water Mountain. We're gonna take our 
ropes along an' we're gonna stretch him." 

The punchers looked at him in amazed 
silence. What was the matter with Lan
pher? Why couldn't he let the poor devil 
alone? Sweetwater Mountain was over 
on the Cross-in-a-bQx range anyway. Let 
Jack Ritchie and his men attend to him. 
Besides, the nester's daughter was remark
ably pretty. They were exceedingly hu
man, these punchers·of the 88. 

"Wbatcha wanna stretch him for?" 
asked Tom Dowling. 

"Because he knows who stole fifty thou
sand dollars from the .express company 
an' he won't tell. Ten thousand dollars 
of it was money assigned to me to buy 
cattle with. Ten thousand wheels! An' 
this jigger won't open his yap. He'll stand 
hangin'." 

"I should remark!" cried Rockwell, 
swinging his legs over the bench. 

"Why ain't he been lynched already by 
the Farewell bunch?" queried shrewd Tom 
Dowling. "Don't they know about it?" 

"Shore they do," declared Lanpher, 
flashing his rodent-like grin on Tom Dowl
ing. "Shore they do, but Kansas Casey 
won't let 'em do nothin' till they get more 
proof. But me, I got proof enough. I 
know he's a coyote an' a road-agent, an' 
I know he knows · all about that money. 
Why, gents, he even had some o' the gold 
in his pocket. They found part of it on 
him, an' Kansas says it ain't enough yet. 
By -, it's enough for. me!" 

Judging by the expeditious manner in 
which they left the dining-room and broke 
for the corrals, it was enough for them also. 

CHAPTER XI 
lliE WARNING 
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going, quiescent in the windless air, hung 
above the southern trail. 

"Wonder if Lanpher ' has drifted/' said 
Red Kane. 

"Nemmine wonderin' about Lanpher," 
was the advice of Kansas Casey, "or you'n 
me'n Old Salt'll have to traipse right back 
inside an' belly the bar again. I ain't 
gonna have no gun-play in Farewell today, 
Red, nor tomorrow neither. You let Lan
pher be, like a good feller." -

"Puttin' her thataway," Red grumbled, 
"they's only one thing to do. But yo'rc 
lakin' a lot on yourself, Kansas. I dunno 
as I like it. Maybe I'd feel better if we 
hopped in an' asked the barkeep the time o' 
day once more. How about it?" 

"No, not another one," Mr. Saltoun re
plied finnly . .  "I wish yuh'd go down to 
the blacksmith shop, Red, an' ride herd 
on that lazy, no-account Piney Jackson 
till be gets the buckboard fixed. He's 
a-layin' down on the job. I've knowed 
him since General Forsyth's faght on the 
Republican, an' he ain't changed a mite. 
Not a mite. _ An' look here, Red, yo're 
a g<XXi puncher an' a hard worker an' I like 
yuh a lot, but I'm with Kansas in this 
Lanpher business. Don't go projeckin' 
round huntin' trouble with him if he's 
still in town. The Bar S is gettin' along 
right peaceable lately with the 88, an' 
business is so g<XXi I don't want it both
ered." 

"You was talkin' up to him yourself," 
complained Red. 

"I wasn't lookin' for a fight." 
"Me neither. Whadda I wanna go 

fightin' for? I'm peaceable. I don't carry 
no chips on my shoulder or nothin'. I like 
Lanpher. I wouldn't wish him no harm 
for a lot." 

"Shore, I know all about that, Red. We 
all know yo're a li'l' he-lamb. Wbatcha 
snickerin' at, Kansas? Don'tcha mind 
him, Red. He can't help it, the poor feller. 
Before I forget it, Tim Page wants a new 
pair of leather cuffs an' a green silk hand
kerchief, a big one. Here's the money. 
I'd get 'em myself, only Mike's out some'ers 
an' Miss Blythe dunno where the cuffs are, 
an' I gotta drag it. I been wastin' time 
round here long enough. An', Red, if 
Piney gets the buckboard fixed before the 
stage pulls in, wait till after an' get the mail." 

Piney was finishing the last spoke when 
Red entered the blacksmith shop and took 
a precarious seat on the edge of �e cooling
tub. 



Lynch Lawyers 75 

"Yuh'd oughta have her done tonight," 
said Red hopefully, eying the amount of 
completed work. 

"Done nothin'," retorted Piney with an 
oily smile. "Yo're lucky if yuh get that 
there buckboard tomorrow night. Why, 
Red, yuh'd be surprized at the size o' this 
job. They's always somethin' new crop
pin' up. I thought this momin' when I 
seen the fifth wheel had a crack that they 
wasn't no more damage, but now, Red-an' 
I was surprized, too, 'cause I'd looked it 
over real careful-now, this afternoon, I 
found I gotta make two new nave-bands 
an' a understrap. Them nave-bands gotta 
be fitted careful, yuh know, Red. That's 
one job I can't hurry. 

"Huh? Me slow? Well, I shore like that. 
Which yo're the hardest gent to please 
I ever did see. An' me a-slavin' like a Turk 
this weather so's to finish up for yuh. I had 
to make all new fellys too, Red. It wasn't 
only the spokes. An' I s'pose you think 
I didn't have no shoein' to do. This buck
board ain't the only thing I live for, naw, 
sir. Had two mules an' a boss today 
awready. U yuh wanna make yoreself 
useful, Red, s'pose you hop out an' light 
up a round fire to heat this tire. That's 
just s'posin' yo're in a hurry. Me, I don't 
care how long it takes. I'm good-natured, 
I am. I don't holler an' fret 'cause other 
folks ain't got six or seven arms an' legs 
apiece an' tum out work a mile a minute. 
I'm reasonable. Didja say le's go have a 
drink, Red?" 

"I did not!" shouted the exasperated 
Red. "I said le's get this buckboard fixed 
an' be quick about it. Why don'tcha make 
a new one an' be done with it?" 

"I would if I thought Old Salt'd pay the 
bill. Honest, a new buckboard wouldn't 
hurt him none, the tightwad." 

"Nemmine whether he's a tightwad or 
not," cried Red loyally. ''He don't run 
up a - of a big bill for nothin' but a 
measly old wheel or two an' some busted 
wrought iron. Yeah, I mean [you, y'old 
fraud. Be ready with that tire. I'll have 
yore fire in two shakes." 

Tom Kane came along while the tire was 
heating. 

"Leamin' to be a blacksmith, Red?" he 
asked of his now smutty-faced brother. 

"Naw, I'm learnin' Piney to be one. 
Lordy, Tom, the ignorance o' this feller 
is shore pitiful. But he's comin' along. 

He'll make a hand some day. Yessir, it 
wouldn't surprize me none if inside six 
months he'll be able to tell the difference 
between a rasp an' the forehammer. 
Don'tcha think so yoreself, Piney." 

"I think this tire's about right," grinned 
Piney. "Grab them long-handled pincers, 
Reddy, old settler, an' we'll swing her o.ver 
on the wheel. Ready-now." 

-

"There," said Red, surveying the prop
erly tired wheel four minutes later, "that's 
what I call a reg'lar job. Couldn't . be·-no 
better if I'd 'a' done it all myself.- How 
about them nave-bands now, Piney?" 

But Piney was squinting northward 
along the dusty length of Main Street. A 
rider was coming into town, his tall gray 
horse single-footing wearily. Above the 
patter of the horse's hoofs sounded the 
double click of a loose shoe. 

"No nave-bands yet a while, Red," said 
Piney Jackson. "Yonder's a customer 
a-comin'. Hear that loose �hoe clackin' 
on the near fore, an' the off fore ain't got 
none a�tall, an'-" 

"An' the boss has two hairs missin' out 
of his tail besides," interrupted Red, "an' 

is seven year old comin' eight, an' the feller 
a-ridin' him has got a blond-headed wife 
an' four children, all girls; one of 'em cross
eyed. You'd oughta be a fortune- teller, 
Piney." 

"Anyway, that boss ain't shod behind 
neither," Piney declared resentfully. 

"That's a easy guess," said Red, "they 
ain't many round here shoes behind." 

The rider on the gray came straight to 
the blacksmith shop and dismounted. He 
was a stranger, this rider, slim-bodied, with 
wide shoulders and a wide, unsmiling mouth. 

"The li'l' boss cast a shoe this momin'," 
said the stranger to Piney, "an' he's fixin' 
to cast the other, I guess. Anybody ahead 
o' me?" 

"Only a wagon job," replied the black
smith, taking the gray's bridle. "Hosses 
always come first. Want him shod behind? 

J,fehl
t.
�;et are kind o' beginnin' to chip a 

"Might's well shoe him all round," 
nodded the stranger. "Shoe him medium 
heavy. He'll stand it. He's no daisy
cutter." 

He nodded again, turned abruptly and 
headed across the street toward the Star
light Saloon. 

"Rawhide boss," said Tom Kane, his 
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critical eyes sweeping over the gray's build. 
"Too long-legged," was Red's verdict. 
"Got a corn comin'," vouchsafed the 

blacksmith, who, the near fore between 
his knees, was wrenching off the shoe with 
the pincers. "An' I got just one bar shoe 
his size left in the p1ace. Hope the other 
foot's all right. -fi wanna make a bar 
shoe." 

"Why don'tcha cut away the outside 
wall an' use a plain shoe?" suggested Red, 
anxious to expedite matters as much as 
possible. 

"That'd be just about what you'd do!" 
Piney exclaimed in fine scorn. "But, when 
a boss goes out o' here, he's Shod proper, 
Iemme tell yuh. I'll cut away t�!e horn 
o' the outside wall all right, an' I'll shoe 
with a bar shoe so's the frog takes the 
weight. A plain shoe, huh! I never tacked 
a plain shoe on a boss with corns yet, an' 
I ain't gonna begin now. Why, in the 
Sioux campaign o' '69 I've knowed General 
Forsyth to peg out a blacksmith for gettin' 
brash with bosses' feet thataway. Just 
before the fight on the Republican River, 
an' Old Salt'll tell yuh the same-he was 
there t()()--just before that fracas-" 

''C'mon, Tom," Red Kane besought in 
mock alarm, plucking his brother by the 
sleeve, "Piney's gonna plant them Injuns 
again. He dunno the war's over. C'mon 
before we lose our anns an' legs." � THEY departed, laughing, followed 

by much earnest abuse hurled by 
the irritated blacksmith. 

"Good feller, Piney," said Red Kane, 
turning into the Starlight. 

"Shore," assented Tom, "only he can't 
never forget he used to .fork a Army tree. 
The bottle with the sawbuck," he told the 
bartender, "an' trot out a box o' yore 
cigars." 

'!The best," supplemented Red. "No 
cabbages nor ol' rope neither for us two li'l' 
orphans." 

Red Kane, a cigar in the corner of his 
mouth, cupped his right hand round his 
glass and leaned comfortably against t11e bar. 

At the other end of the bar stood the 
slim-bodied, wide-shouldered stranger. He 
paid no attention to any of the other 
customers. With the bottom of his whisky 
glass he was making little wet rings on the 
surface of the bar. Occasionally he would 
draw long and deeply at the cigaret hanging 

from his lower lip and slowly blow out the 
smoke through his nostrils. 

Red, regarding him casually, perceived 
that which had at first escaped his atten
tion-the stranger had inordinately small 
feet. Red's own feet, in common with 
those of most cowboys, were not large, but 
the stranger's were_a deal smaller. No 
woman need have been ashamed to take 
the size boot he wore. 

Red:'s idle eyes became aware that the 
stranger's boots were an excellent pair, 
well - made and nearly new. The heels 
were straight, square-set. About the spurs 
there was no touch of silver-inlaid fancy 
work. They were plain, hand-forged steel 
spurs, with rowels larger than usually pre· 
vailed on the northern ranges. One of the 
rowel points was broken short off. 

"I heard yuh throwed down on Carlson," 
said Tom in a low tone. 

"I had to." Red turqed toward his 
brother. "Yuh see--" 

"Here he comes now," Tom interrupted. 
The thickset figure of Carlson pushed 

through the doorway and walked straight 
toward Red Kane. The latter, alert as the 
proverbial weasel, shifted position slightly. 
His right hand dropped at his side. Carlson 
grinned pacifically. 

"No hard feelin's," he said, fronting up 
to the bar at Red's side. "Anyhow, not 
from where I'm standin'." 

"Which is goin' the limit," declared Red 
with a smile. "What's fairer than that? 
Barkeep, another glass. Here's the bottle, 
Carlson. Drink hearty." 

Carlson drank, set down his glass and 
looked straight into Red's eyes. 

"Look out for Lenn an' Dill," he whis-
pered. "I've a notion they're a-layin' for 
yuh. So long." I 

Without another word Carlson departed. 
"What'd he say?" queried Tom. 
Red told him. Tom's mouth straight� 

ened and he hitched up his belt. 
"They's always two of us in our family," 

he said. "- white o' Carlson, but," he 
qualified, knowing his town and its people, 
"I kind o' guess he done it only 'cause he's 
more hostyle to Leon an' Dill than he is to 
you." 

"I ain't doin' no worryin' why he done 
it," said Red the practical. "He done it, 
an' I'm gonna go search out them two 
fellers an' give 'em a chance to s:rmng their 
joke." 
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"They's nothin' like doin' things o n  the 1'You ain't i n  n o  condition t o  a c t  hostyle. 
jump," concurred Tom. You go to bed like a good feller." 

They went out, these two brothers, and, But the "good feller" stood firmer in his 
because they did not know the disposition convictions than he did on his legs. 
of the enemy, they walked one behind the "You-you mum-mean I'm drunk," he 
other, a distance of thirty yards between said with a hiccup. "Why don'tcha shay 
them. sho right out shus-stead o' hintin' run-

They went directly to the dance-hall. round thishway. Well, I ain't drunk; I'm 
Lenn did not go on duty behind the bar shobcr's you are. Shobcrer, by -. An' 
till seven o'clock in the evening, but it was I feel lui-like hoppin' out after him. I'm 
the man's habit to infest the place even in gug-gonna do it. I'll ride the li'l' boss all 
his leisure moments. round his collar. I'll make him eat hish 

Red and Tom entered the dance-hall own!sush-shix-sbooter, that's what I'll dq. 
from different entrances. It is a point in I'm gonna dud-do it, I tell yuh that fuf-flat. 
military strategy to fall upon the enemy I'm gonna do it now. You come along an' 
from flank and front simultaneously. wash me fuf-fill Red Kane full o' lead." 
Neither of the two brothers had ever heard He started tceteringly in the general 
of Murat or Marlborough, but no com- direction of the front door. Spunk Lenn 
mander of troops could have timed his seized him by the elbow and swung him 
onfall at a more opportune moment than hard on into the bar. 
they did theirs. Entering the dance-hall "Have another drink, Pickles," he in
by way of the rear and side doors simul- vited. Then to the bartender in an under
taneously, they found the enemy unbraced tone, "Give it to him in a tin cup. That 
and unready. oughta fix him so's I can get him to bed 

Spunk Lenn had even partially dis- without a fuss." 
mounted his six-shooter. The cylinder lay Red Kane could, on occasion, move 
on the bar beside a freshly broken box of silently. He did so on this occasion. 
cartridges. Spunk Lenn, holding a piece When the bartender straightened his body 
of paper against the recoil plate to reflect after bending down to a lower shell for a 
the light, was looking through the barrel. tin cup, Red Kane was leaning nonchalantly 
He was cold sober. So was not Pickles Dill. against the far end of the bar. The bar
'This gentleman was leaning against the tender, holding tin cup and bottle in his 
bar and orating in maudlin tones. hands, froze stiff. No doubt it was the 

Red and Tom had heard Mr. Dill's voice chill that made the bottle and cup tinkle 
as they came up the street, but the words pleasantly together. 
had been indistinguishable for that Mr. Mr. Lenn looked at the bartender in 
Dill's delivery was thick and rather sketchy. surprize. Then his eyes followed the eyes 
Once they were under the same roof with of the bartender. Mr. Lenn was no catch· 
Mr. Dill they could understand him Per- as--catch--can individual. He did not lose 
fectly. his head. Not knowing how much or how 

"Nawzir," Mr. Dill was saying, thump- little Red Kane had heard, he chose to 
ing the bar with a dirty fist and nodding put the burden of opening a conflict upon 
his head solemnly at every thump, "nawzir, the puncher. 
I don' care how fuf-fast he is with a gugu· Red silently gazed upon Mr. Lenn and 
gug-gun. I'm pup-pup-pretty fuf-fast the maudlin Mr. Dill. The latter's wan-
m'ownself." dering eyes had not rested upon Mr. Kane 

Inspired by similar hunches, Red and as yet. Nor had they perceived the other 
Tom halted just within their respective Mr. Kane, who had come up from the rear 
doorways. Their entry had gone unper- and assumed an attitude of lazy carelessness 
ceived. Besides Messrs. Lenn, Dill, them- in a chair across the room. But Mr. Lenn 
selves and the day bartender, there was had observed the other Mr. Kane and the 
no one else in the dance-hall. And the other Mr. Kane's choice of position, and 
day bartender, a fat-brained chucklehead, it had not increased his peace of mind. 
was oblivious to everything but the antics Honor, the proverb to the contrary not-
and speech of Pickles Dill. withstanding, does not always obtain among 

"You better go to bed, Pickles," advised thieves. It does not always remain afloat 
Mr. Lenn, busy with a rawhide pull-through. _ between _friends, Mr. Lenn and Mr. Dill 
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were ostensibly friends, and, now that danger 
actually threatened Mr. Lenn pushed Mr. 
Dill into deep water without a qualm. In 
so doing, Mr. LeiUl's purpose may have 
been deeper than the water. He may have 
expected Mr. Kane to shoot a drunken man, 
thereby gaining the disapproval of the 
multitude. For there is a well-grounded 
prejudice against inflicting bodily injury 
upon one overserved with liquor. 

Whatever Mr. Lenn's expectations, it is 
history that he reached across the bar and 
tapped the witless bartender on a trembling 
elbow. 

"Gonna choke that bottle to death?" 
Mr. Lenn demanded severely. 

The bartender jerkily placed cup and 
bottle before Mr. Lenn. The latter poured 
a stiffish drink into the tin cup and shoved 
the cup into the hand of Mr. Dill. 

"Drink hearty," urged Mr. Lenn. 
Mr. Dill, raising the cup to his lips, half

turned toward his friend. 
Across Mr. Leon's shoulder Mr. Dill per

ceived Mr, Kane standing near the end of 
the bar. In effect, he saw two Mr. Kanes. 
While he looked, the two became three. 
Which phenomena intrigued Mr. Dill. 

He set down the tin cup without drinJUng 
and laughed crazily, 

"Lui-look," (be said, pointing a shaking 
arm and hand. �<Lui-look. THere's Red 
Kuk-Kane nun-now." . 

"Yeah," murmured Mr. Lenn in the tone 
of one who has forgotten something, "I 
see him." 

Mr. Lenn slipped to the rear of Mr. Dill. 
"Tbey's two o' yuh, Ru-Red," said Mr. 

Dill with a puzzled frown. "I didn't know 
yuh was twins." Mr. Dill's wavering gaze 
staggered sidewise and embraced Red 
�ane's brother Tom where he sat on his 
chair against the side wall. ''An' Tom's 
twins, too," Mr. Dill went on distractedly. 
"I dud-don't understan' it. Whysh 
Ru-Red twins an' -whysh Tom twins too. 
Both of 'em tut-twins, an' I wanna know 
why. Cue-can you tell me why?" 

He wheeled inward and stabbed an un
certain forefinger at the bartender, 

"I-" began the bartender. 
''My -!" cried Mr. Dill. ''Yo're 

twins, too! An' Spuh-Spuh-Spunk, he's 
twins. An' that - bottle's tut-twins." 

He reached for the bottle and, naturally, 
miscalculated and clutched a handful of air. 
He grabbed again, wildly, and overset the 

bottle. It rolled across the bar, over the 
edge and smashed on the floor. The mishap 
annoyed Mr. Dill. ... 

"What didja do that for?" he roared 
at the bartender. Then, his inood changing 
on the instant, he began to weep. "Poor 
li'l' bottle," he moaned. "Never did no 
harm to nobody, All broke. to pieces. 
Poor li'l' bottle." 

He wiped his eyes with the back of his 
hand and sniffled. Obviously he had com
pletely forgotten ever having borne malice 
toward Red Kane. Mr. Lenn was at a loss. 
His eyes flickered nervously. 

Red Kane smiled. He had shrewdly 
suspected the evil intent at the back of Mr. 
Lenn's mind. 

"Throw the red-eye into him, Spunk, 
why don'tcha?" he queried. "Then maybe 
he'll get his dander up." 

"Whatcha talkin' about?" Thus Mr. 
Leon, Wearing his best expression of won
dering innocence. 

"Me? Yuh mean me? Yuh mean what 
am I talkin' about, huh? Oh, I was just 
a-talkin'. I do that now an' then. Kind 
of a habit with me. Djub know, Spunk, 
I'll bet another drink would help his mem
ory." 

" 'His memory,' "  repeated Mr. Leon. 
"Shore, his memory. Ain't he forgot 

somethin'?" 
"I dunno what yo're talkin' about," 

declared Mr. Leon palely. He felt queerly 
within, did Mr. Lenn. Red Kane seemed 
bent on forcing a fight. Every advantage 
lay with the puncher. Mr. Lenn cursed 
Pickles Dill and his loose tongue. 

"If you ain't gonna give him that drink, 
you'd oughta take him home," Red Kane 
pointed out kindly. "He ain't in no con
dition to leave loose on the range, Pickles 
ain't. Look at him, Spunk. He's fallin' 
asleep right now this minute." 

Even as Red spoke, Mr. Dill, who had 
been cl_inging limpet-like to the bar, relaxed 
his hold, slid gently to the floor, buried his 
nose in his hat and began to snore. 

"Pack him into the back room," Mr. 
Leon said to the bartender and started 
to leave the dance-hall. 

The voice of Red Kane halted Mr. Lenn 
before he reached the door. 

"Yo're forgettin'"'Somethin', too," said 
Red Kane. 

There! It had come, the challenge. Mr. 
Leon's scared nerves read a menace into 
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Red's simple words. He whirled, his body 
crouching, his right hand jerking down 
and up. 

Fully expecting to meet the flash and 
smoke of Red's six-shooter, he pulled the 
trigger three times before he realized that 
his hammer was clicking vainly and that 
Red's thumbs remained hooked in his belt. 

"Told yuh yuh'd forgot somethin'," 
observed Red Kane calmly. "Yore cylin
der. Yuh left it layin' on top of the bar." 

Mr. Lenn perceived with shame that 
Red Kane was telling the truth. He 
looked at the empty frame of his gun with 
sullen eyes. 

"I expect yo're a-wishin' that cylinder 
had been in place," Red Kane observed 
softly. "Is that it?" 

Mr. Lenn shook his head. 
"I thought-" he began. 
"Nemmine whatcha thought," inter

rupted Red Kane. "It don't signify
really. Only-only I'd be kind o' careful 
how I throwed down on folks, feller. 
Yessir, I'd shore be a heap careful. S'pose 
now, Spunk, you pick up yore li'l' tin 
cylinder an' pull yore freight. I get tired 
lookin' at yuh sometimes. Speakin' plain, 
Spunk, I'd drag it out o' town if I was you. 
Yessir, I shore would. An', if I was a gent 
thoughtful of my health, I'd do it inside o' 
ten minutes. Yuh see, feller, I'm gonna 
go down to Tom's now after my Winchester. 
Then I'm comin' back, an' I'm gonna scout 
round for you, an', if yo're anyways visible, 
I'll give yuh the whole magazine. That's 
the how of it, Spunk." 

CHAPTER XII 

Irr�o��o�v�:re ��U:��f ��u:�c� 
hall. The late Mr. Stute's successor, one 
"Figgy" Wadsworth. A plumpish man, 
Figgy's mental processes were slow, but he 
was sufficiently bright to sense a certain 
tension in the atmosphere. He turned a 
moon face from one to another of those 
present. 

"What's the trouble?" he asked, -wrink
ling an anxious forehead. 

He wished no violence in · his place. 
Violence he abhorred. Violence and a too 
active participation in public affairs had 
been the death of Mr. Stute, the erstwhile 

proprietor. In his mind's eye Figgy could 
still see the white form of Mr. Stute-he 
wa.s hanged in his nightshirt-a-dangle 
against the sky. As a dance-hall owner 
honest Figgy was decidedly miscast. He 
should have been born a periwinkle. 

"What's the trouble?" he repeated. 
"Don't start nothin' now, Spunk. This 
here's a respectable place, an' I'm aimin' 
to keep it so. I don't wanna get mixed 
up in no gun-plays myself, an' I don't want 
none in here. Whatcha fussin' with a £us
tomer for, anyhow? I've told yuh time 
an' again to hang on to yore temper in here. 
It drives away trade to have a barkeep 
a-rowin' alia time. Folks don't come in 
here for a fracas. They come in for a drink, 
y' understand. Whatsa trouble, anyhow? 
I've done asked yuh three times." 

"If yuh'd waited after the first time in
stead o' surgin' hell-bent into a sermon, 
I'd 'a' told yuh," snarled Spunk Lenn. 
"They ain't no trouble. I'm playin' cat's
cradle with my gun. Whadda yuh -guess?" 

uspunk's tellin' the truth-for once," 
remarked Red Kane. "But I dunno as 
I'm a heap anxious to keep on playin' cat's
crad.le with Spunk. He's too swift for me 
or some thin'. I like to gamble, but a shore 
thing is too much. Spunk is leavin' our 
midst." 

Fat Figgy stared and scratched the top 
of his head, where the hair grew sparsely. 

"He's leavin'? Whadda yuh mean?" 
Again Figgy scratched the top of his head. 

"I mean yuh'll have to look round for a 
new night barkeep," explained Red Kane. 
'�Yuh see, Figgy, Spunk's decided to shoo 
himself away. Spunk," he continued, his 
light tone becoming hard, "don't lemrne 
keep you. Yore cylinder is still on tOp 
o' the bar. Lessee how fast yuh can pick 
it up an' get out o' that door." 

"If it wasn't for yore brother behind me," 
said Mr. Leon, stepping to the bar and 
retrieving his property, "I'd shoot it out 
with yuh." 

"No, that's not yore reason, Spunk. Never 
say so. Tom's bein' behind yuh- has 
nothin' to do with it. You ain't got the 
nerve. You hear me. You ain't got the 
nerve. If yuh had the nerve, yuh'd slip 
in yore cylinder, slam home yore centerpin 
an' turn yore bull loose. See, my hand ain't 
no more'n reasonable close to my six
shooter an' you got yore gun out." 

Spunk Lenn's fingers ceased moving. 
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The cylinder remained half in bali out of 
the frame. 

"Huh?" Mr. Lenn looked frowningly 
at Mr. Kane. 

"I'm tellin' yuh y'ain't got the nerve to 
cut down on me again. Y'ain't got the 
nerve, an' right now this minute I'm gonna 
see ho·.v li'l' nerve you really have got." 

Red Kane sprang forward and landed a 
jab on the nose of Mr. Lenn. The latter, 
with a squeak of anguish, promptly essayed 
to. complete the assembling of his six� 
shooter. But Red Kane did not wait on 
the convenience of Mr. Lenn. He bored 
in, keeping his elbows dose to his ribs, and 
landed heavily on Mr. Lenn's eye and car. 
The cylinder flew from Spunk Lenn's 
fingers. He struck savagely at hls oppo;
nent with the barrel of the weapon. Red 
Kane dodged the blow, wrenched the six� 
shooter from the hands of Mr. Lenn and 
clipped him atross the mouth with it. 

Spitting blood and three teeth, Mr. Lenn 
lowered his head and charged Red Kane. 
Which move was most ill-advised. Red 
Kane raised a hard knee and smote Mr. 
Lenn on his already painful nose. 

With a sound midway between a grunt 
and a groan Mr. Leon went over backward 
and landed full on the stomach of the sleep
ing Mr. Dill. This was lucky for Leon. 
Otherwise he would have broken his neck. 
The stricken Pickles, as his comrade rolled 
off his stomach, doubled up like a closing 
jack-knife. He wheezed and gasped, 
clutching his middle the while with both 
hands. Then nausea seized him, and he 
wallowed like a pig under the feet of the 
fighting men. 

Mr. Lenn, when he arose again, charged 
his antagonist. But not head down this 
time. He had learned that lesson. He 
went forward swinging both fists, only to 
go down flat beneath a veritable shower of 
books and jabs to the face. 

Red Kane did not know that the blows 
he was delivering so well were hooks and 
jabs. He had never seen a prize-fight, and 
of fistic science he was naturally as ignorant 
as a Mennonite maid. But he was a 
willing worker, had plenty of instinct and 
was hard as the proverbial keg of nails. 
The ex-bartender could not go the distance 
with the cowboy. But there are more 
ways than one of winning a fight, especially 
when the row is unhampered with rules. 

From his latest knockdown Mr. Lenn 

arose slowly. .There was blood on his face 
and murder in his heart. Moreover, there 
was ciaft in his brain and a bowie under 
his vest. He was so consumed with rage 
engendered by the. acute pain of his hurts 
that he had long since forgotten to be afraid. 
Some men are like that. 

Mr. J..enn, swaying on his feet, was not 
nearly so weary as he looked. He shook 
his head as if to clear it and dashed the 
blood from his fast-closing eyes with the 
back of a bruised left hand. His right arm 
he kept across his middle, the forearm 
parallel to and immediately above his belt, 
the fist close in to the points of the open 
vest. 

He crouched and tottered toward Red 
Kane. The latter was calmly awaiting 
an opportunity to administer to Mr. Lenn 
his quietus. A right or left swing neatly 
planted beneath an ear or on the point of 
the jaw would be best, Red decided as he 
watched the advance of his battered an
tagonist. 

Spunk Lenn gave every indication of a 
man almost out on his feet. He gasped 
like a netted fish. His knees wabbled 
beneath him. As acting it was badly over
done, but Mr. Leon's audience was not 
disposed to be critical. 

Red Kane, in his unblissful ignorance, 
set himself to send over the knockout. 
Mr. Lenn appeared to give way suddenly. 
He sank down almost to the floor. He 
rested his left hand on the floor to steady 
himself. His body bowed forward. The 
outswinging flap of his vest completely 
concealed his right band. 

Then hls slack body straightened with a 
snap from the heels and he sprang forward 
and upward. No catamount could have 
been brisker. Mr. Leon's right hand shot 
out from beneath the vest. There were 
eight inches of gray steel projecting from 
that right hand, and with all the strength 
of his arm and shoulder Mr. Lenn stabbed 
straight at Red Kane's stomach. 

Yet the Spinning Sisters fought for Red 
Kane that day. Had the puncher been 
going away at the moment, nothing could 
have prevented the grooved blade from 
ripping up his vitals. But he was coming 
in at the psychological nick and he met 
the blow half-way. The point of the bowie 
struck one of the brass conchas on his chaps, 
glanced and did no more material damage 
than slit the leather over his hip-bone. 
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Red would have been perfectly justified 
had he stepped back, pulled his gun and 
filled the crafty Mr. Lenn full of holes. 
But even then, with Mr. Lenn gathering 
himseli for another murderous effort, Red 
did not draw his firearm. Instead, he 
hopped to one side, snatched up a handy 
chair and flailed Mr, Lenn across the face 
with it. 

Mr. Lenn dropped his knife and reeled 
backward. He was suffering the most 
exquisite torture, for a chair leg had rapped 
his funny-bone and a comer of the chair 
seat had deprived him of three more of 
his most prominent teeth and broken his 
nose. He gave vent in his agony to a shrill 
ululation that Red Kane cut short with 
another swing of the useful chair. Mr. 
Lenn tumbled senseless into the angle 
between the bar and the front wall and lay 
huddled, a sadly crumpled human being. 

Red Kane gazed down at his handiwork 
and flung the chair from him. 

"Y'oughta make yore chairs heavier," 
he observed to the marveling Figgy. "If 
the one I used ··had five more pounds heft 
I'd 'a' knocked him silly first crack!' 

"My -!" breathed the awed Figgy. 
"My -1 I never seen nothin' like it 
since I was born. Yuh-yuh wouldn't 
hardly think they's a real face behind all 
that blood an' mush." 

"Yuh'd oughta shot the polecat," Tom 
reproached his brother. "I'd 'a' done it. 
Don'tcha see, yuh idjit, instead o' windin' 
the play up like yuh waded out to do so 
careless an' free, yuh've just started a new 
deal. But maybe yuh rubbed him out 
after all," be added, brightening per
ceptibly. "Lessee." 

Tom crossed to the battered Mr. Lenn 
and fingered his person at various points 
of vantage. Red Kane scooped up the 
discarded bowie, revolver-frame and cylin
der and tossed the lot through the doorway 
into the street. The ironmongery slithered 
at the feet of that semi-invalid, Mr. Cox, 
who, attracted by the shortened shrieks of 
Mr. Lenn, was coming along the sidewalk. 
Mr. Cox, surmising by the very shrillness 
of the screams that one of the dance-hall 
girls was indulging in delirium tremens and 
fearing to miss some part of the excitement, 

of amusement. He wondered why she 
had stopped screaming. 

"I guess he'll live, all right," Tom Kane 
was saying regretfully when Mr. Cox 
entered. "He's breathin' right good an' 
I don't think his skull's fractured. Shore 
tough luck that chair bein' so light." 

"Here's Coxy," cried Red joyously. 
"Good ol' Coxy, lame arm an' all. How's 
the pin, old settler?" 

But the old settler was in no mood for 
idle banter-at least not from the tongue 
of Red Kane. He had not forgotten what 
Red had said to him at the ranch-house 
by Sweetwater Mountain. The grin faded 
abruptly from the mouth of Mr. Cox as 
he faced the laughing devil in Red's gray 
eyes. The eyes of Mr. Cox shifted quickly 
to the object that had at one time been a 
perfectly good bartender. 

If Mr. Cox could not recognize the 
features, he recognized the clothing. His 
expression grew very glum. 

"Don't look so happy," suggested the 
impudent Red. "Ain'tcha sorry for Spunk 
even a little bit? Where's yore sympathy?" 

This was rubbing it in with a vengeance. 
Cox's sidewise glance at Red was savage. 

"Yeah," said Cox. "I'm sorry for Spunk 
all right, an' I got sympathy to burn. 
Don'tcha worry none about that. I even 
got sympathy for you, Red." 

"Why me? Do I look like I needed it?" 
"Yuh'll need it all right. Yuh'll need 

it a-plenty." 
"That sounds real interestin'," drawled 

Red. "Who's gonna make me need sym
pathy?" 

But Rooster Cox was not to be drawn 
further. One comer of his malicious mouth 
lifted in a crooked smile and he departed, 
nursing his injured arm. 

"Gonna tell Durkin," thought Red ron� 
ternptuously. "Figgy," he said aloud, 
"when Spunk comes to, tell him I'll stretch 
out his ten minutes till tomorrow rnomin' 
at six o'clock. I'll be lookin' for him after 
six. C'mon, Torn." 

CHAPTER XIII 

Tlli; DARK PLACES 

=�� e���h��re
u��:nt���1ol�� "WIL-th�h�tt:c���e �'i����;he, Mike 

shower of hardware. She was throwing Flynn's partner in the Blue Pigeon, spread �hings. She would no doubt furnish plenty . .  a green silk handkerchief upon the counter. 
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"I guess " said Red Kane �'Tim shore 
ought to be' pleased with that. ' Yes, ma'am, 
cuffs an' the handkerchief will be all. 
Nemmine wrappin' up the cuffs. I'll tie 
them on the saddle, but yuh can put a piece 
o' newspaper round the handkerchief if 
yuh will. Don't wanna git it dirty if I can 
help it. \\�ere's the man-talkin' parrot?" 

"Out back," she twinkled, nodding her 
head toward the sleeping-quarters of Mike 
Flynn. "I won't have the horrid thing in 
here while I'm tending store. Such lan
guage I never listened to in all my born 
days. Seven dollars and four-bits, Mr. 
Kane." 

"Betcha yo're buyin' them things for 
yoursell," Tom observed skeptically when 
he and his brother were walking homeward. 

"I was not," denied Red. "They're for 
Tim Page, like I said .. S'pose Tim wants 
to be fancy for once. He shore oughta 
be in that handkerchief. She's a right 
outstandin' green." 

"Alla same, I'll bet they ain't for Tim," 
insisted Tom. "Yo're fixin' on goin' out 
to Sweetwater Mountain again, an' yuh 
wanna look joyful. Can't fool me. I 
know you, old-timer. Nemmine den yin' it. 
I wouldn't believe yuh if yuh told me till 
yuh was blue in the face. My -, Red, 
you make me sick! Whadda yuh wanna go 
get married fori> I don't mind a fool. 
Gott:a expect that, but it ain't necessary 
to be a - fool, an' you personal are actin' 
like the --est fool ever drawed breath. 
You mark what I'm tellin' yuh, Red, you'll 
be sony. You'll be sorry shore as yo're 
a foot high. Look at me-I'm single; I'm 
happy; I'm makin' money. What more 
djuh want? What more can yuh ·want? 
Hell's bells, djuh want a woman tellin' 
yuh how many pills yuh can smoke an' 
supervisin' yore drinks? 

"Think o' that, Red. Can't go into the 
Happy Heart for the smallest kind of a 
snifter without havin' yore wife askin' 
about it an' objectin' like one o' my mules 
when Piney Jackson shoes him. An', if 
y'ever got an edge on, Red, an' brought it 
home with yuh, she'd raise the roof. 
That's the kind o' hairpin a wife is. I 
knOw; I got married friends, an' they 
told me. 

"Now shut up. Lemme talk. You'll 
have plenty time to jaw while I'm rustlin' 
the chuck. You take yore Dot Lorimer 
friend now. She's got a temper, she has. 

S'posc yuh don't do everythin' to suit her
forget to chop the light wood or somethin'. 
What'll she do, huh? She won't say much. 
Not her. She ain't that sort. She'll take 
the hatchet or a rollin'-pin an' beat the 
drum on yore face. That's what she'll do." 

"Maybe I'll like it, Tom," grinned the 
amused Red. "\Vhen yuh like a person, 
yuh like what they do to yuh. Look at 
me now. Yo're a-whangin' at me with yore 
tongue, an' I ain't sayin' a word. Shows 
I like yuh. Yuh don't appreciate it 
neither. Fine brother, you are." 

"I know when I'm well off, you bet. I 
ain't doin' my endeavors to stick my head 
through the loop of a rope. I ain't got 
nothin' in petticoats to boss me round, 
an' I ain't gonna have nothin' neither. 
Single cussedness, that's me." 

"You'll be followin' my trail in less'n a 
year, maybe sooner. You'll see." 

"I will like -. Not while I know how 
to cook I won't. They's ham tonight, Red. 
Ham'n' 'taters. \Vanna \\'<lit while I make 
biscuits? All right. Grab the ax an' split 
the light wood for tomorrow mornin' an' 
tomorrow night, too, while yo're about it. 
Yuh might's well learn bein' useful, cowboy. 
Then yuh won't mind it so much later." 

Tom nimbly dodged through the doorway 
of his shack and slammed the door just as a 
stick of stove-wood crashed against the 
planking. 

"Alia same, he's the - fool," Red told 
himself, as he twiddled the ax out of the 
chopping block. "I don't believe she'd act 
thataway." 

It was in the small hours of the morning 
when Tom Kane, sleeping the sleep of a 
tired man, was smartly cracked on the head 
by a heavy article. He came alive on the 
instant, bounced upright and automatically 
felt for his six-shooter. Beside his bunk, 
dimly visible in the pale light of the early 
dawn, stood the dark figure of his brother. 

" 'T'sall right!" Red cried hastily. "I 
was o�ly tryin' to find out what time it was 
without wakin' yuh, an' the alarm-clock 
dropped on yore face." 

"1\.fy ear," corrected Tom huffily, cau
tiously fingering the organ in question. 
"It dropped on my ear, yuh butter-fingered 
hay-maker. Il might 'a' put out my eye if 
I'd been a-layin' like I do usual. Why 
didn'tcha strike a match i£ yuh wanted to 
find out the time?" 

�<1 didn't wanna wake yuh up," explained 
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Red. 1'I knowed yuh wouldn't wanna be 
waked up, so I tried to take the clock over 
to the window where they was some light. 
Y'oughtn't to keep the thing on a shell 
right over yore bed. No place for a clock 
nohow. Next time yuh might get damaged 
instead o' just batted on the ear. Lordy, 
what a time yuh make for just a ear." 

"Oh, is that so?" snapped Tom, while his 
brother struck a match and held it in front 
of the clock's face. "Yuh talk like I have 
several ears an' could easy afford to have 
one of 'em hammered flat any time you feel 
like it. \Vell, I can't, an' I won't, an' you 
do any more such fool tricks an' I'll damage 
you. I always could lick yuh, an' I still 
can, you bet. Whatcha wanna know the 
time for? You ain't gotta work today." 

"I got a engagement, an' you can't lick 
me an' never could an-" 

"Nemmine about that. What's yore en· 
gagement? What kind o' devilment are 
y'up to now?" 

"You know as well as I do. I told Spunk 
Leon he'd have to be out o' town this 
mornin', an' I forgot whether I gave him 
till four, five or six; so I'm gonna play safe 
an' say it's four. Clock says three forty· 
eight, so I'll just be pullin' on my boots 
an' leavin' yuh. Yuh might's well have 
breakfast ready for me when I get 
back." 

"Who was yore last year's nigger?" de· 
manded Tom, whose ear still tingled. "If 
yo're gonna go out lookin' for Lenn, I gotta 
go along, an' you know it. Lenn has other 
friends besides Pickles, Durkin an' Cox. 
Yo're too venturesome; likewise yo're a 
idjit, a plumb idjit. Gettin' up at four in 
the mornin' instead o' waitin' till six like 
a Christian an' then goin' out an' havin' 
yore li'l' J;,iot. Are you figurin' on baulin' 
Spunk out o' bed?" 

"If I gotta," replied Red, busy with his 
boots. "But you needn't put yoreself 
to no trouble, Tom," he continued sar. 
castically. "I wouldn't want yuh to bother 
about me for a whole lot. I ain't no child 
an' I don't need no guardeen." 

"What you need is a nurse," was the 
sharp return. "Shut up now; I guess you 
got nothin' to do with it. If I wanna get 
in this, I guess I got a right to. I was 
in it yesterday, an' you didn't have no 
objections. Now yuh wanna glom all the 
fun yoreseU. We'll see about that, we will. 
\Vhere's my belt? I'll bet you moved it or 

somethin'. Why can'tcha leave things 
alone? My - Oh, here she is." 

"Shore, right where yuh hung it, on the 
back o' the chair. Y'old sputter·box, if 
yuh didn't have somethin' to squall round 
about, yuh wouldn't be happy. Whadda 
yuh do when I ain't here?" 

Tom countered in kind, and they left 
the shack still engaged in heated argument. 

r.JI IT WAS a minute past the hour liS and broad in the light of the coming 
day that Red Kane rapped on the 

door of the one-rOom log-house behind the 
dance-hall where Spunk Lenn lived with 
a man named Murphy, or did live rather, 
for the man named Murphy, on getting out 
of bed and coming to the door, informed 
them with much bitterness , that Spunk 
Lcnn had departed at midnight. 

"He pulled his freight owin' me money," 
complained the ex·roommate. "Twenty· 
eight dollars six·bits he borrowed last 
month, an' this ain't all neither. They 
was a bottle o' whisky nearly half full under 
my bed, an' he took that. I ain't missed 
nothin' else so far, but I guess that ain't 
Spunk's fault. Likely he didn't have time 
to do the job complete. An' I thought he 
was a friend o' mine. I hope I cut his trail 
sometime. Runnin' off with my money 
an' my whisky too, the bushwhacker." 

Leaving the man named Mwphy to the 
memory of his wrongs, they returned to 
the shack and had breakfast. Which meal 
disposed of, Tom improved the shining 
hour by overhauling his team harness. 

"Coin' south next week " said he "an' 
I "don't aim to have nothln• bust dn -the 
trip. Gotta get new tugs, worse luck. 
The harness--makers don't care what kind 
o' leather they use no more." 

"Yeah," yawned the uninterested Red. 
�'I wish I had somethin' to do. I don't 
wanna watch Piney all day. I don't feel 
like it." 

"Go an' get the other harness--punch, 
then, an' help me. I'll give yuh somethin' 
to do." 

"Naw, I don't mean work. I don't feel 
like workin' today. I feel a heap lazy-like. 
I don't fCel good neither. I got a misery 
in my stomach. Maybe I'ril gonna be sick, 
Tom. Be reasonable. I gotta look after 
my health, don't I?" 

"Too bad about yuh. Shore is. You 
didn't have :Q9 misery when yuh hauled me 
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out o' bed in the middle o' the night. No, 
yuh didn't. But now yo're too delicate to 
work. Yuh poor feller. I'm a-grievin' for 
yuh, I am. I'm mighty sorry I ain't got 
a glass case handy for yuh to crawl into an' 
keep out o' drafts. Maybe yub'd better go 
in an' lay down, Couldn't I bold yore 
hand or some thin'?" 

"No," said Red, his face lighting up sud
denly. "I dunno as I care about yuh 
holdin' my paw, but whatcba ·say about 
layin' down sounds sort o' good. Maybe 
I'd better do it. I don't wanna be sick 
here on yore hands. Lordy, no." 

� TOM grunted with scorn as Red L,� retreated hurriedly into the shack. 
Ten minutes later he peered through 

the window and discovered his brother 
shaving himself. Tom immediately dropped 
the back-strap .he was examining and 
scuffied into the house. 

"1\fy razor!" he lamented. "Yo're usin' 
my razor, an' I just spent a solid hour day 
before yesterday honin' her up good for 
Sunday momin'." 

"I'm shore obliged to yuh," Red assured 
him rapidly, fending him off with the 
shaving-brush. "It's fine an' sharp. You 
done a good job." 

"An' I got it to do all over again now. 
Whatcha wanna shave for in the middle of 
the week, anyhow?" 

"Because I :feel like it. Think I wanna 
run round lookin' like a porkypine alla time? 
Well, I don't. I ain't like you. I got 
respect for my pers'nal appearance, I have. 
You Iemme alone so's I can finish up, 
an' I'll give yuh back yore pretty li'l' razor 
so's yuh can enjoy yoreself honin' her up 
again. Go 'way now. Go sit down, for 
Gawd's sake. You make me nervous 
hoppin' around thataway." 

"I'll make you nervous," yapped the 
irritated To!ll- "You know I don't allow 
nobody to use that razor. I might 'a' 
guessed you'd do somethin' like this if I 
wasn't here to watch yuh. I'll watch yuh 
now, you can gamble on that. I'll set 
right here on this table till you get through 
an' out, that's what I'll do. Where's my 
makin's? I left 'em right here on the table, 
I know I did. You've took 'em. Where 
are they?" 

"I had to," explained Red, trying to keep 
one eye on his exasperated relative and the 
other on the tiny mirror. ,.."My bag was 

nearly empty. But you stop bellerin', an' 

I'l�,���·Jt:ui:ee :!�n
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will yuh? That's good. That's right down 
generous o' you, that is. But I guess I 
needn't wait till after yo're done shavin', 
not when you've kindly left one end o' the 
draw-string stickin' out o' yore vest pocket 
an' the vest hangin' on the wall in plain 
sight." 

Tom gave a triumphant jerk on the draw� 
string, pulled out the bag and tugged it 
open. 

"A w, -!" he exclaimed when he bad 
looked within. 

"Yeah," Red tranquilly observed. "I 
thought li'l' Brighteycs would see the draw
string a-stickin' out. So I filled the bag 
with bits o' paper. The tobacco's in my 
other bag, an' that's where you won't find 
it in a hurry. Don't throw that water! 
They's a cigar in the inside pocket o' the 
vest. Smoke that an' be happy. There, 
see whatcha made me do-cut myself!" 

"Serve yuh right," Tom told him, fishing 
for the cigar. "Bet she's all squashed. 
Naw, she ain't, for a wonder. Good thing 
for you she ain't, too, or I'd 'a' shore soused 
yuh good an' plenty. Oughta done it 
anyway. Maybe I will yet. Yeah, I 
know yuh'd try for to lick me, but doin' 
it is somethin' else again. Go'n, go'n, 
Twice over yore chin now, an' call it a 
day." 

Red Kane shrugged a contemptuous 
shoulder and proceeded with his shaving. 
The operation completed to his content
ment, he pulled off his shirt and hung it up. 

"Whatcba peelin' yore shirt for?" asked 
Tom, regarding him curiously. "You ain't 
gonna change it, are yuh?" 

"Shore, why not?" returned ]\ed, opening 
a newspaper-wrapped bundle and pulling 
therefrom the new shirt he had purchased 
of Mike Flynn. "I ain't proud. I change 
my shirt now an' then." 

"Yo're gettin' reckless an'- Is that it? 
Purple boss-shoes on a gray shirt topped 
by yore red hair is shore a ferocious com
bination. A house afire wouldn't be deuce 
high alongside o' you. Naw, sir. You 
ain't gonna wear that bright green hand
kerchief too, are yuh? An' them cuffs? I 
thought yuh done said it an' the cuffs was 
for Tim Page an' yuh didn't wanna get 'em 
dirty?" 

"Shore they're for Tim, just like I said, 
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but I'm gonna sort o' christen 'em for him entering on the word and walking through 
first. He won't mind." the kitchen into the room where the 

"0' course he won't. He'll spit in yore wounded man lay on his springless bu� 
eye an' drownd yuh, that's all he'll do. I It was hot in the sick-room, hotter than 
know now what yo're gonna do. I knowed it was outdoorS, although all the windows 
it all along, you bet. Yo're goin' out to were open wide. The bandaged nester, 
Sweetwater Mountain this momin'; that's covered simply by a thin sheet, stared up 
where yo're goin'." at Red Kane with fever-bright eyes. 

"I might happen along that way," ad- "I seen yuh before," he said, low-voiced, 
mitted Red. "Yuh see, Tom, I got busi- his words slurring and sliding together. 
ness over round Sweetwater anyhow, an' "Yuh . .was in that store in Farewell, an' 
I wouldn't want for to go by an' not say yuh was here when them fellers tried to 
'Howdy.' Why, Tom, maybe the old gent, make out I was a road�agent. I remember 
her father, maybe he's worse. Maybe she yuh. Si'down.'' 
needs help. An' her there all alone, too. "How do you feel?" asked Red cheerily. 
Ain't you got no heart?" ""'\Vanna drink or somethin'?" 

"Plenty," replied Tom, unmoved by the "My daughter left a pail an' dipper on 
harrowing picture as detailed by his brother, that chair before she went fishin' an', o' 
"but I guess she'd be able�to shove along course, clumsy-like I had to jerk it down off 
without yore help, seein' she's been a�doin' , the chair an' it rolled under the bunk. I 
it for a few years more or less. But go would be obliged for a drink. Kind o' 
ahead. Run hell-bent into yore bad luck thirsty weather, ain't it?" 
an' shake hands with it for all I care. I "Yeah," mumbled Red, on his hands and 
wouldn't stop yuh for a lot. Nawsir, not knees and half under the bunk. "I'll have 
me. Fly at it, cowboy, fly at it. Only yuh forgettin' the weather in no time.'' 
don't say I never warned yuh.'' He scrambled to his feet and hurried 

"I shore won't. How do I look with the out to the spring. He returned with a full 
green handkerchief?" and slopping pail, set it on the chair and 

"Like the wrath o' Gawd. I'm tellin' dipped in the dipper. With a touch as 
yuh, Red, blindfold the boss yo're gonna gentle as a woman's he slipped a hand 
ride, or yuh'll never get the saddle on.'' beneath · the nester's head, raised it from 

Red, riding out of Farewell, knew that the pillow and held the dipper to the dry 
he was disobeying orders, but he salved his lips. 
conscience by telling himself that Piney Lorimer drank in great gulps. Three 
was getting along all right. Of course he dippers-full were required before his thirst 
was. What was the use of sitting round like was quenched. After the dipper had been 
a bump on a log? Obviously there was no sunk in the pail for the fourth time he lay 
use. Quite so. back on the pillow with a long sigh of relief. 

When he sighted the nester's ranch- "Naw, no more," he said in reply to 
house, he rode warily, his eyes turning from Red's question. "Shore feels fine, that 
side to side. He did not expect a too does. I dunno when I wanted a drink so 
hostile reception, but with a sudden lady bad.'' 
like Miss Lorimer one could not be too Red espied a crumpled towel beside the 
careful. bunk. He picked it up. It was damp. 

No human being was visible in the "My daughter wet that an' put it on my 
vicinity. Below a smokeless chimney the head," explained Lorimer. "She said it 
kitchen door sagged open on its recently was good for the fever, but it fell off, an' 
mended hinges. Beyond the spring he saw I couldn't reach it.'' 

' 

the Lorimer horses grazing. Red pouced cold water over the towel, 
He dismounted in front of the corral, wnmg it partially out and then laid the 

dropped the reins over his horse's head and cool and soppy cloth across the burning 
approached the open door. forehead. The wounded man smiled hag· 

"Hello," he called, halting at the step. gardly. 
"Hello. 'Wtio's there?" It was the weak "That's great," he muttered. "Feels 

voice of Lorimer speaking from the inner almost as good ·outside as it does inside.'' 
room. Lorimer ceased speaking and dosed his 

"It's me, Red Kane," replied the puncher, eyes� Thinking that he wished to sleep, 
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Red went outside for a short smoke. When 
he returned, Lorimer was picking at the 
sheet and muttering to himself. The wet 
cloth had slipped from his forehead and 
hung down over the side of the bunk. Red 
dampened the towel and readjusted it. 
Lorimer moved his head wearily from side 
to side. He ceased not to mutter and pick 
at tlte sheet. By and by he spoke more 
clearly. Here and there Red caught words, 
phrases, parts of sentences. 

"The money," came the words, followed 
by a mumble. Then: " 'Course I took it 
m-m-m-m-m do it again m-m-m-m-m-m 
didn' have no right to it all m-m-m-m-m-m 
- thieves m-m-m-m-m rob m-m-m-ni
m-m-m-m rob my daughter m-m-m-m-Dot 
m-m-n-n-n-need'n argufy m-m-m-m I know 
who's right. Money's mine! Mine, by 
-! I tellyuh,it's mine! I took it! ! tell 
you I had a right to! It's mine! Mine!" 

Lorimer was sitting bolt upright in his 
bunk. He was pointing his finger at the 
horrified Red and screaming out his words. 
The puncher tried to quiet him, to push 
him down on the pillow. But the nester 
fought him off and, shrieking, raved on 
about his rights and his money. 

Red, devoutly thankful that no one was 
within earshot, did not give up striving 
to calm the nester. He might as well have 
poured oil on a fire. Lorimer roared and 
bellowed and beat the sides of the bunk 
with his fists. 

1'Them ribs o' his must be busted over 
again by this time," the perspiring puncher 
told himself; 11SO I guess I just gotta be 
rough an' get done with it." 

Taking care not to squeeze the nester's 
torn shoulder and side, Red, exerting all his 
strength, forced the nester down on the 
mattress and held him there. Lorimer 
perforce lay quietly, but he could still talk, 
and he did. 

"I got that mone.y!" he kept shrieking 
eternally. "I got that money, an' it's 
mine! I'd 'a' killed him, by -, if I'd 
had to! But I didn't kill him! I dunno 
who did! They said I did! But I didn't!" 

_AA IN SPITE of the fact that Sweet-7'? water Mountain ·was a lonely spot, 
Red's warm perspiration was suc

ceeded by the cold sweat of apprehension. 
Suppose some one should ride by. In
voluntarily he shivered and quite without 
intention glanced out of the window. 

What he saw in the distance was sufficiently 
unnerving. The thought had been father to 
the fact, apparently. Topping a rise two 
miles away was a bang of horsemen. They 
were riding directly toward the ranch
house, and here was Lorimer yelling to 
high heaven what he had done in a certain 
affair wherein figured a sum of money. 
Once let the riders hear a single connected 
sentence and the nester would be convicted 
out of his own mouth. Nothing could save 
him. 

Red clapped his hand over Lorimer's 
mouth and was promptly bitten. ".[he bold 
Red jerked his hand away and, struck 
by a sudden idea, darted outside to his 
horse. All in a stew of haste, he unstrapped 
his rope and rushed back with it. Working 
with the speed of one engaged in contest 
for a prize, he tied down the delirious 
Lorimer in his bunk and gagged him with 
the wet towel. When Red was through 
with him Lorimer could breathe fairly well 
and could wiggle his toes. Otherwise he 
had no freedom of action whatever. 

Red looked through the window. The 
oncoming riders had halved the distance 
between the rise and the ranch-house. 
The puncher, at gaze, heard a slight noise 
in his rear. He whirled about and saw that 
Miss Lorimer had returned. 

He saw too that she was cocking a Win. 
chester and he read a purpose in her black 
eyes. There was no time to temporize or 
parley. He sprang straight at her and 
dashed aside the rifle barrel. 

The Winchester went off with a roar. 
In that confined space the sound was 
terrific. Half-deafened and coughing in 
the smoke, Red Kane wrenched the Win
chester from the hands of Dot Lorimer, 
flung the weapon -into a comer and seized 
the lady's hands barely in time to prevent 
her dragging out a skinning-knife. 

She kicked and clawed like a wild thing 
entrapped, but he drew one of her arms 
behind her back in a hammer-lock, twisted 
her body round and, holding her other wrist, 
pressed his hard forearm against her throat. 

"Yuh li'l' fool!" he whispered fiercely into 
her indignant car, she continuing to struggle, 
small good though it did her. "Yuh !i'l' 
fool! Yore pa was a-raisin' the roof at full 
shout till you could hear him a mile-all 
about some money he took an' how he'd 
do it again an' kill anybody tryin' to stop 
him! That's why I tied him dolVD. an' 
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gagged him! Don'tcba see that posse 
comm' out yonder? How long djuh guess 
yore pa'd last if they heard him a-talkin' 
like that? I'm yore friend, I tell yuh. If 
you wasn't a plumb born fool, yuh'd see it. 
Get a-hold o' yoreself an' have sense, will 
yuh?" 

Here he shook he-.; with such violence 
that her teeth rattled. Then he sat her 
down with great force on a chair. 

"Do yuh understand?" he asked, shaking 
her again. 

She stared up at him, her dark eyes bright 
with rage. The hoof-patter swelled to a 
thuttering drum. The horsemen were very 
ncar. The rage in her eyes died. She 
gazed anxiously through the window. 

"I understand," she whispered. "I- Oh, 
they're almost here." 

Red Kane loosed his hold upon her at 
once, ran into the kitchen and, halting 
in the doorway, fell into an easy, hipshot, 
quite-at-home posture. He folded his arms, 
caressed his chin with steady fingers, and 
regarded the newcomers calmly. 

"Lanpher an' the 88," he muttered, "an' 
lookin' a heap earnest, too." 

The bunched outfit split like a bursting 
shell in front of the ranch-house. While 
some rode to secure the sides and rear of 
the building, the others, Lanpher in the 
van, deployed and halted in front of the 
doorway blocked by Red Kane's lanky
limbed frame. 

The drink had not died in Lanpher, not 
yet. When it did, he would go to pieces 
and see things where nothing was. But 
now he was brave as several lions. He 
gazed upon Red Kane with a filmy, blood
shot eye. A sneer lifted his upper lip till 
the white teeth showed beneath. The 
expressions of the men at his back 
were heavily determined. Red smiled 
slowly. 

"Howdy, boys," was his greeting. "What 
brings all yore happy Sunday faces so far 
from home? An' yore manager, too. 
Ain'tcha afraid the ranch will run away 
while yo're gone, Lanpher?" 

"\Vhere's that nester?" demanded Lan
ph<er. 

Red Kane's cheerful grin leaped to meet 
the other's ominous grimness. He leaned 
comfortably against the door jamb and 
pushed back his hat. 

"The nester?" he queried in a lazy drawl. 
uoh, yeah, shore, the nester. You mean 

Mr. Lorimer. It's shore good o' yuh to 
come all this way to see him. He'll appre
ciate it-when I tell him." 

"Yuh needn't bother," said Lanpher. 
41We'll tell him. We want this nester for 
rustlin' that moneY out o' the express box, 
and we're gonna have him. You slide out 
o' that doorway. I'm gonna go in that 
house, an' you nor no other - man is 
gonna stop me." 

Lanpher dismounted and started toward 
the door. Rod Rockwell, Slim Mack and 
a puncher named Moresby followed their 
manager's example. Tom Dowling re
mained in th�saddle. Red Kane was a 
friend of his, and Tom knew that Rfd was 
careless of consequences when crossed. Let 
Lanpher do the crossing. Besides, Tom 
Dowling was beginning to have doubts 
concerning the nester's guilt. Lanpher 
insisted that he had the necessary proof, 
but of honest-to-God specific evidence he 
had not mentioned a single detailed shred. 
Tom Dowling sagged back against his 
cantle and folded his hands on top of his 
saddle-hom. 

As Lanpher and his three men ap
proached the door Red Kane did not move. 
In his heart Red expected to die violently 
within two minutes. To be precise, he 
allowed himself some sixty seconds of life. 
He was one man and the 88 numbered a full 
score. The present moment was far differ� 
ent from that other when Carlson and the 
crowd from Farewell had arrived with 
intent to lynch. Then Kansas Casey had 
been on the ground. Kansas was a hard 
and willing fighter. And behind Kansas 
loomed the majesty of the Law. Os
tensibly it had been the girl and what she 
said at the critical split second that had 
fended off disaster, but in reality it had 
been Kansas and his star. Legend to the 
contrary notwithstanding, men do not 
relish killing a deputy sheriff. It spells 
trouble in letters of the largest size. 

Yet no hint of Red's grisly expectations 
appeared in his expression. He continued 
to smile pleasantly and look at Lanpher 
with serene, half-closed eyes. Tom Dowl
ing, obsen"ant person that he was, per
ceived that Red, while he still stood with 
folded arms, had slightly shifted the position 
of those arms. Red's left hand was partly 
hidden by an outstanding fold of his right 
sleeve. Tom was gl,ad that he had chosen 
to play a waiting part. 
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"Not another step!" suddenly rapped 
out Red, Bicking up his left hand. 

Lanpher and his three adherents stared 
into the twin barrels of Red's derringer. 
But Lanpher was beyond being daunted 
by even a . so caliber fireann. A spasm 
contorted his features and his right hand 
flashed downward. 

Red Kane immediately shot him through 
the neck and right arm and, firing through 
the bottom of his holster, ·distributed five 
bullets among Slim Mack, Rod Rockwell 
and Moresby. But these three had been 
hardly slower than Red in getting into 
action. il. RED KANE, hit in three places, 

felt as if a veil of black mist were 
descending upon him. He put up 

a hand to brush away the mist. But the 
mist was very thick and sticky and in the 
distance red lightnings flashed and thunder 
rolled. It was very curious. The sky 
had been clear a moment ago. How. odd 
that there should be a thunder-storm. He 
mustn't get his new shirt or Tim Page's 
handkerchief wet. The colors might run. 
He should have brought his brother's 
slicker. 

And now a high wind began to blow 
and the dark mist swirled and whirled in 
seething eddies above the face of great 
waters-great gray waters that stretched 
away and away as the mist lifted to 11 dim 
and curiously engrailed horizon. The mist 
cleared off completely, and the strange 
horizon slid nearer, and the points of the 
engrailing became trees, the chestnut· 
leaved white-oak of the South. 

The waters turned from gray to blue, 
a blue shot with sparkles that came and 
went in the play of the sunshine on the 
ripples. 

Hear that regular thump and beat of 
mighty paddles. The Star of the West 
was coming round a bend. There were 
her tall twin stacks, with billowing smoke 
a+trailing, lifting over the tree-tops. See 
the white feather of steam from her whistle. 
But you wouldn't hear the deep bellow for 
several second� after the steam vanished. 
Hear it now. Sounds like a bull with a 
sore throat, doesn't it? The Gmeral John· 
skme was the only other steamer on the 
river that had a deeper, louder whistle than 
the Star of the West. But then the former 
was a New Orleans packet, while the Star 

of the West hailed from Natchez-under-the· 
Hill. 

There was a series of creaks and small 
crashes at Red's back. He turned his head. 
A large and energetic razorback was rooting 
hls way beneath the palings enclosing Maje 
Throstlev.':it's yard. As he looked, the lean 
hog squinched through and, a wisp of 
straw caught in a ragged ear, rushed grunt
ing into Maje's patch of corn. From the 
house issued Maje's wife brandishing a 
broom. At her heels ran Maje, corn
cob short held between his teeth and stick
ing right under his nose the way it always 
did. Some day, if Maje wasn't careful, 
he'd swallow the stem. 

Red laughed to see the pair chase the 
hog between the com<;taiks. Maje was 
calling the hog names. His wife was 
panting. Now and then one of the two 
would manage to whack the pig, and the 
razorback, amid a flurry of squeals, would 
tear off at a tangent. 

l\Iaje Throstlewit and his wife! It was 
years since he had seen them. Odd, too, 
that he should see them, for he had heard 
that both had lost their lives when the 
Modoc's boilers burst during a race with 
the War Eagle. 

The Star of the West was steaming in on 
a long slant. She was swinging her gang
plank. She was coming in. Hear the 
bells and the mate bawling at the rousta
bouts. Pretty extra good mate. It was 
told of him that he coUld swear steadily 
at a fair rate of speed for twelve minutes 
without repeating himself once. But this 
was mere . hearsay. Red didn't know 
whether to believe it or not. 

HeUo, there was his brother coming down 
to the landing. He was barefooted, and 
one suspender secured with two horseshoe 
nails held up his ragged pants. Red 
glanced down at his own trousers and dis
covered they were even more ragged than 
Tom's. He too was barelegged, and one 
of his big toes wore a dirty bandage made 
fast with coarse cotton thread_. 

Tom sat down at his side, and together 
they watched the steamer make the landing 
and the passengers come ashore. There was 
whiskered Col. Weeks with his fat stomach 
and bunch of heavy seals hanging from a 
fob. He had a handsome daughter; Miss 
Josephine. Yes, there she was, poke bonnet 
and all, holding a tiny parasol over her 
head. Waiting .to welcome her father, 
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the pretty dear. And Brother Jonathan 
Simms, the local evangelist, with his high 
hat and burning eyes. Brother Jonathan 
turned his peculiar, smoldering gaze full 
upon Red. The eyes grew larger and 
larger, glowing a brighter and brighter 
yellow, till, of a sudden, Red saw that 
they were not the evangelist's eyes but the 
two lamplit kitchen windows of his o\vn 
home. He was v.'3.lking tov.'3.rd them 
through the warm Arkansas dusk. The 
hellydids and the crickets were busy abo\M: 
their affairs in the wood behind the house, 
and the frogs were saying "jug o' rum" as 
hard as they could croak. 

He went into the kitchen and found that 
his mother had saved supper for him as 
usual. She never failed him-in anything. 
There was an extra piece of pie, too. My, 
how good the corn-pone was. Mother's 
corn-pone never tasted gritty as some folks' 
did. The cold fried chicken was just 
about right. He gnawed a luscious drum
stick file-fashion and squared his hard 
young elbows on the table. 

He laid down the drumstick and grinned 
to think what Tom bad missed. Where 
was Tom anyway? He looked out of the 
window and saw, instead of Tom, the mid
summer moon high above the black wedge 
of the Baptist Church spire. 

How distinctly he could see the face of 
the Man in the Moon. The Man was 
laughing and winking a great and kindly 
eye. Subtly the features altered. How 
much they resemDled the;: features of his 
friend Tom Dowling, who rode for the 88 
ranch. The Man in the Moon stopped 
winking, and Red saw that he was quite 
close, in the room, in fact. Why, it wasn't 
the Man in the Moon at all. It was Tom 
Dowling. He wasn't two feet away. Red 
could touch him if he wanted to. He tried 
to lift an arm. But the arm wouldn't lift. 
What was the matter with his arms? He 
couldn't move either of them. He wanted 
to cry. He had to dose his eyes bard and 
hold them shut tightly for a long minute 
in order to keep back the tears. When be 
opened them again the face of Tom Dowl
ing had disappeared and the face of Dot 
Lorimer had taken its place. There was 
not much snap in the black eyes now. 
They were soft and tired-looking and very, 
very tender. A sense of delicious peace 
pervaded Red's whole being. 

"This is shore heaven at last," he mut-

tered low, so low that she had to bend her 
head to catch the words. "This is shore 
heaven, an' yo're one of the angels." 

CHAPTER XIV 
THE STRANGER 

F�l�r�:;h?ch 
a
R;�� ���i:tle� 

sleeping much, days through which flitted 
shadow glimpses of Dot Lorimer and Tom 
Dowling. At times he would be given 
queer-tasting liquids to drink. At times 
his head was bathed in cool water. 

On the morning of the eighth day Red 
opened his eyes on a bright, sharply defined 
world. Directly above him were the heavy 
logs of a ranch-house roof. He turned his 
head sidewise and saw that he was in a 
bunk set against one end of a small room. 
At the other end of the room was an open 
doorway, through which he glimpsed the 
vista of a much larger room opening into 
the kitchen. He knew it was the kitchen. 
He could see the stove. But the view 
through the doorway interested him not 
at all. For, beside the doorway of his room, 
beneath a window, was a heavy home-made 
table, and at the table, one hand clutching 
a piece of bread, the other holding a tin cup, 
sat Dot Lorimer. 

Manifestly sleep had overtaken the lady. 
Her body swayed gently forward and back. 
Her head was nodding. In through the 
window streamed the sunbeams and turned 
the dark hair into a helmet of black and 
shining metiL It speaks well for Dot 
Lorimer's good looks that, despite the food, 
despite the tin cup, despite -the head
nodding, she wa5 definitely handsome. Red 
sighed. 

At the slight sound the girl awoke with 
a start, dropped bread and cup and crossed 
quickly to the bed. 

"How do you feel now?" she asked, 
laying one hand on his forehead. 

"Out o' sight," he replied, mustering up 
a smile. 

"You ought to," she said, smiling in 
return. "Your fever's all gone, although 
you never had a great deaL I kept it 
down with hickory ash and water as well 
as I could. Guess you've slept enough; 
so I shan't give you any more henbane. 
What you need now is a tonic. I wish 
I had some white-wood bark, but I haven't 
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a bit; I'll have to do the best I can with 
swamp dogwood. Lie quiet now while 
I'm in the kitchen. Mter a while I'll look 
at your wounds and dress them." 

"Lordy!" murmured Red, his eyes follow
ing her retreating figure with respect and 
admiration. "Hickory ash, henbane, swamp 
dogwood. Reg'lar doctor, she is." 

Came in Tom Dowling from the kitchen 
and sat down beside the bed. • 

" 'Lo, old-timer," grinned Tom, who had 
dark crescents beneath his eyes and fine 
lines of weariness at the corners of his 
mouth. "How you feelum?" 

"Like I could dance " said Red "Whatsa 
matter with me? r ' 

don't see� to hurt 
much anywhere, considerin'." 

"Yo're only shot in four places. Outside 
o' that they's nothin' the matter with you. 
But don'tcha worry none. All them bullets 
sifted through. Every one of 'em's in the 
kitchen wall right now." 

"Seems like I do remember a fracas," 
admitted Red, wrinkling his forehead. 

"Yo're improvin'," Tom said dryly. 
''They was a short riot. You had a argu
ment with Lanpher, Slim Mack, Rockwell 
and Moresby. You drilled Lanpher twice, 
an' I did hear how he ain't expected to live, 
but I guess tllat ain't true-he's too mean 
to die, that feller. You put three holes 
in Slim Mack, busted one of his ribs an' 
a arm in two places. Yessir," the bl<XKI
thirsty Mr. Dowling continued with relish, 
"Slim Mack's almost as bad as Lanpher. 
Rockwell an' Moresby got off easy. Rod 
only lost the upper half of one ear an' 
Moresby went shy his right thumb. Tough 
on Moresby, sort o'. He never could shoot 
left-handed, an', if he can't learn, he'll be 
plumb afoot with a six-gun." 

:'Where did I get it?" Red queried im
patiently. 

"Both arms, one leg, an' yore shoulder. 
The lead cut an artery in yore leg, too. 
She had quite a time with that, Miss 
Lorimer did, but she made out to sew it up 
with a harness needle an' thread." 

"Yeah? An' I never knowed it? Yo're 
crazy." 

"I ain't crazy, but you was out o' yore 
head alia time. You was delirious an' 
senseless an' ravin' an' Gawd knows what 
all for twelve days." 

"Twelve days!" 
"Twelve whole days from the time you 

was plugged till yuh got sensible again, an' 

I dunno as yuh was so sensible at that." 
"Twelve days since I was shot,'' marveled 

Red. 
"Nineteen," corrected Torh Dowling. 

"She's seven full days since yuh stopped 
ravin' an' bein' senseless. Add twelve an' 
seven an' yuh get nineteen." 

But Red's brain was not equal to 
problems in addition. Besides, another 
question kept bobbing up and down in his 
mind. 

"Where was the rest o' yore outfit alia 
time?" he asked. "Why didn't they chime 
in an'-an'- \Vhat are you doin' here, 
anyhow?" Then, before Tom could make 
reply, a wave of remembrance came to Red, 
and he cried sharply: "Did they-was he
did they get him?" 

"Him? Who? Oh, you mean Ben 
Lorimer. Naw, they didn't get him. They 
-they decided not to." 

"They did? What decided 'em?" 
"Damfino. How's that sheet feel, Red? 

Kind o' ruffled under the ol' chin. I'll fix 
her. There, that's all right now, huh?" 

"Why don't you tell him who stopped 
them?" inquired from the doorway the 
quiet voice of Miss Lorimer. ''He stopped 
them, Mr. Kane. They'd have killed,you 
where you lay and undoubtedly would 
have hung my father if Mr. Dowling hadn't 
jumped from IPs horse and persuaded them 
not to." 

"Shucks," muttered Mr. Dowling. 
"Guess I better go after some water." 

He rose and fi;d past Miss Lorimer to the 
kitchen and the outer air. 

"Of course he's modest about it," went 
on Miss Lorimer. "He would be. He's 
that kind. But I turn cold all over when
ever I think what surely would have 
happened if he hadn't been here. He 
swqre to shoot the first man that pulled 
a gun, and I guess they believed him. And 
be's been here ever since helpin' me." 

"Tom's a right good feller," Red told her 
wannly, "an'- \Vhat?" 

She had moved close to the bunk and 
was looking down at him. The fingers of 
her capable hands were twisting together 
nervously. 

"You-you dud-did more than any one," 
she stammered. "I-I can't thank you. 
Words don't count somehow." 

It was Red's turn to be uncomiortable. 
"I didn't do nothin','' he said, his face 

and neck prickling hotly. 
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"You fought for-for us," she continued 
unsteadily, "when you had no reason to
when you had every reason not to. And
and I thought you were a- spy when· I saw 
my father bound and gagged, all.d I was goin' 
to shoot you. Oh, you're just wonderful." 

The warm prickling invaded his spinal 
column. 

"Tha's all right," was all he could say. 
''Tha's all right." 

"l wish I could make it up to you. I 
can't bear to see you sufferin' that way for
for us." 

"Lordy, ma'am, I ain't sufferin'. Which 
I should say not. Sufferin', huh! - Ain't 
you a-lakin' care o' me? An' after me 
haudlin' you so rough that time. I shore 
had to do it, ma'am. It was the only 
wagon-track out. But I didn't aim to be 
a bother to yuh like I am now, an' you with 
yore father sick an' all. How is he feelin' 
now?" 

"He's all right. His rib couldn't have 
knitted better. The day you were shot 
was his last bad time. He's been improvin' 
ever since. He'll be in to see you later on. 
I make him sit out by the spring in the 
shade as much as possible. He's there 
now. While the dogwood bark's boilin', 
I guess I'll just dress your wounds. And 
don't you worry about being a bother. 
Bother indeed!" 

In a very workmanlike fashion she took 
off the bandages, cleansed the wounds, 
and applied a substance resembling blue 
sand. This, she informed him, was a 
mixture of wild indigo root and common 
brown sugar pounded to powder. 

"I was afraid of infection," was her 
explanation. 

It is not to be supposed that he heard 
her. For embarrassment was consuming 
him. It was false embarrassment to be 
sure. But it was for all that a most un
pleasant sensation. 

"I'm sorry it hurts so," she said, remark
ing the perspiration on his forehead. "I'm 
almost through." ' 

As a matter of fact, the pain of the 
dressing was easily endurable. But he 
could not have told her so to save his life. 
He was long past speech. She finished re
bandaging, settled his head on the pillow 
to his liking and hers and smiled widely. 

"You'll do till tomorrow," said she and 
withdrew to the kitchen. 

He could bear a pan cover clink. now and 

then. He could hear her hwnming to 
herself. It was a sprightly catch and a 
merry. She began to whistle the air. It 
went even better. He wondered what the 
name might be. When she came in with 
the dogwoOO infusion, he asked her. 

"Like the tune?" said she, setting the 
cup on the table. "So do I. It's called 
'Chelsea Reach,' and it's old as Job's 
turkey, but there's somethin' about it that 
sets the blood to spinnin' and the heart to 
beatin' faster. I'll sing you a song if you 
like." 

He said· he would. So, standing against 
the wall, without a trace of marring shy
ness, she gave him "John Peel" in an alto 
as dear as a bell. 

"That's shore a real song," be said, when 
she had sung it through. "Liked to get 
up early in the mornin', didn't he, that 
feller? The last verse is sort o' sad-like. 
Sound's if Mr. Peel was dead.- Is he?" 

"I'm afraid he is." 
"That's tough. I'll bet I'd 'a' enjoyed 

knowin' Mr. Peel. I had a dog named 
Bellman myself once back east in Arkansas. 
But he fit a bear one time, an' I had to 
bury him. I wonder, ma'am, could I have 
a smoke?" 

"I don't believe it would hurt you. I'll 
roll you one." 

She went into the next room for tobacco 
and a paper. While she was gone Red 
saw a man ride past the window. The 
horse was the long-legged gray with the 
corn coming in his near forehoof and the 
man was the wide-shouldered stranger 
with the wide, unsmiling mouth. The 
horseman did not stop at the house. Doubt
less be was going to the spring. 

The pad-pad of the horse's feet ceased 
abruptly. Arose then the murmur of 
voices. The stranger was talking to Lori
mer. Red could not distinguish more 
than a word here and there. He did not 
try to eavesdrop. But there was no harm 
in listening, especially when he could do no 
othenvise. 

Miss Lorimer returned slowly, her supple 
fingers buSy with the fashioning of the 
cigaret. She raised it to her mouth, gave 
it a swift lick down along with the tip of a 
pink tongue, twisted one end and stuck 
the other between Red's lips. 

"Company for dinner," she told him, 
giving him a light from a spill she brought 
in from the kitchen. 
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"Who is he?" he inquired between puffs. 
"He?" She cocked her eyebrows at 

him, pinching out the spill between finger 
and thumb. "Oh, you saw hil;ll through 
the window, didn't you? He rode up that 
side. Lord knows who lie is; I don't. 
Some stranger. Here comes another. No, 
it isn't either. Why, it's the relative you 
brought with you the first time you came
your brother. When you were lookin' for 
rustled horsell. Remember?" 

His face reddened at the recollection 
and she laughed at him over her shoulder 
as she went out into the kitchen. Tom 
Kane had dismounted at the door. A 
moment later the girl ushered him into 
the sick room and, departing, dosed the 
door behind her. 

� TOM let himseU down carefully � into a chair and grinned at his 
,.. · '· brother. Tom looked slightly the 
worse for wear. A bandage gray with dust 
encircled his head and it was obvious that 
he had not shaved for many days. Yet 
his grin was full of cheer. 

"How're they comin'?" he demanded. 
"In bunches," replied Red. "You look 

like you'd met up with a bunch yoreself. 
What happened?" 

"Nothin' much." Tom scraped the floor 
with the toe of his boot and looked guilty. 

"Who you been fightin' with?" 
"Well, I guess I got a right to as well as 

you. Hell's bells, Red, why didn'tcha 
tell a feller yuh was gonna go up against 
that 88 bunch? You poor - fool, you 
ain't fit to be trusted out o' my sight. 
What do you think you are-a army?" 

"How could I tell what I was runnin' 
into?" defended Red. "I didn't know 
nothin' about it till it happened." 

af�:�rJ,�o�i���lfnn;�oJ3°!in�h:u��� 

rid in to Farewell a couple o' days after 
the fracas. That was the first I'd heard 
of it an' I'd 'a' come right out here in
stanter, only I wanted to sort o' settle up 
with the 88 first. Tom said you was in 
good hands an' he was gonna flock round 
with yuh an' sort o' lookout yore game for 
a spell; so I let it go at that an' sashayed 
out myself after the 88. 

"Naturally I had to be careful. They's 
only one o' me an' a-plenty o' them. But 
I cut the trail o' two of 'em a week later 
over near Soogan Creek. I ventilated 

that freckle-faced Bill Allen through the 
Jeg an' downed both their bosses. I was 
tryin' for a shot at Tile Stanton when that 
crazy 'Lonw Peters an' Dan Gildersleeve 
come whoopin' along an' I had to drag it 
sharp an' soon. They chased me, o' 
course, but I worked a Injun trick on 'ern 
comin' through the cottonwoods along the 
Lazy, an' 'Lanzo bit an' I nicked hifn. 
Plumb through the shoulder, I heard later. 
That made two, an' the work half done. 

"Four days later me an' Bert Kinzie 
had a party on Packsaddle. Bert burnt 
the side o' my head a li'l' bit an' I put a 
hole in his hand an' drilled his arm. This 
made three. Yuh see, I didn't wanna down 
nobody. They didn't down you an' I was 
only out to play even for the holes in yuh
one gent nicked for every hole. What 
could be fairer than that? But o' course 
they didn't know I wasn't really serious, 
an' you better believe they tried to beef 
me proper. They played cautious, too. 
Kept a-ridin' round in pairs. I had to 
walk in thl'water a lot, you bet. 

"But I wasn't in no hurry. I had all 
the time there is, an' final, yesterday after� 
noon, I met Dan Gildersleeve slidin' right 
down Main Street like he owned the town. 
He seen me first, but his shot missed an' 
mine didn't. Dan got his jaw an' cheek 
tore up some, he lost a few teeth, an' he 
busted his arm. But I didn't have nothin' 
to do with the ann. He done that hirnscU 
when he fell off his pony. 

"Jake Rule-yeah, the sheriff's back at 
last-Jake, -he got kind o' fussy an' said 
I'd been a-hun tin' trouble all along an' how 
I'd oughta keep my feuds for out o' town. 
My feuds! An' Dan shootin' at me first! 
Well, I told Jake what I thought about it 
an' he pulled in his horns. Alla same, I 
don't guess I'll vote for Jake next election. 
He's got too much to say for a sheriff." 

Tom leaned back in his chair and nodded 
at Red with keen satisfaction. 

"Yo're paid for, old settler," said Torn. 
"NeXt time I'll bet them 88 jiggers will look 
ahead a ways. Yes, sir, I'llgambletheywill." 

"Yuh idjit," murmured Red affection
ately. "You never will team sense. 
Bawlin' at me for wrastlin' with a whole 
outfit when it's plumb necessary, an' then 
you hop out an' do the same thing when it 

· ain't. Don't talk to me, yuh catfish. Seen 
Old Salt? Guess I lost my job with the 
Bar S all right." 
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1'1 did an' you have, but whadda you 
care? Come in the freightin' business 
with me. Beats punchin' cows a mile. 
Yo're y'mvn boss. They ain't no dog with 
a brass collar to tell yuh what to do, an' 
they's money in it-real, shore-'nough 
money. Nemmine decidin' now. We'll 
talk about it when yuh get well. · 

"Man, I hadda laugh at Old Salt. He 
\\'<l.S mad enough to chew nails when he 
rode in to find out why yuh hadn't reported 
an' heard what had happened. Yuh know 
how his ol' mustache jigs up an' down 
when he's riled. Well, sir, that set o' 
whiskers shore kissed his eyebrows in four 
places. 'This is a -uva note!' he shouts. 
'My best puncher laid up!' Yeah, he called 
yuh that without thinkin'. 'An' a range 
war started to boot! - them nesters to 
-! How'n Gawd's name can a man 
make money with such goin's-on? An' 
business was just a-hellin'! Couldn't 'a' 
been better! Red's fired! He can't never 
whirl a rope for the Bar S again!' He was 
shore turned upside-down, Old Salt was, 
an' he had three drinks one after another 
in the Happy Heart all by himself. Didn't 
even treat the barkeep." 

"A range war!" repeated Red, his gray 
eyes very serious. "I wonder does he 
really mean that." 

"Guess so," said cheerful Tom. "Them 
88 sports are mad clear through. Natu
rally, you bein' Bar S, they won't feel like 
huggin' yore side-whiskers when they meet. 
Lively times, old settler, lively times. But, 
come to think of it, the 88 can't do such a 
lot. They ain't many of 'em left to do it. 
First an' last you'n' me have laid quite a 
jag o' them boys on the shelf-seven gents 
an' the manager. Naw, sir, they'll be too 
short-handed for a spell to do more than 
squall. Old Salt's a fool-bellerin' before 
he's throwed." 

"I didn't go for to start no range war,'' 
grieved Red, thinking of his former com
rades of the Bar S. "I wouldn't want 
none of 'em to shuffle off on my account." 

"They won't mind that none," declared 
Tom. "They know you'd do the same for 
them any time. Don't let that worry yuh 
a minute, Red. We're all with yuh, y' 
betcha, an' glad o' the chance. Tom 
Dowling said himself it was about time 
somebody put a crimp in Lanpher. D' he 
quit? Shore he quit. Said be wouldn't 
work for no such outfit nohow. Guess 

he'll ride for the Crass-in-a-box. Jack 
Richie said h�'d give him a job any time. 
Huh? The jigger on the gray boss? I didn't 
come out with him. He was ahead o' me." 

"Has he been in Farewell alia time?" 
asked Red. 

"Stayed a week, tbassall. Name's Hol
lister. I heard him askin' for mail one 
day." 

"D' he get any?" 
"Not .that day." Tom glanced over his 

shoulder to make sure the door was closed. 
"Say," be went on, lowering his voice 
slightly, "you ain't asked her yet, have 
yuh?" 

"Not yet, but when I'm able to sit up 
I'm gonna do it too quick. Goin' in busi· 
ness with you, Tommy darlin', is gonna 
make it a heap easier to support a wife. 
You dunno how obliged I am to yuh, Tom. 
I'll try to make it up to yuh some day." 

Tommy darling stared blankly at his 
brother. 

"I never thought o' that," he said after. 
a space. "1-yo're still set on marryin' 
the lady?" 

"You bet." For a wounded man, the 
declaration \\"as delivered with convincing 
snap. 

· "Well," said Tom, aftet another brow
wrinkling interval, "she's yore private 
uneral. An' I guess it won't hurt yore 

business value none." 
When Tom had gone out to unsaddle

for he was staying to dinner-Red's mind 
reverted uncomfortably to the fact that 
Dowling bad given Lorimer the proper 
name of Ben. Red began to mvent 
specious reasons why there could not 
possibly be any connection between the 
nester and the knife. Began-and gave 
it up. 

CHAPTER XV 

RECOVERY 

QF
th�0�!�i��e���g8;t��b:�� 

intrigue Red Kane. But he did intrigue 
him from the moment that Red, looking 
through the intervening doorways, saw 
him take a chair at the Lorimer dinner 
table. 

There was nothing unusual about Hot. 
lister. He might have been a puncher, 
a nester or a cattle-buyer. Whatever his 
trade or profession, he was indubitably 
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an outdoor man. The deep tan of many 
Summers under the sun bore testimony 
to that. Minus his hat, Hollister displayed 
a dose-cut head of yellow hair. 

During the meal Hollister said no word. 
He champed and chewed unceasingly ex
cept when the spirit moved him to drink. 
In both eating and drinking he was a 
mighty trencherman before the Lord. He 
had three heaping helpings of everything 
besides nine biscuits and seven cups of 
coffee. Red knew. He kept count. In 
a land where men ate rather more than 
less, Hollister's appetite was remarkable. 
Red wondered where he found room to 
stow it all. For Hollister was not in the 
least fat. As has been said, his body was 
slim. No woman of fair size need have 
been ashamed to possess a waist the size 
of Hollister's. 

Immediately following the meal Hollister 
took horse and departed eastward, Red 
was told by Miss Lorimer when she brought 
him in a most nourishing drink concocted 
of raw eggs, condensed milk and water. 

"I didn't hear any hens a-cacklin'," said 
Red, when she had wiped his mouth. 

"Bless you, we haven't a chicken on the 
place. Your brother brought them with 
him from Farewell. Wasn't it thoughtful 
of him?" 

Red agreed that it was. Tom, it ap
peared, was still in a state of thoughtfulness. 
He was sitting on a rock beyond the spring, 
his elbows on his knees and his head in his 
hands. 

"When I asked him if he had cramps," 
said the direct Miss Lorimer, "and couldn't 
I give him a drink of whisky, he said, no, 
he was just restin'. Funny way to rest, 
sittin' down on a hard rock. Easy now, 
while I slide my hand under your head. 
I want to plump up your pillow for you. 
Are you sure your brother's all right? 
Maybe that � is deeper than it 
seelllS." 

"They's no'thin' the matter with Tom," 
Red assured her. "He's only got somethin' 
on his mind, an' he's a-workin' it out. 
That's the way he. always does when he 
thinks-sits on somethin' hard an' wrastles 
his head with both hands." 

When Miss Lorimer went back to the 
kitchen Red puzzled his brain as to what 
Tom could be thinking about. He knew 
it was not the feud with the 88. Tom was 
not the man to brood on or worry over 

that. What, then, was he thinking about? 
Red, puzzling his brain on the subject, 

presently dozed off. He slept the long 
warm afternoon away and awoke in the 
dusk of the evening. A shaded lamp stood 
on the table. In the chair sat Tom Dowl
ing. He was making cigarets. There was 
a pile of them beside the lamp. Dowling 
looked up at the slight sound of Red's 
stirring. 

"Miss Lorimer says yuh can smoke all 
yuh want," said Dowling, getting up and 
coming to the bunk. "I had a lot made 
this afternoon but Tom he glommed the 
bunch an' I never found it out till after 
he'd gone. Yeah, he's went. Told me 
to tell yuh he'd be out again soon's he could. 
Here's a smoke for baby. Open the li'l' 
mouthy, that's a good girl. Drag at it 
now with the li'l' ol' bellows. Thassa boy. 
Where's she at? Gone huntin' some kind 
o' Injun yarb for yore scratches an' another 
bcymd o' bark to bile up for yuh to drink. 
Say, what she dunno about doctorin' you 
could write on yore finger-nail, an' yore 
littlest one at that. 

"Gawd knows where she found that wild 
indigo an' dogwood. They ain't none 
growin' round here I ever heard tell of. 
She's a six-ply wonder, that lady. Why, 
Red, one time you wouldn't believe how 
you was carryin' on-yellin' an' hollerin' 
all about a Maje Throstlewit gent an' a 
razOr-back hawg an' the Quem o' the West 
an' corn-pone an' fried chicken till yuh made 
my mouth water just to listen to yuh
you was carryin' on an' bouncin' round 
an' I was gonna tie yuh down before yuh 
busted them bullet boles open. But Miss 
Lorimer wouldn't have nothin' like that. 
Not her. She takes some o' this yarb 
an' a pinch o' th{lt bark an' wood ashes
ordinary wood ashes-an' biles it up an' 
cools it off an' throws that into yuh. An' 
you don't holler more'n three minutes after. 
Naw, sir, Red, you start a-millin' right then, 
an' pretty quick yo're all bedded down 
quiet an' asleep. 

"If I knowed as much thataway as she 
does I'd be all swelled up like a poisoned 
pup. But not her; she just acts like she 
don't know nothin'. I tell yuh, she can 
walk all over me any time an' I'll enjoy it. 
An' that's the kind o' hairpin I am." 

Red's eyebrows drew together. Of 
course Miss Lorimer was' all that Tom 
Dowling said she was. But it wasn't in 
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the least necessary for Tom to praise her 
to Red. It was none of Tom's business. 
What did the poor fool mean anyway? 
Why couldn't he shut up? 

Which was ungrateful of Red and unjust 
to Tom Dowliug. But Red was a sick 
man, and the sick arc by their very nature 
prone to magnify trifles. Was it possible 
that Tom was falling in love with Miss 
Lorimer? Indeed it was more than pos
sible. Why not? It would be strange if 
that which Red considered beautiful did 
not find Javor in the eyes of other men. 
And Tom Dowling had eyes. Oh, most 
certainly he had eyes. 

Red lay wretched and jealous while 
Tom Dowling talked on, and cursed the 
luck that held him lapped in bandages. 
What chance had a bedridden invalid 
against a man who was up and about? 
To make Jove ¥rith any likelihood of suc
ceeding one must have the use of one's 
arms-of one hand at the least. And Red 
could barely wiggle his fingers. The handi
cap was overwhelming. 

Under the circumstances it is no wonder 
that when Miss Lorimer returned from 
her herb-gathering she found Red Kane 
in a high fever. She sent Tom Dowling 
packing, insisting in the face of his strong 
denial that he had in some manner unknown 
to her excited her patient. 

"I don't care," she said as she shooed 
him into the kitchen. "I don't mind your 
talkin' to him. There's no harm in that, 
but he mustn't be got all hot and worked 
up. I won't have it and I don't want to 
hear any excuses, either. The idea! I 
leave him cool and icstin' easy, and I come 
back and find him restless as a cat and 
soaked with perspiration. You're a fine 
person to leave in charge. A fi.-ine person, 
I must say. Don't you go in there again 
without my permission. That's for you 
too, dad! What? No, I don't care if you 
haven't been in yet. You can't see him 
now. Tomorrow mornin', perhaps." 

"Y'act as if we was kids!" her father 
cried indignantly. 

"That's all you are," she shot back. 
"That's all any man is-just a big over
grown kid, and the quicker you realize 
that important fact the better." 

" 'Fact-important, ' "  he repeated. "Quit 
that there book-talkin', Dot. I don't 
like it." 

"You be satisfi� if I drop my g's." 

"Who's bOss round here?" demanded 
Lorimer, his black eyes twinkling. 

"I'm boss, and don't you forget it for a 
minute." 

"I guess yo're right at that," he admitted 
with a rueful grin. 

"You bet I'm right. Here! Don't lean 
sidewise. Bend fonvard when you want 
to pick anythin' off the floor. You won't 
be able to fool with that rib for a week yet. 
Boss! I should say so! If you didn't have 
one I don't know what would become of 
you." 

"Now see whatcha done, Dot, talkin' 
hard thataway," remonstrated her father. 
"You've scared Dowling so he's gone out 
to the corral. He thinks you mean all 
them words. He dunno how real skim
merin' gentle you are inside." 

"Oh, I'm gentle am T? Shows how much 
you know about me. Sit down, Pa, do, till 
I get the table set." 

A capable person, Dot Lorimer, as any 
one may sec. 

CRED KANE listened to her talk 
and smiled gently to himself. There 
was a girl for you! I should say so. 

No nonsense about her. Not a bit. She'd 
look after a man. Gentle? Of course she 
was. You could tell that with half an eye. 
Tom Kane was a fool. ..-The more he thought 
about it the more he realized how much 
of a fool Tom Kane was. 

1'I'll have the laugh on Tom yet," Red 
told himself. "Yes, sir, I'll shore make 
Tom eat his words without salt." 

Tom Dowling, however, remained a 
large fly in Red's mustard. For Dowling, 
if he had been scared out to the corral as 
reported by Lorimer, had gotten bravely 
over his fright. He was much in the girl's 
company. Frequently Red heard them 
laughing together. To Red these sounds 
of merriment were as the chuckling of 
fiends in the Pit. Had he been able, he 
would have writhed. But what he did 
not do physically he did mentally till his 
teeth chattered. 

But always these periods of torture and 
bitter depression would be dispelled by the 
lady herself, who would bring Red a cool 
drink and plump up his pillow and cheer 
him with old songs that, through her, he 
had learned to love. And they would talk 
together of many things, the little common 
things of which are built the lives and loves 
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and hopes of this our world. She told 
him stories, too--stories of men and women 
dead and dust these many hundred years. 

Of all these tales he liked the best the 
ones that dealt with Rofnn Hood, an out� 
tawed bowman who did a thriving trade 
in pardoners' purses. Merry Rofnn was a 
favorite with Miss Lorimer, it appeared, 
and she took pains to make the archer 
fairly live for her listener. 

"So you see," she said one day at the 
end of the story wherein Robin shoots 
against the foresters and kills a man, "he 
was not really wicked. He had no desire 
to leave his home, his people, and become 
a.p outlaw in the greenwood. But he had 
no choice, don't you see. He was forced
forced by circumstances. And," she went 
on; her eyes cast down upon her sewing, 
"I think that's the way it is in real life 
sometimes. A man doesn't mean to do 
wrong, but, with the best intentions in the 
world, he does do wrong. Then again, 
there are times when a man without having 
done a thing out of the way is absolutely 
compelled to become an outlaw. A man 
must fight fire with fire. Bother! I've 
snapped my thread again." She knotted 
the thread and raised her eyes to his a 
fleeting instant. "You believe that, don't 
you, about fighting fire with fire?" 

"Y'betcha," he told her fervently. 
In his then state he would have believed 

anything she wanted him to believe. After 
all, why not? What sort of man is he who 
can not see eye to eye with his heart's 
desire? He is not in love, be sure of 
that. 

"Ma'am " he said suddenly His that 
Tom Dowling round?" ' 

"No, he's out back of the corral with 
Dad. Why?" 

"Will you marry me?" 
She leaned back in her chair and looked 

at him steadily. A tiny smile lurked at 
one corner of her mouth, a dimple at the 
other. 

"I-I-" she began, and stopped, her 
upper lip caught between her teeth. 

"I don't mean now this minute," he cut 
in hastily. "When I get well." 

"I'm afraid you're a little feverish," she 
said and 1stretcbed out a hand and laid it 
on his forehead. 

"I ain't feverish," be exclaimed with 
impatience. "Will yo

'
u?" 

The lurking smile became a laugh. She 

crossed her · knees, clasped her hands and 
swung one foot. 

"Are you very sure you know what love 
means?" 

"Shore I am. Why wouldn't I?" 
"I'm not so sure you do. They say 

a man always falls in love with his nurse." 
"Who says so?" he demanded in wrath. 
"Everybody. But it doesn't matter. 

What I have to be surt: of is your end of it. 
I must be absolutely sure that you love me." 

"Ain't I tellin' yuh I love yuh? What 
more do yuh want?" 

"You may only think you're sure." 
"If I could walk an' use my arms I'd 

quick show yuh whether I loved yuh or 
not. Just because I'm a-layin' here all 
crippled up, yuh-" 

"Walkin' and usin' your arms haven't 
a thing to do with it, not a thing. Love is 
not to be lightly entered into, and-" 

"I ain't enterin' it lightly. I done told 
yuh the second time I met yuh I was gonna 
marry yuh an' I'm gonna do �t." 

"Oh, no doubt you find me attractive. 
That's natural. There aren't many women 
in this country and a girl with passable 
good looks is always considered a beauty. 
You're young and impressionable. You 
meet me and tumble bard. But it doesn't 
mean anything. I know these love-at-a� 
glance affairs. They're in and out like a 
dipping tank. In a year you'd either have 
forgotten me or would want to forget me. 
Suppose we're married. What then? 
Wouldn't I be in a fine fix?" 

She looked at him as severely as she was 
able. 

"Djuh know somethin'," said he. "I 
believe yo're Iovin' me alia time." 

"What!" 
"Shore. Yuh gimme too many reasons 

against it for 'em to be natural. Yuh don't 
mean a word o( it, not a word. If yuh 
didn't care nothin' about me yuh'd 'a' said 
'No' an' been done with it. Lordy, I wish 
I could move these here arms." 

"I didn't say a word about myself," 
she observed calmly. "I didn't say I 
couldn't love you, you know. It may be 
that I could love you-l've always had a 
weakness for red hair. Yes, it's quite 
possible." 

She nodded to him and smiled again and 
continued to swing her foot. 

"Could you love me?" he asked, con� 
trolling his voice by an effort. 
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"Oh yes, I could love you. ll'm reason� 
ably sure of that." 

"Then if you could love me an' I do love 
you I don't see what's to stop our gettin' 
married." 

"Now we're back where we started. 
'Could' and 'do' aren't the same by a long 
mile. Before I marry you, or any one, I 
must first be sure that I am more to them� 
to him, I mean, or you�than a passin' 
fancy. You see, in this I'm thinkin' of 
them�him or you. As a wife I'd do · my 
best to make my husband happy, but as a 
passin' fancy I'd make my husband wish 
he'd never been born. It's all or nothin' 
with me. Oh, I'm a jealous cat when I 
have reason, and I'd be liable to throw 
things. How'd you like it if I should hit 
you in the eye with a plate?" 

"You sound like my brotlfer," he told 
her seriously. 

"Your brother?" 
"That's the way he .talks-against mar� 

riage, like. But I always tell him he dunno 
what he's talkin' about, the poor fool, the 
way I'm tellin' you now." , 

"You mean I'm a poor fool?" Her voice 
shook with mirth. 

"You know well enough what I mean. 
I mean you'll never heave no crockery 
at me. 'Cause why? 'Cause you'll never 
have reason. Yuh can shake yore bead all 
yo're a mind to. I know what I know 
an' I know what I'm gonna do when I get 
well. I'll make yuh see that I 'love yuh, 
an' I'll make yuh admit yuh love me 
right out loud an' plain. What's fairer 
than that?" 

The lady put her head on one side and 
regarded him steadfastly. 

"We'll see," she said presently. "We'll 
see." 

CHAPTER XVI 

TIIIN ICE 
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Lorimer. Red's wounded leg was stretched 
straight out. The bullet had made a jagged 
wound and there was still danger of burst� 
ing it open. But Red's arms and shoulder 
beyond a slight twinge or stiffness now and 
again, were completely whole. So nearly 
recovered was he that Tom Dowling had fone to his waiting job at the Cross-in-a-box. 

In front of the two men on the bench 
were lined up a�borseback the sheriff, Jake 
Rule, Kansas ·casey, his deputy and a man 
named Bill Derr, baH owner of a ranch 
south of Seymour. Mr. Derr, a person of 
even taller, leaner build than the nester 
Lorimer, was said to know more concerning 

.the territorial criminal element than twenty 
sheriffs. His work had been, and at times 
still was, man�hunting. He was engaged 
to Miss Blythe, Mike Flynn's partner in 
the Blue Pigeon. 

Now Bill Derr turned his washed-out 
gray eyes on the two officers of the law 
and laughed shortly. Kansas and Jake 
looked sheepish. 

"I guess I gotta make allowances for you 
fellers," said Derr, to the enjoyment of the 
spectators on the bench and the listening 
girl in the kitchen, "but I dunno why yuh 
didn't write for a fuller description of this 
Hudson gent before draggin' me north. 
You'd 'a' saved us all trouble. I wouldn't 
mind if Mister Lorimer was John Hudson, 
'cause John rustled one o' my ponies once, 
but when he don't even look like him it 
shore gives me a pain." 

"The county'll pay the bill!" cried the 
stung sheriff. 

"You bet it will," said Bill Derr, "an' 
I won't be none easy on it neither." 

At this - juncture there appeared on the 
top of the ridge to the west what was 
apparently a riderless horse. On its nearer 
approach it was discovered to be ridden 
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boy, one of Calloway's youngsters, panting 
with excitement and the rush of his ride, 
straightened his bare legs and wiped an 
exceedingly dirty face on his sleeve. His 
mount, white with lather where leather 
or blanket touched its hide, soaked with 
sweat elsewhere, stood with spread legs 
and dropped head. Its flanks heaved like 
hard�pumped bellows and its red nostrils 
blew in and out. 

"You'n' Kansas are wanted instanter, 
sheriff!" shrilled the small boy, pop-eyed 
with importance. 

"What for?" asked Jake Rule, for young 
Calloway was not manifesting the respect 
due his office. 

"You'll see," replied the small boy. 
"The stage's been held up again south o' 
Injun Ridge an' they robbed the gov'nor 
o' the Territory of his gold watch an' all 
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hts money an' he's wild an' he wants to see 
you right away." 

The small boy bobbed his head in em� 
phasis and sat up stiffiy. It is not given 
to every young man to carry messages for 
a governor. Dignity swelled the chest of 
him till his damp shirt stretched alarmingly. 

The sheriff and the deputy stared 
stupidly. 

"You mean the gov'nor was in the stage?" 
Jake Rule queried in stricken tones. 

"Shore," yawped the child, wriggling 
bare toes, "an' he was robbed an' he wants 
to see you an' Kansas. He's mad, you bet. 
Y'oughta hear him. He's cussin' an' 
swearin' like all gitout. He's got it in for 
you an' Kansas. He said you wasn't no 
good either o' yuh, or yuh'd shore wipe 
these road�agents out." 

The last sentence ended. in a full-lunged 
shout, for Rule and his deputy had started 
on their relu,rn trip. And they traveled 
at speed. Young Calloway looked at the 
three men and laughed infectiously. 

"That gov'nor man will shore crawl their 
bumps," said be. 

"Slide off, sonny," invited Miss Lorimer. 
"I got a piece o' pie for you." 

"I ain't sonny," denied the boy, tilting 
a snub nose. "I'm Sam Brown Calloway. 
What-what kind o' pie is it?" 

"Dried apple. Do you like candy?" 
Sam Brown Calloway did not hesitate. 

He was dignified no longer. He slipped 
to the ground and spatted into the kitchen. 

Bill Derr slouched forward, his forearms 
braced across the saddle horn. There was 
unholy mirth in his washed-out gray eyes. 

"Tbe gov'nor held up," he chuckled, 
"that's a real joke." 

"Y'betcha " said Red "I heard him 
make a �ch once a�ut how tame the 
West was gettin'. Guess he'll have to make 
him a new speech now." 

"He'll just about snatch the sheriff bald� 
headed," contributed Lorimer. 

"An' serve him right," averred Red. 
"Bill, why don't you get in on this?" 

"Time enough when they ask me. After 
all, Jake an' Kansas oughta be able to curry 
this boss." 

"They'd oughta," assented Red. 4'0h, 
they'd oughta all right, but will they? An' 
another thing: Can they?" 

"U they don't, yuh'll have a new sheriff. 
Do I see a spring over yonder? I do. Hoss, 
get a�goin'. I'm thirsty." 

"You dropped yore knife, missis." It 
was the voice of Sam Brown Calloway 
speaking to Miss Lorimer. 

"It isn't mine, dear. Why, how funny! 
It bas dad's initials." 

At this Red hastily stuffed both hands 
into the pockets of his trousers and ex� 
plored with his fingers. In the bottom 
of the right hand pocket was a hole. A 
knife, were it so minded, c�mld easily slip 
through this hole. Red damned the child 
under his breath. 

"Wbatsa m!ltter?" asked Lorimer. "Leg 
hurt?" 

"Bit my tongue," lied Red, his ears 
pricked for further revelations. 

These came presently. 
"Here's a dime in the corner," announced 

the clear young voice. "Didja lost a dime, 
missis." � 

"No, dear, I didn't. Ask my fa- Why, 
it has the same initials the knife has." 

"What's this?" asked Lorimer, leaning 
round the comer· of the jamb. "What 
d.idja find with my initials on it?" 

Sam Brown Calloway brought him the 
broken jack�knife and the dime. 

"They yourn, mister?" he asked. 
Lorimer held the two articles in the palm 

of his hand and fingered them curiously. 
"Now ain't that amaz.in'," said he. "My 

initials an' everythin' ." 
"Lessee." Red peered over his shoulder, 

making a great show of hWl.ting through 
various pockets. HI lost them," he went 
on in a tone of great surprize. "I never 
knowed it till this minute. Got a hole in 
my pocket." 

He stretched out a hand for the jack� 
knife and the dime. Before he could touch 
them the shadow of Bill Derr's horse fell 
across the bench. 

"Where," asked Bill Derr, "didja get 
John Hudson's knife?" 

Red's hand paused in midair. Then he 
continued the motion and picked up the 
jack-knife and the dime. He did not look 
at Lorimer, although he knew that Lori� 
mer's black eyes, narrowed to glittering 
slits, were fixed on his face. He looked 
down at what he held and turned over 
the dime to look at the initials. 

"Here," said he, holding up his hand 
toward Derr. "Is the dime Hudson's too?" 

Bill Derr leaned from the saddle, took 
the jack�knife and the dime and examined 
them minutely. There was a tight�strained 
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silence for-the moment. Red, with every 
appearance of an ease he did not feel, 
smoothed down his ruffied hair. Bill Derr 
handed back the knife and dime. 

"They're John Hudson's all right," he 
declared. "I've seen Hud whittlin' with 
that very knife. He was a great feller to 
w4ittle. Always a.:.doin' it-when he wasn't 
doin' somethin' else. Here's somethin' he 
whittled." He fished from a vest-pocket a 
beautifully finished little wood-carving of 
an Indian girl's head and held it up between 
thumb and forefinger for all to see. "He 
gimme this once an' I've always kep' it, 
it's-it's so sort o' cunnin' like. Not that 
I got any use for Hud-now. This here 
dime with the initials," he went on, drop
ping the carving back into his pocket, "is 
a pocket-piece o' his. · Lucky piece, he 
called it. I've been playin' .cards with 
him an' when the luck would go against 
him he'd take this dime out an' spin her 
three times. He said it brought bjm luck. 
I dunno as it ever. did, though." 

"Seems like you 'knowed him pretty well, 
Bill." 

"I'd oughta. He only lived :five mile 
north o' my shack. We was right frienctly, 
the tarrapin, till he sloped with my boss an' 
some other gent's cattle, so yuh needn't 
go lookin' cross-eyed at me thataway." 

Red laughed outright. 
"Sun was in my eyes," said he. "What 

I'd lik� to know is where the B L fits in. H 
his name11s John Hudson, why ain't it J. H. ?" 

"Brand," explained Bill Derr. "B L 
was his iron. He only owned three bosses 
an' a dog but he had a brand alia same just 
like· he was somebody." 

Red turned toward Lorimer and smiled. 
"For a minute I guess yuhA:hought I was 

this John Hudson gent, didn't yuh?" asked 
Red Kane. 

"Shore not," Lorimer assured him. "I
I guess I'll have a smoke." 

Red winked at Bill Derr. 
"If I ain't too personal, Red," said the 

latter, "would you mind tellin' me where 
an' when you found them things?" 

''I found-'' began Red, then stopped 
abruptly, for it struck him that if he replied 
truthfully Bill Derr would undoubtedly 
wish to know why he hadn't reported his 
find to the proper authorities. 

It was obviously impossible to explain 

that he had re'"rained because he half 
suspected Lorimer. To make a bad busi
ness worse, Lorimer was beginning to think 

. in another direction. Red guessed as l_lluch 
by the rigidity of his body and the tapping 
of his fingers on the edge of the bench. 

"G'on," urged Derr. 
"No," Red said firmly, bound to reach 

·shore if he could. "Nemmine where I 
found them things. I know yore li'l' game, 
Bill. Y o'r� on the lookout for the reward. 
Yeah. Well, I'm tellin' yuh,· cowboy, if 
they's any reward comin' I'm gonna glom 
on to it. Yessir, li'l' ol' me myself. Maybe 
I'll let Tom in on it. I dunno yet. But 
anyway, it's gonna stay right in the KanP 
family where it'll do the most good." 

"Hawg," said Derr. "I'd be ashamed to 
be so greedy." 

"Then whatcha wanna know for?" 
demanded Red. 

To which question there was no answer. 
When Bill Derr, together with Calloway's 

child, had ridden away toward Farewell, 
Lorimer squinted up at the sky and coughed. 

"Funny how them things had my initials 
on 'em," he observed. 

"Yeah," drawled Red. "Ain't it?" 
"Yeah, it is. funny. You didn't 

know them was my initials, didja?" 
"How could I.know?" Red turned the 

most innocent eyes in the world on the 
other man. "You'd never told me yore 
front name. An' yore d�ughter always 
called yuh 'pa. '" . 

This was skinning the cat both ways 
· with a vengeance, yet truth was unshamed. 

"Yo're right; I didn't," admitted the 
nester. "Tom Dowling called me Lorimer, 
too, I remember." 

"Shore. Lookit, don't you guess if I'd 
knowed yore initials I'd 'a' said somethin'. 
Lordy, man, why wouldn't I say somethin'? 
Why wouldn't I, huh? 

"And you'd better be sure and certain 
about it before you start drivin', pa," cut 
in Dot Lorimer, leaning ·over the window
sill. "You know yourself you jump' at 
conclusions too much." 

"I guess I'm a fool," said Lorimer. 
"I'm too hasty, maybe. No hard feelin's?" 

"I dunno of any." Red shook his head. 
"That'll be good. Dot, how 'bout a 

couple o' them doughnuts ]ust to sort o' 
keep us from fallin' in till dinner?" 

TO BE CONTINUED 
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"THE. SWEAT-BATHS OF WEST AFRICA 

BY THOMAS S. MILLER. 

HE sweat-bath, like the onion, is 
world-wide and common to civil
ization and savagery and every 
stage in between. In Nigeria-

land of blacks and fetishes and ju-ju gods 
and Mohammedanism-it has its own pecu
liar features. As the traveler·enters the 
hut lanes of the adobe towns of northern 
Nigeria his ears may be assailed by a furious 
racket. of tom-toms, horns, rattles and a 
groaning and wailing. If he will follow the 
noise to its source he will come to a clay hut 
with thatched roof. Over the door bangs a 
reed mat, around the edges of which es
capes a steam! ike vapor. 

If he will make a careful inspection he will 
find a small hole in the wall of the hut. If 
he will put an eye to this hole he will be 
immediately transported to the fancy land 
'of the Arabian Nights. But he must be 
'careful not to block the hole, for it is there 
to give the evil spirit that obsesses the 
patient who is taking the sweat-bath means 
of escape when the wizard-herbalist has 
coaxed and frightened it out by exhortation 
. and noise, Swhich, in sober sense, means 
when the patient is beginning to mend tu1der 
the heroic kill-or-cure sweat-bath treatment 
of fever. 

The victim lies on a bed of cow dung, 
buried in the filth up to his chin. Several 
wailing aged women, in the bronze sheath
gowns they were bom in, are sprinkling the 
stablings with hot water from clay pots 
heated over a charcoal brazier. The tem
perature is around a hundred and forty. 
They move around in the foul vapors like 
hag-shapes in Inferno.. The stench, the 
grotesque wizard's groanings and weird 
incantation-: whistled through a hollowed 
.stick, the dancing shadows of a smoky grass 
wick in a calabash of nut oil, the fantastic 
"necromancy and spirit-conjuring make a 
picture unearthly, unreal. With a wooden 
spoon he feeds a burning red-pepper mash 
to the patient. 

If it is a case of lumbago he does terrible 
surgery: The patient is rolled on his 
stomach. In the small of his back the 
wizard makes incisions and rubs in lime and 
red-pepper-lime and red-pepper into the 
bleeding, quivering flesh! So it goes on for 

several days and nights, until the victim 
succumbs or the evil spirit is driven out, 
when the hole is quickly plugged lest i't 
come back again. And the blacks outside 
.By to their huts and shut them air-tight 
and shriek and groan to scare off the evil 
spirit, or artfully make conversations with 
it, telling it to 80 away elsewhere, that they 
love it, have no enmity to it, but would 
much prefer that· it went on to the next 
village, or they invite it to enter tbe body of 
some enemy. 

They hang up charms-leopard's teeth, 
or cowries festooned in tfi.e human hair of a 
''witch" recently hotu1ded to death. The 
rascally wizard docs a thriving business in 
charms and, whether he is the dupe of his 
own noru;ense or whether he is consciously 
camouflaging the sweating process, only he 
and his kind know. He may invite the 
evil spirit to possess a goat-may use his 
occult powers to get it into the goat, which 
he then leads off to his skull-festooned hut 
in the bush, no doubt to have a nice haunch 
of goat-meat when no one is around . 

The Czar of Russia never owned such 
power as the wizard wields over his dupes. 
Never was ruler feared, reverenced, obeyed 
as are the wizards of Nigeria, witch-doctors 
of the sweating process. But, curiously 
enough, if one will dig do"'"ll deep enough 
under civilization, and not so deep after all, 
he will find the sweat-bath of filth and the 
gross superstition. Bathing in the warm 
blood of fresh-slaughtered hogs is believed 
to be a sure cure for ague among our Latin 
immigrants, whilst the "drawing" power of 
poultices of offal is a firmly rooted fetish 
among the lower-class Russians and Lithu
anians. 

Nor is it so many generations ago that 
our doctors were propounding vile nos
trums from snake-skins, snails, mud, excre
tions-anything vile enough to appeal to 
the imagination; and, as for the belief that 
sickness is an obsession; an evil spirit, the 
superstition is as common as are many 
that not a few of us consider seriously-for 
instance that walking under a ladder brings 
bad luck. So why laugh so immoderately 
at the sweat-baths of Nigeria? Leave it to 
the medical missionary. 



-

OOK, senhoresl There at the edge not ashamed, and shock of surprize that 
of the jungle that dull cone the sucuruju should rise before me a� if my 

� .. ,.: Ah, it is gone. We have passed thoughts had summoned him. For I was 
it. The flooding Amazon waits thinking of him, and my thoughts were 

for no man to stand and gaze, and I wonder born of your words. 
not that your fever-dulled eyes failed to You were speaking, senhores, of the Snake. 
see it in the moonlight. I saw it because Of the Snake that man-devil in the flesh, 
I am of the bush and if I do not see those that killer of men and destroyer of women, 
things-I die. who had. the swift�ess, the cunning, the 

Ah, but you are lucky, senhores, to be deadliness and the dread fascination of the 
here on this steamer, with the rubber lands · serpent, and whom no man could slay. 
left behind you and the far-off ocean ahead. You know of him only by hearsay, for 
Lucky, though you carry in your bones he went before you came. Yet his very 
the quaking fever arid in your minds dread- name and the tales you have heard so 
ful memories. You say that six of you fascinate you that you argue about\ his 
went in among these headwaters and that sudden disappearance from the earth even 
you two alone survive? It is ever so. Of as the Peruvians, Ecuadoreans and Brazil
the few who go up the Javary, fewer return. ians who knew him all too well have argued. 
We Brazilians know all too well the deaths You said, even as others have said, that 
that lurk for men up that river, for with no doubt he still lives; that for reasons of 
our own eyes we have seen them. Yet the his own he has thought it wise to vanish 
rubber work pays well, and for those of us for a time, and that presently he will come 
who live the stake is worth the daring. back. Those who say this know not the 
And now we are all of us lucky to be here, Snake. Not for any living thing would 
senhores, you two Americans and I. Lucky, he creep away and hide. He is gone 
too, that we were no nearer to that coiled forever, because a greater devil than him
cone beside the water, for it could kill us self destroyed him utterly. And I saw it 
all. It was the terrible master of the <lone. 
swamps-the sucuruju/ Yes, I. And I have not spoken of it to 

That startles you? Perhaps you, too, men because I did not choose. But now 
know that giant serpent which here grows I have left this accursed region behind me 
to the length of ten tall men and which for all time, and 

· 

holds such diabolical power. Even the No, do not glance at each other so. I 
one fleeting glimpse of it over there caused did not kill him. Did I not say that no 
my heart to stop an instant from double man could slay him? Senhores, I have seen 
shock-shock of sudden fear, of which I am this with my own eyes: once I saw the 

101 . 
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snake shot four times with rifles, and I saw 
him, with those big bullets in him, walk 
up to the men who shot him and kill them 
with his knife! 

The brothers' Marques they wer·p.-e -
Joao and Jose. They were mad with hate 
of him, and they shot him with .their 
Winchesters. And yet, riddled through, 
he walked up to them, his white teeth 
gleaming, his glittering eyes on theirs, 
and they became paralyzed. And with 
his knife forward so he came to Joao, 
the elder brother, and stabbed so and 
drew upward! Just as you split a fish, 
senhores. And Joao screamed once and 
fell. 

Then .Jose turned and sprang a"'-ay, 
But the Snake spun sidewise; he length
ened himself, like any snake striking from 
his coil,. and his red knife flicked across 
the throat, and Jose was a headless co:rpse! 
And then he turned and looked at us 
standing there agape, and we froze. We 
live nard lives, and we fear few things, 
but we stood there motionless, and cold 
sweat burst out on us. Then he turned 
and .walked away into the jungle, swaying 
a little and stepping stiffiy and staining 
the ground red from his wounds. 

For weeks we prayed that he was dead. 
We told one another that he must be dead
and looked over our shoulders even while 
we talked. Then he came into a village 
down the river, took a woman and went 
away. The word came to us that he 
showed no sign of a wound. By what 
devil's herb he made himself whole we 
know not. But he lived and we cursed. 

It was his destruction of women that 
made men grind their teeth and hate him 
with a burning hate. For he destroyed 
them utterly. The woman he took was 
lost. Some say that when he tired of 3: 
woman he drove her out to starve or die 
among the jungle beasts; others, that he 
handed her over to the cannibal Indians. 
And a few declare he slew and ate her 
himself! It may be SQ. What became 
of them, no man knows. But they never 
returned-save one. And of her you shall 
hear. 

DO NOT tbjnk the women went 
willingly. -They hated him, _feared 
him, as a woman hates and fears 

any reptile. Yet he had that awful power 
in his eyes that the giant serpent has: the 

power to make others do his will. As I 
have told you, he could paralyze the hands 
of strong men armed wit4 rifles and hold 
them frozen while he killed them. How, 
then, should a woman combat him? They 
went�and disappeared. _ .  

And so the time came when he took my 
girl from me. • 

She was a good girl, senhores; she was 
young and strong and beautiful. That 
was why he chose her, of course. It had 
been better for her had she been ill-favored 
or frail, for then he. would have passed her 
by. But she was graceful and curving 
and tempting and strong with the velvety 
strength of the jaguar. She had a fier-y 
strength of mind and temper, too, and she 
was fearless beyond most women. She 
would hav\� gone with me unafraid ihto the 
outermost tambos of the rubber ·forest, 
had I not sternly forbade her; for of course 
we take no women into those places, where. 
even men go only with rifles ready. BJ.It 
I had a pretty fight to make her stay at 
the headquarters of the coronel, where 
she might be safe and I could come to see 
her at times. Yet I have a will of my own, 
and in the end she obeyed me, as a woman 
should. 

That strength of hers, that strength of. 
body and mind, later made her able to 
fight the Snake and somehow to come back 
to me before the end. For even to the 
coronet's place the Snake came and took . 
her. And he had to f. take her by force, 
for in spite of his evil power of the eye she . 
fought him. With the strength of loathing-. 
and despair she fought him. And he 
laughed, they tell me, laughed like a demon 
as he carried her away. 

When one came to us far out in the 
jungle and told us, I, too, became a. demon. 
I am a quiet man, and I like peace. But 
when I knew this Snake had carried off my 
Lucia, I hungered for blood; I burned to 
hack him to pieces and stamp the pieces 
into pulp. For days I went here and there 
like a madman, seeking him with my rifle 
and machete and living I know not how. 
But no man knew where he might be found; 

. he left no more trace than a bird in air. 
And at last, worn to a skeleton, I came 
back to headquarters, fit only to die. Yet 
I could not die, senhores, not until I found 
him . And so I lived on, my blood- and 
brain burning, and waited. Then at moonrise of a night came a cry 
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from some one near the forest. Men ran, near me, and I held my paddle to lookJ 
and other cries arose and mingled, cries of A small stream flowed into the river, and 
welcOme and rage and sorrow and fury all the sound had come from there. My eyes 
together. Then came one running to me were full of moon-glare, and I saw nothing 
and told me my Lucia had come back. in the bush. I went on again, but soon 
She had come crawling, senhMes, crawling my hands stopped. Something told me 
on hands and knees down an estrada by the to go back. Something drew me toward 
river, so that the man who first saw her that little streamt I let tlie canoe float 
moving took her for a beast and nearly down to it and past it. As before, I saw 
shot her. And she was- nothing. There was no sound there now. 

Senhores, you may have looked on broken Far off in the jungle the howling monkeys 
women in your own land. But never, made uproar, but near me it was quiet. 
never have you seen ·such a woman as When I had floated down below the place, 
that crawling thing that came back to me. my paddle began ·to move. The same 
I have told you of her youth, .her strength. thing that had brought me back now drew 
Now she was old, old! Old and sunken- me forward again until I reached that 
faced and white of hair, sick unto death mouth of the brook. And there something 
and nearly crazed. Yet the dying spirit tol� me to go ashore. 
in her, which had driven her on and on I did not want to go ashore. I began 
until she came once more to me, burned to feel fear. I drove my paddle into the 
still in her tortured body; burned on, water and started up-river. But I did 
flickering, while she lay in my arms and not go far. My hands moved as if weights 
told me of the Snake. were growing on them. I felt as if a line 

What she told me I can not repeat. were fastened to the stern, pulling me back. 
There are things of which a man can not And I seemed unable to think. Something 
talk, even to men. But, as I listened, the else seemed to be controlling my thoughts 
fire went out of me', and I shivered, and and making me return to that place.' Soon 
all my body poured out colfi sweat, as on my paddle stopped again, and for the third 
the day when the brothers Marques died time I went back to that brook. There 
before my eyes. Not that I feared. No; I sat staring-and suddenly I !aw. 
it was sick shock that made me cold. And 
at last, when I could hardly endure it to 
hear more, she suddenly grew rigid and 
cried: 

"He comes! He follows! I see him, the 
evil one, in his canoe in the moonlight! 
Oh, my Louren!;(>, save mel" 

While her scream still rang in our ears, 
she died. 

Then women wailed and men groaned. 
But I made no sound. I was dumb. I 
arose and took my rifle and machete and 
went to my canoe. I went up the river 
in the moonlight: up the river, because 
she had come from there. And I knew 
her parting soul had seen the Snake through 
the jungle, following, following even as she 
said. 

I moved almost without knowing it. 
I was like a man stunned. I made no J?lan. 
I only paddled slowly up-river to meet and 
kill him, because that was the thing to do. 
Yet I paddled near the bank, where I would 
not be in the full light of the moon. I 
looked at nothing but the empty river 
ahead, and how far I went I do not know. 

There came a little sound from the bank 

� A WIND blew, and the trees moved, 
and the moonlight fell on a dark 
space. And there I saw a great 

coiled cone. It was higher than I am when 
I stand straight. And at the bottom of 
the cone, lying flat on the ground, was the 
great head and yellow eyes of the sucurujul 

That was what had called me back. 
That' was what held me now as a lesser 
snake may hold a bird or small animal. 
That was what was drawing me to go 
ashore. And somehow I did not feel fear 
now. I felt only that I must bring my 
canoe up to the land and step out. Still, 
I did not do it. I sat there, and the canoe 
dxifted slowly down and away. 

· 

The monster did not move. The 
branches had swung back, and the moon
light was shut out from the place where 
he waited; but still I could see him in the 
dark and feel more than ever the terrible 
summons tbat would make me return for 
the last time. I had to go back; I knew 
I had to go back. But�just then there 
came another sound. 

It was a bump. Up the river a canoe 
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�d bumped against something in the had reached out to the human snake and 
water. I looked toward the sound. And drawn him back. And he did not know 
suddenly, s�hures, fury and hate exploded what it was. The wind did not blow now, 
in me like a cartridge exploding in a rifle. and there was no light in that black pocket 
It blasted the dreadful hold of the sucumju of the bank; so he could not see the thing 
away from me, and it burned out the cold I had seen. If he had known what lay 
that had been in my blood since my Lucia there, who can say what would have hap
told me of h'er fate. The canoe was the pened? WOuld he have killed it? Or 
one I had gone to meet-that of the Snake. could he have put his own terrible will on it 

He was not paddling fast. His canoe with his eyes and driven it away and then 
was hardly more than drifting. No doubt laughed like a devil? I know not. I tell 
he was enjoying his slow progress, picturing you only what I saw. 

-

to himself how he would go ashore at bead- He hung there a little time, and then 
quarters and see if she were there and he turned away and down-river. But he 
take her away again if he found her. looked back, and, before he reached me, 
Perhaps he was planning bow he would he swerved about and returned. I saw 
torture her; for she was the first woman him shake his shoulders, as if to throw 
who had ever escaped him, and of course off something, and· he growled low in his 
he clid not know she was dead. Like throat. Back at the mouth of the stream 
myself, he was near the bank, but not so he held his canoe quiet once more. And 
near as I, and I saw him clearly against the then, while I hung breathless to my tree, 
moonshine. I felt for my rifle with my he ;:mshed .gradually up to shore. 
foot, then changed my mind. I am a good No, he did not go as I would have gone
shot, but shooting would not satisfy me- helpless, dwnb and dazed. He went as if 
no, not though I shot him to pieces. I seeking the thing that dared to summon 
must get my hands on him, feel his throat him, as if it angered him to feel the control 
in my clutch, cut him apart with my knife. of another's will. He went as if he were 
Only so could my Lucia be avenged and the hunter instead of the prey. But he 
my hate be sated. went, senhures, he went! 

My canoe had floated down beyond reach I heard a slight watery noise as he 
of the Sflcuruju. Out from the bank lay a stepped out. I slipped my canoe out 
fallen tree, and I grasped a branch and held without a sound, stroked a few times and 
the canoe still without a bump. I would waited. 
lie there, hidden against the black trun.k., Suddenly from that black place there 
until be came to me. Then would I jump burst a scream-a horrible, long, wailing 
my canoe at his and throw him ov{.rboard scream. It rose and rose-and broke in 
and leap in upon him. And then would an awful gasping groan. Then came a dull 
I strangle him and knife him and drown crack, and then more of them-crack
him, all at once. I would split him as he crack-crack�like muffled pistol shots: the 
had split Joao. True, he would kill me, too, breaking of the Snake's bones as the sucuruju 
and the ,tranha.s, those cannibal fish, would crushed, crushed, crushed! Then another 
devour us both. But this clid not matter. moan, low and dying. Then more crunch
! had nothing to live for now. ing. Then silence. And last the long hiss 

He came on, dipping his paddle slowly, of the sucurujul 
until he had passed the little brook. My Long after the current had carried me 
muscles were tense to shove out and at him. down around a bend in the banks I sat 
But suddenly he loooked back and held his staring up the moonlit river, seeing in my 
canoe still He held it there, it seemed mind the thing that had happened there 
�o me, for hours, though of course it was in the black mouth of the brook. After 
but a moment. Then he turned it about me floated the canoe of the Snake, sucked 
and went slowly back up-stream, still away from the shore and drifting empty 
scowling at the same place on the bank. and useless. At length my own boat stuck 
A few strokes and he stoppecf again and on a mud-bar. I waited for that other to 
sat staring as I had stared-at the gloomy draw near and shoved it away with my 
lair of the sucuruju. paddle, and it went on down the river until 

The evil power had caught him, too, I saw it no more. And then I freed myself 
$e'llhbrC$. The power of the monster snake from the bar and went to my dead Lucia. 
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SO NOW, $enhores, you know why 
the Snake vanished. He lived with
out mercy; he tortured and de

stroyed body, mind, and soul. He died 
in agony and despair and fear, and, when 
Death coiled around him and crushed him 

like a rat, he screamed like any one of those 
he destroyed. He went into the belly of 
a snake greater than himself, and that was 
the end of him and his power and his evil. 
And I go now to my home far down the 
great river, where I may forget. 

THE GREAT INTENSIFIER 

• 

BY R.OBERT V. CARR 

GIRL-EYED men with peevish faces, 
In these silent desert places, 

In the heat and in the sand 
Of this harsh and lonely land, 
Whine and fret o'er trifles mean 
And become more epicene. 

Dull-eyed men with listless faces, 
In these silent desert places, 
In the fight and in the stress 
With this flaming wilderness, 
Bleat and fail, tQ droop dismayed
Shiftless dawdlers in the shade. 

< 

Snake-eyed men with fiendish faces, 
In these silent desert places, 
In the cool and in the murk, 
Where the gray sidewinders lurk, 
Come to brood their murders o'er
Deadlier than .e'er before. 

Bold-eyed men with laughing faces; 
In these silent desert places, 
In the swelt and in the glare 
Of this land of Never-care, 
Sing and shout their ribaldry 
And become more wild and free. 

Stern-eyed men with granite faces, 
In these silent desert places, 
In the sun and in the dust 
Of this realm of waterlust, 
�ap the gun and grow to be 
Devotees of liberty . 

Calm-eyed men with peaceful faces, 
In these silent desert places, 
In the hush and in the gloom 
Of this vast and starlit room, 
Muse and dream and grow to be 
Children of divinity. 
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Auth01' oj "Local OpUon in Loco Land," "Pariahs of Piperock," etc. 

"Oh, I am a pirate bold, 
My ocean a desert of sand, 
My ship is a jackass gray. 
I cruise all over the land; 
My flag is an old black hat, 
With bullet holes galore. 
I've trod the bridge 
Of this gol-darned ridge. 
Till my blasted hoofs are sore." 

IRTY SHIRT JONES," says I, 
"them ·words are allj right, but 
your voice proclaims that you 
comes from a family of wood

peckers.'' 
And then me and Dirty Shirt meets 

"Solemn" Sales. We pokes into a little 
cabin on the side of the hill, and there we 
finds a feller setting by a little table, peering 
at some hand-made figures on a sheet of 

• 

wrappmg-paper. 
We announces our names, and he admits 

his. He's a melancholy-looking hombre, 
that Solemn person. Hd indicates a bench 
and goes on figuring. 

"Bookkeeper?" asks Dirty. 
"Scientist," says he, sighing like he was 

looking over his own obituary. ''Hard 
facts are hard facts, and some may disagree, 
but I figures it to assay about fifty-fifty." 

"Even break," nods Dirty, "unless you 
speak of whisky and water." 

"Even so, even so, but that don't answer 
the question before me. My old pardner, 
'Baldy' Benson, got bit by a rattler. 
Now, according to materia medica, the bite 
of a rattler is pizen: maybe not deadly in 
all cases, but in order not to confuse the 

public they uses the word pizen, the same 
as temperance orators refer to as distilled 
liquors. 

"Anyway, Baldy got bit, and he gallops 
back here to the shack, where he sets down 
and absorbs a quart of whisky without 
taking a breath. Now, according to un .. 
official practise in such cases, the hooch 
is an antidote for the snake-bite, and Baldy 
should have got well or drunk. He didn't 
do either, gents: he up and died. Now 
I'm trying to arrive at some conclusion as 
to his untimely demise. Was it the snake 
or the hooch, or did them two pizens meet 
inside of poor Baldy and cause spontaneous 
combustion?" 

"What kind of whisky?" asks Dirty 
Shirt. 

"Well," says Solemn, "that's going too 
deep. In such a case you'd have to find 
out the pizenous principles, degree of 
peevishness and length of Jang of the 
snake. I pass the hand and call for a 
drink." 

"Of the same kind that Baldy· suicided 
on?·'' I asks. · 

"Daw-w-w-w-w-w-gone," Solemn drawls 
it out and grins joyful like. "That's her! 
Suicide, induced primarily by being scared 
of snakes. You sure are quick at :figttres. 
If you'll go with me to Horse Heaven I'll 
buy us each a drink." 

"Horse Heaven?" asks Dirty. 
"Yeah. Never heard of the town? Well, 

you ain't lost much." 
"Nice place?" I asks, and Solemn snorts·. 

Io6 
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''Worse than that. Horse Heaven was 
sired by a bunch of crooked gamblers and 
damne9 by everybody that ever climbed 
up the main street. This here frail you 
comes on leads to the placer mines on 
Hondo Creek and also to the mines on Lost 
Horse. 

"They makes life miserable for gambler? 
and saloonkeepers in both_ localities; sa 
they comes here to the only spring within 
miles, builds their temples of chance in 
another county and gets them going and 
coming. Sahe? 

''Each and every one of them saloons 
has a following, and between pay-days and 
suckers they spends their time trying to 
kill each other off.· I ain't been up there 
for two days, 'cause ano�her pay-day ain't 
far off and they covets each other's chances. 
Gents, she's a bad town: bad in heart 
and soul. Still wishful to see how she 
works?" 

"Well," says Dirty, "me and Ike can 
breathe fr�ely in any place that a he
human can endure. Lead on, and may 
Horse Heaven regret it. " 

"Horse Heaven can take care of itself.�' 
"Which is an admirable quality," I 

admits. 
According to all things which are true 

as Gospel, horses don't go to Heaven, and 
�is is the reason why this here goat refuge 
gets its name a horse couldn't get there. 
It sets right on top of the world. There's 
just one side of a street, composed of four 
saloons, a general store and an undertaking 
shop. 

You have to hang on to a rope to climb 
up to the first saloon; then you walk on a 
level to the next, slide to. the next, from 
which you can almost hop off on to the roof 
of the fourth. Next comes the store, and, 
if by the time you get that far you have 
anything left, there is still the undertalfer 
left to contend with, and he keeps a looped 
rope handy on the porch. 

SEEMS that Horse Heaven was 
built high and handsome thataway 
on account of the fresh water spring, 

which bubbles out of the top of the hill. 
Solemn says that the water is on the· 
American' plan there if you want it and 
handy to wash in if you feels dudish. 

The saloons are named the Ace of 
Diamonds, King of Clubs, Queen of Spades 
and Ten of Hearts. Dirty reads the names 

from a distance· and opines that they're 
short one card of ·being a straight. 

"All they need is a knave," says he. 
"You don't know the town," sighs 

Solemn. "They don't need any more." 
"Looks like a feudal hangout," observes 

Dirty. 
"Well," Solemn spits about five miles 

down the hill. ''Education is mighty nice, 
I reckon. I don't sabe that word, but you 
can't say anything bad· about the town 
and get an· argument out of me." 

"Incorporated?" asks Dirty. · 
"Disintegrated," says Solemn. "Every

body hates everybody else. It's just a 
town-that's all. Over the.Ace of Dia
monds is Delmonico's hotel, but nobody 
hives up there on account of the floors 
being too thin to stop lead from below. 

"I orates that the name don't fit at all, 
being as the original Delmonico's ain't no 
hotel. 'Poetry' Peters replies aloud that 
the original ain't got nothing on the imi .. 
tation, cause the bedbugs prevents it from 

/ 
being a place of rest. 

''The town sort of takes sides in the argu
ment, the same of which causes an under
taker to open a place of business. Six 
solid citizens gets presented with tomb
stones. Since that time there ain't been 
l}Othing but ill feeling �d a falling off in 
marshals.'' 

"I don't reckon any sane man wants the· 
job of marshal here," observes Dirty. 

-

"Nope," agrees Solemn, "I reckon J1ot. 
Don't know who will get the �job after I'm 
gone." · .. ; 

'�Marshal?" asks Dirty. "You ain't 
got no jail, judge nor justice." 

"Nope." 
"What do yo1:1 do with a prisoner?" 

I asks. 
"Lead him to Broadway and Fifth 

avenue and kick him off." 
''Do they ever come back to trouble 

you?" asks Dirty. 
"Nope .. Mostly always they don't even 

look back.'' 
Then we stops to rest on the steps of the 

undertaking shop. We ain't been there 
long when out comes a woful-looking Jasper. 
He's got a long, lean neck which don't 
noways fill up his collar, and his narrow 
face is plentifully covered with straw
colored stubble. He's only about five feet 
three inches high, and he's wearing a suit 
of clothes that was made for a lodge-pole .. · 
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He sort of jerks his head back and fQrth 
in that collar like a turkey buzzard walking 
on a hot rock. . 

"Howdy, Marshal," says he, pecking 
his head back and forth at each word. 

!'Tolerable, 'Tombstone.' How's busi-
ness?" · 

H� peers at me and Dirty and wipes his 
mouth with the back of his scrawny hand. 

"Strangers?"· he asks. "Strangers to 
Horse Heaven?" 

''You don't reckon they'd be here if they 
wasn't, do you?" asks Solemn. "This one 
is named Ike Harper, and the other one is 
Dirty Shirt Jones. Gents, meet Tomb
stone Taylo ," 

"Five feet nine inches," says he, shalcing 
hands with me and peering from the top 
of my head to my toes, and then he looks 
at Dirty. 

"About two inches less. Mr. Harper 
is wide in the shoulders and bowed in the 
legs, but in a pinch I can spring the sides a 
little. Glad to meet you." 

·"My !" grunts Dirty, wide- eyed. 
''Did you ever see S!Jch a wide-awake 
business man in your life, Ike?" 

"Tombstone is a successor to the busi
ness," explains Solemn. "His uncle was 
here first,�·but he made a mistake. When 
'Rusty' Rawlins �ed; his pal, 'Fried Egg' 
Freeman, opines that nothing is too good for 
Rusty; so he opines to have a suitable 
tombstone engraved. 

''Fried Egg wasn't any too well educated, 
but he wrote out what he wanted on that 
stone and hands same to the undertaker, 
who made all his own tombstones. 'l'he 
stone was in place when Fried Egg came 
back; so he goes out to look her over. The 
epitaph reads: 

· 

RUSTY RAWLINS WAS A LOCOED 
CELEBRATER. USE YOUR 

OWN JUDGMENT 

"Fried Egg looks it over and then 
comes up here. Him and the undertaker 
glares at each other. 

" 'Whyfor does you go against orders 
and prescription?' asks Fried Egg. 'I said 
that Rusty was a local celebrity
daw-w-w-w-gone you! Also and moreover, 
you didn't put on that last part, Not Dead 
But Sleeping.' 

" 'I decjphers your screed as she shows,' 
replies the undertaker, 'and as far as that 

last part goes-I won't bunco anybody. 
Sabe? I laid him out myself after he's 
dead three days in July, and I'm .orating 
aloud that you're either lying or badly 
mistaken.' " 

"Such is true," grins Tombstone. "They 
both shoots at the same time. I buried 
Fried Egg in a casket we brought here for 
you, Marshal the one with silverine 
handles. I got this suit off uncle. That 
was a big day for me, gents. I ain't 
got much stock left, but she's open for 
inspection. Name-plates as follows: Father, 
Mother, He Done Well and Gone Hence. 
Which do you prefer?'' · 

''My ! '' snorts . Dirty, wide - eyed. 
"Let's get a drink before I gets morbid 
and starts kilJing." 

"Pick 'em short of six feet," says Tomb
stone. "'Cause I can't splice a casket.'' 

We climbs on a little ways, and then 
Solemn says� 

"You. fellers ain't getting cold feet, are 
you?" 

"Us?" Dirty stops and looks Solemn 
over. "Say, feller, did you ever hear of 
the Pirates of Piperock? Did you? Well, 
me and Ike are the last survivors. Sabe? 
We came away to let the place grow. Ain't 
it true, Ike?" .. 

"Well," says I, f'that was mostly the 
reason, and the other reason w\as because 
we ran out of pianks to walk 'em on.'' 

"Pirates?" says Solemn, scratching his 
head. "Name's familiar." 

"Gosh!" grunts Dirty. "This sure is an 
unenlightened village, Ike.'' 

"I reckon you fellers are humdingers all 
right," admits Solemn. · "You'll do 
well '' · 

A bullet hums off a rock beside us, and 
we all ducks down. 

"Now," says Solemn, "that's to be ex
pected, I reckon. Thought maybe I could 
do better, being as I've got company; still 
this is f.urther up than I've been able to go 
for two days. Mostly al:ways they send 
me behind a rock down below Tombstone's 
place." 

COMES the whang of another 
shot, but we don't-·hear the lead. 

"Now I wonder-" begins Sol
emn, lifting his hat above the top of the 
rock and pulling it down quick. Then 
he shoved it up again. ·. 

"That's one good thing .about the town," 



Pirates from Piperock 109 

says he, putting on his hat and stepping 
out into the trail. "Come ori., gents. 
Som$ody got the bushwhacker who was 
sniping at us." 

Me and Dirty looks foolish-like at each 
other. We ain't exactly meek and mild, 
but ·this place is different than what we've 
seen, and this survival of the best shots 
don't appeal to us very much. 

We climbs along for a mjnute, and then 
Solemn stops. He points to a lot of writing 
on a flat rock, the words painted big in 
white, and this is what we reads: 

I think that some day I will come and put you 
bad-men on the bum: Tliat will be swell. Then me 
and you, who've stood the shocks and peddled lead 
from behind rocks and dodged and ducked from 
mom 'til night and shot at everything in sight, can 
rise right up amid the dust and make a better town 
or bust. But 'til I do I'll keep away, and to ye 
all I hereby say-
. Horse Heaven go to 1 

. 
"Sweet thoughts," says Dirty, and just 

then another bullet comes along �nd lea.ves 
a dirty smear across them white letters. 
Dirty is so cock-eyed that he can only 
shoot one gun at a time, but what he 
can't do with that one gun won't ever 
bother old man Colt. 

"Poetry Peters wrote that poem," ex
plains Solemn, as we humps down behind 
the rock. "He's been chased out several 
times, 'cause he's in favor of a straight 
game. He sneaked up here one morning, 
and, between answering sh<>ts with the 
population and writing that poem, he spent 
about eight hours�" 

A feller sticks his head out of the store 
and peers around.. He's got a pipe in his 
mouth. 

"I hate a pipe," says Dirty, and just 
then his gun roars beside me, and I see 
that feller yank his head back, but not 
soon enough to save the pipe-bowl from 
erasure. He spits out the stem and falls 
back through the door. It was about a 
hundred-foot shot. 

"My gosh!" grunts Solemn. "Did you 
shoot at that pipe?" 

"Hit it, didn't I?" asks Dirty. 
"Daw-w-w-w-w-w-gone!'' 
Another shot comes from the door of the 

store, and my perfectly good sombrero 
gets lifted high. That hat cost me fifteen 
dollars five years ago, and having it mussed 
makes me sore; so I unhooks six shots 
into the door of that place, and Dirty 

shoots out what remains of the windows. 
Another shot seems to irritate Solemn; so 
he empties his gun for general results. 

"We better move," says Solemn. "Other
wise that fool 'Bull' Burgoyne will wipe out 
all of Poetry's poem, and besides I ain't 
noways prepared ·for a siege. You fellers 
both shoot . 41s and mine is a . 44· Let's 
sneak around the side and see if Bull will -
sell us some shells. If we can kill him first, 
we can save money, 'cause he charges three 
prices for his daw-w-w-w-w-gone shells." 

We ducks low and lopes across Broad
way, where we hugs the side of the store. 
Solemn hammers on the wall and yells-

"Bull, do you hear me?" . 
No reply, and then Solemn states: 
''You has aroused my ire, Bull, and I'm 

. going to damage you if you don't change 
your ways. Sabe? If you don't hang 
your empty hands out of the window and 
bi<;i us welcome, I'm going to make you 
hard to catch like a coyote." 

"Come in," yelps a muffled voice, and 
we ducked around to the front and skidded 
inside. 

At first we don't see anything of the 
proprietor, but all to once we sees a pile 
of sacked flottr on the floor, and from under 
it sticks a hand. We lifts the sacks to 
one side and lets Bull Burgoyne stand 
up. 

"I have dem sacks flour hang up· by a 
rope to ceiling so de pack-rat she can't eat,'f 
he pants, making up a rheumatic face. 
"An' den along comes bullet and cuts der 
rope when I'm be-low. By gar, I'm bus' 
up complete, Solemn.'' 

"How's business?" asks Solemn. 
"Bad today. Pretty soon I have cus .. 

tomer-plenty. Everybody in town she-· 
shoot and shoot for two day. Bimeby 
she's run out of shell, an' den Bull he's 
mak' money, eh? You bet!" 

"Anybody get killed?" asks Solemn. 
"Me, I'm not know. Poetry Peters, 

she's get loco and come here. She's aim 
for clean up place. Sabe? Poetry, she's 
wear tar and fedder. You know Bill La 
Fond? She's pardnair for Poetry. She's 
lose money and get shot at plenty, ba gosh! 
Me, I'm weesh she's come back. She's owe 
me for forty pounds of giant powder. Five 
small box. 

"I tell Bill to stay here while I eat 
myself for lunch. When I come back, 
she's gone· with those boxes powdair. I 
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find note which I can't read. Maybe you 
read, eh, Solemn?" 

Bull limps down to a cupboard and comes 
back with a dirty piece of paper, which he 
hands to Dirty. It says: 

"I go way to bust up bob-tail. This dam town 
make me sick. My gun is wrong size; so I take 
your gun and shells. Also for your rifie I take all 
.50-110 shell. Much oblige." · 

"What he mean?" asked ·Bull. 
"He took your gun and shells, 'cause 

his gun was the wrong size. He must have 
taken your rifle and some ammunition. 
Sell me a box of .44's, Bull." 

"De sonn-of-a-gonn!'' snorted Bull. "He 
tak' giant powdair, too, eh?" 

He folds up the paper and walks around 
behind the counter. 

"You say you wan'-sacrel Everyt'ing 
she's gone! No ca'tridge lef'.! De sonn-of
a-gonn take everyt'ingl" 

Bull snapped his gun open and dropped 
it on the counter. 

"She's so good like fish-pole!" says he' 
disgusted -like. 

"Ain't you got no shells at all, Bull?" 
asks Solemn. 

"Sure. I'm got one box for . 2 2  and one 
box ten gage shotgun. You want to 
buy, Solemn?" 

AND right then Horse Heaven 
hunted the ammunition wagon. We 
hears a rattle at the door, a spattering 

of shots, and three men skidded into the 
door of the store. They're three as tough
looking hombres as I ever seen. They 
shakes themselves for possible bullet-holes 
and then walks closer to us. 

'1All the .44 shells you've got, Bull," says 
the tallest one, glaring at us. "I said 'all,' 
·F renchy!" . 

"I hear your voice, 'Snap,' " says Bull, 
shaking his shoulders. "Me, I'm got no 
shell. Bill La Fond, she's swipe all my 
shell.'' 

"Don't lie!" snaps the feller. 
"Jus' de same as before," says Bull, and 

they sort of groans. 
"How many shells did 'Flash' Findlay 

and 'Jap' Slack buy today?" asks one of 
them . . 

"None. For· two day I mak' no sale." 
Nobody has anything to say for a while, 

and then Bull grins and says-
"Snap, I'm hear that Flash F4ldlay say 

she's tak' your scalp soon. She's ask the 
undertaker to have nice casket ready. 
Ha, ha, ha!" 

"Ha, ha, ha!" mimicks Snap mean-like. 
"If I had a shell left, I'd massacree you, 
Bull." 

"Sure," grins Bull. "If I have one· lef', 
Snap, you never get in here." 

"Nobody got a danged shell left?" wails 
one of Snap's gang. 

"Strangers excepted," grins Dirty Shirt. 
"Daw-w-w-w-w-gone!" drawls Solemn. 

· ''This one called Dirty Shirt picked the bowl 
off Bull's pipe ,.at a hundred feet. Shot 
from his. hip, too." 

"My pardner, Ike Harper, taught me 
how to shoot thataway," says Dirty, 
nodding at me, and Solemn says sad-like : 

"Gents, let me make you used to the 
Pirates from �iperock.'' 

"Pirates?" asks Snap, like he hadn't 
heard. 

"Regular reptiles," admits Dirty. "Me 
and Ike was born in the cane-brakes and 
rocked in a bark cradle. We're whalebone 
warp and rawhide filling, and them what 
sabes our past orates that we're · the pizenest 
old pair of pelicans that ever made a track 
iri the sand. We don't like your town ; 
we don't like your manners ; and you're the 
worst shots we ever seen." 

"We asks your pardon," says Snap 
apologetic-like. "There ain't none of us 
what you'd designate as fancy shots/' 

"You don't even support an undertaker in 
. style," says I. 

"We never invited him up here. Fried 
Egg Freeman passed out with the original 
ghoul, and this one, being a relative, 
naturally inherits." I 

"You see Beel La Fond?" asks Bull. 
"She's take everyt'ing." 

"Him and Poetry Peters are cooking 
up devilment," says a hombre, whose face 
contradicts that he ever had . a decent 
thought. 

"Them two opines that the morals of-" 
begins Snap, and just then cometh the 
earthquake. 

The store almost shakes off the hill, and 
we walks circles like a lot , of drunks. 
Something crashes down in the middle of 
Broadway, and Snap nfakes a wobbly rush 
for the door. ' 

"Wh-what is she?" stutters Bull. 
Snap's mustache sticks out like a handful 

of needles when he turns to us. 
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"What is she?" he parrots. "That-" 
he waves his hand toward the door. "That 
is the whole clanged front of the Ace of 
Diamonds!" 

"That's some of Flash Findlay's work!" 
yelps one of the gang. "As soon as we 
comes down here, he dynamites the place!" 

"I'm going right up there and smoke 
him outt" declares Snap. "I'm going to 
chase the coyote into a hole and plug it up." 

"Without a shell in. your gun?" asks Bull. 
Just then comes a rattle of footsteps on 

the porch, and into the door comes three 
men. Two of them falls flat in the doorway, 

"My place!" yelps . Flash. "My place!" 
"Yeah?" says Dirty indifferent - like. 

"Why don't you stay home and take care 
of your property?" 

''Who who who ''  stammers Snap, 
trying to pull a frying-pan out from under 
the back of his vest. 

· "Daw-w-w-w-w-w-gone!" wails Solemn. 
"Some shake!" 

"I-I know who done it!" yelps Flash. 
"It was them danged anarchists from the 
Queen of Spades!" 

"That's a clanged lie!" . 

and the other one falls over them as they WE TURNS and faces a couple of 
try to go back. ombres . who , have sneaked .into the 

"Don't shoot, Snap!" yelps one, holding ack door. They look like they 
up his hands. "We ain't got a shell left." had spent a season doing flip-flops into the 

"You ain't lying, Flash?" Grand Canon. 
"Lying ! Do you think I'd hold "That's a killing statement, 'Limpey,' " 

up my hands to a lousy coyote like you if says Flash. . 
I had anything left to shoot with? Give "Go ahead," says the other fellow in
me a box of shells, Bull, and I'll agree not different-like. "Killing ain',t nothing to 
to load up before I get out of range." . fear." 

"Nobody got any shell, Flash," says Bull. "I didn't come to kill," says Limpy. 
"Every gun is empty." - "I'm out of shells. "  

"Strangers excepted," corrects So1emn. "No shell," says Bull. "Nobody she's 
"Gone?" says one of Flash Findlay's got any, Limpy." 

gang foolish-like. "You " "Except the strangers," says Solemn. 
Blooeyl ' 'Daw-w-w-w-w-gone!'' 
I seen the goods falling off the shelves · "We runs out of cartridges ; so we abdi

just before the counter seems to kick my cates," explains Limpy. "Some}?ody has 
feet from under me, and something seems to been whanging lead into the front 'Of my 
come along and almost obliterate the front place for ten minutes. Somebody has 
of the store. I lands on my neck behind sneaked out into the rocks and is hom
the counter, where a kerosene can - seems barding my place with a big rifle, and we 
to . irrigate me plentiful. The shelves on stayed as long as possible. All I ask 
the far side have all pulled loose and laid is a '' 
down on the job, and, as far as I can see, me Zuwiel 
and Dirty are the only survivors. The place shudders like it had hit zero 

"Dirty," says I, "what kind of a town wjthout clothes, and the shudder seems to 
are we in?" say, "Gents, be seated!" 

"I reckon she's a place where they have Some took seats others stood on the 
Fourth of July every: day in the week." And back of their necks. Then comes sort of 
just then a section of them shelves seems a swishing noise, and I gets a glimpse. of 
to rise up a little, and folks begin to appear. everything coming in and nothing going 

Flash gets up with a water-bucket hang- out. Something seems to lean against 
ing around his neck and staggers to the me at about forty miles per hour, and the 
door or what is left of it-and peers out. next thing I know I'm out in the street 

"Hah!" he squeaks, pointing across the walking circles. I manages to slow down 
way. after a while, and somebody bumps into me. 

Me and Dirty pi1grims over and looks "Ex-cuse me," says Dirty, taking off his 
out. There's one comer and the whole hat. "Dice nay." 
front of a building hanging on a pin- "How many?" pants a voice, and Tomb
nacle of rock across the street, and $.e stone is .with us. He poil)ts at the store 
sign, a big King of Clubs, hangs drunk-like and does sort of a joyful shuffie. "How 
from the top. many passed out?" 
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"Two," says I. "Me and Dirty Shirt 
Jones." 

"How many died?" he whispers. 
We looks over at the store to sort of 

make a rough estimate, and them shocked 
gamblers begin to come out of there, two 
by two like the animals out of the ark. 
They're all able to walk, bu� none of 'em 
seems to have sense enough to stop or know 
where they're headed for. 

Flash and Snap walked right off the end 
of Broadway, locked in each other's anns. 
Later \ve seen - �em far down the trail, 
limping away like two lost souls hunting 
for peace. Limpy and Bull tried to get 
into the remnants of the King of Clubs 
but bumped into the rock and sat down. 

One couple got headed right and poked 
into the Ten of Hearts, and the rest, like 
a herd of sheep, follered in their footsteps. 
Then comes Solemn, all alone, walking like 
a rna.n who sees far beyond the present 
writing. He acts like he was· taking us 
into a great secret, when he limps up to us � 
and mispers-

"The Queen of Spades is no more!" 
"No more than the two saloons that 

-went before," agrees Dirty. 
"Daw�w-w-w-w gone! That's true. I 

wonders why them palaces of vice arise 
on the wings of the morning, gents? If 
this keeps up, we're lost!" 

"Is anybody here worth saving?" I asks, 
and Solemn shakes his head. 

"Not even us, I reckon. Let's see if 
there's an unbroken drink in the Ten of 

• 

Hearts." · 

Tombstone went with us, and the four 
of us invades that place, where we finds 
what is left of Horse Heaven, leaning on 
the furniture. The windows of the pla�e 
are all busted, and glass is over everything. 
A roulette wheel is hanging to a busted 
chandelier, and the bar mirror looks like 
sol\le hard-rock miners had been testing 
their powder on it. · 

"The guilty party or parties must be 
among us," states a long - mustached 
hombre judicial - like. "It ain't noways 
possible that them places went up by 
spontaneous combustion." 

"They was mean enough to bust," states 
another voice, and a feller from the Ace 
of Diamonds steps out and reaches for his 
gun. . 

"li meanness busts 'em, this dump 
wouldn't stay . put long enough to move. 

in the furniture!" he yelps, and there comes 
two clicks. 

"Daw-w-w-w-w-gone!'' grunts . Solemn. 
"You Ten of Hearters out of shells, too?" 

"Is everybody?" asks the long-mustached 
hombre. 

"All but the strangers." 
pirty Shirt pounds on the bar with his 

gun and squints around at that bunch of 
blank expressions. , 

"Gents, I wish an explanation,". says 
Dirty. "Among you is a natural born 
anarchist who deserves punishment or a 
medal, and right now we holds court to 
discover said person or persons.'' 

"I'll be the judge," says the judicial 
hombre. "I used to be a lawyer." 

"You must 'a been mighty young," states 
a voice. "I've knowed Y<?U for twenty 
years, and during that time you . ain't done 
nothing but steal cows." 

''I'll be the judge," says Dirty Shirt, 
"and Ike Harper will be the jury. .Sabe?" 

He stands 'em all up against the wa11 
and then sets down on a table. 

"Hear ye, hear ye, hear ye! This court 
is doi:p.g business." -

"I'll prosecute," suggests the e�-Ja.wyer. 
"You'll defend yourself!" yelps Dirty. 

"Guilty or not guilty?" � 

"Not guilty dang you!" 
"He's likely lying/' says a hombre from 

the Queen of Spades. 
"Jury, you have the evidence,'� says 

Dirty. "What's the verdict?" . 
"Likely,'' says I, and Dirty nods. 

· "Sentenced to walk the plank." 
"Walk the plank?" yelps the prisoner. 

"What do you mean, feller?" 
"Judge!" snaps Dirty, covering .him. 

"Don't you call me 'feller'!" · 

"All right-Judge!" 
"I inean," says Dirty wise - like, "I 

mean that I'm going to set a precedent for 
coming pirates to shoot at. Instead of 
walking 'em off a plank into soft water, 
I'm going to have 'em led to the end of 
Broadway and kicked. off the edge. Sabe?" 

"That ain't justice!" yells a Ten of 
Hearts gambler indignant - like. "If we 
had a shell left '' 

"Two to go, Ike," says Dirty. ''Same 
charge and same sentence.'' 

"I'd admire to be a helper," says a feller 
from · the King of Clubs. "I sure can 
kick." 

"I asks for A:he job through mercenary 
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motives," says another, and I appoints 'em 
both on the spot. 

We prods them two protesters to the. 
edge of the avenue, and I sets down on a 
rock and sees the sentence of the law 
carried out. Them two hits the downward 
trail and don't even look back. 

Dirty is setting in state, fondling his gun, 
when we show up. 

"Somebody has turned State's evidence 
against your helpers while you was out," 
says he. "Same sentence, same place and 
harder if anything." 

MY ASSISTANTS howled at the 
top of their voices, but I took two 
joyful crap-shooters from the Queen 

of Spades as my assistants, and my pris
oners bowed their heads to the inevitable. 

As we starts out of the door, a hunk of 
lead lifts splinters out from under our feet, 
and we goes up high. 

''Somebody bushwhacking the court
house," says Dirty. " "Go ahead and dis
pose of that batch, Ike." 

That bushwhacker was too promiscuous, 
if anybody asks me. Three times during 
that trip we got shot at. Them prisoners 
acts mean -like at the gallows, but they 
ain't got no visible means of defense ; so 
they follers the lead of the men they kicked 
over. 

A bullet enters the door with us and 
rips the green cloth on the judge's table, and 
from far away comes the whang of that 
clanged rifle. 

"She's Beel La Fond," says Bull,_ who 
bas managed to make his way into the 
place. "Dat's my . 50-I IO. What for 
she's shoot all time? I'm weesh I have 
my powdair back-ba gar!" 

"The law is too slow, Dirty," says I. 
"Pretty soon that fool Frenchman will get 
the elevation right and hurt somebody. 
Can't you sort of lump the cases and have 
it over with?" 

"Thanks, Ike," and he stands up. 
"Guilty or not guilty? Nobody says a 
wora ; so silence must give consent." 

"Who you trying?" asks Solemn. 
"All but you and Bull and Tombstone," 

says Dirty. ''We know that you are 
innocent ; so we hires you to do the kicking. 
Sabe?" 

' 'Daw-w-w-w-w-gone!'' 
"Me, I'm got friends in· there," says Bull. 

"You hire somebody else." 
8 

"Well," says Dirty, "you can change 
places with one of your friends, Bull.'' 

"Non," says Bull sad - like. "She's so 
long as she is wide." 

Thereupon me and Dirty has to back 
against the wall and almost kill · somebody. 
The remaining members of that ill-fated 
village gets peevish and cross, but a six-gun 
is a hi-yu argument, and we shows 'em the 
error of their ways. 

Bull can kick. He picks out his victims, 
and I'd tell a man that none of them can 
claim friendship with that big Frenchman. 
Tombstone is too small to be of much 
assistance, and Solemn is too sad. Me 
and Dirty sets there and watches them 
crooked gamblers and gunmen hit the slide 
down Broadway, pick themselves up and 
pilgrim along down the trail, and our system 
gets bathed in the most beautiful flood of 
profanity I ever heard. 

Then the four of us went ba�k to the 
Ten of Hearts to wash the taste out of our 
mouths. A bullet wanders in and busts 
up our party, but we sets down behind the 
remains of the bar. • 

"Dem bullet she's exploder kind," ex
plains Bull, when one of 'em bumps into 
the steps. "Beel La Fond, she's tak' all 
my shell, and she don't pay me for dem 
:five boxes powdair. She'� tak' my rifle 
too. Dem is bad gun-ba gar! Shoot 
deer-bam! Bullet she's bus' and deer lose 
all her wind." 

We listens to another bullet bust into the 
place. 

"Poetry, she's sore at Horse Heaven," 
explains Bull. "She's make beeg money 
in Hondo Creek, and den she's play here. 
Tinhorn she's lay for heem, and he lose· it all. 
She's say de wheel in de Queen of Spades 
is crook ; she's say crooked dealer in Ace 
of Diamonds ; she's say cold deck in King 
of Clubs ; she's say-too much� Sabe? 

"Tinhorns put tar on Poetry, put on 
plenty feather and den say: 'Whooeel 
Fly away, beeg bird!' " 

Bull snaps his fingers and takes another 
drink. 

"Den dey keek heem off de rock. Me,. 
I'm t'ink Poetry she's sore." 

Me and Dirty gets up and slides toward 
the front. Makes a feller feel sort of loose 
inside when he expects an ounce of lead to 
hive up in him any minute. We peers 
out . . 

Another bullet whangs into the porch, and 
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across the gulch we sees two figures on a 
ck. 
"Maybe you drive -heem away, eh?" 

asks Bull. 
"At that range?" grunts Dirty, leaning 

out of the door. "All his shots are low, 
Ike. Wonder what he's " 

Dirty jumps back inside, whirls around 
and gallops for the back of the- room. 
Something seems to tell us to foller suit, 
and the bunch of us hits the door at the 
same time. It's locked! 

We mills for a second, and then the Ten 
of Hearts seems to hop out from under us. 
Something seems to play a solo on my ear
druins, and I hears a lot of applause. I 
responds with a polite bow, and just then 
I discovers that the applause consists of 
several hundred feet of rough lumber, 
coming oown from above and clattering 
around me. I walks out of there with a 
mineral water picture frame around my 
neck and a limp in both legs. 

� I WALKS out on Broadway and � looks at Horse Heaven. There's 
only one building intact-the under

taking shop. I sees a figure get up in the 
street below me, tack back and forth across 
the street until it comes to the jumping-off 
place, but it don't jump. Nope ; it just 
leans over and lets gravity take its course. 
From the contour of the critter I'd opine 
it to be Tombstone. 

While I'm looking things over, I sees a pile 
of tar-paper arise, and from under it comes 
Bull and Solemn. They looks around with 
unseeing eyes and stumbles into the street. 

"She's beeg night!" declares Bull. "What 
you t'ink?" 

"Daw-w-w-w-gone!" drawls Solemn. 
"I'm about half out of work." 

"Speaking about powder," says a voice 
behind us, and there is Dirty Shirt. 

His shirt has been blowed plumb up 
around his neck, and his pants have been 
blowed just about as far the other way. 
He's got a cut over one eye, and the rest 
of his face looks like it had rooted in a 
stove. 

"Yah!" grunts Bull. "She's tak' away 
six box powdair, and ' '  

"And left one in front of each place!" 
groans Dirty. ' 'Then he gets back there 
with that clanged rifle and explodes 'em. 
I seen that box on the porch.''  

''Daw-w-w .. w-gone!" grunts Solemn. 

Another bullet rattles off a rock beside us. 
"Forward march!" yelps Dirty, tugging 

at his pants. "You hombres want to get 
killed?" 

"Shut up!" snapped B ull belligerent
like. "Maybe you can boss tinhorn, but 
you can't boss me. Smart, eh?" 

He yanks out a gun and points it at tis. 
"Pirates! Ba gar, I'm pirate you! I 

take Dirty Shirt's gun in saloon. Sahe? 
Now we see who keek off street, eh, 
Solemn?" 

''Daw-w-w-w-gone!''  
"You help me, eh, Solemn?" 
"I'll kick," nods Solemn. "Daw-w-w-w-

gone!' '  
I've got my hands up, but Dirty is still 

trying to get his shirt and pants to meet 
and ain't acting concerned at all. 

"What'll we do, Dirty?" I asks. 
"Do?" he grunts. "Shoot the blamed 

fool, Ike. That gun is empty." Bull 
snaps that gun all the way around before 
he gets the idea, and then he swears �
French. 

"What do you think now, Solemn?" 
I asks. 

"I ain't got no kick coming," says he 
d lik "D '" 

. 
sa - e. aw-w-w-w-gon�. _ _ :  

"What'll we do with 'em, Dirty?" I asks. 
''Make 'em walk the plank, Ike.' '  
We flips a coin to see who gets to kick 

Bull, and I lost. .. I'm glad. I didn't have 
much against Solemn Sales, but at that 
I sprained my ankle a little. Me and Dirty 
sets down at the top and watches Bull and 
Solemn pilgrim down the trail. They acts 
like they was going to stop at Tombstone's 
place, but all to once they starts limping 
fast down the trail, and we hears that rifle 
banging away again. 

Then we sees Tombstone lope out of his 
door and go hippety-hopping off down the 
trail like a rabbit with sore feet. 

"Some " begins Dirty, and just then 
we sees the undertaking shop leave its 
moorings and ride away in a cloud of smoke. 

The rocks rain around us, and we seen a 
casket sail high into the air and crash down 
below us in the rocks, and something else 
seems to hit the rocks with a metallic 
whang. Then the smoke clears away, and 
Horse Heaven is only a memory. 

"That sixth box of powder!" grunts 
D irty. 

We sets there and smokes for a while 
and kicks our heels against the �ledge. 
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"It sure was a real cleaning, Ike," says 
Dirty. "It sure was." 

"It will be," says a voice behind us, and 
we cranes our necks. 

There stands a fat-faced hombre, and 
around his neck is a suspicion of tar, and 
beside him is a tall, skinny one, with a bushy 
lot of whiskers on his face. 

"Stand up!" snaps the tall feller, pointing 
his rifle at us, and we follered direc
tions. 

"Face down the hill!" 
I never will again. His toe caught me 

right where he intended for it to, and I 
never stopped skidding until I stops with 
both feet in that busted casket. Dirty beat 
me by a nose. 

We sets there for a few minutes and 
waits for the burning sensation to leave, 
and then Dirty stumbles to his feet. 
Beside us is that poetry rock. 

I think that some day I will come and put you 
bad-men on the bum : That will be swell. Then me 
and you, who've stood the shocks and peddled lead 
from behind rocks ·and dodged and ducked from 
mom 'til night and shot at everything in sight, · 
can rise right up amid the dust and make a better 
town or bust. But 'til I do I'll keep away, and to 
ye all I hereby say-

Horse Heaven go to t 

I 
' 

f . 

"Very well," says Dirty feelingly, and 
then he stoops over and picks up that 
metallic object out of the boulders and 
stands it  up on top of the rock. It  is a 
casket epitaph and reads-

GONE HENCE 

We looks back at the top of the hill, 
and there sets them two hombres, like a pair 
of buzzards. We waves at 'em and 
pilgrims on. 

"Some day, Ike!" grunts Dirty. "Some 
day! Making them hombres walk the 
plank was the best job a pair of pirates 
ever done. Me and you got there at the 
right time, Ike. Suppose we'd got there, 
on a day when there was plenty of shells?'' 

"Speaking of shens," says I. "Reminds 
me of your empty gun.'.' . 

· "Nerve, Ike," he grins. "Ha, ha, ha! 
Me passing out judgment with an empty 
gun, .b ut I knowed I could depend on you, · 
old-timer. "  

"For what, Dirty?" I asks. 
"What for?" he yells. "Why-well, my 

gun was empty, wasn't it?'' 
"You don't need to yell at me, Diity 

Shirt," says I. "I ain't hard of hearing. 
Mine was empty, to�·'' 
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Author of "Rescued," "An Hour,'' etc. 

RED WALTON was sprawled 
out on the mountainside, pull
ing at an age-blackened briar 
pipe. Across the cook-fire from 

Walton, his partner, Harry Thomas, leaned 
back against the trunk of a sapanwood 
tree and reflectively polished the butt of a 
long, blue revolver. 

The Philippine portion of earth had just 
turned out of the play of the sun, and 
evening shadows were merging into dark
ness, while daylight was drifting westward 
over the China Sea. 

Above the two men, for a thousand feet, 
rose the crowning peak of Mt. Amuyao, 
and a few yards below them, running south, 
was a narrow, turbulent stream. In the 
bank of the stream, and just above the 
waterline, there was a small, crude tunnel, 
barely large enough for a man to kneel 
in and use a short-handled pick. Out of 
the dirt taken from this hole in the bank 
Thomas and Walton managed, eat:h day, 
to "pan" a discouragingly small amount 
of gold dust and once in a while a . fairly 
respectable nugget. 

Below the gold claim, and below the 
stream, Mt. Amuyao stretched away to 
the westward sloped down by stages of 
foot-hills and "nigger-heads" till it reached 
the low land, and this, in turn, spread out, 
to the ocean beach and Vigan, where the 
partners had rounded out their terms of 
enlistment in the Army and received their 

' 

and the last fading light trembled on the 
rim of darkness, Walton suddenly sat bolt 
upright. 

"Did you see that?" he asked in a low, 
guarded voice. · 

-''See what?" inquired the other. 
"A buck Igorrote just pushed his ugly 

face through them bushes below the shaft 
there, and he was shaved clean for two 
inches above the ears, and the rest ·:of his 
hair was tufted up on the crown of his head. 
Know what that means, don't you? 
Banaue head-hunter." 

"Well," said Thomas, "I know you've 
not been drinking lately, and I'd hate to 
see you go loco in the head, but I shore do 
hope you're seein' things. We don't want 
any social minglin's with them dog-eatin' 
subjects of old Cabagan's. " 

Walton drew his revolver, threw the 
cylinder over and examined the cartridg�s. 

"I'm mighty 'fraid we're goin' to have a 
call," he said. "I guess these Banaues 
are worse than we thought. When I was 
over at Bontoc today for the dynamite, 
the old Spaniard who runs the store over 
there was tellin' me that we're takin' big 
chances, workin' here. He says the 
Banaues are plumb devils and never let a 
chance to grab a head pass. Most of the 
other tribes, you know, only go after heads 
when the fire-tree's in bloom. But, ac
cordin' to the Spaniard, Cabagan's tribe 
are at it the year round. And he says " 

discharges three months before. 
As Thomas fip.ished with his 

"Say," interrupted Thomas, "is that the 
revolver reason you buried the dynamite?" 

/ 

I I6 
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"Why er-I didn't put no stock in 
what the Spaniard said-that is, I'm not 
worried. But then I thought it might be 
safer." 

"You bet it's safer," answered Thomas. 
"If they do pay us a call, I wouldn't like 
to see 'em get hold of the dynamite. They 
may not know what it is, but tha� probably 
wouldn't keep 'em from doin' a lot of 
damage with it. But go ahead. What 
else did the Spaniard say?" 

·"Well he said the tribe was never like 
this till Cabagan got to be chief. Says 
the Government tried to make some kind 
of a treaty with old Cabagan-tried to get 
him to quit head-h-un tin'. But they didn't 
have much luck. In fact, the old devil invited 
the Government to come up and stop him. 

' 'Then they sent a bunch of troops up 
and got on his trail, but he shook 'em clean. 
And they've tried it three different times, 
and he loses 'em every time. The Spaniard 
also says that Cabagan is very rich says 
the chief is crazy for cheap trinkets-beads 
and things. Buys loads of 'em and pays 
with gold nuggets." 

"Pays with nuggets, eh?" mused Thomas. 
"Well that's some consolation anyhow; it 
shows thf-t there's more gold in this section 
than a:rtywhere else we've worked so far. 
An e Lord kriows we've washed stream , . ' . . 
beds and tunnelep . in banks enough." 

Here the cbnvrrsation was interrupted 
by a slight poi� in the bushes above. 
Thomas rose and\ kicked the remainder of 
their cook-fire into the. stream below. 

"It's dark now " he explained "and the ' ' 

light had us at a disadvantage." 
"Guess the one that I saw a bit ago was. 

a scout," said Walton. "He probably went 
back and got his friends." 

There was another rustle · in the bushes 
off to one side, and Walton, who was getting 
a little nervous, drew his revolver and fired 
at the noise. The sound had the effect of 
a man coming upon a covey of quail. 
Head-hunters sprang up on all sides. 
They seemed literally to have risen out 
of the bare lava. There was a swift, 
furious rush toward one common center
the two white men. 

THE Igorrotes had no firearms. 
There were several shots in rapid 
succession from the revolvers of 

Thomas and Walton. Two or three 
Banaues dropped, and that was all. 

The head-hunters had swarmed upon 
partners like bees "pitching" on a li1 
and the white men were literally smothert. 
under black forms. Their revolvers were 
snatched away, and their hands bound 
behind them with coarse grass rope. 
Then they were led south, along the upper 
bank of the stream. 

The Banaues wore an unusually large 
number of cheap gewgaws, painted glass 
beads, brass earrings. and thin clasps of 
brass around their biceps. They seemed 
to be returning from a pilgrimage to the 
northward. However, they had not been 
on a head-hunt. At least, they had no 
heads in their possession. But one of the 
tribe was leading seven well-fed dogs, all 
of them made fast to one rope. 

Evidently they had traded something
pigs perhaps-with some other tribe for 
the dogs. The head-hunters followed the 
stream in single file, their two white cap
tives in the center. The full, round, tropic 
moon pushed up above the mountain peak 
and bathed the brown lava and scattered 
shrubbery in a flood -of soft, white light. 
Thomas and Walton did not talk, but 
each knew that the other was thinking 
hard. 

After a distance of perhaps two miles 
had been covered, the stream flowed 
square up against a ridge-like shoulder of 
the mountain, which rose several hundred 
feet high and pointed due west at right
angles to the mountain itself. Here the 
stream, perforce, changed its course from 
south to west and flowed directly toward 
the sea along the north side of the out
jutting ridge. A little farther down the 
mountainside there was a precipice an 
abrupt drop of some twenty feet. 

The natives moved a bit away from the 
bank of the stream and climbed down, 
taking their captives with them. The 
white men stumbled and tripped and, 
because they could not use their hands, 
almost fell a number of times. But the 
Bana\les held them up, and at last they 
reached the bottom of the precipice. Then 
they saw the waterfall. It was a roaring, 
·tumbling column at the middle but 
widened out to a thin, foamy curtain on 
each side. 

' 

"I remember this place," Thomas whis
pered to his partner. "Mind we filled our 
canteens at the fall and washed our faces 
and hands a little down-stream there. , 



1 1 8 Adventure 

it was the same day we started pros
tin' back yonder." 
'Shore 'nough, we did," answered Wal

ton. 
Then the head-hunter in the lead passed 

around one side of the foaming white 
curtain and out of sight. The others fol
lowed, and soon Thomas and Walton found 
themselves in a cavern that was about 
the size and depth of a large room and 
which was roofed by a shelving ledge of 
lava. 

This much could be dimly discerned by 
the light which drifted in at either side of 
the waterfall. But the natives did not 
stop ; they kept moving, kept disappearing 
into utter darkness, and as the line dis
appeared Thomas and Walton, following 
in their turn, entered the mouth of a narrow 
tunnel and understood. 

Sometimes the tunnel became so narrow 
that the men had to turn sideways lest 
their shoulders wedge between the walls. 
At other times they were forced to bend 
and twist their bodies, accommodate their 
postures to leaning, irregular angles. Their 
hands were tied, and it was difficult for 
them to keep their feet on the uneven floor; 
so the natives immediately in front of and 
behind each supported them. 

Once they came to a sheer drop of five 
or six feet in the floor of the tunnel. Here 
they were lifted bodily by the head-hunters, 
who found no difficulty in making their 
way along. In fact they were as familiar 
here as a white man is on his own stairway. 

At last the narrow tunnel broadened 
into a big passage with a score or more of 
small, stall-like caves ranged along on 
either side. The big passage and some of 
the caves were lighted by glass lamps 
which burned coconut oil and threw dull 
patches of yellow light against the dun 
walls. And, being underground, the place 
was naturally cool. But what puzzled the 
white men was the air ; there was a strong 
current of outside air flowing through all 
the time. The place was swarming with 
men, women and children, going to and fro 
like ants in a hill, and, like those who had 
brought the white men here, they all wore 
cheap jewelry. 

"Say, Harry,"  asked Walton, "do you 
suppose Cabagan sells all these beads and 
brass things to his tribe? You know the 
Spaniard says he buys a lot of the stuff." 

"I can't dope it out," said Thomas, 

"but there's somethin' here that's out of 
the ordinary. This wholesale head-huntin' 
and all this junk tha� Cabagan buys· with 
gold nuggets-I'm tellin' you there's some 
reason behind it." 

It  was at this time that a Banaue came 
and led the partners farther down the big 
passage , and, as they followed their guard 
along, they passed a number of cook-fires
seven, to be exact-and over each fire, 
hanging from a wooden spit, there was a 
roasting carcass-the seven dogs that 
Thomas and Walton had seen the Banaues 
leading by one rope. 

�� • • • 
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A LITTLE beyond •the fires 
Thomas and Walton glanced into 
a dimly lighted cave and had a 

vivid picture of the probable .fate in store 
for themselves. They saw human heads!. 
Shriveled, smoke-dried heads, hanging from 
bamboo poles at the roof of the cave
rows and rows of them the accumulation 
of the tribe for generations past. 

The white men stopped .and gazed for a 
minute, fascinated by the horrible scene. 
Then their captors hustled them on, and 
soon they came to the. largest and best 
lighted cave they had yet seen. This w�s 
the cave of Cabagan, and the chief was 
there, sitting on a dais construct�d . of 
hand-polished ironwood and canopied with 
some gaudy colored cloth. 

He was muscled and thewed like an 
Oriental athlete. On one .of his brown 
cheeks, tattooed in blue ink, were five 
crosses-simple announcement, to those 
who understood, that he had taken five 
heads. 

Cabagan's ears were hung with heavy, 
double-coiled earrings of hand-beaten gold ; 
and below the knees, so tight that they 
pressed in to the flesh, he wore spiral circles 
of the same precious metal. No cheap 
jewelry here. His eyes were small , sinister, 
black and expressionless, like beads of jet. 
For several minutes he scrutinized the two 
men intently; then he uttered a few sharp 
sentences, and they were led away. Neither 
Thomas nor Walton could understand the 
Banaue dialect ; so they had no idea what 
Cabagan's instructions had been. . 

Back the way the¥ had come the big 
passage was now lined on both sides with 
squatting Banaues, every one of them 
tearing and pulling at some portion of a 
roasted dog. The f�st had begun. 
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Beyond the lines of squatting Banaues 
the guard stopped in front of a small, dark 
cave and motioned for the white men to 
enter. At the back of the cave they 
stumbled over a pile of dry grass and sat 
down on it, their hands still tied behind 
them. 

But they had been there only a few 
minutes when their guard came with a lamp 
and more rope. This time he tied their 
legs, as well as their hands, winding and 
crossing the rope time after time and tying 
and retying it until there seemed not the 
remotest possibility of the partners getting 
loose. 

The head-hunter was in a vicious mood
no doubt because he was being kept away 
from the dog feast-and he was merciless 
in drawing his loops and tightening his 
knots. But at last the work was done . 
and t�e savage went out, taking the lamp 
�th him. 1 

A few minutes later the men saw another 
Banaue, a stocky-muscled, breech-clouted 
fellow, artned with a spear, walking up and 
down in front of their prison. 

"What do you think of our chances?" 
asked Walton, after the Banaue had left 
the cave. . 

"Looks pretty serious," answered 
Thomas, "but I think we're safe for the 
night. They wouldn't hold up that dog 
feast for anything on earth-not even to 
chop off a white man's head. But, if we're 
still here in the mornin' ,  I'm 'fraid it'll be 
all off. 

"This Cabagan is a bad one, and his head
hun tin' is not ordinary. In the first place, 
he's no Banaue. You can tell that by the 
look of him, a rusty brown, big chest, long 
arms. and long legs. Banaues are pretty 
near black and they got short arms and 
short legs. Never was a Banaue as big as 
Cabagan. He's a Quianganee, and the 
Quianganees never hunt heads, not even 
when the fire-tree's in bloom. 

"I don't understand it;  but I'm tellin' 
you this Quianganee has worked himself 
in here to be the chief of the Banaues for 
some particular reason, and he's encouragin' 
this continual head-huntin' for that same 
reason. But the thing for us right now is to 
work on the ropes-try to get 'em loose." 

"For my part," said Walton dejectedly, 
ul can't do anything. My palms are 
clamped together like two mussel shells
can't even move my fingers." 

"I'm in the same fix," answered Thon 
"But, Fred cheer up--they left our ja 
free to work. Now you turn on your belly, 
and I'll employ my teeth on them knots 
over ypur hands.'' 

At first Thomas tried to work the knots 
loose with his teeth, but, being unable to 
see on account of the intense darkness, he 
tightened as often as he loosened them; 
so he gave up the idea of untying the knots 
and began gnawing the rope. It was slow, 
painful work, and the tough dry grass of 
which the rope was made cut the white 
man's gums and lips till they bled; he 
knew they bled because he could taste salt. 
Still he kept at it, minute by minute, hour 
by hour, gnawing the grass rope, the spaces 
between his teeth filled with tiny strips of 
grass as if he were a horse feeding at a hay .. 
rack. 

About two o'clock in the morning Thomas 
had his partner's hands free, .and after that 
the ropes fell away fast, and soon both men 
stood up and stretched free limbs. Then, 
flattened like bats, clinging like leeches and 
moving like snails, the two men hugged 
the cave wall and worked. toward the big 
passage. 

They moved with infinite care, taking 
minutes instead of seconds for each de
liberate advance of hand or foot. Then 
at last they reached the passage and heard 
heavy breathing near at hand-the sentry, 
meat-gorged and . undangerous for hours 
to come. 

The lamps were extinguished now, the 
fires ashen gray heaps, and all was pitch
dark blackness save for a thin blade of 
moonlight here and there which shone 
through an occasional crevice overhead. 

"Must be two entrances to this place," 
breathed Walton, close to his partner's ear. 
"That's moonlight ahead yonder, and you 
couldn't see moonlight from that hole 
behind the waterfall.' '  

"Tunnel most likely runs clear through 
this hunk of mountain above us," answered 
Thomas. "Come to think of it, that's how 
they get their fresh air. But let's make 
for that patch of light ; it means out
side." 

DOWN on hands and knees, 
shoulder touching shoulder, the 
partners moved by infinjte fractions 

of inches. On each side, all along the way, 
they heard heavy snoring and bestia� 
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ans, but the passageway was clear of 
eping forms. 
At the end they saw a sentinel , and, unlike 

the other, he was not sleeping. Appar
ently he was the only man of all the tribe 
who was awake. He was leaning against 
the tunnel wall, in the very entrance, 
looking outward, and only one shoulder, 
one ear and a bit of side-face showed clear 
against the moonlight. 

The rest of him was blanketed in dark
ness-the shadow of the wall. They were 
close now-two feet. Thomas straightened 
up without a sound. His whole weight 
was behind the clenched fist. The crash 
of bare knuckles against flesh and bone 
just beneath the ear was not loud. Walton, 
crouching, caught the inert form and saved 
a heavy thud. They took the head-hunter 
with them. He was safer that way. 

When the men reached the outside they 
.found no waterfall. It was as Thomas had 
thought : the tunnel ran through, and they 
were on the southern side of this shoulder 
of the mountain. They were barely clear 
of the tunnel entrance when the head
hunter gave signs of returning conscious
ness. Thomas quickly made a gag . of his 
handkerchief, and Walton stripped off his 
leather belt and tied the Banaue's hands 
behind him. Then they started north up 
and across the ridge whereunder slept the 
Banaues in their caves. 

"What'll we do?" asked Walton of his 
partner. "Head for Vigan and get sol
diers?' '  

"Hardly," said Thomas. "You shore 
don't · think they'd lie in them caves and 
wait for us to bring the troops, do you?" 

"What's the plan, then?" 
"We got thirty-six sticks of dynamite 

_buried over there, ain't we?" 
"Shore."  . . 
"It's eighty per cent. stuff, ain't it?" 
"That's what it is . "  
"Well, you have an idea what eighteen 

sticks placed with a little judgment would 
do in each end of that tunnel, don't you ?" 

The native stumbled and half fell, and 
Walton, who was holding on to the strap 
about the fellow's wrists, jerked him up, 
then stopped and looked at his partner in 
the moonlight. 

"All right," said Walton. "You set the 
pace, and I'll see that our little brother here 
comes second. ' '  

Thomas· set the pace, and it was a cruel 

one it had to be. The head-hunters were 
meat-heavy an<;! sleeping hard, but daylight 
was almost sure to find some of them awake. 
The dynamite was at least two and a half 
miles away-five miles to cover before 
dawn, in less than three hours. 

Walton walked behind his captive, always 
holding him by the bound wrists and 
prodding him on. It took considerable 
persuasion to keep the Banaue at Thomas' 
heels, and Walton's persuasion was more 
convincing than tender, but it was un
deniably effective. 

They went over the ridge, down the 
northern side, picked up the stream above 
the waterfall and hurried on to their camp. 
The case containing the thirty -six sticks 
of eighty per cent. dynamite was just as 
Walton had planted it. They gathered 
up several pieces of rope which had been 
used on their packs and with these tied 
the head-hunter, still gagged, in a· place 
where he would not be found at least for 
some hours. 

.T hen the men took . eighteen sticks · of 
dynamite apiece, and each hung a coil of 
fuse over his shoulder, and they went down
stream. 

''You go on over, F�ed,' '  said Thomas 
to his partner, when they arrived at the 
waterfall, "and place your shots, six on 
each side and six on top. It'll be funny 
i£ that don't seal 'em up. Cut your fuses 
all the same length and touch 'em all off at 
once. I'll plant my shots and wait till 
I hear yours. If I cut my fuses pretty 
short, they'll burn down before Cabagan's 
gang can get up to this end. '' 

� WALTON went back over the ridge, 
-��� � � and Thomas went behind the water� fall, made three shallow trenches, 

laid his dynamite . and cut the fuses. A 
long time he held the three ends together 
in one hand, a match in the oth�r, ready, 
his ears strained for the roar of Walton's 
explosion. 

At last it came, a mu:ffied rumble, drifting 
up through the tunnel. Then Walton 
struck his match, touched it to the three 
fuses and ran out through the falling water. 

He was barely clear when the whole 
overhanging ledge raised like a thing alive. 
There was a deep boom in the hollow 
underneath ; then continuous graduations 
of receding sound, and the lava ledge which 
had caused the waterfall settled back and 
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crushed down to the floor of the cavern. 
The waterfall was no more. Now the 

stream flowed down an uneven slope, and 
the tunnel mouth was jammed and clogged 
with tons and tons of shattered lava. 

Walton came to Thomas where the 
waterfall had been. A pink wave was 
spreading in the east. 

t'O K?" asked Thomas. 
"Far as I can tell," answered Walton. 

"Caved in big from both sides and the top. 
I looked it over and couldn't find even a 
crevice. Think they'll make out for air, 
Harry?''  

"Shore. 'Member them little seams 
overhead, where we saw the narrow blades 
of moonlight? They'll get enough air that 
way. Now for Vigan and the soldiers to 
come and take 'em out." 

The partners were tired when they 
tramped into Vigan late that afternoon. 
They went directly to the commanding 
officer and made a complete report. 

It was Company "H" that was detailed 
to go up and bring back the head-hunters. 
The company started at daylight the next 
morning with Thomas and Walton to guide 
them and, by a .forced march, arrived at 
the northern end of the closed tunnel about 
mid-afternoon. 

It required picks, shovels, crowbars and 
an hour's hard work to open the entrance 
that Thomas had sealed in less than a 
minute. 

There was not a sound within when the 
tunnel mouth was finally cleared, but, when 
they shouted down the passage, the answers 
were instant, numerous and tumultuous. 
The soldiers stood by with their rifles and 
allowed the head-hunters to climb out over 
the debris, one by one. 

They were divided into groups and given 
to squads to be guarded as they came out, 
all but Cabagan. He was bound and 
handed over to the keeping of two corporals. 

By the time the last Banaue was out, 
the column, with its prisoners, was formed 
and ready to march. 

Thomas and Walton were the last to 
leave the tunnel, and, as they crossed the 
stream, Thomas, talking with Walton, 
made a slight misstep. His foot went over 
the edge of the rock he had intended to 
step on, and he landed waist deep in the 
basin-like pool, which had been worn by 
the continual falling of water over the recent 
cascade. 

For a moment Thomas slipped a .. 
about like a man trying to stand UJ:. 
bin of marbles. The bottom of the p 
was evidently covered with small pebble� 
Walton,. laughing, held out a hand to his 
partner; the latter grasped it and scrambled 
out of the water. 

Thomas felt something in his shoe and 
squeezed his forefinger in beside the ankle 
and hooked the something out. It  was 
extra heavy for a pebble. Thomas looked 
at it and, for a moment, lost his power to 
speak. He merely turned and held it out 
on his open palm to Walton. 

It was the size of a hickory nut-a pitted 
and dented gold nugget, worn bright from 
contact and friction. Walton grabbed it, 
hefted it, dropped it back on his partner's 
palm and jumped into the pool. He 
reached down and scooped up a double 
handful of nuggets. It was as if his hands 
were full of broken pretzels and half-cracked 
nuts. 

"Man," he said, his voice hoarse, "the 
place is full of 'em." 

Thomas shaded his eyes with his hand 
and looked down the mountainside. Com
pany "H," stretched out in column of 
fours, was winding and twisting its way 
down toward Vigan. Thomas turned and 
entered the tunnel. 

After a few minutes he came back with 
two round trays. They had each been dug 
out of solid wood and one was small-held 
perhaps a gallon, while the other was largpe-
about the size of a half-bushel measure. 
The Banaues had probably used them for 
winnowing and measuring rice. 

Again and again Walton filled the small 
tray with nuggets and passed it up to 
Thomas, who dumped the nuggets into the 
large tray, which he had placed on the 
bank of the stream. For half an hour they 
worked, frantic, too tense for speech. 
Then Walton went over the whole interior 
of the pool, feeling every hole and rift with 
fingers that bled. 

"That's all," he said at last, with a sigh 
that meant relaxation. 

The large wooden tray was heaped with 
nuggets. 

"I'll bet it took hundreds of years for all 
them nuggets to get washed down here 
in the pool," mused Walton, his eyes beam
ing on the gold. 

"Washed down, no thin' ," said Thomas. 
''Cabagan put them nuggets there. I 
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C)tand it all now. This Quianganee 
out and got himself five heads. 

.1t put him right with the Banaues. 
Then he put them five crosses on his cheek, 
and the tribe made him chief. 

"Then, bein' chief, he was able to push 
along the head-huntin' game, which kept 
everybody scared out of these parts, and, 
havin' the field all alone, he bought a lot 
of cheap trinkets and traded 'em to the 
Banaues for gold nuggets, which they 
dug up here and there, a few at a time but 
which made quite a lot all together." 

"The n'ext thing needed was a safe place 
to keep the gold. So Cabagan had a look 
around and decided on the pool. And it 

was shore some safe deposit vault before 
I blowed up that lava ledge. Right under 
the middle of the waterfall where nobody 

•would ever walk ; the water beat down too 
heavy. Also the pool was white with foam 
all the time, which kept any one from seein' 
the nuggets. 

"And just think, Fred, every time 
Cabagan'd sneak out there behind the 
waterfall and dump a few nuggets in the 
pool he was doin' it for us. ' '  

"Well, it's a nice little pile," said Walton, 
straining as he barely lifted the tray clear 
of the ground. "There's all of two hun
dred pounds here somethin' over forty 
thousand dollars." 

O U T O F  T H E  S T O R M  

(A •ea" chantey to be eunJIC at the hal,-arda) 
. 

B7 H A R R Y li E M P  

Q
H, WHAT was it brought us out of the storm when sea on sea ran high 

Each like a heaving mountain-top that slanted up the sky, 
(Yo. ho, and blow 'er down!) 

When the sails were slashed and torn to rags and soared off into space, 
And the lashing spindrift smote us keen, like whipcords in the face? 

(Yo ho, and blow 'er down !) 
Oh, our arms were strong-but the wind was strong as a mad unbroken horse, 
And the power of men is weak beside the winds' and the waves' wild force. 

(Yo ho, and blow 'er down!) 
The captain thought of his new-made bride as he held head down through the sea, 
And the mate remembered a year-old son to dandle on his knee, 

i 

(Yo ho, and blow 'er down!) 
And' Bill, the Coc�ney, dreamed of Nell, with her last scrawl in his pocket, 
And Frenchie looked at a dark-eyed girl that he kept in ·a sort of locket, 

(Yo ho, and blow 'er down !) 
And I, I held a hope in my soul that I might win her still, 
The little girl that drove me to sea because of her froward will. 

'(Yo ho, and blow 'er down!) 
So we stuck to the ship as she heeled and dove and righted herself again, 
And it was the girls and wives we loved that saved us sailor-men! 

(Yo ho, and blow 'er do\vn!) 
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A TVO ·PART STORY 
PART ON£. 

A uthor of "Go-Ahead Davie," "Carson of Taos," etc. 

FOREWORD world plane could be found only in his 
American possessions. 

1 784 North Carolina's share As a result those sturdy adventurers 
of the national debt was a ninth, crossing the mountains to plunge into the 
or about five millions of dollars- unknown carried with them scant encour
a prodigious sum for a common- agemen� from their home States or the 

wealth just emerging from a colonial chry- central Government. In truth, the nation
salis to raise. Yet North Carolina was more al Congress was 'quite powerless to protect 
fortunate than some of her sister debu- its citizens. And this, perhaps, because 
tantes into Statehood, in that she possessed the new States had not yet fully evolved 
some twenty-nine million acres of virgin above· the plane of Colonial kinship. It 
country beyond the Alleghanies. This was to be many years before the rights of 
noble realm, from which the State of Ten- States gave way to the rights of the nation. 
nessee was to be fashioned, had been won The States were often at odds with one 
by confiscation and the rifles of the over- another and would stand shoulder to 
mountain settlers and had cost North shoulder only in face of a general and over-
Carolina neither blood nor money. whelming peril. 

The republic was too young to have Spain, �powe.t;ful, rapacious and cunning, 
developed coalescence. A man might be a stalked its prey beyond the mountains. 
New Yorker, a New Englander, a Virginian She dreamed of a new world empire, with 
and so on, but as yet seldom an American. the capital at New Orleans, and her am
The majority of the Northern represen- bitions formed a somber back-curtain 
tatives to the national Congress believed before which Creek and Cherokee warriors 
the Union was full grown , geographically ; -some twenty thousand fighting men
that it covered too much territory already. maneuvered to stop the white settlers 
To all such narrow visions the Alleghanies straggling over the Alleghanies. These 
appealed as being the natural western logical enemies of the newcomers were 
boundary. These conservatives insisted augmented by white renegades, a generai 
the future of the country was to be found on miscellany of outlaws, who took toll in 
the seaboard. blood and treasure with a ferocity that had 

Charles III of Spain heartily approved of nothing to learn from the red men. 
this policy of restriction and set in motion So the over-mountain men had at their 
his mighty machinery to prevent further backs the indifference of the seaboard. 
expansion of the United States. He knew Confronting them were ambuscades and 
the stimuli for restoring his kingdom to a torture. But there was one factor which 

"'- I 23 
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he onslaughts of insidious intrigue and 
dy violence could not eliminate from 

e equation-the spirit of the people. 
The soul of the freeman could not be bought 
with foreign gold or consumed at the stake. 
Men died back on the seaboard, and their 
deaths had only a biological significance, 
but men were dying over the mountains 
whose deaths will exert an influence for 
human betterment so long as these United 
States of America shall exist. 

The fires of suffering, kindled on the west
ern slopes of the Alleghanies to sweep after 
the sun, contained the alchemy of the 
spiritual and were to bum out the dross. 
From their clean ashes a national spirit 
was to spring up, the harbinger of a mighty 
people following a flag of many stars, 
another incontestable proof that materiality 
can never satisfy the soul of man. 

CHAPTER I 

FROM OVER THE MOUNTAINS 

ITH its sixty cabins and new 
log court - house Jonesboro was 
the metropolis of the Watauga 
country. The settlers on the 

Holston and Nolichucky as a rule lived on 
isolated fanns, often entirely surrounded 
by the mighty forest. Outside the tiny 
communities along these three rivers the 
Western country was held by red men, 
wild beasts and beastly white renegades. 
There were no printing-presses, and it 
required thirty days for a backwoods 
horseman, familiar with the difficult moun
tain trails, to make the State capital five 
hundred miles away. -

The Watauga region contained reckless 
and lawless men, and anarchy would have 
reigned if not for the summary justice 
occasionally worked by the backwoods 
tribunals. North Carolina did not seem 
vitally concerned about her children over 
the mountains. Perhaps "step-children" 
would more nearly describe the relation
ship, with the mother State playing the 
role of an indifferent dame. . 

On a July morning in 1 784 the usual bus
tle and indolence of Jonesboro were in 
evidence. Men came and went in their 
Iinsey trousers and buckskin hunting-shirts, 
some for the fields, some for the chase. A 
group of idlers, scorning toil, lounged be
fore the long log tavern kept by Polcher, 

quarter-blood Cherokee and whispered to 
be an agent of the great Creek chief, Mc
Gillivray. 

The loungers were orderly enough, as a 
rule, almost secretive in their bearing. 
Plotting mischief to be carried out under 
the protection of night, honest men said. 
Polcher seemed to have complete control 
of this class, and more than one seriously 
minded settler in passing scowled blackly 
at the silent group. 

On this particular morning, however, 
Lon Hester was disturbing the sinister 
quiet of the tavern with his boisterous 
manners and veiled prophecies. He held 
an unsavory reputation for being strangely 
welcome among hostile Cherokees, even 
free to come and go among the "Chicka
maugas" renegade Cherokees, who under 
Dragging Canoe had withdrawn to the 
lower Tennessee to wage implacable war 
against the whites. 

Polcher followed him anxiously from 
bar to door and back again, endeavoring 
to confine his loose tongue to eulogies on 
the rye whisky and the peach and apple 
brandy. The other habitues saw the 
tavern-keeper was deeply worried at Hes
ter's babblings, yet he seemed to lack the 
courage to exert any radical restraint. 

"Got Polcher all fussed up," · whispered 
one with a broad grin. 

"He carries it too far," growled another. 
Hester, reckless from drink, sensed his 

host's uneasiness and took malicious de
light in increasing it.  Each time he came 
to the door and Polcher followed at his 
heels, his hands twisting nervously in the 
folds of his soiled apron, he would wink 
knowingly at his mates and say enough to 
cause the tavern-keeper to · tremble with. 
apprehension. 

This baiting of the publican continued 
for nearly an hour, and then Hester's 
drunken humor took a new slant. Reach
ing the door, he wheeled on Polcher and 
viciously demanded : 

"What ye trailin' me for? Think I'm 
only seven years old? Or be ye 'fraid ye 
won't git yer pay?" 

''Now, now, Lon ! Is that the way to 
talk to your old friend?" soothed Polcher, 
fluttering a hand down the other's sleeve. 
"There's some fried chicken and some 
bear meat inside, all steaming hot and wait
ing for you." Then, dropping his- voice 
and attempting to placate the perverse 
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temper of the man by adopting a confiden
tial tone, he whispered, "And there's 
things only you and me ought to talk about. 
You haven't  reported a word yet of all 
that Red Hajason must have said." 

With a raucous laugh Hester openly 
jeered him, crying : 

"It's ye'n me, eh? When I quit here, it 
was 'Ye do this' an' 'Ye do that.' Now 
we must keep things away from the boys, 
eh? ! When I git ready to talk to ye, 
I'll let ye know. An', when I bring my talk 
to ye, mebbe it won't be me that'll be takin' 
the orders. ' '  

"I've got some old apple brandy you 
never tasted," murmured Polcher, trying _ 
to decoy him inside.-

"Ye're a master hand . to keep things to 
yerself,"  retorted Hester, readjusting a long 
feather in his hat. "But mebbe, now I've 
made this last trip, the brandy will be 
'bout the only thing ye can hoot 'bout as 
bein' all yer own. ' '  

Several of the group grinned broadly, 
finding only enjoyment in the scene. 

The majority, however, eyed the reckless 
speaker askance. They knew his runaway 
tongue might easily involve them all in a 
most unwholesome fashion. Polcher's 
saturnine face suddenly became all Indian 
in its malevolent expression, but by a 
mighty effort he controlled himself and 
turned back into the tavern. 

Hester glanced after him and laughed 
sneeringly. As he missed the expected 
applause from his mates, his mirth vanished, 
and dull rage fiQ.ed his bloodshot eyes as 
he stared at the silent men and saw by 
their downcast gaze that he was rebuked. 
Standing �th hands on his hips, he wagged 
his head until the feather in his hat fell over 
one ear. In the heraldry of the border 
the cock's feather advertised his prowess as 
a man-beater, insignia he would retain 
until a better man bested him in the rough
and-tumble style of fighting that had left 
him cock-of-the-walk. 

"What's the matter with ye all?" he 
growled, thrusting out his under lip. 
"Don't like my talk, eh? Ye're lowin' I 
oughter be takin' orders from that sand
hiller in there? Well, I reckOn I'm 'bout 
done takin' any lip from him. Y e'll find 
it's me what will be givin' orders along the 
Watauga mighty soon if " 

"For Gawd's sake, Lonny, stop!'' gasped 
a white-bearded man. 

"Who'll stop me?" roared Hester, 
ing from the doorway and catchin� 
speaker by the throat. "Mebbe ye � 'k 
it's ye who'll do the stoppin',  Amos ThatL 
with yer sly tricks at forest-runnin'. Who 
ye workin' for, anyhow? Who gives ye 
orders? yer old hide, I reckon ye're 
tryin' to carry watter on both · shoulders." 

"Don't, Lonny!" gasped Thatch, but 
making no effort to escape or resent the 
cruel clutch on his throat. "Y e're funnin',  
I know. Y e know I'm workin' same's ye 
be. " 

"Workin' same as ye be, eh? Ye old rip! 
Fiddlin' round in the same class that ye be, 
eh?" 

"Don't choke me! Let's go inside an' 
have a drink. Too many ears round here. 
Too near the court-house. "  

With a wild laugh Hester threw him aside 
and derisively mocked : 

"Too near the court-house, is it? Who 
cares for the court-house?" 

And he grimaced mockingly at the figure 
of a man busily writing at a rough table 
by the open window. Then, believing he 
must justify his display of independence, 
he turned to the group and with drunken 
gravity declared : 

"The time's past, boys, when we have to 
hide an' snoop round. There's a big 
change comin', an' them that's got the nerve 
will come out on top. The time's past 
when court-houses can skeer us into walkin' 
light when we feel lik� walkin' heavy. I 
know. I've got news that'll " 

"Now, shut up!" gritted Polcher, darting 
out the door and whipping a butcher-knife 
from under his apron. "Another word and 
I'll slit your throat and be thanked by 
our masters. "  

As Hester felt the knife prick the skin 
over his Adam's apple, his jaw sagged in 
terror. Sobered by the assault, he realized 
he had gohe too far. Instantly the loungers 
crowded about him to prevent outsiders 
from witnessing the tableau. Old Thatch 
whispered : 

"He's dirty drunk. 'Nolichucky Jack' 
must 'a' heard some of it. I seen him stop 
writing and cock his ear." 

"To with Chucky Jack!" Hester 
feebly defied. "I ain't said no thin'." 

"If you had finished what you'd begun, 
you'd never said anything more," hissed 
Polcher. "You can drink your skin full 
every hour in the day, and that's all right. 



Adventure 

you've got to keep your trap closed. 
tried soft means, and now I'm going 

rip your insides out if you don't keep 
.. � " l.Ut.. 
Hester glanced down at his own bony 

hands and the long finger-nails, pared to 
points for the express purpose of scooping 
out an opponent's eyes, then shifted his 
gaze to the grim )aces of his companions. 
He read nothing but indorsement for 
Polcher. 

"I can't fight a whole crowd," he jerkily 
admitted. 

"You don't have to fight none of us," 
warned Polcher, lowering the knife and 
hiding it under his apron. "All you've 
got to do is to fight yourself, to keep your 
tongue from wagging. You say you've 
brought something. Is it for me?" 

"No, it ain't for ye," sullenly retorted 
Hester, his small eyes glowing murderously. 

"Then keep it for the right man. Don't 
go to peddling it to Chucky Jack and mi 
his friends,'' said Polcher. 

Glimpsing a stranger swinging down the 
brown trail that answered for the settle
ment's one street, he motioned with his 
head for the men to pass inside. To mollify 
the bully he added-

"Y ou understand, Lon, it's yourself as 
much as it's us you'll be hurting by too 
much talk. "  

"It's that last drink of that peach 
brandv," mumbled Hester. "I'll stick to 
rye after this. I can carry that.'' 

"Now you're talking like a man of sense," 
warmly approved Polcher, clapping him 
heartily on the shoulder. "Lord, what 
fools we all be at times when we git too 
much licker in. The boss combed me once 
till I thought he was going to kill me just 
because I got to speaking too free. Now 
let's join the boys and try that rye." 

OUTWARDLY amiable atain, Hes
ter followed him indoors; deep in 
his heart murder was sprouting. 

He knew Polcher wished to pacify him, and 
this knowledge only fanned his fury higher. 
And he knew Polcher had lied in confessing 
to babbling, for the tavern-keeper's taci
turnity, even when he drank, was that of 
his Indian ancestors. 

The whisky was passed , Polcher jovially 
proclaiming it was his treat in honor of 
Hester's return from somewhere after a 
month's absence. Hester tossed off his 

portion without a word, now determined 
not to open his lips again except in mono
syllables. Old Thatch sought. to arouse 
him to a playful mood with a chuckling 
reminder of some deviltry he had played on 
a new settler over on the Holston. But 
even pride in his evil exploits could not in
duce Hester to emerge from, his brooding 
meditations. 

For the first time since he had won the 
right to wear the cock's feather he had 
been backed down-and, at that, in the 
presence of the rough men he had domi
neered by his brutality. Of course it was 
the knife that had done it, he told himself, 
and yet he knew it was something besides 
the knife. If Old Thatch had held a knife 
at his throat, he would have laughed at him. 
No, it wasn't  that; it was the discovery 
that there dwelt in Polcher's obsequious 
form a man he had never suspected. The 
knowledge enraged while subduing him. 
He recalled former insolences to the tavern
keeper, his treatment of him as if Jle were a 
humble servitor. 

It was humiliating to know that, while 
he was sincere in his behavior, Polcher had 
played a part, had tricked him. He knew 
that Polcher would gladly have him 
resume the role of bully, swear at him and 
treat him with disdain. He had no doubt 
but that Polcher would meekly submit to 
such browbeating. But never again could 
he play the bully with Polcher, and all this 
just because he understood how Polcher 
had fooled him by submitting in the past. 
This was gall to his little soul. The man 
he had looked down upon with contempt 
had been his master all along. 

His smoldering rage was all the more 
acute because he had believed he had been 
the selected agent in mighty affairs ; where
as, he had acted simply as a messenger. 
On entering the settlement early that 
morning he had smiled derisively at be
holding the tavern and the usual group 
before the door. He had supposed himself 
miles above them in the secrets of the great 
game about to be played. Now his self
sufficiency was pricked and had deflated 
like a punctured bladder. 

Being of cheap fiber, Hester had but one 
mental resource to fall back upon : the 
burning lust to r�establish himself in his 
own self-respect by killing Polcher. He had 
been grossly deceived. He had been per
mitted to believe nay, even encouraged 
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to believe the breed was only the vintner 
to the elect. It was while wallowing in the 
depths of this black mood that the sunlight 
was blocked from the doorway by the ar
rival of the stranger Polcher had glimpsed 
up the trail. 

The newcomer paused and waited for 
the sunshine to leave his eyes before en
tering the long and dimly lighted room. 
His hunting-shirt was fringed and tasseled 
and encircled by a bead-embroidered b�lt. 
From this hung a war-ax, severe in design 
and bespeaking English make. His long 
dark hair was topped with a cap of mink
skin. In his hand he carried the small-bore 
rifle of the Kentuckians. · The loungers drew 
aside to both ends of the bar, leaving an 
open space for him. He took in the room 
and its occupants with one wide, sweeping 
glance ; hesitated, then advanced. 

It maddened Hester to observe how 
servilely Polcher leaned forward to take 
the stranger's order. The other men, 
seemingly intent on their drink, quickly 
summed up the newcomer. A forest
ranger fresh from Kentucky. He stood 
nearly six feet in his moccasins and carried 
his head high as his gray eyes ranged de
liberately over the two groups before re
turning to meet the bland gaze of Polcher. 

In a drawling voice he informed 
"A little whisky." 
"You've traveled far, sir," genially ob

served Polcher, his Indian blood prompting 
him to deduce a long, hard trail from the 
stained and worn garments. "That bead
work is Shawnee, I take it. ' '  

"It was once worn by a Shawnee," 
grimly replied the stranger. "Lost my 
horse a few miles back and had to hoof it  
afoot." 

"Virginy-born," murn1ured Polcher. 
"Yes, I'm from old Virginy," proudly 

retorted the stranger, tossing up · his head. 
"A mighty fine State." 

"Quite a number of ye Virginians seem 
keen to git clear of her mighty fine State an' 
come down here to squat on North Car'lina 
land," spoke up Hester, his insolent half
closed eyes advertising mischief. 

The newcomer slowly turned and eyed 
him curiously and smiled faintly as he 
noted the cock's feather. And he quietly 
reminded: 

"The first settlers on the Watauga were 
Virginians. When they came here four
teen years ago, they reckoned they was on 

soil owned by Virginy. I don't  rec 
North Car'lina lost anything by t 
mistake." He threw off his drink and 
ceeded to deliver himself of the sting h 
had held in reserve. "From what I hear, 
the Sand-hillers didn't care to come over 
the mountains and face the Indians till 
after the Virginians had made the country 
safe." 

The two groups of men shifted nervously. 
Hester's eyes flew open in amazement, then 
half -closed in satisfaction. 

"The they had to wait for Virginy 
to blaze a trail!" he growled, slowly 
straightening up his long form and tipping 
his hat and its belligerent feather down over 
one eye. "An' where was ye, mister, when 
the first brave Virginians kindly come over 
here to make things safe for North Car'
lina?" 

"I was eleven years o1d, shooting squir
rels in Virginy," chuckled the stranger. 

"An' wearin' a Shawnee belt! Who 
give it to ye?" 

"The warrior who was through with it  
when I got through with him. It  happened 
up on the Ohio," was the smiling response. 
"Anything else you'd like to ask?" 

"Killed a Injun, eh?" jeered Hester. 
"That's easy to tell. Sure ye ain' t  the 
feller that licked the Iroquois all to thunder? 
No one here to prove ye didn't, ye know." 

Toying with his empty glass, the stranger 
again surveyed Hester, much as if the bully 
were some strange kind of insect. He 
grimaced in disgust as he observed the long, 
pointed finger-nails. "One thing's cer
tain," he drawled, "you never fought no 
Iroquois, or th�y'd have them talons and 
that hair of yours made into a necklace for 
some squaw to wear. Just what is your 
fighting record, anyway?" 

"I ain't never been licked yet by anything 
on two kickers atween here an' the French 
Broad," be1lowed Hester, slouching for
ward, his hands held half open before him. 
Then he flapped his arms and gave the sharp 
challenge of a game-cock. "I'm Lon Hes
ter, what trims 'em down when they're 
too bjg an' pulls 'em out when they're too 
short." And again he sounded his chanti
cleer's note. 

"I'm Kirk Jackson, from the Shawnee 
country, and I reckon it's high time your 
comb was out, " was the even retort. 

"Just a minute, gentlemen,'� purred 
Polcher, with a wink at Hester. "Fun's fun, 
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when you're armed with deadly weap
you might carry� a joke too far. 

re you start fooling, let's put all weap
.JllS one side ."  

Jackson's brows contracted, but, as Hester 
promptly threw a knife and pistol on the 
bar, the Virginian reluctantly stood his 
rifle against the wall and hung his belt on 
it. It was obvious he was regretting the 
situation. Hester read in it a sign of cow
ardice and crowed exultingly. For a mo
ment Jackson stood with his gaze directed 
thr,ough the open door. Hester believed he 
contemplated bolting and edged forward 
to intercept him. What had attracted 
Jackson's gaze, however, was the slim 
figure of a girl on horseback, and, as he 
stared, she turned and glanced toward the 
tavern, and his gray eyes lighted up with 
delighted recognition. 

"Take yer last peep on natur', 'cause I'm 
goin' to have both of 'em," warned Hester, 
hitching forward stiff-legged, his hands 
held wide for a blinding gouge. 

"You dirty dog!" gritted Jackson, his 
soul boiling with fury at the brutality of the 
threat. · · 

WITH a spring Hester leaped 
forward, his right hand hooking 
murderously close to the gray eyes. 

Jackson gave ground and found himself 
with his back dangerously close to the group 
at the end of the room. He could feel 
the men stiffening behind him, and he 
believed they would play foul if Hester 
needed assistance. As Hester made his 
second rush, Jackson worked with both 
elbows and knocked two men away from 
his back, sending one reeling against the 
wall, the other against the bar. 

Then he leaped high, his legs working 
like scissors, feinting with his left foot and 
planting the right under the bully's chin, 
smashing the long teeth through the protrud
ing tongue and hurling him an inert mass 
against the base of the bar. 

"No kickin'!" yelled Old Thatch, pulling 
a knife. 

"You played foul!" roared Polcher, his 
suave mask dropping and leaving his dark 
face openly hideous. "Shut that door, 
boys!'' 

The men at the upper end of the bar 
rushed to the door and not only closed it 
but appropriated Jackson's rifle and bel�. 
There was a stir behind him, and Jackson 

leaped to the end of the bar just vacated 
by the men. Here he wheeled and snatched 
a five-gallon jug of brandy from the bar 
and swung it high above his head. Then 
planting a foot on Hester's chest he warned : 

"The first move made means I'll brain 
this dog at my feet and then damage the 
rest of you as much as I can." 

Polcher and his henchmen stood motion
less, wrathfully regarding the man at bay. 

�'You broke the rules by kicking," sai<J,. 
Polcher. 

"Rules, you miserable liar and scoun
drel!" hissed Jackson. Then in a loud 
voice, "Open that door and stand clear, or 
I'll mash this punkin at my feet and rush 
you . "  

"One minute!" softly said Polcher. And 
he whipped a long pistol from under the 
bar and leveled it at Jackson. "You set 
that jug on the bar and do it soft-like. 
You've .played foul with my friend. He's 
going to have a fair shake at you." 

''Just let me git at him!" sobbed Hester 
from the floor. "That's all I ask, boys." 

"Before you can move that jug an inch, 
I'll shoot your head off," warned Polcher. 
"Put the jug down and step to the middle of 
the floor. No one will meddle while 
Mr. Hester has a fair chance." 

"Fair chance? You low-down murder-
ers! Shoot and be !"  

"I'll count three then I'll shoot. There's 
witnesses here to say you come in drunk 
and hellin' for a row and · got it. OnP-e -
two " 

"Drop that pistol, Polcher!" called a 
voice at the window. 

The tavern-keeper glanced about and 
paled as he beheld the muzzle of a long 
rifle creep in over the sill and bear upon 
him. 

"If you'd said three, it would have been 
your last word on earth. ' '  

Polcher lowered his weapon but pro
tested : 

"Look here, Sevier, this stranger has 
assaulted one of my patrons. I propose 
to see they fight it out man-fashion." 

"A man-fashion fight is a bit beyond your 
imagination," was the grim reply. "Have 
that door opened and see the stranger's 
rifle is stood outside. Be quick!" 

Polcher nodded to Old Thatch, who threw 
back the door and passed the rifle and the 
belt. Jackson tingled with a fresh shock 
as he glimpsed a slim brown hand receiving 
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the weapons. Then Sevier commanded: 
"Now, young man, come out. If you 

want to be murdered, there's a rare chance 
for you anywhere along the border without 
entering this hell-hole. Remember, Polcher, 
you're a dead man if a hand is raised against 
this guest of yours. "  

Jackson sprang through the door and 
closed it after him. The girl he had seen 
passing the tavern at the inception of the 
brawl was waiting for him. 

"Elsie!" he whispered, relieving her of 
his weapons. "I've just come from Char
lotte, where I went to find you." 

She was as fair as he was dark, and her 
blue eyes glistened as he addressed her. 
Then she sighed, and an expression of sad
ness overclouded her small face. 

"I saw you for a second," she faltered. 
"It seemed impossible it could be you. 
I knew you would have trouble when I 
saw them close the door. I left my horse 
and called Mr. Sevier. Kirk, I'm glad to 
see you-and I'm sorry you came. "  

John Sevier, or Chucky Jack, as he was 
commonly called after the Nolichucky 
River he lived on, stepped round the corner 
of the tavern before Jackson could reply to 
the girl's contradictory statement and 
bruskly call�d out: 

"Come along, Miss Tonpit. ' And you, 
sir; this is no place for an honest man to 
linger in. ' '  . 

"I owe you thanks. I'll try to thank · 
you later," said Jackson. "I find Miss 
Tonpit is an old acquaintance an old 
friend-I'll walk home with her." 

The girl cast a swift glance at Sevier and 
faintly shook her head. Sevier tucked his 
artn through Jackson's and quietly in
sisted : 

"You must come with me now; Miss 
Tonpit is perfectly safe perfectly safe." 

To Jackson's amazement the girl flushed, 
then turned pale and ran to where her horse 
was tied to a tree. 

" it, man! Virginians don't leave 
such matters to chance," cried Jackson, 
tugging to release his arm. ' 'The young 
lady should be escorted home. This seems 
to be a desperate community.''  

"I, too, am a Virginian," Sevier calmly 
reminded, tightening his hold on the 
other's arm. "And I know the community 
better than you do." There was a peculiar 
hardness in his voice as he added, "Miss 
Tonpit is perfectly safe in any part of the 
9 

Watauga settlements at any time of da 
night, providing her identity is known. '  

Jackson stared savagely into Sevier's 
and hoarsely demanded-

" Just what do you mean by that?" 
"Nothing to her hurt, God bless her!" 

was the ready response. "But this is no 
place to talk. If there was an ounce of 
courage to go with the ton of hate back in 
the tavern, we'd both be riddled with bullets 
before this. Step over to the court-house 
where we can talk.''  

"But, Miss Tonpit? She lives near 
here? I shall have a chance to see her 
again?" 

And Jackson held back and gazed after 
the girl, who was now cantering up the trail 
towards the foot-hills. 

"Every opportunity, I should say," 
assured Sevier, leading the way into the 
court-house. "Now suppose you give an 
account of yourself. I'm sort of a justice of 
the peace here. We're hungry for honest 
men, God knows. I believe you'll fit in 
with the court-house crowd rather than with 
the tavern crowd." 

"But Elsie? Miss Tonpit?" 
"Your story first," Sevier insisted, seat

ing himself at the table and motioning 
Jackson to a stool fashioned from a solid 
block of cedar. 

Jackson surrendered and rapidly nar
rated : 

"I'm Kirk Jackson, Virginian. I met 
the Tonpits in Charlotte a little over a 
year ago and fell in love with Miss Elsie. 
I must confess my suit didn't progress as 
I had hoped. I think her father was 
opposed. I can't blame him. Major Ton
pit's daughter can look higher than a 
forest:-ranger. Anyway, I went back to 
the Ohio country, where I had served under 
George Rogers Clark. I'm just back 
from there. Absence had renewed my 
courage. 

"I hurried back to Charlotte and learned 
the major had moved over the mountains. 
My informant didn't know whether he had 
made his new home in the Watauga district 
or on the Holston. I saw and recognized 
her· just as that brute in the tavern was 
preparing to tear my eyes out. Now tell 
me what you meant by saying she is safe 
anywhere hereabouts, providing her iden
tity is known." 

Sevier drummed the table and frowned. 
Then he explained : 
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fohn Tonpit, according to all indications, 
the whip-hand over these scoundrels 

. They serve him, I believe. "  
'Good heavens!" Jackson weakly ex

claimed. "Major Tonpit, proud to ar
rogance having truck with those scoun
drels?'' 

And he wondered if this were the girl's 
reason for pronouncing his quest of her as 
hopeless. Then he rallied with . the buoy
ancy of youth. If the only barrier between 
them was some sinister business of her 
father's, he would overcome it, although 
great be her pride. 

"Can't you tell me something more 
definite?" 

SEVIER tapped a document on 
the table and replied: 
"This is a petition I'm about to 

send to Governor Martin. North Caro
lina is dumping criminals and trash upon 
us, and we're asking for a superior court to 
handle their cases. The Creeks, under 
Alexander McGillivray, are working day 
and night to get the Cherokees to join 
them in a decisive war against all settlers 
on the Watauga, the Holston and the French 
Broad. The petition asks for power to 
raise mill tia and for officers to lead the 
men.' '  

"But how does Major Tonpit come into 
this?" broke in Jacks�n. "Tavern brawl
ers and hostile red men!" 

"I'm coming to that, if there is any that. 
The Creeks have made a secret treaty with 
Spain. McGillivray pledges tweqty thou
sand warriors towards exterminating the 
Western settlements." 

"But you can't know that for a fact. " 
"You've been away the last year. 

You're out of touch with affairs. The 
treaty was signed at Pensacola, June first, 
by McGillivray on behalf of the Creek 
Nation and by Don Estephan Miro, 
Governor of West Florida and Louisiana, on 
behalf of Spain. ' '  

Jackson was nonplussed by this intelli
gence. He gazed in silence at the man 
across the table, whose words were building 
a mighty barrier between him and the. 
girl. Sevier's handsome face softened in 
sympathy. He was a tall, fair-skinned 
man with an erect carriage, and his slender 
figure well set off the hunting-shirt he 
invariably wore. Eager and impulsive by 
nature, he was now holding himself in re-

straint because he knew his revelations 
were so many blows at the young ranger's 
happiness. 

"The major fits into all this. Spain and 
the Creeks?'' Jackson faintly asked. 

"So I firmly believe. There is one 
flaw in the chain-the Cherokees. For, 
while McGillivray has pledged twenty 
thousand braves, his Creeks can't furnish 
any such a number of fighting men. There 
are a few thousand Seminoles he can get, 
but unless he lines up the Cherokee Nation 
he has promised more warriors than he can 
call to the war-path. One of the principal 
chiefs of the Cherokees, Old Tassel, is hold
ing off. He controls three thousand war
riors. He wants his lands back, but he 
wants to get them by peaceful measures. 

"Major Tonpit has great influence with 
Old Tassel. Could he swing him for a war 
against us, not only would his three thou
sand fighting men be added to McGillivray's 
total, but the rest of the Cherokee Nation, 
now hesitating, would gladly rush in. 
Major Tonpit may supply the link to com
plete the chain. It will be the weakest 
link in the chain, yet absolutely necessary 
for McGillivray's success." 

"Tonpit a schemer for Spain!" gasped 
Jackson. 

Sevier frowned, then shrugged his shoul
ders and corrected: · 

� �'Scarcely a schemer. He isn't cold
blooded enough for that. For a schemer 
you need a man of Polcher's cool mind. 
Tonpit is flattered by attentions from 
royalty. lie loves royalty. His head is in 
the clouds of personal ambition. He sees 
himself a dictator of a mighty province 
reaching from the Alleghanies to the 
Mississippi. If put in as royal governor he 
would rule supreme, he believes. 

"I became suspicious when .he gave up 
his comfortable home in Charlotte and went 
to the State capital and then came out 
here and made his home. Since being here, 
he has informed Governor Martin that the 
Indians are friendly and desire peace but 
that our settlers persist in stealing their 
lands and abusing them. This has won 
him the friendship of Old Tassel. Every 
talk Tassel has sent to the governor has 
been carried by Tonpit." 

"That's bad!" cried Jackson. "But I 
can't make myself believe he deliberately 
plots for Spain. Even in the national Con
gress men are expressing different views as 
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to what shall be done with the region west 
of the mountains. " 

( (True. And Major Tonpit takes the 
views of Charles III. "  

((But he may be friendly with Old Tassel 
and yet not be working with the Creeks," 
persisted Jackson, trying to find something 
favorable to say in behalf of Elsie's father. 

"I know he is hand in glove with Mc
Gillivray," solemnly declared Sevier. "I 
know McGillivray looks on him as a man of 
insane ambitions but lacking balance. 
I know McGillivray even now is holding 
back from war only because he is not quite 
satisfied that Tonpit will live up to his 
agreements. It isn't the major's heart or 
courage he doubts, but his lack of balance. 
Once he gets what he believes to be a firm 
hold on Tonpit, you'll see things begin 
to hum along the Holston and the Wa
tauga." 

Jackson shifted the trend of conversation, 
seeking to find a weak spot in Sevier's 
hypothesis. 

"After all, McGillivray's probably over
rated. I never saw an Indian yet who could 
plan a campaign and stick to it," he hope
fully said. 

Sevier smiled ruefully. 
"You don't know Alexander McGillivray, 

who calls himself 'Emperor' of the Creek . 
Nation. His father was Lachlan McGilli
vray, a Scotch trader. His half-breed 
mother was of a powerful family of the 
Hutalgalgi, or Wind clan. Her father was 
a French officer. McGillivray was edu
cated at Charleston and studied Latin and 
Greek as well as the usual branches. He's 
a partner in the firm of Panton, Forbes and 
Leslie in Pensacola. Naturally that firm 
has a monopoly of the Creek trade. He's 
shrewd as a Scotchman, has the polish of a 
Frenchman and is more cunning than any 
of his Indians. He is an educated gentle
man according to English standards. He 
lives up to his title of 'Emperor'. I must 
say this for him : he's kind to captives and 
honestly tries to do away with the usual 
Indian cruelties. 

' 'Now to return to my petition to show 
where we fit in. It's Old Tassel's deadly 
fear of the Watauga riflemen as much as his 
desire for peace that is holding him back. 
And, if he should die, his three thousand 
warriors would flock to McGillivray at 
once. The renegade Cherokees, who call 
themselves Chickamaugas, are impatient 

to take the path. As things are turr 
out, my riflemen aren't enough. Th 
served without pay. The new set 
demand pay. We must have power 
raise and equip militia." 

''I begin to understand,'' . Jackson sadly 
admitted. "This Polcher? He must be 
active in anything evil ." 

"He's cunning. His tavern is where 
messages are brought and relayed on. If 
word comes to Ton pit, it is left at the tavern 
and sent secretly. Look here, young man! 
Perhaps I've talked more freely than I 
should. You're in love with Miss Elsie, 
and you'd be a fool if you weren't. But 
that naturally makes you wish to see things 
that exonerate the major. Wander round 
and see and hear for yourself. In a few 
days, maybe, I'll feel like telling you some
thing else. Only remember this : Elsie 
Tonpit hasn't a better friend west of the 
Alleghanies than John Sevier. By heavens! 
I'm a better friend to her than her father 
is!'' 

He clamped his lips together and began 
rereading the petition. 

Jackson sttndied the strong visage with 
new interest. Sevier's face reminded him 
strongly of Washington's in its Anglo
Saxon lines of determination. But there 
was also a certain mobility of expression, a 
mirroring of emotions, which came from 
his French blood. He was a Virginian, and 
the young ranger had heard his fame 
echoing up and down the lonely Ohio. 
As Nolichucky Jack-usually clipped to 
Chucky Jack-his name was reputed to be 
worth a thousand rifles when he took the 
field against the red men. 

But it puzzled Jackson to understand 
how this man, a gentleman born and bred, 
could have left the solid comforts of his 
home at Newmarket in the beautiful 
valley of the Shenandoah, thrust behind 
him positive assurances of great political 
advancement, cast off the social promi
nence he so naturally graced and bring his 
Bonnie Kate to the lonely country of the 
Nolichucky. 

JACKSON'S material mind had 
taught him that one fought Indians 
because one must, not from choice. 

A beautiful and devoted wife and ample 
fortune appealed to the young ranger as 
being the goal in life. It never entered his 
prqcess of reasoning that Destiny transplants 
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to obtain results, just as Nature 
ies seeds with methods of locomotion 

nat new regions may be fructified. 
e vital incentive for Jackson's admiration 

for the man was not his sacrifices but rather 
his knowledge that Chucky Jack had in
vented a new style of forest-fighting. 

He could not know that in his lifetime a 
certain Corsican would utilize the same 
tactics in overrunning Europe : namely, 
the hurling of a small force with irresistible 
momentum and the achieving of greater 
results thereby than by the leisurely em .. 
ployment of large bodies of soldiery. The 
border already rang with the victories of 
Chucky Jack, who was to fight thirty-odd 
battles with the red men and never suffer a 
defeat;  whose coming to the Watauga 
country marked the passing of defensive 
warfare and instituted the offensive. 

"Yes, it's natural that you should try to 
think leniently of Major Tonpit," mur
mured Sevier without raising his eyes from 
the petition. 

Jackson flushed and coldly replied : 
"I am a Virginian, first and last. I have 

nothing to do with the Spanish King." 
"We soon must begin to call ourselves 

Americans-if we wouldn't bend the knee 
to Spain,"  gently corrected Sevier with a 
whimsical smile. 

"Of course," agreed Jackson. "We're 
all Americans now. But first we are Vir
ginians, I take it. ' '  

Sevier rose and stood at the window and 
stared thoughtfully across the valley and 
spoke as one repeating_ articles of faith in 
the privacy of his chamber: 

"Virginians when we were coloni�ls, but 
now Americans first and last-if this re
public is to endure. If this union of States 
is to last, we must forget our former identi
ty ; we must be merged in one compact body 
and be known as Americans. Well, well. 
It will all come some day, please God!" 

He broke off and leaned from the window 
and called out :  

"Ho, Major Hubbard! Step here a 
minute." 

Jackson saw a tall figure in forest dress 
turn in the trail leading to the woods. As 
the man came toward the court-house, he 
beheld a dark, gloomy face, a countenance 
he could never imagine as being lighted 
with a smile. Hubt>ard came up to the 
window, and Sevier said : 

"Mr. Jackson, step here, please. Meet 

Major James Hubbard . . Major, this is 
Kirk Jackson, fresh from the Shawnee 
country and come to live with us. " 

Hubbard's face glowed with passion, and 
he clutched Jackson's hand fiercely and 
cried : 

"The Shawnees! I envy you your chance, 
sir." 

Sevier gently nudged Jackson to stand 
aside and, leaning from the window, mut
tered : 

"Major, times are ticklish. Any little 
break will mean ruin to many cabins. 
Remember !' '  

Hubbard made some reply inaudible to 
Jackson. In a freer tone Sevier asked

"What is the latest news?" 
"That mixed-blood, John Watts, 

and his Chickamaugas have gone to water. 
They'll be raiding the French Broad and 
Holston next. " 

Sevier pursed his lips musingly and said : 
"We must have more men, more arms 

and money. North Carolina must act on 
my petition." 

Hubbard laughed harshly and sneered : 
' 'Why should they give money when 

you've always been ready to foot the bills? 
Ask them for money, and they'll tell you 
that the Indians-curse them, curse them
are friendly and much abused. And they'll 
leave you to pay the shot." 

"I can't  pay again. I've spent my all ," 
Sevier quietly answered. "But I'm hopeful 
the State will show common sense. North 
Carolina must realize we're no longer able 
to handle the criminals pouring over the 
mountains without courts : that we're 

, 

unable to stand off the Creek Nation once 
the Cherokees join it. Old Tassel can't 
always hold his three thousand in check. ' '  

' 'His chiefs rebel. Many of his young 
warriors are stealing away to go to water 
and follow Watts, "· was the gloomy re
sponse. 

A few words more and Hubbard returned 
to the trail and struck off for the forest. 
Sevier stood and looked after him uneasily. 
Wheeling about, his face betrayed his 
anxiety and prompted Jackson to ask : 

"What's the matter with him? Any 
relation to Hubbard, the Injun-killer, we 
heard about up on the Ohio?" 

''He is the killer. He's killed more Chero
kees than any other three . men on the 
border. His family was wiped out by 
Shawnees back in Virginia. You can't 
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make him believe any Indian should be 
allowed to live. And he worries me. 
Now he's off to scout the forest. It  only 
needs the killing of an Indian or so to 
explode the powder under our feet. Huh! 
I wish he had not gone. "  

"He had news?" 
"Nothing more than we've suspected for 

a year. John Watts is always ready to 
take the path. He's · the shrewdest of the 
Cherokee leaders. If Old Tassel loses his 
grip or should decide that peace doesn't 
pay ' '  . 

His French blood found expression in 
an outward gesture of the hands as he 
dropped down at the table. 

Toying with the petition and speaking 
his thoughts aloud, he ran on : 

"But Major Hubbard wants war. He's 
inclined to look on the dark side of things. 
Tush! The State by this time realizes 
what we've won for her without an ounce 
of help. Pure selfishness will compel the 
Legislature to send us the necessary aid. 
Ha! There's news, by heavens! The Cher
okees must have struck !" 

It was the distant clatter of flying hoofs. 
Sevier dropped through the window with 
Jackson at his heels. Polcher and his 
henchmen were piling from the tavern and 
staring toward the mountains. Some one 
was riding at top speed from the east. 

Although the rider might be bringing the 
fate of a continent, Jackson's :first interest 
was in a man and woman cantering up the 
trail from the opposite direction. In
stead of watching for the furious rider, he 
had eyes only for the two. The man 
was tall and gaunt and of haughty bearing, 
his sharp, cold face swinging from side to 
side as if he were the master riding among 
slaves. The girl was his daughter, Elsie 
Tonpit. The young Virginian forgot the 
approaching messenger and ran toward the 
couple, his heart beating tumultuously. 

To his . glad surprize Tonpit greeted him 
with a shadowy smile and stretched out a 
hand in welcome. The girl, however, 
betrayed symptoms of alarm instead of 
being pleased by her father's attempt at 
cordiality. She even sought to evade the 
fond gaze of her lover and glanced appre
hensively toward the court-house. Jack
son knew in a moment that she felt shame 
for what she believed Sevier had told him. 

"When Elsie informed me you were in 
Jonesboro, Mr. Jackson, I set out to find 

you," Tonpit now delighted the young n 
by saying. 

"I have to thank her and Sevier 
rescuing me from a ridiculous position," 
blurted out and then bit his tongue fo1 

· having uttered the words. 
"Ha! How is that?" coldly demanded 

Tonpit, but with his gaze seeking a glimpse 
of the rider, now well among the cabins. 

' 'The men in the tavern were taking ad
vantage of their numbers," quickly spoke 
up the girl. ''The man called Hester was 
the ringleader, I should say." 

"This is the :first time you've said any
thing about it," murmured her father, his 
eyes now lighting as they focussed on the 
bobbing figure of the horseman. 

''It . only nee�ed Mr. Sevier's command 
to relieve Mr. Jackson of any embarrass
ment," she awkwardly explained. 

Tonpit's thin visage grew cold with hate. 
''I and my friends refuse to be beholden 

to this man Sevier,' '  he harshly warned. 
And, touching spur to his mount, he beck

oned the girl to follow him and darted 
toward the tavern. With one backward 
gl�nce she rode after him. 

Jackson ran forward, as did Sevier, as 
the rider reined in before the tavern door 
and wearily dismounted. From all quarters 
came the settlers and their families. Pol
cher brought out a pitcher of brandy, and 
the messenger drank deeply. Then jump
ing on a horse-block he waved a paper in 
his hand and cried out-

"For Chucky Jack!" 
' 'Here! ' '  called Sevier from the edge of 

the crowd. 
The missive was tossed into his out

stretched hand. As he was breaking the 
seal, the messenger drew a deep breath, 
waved his arms for silence and shouted--

' 'North Carolina has ceded us to the 
central Government to pay for her part of 
the war debt!" 

CHAPTER II 

THE DEAD ARE DANGEROUS 

W
ITH a low word for his daughter to fol

low him Tonpit backed his horse clear 
from the crowd and spurred away. For · 
sixty seconds the astounded gathering re
mained motionless. Sevier stared incred
ulously at the message, while his neighbors 
gazed stupidly at the dusty messenger. All 
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as if they had been abandoned in 
wilderness without shelter or means of 
defense. True, the over-mountain men 

d always fought their own way and fi
..�:anced their own campaigns, yet in the 
back of their minds was ever the thought 
that, should a crisis come, the mother State 
must aid them. 

That a crisis was imminent was evidenced 
by Chucky Jack's open mention of his peti
tion for soldiers. Chucky Jack was worth 
many riflemen and had whipped the Indians 
many times. All the more proof that the 
settlements must be in desperate straits 
when he was impeHed to beseech help. 
And of a sudden they were disowned ; there 
was no mother State, no slumbering asset 
they could call to life. 

Sevier had not talked much about the 
possibility of Creeks and Cherokees unit
ing, but the petition, coupled with whis
pered rumors seeping through the cabins, 
now brought morbid speculations. How 
many Indians would come and when, were 
the questions more than one man and 
woman asked themselves. Who would go 
to hold the line on the French Broad so 
that the red raiders might not penetrate 
to the Watauga? 

Jackson watched Tonpit ride hastily 
away, followed by Elsie, and he fancied he 
beheld elation in the man's hard visage 
and sorrow in the girl's gentle face. It was 
quite a coin<:idence, too, that Major Ton
pit should ride forth just in time to learn 
the momentous news-unless he had been 
expecting it and came purposely to hear it. 
His prompt return home gave color to the 

• • 

suspicion. 
The young Virginian shifted his atten

tion to Chucky Jack. Sevier perused the 
message for the second time, crumpled it 
into a ball as if to hurl it from him, 
thought better of it and tucked it inside his 
buckskin sh1rt and called to the assem
blage : � - • 

• 

"Women and men of the Watauga, North 
Carolina will have . none of us. We're 
shoved through the door and told to shift 
for ourselves. To be exact, we're told to 
look to the central Government for protec
tion. And, as you know, the ink is scarcely 
dry on the petition I was about to send 
to the Legislature, asking for courts and 
militia. 

"Without consu1 ting one of the twenty
five thousand settlers on this side of the 

mountains, North Carolina chooses to pay 
her share of the national debt by the simple 
process of ceding us to Congress. She pro
poses to pay her debts with lands we won 
by rifle and ax. · The act was passed by the 
Legislature a month ago, and for thirty days, 
while the messenger was bringing the news, 
we have been set off from North Carolina. 

"During those thirty days our plight has 
been as serious· as iL is now, only, not know
ing the truth, we worried but little. This 
fact should teach us that we can care for 
ourselves during the next thirty days, and 
so on, until there is no danger from the In
dians along our border. So I ask you to be 
of brave heart and to remember the Wa-. 
tauga people always have had to hoe their 
own row. Please God we can keep on. 

"A year or two ago this message would 
have worried me none. I could send out 
the can, and my old friends would respond 
overnight, as fast as horseflesh could fetch 
them. If an Indian war comes now, it will 
be more serious than what we've experi
enced in the past but nothing that our 
rifles can not blast away. I still can count 
on my friends and old companions-in-arms. 
Of the newcomers who have come to us in 
such numbers I am not so sure." 

And he paused to dart a lightning glance 
at Polcher and his cronies presse.d about the 
tavern door. 

"The national Congress oughter help us," 
piped up an old man. 

"It would be glad to. But the nationa . 
Government, while empowered to levy 
armies, can not compel a single State to fur
nish a soldier," Sevier reminded. "The 
national Government can do only what the 
States will permit it to do. Last year sev
eral hundred soldiers stormed the very doors 
of Congress and demanded their over-due 
pay, and Congress was unable to escape the 
mob's demands. There will come a time 
when our Congress will have the power to 
protect its citizens in this, or in any other, 
land. B ut not now."_ 

"If not now, then by the Eternal, men of 
Watauga, there is one power that can de
fend us!" cried Polcher from the tavern 
doorway. "And we have only to ask to be 
freed from either Creek or Cherokee. "  

"Aye! Aye! Spain looks after its own!" 
cried another of the tavern coterie. 

"So does the devil!" thundered Sevier� 
enraged at Polcher's making the Creek 
menace common property. "We'll get 
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nothing from Spain only � we pay dearly 
for it. And remember, there can be no dan
ger from the Creeks except as Spain sets the 
mischief afoot. All who would be free and 
live in security follow me to the court
house. Messengers must be sent out ;  dele
gates must be elected and called here." 

"What's yer plan?" hooted a tavern fel
low. 

"My plan is to form a Government of 
our own and to be admitted into the Union 
as a separate State! ' '  retorted Sevier in a 

• • • 

rmgmg vo1ce. 
The decent element raised a hoarse cheer, 

and faces heretofore gloomy became in
spired. Polcher quickly warned : 

"Verxnont's been trying to be admitted 
ever since I 7 76. We can't stand on air, 
neither one thing nor another. Spain will 
protect us and give us justice. If she should 
fail, we could turn to and drive her into the 
gulf!" 

c 

"The time to drive her into the gulf is 
before you slip on her yoke!' '  shouted 
Sevier. "And, if we're able to do that same 
thing, why seek her protection? To the 
court-house!" 

The women gathered in knots to discuss 
the startling news. The men followed their 
·old leader. Jackson remained outside the 
court-house, watching the scene. His ex
perience with Kentuckians on the Ohio 
had taught him the feeble central Govern
ment was powerless to function in a crisis 
like this-and this because the thirteen 
States retained the mental attitude of the 
thirteen colonies. 

Polcher's advocacy of accepting the pro
tection of Spain was not painfully repug
nant to Jackson, no more than it was to some 
others west of the mountains, who believed 
themselves forsaken and left to shape their 
own destiny. When it hurt, it hurt pride, 
not a national spirit. He repudiated the 
idea because of an instinctive dislike to 
domination by any foreign power. His 
sense of Americanism was not shocked as 
Sevier's was, for the union Polcher openly 
urged, and which John Tonpit was sus
pected of secretly promoting, simply meant 
a political affiliation and not . the death of 
national ideals, the seeds of which were 
scarcely sown. 

Jackson, however, firmly opposed the 
project, for his forebears had come to 
America to escape overlords. Then again 
common sense told him the law of compen-

sation would decree that Spain's prot 
must pay Spain's price. 

Being in this frame of mind, he saw 
reason why he sould not play his luck by 
accepting Tonpit's courteous demeanor at 
full face-value and profit by it to the ex
tent of wooing his daughter. His last meet
ing with Tonpit before going to the Ohio 
country convinced him his suit was frowned 
upon. Now, with the father's smile still 
soothing him, with a vivid picture of Elsie's 
shy, backward glance, he had small liking 
for the court-house and its jumble of loud
voiced phillipics against Spain and North 
Carolina. The situation was localized in 
his estimation. And yet he hesitated, his 
loyalty to Sevier, whom he had known for 
only a few hours, holding him back. 

Polcher came from the tavern with Lon 
Hester, and Jackson thrust his thumbs into 
his belt and strode toward them, thinking 
it timely to concJude the morning's one
sided argument. But Polcher said some 
hurried words to the bully, who turned and 
hastened down the trail, while the tavern
keeper himself affected to ignore the truc
ulent ranger and strolled toward the court
house. Jackson turned to follow him, only 
to behold the people pouring from the 
building. There came staccato commands, 
and a score of men flew to their horses and 
rode away. 

The Virginian breathed in relief. It was 
not necessary for him to choose between 
love an·d duty. Chucky Jack had rushed 
matters through with his characteristic en
ergy, and the messengers were off to arrange 
for the election of delegates. The tavern
keeper, too, was no longer visible, and with 
nothing to detain him Jackson took the 
trail to the south, his heart as light as his 
moccasined feet. 

What reeked youth. in love-time even if 
the fate of the Anglo-Sa�on race in America 
were at stake! Ever thus does youth help 
shape the course of political evolution, he1p 
win a world without realizing the achieve
ment, and only ask in the midst of astound
ing events that the heart of a simple maid 
be won. 

The dalliance of the young man's 
thoughts blinded him, and his feet followed 
the rough path unguided by his eyes. Some 
premonition that she was near was what 
finally awakened him from his smiling 
reverie. He halted and threw back his 
head with a jerk. Tonpit's commodious 
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m stood in from the trail, surrounded by 
mps of cedar and basswood. Within 

1 feet of the ranger stood E1sie. 

JACKSON reddened with confu
sion. He knew he had been smiling 
as he came down the trail, and the 

restrained merriment tugging the corners 
of her mouth proclaimed her a witness to 
his deportment. He fel t as sheepish as 
if she had detected him making faces at 
himself in a mirror. 

"Elsie, I've come all the way from the 
Ohio to win the privilege of calling you 
sweetheart," he hurriedly greeted. 

She cast an apprehensive glance toward 
the house. 

"I like you, Kirk. You know how much," 
she wistfully began. "My father " 

"He seemed glad to see me," he com
pleted as she hesitated. 

And he gained her side and took her 
hands in his. 

"He is glad to see few men," she warned. 
"He loves me, but to others he's cold. " 

"Politics,' '  assured Jackson. "Big men 
always have political bees swarming through 
their heads. I wouldn't give a beaver's 
pelt for all the political power they can 
develop in this whole country. I'm a free 
man, and you're a free maid, and your 
politician is a slave. And you must love 
me, dear." 

"And I'm a free maid, and I must," she 
quoted, drawing him out of range of the 
-cabin. 

"Elsie, not another step till I know, "  he 
whispered. "I asked myself every step from 
the falls of the Ohio, but now, you must
please!' '  

"Then I must if I must," she murmured, 
dancing ahead toward a natural arbor. 

. "Wait!" he cried. "I bring a belt from 
the Ohio to the dearest little girl in the 
world. It shows a white road leading to a 
little cabin, which shall be the happiest 
home in all the col-I mean the States.' '  

She seated herself on a log and he kneeled 
by her side. She remained silent, her eyes 
averted to hide her glorious confusion. 

"I've brought my talk," he whispered. 
"What does the wonderful little woman 
say to it? Does she pick up the belt, the 
white wampum, the one road leading to the 
cabin?" 

"I like your talk," she confessed. "Oh, 
I like it more than J7:0U can ever know, 

Kirk. But my father-he won't  let me 
pick your belt up." 

"I'm not asking your father to marry 
me," he reminded. 

· "Don't speak in that voice," she whim
pered, wilting against him. "Kirk, dear! 
I 'm miserable. Ever since coming over the 
mountains I've sensed poison in the air." 

He patted her hair and waited for her 
to continue. 

"It's something I can't  understand. 
It's something that keeps my father up all 
night, walking his room. And yet, when I 
go to him, it's to always find him strangely 
exalted. ' '  

"Politics," he belittled. "What has that 
to ·do with our love?" 

She lifted her head and revealed eyes 
round with fear and warned : 

"But it does! It concerns our happiness 
deeply . ..  Not that he has said anything. 
Not that his love for me ever changes " 

" Good Lo�d! Love for you-change?" 
he gasped. 

"I say it hasn't, you silly. But after 
the messenger came and we were riding 
home, he asked me if I would make a 
sacrifice for him. He didn't say what but 
gave me to understand it would be only 
for a short time. Now I'll make any 
sacrifice for my father, only " 

She persisted in her silence, and he 
gravely prompted-

'' Go on, sweetheart. ' '  
"Only I must know it will help him." 
"Tell me what he asked you to do and 

let be the judge." 
"He's asked nothing as yet. I think he 

plans to tell me tonight. He said something 
about my understanding everything to
night. Since then he's been in his room, 
whistling and singing. Never in my life 
have I heard him whistle or sing before . 
And, do you know, he has a beautiful 
voice-and I never knew it before."  

"When a man can sing and whistle, he 
can't be planning to ask much of a sacri
fice of his daughter.'' 

"Oh, I'm not fearing what he may ask. 
He's been a good father to me. I must be 
perfectly loyal to him in my heart. I only 
wish he didn't have men come to see him
that is, certain kind of men." 

She gave him an.odd look, then, forgetting 
the house was hidden by the trees, she gazed 
over his shoulder. He was quick to detect 
the glint of alarm in her eyes and asked-
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"Who's with him now?" 
"Nay, you must not ask me. That 

would mean I was spying on him. Doubt
less I'm very silly. I shall know all to
night. Tomorrow, if we should meet 
alone, I 'll perhaps be able to tell you. "  

"We certainly shall meet alone, "  he 
promised. "But why wait till tomorrow? 
Why not this afternoon or tonight? I 
sha'n't sleep a wink if I have to wait till 
tomorrow. Why not here?" 

"Oh, I couldn't, Kirk," she protested. 
In the next breath she filled him with 
ecstasy by declaring, "And yet I will if 
possible. Tonight-come when the moon 
is clearing the forest, two hours before mid
night. He always goes to his room at 
that hour. I shall be here on the hour and 
will wait for you, but you mustn't wait 
for me. I shall come promptly or not 
at all ."  

"But if I come and you're not here " 
he began complaining. 

"Hush, silly. I'll leave a note on this 
very log. Don't wait if I 'm not here. 
Don't wait if the note is not here. It will 
simply mean I couJdn't leave the house 
without disturbing him." 

"Why couldn't I call at the house?" 
"Oh, no! Not at the house," she hur

riedly cried. ' 'Promise?" 
''Very well. I'll come as far as this 

arbor. "  
"Now, don't be ugly. Some time you can 

come to a house and know you'll always 
find me " 

"You darling!" he softly exulted. 
She lifted her head from his shoulder and 

touched a finger to his lips. A voice · was 
calling her name. 

"It's father,"  she warned, unwarrantably 
alarmed her lover thought. 

He made to walk a bit with her, but she 
gently pushed him back into the arbor. 
Then, giving him her lips, she ran to the 
house. 

He should have walked the skies as he 
returned to the settlement, but somehow 
complete happiness was held in abeyance 
until he could learn what it was that 
Tonpit was to ask of his daughter. His 
peace of mind could not return until he 
had seen her again and learned the truth. 
He had worried none while with her, for 
joy had destroyed perspective and dulled 
imagination. He had actually lived in 
the present, taking toll of each delicious 

minute. Now he was recalling her 
reputation as a man of mystery. 

Back east, before his last trip to tht 
nee country, he had heard strange rei.u 
concerning John Tonpit. Here in Jone 
boro the talk was resumed. He coul 
remember when Tonpit was counted a poor 
man, but now he seemed to be above want. 
The sordid fact angered him by persisting 
in invading his specualtions. John Sevier 
had th� right of it in saying Tonpit was 
engaged in a conspiracy-no doubt about 
that. But it was left for the girl herself 
to hint that she might be involved in his 
wretched schemes. 

" his beastly ambitions!" growled 
Jackson, turning from the trail and throwing 
himself under a clump of willows. 

He lighted his pipe and smoked it empty 
before recovering any of his natural op
timism. After all, he told himself, a father 
could not be unnatural with his only child. 
Tonpit's mode of address, even when 
talking to Elsie, was harsh. That char
acteristic induced one to attach undue 
significance to his simplest statements. 
The girl had permitted his solemn asser
tions to carry too much weight. She had 
confused the austere vehicle of his spoken 
thoughts with the simple meaning of his 
words. 

"He's a queer one," Jackson admitted 
as he stowed his pipe preparatory to re
suming his walk b�ck to the settlement. 
" I  can imagine the poor child being thrown 
into a panic by his cold voice announcing 
it's going to rain tomorrow." 

He chuckled a bit at this caricature of the 
maid's awe, then fell back under the wil
lows as the long shadow of a man fell across 
the .. sunlight within a few feet of him. 
Walking noiselessly, the stealthy figure of 
Lon Hester swung by. 

For a moment Jackson was tempted 
to accost him and conclude the little ar
gument started in the tavern. But his 
impulse vanished because of wonderment at 
the bully's presence at tills end of the set
tlement. The tavern was his proper habi
tat. Again he saw Polcher whispering in 
the bully's ear and saw the lat.ter set out 
afoot with the purposeful step of one going 
on an important errand. Linked up to 
this recollection was the girl's statement 
that her father had a visitor whom she was 
unwi11ing to name. 

"But it couldn't have been the tavern 
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," muttered Jackson, rising and 
Jllowing Hester. "Still, Polcher was 
the lout some orders and sent him 

"where. And Sevier says Polcher is a 
eep one. Polcher showed he was for the . 
panish alliance after the messenger came. 

He and Tonpit have the same fancy, it 
seems. But Tonpit was there and heard 
as much as Polcher did. What could 
happen that needed a message and a mes
senger? Sevier says all messages are 
brought to the tavern. 

· 

"Almost appears as if the affair was ripe 
for a sudden blow somewhere, for some
thing decisive to happen-and Tonpit was 
singing and whistling. Good Lord! What 
with being thrown off by North Carolina 
and not yet accepted by the Union, it cer
tainly isn't any time for the settlers to talce 
on fresh troubles. Reckon I've been selfish. 
I'll see Chucky Jack and tell him what little 
I know." 

Making a detour so as to escape the no
tice of the tavern loungers, Jackson ap
proached the court-house from the east 
side of the settlement. The town was 
ominously calm. Small groups of men 
were quietly talking, and all carried their 
rifles. As they talked, they looked much at 
the court-house, where through the windows 
Sevier could be seen pacing back and forth, 
his hands clasped behind him, his head bowed. 
He was one man who carried the entire 
load of the settlement's troubles. He was 
idolized by the men, ·and there was none 
who would think of intruding in this his 
great hour of anxiety. 

"Reckon, if Chucky Jack can't fix things 
up for us, there ain't no fixing to be done," 
one man spoke up and said to Jackson. 

"He's a great man," heartily retorted 
Jackson. ''I talked with him this morning 
for the first time. My name is Kirk 
Jackson, just returned from the Ohio." 

"My name's Stetson. My cabin is on 
t'other side of the court-house. Seen you 
with him this morning. You'll eat with 
us today. Where's your horse?" 

"Broke a leg a few miles out. Had to 
shoot him," the ranger sadly informed. 

"Shoo! That's tough. I've got several. 
Help yourself any time. I'll tell the wo
man." 

"It's a of a Government that leaves 
us folks to shift for ourselves," spoke up 
another settler, catching Jackson's eye. 

"Seeing how you've always shifted for 

yourselves, I reckon you ain't worse off 
than you've always· been," smiled Jackson. 
"And I reckon Jack Sevier's enough help 
for one settlement to have. The Indians 
are awfully scared of him." 

"That's 'cause they �now he won't wait 
to fight behind logs," Stetson broke in 
eagerly and with great pride. "They 
know that every time they make a raid 
he'll Jead us straight into their country for 
a hundred miles or so and rip out of 
their villages. Nothing takes the fighting 
guts out of a Injun so much as to hear
while burning a few cabins-that Chucky 
Jack is back in their towns burning up all 
their corn. He's thinking up things now." 

Jackson had halted his advance on the 
court-house because of the respectful aloof
ness of the settlers. But now came one 
who ignored the black frowns, an Indian. 
He was a Cherokee, and his path was to the 
court-house. 

� SUDDENLY a woman's shrill voice 
r called from a cabin : 
' � "The murderin' spy! He's come 

to see how we took the bad news!' '  
"There's more of his kidney back in the 

woods!'' shouted a man. 
The Indian continued his advance. The 

various groups of men thinned out and 
formed a half-circle behind him so as to 
block his retreat. The Indian halted and, 
still gazing at the court-house, threw back 
his head and sounded the wolf-howl, wa-ya. 
With muttered imprecations a score of 
rifles were brought to bear on him, while 
several men ran back to the forest to scout 
for a hidden foe. But the signal was in
tended only for Sevier, who now appeared 
at the window. A glance took in the situa
tion, the erect form of the red man and the 
half -circle of menacing rifles. Leaning from 
the window, Sevier shouted : 
- "Put down those guns! I'll answer for 
the Cheroke�!" Then to the savage, "The 
Tall Runner is welcome." 

Without a glance behind him, the Indian 
made for the door. Sevier sighted Jackson 
and beckoned for him to enter. 

Sevier was alone . in the long room. He 
motioned for Jackson to remain in the 
background and, addressing the Indian, 
said : 

"Tall Runner, of the Aniwaya people, is 
welcome. What talk does the warrior of 
the Wolf clan bring to me?" 
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The man of the Wolf, the most powerful 
clan of the Cherokee Nation, permitted his 
gaze to kindle with admiration as he looked 
on Sevier. After a brief silence he began : 

"I bring a talk from Old Tassel. He 
tells me to say to Tsan-usdi (Little John) 
that he is an old man. He says he is stand
ing on slippery ground. He says his elder 
brother's people are building houses in 
sight of Cherokee towns and that his 
young warriors grow nervous. He says the 
white people living south of the French 
Broad have no right there, and he asks his 
elder brother to take them away.' '  _ 

Sevier waited for a minute, then replied : 
' 'This is the talk I send back to Old 

Tassel. I will meet the Cherokee chiefs 
in a grand council and fix a p-lace beyond 
which no settler shall go south of the French 
Broad and the Holston. Tell Old Tassel 
that, if he stands on slippery ground, it is 
because the Indians have wet the ground 
with the blood of white people, killed while 
traveling the Kentucky road and while 
hoeing their fields along the Watauga. 

"As for the settlers who have made homes 
south of the French Broad, they can not 
now be removed, but, if the chiefs of the 
Nation will come to a council, we will 
agree they shall go no farther. The Chero
kees know Tsan-usdi wants peace. But 
there can be no lasting peace so long as the 
Cherokee Nation listens to the evil whis
perings of _ the Creeks and loads its guns 
with Spanish powder. Tell Old Tassel 
if  was North Carolina that sent the settlers 
south of the French Broad, not Little 
John." 

The Indian remained silent for several 
minutes, then with a cunning gleam in 
his eyes continued : 

. ' 'I will carry your talk to Old Tassel. 
Who sends the talk? Tsan-usdi or North 
Carolina? Or does Tsan-usdi speak for 
North Carolina?' ' 

Sevier's gaze hardened. He knew Old 
Tassel had learned of . North Carolina's 
act of cession. This would imply advance 
knowledge on the part of the chief. The 
messenger was sent with a colorless talk, 
his real errand being to learn how the 
settlers were reacting to the Cessions Act. 

In a voice of thunder he warned : 
"Brother of the Wolf, I am going to 

speak to you. Be wise and remember my 
words. Tell Old Tassel the talk comes 
from Little John and his three thousand 

riflemen. Tell him to forget that t 
tlements are no longer a part of 
Carolina. Tell him he is to remembe1 
the settlers never have had help from 
Carolina and have always depended tA1 
their own guns. Tell him our rifles shoot 
as straight and that our horses run as 
swiftly as they did a few moons ago. I 
will send for Old Tassel when I have my 
council talk ready." 

Tall Runner was somewhat abashed but 
did not offer to depart. He remained 
silent and motionless, staring furtively at 
the one white man the Cherokee Nation 
feared above all other men. For three 
centuries the Cherokees had made wars 
and treaties with the English, the Spanish, 
the French, the Americans, with Creeks, 
Catawbas, Shawnees and Iroquois, but in 
all their campaigns they had never shown 
so much respect, or fear, for any one indi
vidual as they had for John Sevier. 

Sevier knew Tall Runner had something 
on his mind, something he h�d not intended 
to speak but was now tempted to divulge. 
Sternly, yet not unkindly, Sevier prompted : 

"My brother of the Wolf has seen some
thing on . his way here, or has heard some
thing. He thought at first to bury it deep 
in his head. Now his medicine commands 
him to tel] it. The ears of Tsan-usdi are 
open ; his heart is open. Does the Tall 
Runner speak ?''  

The Indian stood with eyes cast down as 
if irresolute ; finally he lifted his head, 
succumbing to the personal magnetism of 
Sevier, a subtle. influence that never failed 
to work on both friend and foe, and said : 

"It is not in the talk I brought from our 
peace town of Echota. It is something I 
saw on the Great War-Path very near here . 
A dead man of the Ani-Kusa.' '  : 

Sevier's hands gripped the edge of the 
table. 

"A warrior from the upper Creek towns," 
he repeated. 

"He was a messenger," was the laconic 
correction. 

The borderer fully appreciated the grave 
results sure to follow the slaying of a mes
senger from McGillivray, Emperor of the 
Creek Nation. One faint hope remained, 
that the Creek had fallen by the hand of a 
Cherokee. 

As if reading his thoughts, Tall Runner 
significantly added : 

' 'The dead warrior was not scalped. 
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shot by a white man hiding in 
n. I found where the white man 
d and waited. I followed his trail 
o the settlement. I found where his 

left the settlement and made for the 
woods.' '  

There was no doubt in the minds of 
either Sevier or Jackson as to the identity 
of the assassin. Major Hubbard, his heart 
rankling with fanatical hatred for all red 
men, had left the village for the forest, 
taking the direction the Cherokee would 
cover on returning home. 

"When was the Creek killed?" quietly 
asked Sevier. 

''The blood had dried.' '  
"Five hours ago," muttered Sevier. 

Then aloud, "How do you know the Creek 
brought a message for me?" 

"Who else would he bring a talk to?" 
shrewdly countered Tall Runner. "He 
carried no arms. He was a messenger. 
His moccasins were worn through because 
of haste. He had not stopped at any of our 
villages to get new moccasins. His talk was 
for the white men. Little John is their chief.' '  

"And by this time the news of his death 
is spreading," Sevier gloomily mused. 

"I threw boughs on the body. It may 
not be seen if Tsan-usdi goes and covers it 
with earth. If others find it, the word will 
travel as far as a red ax or a war-belt can 
travel. "  Which was equivalent to saying 
that McGillivray would surely learn of the 
killing and seize upon it as pretext for 
declaring war upon the settlements. 

Sevier walked to the window and back. \ 

When he halted before the Cherokee, his 
countenance was placid, and his voice was 
gentle as he directed : 

' 'Go to Old Tassel and tell him my talk. 
That I will meet him and his head men and 
give them a talk ;  that I wish only for peace 
and will hold back the whites from going 
farther on Cherokee lands unless an Indian 
war makes me use all my riflemen in defend
ing our cabins. ' '  

CHAPTER III 

THE PRICE OF A JUG OF WHISKY 

FINDING himself overlooked, Jackson 
reminded : 

"I'm still here. If I'm in the way; I 'll get 
out. Of course I couldn't  help hearing 
your talk with the Cherokee." 

"Don't go," Sevier replied. "I'm wor
ried about the dead Creek. Tall Runner 
says he was an Ani-Kusa, from the upper 
towns. He brought a message from Mc
Gillivray. There was no writing on his 
body, or Tall Runner would have found it  
and brought it  here. That makes two 
mysteries. "  

" I  don't  understand," Jackson confessed. 
"Two mysteries?" 

"Who was to receive McGillivray's mes
sage? Who did receive the message?" 

"Isn't it possible McGillivray is trying to 
treat with you ; that some of the tavern · 
trowd found it out and stole the message 
and killed the Indian?" Jackson put the 
query with much animation, the theory 
growing on him even as he spoke. 

"No. McGillivray has spies at the State 
capital. He knew ahead what the Legisla
ture intended doing before the Cessions 
Act was passed. He knows he '··. couldn't 
swing me into line with Spain. Believing 
that the Watauga settlements are disowned 
and helpless, it's the tavern crowd he'd 
dicker with." 

"If Hubbard killed him, why didn't he 
get the message?" 

"I haven't any doubt as to Hubbard's 
killing him. · He went in that direction in 
time to meet the Creek. He left us with 
blood in his thoughts, cursing all Indians 
and believing the Chickamaugas are taking 
the warpath. He saw the Creek and shot 
him. He never bothered to approach the 
body, much less to examine it. Either the 
Creek had delivered the message or it was 
found on his body by some white man 
before Tall Runner came along." 

"I saw Hester leave the tavern and go 
down the trail in that direction right after 
the messenger brought the news of the Ces
sions Act," Jackson informed, his sense of 
duty overriding his disinclination to say 
anything that might compromise Tonpit. 

"Ah! Hester never quits the tavern un
less it's on important business. But none 
of that gang would kill a messenger sent 
them by McGillivray. It's through him 
that Spanish gold comes to them. Do you 
know where Hester went?" 

Jackson was deeply embarrassed and felt 
himself slipping into deep water. 

"I don't know, but I believe he visited 
John Tonpit. He was afoot and didn't 
plan to go far. A short time afterward I 
saw him coming up the trail. I didn't see 
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him go to or come from Tonpit's house. "  did he or did he not confer with Lon 
"My boy, why not tell it all?" gravely this morning?" 

encouraged Sevier. "That means I lose the girl," Ja 
Jackson made his decision under the sadly reminded. 

compelling gaze of the steady blue eyes and - "Not if she is the girl I've always believe 
briefly related his meeting Miss Elsie and her to be. I tell you she's an American girl. 
his knowledge that her father was closeted She may not call it that, but she is. She 
with a visitor. would despise you if you dodged your duty 

"That would explain much!" rapped out to secure her love. Remember, you'll get 
Sevier. "McGillivray sent a written mes- nothing worth while in this life except what 
sage to Major Tonpit. The bearer man- you pay for by work and suffering. God 
aged to get it to the tavern. Polcher for- knows we who have won the Watauga and 
warded it to Ton pit by Hester. If the the Kentucky lands have paid the full price. 
Creek had taken it direct to the major, he Tell the girl frankly you must know more 
probably would now be alive. But the about her father's doings from the lips of 
system is to send all messages to the tavern, her father." 
where they are relayed without exciting "He'd simply rage and probably threaten 
suspicion. That Polcher is a deep one. to shoot me." 
He's a natural conspirator. He loves un- "I need scarcely remind you that threats 
derhanded methods. He must be an able won't scare a man who's just from the 
man to hide his real self in the role of a Shawnee country," said Sevier with a smile. 
tavern-keeper. " it! I'll lose my chances of seeing 

"Tonpit couldn't  do that. He's in- the girl without learning anything that 
sanely ambitious. He must always have a would help you." 
dignified part to play. Useful at a certain "Tonpit will rage and bluster, and he'll 
point when his dignity fits in, such as in- threaten and forbid your seeing Elsie. But 
fluencing some of our settlers to follow his he won't lie about Hester ; there's where he· 
lead, but incapable of continual plotting. is weak as a plotter. If he saw him, he'll 
He's just a fool figurehead. Yes, I'm con- fume and demand what business it is of 
vinced Polcher is the more dangerous man yours. Then tell him you propose to marry 
of the two." his daughter. She's of age. If she loves 

Jackson hesitated and twisted nervously. you and is worth the winning, you'll lose 
His sympathies were entirely with the set- nothing. The other way-trying to re
tlement. Although he had known Sevier main neutral-leads to dishonor and the 
for a few hours only, he was eager to serve girl's contempt. When do--you see her?" 
him. Finally he blurted out : "Tonight-about ten o'clock." 

"I expect to see Miss Elsie tonight. Nat- "I will be here waiting for you. I under-
urally I don't care to set her father against stand your feelings. It's na�ural you 
me, but, if I learn anything that's all right should feel a bit selfish. Love-making 
for me to repeat, I'll tell you. "  wouldn't  be worth the experience if lovers 

Leaning forward, Sevier swept his flaming weren't selfish. But Miss Elsie would 
gaze up and down the ranger's trim form in scorn a man who slighted his duty. Our 
mingled anger and scorn. country comes first. If I can find out what 

"Young man," he softly said, "you're Tonpit intends to do, if only a hint of his 
either an America!}_ or just a two-legged next move, I can make a close guess about 
critter. Can't you see the time has come what McGillivray wrote him. I know the 
when it must be decided once for all Creek Nation has been ready to strike for 
whether an English or a Spanish-speaking months and has been held back until the 
race is to rule this country? What are your Cherokees could be won over. Now that 
personal affairs compared with the destiny we're ceded to the Union and believed to 
of a world? As an American you'll do be unprotected, the Cherokees favor the 
nothing dishonorable. I don't expect you Creek alliance. 
to wheedle secrets from Elsie, whom I've ''Old Tassel is cunning beyond the aver
known and loved dearly and who is as age. He wants peace, but he'll fight to get 
good· an American as I am. But there's no back the French Broad lands. Tall Run
reason why you shouldn't  go to John Ton- ner's talk was merely to show me that the 
pit and put the question to him frankly : Cherokees know our condition, a strong 
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or us to vacate the French Broad 
If we'd withdraw from the Broad 

..le Holston, Old Tassel would strongly 
�e any alliance with the Creeks. As it 

ow stands, we're facing the power of 
upain, the enmity of the Creeks and a very 
probable alliance between the Creeks and 
the Cherokees, with the Seminoles thrown 
in for good measure. By heavens! It's 
high time we all began to be good Ameri
cans!" 

"God knows I'm an · American!" cried 
Jackson, catching the other's fervor. "I 
was training to be one when I first risked 
my hair among the Shawnees and Wyan
dots. Yes, Sevier, I'll give my all to block 
Spain." 

"Good boy!" cried Sevier, and their 
hands met with a smack. "Now we'll go 
and eat." 

( (Stetson asked me to come there. He's 
offered to let me have a horse. "  

"Stetson is of the salt of the earth, and 
Mrs. Stetson has a knack of frying chicken 
that even makes my Kate jealous." 

THE Virginian had no set purpose 
as, after the midday meal, he wan
der�d to the outskirts of the settle- · 

ment. He wished to be alone with his jum
ble of new thoughts. He had meant every 
word of his earnest declaration to Sevier, 
but there still lingered in the back of his 
mind the question, how much of his solemn 
statements had smacked of the rhetorical, 
and how much was based on genuine, lofty 
sentiments? Sevier was sure to set a lis
tener's p�lses to dancing. He developed 
the full strength of a man's honesty. He 
had played Jackson up to himself as being 
a hundred per cent. patriot. 

Now, alone and with leisure to think it all 
over, Jackson feared he might be only 
ninety-eight per cent. patriot and two per 
cent. selfish lover. Yet he considered 
himself a good American. Hadn't he fought 
for the colonies? Now that only white 
wampum hung between Amerit:a and the 
mother-country, hadn't he earned the right 
to order liis life along the lines of love, to 
cater to the two per cent. of his make-up 
and create a home in the land he had helped 
to secure for Anglo-Saxons? Even Sevier 
had said love was legitimately selfish to- a 
certain degree. But who was to determine 
the degree? 

Chucky Jack at the age of seventeen 

years had married his Bonnie Kate. He 
had had his love and could better afford to 
give more of his time and strength to build
ing up the new republic than a man who 
had fought for years with no opportunity 
for wooing a maid. And were not there 
many others, as fortunate as Chucky Jack, 
who could carry on the work? 

"Wrong, wrong! All wrong!" groaned 
Jackson as he entered a little glade and 
threw himself on the ground. "Jack Sevier 
would never have been turned aside from his 
good work. Marri�d or single, successfully 
wooing or rejected, nothing could come be
tween him and what he believed to be his 
duty. He has vision. He sees things far 
ahead. He looks down the years. He's 
willing to sacrifice everything for results that 
can't be recognized until long after he's 
dead. 

" ! Why quibble with myself? He·'s 
a bigger man than I can ever be. Even 
now it isn't my Americanism that stirs me 
so much as it is love for Elsie. Lord, if 
only loving Elsie constituted Americanism, 
I'd be the first patriot in all the land. Yet 
one can imitate Sevier. Maybe the unsel
fishness will come later.''  

Possibly Jackson underrated his national
ism. Certainly he had done all that a man 
could during the years of incessant warfare. 
Undoubtedly he averaged high above the 
status of many citizens. A proof of this was 
his humble realization that Washington and 
others who carried the torch of freedom 
were far above him in spiritual ideals. They 
were exalted to the stars, while he groped 
along the ground. But, so long as he knew 
this, there was every hope for his climbing 
high among the peaks of democracy. 

Of course the country was in rather a 
chaotic state, notwithstanding the mighty 
labors of the giants. Congress was power
less to function in important matters unless 
nine States gave consent. ..&vereignty was 
claimed by every State. While this con
dition existed, it is not to be wondered that a 
simple ranger should find it difficult to com
prehend the exact essence of ·Americanism. 
The Articles of Confederation could not be 
changed without' the consent of every State. 
In short, Congress could recommend but 
not enforce. It could borrow money but 
had no authority to pay it back. 

It could coin money but had no authority 
to purchase bullion. It could make war and 
could not raise a soldier. With the States 
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thus jealously retaining the power of ini tia
ti ve, it was logical that a man should identify 
himself by proclaiming his State citizenship. 
To merely say "I am an American" was to 
speak anonymously. 

But as Jackson mulled it  over with 
chastened mind the obscure places in his 
soul caught vagrant rays of light, and he 
marveled at the birth of new comprehen
sions. At first they were nebulous and 
vague in details. As he concentrated, they 
took on substance until his soul-gaze swept 
over a mighty panorama, as if a stu
pendous flash of divine fire were lighting the 
future and revealing what might -be if the 
dreams of the dreamers came true. 

"Just one State!" he whispered, closing 
his eyes to retain the picture. "By heavens, 
that's it! Washington has seen it! Sevier 
sees it! No, no! It can't be all that!" 

This last, as the picture persisted in 
widening, sweeping over unknown rivers, 
leaping towering mountain ranges not yet 
seen by white men, and promised to include 
all between the rising and setting suns. 

"A man would get drunk thinking on it," 
he muttered, rubbing his eyes as if wakening 
from deep sleep. 

"Been takin' a snooze?" greeted a voice. 
Jackson glanced up and beheld Old 

Thatch, owlishly contemplating him and 
weaving slightly from side to side in a man
ner that was reminiscent of tavern whisky. 

Jackson sat up and scowled blackly at the 
old man. 

"You're the fellow who objected to my 
kicking that cur this morning. Clear out 
before I forget you're a drunken old fool. "  

Thatch smiled forgivingly and chuckled 
softly. His bleared eyes were thoroughly 
amiable as he dropped to the ground and 
grunted in comfort at feeling himself se
curely anchored. 

"Lawd, but ye did sure give Lon his 
needm's," he mumbled. "Reckon Polcher 
now wishes ye'd finished the job. Such 
doin's! Such doin's!" 

Laying aside his animosity, Jackson sur
veyed him curiously. 

' 'But Polcher and Hester are great 
friends, "  he protested. 

"Mebbe yas, mebbe no. He! He!" 
snickered Thatch, wagging his white head 
knowingly. "Ye see, ye don' t know what I 
know." And he rumbled with laughter. 

"Oh, I reckon I know all you know," 
taunted Jackson. 

"No, siree! "  hotly denied Thatch. 
couldn't. 'Cause why? 'Cause I "' 
only one in the tap-room when they 
it. I was sleepin' in the corner when tilt 
jawin' woke me up. Lawdy, but there 
ain't nothin' but bloody belts atween then\ 
two!" 

"Oh, they're always quarreling," said 
Jackson with a fine show of indifference. 
' 'What else can one expect from a drunken 
bully and a low-down tavern-keeper. "  

"Sonny, ye spoke the truth in a fashion. 
That Polcher treated me like dirt, yes, 
siree! Like common dirt! An' all I asked 
for was a gallon. Yes, siree! Y e've hit the 
bull's-eye in the center. He is low-down. 
I'm Maryland stock. He ain't nothin' but 
a onery North Car'lina sand-hiller of a 
quarter-breed. He didn't even dast to cross 
the mountiH.gs till better men had gone 
ahead an' made a clearin' ."  

Then with ludicrous solemnity : 
"But ye're wrong 'bout their always 

jawin' .  They never struck fire till today. 
They had a clash this mornin' afore ye 
come, Polcher 'lowin' that Lon was too free
spoken, but it  wa'n't much. B ut what I 
seen just now had murder writ all over it. 
They was in Polcher's little room,. an' the col
ored boy was asleep ahind the bar. Lawdy, 
but I could tell things if I wanted to!" And 
the old reprobate hugged his knees and en
joyed his own confidences. 

"Bah! Hester is always trying to stir up 
a fight only to find he hasn't enough guts to 
go through with it," sneered Jackson, yawn
ing elaborately and making to rise. 

"Don't go!" begged Thatch. "I'm hank� 
erin' for comp'ny. It wa'n't Hester what 
started the trouble this time. It was Pol
cher. I was asleep at the first of it, but I 
reckon' I didn' t  miss much. An' ye can 
lay to it, it  was somethin' of a eye-opener to 
me! Never'n my life seen Polcher like that 
afore. Nothin' of the tavern-keeper 'bout 
him. No, siree! When they come through 
the door of his room, he was jest out'n-out 
ugly. He was askin' Hester to tell what 
come of some job he'd sent him out on, an' 
Hester opined the major wouldn' t  thank 
him for peddlin' his 'fairs round tap-rooms. 

"Whewee! Jest a streak of lightnin' ,  an' 
Polcher had him by the throat an' a knife 
at his weazen! He! He! Lonny knows 
now how I felt when he was chuckin' me 
this mornin'. Ye never see a cock-o'-the
walk eat dirt an' crawl like he did. Polcher 
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him say he was jest a yaller dawg. 
�•im swear he'd know his master an

time. Then he took off his hat an' 
Apped his face with it till the feather got 

busted. An', although Lon's throat was 
free of Polcher's hand when his face was 
bein' slapped, he stood mighty still an' 
lam' -like an' took it." 

"And Hester told what he was asked? Tut, 
tu t! I don't believe it," scoffed Jackson. 

"Sonny, I'm older then them mountings, 
but I ain 't no liar. No, siree! They don't 
breed no liars in ol' Maryland. I was wide 
awake an' seen it an' heard it jest as I've 
told. Lon knuckled under an' said he'd 
took the word to the major." 

" Erhuh? What next?" 
"Wal, that was the p'int that Polcher 

seen me � the corner an' quit Lon to drag 
me to the middle of the floor, an' it was the 
time I 'lowed it was best for me to act sleepy. 
Lon went back with him to the small room, 
an' it was when they come out that I asked 
for a gallon , promisin' to pay, an' that 
Polcher treated me so p'izen mean." 

A PIERCING whistle penetrated 
the glade with the incisiveness of a 
war-arrow. Jackson swung about 

to locate the source. The effect on Thatch 
was quite remarkable. For one thing the 
whistle seemed to drive the whisky fumes 
from his brain and leave him sobered and 
horribly frightened. Scarcely able to speak, 
he dragged himself to Jackson and huskily 
whispered : 

"Go, go! Keep shet on what I've said. 
It's Polcher's whistle. He's lookin' for me. 
If he sees me with ye, he'll opine I've been 
blabbin'. He'll cut my throat, jest as sure 
as he promised to cut Hester's. Oh, Gawd! 
He's comin'!" 

Jackson took him by the shoulder a:pd 
shook him violently and murmured : 

"Stop it, you fool. Pretend to be asleep. 
Polcher ·won't see me." And, picking up his 
rifle, he glided in to the bushes. 

The whistle sounded again, shrilling on 
the ear most unpleasantly. Jackson man
euvered with the stealth he had acquired in 
stalking the Shawnees and soon located the 
tavern-keeper. From behind a tree he saw 
Polcher, still wearing his soiled apron, 
slowly �dvancing toward him, his eyes 
shifting from side to side and with nothing 
of a landlord's urbanity showing in his 
face. Jackson remained motionless, deter-

mined if discovered to see that Polcher did 
not :find the old man. Polcher advanced 
several feet, then pursed his lips and re
peated his signal. Thatch's voice queru
lously called out :  

"What'n sin ye want now? Can't a man 
git a little sleep?" 

Turning aside, Polcher strode through the 
undergrowth and into the glade. Jackson 
slipped along after him until he saw him 
stop and stand before Thatch. 

"What are you doing here?" gently asked 
Polcher, studying the old man keenly. 

"Tryin' to forgit ye wouldn't let me have 
a leetle rye," sullenly answered Thatch. 

"The stranger, the one called Jackson, 
walked this way. Have you seen him?" 

Old Thatch stupidly blinked his eyes and 
shook his head. 

"Ain't seen hide nor hair of him. Want 
me to find him?" · 

"No. Tell me what you thought of 
Hester's talk back in the tavern." This 
was put in an ingratiating voice, but Jack
son noted the hand under the apron was 
clasping the hilt of a knife, and he insured 
Thatch against an unpolitic answer by 
drawing a bead on the boniface. 

But Thatch, sober, possessed an animal's 
instinct and s�elled the trap. 

"That Lon Hester's a derned fool. Wish 
some one would comb him," he growled. 
"See how he choked me this mornin'? By 
Gawdfrey! Take it a few years back an' he 
wouldn't be wearin' no rooster's feathers 
round this yere settlement. Almost wish 
we'd let the stranger muss him up. Reckon 
the new feller could do it, at that. "  

"I mean, about what he said to me," 
quietly CGrrected Polcher, drawing a step 
nearer, both hands under his apron now. 

"Lawd, he didn't go for to give ye any lip, 
did he?" cried Thatch. "If he did, ye was a 
fool to take it. Lem'me tell ye somethin', 
Polcher, that mebbe ye don't know. · Lon 
Hester's :fightin' nerve is mighty poor qual
ity. He's low-down. If ever he gives ye 
any lip, jest ye comb him. Why, if I was a 
bit younger, I'd mount him in a second. 
Makes we -feel wolfish round the head an' 
shoulders to see that feller carry on so an' 
make his betters step aside. Now, 'cause ye 
keep a tavern, he 'lows he can bully ye. 
But if ye'll jest swing a bottle ag'in his 
chuckle-head he'll be as meek as a rabbit." 

He ran out of breath and paused. Polcher 
frowned slightly, withdrew one harid and 
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rubbed his chin doubtfully. Jackson hugely 
admired the old man's dissimulation and 
lowered his rifle. 

"I thought you heard him giving me some 
lip when you woke up," mused Polcher. "I 
intended to ask you about it, but you was 
gone before I remembered. I want you to 
promise me you'll say nothing about it. If 
the other fellows knew he'd made cheap 
talk to me, it might set them all doing the 
same thing. And I have it hard enough as 
it is." 

Old Thatch avoided this trap also and 
replied : :!. 

"But I never heard nothin'.  But I do 
still opine ye didn't treat me very friendly 
when I only asked for a gallon. I know 
where a Injun has some furs hid, an' I'd 
have fetched 'em to ye tonight. Ye might 'a' 
took that chance on a old customer." 

Polcher laughed with his lips, making no 
sound, and slowly withdrew his right hand 
from the apron and folded his artns. 

"See here, Thatch," he softly began, 
"that gallon is yours and several more if you 
fetch me the furs-but leave the Injun." 

"Leave the Injun?" 
· "Exactly. Leave him so he'll stay just 
where you leave him." 

"Y e mean for me to kill him?" hoarsely 
asked Thatch. 

"Well, I'm quarter-blood, but I dop.'t like 
Injuns," murmured Polcher. 

"But that would bring a war-party ag'in 
us," the old man protested. 

"What's that to you, you old coward? 
You wouldn't  have to do any fightihg. 
You're afraid," growled Polcher. 

" 'Fraid of a Injun! · Huh! Like --!"  
wrathfully retorted Thatch. 

"Now listen to me. If you blab a word, 
you'll never blab another. I've changed 
my mind about tiie furs. I don't want 
them. Bring a scalp and get your jug." 

"I ain't got a tender stomach when it 
comes to Injuns. But this cuss is a friendly 
one. Lives near here. It would be like 
killin' a neighbor. I I can't do it," cried 
Thatch, his old face now running sweat. 

"Then I've made a mistake and talked to 
the wrong man. It's your hair or the 
Injun's ,before midnight." 

"It means war on the Watauga cabins," 
whined Thatch. 

"That's nothing to you. A single word 
of this to any one and I'll first prove you're . 
a drunken old liar, and then I'll cut your 
10 

throat. Now, I'm going back and fil 
jug." 

With this gruesome warning I 
made for the settlement. Jacksoh 
concealed, curious to see what Thatch W( 

do. He knew the old man would have nc 
great compunctions about killing an Indian. 
It  was the after-effects he dreaded, the pros
pects of his white hair flying from a Chero
kee belt. 

Polcher's purpose was clear; he wished to 
precipitate trouble between the Cherokees 
and the Watauga men. A mighty danger 
hung over the settlements; it would only re
quire a Cherokee slain by a white man to 
bring the danger crashing down. Once 
committed to a campaign of vengeance, the 
Cherokee Nation would gladly accept the 
war-belt offered by McGillivray and his 
Creeks, and Charles III, of Spain, would de
cide he held winning cards. 

Thatch remained motionless until Pol
cher was out of sight and hearing; then with 
a muttered curse he picked up his rifle and 
shuffled toward the ancient Indian· trail 
which led to the south. Jackson followed 

, to prevent the murder. The prospective 
victim must live nearby, according to 
Thatch's words. He would be one of Old 
Tassel's warriors, friendly to the whites 
and willing to dwell on th� edge of their 
civilization. Mumbling under his breath, 
Thatch followed the trail only a short dis
tance before leaving it for the forest. Jack� 
son was now at his heels, wondering if he 
were fully decided to commit the crime. 

The old man stopped close to the trail 
and sat down on a log and rested his rifle on 
some dead brush and stared intently at his 
feet. Jackson watched his face and saw his 
great weakness gradually conquer. Thatch 
was picturing the endless procession of jugs 
one scalp would buy. By degrees his aged 
eyes grew bright with resolution, and the 
lips under the beard ceased trembling. 

"What's a Injun more or less?" he 
grunted, stooping for his rifle and slipping 
and plunging both arms deep into the 
brush. 

He began mouthing profanity but sud
denly desiSied and stared as if death
struck. Jackson was greatly puzzled at 
this extraordinary behavior. From a de
cision to do murder he had inexplicably 
dropped into the depths· of terror. The 
watery eyes were round and fixed ; the arms, 
still buried nearly to the shoulders, were 
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and straining. Then, very slowly, the 
were· withdrawn, while the eyes, as if 

l by a magnet, slowly turned down-

ackson nearly betrayed himself v1hen 
three hands instead of only two emerged 
from the brush. 

"He's stumbled on to the dead Creek
McGillivray's messenger!" gasped Jackson 
under his breath. 

Incredulously the old man glared at the 
dead hand his living hands had found under 
the brush. For nearly a minute he re
mained with his gaze fixed ; then a cunning 
expression crept over his base face, and he 
turned his head in all directions to make sure 
he was unobserved. Satisfied he was alone 
with the dead brave, he grunted and growled 
like an animal worrying its prey and drew 
his knife and .reaching deep into the brush, 
worked with feverish haste. 

IT LACKED an hour of ten o'clock 
when Jackson finished trailing 
Thatch to his lonely cabin. After 

completing his horrid business, Thatch had 
proceeded to an isolated Indian hut and 
hung about near the clearing waiting for an 
opportunity to steal the furs.. Polcher had 
told him the furs were not necessary, but 
possibly the old man planned to palm off the 
scalp as having belonged to the owner of the 
pelts and thus doubly insure his supply of 
strong drink. But the Indian owner had re
mained near his cabin door, and as the 
shadows gathered the old man sought his 
cabin. 

Jackson had planned to follow Thatch 
until he went for his whisky, but as time 
pressed he abandoned his purpose and hur
ried back to find Sevier. He was much cha
grined to find no candle burning in the 
court-house. If he was to keep his appoint
ment with Elsie, . he could not waste any 
time looking for his friend. He hesitated 
for a moment, then set off for the Tonpit 
cabin. 

He stood at the edge of the clearing just as 
the moon climbed above the forest crown. 
The cabin was dark, and a hush hung over 
the place. He proceeded to the arbor and 
softly called her name. Even as he paused 
for her to answer, he was convinced she 
would not come. Not only did the clearing 
and the cabin exhale the atmosphere of 
something abandoned, but the queer fancy 
0bsessed him that life had never dwelt 

there ; that his meeting with the girl in the 
morning hours was a dream. 

He had promised her .he would not seek 
her at the house, and he had assured Sevier 
he would seek her father there. The silence 
was oppressive and grew upon him and his 
first feeling, which was of sadness, gave 
place for alarm. 

Groping his way to the log, he brushed it 
wifh his fingers and was rewarded by find
ing a scrap of paper. This should have 
brought him happiness and should have dis
pelled his morbid imaginings, for it proved 
she had been there a short time since and, 
therefore, must even now be in the cabin. 
The effect on his melancholy was quite the 
contrary; it savored more of some memento 
of old, dead days, like the finding of a keep
sake in the debris of ancient things. 

"Idiot!" he snarled at himself. "One 
would think I was bewitched. Elsie has 
been here and left a word for me. Now to 
see what she has to say.'' 

He hastened out into the thin moonlight 
and essayed to read the paper but was 
baffled. It was maddening to know he must 
wait until he reached a cabin light before he 
could know her message. It was a small, 
irregular piece of paper, suggesting it had 
been torn hurriedly from a larger piece. 
This in itself, betokening great haste or 
need of secrecy, was disquieting. He 
turned, eager to reach a light, then remem
bered his word to Sevier. Thrusting the 
paper into his hunting-shirt, he strode 
through the clumps of shrubbery and made 
for the cabin. 

Elsie had said her father retired · to his 
room at this hour but not to sleep. He 
walked the floor much of the night, but no 
light shone in the cabin. To make sure, 
Jackson made a circuit of the house before 
approaching the door. Then as he raised 
his hand to rap his first premonition of empti
ness came back to him. He pounded 
lustily and gained no heed. The cabin was 
.dead. He seized the latch-string only to 
drop it. He kn.ew he could gain an en
trance easily. Tonpit would not bother 
to lock the house. 

If Sevier were correct in his surmises, the 
thieves in the settlement would respect the 
place as belonging to a friend of McGilli
vray. Honest men would not intrude. 
But what would i t  profit for him to enter? 
He had no light, and he doubted if a crumb 
of fire would be burning in the fireplace 
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now it was July. His fumbling hands would 
find many reminders of the girl, and he 
needed no more than his heart now held. 

Turning away, he regained the trail and 
hastened back to the settlement. As he 
approached each cabin, he pulled forth the 
paper, hoping to find a lighted window out
side of which he could pause and read his 
message. The settlers, however, retired 
early in the Watauga region, and each 
cabin was a squat, dark mass.. But ahead 
there did gleam a light, a tiny beacon, and 
he knew Sevier was awaiting his return to 
the court-house. 

He ran swiftly and noiselessly and with
out pausing to announce himself pushed 
open the door and jumped across the thresh
old. Sevier was seated at the table, his 
right elbow resting on it, his hand gripping a 
long pistol, the muzzle of which covered the 
door. 

"You, Jackson! "  he softly exclaimed, 
dropping the pistol. "You come as if the 
devil was after you." 

"Th�re's no one in the Tonpit house. 
She left a message for me, and I haven't had 
a chance to read it," panted Jackson, 
snatching up a candle and holding it close to 
the paper. Sevier watched his face closely 
and saw the dark features change from a 
frown of perplexity to a scowl of under-
standing. . 

"Read!" choked Jackson, restoring the 
candle to the table and dropping the note. 

Sevier bowed over if and read-

Little T.alassee. 

" ! " gasped Jackson, wiping his wet 
face. "Little TaJa,ssee! Where McGilli
vray, Emperor of the Creeks, lives! " 

The writing was � mere scrawl, as if the 
girl had but a moment. 

''It was a suwrize to her," murmured 
Sevier. "She wasn't prepared for it. They 
started immediately after her father gave 
the word. Of course he went with her. 
He isn't entirely an idiot.'' 

"But why? Why?" was Jackson's ago
nized query. 

Sevier rose and paced to the window and 
back, his brows wrinkled in perplexity. 
But when he halted at the table again, the 
furrows on his forehead were ironed out. 
Placing a hand on Jackson's shoulder, he 
said : 

"I think I have it. The Creek messenger 

brought a talk for Tonpit, a writ 
McGillivray. Both McGillivray an 
pit knew what the Legislature inten 
do. Tonpit was here to be on the gl. 
His reward was to be great if he influen 
the bulk of the settlers to submit peacefully 
to Spain's rule. But McGillivray, in put
ting everything at stake, feared Tonpit 
would not stand firm. So, I believe, his 
message was to demand a hostage, a guar
antee that Tonpit would see the . matter 
through to the end. He demanded the girl 
as the hostage. Her father consented. "  

"Good God! Impossible! His own 
daughter!' '  choked Jackson. 

"Wait a bit. Alexander McGillivray is 
very much the gentleman. In case of an 
Indian war, the girl is safer with him than 
she is in Jonesboro. He won't harm her. 
She remains his guest while her father car
ries out his end of the bargain. The 
messenger sent the writing to Tonpit 
through one of the tavern crowd " 

"Hester!" 
''But, instead of turning and making 

tracks for home once the message was de
livered, the Creek waited. He came stealth
ily and even avoided the Cherokee towns. 
Why should he invite discovery by hanging 
around on the. edge of Jonesboro ? Because 
he was waiting to guide Tonpit and the girl 
back to the Coosa River. I've been down 
and looked the ground over. He was killed 
while sitting in a clump of bushes. His 
slayer's trail entered the woods from this 
settlement and then returned here. I fol
lowed it both ways until it was lost in the 
beaten path. Hubbard did it, all right." 

Jackson then rapidly told of his meeting 
with Thatch, the quarrel between Hester 
and Polcher and the latter's bargain for a 
Cherokee scalp and Thatch's substitution 
of the Creek's hair. 

Sevier heard him through in silence until 
he described the taking of the scalp. Then 
the borderer exclaimed aloud and cried

"That's more important than the disap
pearance of the girl ! "  

' 'John Sevier '' 
"No, no. Calm yourself! Miss Elsie 

will be safe in McGillivray's  town. But, if 
it's known a peaceful Cherokee has been 
m�rdered, we'll have Old Tassel's three 
thousand savages joining with Watts with
out waiting for any help from the Creeks. 
That will be the chance McGillivray has 
been waiting for-and the Lord help the 
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, the Holston and the French 
a.nd poor John Robertson down on 

mberland!' '  
t no Cherokee will be missing, let 

1e be dead. It's a Creek that furnishes 
�e scalp," reminded Jackson. 

"And we can't afford to have the ·Creek's 
murder known any better than we could a 
Cherokee's," cried Sevier. "McGillivray 
would never forgive the slaying of his mes
senger. The office is almost sacred. 
Hubbard for getting us into such a mess ! 
Oh, why didn't I examine the brush-pile 
when down there! I found it easy enough 
but thought it could wait till I had more 
time. Time? Every second fights against 
usl" 

"If Major Hubbard hadn't killed the 
Creek, then Thatch would have wiped out 
a Cherokee. It's six of one and half a 
dozen of the other. "  

"Not so. You would have stopped 
Thatch. But we're wasting time. Make 
for the tavern. If Thatch isn't in Polcher's 
room in the back end toward the garden, he 
hasn't arrived. You must hold him up and 
take the scalp from him." 

"And you?" 
"I'm off to do what I should have done 

before bury the Creek where none will 
find him. Report to me here. Remember 
what is at stake !" 

"I'm an American," growled Jackson, 
snatching up his rifle and gliding from the 
room. 

THE tap-room of the tavern con
tained half a dozen patrons, who 

i sat along the walls in silence, as 
if waiting. A mulatto boy presided over 
the bar. There were none of the usual 
loungers outside the door, and the door was 
closed. By these signs Jackson knew Pol
cher had dismissed all but a trusty few so 
as to leave a clear path for Old Thatch. 
Pausing only long enough to m�ke sure Hes
ter was not in the tap-room, the ranger 
skirted the zone of light and gained the 
garden at the rear. 

There was a light in the room, but Jack
son could not make out any occupants. 
From his positi.on a man on either side of 
the room would be out of range. To make 
sure Thatch was not a]ready there, he 
dropped behind some currant bushes and 
commenced crawling to one side. His 
maneuver was lialted by the sudden appear-

ance of Polcher's figure blocking the 
window. 

Then came the devilish whistle that car
ried the edge of a lance, and Jackson was 
startled and chagrined to hear a feeble reply 
back of him. Steps shuffied nearer, and the 
young Virginian knew he had lost his 
chance of intercepting Thatch. However, 
the game was not lost. The old man would 
deliver his ghastly trophy, and the next play 
would be to vault through the window and 
take it away from the tavern-keeper. 

"Can't see a derned thing facin' the 
light," croaked the complaining voice of 
Thatch. 

"Ssst I You fool!" hissed Polcher, 
placing the candle on the floor so that it fed 
up against his ferocious face but no longer 
blinded the gaze of his tool. ''Come close. 
I've cleared the babblers from the tap-room, 
but it's best even they should not see you. 
I have the jug here, filled. Have you the 
price?" 

"I've fetched the price," shivered Thatch, 
and he passed within three feet of Jackson 
in making for the window. 

"Good! Good!" softly applauded Pol
cher. "I knew you had the right stuff in 
you. ' '  

"I-I couldn't git no furs!" huskily con
fessed Thatch. 

"You brought the other?" anxiously de-
manded Polcher. 

"It's here in my shirt. " 
"Then the furs and hand over. " 
"Here she be, but I'm mighty onnerved. 

Kindly pass out the jug afore I drop. I feel 
like the devil's been taggin' every one of my 
steps. Ugh!" 

"Just a minute," mumbled Polcher, duck
ing from Jackson's view in bending close to 
the light. 

' 'I tell ye I need some licke� now,'' in
sisted Thatch. "I feel dretful sick. I can 
see all sorts of critters right beside me." 

" "Hush, you fool!"  gritted Polcher, rais
ing his head. "Here, I'll hold it. Drink! "  
There came a protracted gurgling, followed 
by a deep sigh of content. 

"Reckon now I'm game to face all the 
devils a tween the Watauga an' the Cumber
land," declared Thatch. "Gim'me my jug." 

"Not so fast,"  muttered Polcher. "Stand 
close to the window. I'm going to lift the 
light long enough to see you ain't covered 
with blood. That would give the whole 
game away.'' 
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' 'There ain't a speck on me," proudly as
sured Thatch, leaning against the sill. 

Polcher lifted the candle for a moment 
and briefly examined the head and shoul
ders of the old man; then dropped to the 
floor again. 

"Y e're a of a long time payin' over 
that jug," grumbled Thatch. "I want to be 
gittin' back to my cabin. Goin' to make a 
night of it. Reg'lar old blue devil comes 
out an' grins at me-lives in the fireplace. 
Keeps yappin' for me to make the :fire hot
ter'n hotter. That is, he does when I have 
'nough whisky." 

Polcher reappeared above the sill and 
seized Thatch by the arm and hoarsely 
accused : 

"What the devil does this mean? This 
ain't a prime, fresh scalp. It's more'n a 
dozen hours old. "  

"What ye tryin' to make out now, Pol
cher," choked Thatch, striving in vain to 
keep his terror from showing. 

Polcher maintained his grip on the old 
man's arm while he ducked his head for an
other study of the scalp. Then with a 
smothered oath he hissed-

"Creek hair! You " 
"Don't! Don't!" pleaded Thatch, his 

voice squealing. And he sought to tear his 
arm loose. 

Polcher held him firmly and stared with 
lack-luster eyes into the frightened fa:ce for 
nearly a minute. His gaze seemed to exert 
a hypnotic influence on the wretch, for the 
struggling ceased, and the pleading stopped. 

"Now tell me where you got a Creek 
scalp,�'  gently commanded Polcher. 

Mumblingly and often inaudible to the 
eavesdropper behind the currant bushes, 
Thatch blurted out his story of having 
found a warrior buried under some brush. 
The man had been dead only a few hours, 
and he supposed it was a Cherokee. 

''It was a tween the three black oaks an' a 
clump of poplars," he explained. "An' I 
couldn't see why his sculp wasn't jest as 
good as if I'd done for him." 

"It's just as good," slowly replied Pol
cher. "It's much better. And the Wa
tauga will pay the price when McGillivray 
hears of it. His messenger killed by the 
settlers! By the Almighty, but won� he 
rage! And I know who killed him and 
scalped him, and we'll prove it." 

"Polcher! Ye don't go for to throw me, 
do ye?" whispered Thatch. 

Polcher laughed. 
"None of my friends did this. "  
Thatch began to understand and i. 
"Chucky Jack? "  
"Think I'm a fool?" No one so hig 

that. " 
"Promise m9 it ain' t  me, "  groaned 

Thatch, his fears returning. 
"No one so low as you, old friend. " 
" an' brimstone! Spit it out, Pol-

cher. Y e make me think of that big blue 
devil in my fireplace! What's the idee?" 

"I have six witnesses in the tap-room 
who'll swear that from a distance they saw 
you try to stop the murderer from killing 
the Creek ; that, after he had killed and 
scalped his victim, he chased you into the 
woods to prevent you from blabbing. "  

"Good!" ejaculated Thatch, his form 
straightening. 

"They'll swear that they came and told 
me and that we were about to go out and 
search for you and the murderer, when you 
came running here, chased by the 
scoundrel. "  

"Hold on!" spluttered Thatch. "What's 
that 'bout him tryin' to ketch me? Of 
course he didn't ketch me, did he?" 

"Yes!" softly cried Polcher, darting his 
body half out the window to secure room 
for knife-pia y. 

It was over before Jackson dreamed of 
what the finale was to be. With a low 
groan the old man fell to the ground, and 
the tavern-keeper's figure was drawn inside 
the window like some monstrous spider re
tiring to its lair. 

With a wild shout of rage Jackson 
leaped to his feet and discharged his rifle 
into the room a fraction of a second after 
Polcher had dropped below the sill. The 
report had hardly jarred the night calm 
before the landlord was raising his head to 
glimpse the ranger's distorted visage almost 
at the window. Darting to the door open
ing into the tap-room, Polcher threw it back 
and screamed : 

"Help! Help! Surround the building! 
Jackson, the ranger, just killed Old Thatch 
in the garden! Jackson killed an Indian. 
Thatch saw ,him and he followed the old 
man here to stop his telling me! Back of 
the building and head him off if he takes to 
the woods!" 

Nonplussed, incapable of intelligent think
ing for a moment, Jackson stood with 
empty gun while Polcher shouted his terrible 
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•ns. Then came the rush of swift 
.A the young Virginian knew Polcher's 
es had been kept in waiting for just 

� ;ork. He knew Thatch would have 
1 killed in any event and the alarm given 

t-ruit Kirk Jackson had done for him. 
Retreating from the garden, he worked his 

way toward the court-house, only to observe 
lights springing up in the nearest cabins, 
the inmates being alarmed by the rifle-shot 
and the loud cries of Polcher and his men. 
Jackson dodged one of the tavern posse and 
escaped discovery by a hair-breadth. The 
court-house was dark, Sevier had not re
turned. To wait for him and withstand 
the temper of Polcher's creatures was out of 
the question. At the midday meal Stet
son had repeated his offer of a horse, urging 
him to select an animal from the log corral 
any time. 

Five mintes after escaping the garden he 
was well down the trail back of the court
house and leading a horse from the pen. 

Another five minutes and Sevier came 
face to face with a group of citizens in front 
of the court-house. Some of them carried 
torches. Among them were several of 
Polcher's men ; some were honest men. 

"What's all this confusion about?" de
manded · Sevier. ''One would think there 
was an Indian raid on. "  

"Y er friend, Kirk Jackson, has killed a 
friendly Injun!" roared a tavern man. 

"Prove that, and we shall have to hang 
Mr. Jackson, "  Sevier promptly replied. 
''But, if any one tries any promiscuous hang
ing, he'll dangle from an oak limb just as 
sure as I'm called Nolichucky Jack. Burn 
that fact into your brains. We belong to 
no State now. Until we've arranged some 
form of government, I'm the law. Let a 
hair of Jackson's head be harmed before his 
guilt is proven and I'll hang the offender. 
And the first man to tread air will be Pol
cher, the tavern-keeper. Now we'll hear 
the evidence." 

CHAPTER IV 

FOR WATAUGA AND AMERICA 

RILE some of the men, notably those 
under the influence of Polcher, pressed 
the search for Jackson, others heeded 

Sevier's request and repaired to the court
house to conduct an inquiry into the tragedy. 
There was none so simple-minded as not to 

realize that the death of either Creek or 
Cherokee might precipitate a bloody war. 
With Spain in league with the Creek 
Nation, it was only the pacific tendency of 
Old Tassel that had restrained the Chero
kees under his immediate control. There 
were other thousands of Cherokees who 
orily waited for a strong incentive to send 
them into line with the Creeks. 

The five lower towns on the western 
frontier of the Cherokee country, including 
Creeks, Shawnees and white renegades as 
well as the original Cherokee founders, 
lusted and clamored for battle. John 
Watts and Dragging Canoe, their leaders, 
only waited to augment their numbers be
fore striking. To start the riot of blood
shed and burning cabins it only required 
some isolated act such as the unprovoked 
slaying of an Indian near a white settle
ment. For two years the situation had 
been shaping up. If ever Spain was to 
establish an empire by force in America, 
no fairer opportunity could exist , than the 
present. 

Of course there was Old Thatch's death 
to be investigate� but aside from his 
tavern cronies there were few to lament his 
passing. His demise could be considered 
leisurely; it carried no train of red axes. 
The murder of the Indian was epochal. 
The settlers assembled in the court-house 
viewed the situation objectively. Whether 
the dead be Creek or Cherokee, his people 
would seek reprisal. Sevier's vision carried 
him beyond the Watauga. He saw the 
destiny of the new world about to unfold. 
The vast western country w�s unexplored 
except as half -civilized forest-rangers pene
trated depths they could not comprehend. 

The door to this unknown region was 
closed, and Sevier knew it must soon open 
and reveal a home-maker's paradise. Bold 
men in Kentucky had glimpsed the mar
velous possibilities. Now was the crisis ; an 
Indian's death might be the hinge on which 
the door would swing to admit either im
perial Spain or democratic America. Could 
it be kept shut a bit longer, until Chucky 
Jack had summoned the faithful, then let 
it open as widely as it would and Spain face 
her answer. 

"Where's this man Jackson?" asked a 
settler. 

"Probably dodging the mob. He'll ap
pear when he knows he can have a fair 
hearing," said Sevier. Then. to a man near 
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the door, "Stetson, go and find Polcher. 
He doesn't seen1 to be here." 

As the messenger departed, Sevier began 
scribbling on . the back of his petition. 
The men believed he was setting down the 
known facts of the double killing. Had 
they glance� over his shoulder they would 
have read : 

I 
• 

Isaac Shelby, Geo. Rogers Clark and BenJ. Logan 
will raise 5,000 men in Ky. · 

Arthur Campbell will be good for 3,000 more in 
southwest Va. 

Robertson can surely bring 1 ,000 from the 
Cumberland. 

Elijah Clarke can raise at least 5,000 in northern 
Georgia. 

· 
We are good for 3,000. 
Tot. 17,000 rifles-if we have time. 

He studied the list thoughtfully and nod
ded approval . Give him a few inches of time 
time before the storm broke, and he would 
stake"' his soul on the American manhood of 
the seven teen thousand riflemen he had listed. 
If Spain and her tools could be held off for 
a few months, then the Western door would 
swing back to allow men in buckskin to file 
through and take possession. He drummed 
on the table idly, then tore off a strip of 
paper containing his notes and fed it  to a 
candle. With the exception of George 
Rogers Clark, all the men on the list had 
fought with him, some under his command. 

"Didn't know your friend was so keen set 
ag'in Injuns, Jack," spoke up a gray
beared man, an honest if simple fellow. 

"It's his fightin' ag'in the Shawnees," de
clared a tavern lounger. 

"Kirk Jackson has killed too many 
Indians in open warfare to have to slay 
them by murder," growled Sevier. "We 
won't convict till we've heard the evidence. 
We

. 
haven't any proof yet that an Indian 

has been killed. After that's shown it  will 
be time enough to name the slayer. " 

"Polcher's got the proof. He'll be here 
in a second," cried a voice. 

Sevier rose and strolled to the door, his 
manner calm but his nerves inclined to 
jump. Through the doorway he had 
glimpsed the face of Major Hubbard, and 
he feared lest the Indian-hater should enter 
and boldly announce his bloody coup. 
Standing so as to block the gaze of those 
behind him, he caught Hubbard by the 
shoulder and whispered : 

"The devil's to pay! Your one dead In
dian may bring death to many women and 

children. Let no one know you did it 
better go avvay until it's over. I 'm 
I can stave it off-that they won't fin 
body. "  

Hubbard hesitated, then the feeble Wd 

of a child from some cabin struck to his 
heart, and with a shudder he slipped back 
into the darkness just in time to avoid being 
seen by a group of men carrying torches. 
As the men drew up to the door, Sevier saw 
.they had brought the silent form of Thatch ·
on a stretcher of rifles. 

Sevier stepped aside and the men filed in 
and deposited the body on the floor before 
the table and took their seats. Polcher 
remained standing unti1 Sevier returned to 
the table, when he approached and placed 
the Creek scalp before Sevier. The border
er bowed abstractedly and waited for the 
tavern-keeper to retire. 

"We will now open the inquiry into the 
death of Amos Thatch, ' '  announced Sevier. 
"Polcher, what do you know about it?" 

�i�s POLCH�R stood up <l:nd testified : 
iiuui "I was In my room, with a colored 

ooy tending the bar. I was figuring 
up my accounts when I . heard my nan1e 
spoken softly and looked up to see poor 
Thatch's face at the window. He seemed 
to be badly frightened. I thought it was 
nerves, the need of a drink. I picked up a 
jug and gave him a drink. The liquor 
seemed to straighten him out, and he told 
me he was trying to escape the man called 
Kirk Jackson. He said he had come upon 
Jackson down the trail and that Jackson 
was ripping the hair off an Indian he had 
just shot " 

"Did he say he saw him shoot him?" 
broke in Sevier. 

"I don't think so. He talked fast and 
was much frightened. I remember he said 
the shot attracted his attention. He was 
lying down, had been asleep. He got up 
and saw Jackson scalping the Indian. I 
take it for granted he didn't  see the shot, 
although he must have been very close. 
Of course his story was more or less broken 
up. I'm only giving the substance of it. 
He said he cried out and asked Jackson why 
he killed the Indian and risked bringing 
on a war. Jackson sprang to his feet and 
snapped his rifle at him, forgetting he hadn't 
reloaded it. 

"Poor Thatch then ran for his life with 
Jackson · after him. He knew Jackson 
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.,atch him if he didn't hide. He 
J �d to dart into a hollow tree. Know

B-ckson would kill him to prevent his 
0 a witness against him, the old man 

pt in hiding till long after dark. If he 
could make my place without being seen, he 
knew I would protect him. His talk was 
wild because of his fear. He insisted he 
was followed, that Jackson was right be
hind him . He wanted to crawl through the 
window. Poor old Thatch! If I'd only let 
him in through the window! B ut I thought 
it was all nonsense. 

"He'd been drinking too much the last 
few days, and only thi_s morning I refused to 
let him have some whisky. I told him to 
pass round to the tap-room door and I'd 
see that no one harmed him. He started 
to do so when some one jumped him from 
behind the currant-bushes. The old man 
must have lost his head, for instead of run
ning up to the window he stood in his 
tracks as if paralyzed. Then he yelled out, 
and I knew he'd got it. 

"I climbed through the window and 
Jackson saw me and fired. I called to the 
men, and they came on the run. We got 
lights and found where Jackson hid behind 
the bushes. The tracks of his Shawnee 
moccasins are very plain. You can see 
them for yourse1f. It was at that spot we 
found the scalp I've given you. I think 
that's all." 

"Very connectedly told," murmured Se
vier, rapidly making some notes. "Did· 
you see Jackson to recognize him?" 

"I did. After I leaped through the win
dow he started toward me, then heard the 
men coming and thought better of it. I 
saw his face plainly. "  

' 'That would seem to prove the killing of 
Thatch," mused Sevier, rising and advanc
ing with a candle to the body. 

He held the candle close and superficially 
examined the location of the wound and 
measured the cut in the soiled hunting
shirt. Returning to the table he asked-

"Are there any witnesses to the killing of 
the Indian?" 

One of the tavern characters stood up and 
awkwardly bobbed his head. 

"Job Twill, "  greeted Sevier. "Tell what 
you know. ' '  

Twill began : 
"Me'n two other fellers was down on the 

trail an' seen this Jackson crawlin' toward 
the three black oaks. We watched, 'lowin' 

he was goin' to bag a deer. Then we see a 
Injun stick his head out of some bushes, an' 
this yere Jackson cuss fired. Almost the 
same time we seen poor Thatch come 
through the bushes an' go into the bushes 
after Jackson. Afore we could git to 
thinkin' straight, old Thatch busted back 
into sight, runnin' his old legs off, with 
Jackson poundin' after him. That's all we 
seen. "  

"Who were the two men with you?" 
"Lon Hester 'n Bert Price. They're out 

huntin' for the murderer now. " 
"I see. You were in the tavern this 

morning when Jackson had trouble with 
Hester?" 

"I was there when he picked a row with 
·Hester," growled the witness. 

"They laid aside their weapons?" 
"Yes, 'cause Polcher wouldn't have �ny 

killin' .  Hester threw his knife on the bar, 
an' Jackson hung his ax an' pistol on his 
rifle. That is, he hung his belt holdin' em 
on the rifle. "  

"Can you describe the pistol?" 
"Long one, with the bar'el all scarred up, 

like it had been banged round a lot. " 
' 'Good for you, Twill. You've got a 

sharp eye� What about the ax?" 
"Ahem!' '  broke in Polcher, trying to 

catch the witness' eye but unable to do so 
because Twill stood in front of him. ''I 
think ' '  

"I think you'll be lying beside Mr. 
Thatch if you interrupt these proceedings 
with another word!" roared Sevier, covering 
the tavern-keeper with his pistol. Then 
to the startled witness, "Go on, Twill ."  

"Th' ax wa'n't a common trade ax. It 
was made for real work, extry strong an' the 
handle showed hard · wear," faltered the 
witness, feeling Polcher's gaze boring into 
the back of his head but not daring to look 
back. 

"Excellent!" heartily approved Sevier. 
"Give me a thousand men with your eyes 
and memory and I'd ask help of neither 
State nor Congress. But we must get along 
faster. Now describe the knife. "  

"There wa'n't no knife," the witness 
promptly answered. 

A faint growl of rage from Polcher and a 
wide smile from Sevier warned the witness 
his patron was displeas�d with his evidence. 
Half turning his head and entirely missing 
the cue Polcher's savage gaze was seeking 
to convey to him, he persisted: 
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"Don't ye remember, Polcher, when he 
hung his belt on the rifle

' 
it held only a ax an' 

pistol an' that there wa'n't no loop for a 
knife? One of the boys spoke about it after 
he went out that it was queer he didn't 
carry no knife. An' Price said he might 'a' 
killed lots of Injuns but without a knife he 
couldn't 'a' took any · " 

Too late he saw the trap he had been 
led into, and with a terrified stare at the 
ominous-eyed tavern-keeper he halted and 
bit his lips, then glared helplessly at 
Sevier. 

"Without a knife he couldn't take any 
scalps," completed Sevier. "In spots, Twill, 
you're an honest witness. You speak the 
truth when you forget. Kirk Jackson 
carried no knife when he came to Jonesboro. 
What is more, he always fought honorably 
and did not scalp. Polcher made a mistake 
in thinking he recognized him. Amos 
Thatch was killed with a knife, a broad
bladed knife, not a hunting-knife. Jackson 
never killed him. Now, Twill. No, no; 
look at me. Now, sir, you dare tell Noli
chucky Jack Sevier that you and Hester 
and Price saw Jackson shoot an Indian? 
Be careful. I've hung horsethieves in 
Jonesboro. I'll hang you for a liar before 
morning if you don't tell the truth." 

Twill turned a ghastly white and licked 
his lips frantically. In the blazing eyes of 
Sevier he saw the noose if he were caught 
bearing false witness. He knew Polcher's 
cruel gaze was warning him his days were 
numbered unless he persisted in his story. 
But Sevier had meted border ",justice to 
several of Twill's cronies. 

"I-I may have been mistook, "  he 
faltered, gulping out the words with diffi
culty and knowing he must leave the 
Watauga country before morning if he 
valued his life. "It was a right smart dis
tance off. Mebbe it wa'n't Jackson. I'd 
-I'd been drinkin' hard . "  

"Maybe you didn't see anything. Just 
dreamed it?" suggested Sevier. • 

With a low groan Twill made complete 
surrender before the compelling gaze and 
desperately cried out :  

"I reckon so. Jest dreamed it. An' I 
want to git out of here. " 

Sevier nodded toward the door. As 
Twill made for it, Polcher sprang to his feet 
as if to. follow him. Sevier raised the pistol 
and warned : 

"Not another step, Polcher." Then 

humorously, ul'll have no tar 
the witness." 

Polcher returned to his seat a 
promised-

' 'The red war-club will be lifted 
this, Sevier. ' '  

'' H ayil Y u! ' '  sneered Sevier, using 
introduction of the sacred formula for going 
to war. "I know your heart well. You 
wait and long to hear the red war-whoop, 
but your soul shall become blue. So shall 
it be." Then to the others, "It's time now, 
my friends, to visit the spot where this 
Indian is said to have been killed. ' '  

"Said to have been killed?" choked 
Polcher. "And the poor devil's scalp is 
before you ·on that table." 

Sevier picked it up and examined it 
curiously and invited : 

"Stetson, you know scalps and Indians. 
Come up here.' '  

THE settler advanced and bowed 
his broad shou]ders over the table 
and held the scalp up to the candle 

and examined it closely. Then in surprize : 
"This ain't no fresh scalp. It was took 

from a Injun who'd been dead for hours. 
Huh! Looks like it was took off by a blind 
man. No border-man would scalp like that. 
Besides, the Injun was so long dead no 
blood come. What kind of a game is this, 
anyway?" And he turned · and g1ared 
angrily at the tavern-keeper. 

"So much for Stetson. And he knows 
what he is talking about," said Sevier. 
''Now we'll take torches and go down the 
trail to where the Indian was killed. The 
three oaks make the spot easy to find." 

"I can lead you there in the dark,'' 
Stetson assured. 

"But we'll carry lighted torches, and 
Polcher will go with us, ' '  Sevier significantly 
ruled. 

And the mixed-blood knew the words 
contained a threat. 

"I'll be glad to go,"· stoutly declared the 
tavern-keeper. "I want this thing cleared 
up as much as any one does. All I know 
about it is what I've told. Thatch's story 
prepared me to see Jackson when the old 
man was killed. Perhaps I made a mistake, 
but, if I did, it was an honest one. The 
knife part doesn't prove Jackson innocent, 
for he could have picked up a knife any
where. ' '  

"True," agreed Sevier softly, "but I'm 
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_,hould pick up a butcher-knife. 
story " 

t responsible for that, "  hotly 
Polcher, ignoring the reference 

mortal weapon. ''He heard me tell 
Jys what I'd been told and had seen. 

� up and told me his story. I supposed it 
was the truth. It looks now as if he want
ed to appear important." 

Nor did Polcher believe his scheme had 
failed. , If Jackson escaped his net, there 
still remained the big, vital objective the 
precipitation of war between the reds and 
whites. The plot to implicate Jackson had 
been at the most a by-play to satisfy 
Polcher's hate for Sevier. He would have 
struck him by striking his friend. But, so 
far as the real purpose was concerned, it 
mattered not whether Jackson or Thatch 
was believed guilty of the killing. 

All Polcher asked was for the news to 
spread that a Creek had been murdered. 
He had originally planned to assassinate a 
Cherokee, but the Creek fitted in just as 
pleasingly. Therefore it was with genuine 
alacrity that he caught up a torch and took 
a place beside ·sevier at the end of the 
little procession. 

Stetson took the lead. Polcher walked 
in silence beside the borderer for a minute 
and then gravely asked-

"What's to become of us, John, now that 
the mother State has cast us off?" 

"We're not entirely orphaned," Sevier 
retorted. ''We can rap on the door of the 
central Government, and, as a separate 
State, say, 'Here is your child.' " 

"But will the Government take us in? 
Can it protect us?" 

"If it can't protect us, it doesn't make 
any difference whether it takes us in or 
doesn't. We can keep on shifting for our
se]ves as we've always done." 

"I sometimes think you misunderstand 
me and my motives," Polcher regretted. 

' 'Never!'' emphatically assured Sevier 
with a broad smile. · · 

"All I want to do is my duty by the 
settlers on this side of the mountains," 
Polcher warmly declared. 

"Our first duty is to see that the settlers 
in this valley and those on the Holston and 
French Broad are not wiped out by that 
red ax you said was coming." 

"I spoke foolishly," sighed Polcher. "I 
only meant that the killing of this Indian 
would make trouble. You and I are one 

in wanting to save the settlements. Why 
not accept aid where we can find it?" 

"From over the water? Already we've 
stood more from Spain than we ever en
dured from the mother country. If we 
didn't want a separate existence, why did we 
go through a war that's left us bankrupt?" 

"We could accept help till we're strong 
enough to strike out for ourselves, "  in
sisted Polcher. 

"The man who'd sell us to Spain would 
next be selling us to. the devil," Sevier 
sharply retorted. "As for strength, we're 
strong enough now to send a red ax to every 
Indian nation in the South-and another to 
Charles III." 

Polcher knew this was said for rhetorical 
effect and did not represent Sevier's true 
belief. But he took the words seriously 
and argued : 

"I can't see that. Other men, bigger 
than me, can't see it, either. " 

"Meaning Tonpit." 
"You named him; not me. There are 

men over the mountains, who stand very 
high, who believe it would be our salvation 
from the Western Indians if we had Spain 
at our back. " 

"Spain at our back today means Spain at 
our throats tomorrow. "  

"Bosh! Then there are the Northern 
Indians. When you get a war-belt from 
Cherokee and Creek, you'll get others from 
the Ohio tribes. Just now the friendship of 
Piomingo, the Chickasaw chief, for Robert
son holds that tribe back. But what if 
Roberts9n' dies or Piomingo dies? What 
will hold the tribe back then? And, as the 
Chickasaws go, so go the Choctaws, seven 
thousand in round numbers. "  

"We haven't come to that trail yet. "  
"But it's only a step ahead. How can the 

Western settlements get anywhere or do 
anything under the present Government? 
We're shut off from the seaboard. Spain 
controls every mile of the Mississippi. 
Our tobacco rots on the ground. We're 
hemmed in. If we accepted Spain's friend
ly offer, we could ship our tobacco down the 
Mississippi and sell it in New Orleans for 
ten dollars ·a hundred. Today a man's 
lucky to sell any of his crop for two dollars 
a hundred. And so it is with everything 
else. We've everything to win and nothing 
to lose . "  . 

"Polcher, you're a dangerous man, the 
most dangerous man on the border. Your 
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trade-talk will catch some settlers who are 
honest at heart but who only think of 
selling their tobacco. You have other 
lines of talk to win over the man who refuses 
to make a move that will divide or weaken 
the thirteen States. 

"Now listen ; I know you. I see your 
hand in the death of Old Thatch. I under
stand how gladly you'd hear that the 
Cherokees have gone to water as a nation. 
I can picture your joy when you hear 
Creek and Cherokee have taken the red 
path together. Now this will surely hap
pen : I shall kill you if I can prove you're 
working to throw the Western settlements 
into the lap of Spain. I know you're doing 
it, and, when I can prove it to the satisfac
tion of a dozen men like Stetson, you'll 
swing." 

"You talk big about killing folks," 
snarled Polcher. HAny more threats?" 

"Only this: you spoke of Piomingo's 
friendship for Jim Robertson. The minute 
I hear Piomingo is dead I start out on your 
trail. And don't figure on your Cherokee 
blood providing you a hiding-place in that 
nation. I'd dig you out even if you were 
hid in the white peace town of Echota. I 
have spoken. ' '  

"Here we are!" called out Stetson. 
"Light ex try torches." 

This was speedily done, and, as the three 
black oaks · and the clump of poplars 
sprang into the light, the men took up their 
search for the dead Indian. Polcher was 
most zealous in the task, and Sevier kept 
close by him. But, although the men 
scattered and hunted carefully, and al
though the glare of the torches attracted 
those men who had been seeking Jackson, 
no trace of the murdered Creek could be 
found. 

"It's mighty queer," mused Stetson, 
rubbing his head in perplexity. "If the 
Injun was killed, he wasn't et up or burned 
up. But where's the body?" 

"If!" snarled Polcher in great disgust. 
"Didn't you see his scalp?" 

"I've seen lots of Injun hair, "  Stetson 
quietly replied. "I'm beginning to think 
that partic'lar hair is older'n even I thought 
it was. One thing's sartain: there ain't no 
dead Injun in this neck of the woods." 

"Of course the murderer hid the body, "  
cried Polcher, now prepared to play his 
trump card, and his gaze shifted for a 
second to the pile of brush, under which, as 

Thatch had told him, the India 
cealed. 

"Not if ; he chased Thatch, as the 
claimed," said one of the searchet �. 

"He had plenty of time while T 
was hiding in the hollow tree,' '  Polche 
turned. "Ah! I wonder if this hides any 
thing! ' '  

And he ran to the pile of brush and cast a 
triumphant glance at Sevier. 

"Now perhaps it does," agreed Sevier. 
"It's so exposed one wouldn't think to look 
in it. The murderer probably thought of 
that." 

And he vied with Polcher in tearing the 
mound to pieces. They came to the 
forest floor without finding any trace of a 
corpse. 

Polcher bit his lips to hide his rage. He 
knew that some one had forestalled him; he 
wondered if it could be Sevier. He began 
to feel uneasy at Sevier's way of always 
keeping at his side. Chucky Jack's threat 
to hang him if he caught him in overt 
treachery suddenly became very real, and 
he mechanically felt of his throat. 

Sevier would not abandon the quest, 
however, and insisted : 

"We must make sure. Let us all spread 
out in a wide circle and gradually work in to 
this spot. Let no hollow tree, pile of 
rocks or loose brush be overlooked. If an 
Indian has been killed, a most serious crime 
has been committed and we may find our
selves at war before we are prepared. "  

"My woman'll be crazy if I don't git 
back," growled Stetson. "Job Twill as 
much as said he didn't know anything 
about it. Where's Bert Rice and Lon 
Hester? ' '  

The two names were shouted repeatedly, 
but neither of the men appeared. Stetson 
continued : 

"They're the only two other witnesses 
known, and I figger they don't know any 
more than Twill did. I'm satisfied no 
Injun's been killed. ' '  

"But Old Thatch was killed," cried 
Polcher, taking a step back. "There's no 
make believe about that. " 

"That's another bar'el of cats, " grunted 
Stetson. "I'm going home. "  

"Yes, Thatch was killed. But if no 
Indian was slain his story must have been a 
case of too much liquor," murmured Sevier. 
"That brings us back to the question ; who 
killed him?' '  
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CHER was alarmed. Not "Where's your master?" 
y was his whole scheme tumbling Frightened, the man did not speak for a 

.)OUt his ears, but he felt death in moment; then he faltered : 
-..�nt air and even fancied he detected "I don't know. He gave me his torch to 

r examining the dark boughs over- hold while he look eel under some brush." 
:!ad as if in search of a gallows cross-beam. "Every one scatter and look for Polcher!" 

.de cursed his lust for personal vengeance. roared Chucky Jack. "I charge him with 
If he only had accused Thatch of the crime! killing Thatch. The job was done with a 
Or Hester! Where were his wits that he butcher-knife, like what he carries under 
had not utilized the trick for disposing of his apron. Stetson, take three men and 
Hester? Hester was becoming a nuisance, follow me on the jump. You others beat 
and it was only a question of time when he the woods toward the settlement and come 
must be removed. Used as an ignorant to the tavern." 
tool, the fellow had assumed such airs as to · "What's on your mind?" a-sked Stetson as 
threaten embarrassment to the plans of his he raced beside Sevier up the trail. 
Majesty, Charles III. "I think he'll make for the court-house. 

But more poignant than any regrets was To get that scalp!" 
the accumulating fear of the unseen counter- "He's lighting out?" 
plot. He knew Thatch had stumbled upon "He'll be hiding among the Cherokees by 
a dead Indian. And some one had con- morning. "  ._ 
cealed the body. He began to doubt his Nothing more was said until they reached 
own perspicacity and to imagine· other the court-house. Then, as they entered 
secret plots were unfolding to hem him in. and by the stub of the candle beheld the 
For the first time in his life he knew what it horn of ink spilled on the table and inky 
was to tremble on the edge of a panic. finger-prints on the worthless petition and 
With a sidelong glance he saw Sevier was top of the table, Sevier quietly announced: 
watching him curiously. With a mighty "He's been here and gone." 
effort he recovered his self-control and "And he took the scalp!" cried Stetson. 
demanded : Sevier smiled and drew it from his 

"Let no one go back until we've formed hunting-shirt, saying-
the circle as suggested by Sevier. Some- _ J ·  "It was too valuable to leave behind. "  
where near here is the dead body of an One of the settlers now thrust his head in 
Indian. One more effort before we cry at the door and informed : 
quits." "Polcher's · hoss is gone. The mulatter 

He seized a torch and led the way deep says he come an' got a pile of money from a 
into the forest, calling out for the men to hiding-place under the bar. He's lit out 
scatter and make the circle complete. The jest as ye thought." 
men hesitated, but, as Sevier took up a Others now came up, and from the door-
position within a rod of the tavern-keeper, way Sevier addressed them, saying : 
they grumbled and did as told, even Stetson "My friends, it's all over. Polcher's 
changing his mind and participating in this, gone, showing that he killed Thatch. 
the last effort. There's nothing more you can do except to 

"All ready over here," bellowed Stetson. choose a guard to keep the trash out of the 
The signal w.as repeated until it had run tavern. The men on guard are to find and 

round the circle, and the men began to keep for . me all papers in the tavern. The 
slowly advance toward the common center. rest of you go home ... to your families. 
Ostensibly Sevier searched most carefully, Stetson, you stay here for a bit." 
but always with a sidelong glance to see that After the men had departed, Sevier thrust 
Polcher's torch was on his immediate right. the scalp through a crack in the floor and 
As the men worked inward they came nearer poked it with the point of his knife until it 
together, but it was not until they were but entirely disappeared. Then to Stetson 
a few rods from the three oaks that Sevier he directed : 
gave a low exclamation of anger. The man "Send a messenger to Kate, telling her 
next to him was not Polcher but one of his from me that I sha'n't be home until I come. 
tools. She'll understand. Send other messengers 

Seizing him by the shoulder Sevier in my name warning the border to be 
fiercely • demanded- ready to ride to me wherever I may be. 
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See that Thatch is decently buried. If 
young Jackson turns up, tell him he'd 
better wait here till I get back. He was 
mixed up in a way he never dreamed of. I 
sent him to Polcher's. Can't tell you now; 
no time. But he acted under my orders. 
They jumped him ; I wasn't  here, and he 
took to cover. Tell the boys he's thor
oughly innocent. I couldn't tell them to
night without showing Polcher I knew his 
game. I had to let him. have rope ; now he's 
got enough to swing on." 

'�You're going away, John?" 
" I  start inside of ten minutes, as soon as I 

can get my horse. If alive I 'll be back when 
the delegates arrive to settle our new fonn 
of government. If I'm not back, you will 
ask Judge David Campbell to take the lead. 
Now go, �d don't  forget the messenger to 
Kate." _ 

"You're sure quite sure you can't take 
me along, John?" begged Stetson. 

"Not this time, old friend. I ride far, and 
I must ride hard, and I must ride alone. "  

"Then God be with you !" 
"May He be with Watauga-with 

America!" softly added Sevier. 
He wrote a few words and handed them 

to Stetson saying : 
"A few lines to Judge Campbell if I'm not 

here. Now, good night." 
· Their hands met, and Stetson reluctantly 
departed. 

Sevier caught up his weapons from be
hind the table and hastened to his horse 
corraled back of the court-house. As he 
threw on the saddle he told the intelligent 
animal : 

"Tonpit and Polcher are ahead of us, old 
boy. We've got to kill Polcher and head 
Tonpit off. Neither must reach Little 
Talassee. If we can steal Miss Elsie, then 
Tonpit's errand is spoiled. McGillivray 
won't trust him till he has the girl as a 
hostage." 

CHAPTER V 

THE ANCIENT LAW 
. 

A
LL over-mountain men rode well , and 

their mounts were the envy of both red 
and white thieves. Among the saddle
bred, however, Chucky Jack was given the 
palm. Until he reached the French Broad, 
he spurred along openly, sticking to the 
trail. The occasional settlers he encoun-

tered invariably caught up the 
made for their horses, only to b 
leader rode alone. After cro5 
river the little clearings were more 
and the approach of the rider broug 
gaunt border-men to sharp attention, n .. 

ready, until he shouted his name. 
· Once south of the Broad he traversed 

a land where Death stalked abreast of 
each passing minute and the husbandman 
worked with his rifle at his side and the 
children were taught not to stray from the 
cabin door. For this was the ragged edge 
of Western life, where the first threads 
would be unraveled should the red scourge 
essay to tear its way to the mountains . .  
On the right of the Great War-Path were 
scattered the homes of the Holston folks, 
a tense, grim people waiting for what the 
next hour might bring them. 

Once below the rough parallelogram 
formed by the Watauga, the Holston and 
the Nolichucky, the horseman had left 
the settlements behind him and rode more 
circumspectly. The site of what was to be 
Knoxville would not receive its first visit 
from white men, James White and James 
Connor, for another three years. A tavern 
and a court-house marked the beginning of 
Greeneville. Below this "settled" area 
were a few "stations," as the blockhouses 
were called, consisting of the usual stockade 
inclosing a few smal1 cabins. Invariably 
these cases of civilization were girt about by 
the primeval forests. 

-

"Sevier rides alone!" was the word flashed 
from clearing to clearing on both sides of 
the Great Trail, and men wondered, and 
women called the children indoors and 
stoically awaited the result of the wild 
gallop. 

For Chucky Jack, their idol, was not 
given to racing into the wilderness unless 
spurred on by the imperative. 

At the Tellico crossing Sevier met a 
frightened hunter who said he had seen a 
white man, riding like mad. 

"Was there a girl with him?" asked 
Sevier. 

No ; he was alone, it seemed . 
With a word of thanks Sevier warned : 
"Get back to the Broad! This country 

won't be safe for any honest white man." 
An4 with a prick of the spur he was darting 
away. 

At times he avoided small bands of 
Cherokees, but these were not overwatchful 
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earned of a white man so far 
eir country. When near the 

, the borderer dre'v aside and 
-a ford farther to the west of the 

r crossing. River-crossings were the 
orite haunts of those younger Cherokees 

who refused to heed the council of pacific 
elders. 

Now, too, each mile of the way brought 
Sevier that much nearer to the lower towns 
on the Tennessee, where the motley hordes 
of white refugees, Sh�wnee outcasts, Creeks 
fleeing tribal punishment, as well as tur
bulent Cherokees, held the towns of 
Nickajack, Crow Town, Leng Island, 
Lookout Mountain and Running Water. 
Implacable hatred for the whites was the 
occasion of these villages, and from them 
radiated an atmosphere of hostility that 
no number of peace talks could soften. 

It  was while seeking a ford that Sevier 
came upon something that furrowed his 
brows and caused him to examine his 
weapons. It was a soiled apron, thrown 
on a bush. It marked the passing of 
Polcher, and it openly advertised his iden
tity to any passing savage. , Its presence 
west of the regular ford told Sevier the man 
was hastening to the lower towns, where 
the Chickamaugas under Watts and Drag
ging Canoe would respond promptly to his 
urging for immediate war. 

It  revealed the cunning of the man, 
for, had he paused to win over Old Tassel's 
people in the eastern villages, he would 
have lost valuable time and laid himself 
open to discovery by a pursuing posse of 
settlers. 

"He strikes for headquarters of the war 
faction, "  Sevier told himself. "Let him 
go. They can do nothing without the aid 
of the Creeks. My path lies south of 
Lookout Mountain town to the Coosa. 
All I ask. is that I may overtake the 
Tonpits. " 

His rapid, , stealthy flight, his evasion 
of all villages minimized his chances of 
picking up Tonpit's trail. But, knowing 
the couple were safe in the Cherokee 
country and convinced they were making 
for McGillivray's town on the Coosa, he 
had planned to press forward with all speed 
to the head of the river below the Chicka
mauga towns and there endeavor to inter
cept the two. If luck were with him, he 
would accomplish this before Polcher had 
finished his talk with Watts. 

Dismounting, he studied the faint trail 
left by Polcher's horse and decided it was 
at least twenty-four hours old. This lead 
was in part represented by the tavern
keeper's hurried flight from Jonesboro 
and in part by his freedom- to ride post
haste by the shortest route regardless of 
villages. On the whole Sevier was much 
pleased with his own progress, for he had 
been compelled to make detours and to 
dodge roving bands of savages. 

He followed the trail to the river and 
studied the opposite side with care. . There 
was no sign of life except a huhu, 01 yellow 
mocking-bird. High in the heavens floated 
the awahili, the great sacred bird of the 
Cherokees, the war-eagle. The supersti
tious would have found an ill omen in the 
eagle's course toward the Chickamauga 
towns. 
· Its white tail-feathers tipped with black 

would buy the best horse in any village. 
It  could be killed only after the crops had 
been gathered and the snakes had denned 
for Winter, just as the eagle songs must 
not be sung until the snakes were asleep. 
But Sevier was not superstitious, and, if he 
found any symbol in the great bird's 
majestic flight, it prompted him to picture 
the expansion of a mighty nation toward 
the western sun. 

Taking his horse by the bridle he waded 
into the ford and the mocking-bird darted 
away. He was hoping no Indian had seen 
the songster's fright when there sounded 
behind him the click of a rifle being cocked. 
He stopped with the water swirling about 
his knees and looked back. A glance 
sufficed to tell him his plight was hopeless 
did he offer resistance. Fully a dozen 
warriors were on the bank with rifles 
aimed. 

Turning and leading his horse back to 
them, Sevier complained-

"When a Cherokee brings a talk to Tsan
usdi he is not met with a pointed gun." 

One of the warriors met him as he came 
out of the river and relieved him of his 
rifle and belt and significantly replied

"They say that when a Cherokee went 
to see Little John he left his scalp. "  

Eyes flashed, and bronzed hands played 
with knife and ax at the speech. Sevier 
knew Polcher had begun spreading his 
poisonous tale and that by this time the 
story was radiating through the wilderness, 
village after village catching it up and 
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passing it on. Like magic would the news 
spread throughout the nation. 

"By the lips of a Cherokee himself you 
shall learn that it is a lie. None of your 
brothers has been harmed in Jonesboro 
where the Cherokee talks are brought to 
me," quietly answered Sevier. "Who com
mands here?" 

"We follow John Watts," sullenly replied 
the warrior. 

"Chickamaugas, hopelessly hostile, "  Sevier 
inwardly exclaimed. Then aloud, "Where 
is he? I bring him a talk. I have come 
fast as the wind to see him." 

"He is near. You shall see him," was 
the grim reply. 

"Then do not keep me waiting," was the 
brusk command. And the borderer leaped 
<>n his horse. 

The Indians feared him as they had never 
feared white or red man, and, although 
he was unarmed and greatly outnumbered, 
they kept their distance and nervously 
covered him with their guns as if 
fearing some magic. The temporary leader 
of the band went ahead and frequently 
glanced back to make sure Chucky Jack 
was not t<>o close to his heels. 

Sevier whistled softly, outwardly calm 
and indifferent. As a fact, he would have 
preferred that almost any other man than 
Watts should be ahead of him. He had 
fought Watts and whipped him, but he 
respected him for his courage and shrewd
ness. He considered him the most astute 
of all the Cherokee leaders, the one chief 
destined to succeed Old Tassel. Watts 
was hopelessly belligerent, where Old Tassel 
sought to gain his ends by trickery and 
diplomacy. 

"Where is Tall Runner?" Sevier sharply 
called out to the warrior ahead. 

"Ask those who laid down the Black Path 
for his feet to follow to the Twilight Land," 
was the ominous answer. 

"Tall Runner will come to give you the 
lie," coolly declared Sevier. "He has not 
gone to the ever-darkening land in the 
west. " 

The savages' firm belief in the warrior's 
demise set the borderer to wondering, 
however. What if Polcher had overtaken 
Tall Runner? It might easily have hap
pened that the fleeing horseman had come 
upon Old Tassel's messenger. And, had 
it happened, Sevier hadn't the slightest 
doubt concerning the tavern-keeper's readi-

ness to slay the man and 
death on Jonesboro. He SU<J 

cided that his life was most cr1 
the balance. 

"The soul of Tall Runner tur1 
nothing. It becomes blue," chanted 
warrior ahead, his voice taking on the i 
tonation of a shaman. 

SEVIER held his tongue, knowing 
his fight must be waged with Chief 
Watts. In silence the party passed 
up the bank for a mile and then 

crossed and struck into a well-beaten path 
and turned northwest. Another mile and 
they came to a village. The habitations 
were substantial log structures surrounding 
a council-house. Evidently it was a pros
perous village, for hogs and fowls wandered 
about in large numbers, and many horses 
grazed on the outskirts. Gardens of beans 
and corn flourished between potato-fields 
and fields of squash. Along the edge of the 
clearing stretched peach orchards . .. 

Women engaged in .basketry and pottery 
ceased their labors as Sevier was brought 
in, then pretended not to have seen him 
and bowed over their work. 

A little girl, carrying a milk-tooth by a 
string and intent on replacing it by the 
time-honored custom of invoking dayi, 
the beaver, famous for his strong teeth, 
c�me running round a cabin. She shrilly 
cried out four times, "Dayi skinta" 
("Beaver, put a new tooth in my jaw") 
and completed the formula by throwing the 
tooth on the parental roof. Not seeing 
Sevier because of her excitement, she 
bumped into him as he leaped to the 
ground. 

Her terrified squeal was hushed as 
Chucky Jack caught her up and smiled 
into her little face. He patted her head 
and fished out a small trade mirror from his 
hunting-shirt and pressed it into her hand 
and earnestly assured : 

"The Gnawer will give you a new tooth 
very soon. Look in this each morning, and 
some morning you will see it. ' '  

With that he set her on her feet. She 
opened her mouth to bleat in fear but 
caught a glimpse of her face in the mirror 
and smiled and decided there was nothing 
to be afraid of. Neither warrior nor squaw 
gave any sign of having noticed the little 
incident, but among the women looks 
were exchanged as the great borderer was 
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to the council-house. And more 
n-0ther whispered in awp-e-

usdi !"  
'1g the cane-benches, which were 

ed for the head men, Sevier threw 
.. self down on a bearskin and curtly 

emanded : 
"Where is John Watts? Do not keep me 

waiting. ' '  
Fear and respect dominated his captors, 

and the leader replied : 
"He will be here soon. A messenger has 

gone for him. He rode early this morning 
and should now be coming back." 

''Do not keep me waiting," Sevier 
repeated. 

The warriors withdrew and took up 
positions about the council-house. As the 
leader passed out, he reached to one side 
and caught up something and carried it 
before him, but not before Sevier recognized 
it as a large soapstone pipe. His features 
changed none, yet the warrior's stealthy 
act in withdrawing the pipe kept alive his 
sense of danger. The removal of the pipe 
had two significances: it had been used 
recently in cementing a peace pact, and 
it was not to be offered to Sevier. 

"The Creeks came here hotfoot on learn
ing the Watauga settlements had been 
ceded to the central Government and are 
no longer under Carolina's jurisdiction. 
Watts has struck a bargain with McGil
livray," Sevier quickly deduced. 

Half an hour passed with the village 
remaining very quiet. Then sounded a 
slight confusion, and the prisoner knew 
Chief Watts had returned. The low mur
mur of voices suddenly ceased. The little 
girl wishing the new tooth shyly thrust her 
head through the door and invited the 
stranger to confidences and more gifts. A 
strong hand gently lifted her away ; then 
Chief Watts, arrayed for hunting but 
carrying no weapons except the knife in his 
belt, entered the room, followed by a file of 
head men. 

"I greet you, Little John," he gravely 
saluted as he seated himself on a bench. 

"You have kept me waiting," rebuked 
Sevier. 

Watts' beady eyes flickered a tribute to 
Sevier's nerve, and with ironical meekness 
he replied : 

" I  am sorry. As soon as I knew you 
were here, I came. What is your business 
so far inside the Cherokee country?" 

"I seek a murderer, a white man. I have 
no time to waste. Three thousand riflemen 
will misunderstand my absence and come 
searching for me if I do not get back to 
them."·  

The warriors fidgeted uneasily at this 
threat. Chief Watts' visage became ma
lignant, and he hissed-

"It would have been better for you if you 
had brought your riflemen with you.'' 

"It will be much worse for the Cherokee 
Nation if I do not return," was the prompt 
reply. 

"That is as it will be," rumbled the chief. 
"I ask you why you or some of your men 
killed Tall Runner of the Wolf."  

"A renegade brought you that lie. You 
know it is a lie," Sevier calmly retorted. 

Watts half rose with hand on knife, then 
sank back on the bench. Sevier con
tinued-

"The man who told you that is a murderer 
and the man I am after." 

"He killed Tall Runner?" sneered Watts. 
"He killed a white man. No one killed 

Tall Runner. There is peace between the 
Li ttle Tennessee towns and the Watauga 
settlements. Tall Runner was a messenger 
from Old Tassel, who is our friend. Why 
should we kill him? The Runner b�ought 
me talk from Old Tassel about a grand 
council. I sent a talk back to him, saying 
I would meet him and all friendly Cherokees 
in council and settle the trouble about the 

. 

settlers moving on to the lands south of the 
French Broad." 

"No such talk was brought to me," said 
Watts. 

"That is for Old Tassel to look after. 
Perhaps he knows you already have made 
a treaty with the Creeks; that you want 
war against the whites. ' '  

"Why do you say such things?" cried 
Watts. 

"Why do you hide the white peace-pipe 
when I'm brought here? The pipe · you 
have just smoked with the chiefs sent by 
McGillivray?''  

"It is false. My people do not want war 
with the whites. They only ask to have 
back the lands they always held from the 
beginning of things, the lands the whites 
have stolen from them." 

"It is true you have made a bargain with 
McGillivray. You are a renegade Cher
okee. You lead the Chickamaugas. You 
have Shawnees in your cabins, bad Indians 
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who dare not go home to their Ohio brothers. 
Beware, John Watts. The Chickamauga 
towns have been burned once. The fire 
is·

· 
kindled that will burn from Crow Town 

to Running Water. ' '  
"Who will lead the Watauga men when 

they bring that fire?" hoarsely asked the 
chief, his bronzed chest rising and falling 
spasmodically as he fought to retain his 
self-control, to keep his hand off his knife. 

"Nolichucky Jack will lead them," was 
the even response. 

"Little John, you are said to have killed 
a man of the Wolf. Were you many times 
Chucky Jack you should die," Watts -pas
sionately declared. 

"If it is proved I killed him, or that he 
was killed by any of my men, I will shoot 
myself," Sevier readily promised. "But, 
if he is alive, you will be sorry you held me 
here. If he has been killed on Cherokee 
land by· Polcher, the murderer, then I 
demand that Polcher be handed over to me 

" 

to be hanged. Mter he is dead you can 
have his scalp." 

The warriors along the cane-benches 
stirred and twisted uneasily at these bold 
words, and more than one began considering 
the possibility of there being any truth in 
the intimation that the tavern-keeper was 
the assassin. Chief Watts was quick to note 
the disturbing effect of the borderer's 
speech and loudly proclaimed : · 

"Our shamans have looked into the Great 
Crystal and have seen you and the Tall . 
Runner facing each other with a bloody 
knife between you, the point at the Runner's 
breast. And the Tall Runner has not 
come." 

"No shaman has seen me in the Ulunsuti 
as you tell," Sevier denied, his serene 
countenance belying his conviction that 
Watts was determined to remove him from 
the path of Spain and was prepared to use 
the shamans. in ord�r to still any protest 
from Old Tassel. 

WATTS rose and extended his hand, 
shaking a finger dramatically at 
Sevier, fiercely demanding-

"You dare to say a Cherokee was not 
killed and scalped at Jonesboro a few days 
ago; that you did not hold a council in your 
council-house and sa1 the raw scalp placed 
before you?" 

Now Sevier -knew for a certainty that 
Polcher was near and had told his story 
1 1  

to the lower towns. Nor did Sev 
explain that a Creek had been kL 
not a Cherokee ; for that news, ret 
McGillivray, would bring even great'-
He was forced to believe Watts was si .... 
in considering Tall Runner dead. 1 n 
messenger's failure to return home was 
alarming. He foupd one slim hope to 
cling to : Tall Runner had started from one 
of the Little Tennessee towns and had 
returned there. During his absence Old 
Tassel had set out on a journey and the 
Runner had not yet caught up with him. 

"After Tall Runner gave me his talk _and 
had received mine and was ready to start 
back, I told the settlers of Jonesboro I would 
hang the man who crossed his homeward 
trail. And they know Chucky Jack keeps 
his word," Sevier declared. 

Watts seemed impressed and remained 
silent for several moments, his head bowed. 
Then he rose and with racial dignity said : 

" I  will send a runner to find Old Tassel 
to see if anything new has been heard from 
his messenger. But if the Cherokees should 
find their red brother had been killed and 
scalped-just as it is now believed in this 
village that he dwells where it is · ever 
growing dark-and if Little John should 
be asked to cover the dead with his blood, 
who is there to become angry and make 
war-medicine against us?" 

"My riflemen know how and when to 
make war-medicine." 

"Little birds whisper that they can do 
· nothing without a leader; that their minds 
are in many pieces, some crying for Spain 
to buy their tobacco, some saying they 
will make themselves into a new nation 
and have done with Chucky Jack, who 
plans to join the Thirteen Fires (thirteen 
States) ." 

Sevier folded his arms and stared over 
the chief's head. Watts continued : 

"It can not be that North Carolina will 
be angry if the spirit of Tsan-usdi travels 
to the spirit land in the West, for Carolina 
has driven him from her cabin. The 
Thirteen Fires will not ask presents for 
his death, for the Thirteen Fires are made 
of green wood and give more smoke than· 
flame and will soon die out. The Thirteen 
Fires are not like fires; they are like an 
old man without legs to run on, without 
hands to liff the ax, like an old man who 
can only open his mouth and make foolish 
sounds." 
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the quickness of a released steel 
oevier came to his feet, and, before 

ge could guess his purpose, he had 
.,s' scalp-lock in his left hand and Watts' 

e in his right and in a low, vibrant voice 
• 

was wammg : 
"I am an American. Say what you will 

about the Watauga, about Carolina. But, 
by the white man's God, another black word 
against the Thirteen Fires and I'll empty 
your flesh of blood!" 

They stood breast to breast, their eyes 
fighting the old, ·old battle, with no warrior 
daring to move for fear of precipitating 
a tragedy. Nor was there any cowardice 
in Watts' bearing when he finally broke the 
tense silence by saying : 

' 'Little John of the Nolichucky is a brave 
man. The Great Spirit has caused him 
to be so. '' 

Sevier stepped back and, holding the knife 
by the tip, extended it, saying: 

"My medicine is strong without this. 
John Watts would be a great man if he did 
not listen to the evil talks sent him by 
Alexander McGillivray." 

"You would not say these things to 
McGillivray of the Creeks." 

''All, and more. Now I demand to see 
the man Polcher, who killed a _ white man. "  

((You shall see him," quietly promised 
the chief. 

And with a deep bow Watts dropped 
the knife in his belt and led his warriors 
from the room. 

Sevier knew enough of the Indian char
acter to realize that never had he stood 
as high in Chief Watts' estimation as now. 
This knowledge deceived him none as to his 
danger, however. Even if Polcher should 
fail to erase this last iinpression, the chief 
would persist in believing the future of his 
race depended on the elimination of all 
white settlements west of the Alleghanies. 
To preserve his people he would use what
ever tools came at hand, whether furnished 
by Creek, Spaniard or the Evil One himself. 

Now that the over-mountain men were 
disowned and told to find a guardian in 
the handicapped central Government, the 
wily leader realized the Cherokee Nation 
stood at the threshold of its destiny. Sevier 
represented the element opposing the red 
man's ascendency ; therefore, he must be 
removed. No man had ever been more 
highly esteemed by the Indians as a fighter, 
and the full measure of praise would be 

given him even while the sentence of death 
was being carried out. Sevier had found 
this recognition of merit to be a charac
teristic of every Indian tribe with which 
he had had dealings. Torture and the 
torments .of hell would be accompanied by 
the sincere acknowledgment of the victim's 

• 

v1rtues. 
Sevier stepped to a window and noticed 

the guard on that side had been withdrawn. 
A similar inspection on the other three sides 
revealed the same negligence. But the 
borderer was not to be decoyed into imag
ining he could escape to the forest by a 
sudden rush. He knew he was circled 
about by sharp weapons and sharper eyes 
and that, should he attempt to escape, he 
would be despatched off-hand. Such an 
ending of his captivity would relieve Watts 
from any censure on the part of Old Tassel 
and his faction. 

Leaning from an open window, Sevier 
found the invitation to attempt an: escape 
was accented by the absence of even the 
women and children. The village ap
peared to be deserted. He smiled grimly 
at such a transparent ruse. He had fought 
too many times with the nation, · had 
whipped it too often, to imagine the war
riors would neglect any oversight that 
would insure his captivity. And yet . the 
maneuver made him think more kindly of 
Watts. The chief fought for the future 
of his people ; he preferred to remove the 
stumbling-block in the council-house with
out brutality. 

There was something in the drowsy 
atmosphere of the village that was reminis
cent of James Robertson's last visit to his 
home on the Nolichucky. The fancy was 
absurd and yet persisted ; something that 
now thrilled him with a promise of succor, 
and yet too vaguely remembered to take a 
tangible form in his thoughts. He forced 
his recollections over the back trail. He 
recalled the evening. He could see Robert
son at the table, talking. Then there 
flashed across the sensitive screen of his 
memory the words : 

Then Moses severed three cities on this· side 
Jordan toward the sunrising ; that the slayer might 
flee thither, which should kill his neighbor un
awares, and hated him not in times past; and that 
fleeing unto one of these cities he might live. 

Now he had it through the seeming 
irrelevancy of some passages of Scripture. 
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Robertson had been to Echota, and had 
spoken of it as a "white," or "peace" town. 
Sevier had summoned it back to mind 
through the association of ideas. The 
Cherokees had degenerated in other mat
ters, but they still held strictly to their 
ancient law and vouchsafed a refuge to 
the murderer which was even more liberal 
than that set forth in Deuteronomy. For, 
while Moses had stipulated that wilful or 
premeditated homicide placed the offender 
outside the pale of sanctuary on the east 
side of Jordan, the old Cherokee law pro
tected even the wilful slayer. once he gained 
Echota. 

Sevier knew a trader, a white man, who 
had demanded and secured sanctuary at 
Echota after slaying an Indian in defense 
of his goods. This man had even been 
warned by the chiefs that he would be way
laid and killed 011 his way home unless he 
first appeased the dead man's relatives 
with gifts. Su.teen years back Oconostota, 
speaking for the Cherokee Nation at John
son Hall _on the Mohawk, in the course of 
making peace with the Iroquois, had said-

"We come from Chotte, where the white 
house, the house of peace, is erected. "  

But this was not Echota, and yet the 
vague promise of help persisted in the 
borderer's mind. Then there walked 
through his thoughts the figure of a French
man, who had visited him at Jonesboro, 
having come from the Creek country and 
passing near the lower towns, and the 
Frenchman had told of finding rest and 
security. 

"I have it now!" softly exclaimed Sevier, 
lifting his head and glancing sharply about 
the village. 

The domesticated fowls scratched and 
pecked before the silent cabins. Pigs 
grunt�d and nosed about. Then a small 
face shyly peeped round the cor:na- of a 
cabin, and Sevier smiled as _he beP.eld the 
little maid who had prayed to the beaver 
for a new tooth. She held up the trade 
mirror and ventured a few steps toward 
him. A low admonition from inside the 
cabin was ignored by the tot. Suddenly 
making up her mind, she ran to the window 
and gleefully held up the mirror for him 
to look in, then gravely opened her mouth 
and used the glass in seeking the belated 
gift of Dayi. 

Sevier chucked her under the chin. A 
woman came running from the cabin and 

seized the child by the arm, perhap� 
that the white man would bewitc. 

"Listen, woman," Sevier comm� 
under his breath. "Is this Ayuhwas.t. 

"Ayuhwasi Egwahi, "  the woman tr 
corrected as she caught up the child at 
hurried away. 

Sevier drew a long breath and turned 
from the window to conceal his smile. It 
was the town the French trader had men
tioned. And by what a round-about way 
had the borderer recalled it! A fragment 
from Deuteronomy, a flash of memory co�
cerning his old friend James Robertson's 
talk of Echota-and Chucky Jack was· now 
ready to meet Chief Watts, his head men 
and the villain, Polcher, and dicker for his 
life. / 

• • • • • • • • 
• • • • 

THE intrusion of the child seemed 
to be a signal for the deathly quiet 
to break up. There sounded a 

hoarse, monotonous chanting of a shaman, 
the shuffling tread of warriors moving with 
ceremonial step, and then John Watts, 
followed by Polcher and a string of warriors, 
entered the council-house, their faces devoid 
of expression, their eyes resting on the 
prisoner as if not seeing him. Watts 
and Polcher took seats side by side, and, 
had not Sevier been looking for the tavern
keeper, he would not have recognized him. 

Polcher now was all Indian. Gone the 
smirk and urbanity of his white role. In 
discarding the garments of the settlements 
he had taken on the status of the red man. 
His features were all Indian, and yet three
fourths of his blood was white. What 
especially served to disguise him was his 
elaborate head-dress of eagle feathers. 
Sevier stared at the feathers intently, then 
began smiling. As the line of warriors 
scowled blackly at his show of mirth, he 
threw off all restraint and laughed aloud. 

Before he could . be interrogated, he 
pointed a derisive finger at Polcher and 
demanded : 

' 'Are the Cherokees mad, or are their . 
medicine-men fools, that they allow an 

.eagle to be killed before the snakes have 
gone to sleep? Have the Cherokee towns 
lost all their eagle-killers? "  

This unexpected outburst caused the 
warriors to exchange glances of consterna
tion. The twelve feathers on the breed's 
head were surely from the tail of the 
mighty awahili, th� great war - �agle, 
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ly sacred and prominent in all 
rtaining to the war-path. 

tts frowned and said something under 
tn·eath. Polcher boldly assured : 

y medicine told me to kill the eagle. 
was sick and would have died." 
' 'He has killed the eagle and has taken 

its feathers without first allowing it to 
remain four days on the ground!" cried 
Sevier. 

The warriors edged apart · from Watts 
and Polcher, for it was knowil that the 
insects on the eagle's feathers will cause 
a serious skin disease to any who wears 
them without first leaving them on the 
ground four days. 

Knowing Sevier had thrown him on to 
the defensive, Polcher declared-

"My medicine protects me ftom the 
eagle-sickness. ' '  

But Sevier was not yet done with him and 
roundly scored : 

''Does your medicine save the Chero
kees' com? You have killed an eagle out 
of season. Surely the frost will come and 
kill the com�. ' '  

This, also, was accepted as an incon
trovertible fact, and Chief Watts realized 
the council would be thrown into confusion 
unless Chucky Jack were headed off. 
Bringing his two hands together for silence, 
he cried out : 

"That business can wait. Little John 
need not worry about Cherokee corn. He 
has asked to see the man who says-·he killed 
Tall Runner. The man 'is here and will 

·speak. ' '  
Polcher rose, and a smile twisted his evil 

face for a moment as he met Sevier's eyes. 
·Then the red man's immobility returned, 
and he began : 

"Tall Runner of the Wolf was killed in 
· Jonesboro. I did not see him killed, but 
my white friends did'. I did see his scalp 
in the court-house. It  was placed on the 
table before Little John. I tried to get 
the scalp to bring to y6u, but Little John 
destroyed it." 

He sat down and indulged in another 
smile of hate as the line of warriors grunted 
in unison. Sevier addressed Watts and 
said : 

"This man murdered an old white man. 
I have followed him here. Will you give 
him up, or must I come with my rifle
men?" 

Chief Watts smiled in keen enjoyment 

at the borderer's boldness. His voice was 
low and almost gentle as he replied : 

"Little John, · Little John! Your white 
law does not reach here. A Cherokee has 
killed an old white man. What of it? It  
were better if he had killed a young white 
man. You ask if you shall come with 
your riflemen. If you can find them in the 
ever-darkening land, and your medicine 
will let you come back, we can not stop you. 
You have asked to see the man you hunted. 
He is here. He is one of your judges. 
Listen now to · what this council shall 
decide. 

"Brothers, it is said a Cherokee was 
killed in or near · Jonesboro. What do we 
find?" 

· "A Cherokee was killed," came the 
answer. 

"It is said he is Tall Runner of the Wolf. 
What do we find?" 

"Tall Runner was killed/� · ' · 
"It is said a white man · killed ·him. 

What is the color of the slayer?'' · 
·"He is a white man." 
The chief paused and cast a glance at 

Sevier. The borderer knew· the climax 
was about to be sprung but concealed any 
concern he might have felt by staring at 
the eagle's feathers and smiling sardon
ically. 

"Brothers, it is said Little John of the 
Nolichucky killed Tall Runner. What do 
we find?" 

"Tsan-usdi killed Tall Runner.'�· · · · 
Chief Watts rose and stared gravely at 

the prisoner. Polcher leaned forward and 
grinned in open malevolence. 

"There is but one more vote to take, my 
brothers," slowly said the chief, speaking 
almost sadly. "What is your answer, 
brothers?" 

"Death to Little John!" chorused the 
council. .  

Polcher laughed aloud. The chief 
scowled at him. 

As Watts resumed his seat, Sevier leisure
ly smoothed out his hunting-shirt, brushed 
back his brown hair and calmly fixed his 
blue eyes on the chief. His first words 
were a question, an unlooked for and 
astounding query. 

"How long since John Watts, leader of 
the renegade Cherokees who live in the 
five lower towns on the Tennessee, gives 
the law in Great Hiwassee? How · long 
since the hostiles, calling themselves 
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'Chickamaugas,' can leave their five towns 
and come here to Ayuhwasi Egwahi
Great Hiwassee a white town and a peace 
town, and pronounce the sentence of 
death?" 

·W atts started convulsively and bared 
hls teeth in a wolfish snarl. Polcher yelled 
a white man's curse and grabbed at his belt. 
Watts seized the breed'$ hand and flung 
it down, then became wooden of face. 
His followers grunted aloud. Polcher pas
sionately cried : 

"The white man lies. Echota is the 
white town. Ayuhwasi Egwahi is a red 
town and the path to it is red." 

"Dog of a mixed-breed!" thundered 
Sevier, leveling a finger at him. "Your 
soul shall curl up and become as nothing. 
Killer of great war-eagle out of season, 
your bones shall rattle in blackness! You 
dare deny the law of the Cherokees!" 

The one shaman present shivered, his 
eyes glistening with fear, and, unable to 
witness the blazing scorn the blue eyes 
were p0uring into Polcher, drew his blanket 
over his head. Watts could not entirely 
cover up his concern, and, turning to the 
shaman, he asked-

"What does our father say as to the 
law?" 

The shaman's figure trembled, for he 
had great fear of Chief Watts' anger, . even 
though he were a medicine-man. In a 
quavering voice he informed-

"A long time ago, when all the old things 
were new, when water-bears lived at the 
bottom of the Oconaluftee River, this village 
of Ayuhwasi Egwahi was a white town." 

"It has not been used as such in three 
lives," cried Polcher. 

"A man-slayer has never been refused 
refuge," said Sevier. 

Motioning them to be still, Watts fixed 
his gleaming gaze on the shaman and said : 

"I have given many bales of black and 
red cloth to our medicine-men. Now, my 
father, when was the law changed?" 

And he leaned forward and sought to 
catch the shaman's eye. But the medicine
man's fear of physical violence was as 
nothing compared with his fear of witches, 
blue and black spirits and dreams that 
sapped one's soul away. 

Keeping his face in the blanket, he 
answered-

" It can not be changed so long as the 
town stands." 

" Yul" cried Sevier in triumpJ 
now, John Watts, how dare you c 
your renegade towns, from yt 
Shawnees and Creeks, your run 
okees and white dogs, and try to 
law of the Cherokees? How dare you 
this creature, neither white nor red, an 
let him enter a council and vote for death 
while he is wearing the feathers of the 
sacred awahili? You say I murdered a 
Cherokee or had him murdered. I say 
you and that mongrel dog lie. You say 
Tall Runner was killed in Jonesboro. I 
say he lives and goes to find Old Tassel, 
unless he was killed by that white-Indian 
after returning to his own people. 

"But believe me to be a murderer, or 
pretend to believe m'e a murderer. Believe 
what you will, and still I laugh at you and 
the man called Polcher. For I appeal to 
the ancient law of the Cherokees, the law 
that has never been set aside and can not 
be set aside so long as a single white town 
stands on Cherokee soil! I demand my 
life so long as I stay here in Great Hiwassee. 
And, by the living God, who is God of both 
white and red, do you break that ancient 
law at your peril!" 

CHAPTER VI 
ON THE WHITE PATH 

W
ATTS glared in speechless rage, then 

sank back helpless. Polcher slyly 
drew a pistol, only to find his arm seized by 
the frightened shaman and the weapon 
twisted from his hand. The warriors grit
ted their teeth but offered no violence. It 
was the law. Human blood must never be 
spilled in a white town. It was also the 
law among the Creeks and, if old memories 
were to be trusted, among the Senecas of 
the Long House. Superstition cowed those 
who would have scant regard for some other 
tribal laws. 

Sevier was still flushed with victory when 
Watts drew himself erect and smiled coldly 
on the borderer and in a mocking voice 
said : 

"So be it. Wo to the Cherokee who 
breaks the law!" And he paused to dart a 
warning glance at the enraged tavern
keeper. "But listen, Little John ; the law 
says you shall receive no hurt so long as you 
stay here. So long as you stay here." 

Sevier winced. Time was all precious. 
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overtake the Tonpits and turn 
1ck. The man's mad ambitions 

� for cool-headed scheming, and 
.)ult that his zeal would embarrass 

... .., of Spain. Yet, such as he was, 
1Ya.5 essential in binding McGillivray to 

the Cherokees and to the white malcontents 
back in the Watauga country. Could he 
and the Emperor of the Creeks be kept 
apart? McGillivray's formidable plans 
might easily go amiss, or at least be delayed 
until the border riflemen could prepare for 
the war. 

Sevier appreciated Tonpit's erratic nature 
and yet did not underestimate him. He 
came from a proud family. He was austere 
in personality but could surely gather a 
following among the recent arrivals over the 
mountains. Old-timers· would stick by 
Sevier and blindly follow his lead. Many 
of the newcomers and the lawless element
the last as a unit-would huzza for Tonpit. 
The Indians only asked for two hostile 
factions among the settlers. Aided by the 
Creeks, they would side with Tonpit. 

So Sevier had reason for dismay as he 
considered the trap he was in. Just so long 
as he remained within the limits of the town, 
all trails would be white and he would be 
treated courteously. Not even Polcher, 
now he had been taught his lesson, would 
raise a hand against him. But let him step 
over the line, and he became .. legitimate 
game for any ax. 

Chief Watts gaged his thoughts correctly 
and motioned for Polcher to withdraw. 
After the tavern-keeper had departed, the 
chief with mock gravity said-

"My new brother, who has come to live 
with us, understands where he can walk and 
where he must not walk?" 

"He understands," was the cheerful 
reply. ''As he is weary, he will be glad to . 
rest here until the next Green Corn Dance 
wipes out the crime he never committed. "  

"When new fire is given to take -the place 
of the old, he will be free to go unharmed," 
admitted Watts, well satisfied to hold 
Sevier a prisoner until the com was ready 
for harvesting, or about the middle of 
August. Watts believed the die would be 
cast inside of thirty days and that, without 
Sevier to stiffen their morale, the settlers 
would be conquered. 

Watt'S was the last of the warriors to 
leave. At the door he called out a com
mand, and a man handed him in Sevier's 

rifle and a belt. Presenting these to the 
borderer, the chief gravely said : · 

"These ar-e yours. No one shall say the 
Cherokees are thieves even if the whites 
have stolen their land." 

_ "I shall feel easier for having them so long 
as Polcher is in the village." 

"You need have no fear of Polcher. He 
will not think of harming a hair of your 
head. He showed anger while here, but 
that is be.cause he has· lived long among 
whites and forgets the law. Now he knows ; 
he will not reach for his knife. again-in 
Great Hiwasse. ' '  

''If I choose to try to escape, can I have 
my horse?" 

"Your horse is at the edge of the village 
with the others. Take him any time. · .It is 
your horse. If you care to take the risk, 
you shall set out in as good condition. as you 
were in when my young men .brought you 
here.' '  

' 'I will remember it in your favor when 
next I have you under my rifle,'' said 
Sevier, his eyes sparkling as he · :examined 
his rifle and pistol and found they had not 
been tampered with. "You stay here?" 

"I have work to do in my lower towns," 
was the enigmatic reply, illuminated some
what by the peculiar smile accompanying 
the words. · 

"Preparing for war while I wait for the 
com to be harvested. On coming here I 
saw a war-eagle flying away. What was it 
a ... sign of? Your defeat?" 

Watts looked sober. More progressive 
in his ideas than the bulk of his people, yet 
he could not discard many of the super
stitions. Secretly he was · alarmed that 
Polcher had killed an eagle out of season, 
yet that was a fault that did not necessarily 
spell disaster. To make light of the dis
quieting suggestion he indifferently said : 

"We have shamans to read signs. It is 
enough for you to know that all crimes die 
out and are forgotten-when old fires die and 
are replaced by the new. You have your 
choice, Little John. Stay and live, or step 
over the line and have an ax stuck in your 
head. Kul" 

"I have heard you," was the quiet reply. 
Free to come and go, Sevier quit the 

council-house and wandered about the 
village. Feeling hungry, he entered a 
cabin and found the little girl playing with 
the mirror. He was promptly provided 
with beans and venison. The father of the 



Red Belts 

child eyed him stealthily. The child boldly 
ran to him and climbed on his knee. Sevier 
knew these were his friends insofar as they 
could be such without betraying their 
people. 

"Has a white man and a white woman 
passed through this village sine� the 
little . one lost her tooth?" he asked as he 
ate. 

The man turned away, but the woman 
shook her head, and Chucky Jack knew she 
answered truthfully. He was disappointed, 
yet remember�d it was very possible he 
had passed ahead of them. Tonpit would 
be held back by the girl. It was also pos
sible they had passed the village without 
entering it. And he persisted-

"Have you heard of a white man and wo
man traveling to the Coosa?" 

Again the man pretended not to have 
heard the query, and once more the woman 
silently answered in the negative. He was 
puzzled. He knew the Tonpits could pass 
without hindrance once it was known they 
were bound for McGillivray's town. And, 
did they pass, the news would be flashed 
from village to village with incredible 
swiftness. 

"It must be that I've got ahead of them ; 
that Polcher got far ahead of them/' he 
decided as he finished his meal. "Tonpit 
would have to stop and give the girl a 
chance to rest. Even at that it's 
queer no word is brought ahead of their 
coming.' '  

He went outside, wondering if by any 
chance Tonpit had changed his plans and 
struck for Governor Miro's headquarters at 
Pensacola. The girl's hurried scrawl told 
her lover they were bound for Little Talas
see. This substantiated his theory that 
McGillivray had demanded her as a hostage 
to bind Tonpit to his bargain. This line of 
conjecture brought Kirk Jackson to mind, 
and he speculated on the young man's 
whereabouts. How long would he hide 
from the settlers, thinking a mob was after 
him to give him short shift? 

"Just long enough to feel sure he could 
find · me in the court-house," was the bor
derer's decision on this point. "On learning 
I've gone and that he's safe in the settle
ment, he'll wait just long enough to get a 
horse and come pounding after the girl. 
Wish I'd left a note for him to stay there, 
although that would have no effect on a 
young man in love." 

REALIZING the folJ 
speculation, he brough 

� bear on his immediate sur 
and strolled out to see his horse. '1 ). 
ful animal ran to him to be petted. 
on his back and speed down the trail wow 
take but a minute. He had his arms and 
had eaten. While making much of the 
horse, he cast his glance about. The woods 
were quiet, scarcely a breath stirring the 
foliage. The i�ching to be off almost 
tempted him, then he turned away and 
walked but a few rods toward the cabins 
when Watts came from behind a bush. 

"No, John," he said before the other 
could speak ; "I decided not to risk it. For 
a bit I believed it could be done; then I saw 
tsiskwaya, the little sparrow; fly upward, 
afraid of something on the ground. " 

"Tsiskwaya saw a snake," suggested 
Watts. 

''He wore Cherokee paint,'' smiled Sevier. 
The chief lowered at him evilly, a heavy 

scowl distorting his dark face. The bor
derer knew _something had gone wrong with 
his enemy .and philosophically decided he 
ought to be benefited by whatever had 
displeased the chief. 

"My brother is angry because I did not 
ride down the trail,'' he said. 

Watts snarled like a tree-cat, then forced 
his face to composure and said: 

''I am angry at your narrow escape. If 
you had gone down the trail, the snake 
might have bitten you. Who knows? 
Bad .dreams would have come to me if you 
had been harmed.''  

"Just what does that mean?" Sevier 
suspiciously asked. · 

Watts pointed to the end of the village, 
where warriors were filing in between the 
first cabins. 

"Old Tassel comes, and with him is the 
Tall Runner, the man of the Wolf, who 
Polcher said was dead." 

Sevier could scarcely credit his eyes. 
Old Tassel and Tall Runner rode ahead of 
the band. 

"Then I am free to go. I do not need to 
wait for the Green Corn Dance to wipe out 
all sins,'' he cried. 

"Little John is as free as the birds of the 
air," quickly assured Watts. "His horse 
is waiting. He has his rifle, pistol and ax. 
He had better go before Old Tassel asks 
him to stay. If there is a snake in the 
woods, I will drive him away." And he 



Adventure 

fingers to his lips and whistled 
e signal was promptly answered. 

th is open and smooth," he said to 

.:!re was a strong possibility that Old 
.L assel would insist on his remaining in the 
village. Sevier had learned, however, that 
he invariably profited by doing the opposite 
to what hostiles like Watts wished him to 
do. Now that luck had permitted him to 
meet Old Tassel, whose pacific_ inclinations 
were a thorn in the side of the war-faction, 
he instantly became determined to win 
some advantage from the encounter. 

"Where is the man Polcher?" he asked. 
''He is here somewhere. ' '  
"I think my medicine is telling me to see 

Old Tassel before I go," he announced. 
With that he hastened forward, followed by 
the chief, and overtook Old Tassel in front 
of the council-house. 

The old chief was not prepared for the 
meeting, and his· alarmed manner of 
glancing about suggested an expectation of 
beholding a band of Chucky Jack's famous 
riflemen. His show of perturbation im
pelled Sevier to wonder what tricks the 
wily old diplomat was up to. The Tall 
Runner ignored Sevier's presence entirely. 

"My brother did not think to see me 
here," greeted Sevier, grasping the chief by 
the hand. 

"My brother is far from home," mumbled 
the chief. 

"Not when he is in the home of his 
friends," corrected Sevier. "Come, let us 
open a bag of talk. I sent you a talk by 
Tall Runner to say I would meet you in 
council. I a:tn here alone to do so. ?' 

Old Tassel stared in amazement at his 
audacity. The warriors behind the old 
man exchanged puzzled glances and tight
ened their grip on their axes. Sevier noted 
the hostile demonstration and read the red 
minds easily. Never before had they been 
given such an opportunity. Many times 
Chucky Jack and his mounted riflemen had 
struck them and wounded them sorely. 
Now he was in their midst, far from the 
settlements and seemingly alone. The last 
fact they could scarcely believe. 

As their gaze turned to suspiciously 
sweep the forest, John Watts spoke up, . -assurmg : 

"Little John rides alone. My young men 
found him and brought him here." . 

' 'To this white town of peace," added 

. 
Sevier. "What could be better than to 
hold our talk in a peace town, where evil 
thoughts and bloods.hed are not known?" 

Old Tassel's braves glanced at Watts, 
as if asking if that were the reason the 
borderer was still alive, and found their 
answer in his gloomy eyes. Old Tassel 
shook off his confusion and assented : 

"We will hear my brother's talk. The 
Cherokees do not want war with the whites. 
My brother would be safe in a peace town 
or a red town, as safe as he would be on the 
Holston or the French Broad." 

The sullen countenances of his followers 
and the half-masked ferocity of Watts left 

. room for doubt as to the unanimity of this 
sentiment, but no word was spoken as the
two chiefs and representative men filed into 
the council-house and took their places. 

After a decorous pause Sevier rose and 
said : 

"Evil birds have whispered to the Chero
kees, and the nation now refuses to keep the 
chain of friendship from dragging on the 
ground. It lies in the dirt, no matter how 
high my people lift their arms. It is the 
end in the Cherokee country that is 
allowed to drag. This should not be. 
White men and women and children going 
to ' Kentucky have been killed by the 
Cherokees. This must not be. 

''The Cherokees have killed many white 
settlers who have crossed the Holston and 
the French Broad. Their bones have 
not been covered. Our settlers were told 
by North Carolina they were right in going 
there. It is too late to call them back. 
They will hold the land because the bones 
of their dead have not been covered. 

· "We hear that the Cherokees now plan 
to join hands with Alexander McGillivray 
and his. Creeks; that war-talks have been 
sent back and forth between the two na
tions. Let the Cherokees beware how they 
take a red ax from the Creeks. 

"Where did the Creeks get their lands? 
From those they struck in the head. Who 
filled the Creek cabins with guns and 
powder? A Spanish King over the big 
water. How does Spain treat the Indians? 
Go and ask the old men among your people, 
among the Creeks and the Seminoles, who 
have received the stories from the old men 
behind them. Ask the old men of this 
nation what their fathers' fathers told them 
of De Soto. 

''If the Cherokees take the red ax from 
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the Creeks and should break off all the 
heads of the settlers along the French 
Broad, the Holston, the Nolichucky and the 
Watauga, what would they gain? The 
Creeks as friends. They have never been 
a true friend to any neighbor. Spain a 
friend? When you bait a sacred war-eagle 
with the carcass of a deer and kill it, you 
pray to it not to take vengeance on you, 
saying it is no Cherokee that killed it, but 
Askwani-a Spaniard. Why do you pray 
to turn the deaQ. eagle's vengeance against 
the Spaniards? Because it is burned into 
your heads from the old, old times how 
cruelly Spain used your people. 

' 'Hayu/ If you do not sound the red war
whoop, the Creeks can do nothing. They 
can not harm you. If you join with them 
Spain will see they get your lands. Then 
Spain will take all the land for herself. If 
you hold up the chain of friendship so it does 
not drag on the ground, I will promise you 
that our settl�rs shall not go beyond the 
boundary we agree upon at the grand 
council. 

"The land now held south of the Broad 
and the Holston must remain ours to cover 
the dead you have slain. We will cover 
your dead with presents and will not 
wander from our land to your land. If you 
make this treaty and stand to it, I promise 
I will lead my riflemen against the Creeks 
should they try to steal any of your lands. 
I have spoken." · 

THE boldness of this talk amazed 
the warriors. At the least they had 
expected Sevier to be very concilia

tory. His blunt re�inder of what the 
Kentucky settlers had suffered, his firm in
sistence that the settlers below the French 
Broad would not vacate the land and his 
calm offer of assistance left them speechless. 
His magnificent assurance, although iso
lated from his friends by many miles of 
enemies, touched their imagination and 
commanded their deepest respect. Even 
Watts, although determined to take the red 
path, could not suppress his admiration. 
The effect on Old Tassel was very marked. 

Sevier believed that Watts' eagerness to 
have him leave the village without meeting 
the old chief was due to some half-promise 
on Tassel's part to favorably consider the 
Creeks' request for an alliance .in a general 
war against the whites. If Old Tassel had 
intimated any such willingness, it was now 

obvious that Sevier's pJ� 
impelling him to reconsr 
consequences most carefuh.� 

Watts fumed with imp 
nounce Sevier and his riflemen 
his hearers to declare war at 0.1 
etiquette demanded that Old Tasst 
first. The old chief did not relish his 
and faltered and hesitated but managed t'
say : 

"My brother's words have entered my 
ears. North Carolina has sent me many 
talks, promising I should have justice and 
that all new people be moved off my land. 
I am an old man. The promises must be 
kept very soon, or I shall not live to see. 
them kept. Now they· tell me the Watauga 
settlements are not a part of North Carolina 
and that I must send my talk to the Thir
teen Fires, to the Great Council of America. 
So much going about t� get justice troubles 
me." · 

Sevier quickly replied : 
''I will keep the promises I make in the 

grand council I am asking you to come to. 
The Watauga settlements are to become a 
separate fire and blaze beside the thirteen." 

Unable to restrain his fierce passions 
longer, Watts leaped to his feet and cried : 

"Why should we wait longer to have 
promises kept? Why should we believe new 
promises will be remembered better than 
the old? What power has Little John to 
make the settlers keep off our lands? 
Even now the settlements do not know 
where they belong. North Carolina does 
not want them. The Great Council of 
America has. not taken them in. Who, then, 
is to see that the promises are k�pt? 

"Ku! Spain tells these settlers they 
must not travel on the Mississippi, and the 
river is closed except to the friends of Spain. 
Little John is a brave man, but he can not 
shoot his rifle across the big water. Spain 
speaks, and her voice comes across the water, 
and she is obeyed. Let us go to no grand 
council until the whites have left our lands." 
Then whirling on Sevier he cried, "I have 
said you are a brave man. I meant the 
days when we fought each other on the 
border. I do not mean now-today. For 
you have sneaked through the woods and 
kept from sight until safe in a peace town. 
You would talk soft if you were in Little 
Talassee, face to face with McGillivray." 

Sevier knew Watts was trying to drive 
him into the wilderness where the paths 
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o accepted the challenge by 

"ttle Talassee. I will speak 
ith McGillivray, and, after I 

�, go and ask hiln n I spoke 
1'uming to Old Tassel he demanded, 
do you say to my talk? Will you 

ue to a grand council on the French 
..uroad or on the Holston after I have re
turned from McGillivray's town?" 

Old Tassel, beset by his desire for peace, 
yet feeling the surge of his warriors' will for 
fighting, now found a loop-hole. He grave
ly replied-

"When you come back from carrying 
your talk to McGillivray, I will go to a 
grand council on the French Broad." 

"You have given your promise in the 
council-house of a peace town. It is to 
be so," said Sevier, picking up his rifle and 
preparing to go. 

Watts stepped forward and extended his 
hand, and, as Sevier grasped it and searched 
his face, he said : 

"Little John is still a brave man. 
wpether it be peace or war, you are a brave 
man. And will you go to little Talassee?" 

Sevier dropped his hand and coldly re
plied-

"Unless stopped by a Chickamauga 
bullet, I shall go there. "  

Watts clicked his strong teeth and 
whispered : 

"McGillivray will keep you safe there. 
You will not get in_ his trail again.' '  Then 
turning to the curious warriors he cried out, 
"Ho! A brave man goes to Little Talassee. 
You will not harm him. But, if you see a 
white man turning back before reaching 
McGillivray's town, you may know he is a 
coward and treat him as such...'' 

Ignoring the hostile glances, Sevier glided 
from the council-house and made for his 
horse. He now had his chance to go to 
McGillivray on the Coosa, and a fringe of 
Cherokee warriors would see to it that he 
did not turn back alive. 

Hurrying to the corral, he saddled his 
horse and mounted and confided : 

"Well, old fellow, that's where I reckon to 
go, to Little Talassee. But I'd rather go 
alone instead of being chased there. Com
ing back will be harder. "  

As he rode down the white path, he kept 
his eyes opened for signs of Polcher. He 
did not anticipate any attack from the 
tavern-keeper until he left the vicinity of the 

village, for Watts must have warned that 
no blood was to be shed so long as the path 
was white. When he struck into the main 
trail leading southwest, then he would be 
traversing a red way, and there would be no 
ancient law holding Polcher back. How
ever, that was a detail to be attended to 
when encountered. What worried him 
considerably was not the tavern-keeper, 
sure to be in ambush somewhere ahead, but 
Kirk Jackson and the Tonpits. 

He had barely cleared the outskirts of the 
village when he discovered some one was 
following him. He reined in, expecting to 
behold the van of the Cherokees coming to 
make sure he did not double back to the 
north. But there was but one man, and he 
ran with no efforts at concealment. To the 
contrary he now began calling Sevier by his 
Cherokee name, "Tsan-usdi.' '  

"I am here," called out Sevier. 
As the Cherokee burst into view, the 

borderer recognized him as the father of the 
little girl who prayed to the beaver. 

"You want me?" Sevier asked. 
"I go with you. Old Tassel has spoken 

•t " 1 . 
"How far do you go with me?" 
"Until we reach the land of the Creeks. "  
"To see that I do not turn back," sneered 

Sevier. 
"To see no bad Indians cross your path,'' 

was the grave correction. 
Sevier's hostility vanished. Old Tassel 

feared his promise of safe passage might be 
violated by some of the younger men and 
wished .to shift all responsibility of the 
borderer' s fate on to the Creeks. Still 
half a measure of solicitude was decent of 
him, and Sevier kriew he had him won 
from thoughts of war for the time being at 
least. 

"You are?" -
"The Jumper, of the Ani-Kawi." 
"A man of the Deer clan should know the 

trails. We will go on,- Little Brother. 
Tell me when the white path turns red. "  

"I will tell you," grunted the Indian. 
"Tell me where is the man called 

Polcher?" 
"In the forest. Somewhere along the 

red path." 
Trotting ahead, the Jumper led the way 

for several miles, and yet Sevier could de
tect no signs of Cherokees in the rear. He 
said as much to the Jumper, who drew a 
half-circle in the air behind him, saying : 



Red Belts 

"They are from there to there. We 
shall not see them so long as we go toward 
the Coosa." 

"It is well,"  said Sevier. 
The Jumper raised a hand and then threw 

himself prostrate with his ear to the ground. 
Sevier quieted his restless horse and 
listened. He hearq nothing. The Indian 
rose and informed : 

"Men come. We must leave the trail." 
''\Vhy should we hide, Little Brother? 

What is there to fear along the white path 
that leads to the white town?" 

"Nothing to fea� from men of my color, "  
said the Jumper with a touch of irony. 
"But I can not answer for the whites. " 

"White men!' '  exclaimed Sevier, dis
mounting and leading his horse aside and 
into cover. 

His first thoughts were of Tonpit, the 
man who, despite his weakness and am
bitions, · was so necessary to· Spain and 
Charles III's field representative, Alexander 
McGillivray. 

"They bring horses to trade in Great 
Hiwassee," the Indian added. 

Sevier's hopes fell, then rebounded as he 
discredited the Indian's ability to know 
who was coming and their purpose. Thus 
far he had been able to detect nothing but 
the usual forest sounds. 

"How do you know that?" he demanded. 
"Some of the horses have no riders." 

SKEPTICAL, Sevier composed 
himself to wait in patience. After 
what seemed a long time, there 

came a burst of voices and the trampling 
of hoofs, and above the confusion roared a 
coarse voice hurling curses at animals and 
men. 

"Hajason!" muttered the Jumper, his 
face scow ling. 

"Red Hajason!" softly cried Sevier, me
chanically shifting his rifle. 

The Jumper touched his hand as it lay 
on the gun, and he warned : 

"You must not think of that. You are 
still in the white path." 

Sevier lowered the rifle and asked
"Does he trade at Hiwassee?" 
The Indian nodded. Had not Sevier's 

errand concerned the fate of the Western 
settlements, he would have considered his 
journey well worth the danger just for an 
opportunity to confront and kill this man 
whose . name was anathema from the 

Watauga to the French Bro!;) 
out the Carolinas east of 

Wherever horses were Sb .. 

t<Y hidden forest depots, the 
Hajason was known and dete ... 
he continued to. carry on his thiev 
due to his practise of sending agents 
the actual work while he remained in 
stronghold somewhere at the headwaters o"' 
the Hiwassee River in the southwestern 
comer of North Carolina. When not at this 
camp, it was said he made his home over the 
line in South Carolina, "that delight of 
buccaneers and pyra tes," as the Rev. 
Hugh Jones, chaplain to the honorable 
Assembly of Virginia, characterized that 
commonwealth in 1 750. 

Border-folks, however, denied that Red 
Hajason was compelled to shuttle back and 
forth between the Hiwassee and the Tugalo 
Rivers and openly charged he had .. been 
seen in the capital of North Carolina, 
seemingly on excellent terms with some of 
those who pretended to safeguard the 
destiny of the State. This would not be 
surprizing, as in formative periods the 
devil takes advantage of chaos to walk 
close to saints. 

But the over-mountain country was 
closed ground to the king of horse-thieves; 
there was no doubting that fact. A bullet 
on sight was what he would receive did he 
venture forth where he sent his men. Thus 

.. 

it h�d happened that Sevier, while having 
had the pleasure of hanging several of Red 
Hajason's  tools, had never looked on his 
face. 

The Jumper increased his vigilance and 
cunningly took Sevier's horse by the nose 
to prevent a whinney. 

"We must go deeper into the woods," he 
urged. 

"Listen, Little Brother, I must see this 
Red Hajason," whispered Sevier, dis
mounting. ' 'Take the horse back. I will 
stay here." 

"This path is white," frantically pro
tested the Indian, anticipating from Se
vier's frowning visage a bloody settlement 
with the outlaw. · 

"My eyes can not shed blood," soothed 
Sevier. "He shall pass unharmed-this 
time. But I must see him. " 

The Jumper reluctantly led the horse 
deeper into the cover, and Sevier hid him
self and waited. The Cherokees owned 
many horses, excellent animals. A brisk 
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ried on between the friendly 
! settlers. And there was 

.;tween Cherokee and Cree�, 
_ ... e white man's horse that some
to the Southern nation. And 

n traded stolen nags for honest ones 
hrough unsuspected agents sold the 

�.ter to the whites. 
Hajason was not dubbed "Red" because 

of rtifescent hair or complexion, He was 
Red because of his deeds, his readiness to 
spill the blood of the weaker. Only affairs 
of great importance had restrained Sevier 
from taking a posse of his swift-riding 
riflemen and running down the scourge long 
before this. 

The cavalcade now drew near, and he 
could easily make out the oaths and com
mands being shouted in English by Hajason, 
sprinkled with orders in the Cherokee 
ton�e. Now they burst into view, two 
half-breeds _ riding ahead, a dozen horses 
following them. Bringing up the rear were 
three white men. Sevier had eyes for only 
one of the trio, a giant of a man, whose 
features were an amazing mass of brutality 
and evil passions, whose bearded lips opened 
seldom except to permit the escape of a 
blasphemy. 
. His companions cowered under his tongue
lashings, while his thunderous epithets 
hurled at the head of the drove kept the 
breeds jumping convulsively. He passed 
within a dozen feet of Sevier, and the bor
derer had ample opportunity to study him 
in detail and time to regret that his hands 
were tied by the ancient law. With his 
pistol he could have obliterated a great evil, 
and he was powerless to act. 

So intent was he on scanning the out
law's burly body and repulsive face that he 
all but overlooked the horse he was riding. 
The moment he noticed the big black his 
interest in Red Hajason became a minor 
matter. There was no mistaking the 
animal. Not another horse on the border 
that showed those white knees, for all the 
world like two bandages. The horse was 
Tonpit's favorite mount. Staring incredu
lously, Sevier darted his gaze over the rest 
of the animals and found the small bay 
Miss Elsie always rode. 

"By all the red gods in the East, he's got 
the major's and the girl's nags!" gasped the 
borderer, craning his neck and risking dis
covery to watch the cavalcade move up the 
trail. 

Tonpit and his daughter had disappeared 
from home the night of Old Thatch's death . 
Their departure. was, presumably, the result 
of the Creek's message from McGillivray. 
Lon Hester had disappeared the same night. 

"They were bound for Little Talassee," he 
mused. "They rode in haste, or I should 
have overtaken them. And yet the girl had 
to have time to rest. Polcher and Hester 
are free to come and go among the Chero
kees. I know Polcher is ahead, waiting for 
me. Hester is just the man to dicker with 
Hajason for fresh animals for the major and 
the girl. But their horses appeared to be 
fresh. Why change them?" 

He stared longingly up the trail, fighting 
down his impulse to pursue Red Hajason 
and kill him, if need be, to get the truth. 
To shed blood would be a violation of the 
law he had invoked to save his own life. 
He heard Hajason shouting a boisterous 
greeting in the Cherokee tongue and knew 
he had glimpsed some of the warriors ad
vancing on either side of the trail. To go 
after the outlaw and scare the truth from 
him would mean an encounter with the 
Indians, who had been ordered to treat him 
as a coward did they catch him turning 
back. They would not slay him on the 
white path, but they surely would make 
him a prisoner. 

He almost wished he had delayed his de
parture until Hajason had arrived. And 
yet, had Fate worked that way, new com
plications would have arisen and the trail 
to the south might not have been open to 
him. Next rose the puzzling point: why 
should Hajason come in person to superin
tend the sale or exchange of a dozen horses? 
The outlaw was a villain of large activities. 
He was well known and hospitably received 
in Great Hiwassee. His immunity to danger 
consisted in leaving details to his subor
dinates. 

"No!" growled Sevier. "He never came 
just to get rid of the horses. He has had 
many deals with this town. He could have 
sent a boy and a talk and made the trade. 
He came for a purpose. The nags hap
pened to be on hand, and he fetched them.'' 

The Jumper pressed through the bushes 
behind him and touched his shoulder and 
anxiously insisted : 

"Little John loses much time. The 
medicine of the Deer tells me Death creeps 
down the trail, even though it be a white 
trail." · 
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And he nervously fumbled a small bag 
hanging round his neck and rolled his eyes 
in alarm toward the village. 

"Chief Watts' Chickari 
close," warned the Jurr 

"Let them come " wa� ' 

"I am ready," Sevier said, springing into 
the saddle. "Death ever lurks where Red 
Hajason is.'' 

t'We have not turned back, 11 
a foot." And, shaking the rt 
down the trail with his guide at h 

• 
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TO BE CONCLUDED 

TO A FRYING-PAN 

BY ZOE A. TILGH MAN 

STEEL-STANCH comrade of my wanderings, strange 
Magician, alchemist, that so couldst change 

Untempting viands to ambrosial fare, 
Fit for the gods themselves, had they been therP-e -
Better to me thy unpretentious �'eats" 
Than chef's most costly gastronomic feats. 
Grimy and. black, thou still to me art dear, 
Nor sweeter music ever charmed my ear 
Than thy resounding clango.r when my pard 
With his knife-handle smiting thee full hard 
Beat the tattoo that summoned me to chuck. 
In days auspicious, or in hardest luck, 
Through desert sand and heat, through mountain snows-

- Through all, the memory of thy service glows. 
Be with me till I cross the Great Divide, 
Shall I not miss thee on the other side? 
Blest comforter of my faint inner man, 
Thou, tried by fire my faithful frying-pan. 
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' YINGS OT HELL - FIRE SMITH 

�ONE INTO POLITE ENGLISH 

BY TALBOT MU NDY 

Y
EARS ago Talbot Mundy sent us 
"Some of the Sayings of Hell-Fire 

Smith, Done into Polite English." Tre
mendously interesting and embodying 
much worldly wisdom, but a wisdom so 
soaked in cynicism, selfishness, inhumanity 
and criminal instinct that we hesitated 
about . giving it wider circulation. But I 
think the hesitation was a mistaken one, 
for after all the big point is that all his 
cynical brutality didn't get him any
where except into hell, a destination one 
can reach without the aid of wisdom, mis
taken or otherwise. 

Only a fool would take him as an ex
ample, but as a study in human or in
human-nature he is most ·interesting. 
Also, there are plenty of him yet in the 
world and it may be helpful to more decent 
men to have a general survey of his danger
ous psychology. He's not the kind of ani
mal to trust. 

Here is Mr. Mundy's letter, written some 
five, six or seven years ago : 

Enclosed are some sayings of Hell-Fire Smith which 
you may be able to use. Smith died more than two 
years ago, so there is no chance of his suing you for 
libel-as I certainly would if you printed his epi
grams as mine! 

He had been in jail once or twice, and he had one 
wife in the United States and another in Canada. I 
know that because I used to write his letters for him. 
They both wrote to him from time to time, claiming 
support, but he got out of it because one of them 
had a daughter. He told her that her daughter 
could support her and that therefore she needed no 
help from him; he told the other one, of course, that 
she had only herself to support-it would have been 
different had she had any one dependent on her-a 
daughter for instance! 

His ghost will surely glory in the notion of pub
licity, for, like most blackguards of the fearless type, 
be was given to bragging on occasion.-TALBOT 
MUNDY. 

A
ND here are the "sayings" themselves
a very pitiful philosophy of life. 

Among them are bits of sound, practical ad
vice, free from cynicism or evil, but as a 
whole they are merely a look-in at a black
guard's soul. 

Some of the Sayings of Hell-Fire Smith 
Done Into Polite English 

BY TALBOT MUNDY 

HELL-FIRE SMITH was originally an American 
citizen, once a sheriff somewhere in Montana; 

he left the United States in a hurry, his departure 
having something to do with a question of graft. 
The next that was heard of him he was a . trooper in 
the North-west Mounted Police, and he was in a 
hurry again when he left that force and Canada. 

A ITER that he went through the Matabele and 
Basuto campaigns in South Africa, winning 

golden opinions for his bravery and soldierly quali
ties, and when the Boer War broke out he gained en
viable distinction as the brilliant leader:of a special 
corps of scouts. But when the war was over he got 
into trouble with the Government in the matter of 
some mules; there were a thousand of them in his 
possession, but they were all branded with the 
British Government broad arrow, and he could give 
no satisfactory explanation for it. The Govern
ment could never explain, either, how he managed 
to give the police the slip; but he did it, and his next 
and last scene of operation was East Africa, where 
he died of blackwater fever after making for himself 
a reputation as the mightiest hunter that had ever 
lived off the country. 

HE ALWAYS claimed that he had "taken out his 
first papers in " and that "the devil had 

promised him a district leadership" when he got 
there; so no doubt he is still happy. He had a suit
able maxim ready for every conceivable occasion 
and though most of them are quite unprintable ow� 
ing to their exotic nature and the crisp language in 
which they were couched, there are J1 few among 
them that are worthy of reproduction-after being 
tr�ted with disinfectant and put through a strainer. 

WHEN he was drunk he would reel them off one 
after the other; but when he was sober, which 

was his usual condition, he always used them very 
aptly, and their phraseology hardly ever varied. 
Here follow twenty-five of them: 

There's one point that policemen and parsons 
-"have in common-! hate 'em. 

Remember-A lion's more scared than you are 
nine times out of ten; soak him quick enough and 
hard enough and he'll quit. The tenth time he'll 
get you. 

Judge a man by the way he eats on the morning 
after; a man who can't eat don't agree with good 
liquor; walk wide of that kind. 

Never talk fight unless you mean fight; then fight 
and don't talk. 

A man who can hold his tongue could murder the 
Pope of Rome and get away with it. It's strange 
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though, how men will talk, for it's the one thing you 
can't make 'em do if they don't want to. 

Don't sleep with a gun under your pillow; that's a 
mug's game. Lie on it; then you'll know where it is 
when you wake. 

Water that sparkles and looks pretty is no good; 
boil it and then put whisky in it. You'll spoil the 
whisky, but the mixture 'll be good to wash your 
feet in. 

Never camp on the nea.r side of a river, nor make 
friends with the man . who does it. That kind of 
man's no good. 

Get drunk by all means if you want to, but take 
care the other man gets drunk first. 

A dago keeps his knife in his right boot, so watch 
him when he stoops. If he's got a gun, walk behind 
him-with your finger on the trigger. 

Revolvers are no good anyhow. A rifle's a whole 
lot better, but the best thing of all's a shotgun. 
Still, a good thick stick and a trick of smiling at the 
right minute will take a man through 'most any
thing. 

Shoot to kill every time, but never shoot until 
you've got to. 

When you're feeling scared, lie down; that's the 
safest position there is, and it'll bring your nerve 
back. 

Lend a pal your money, or your clothes, or your 
reputation ; the most he can do is to spend the oile 
and spoil the other. But don't lend him your gun, 
for you may need it to use on him. 

Here's the first rule of fighting; with Dutchmen, 
Dagoes, and ·Darldes hit first every time; with a 
white man look nasty and wait for him to begin. 

On the head is the best place 
cause you can't break it; the next 
shins, because that hurts mo� 
the body unless you want to kiL. 

In dealing with bad niggers, ptCb.. 
that's making most noise and hit him 
with a pick-handle. He'll convert the it; 

The best way to keep a nigger is to 
wages. If you pay him he'll quit, but if y 
he'll follow you through to get 'em. 

Never let a nigger know you're broke. If he b" 
suspicious, pay him and then play cards with him. 
Use a cold deck. 

Give a nigger a khaki suit and a gun ap.d he'll 
take · a letter where the devil couldn't follow him, 
and bring back the answer. 

A nigger ain't happy unless you whack him now 
and then; he thinks you don't take an interest in 
him. The trick, of course, is to keep him happy. 

If you can't find water, catch a nigger; then tie his 
hands behind him and fill his mouth with salt. 
He'll lead you right to it. 

When a woman gets affectionate, stand her off; 
she's scheming. . 

To with women anyhow. If you must have 
truck with 'em, love and run away. But run 
quick. 

There's safety in numbers, so never love one 
woman at a time; if you do, she'll treat you like she 
treats the cat; she'll keep you hanging round all day, 
and chase you out o' door when night comes. The 
sex is no good. 

Tell the truth to your pal, but always lie to a 
woman, on principle. 

- � > __ _,.'-- .............. , 
' 
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H
ERE is something to be added to the 
cowboy saddle, described and illus

trated by Angus MacManus at our first 
June Camp-Fire : 

Have read friend MacManus's letter in regard 
to thro.w-ropes, saddles, etc. ,  and I think he has 
the right dope. (As I have spent about seven 
years on the ra:Qge.) But there is one important 
item he has not mentioned, neither have I heard 
of any authors mentioning it in their western 
stories and that is the Cinch Buckle or "Hurry up 
Buckl�," as we call it out West. 

The latigoe is run from the cinch-ring to the 
first step of the buckle, then back through the 
cinch and through the second step of the buckle 
and is buckled there according to the horse's girth. 
The top of buckle is merely slipped t�oug_h the 
short latigoe-ring. After a cinch buckle IS adJusted 
to a horse he can be saddled or unsaddled in a few 
seconds by merely drawing up the cinch with one 
hand and with the other ha11d slip the top of the 
buckle through the short latigoe-ring. In un
saddling just draw up the cinch again and slip the 
buckle out. 

The above is used by most rider� in the West 
and I .would not be withom it. 

In regard to a throw-rope I have found a 35-foot 
length, three strand hard manila 7-16 of an inch 
to be of the best use.-IRVING BLANK. 

THE following from our old c?mr3:de 
Alex. McLaren refers to an 1nqu1ry 

as to what are the real conditions along the 
Border-are they wild or tame? 

Ruby, i\riz. 
March 10, 1919. 

Well the "long connected guy" is buttin' in again. 
This time due to a squib in "Camp-Fire" about 
border conditions. I can throw some light on that 
small portion of it that is "staked off" by inter�a
tional monuments 130, 131,  132, 133, same be1ng 
about three miles or so apart (approx in my mind). 

fOR the last three years or so things have been 
somewhat disturbed among cowmen on both 

sides of the line. The "Caranzistas soldados" seem 
to favor eating gringo beef in preference to the 
much easier obtained Mex. variety and often cut 
wires and chase it over from U. S. side. This has 
been the cause of our otherwise docile cowboys 

multiplicity of firearms adorning their perso�s, 
yet this is no different than any ?ther border dis
trict where human tempermant 1s a factor. We 
have men who would not hesitate to act should the 
occasion arise that demanded "smokin' things up 
with the trigger-finger." 

QF L·ATE, during the last few weeks, the most 
excitement has been by the M;ex. troops 

"ginning" the Yaquis around and latter" taking r�f
uge ori this side. Only last week right . a!ong: the 
boundary line there we�e a bunch of . �lXty-odd· 
Yaqui' bucks and s�me ninety Mex. soldiers. �he 
Yaquis were retreating slowly under fite, covenng 
the retreat of their women and children. . The 
Mex. soldiers were firing from eight hundred yards. 
This was kept up most ?f a day: <?ne Yaqui.· in. 
particular a big fine-look1ng fellow With a slashing 
good outfit unde.r h.im, r?d� up and d�wn. the s��r
mish-line, brandishing his nfie and ye�ng 1n Mex. at 
the enemy "Come on, · you Carranza ladrones, 
move up cl�ser! Come to three hundred yards and 
fight like men!" But the Mex. respects a Yaqui's 
marksmanship. He knows he counts ev�ry car--:. 
tridge and does not shut his eyes �nd.pull trigger as 
do many Mex. 

Several of these scraps have taken place just 
below here lately and naturally reports have go�e 
in to military officials hereabout, which has busied 
the U. S.  border troops somewhat. They have 
picked up straggling Yaquis from time to time, 
but have killed only one that I know of, and that 
but a short distance east of my camp. 

NOW I am going to say something about the 
negro soldier, as the subject was opened up in 

"Camp-Fire" a few issues back. For the last two 
years that I have been in here I have seen almost 
daily troopers from D and E Troop, lOth U. S. 
Cavalry, the same boys who were in Mex. with 
Pershing. Members of the border patrol, camped 
but a short walk below my camp. I have had 
many dealings with them. I have }:>een of seryi�e 
to them and vice �'ersa-I guess the b1ggest debt IS In 
their favor. Now, like all rules, there are exceptions 
to all classes, and the negro soldier is no exception to 
that. As a whole, I have found them courteous, 
gentlemanly generous, soldierly, and when you 
consider the' uniform they \vear, "soldierly" means 
a whole lot. They are slaves to duty. And, with 
but one or two exceptions (individual), I haye no 
kick. (I keep chick.ins!) They are children, but 
that is no fault of theirs.-ALEX. McLAREN. 

strapping on six-guns and making walking, or rather 

W
HEN we began using Hugh Pen dexter's I should say riding, arsenals out of themselves. 

Numerous little scraps have been pulled off, but tales of the early days of this country 
with no very serious effect. . I felt it necessary to put up an argument Bad men? Well I don't .know how t? answer at Camp-Fire to the effect that so long as that. We have none of the d1me-novel vanety, who 

• h parade with bowie-knives in their teeth and a a man gave us a good story we oug t not 
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to mind if he gave us along with it a lot 
of sound historical knowledge and a better 
understanding of the making of our coun
try. My remarks were not needed. Few 
of our stories have been devoured with 
such eagerness as. have these tales of our 
country's past. There are plenty of real 
Americans, native-born, who welcome so 
pleasant a method of learning what our 
school-books merely skeletonize, and plenty 
of real Americans, new to our shores, who 
are glad to learn more of their new country 
by becoming familiar with her stirring and 
splendid past. 

Here is something from Mr. Pendexter 
on his two-part novel that begins in this 
e I 1ssue : 

Norway, Maine. 
I have followed the historical outline quite closely, 

and have sought to give a comprehensive view of 
the border when Spain played her best cards. 
The description of McGillivray follows the estimate 
of historians, and I have put no words in the mouth 
of this remarkable man that he might not have 
spoken. Tonpit is a composite picture of two 
men whom James R. Gilmore, in his "John Sevier," 
heartily condemns, but who he admits in his preface, 
are viewed more leniently by others. I have made 
Tonpit more of a romantic character than either 
of the two men described by Gilmore. John Watts 
of course is real, as is Dragging-Canoe and Old 
Tassel. 

On the whole it's a faithful fiction-picture of the 
time and events and I have taken but few liberties 
in fictionizing. The Western settlements were 
disowned and did form the State of Franklin, 
which existed three years, with Sevier as governor. 
A most astonishing situation. Sevier never has 
received the historical distinction his remarkable 
and intensely patriotic career deserves. He was a 
Commonwealth builder, a greater Indian fighter 
than George Rogers Clark, and the most feared 
man by Indians the border ever produced. Major 
Hubbard, the "Killer," lived. Jackson, Polcher, 
Hajason, the girl Elsie, are fiction. But there 
were many scamps to play the roles I've fastened 
on to Polcher and Hajason ; and doubtless many 
young rangers pursuing under similar difficulties 
as sweet maids as Elsie.-PENDEXTER. 

You remember the strange message that 
was found on the coast of Nova 

Scotia and sent to Camp-Fire by one of 
our comrades who wished help in decipher
ing it? It was sent in perfect good faith 
by this comrade as you will see by the fol
lowing letter. And once again it shows 
how our Camp-Fire brethren are scattered 
all over the earth, wandering, wandering, 
wandering, and yet always with us when our 
council-fire is started and we gather to 
exchange experiences. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. 
In 1910, when I was something more of a boy than 

12 -

I am now, I shipped from BriCJ 
on the Finnish tramp Jf erko 
flying the Russian flag. 

SHE hailed from Helsingfo1 
an old man there who had' 

on her. I and a friend, who Is 
Panama, signed the papers before 
consul. We had come across into the W 
from Central America and were waiting for 
to ship out for South America. The M erku 
brought a load of pyrites from Spain to a 
port and had picked up a cargo of lumber in 
southern Mississippi port for Rio. She had put in 
for coal. By a great amount of talk and with the 
aid of Mr. Spiller, who had recently been located 
in Colon, we got the captain to agree to take us on 
at the stipulated rate of one shilling each for the 
trip. We filled our bunkers and built other bunkers 
on deck and filled them with coal, for coal was cheap
er here than it was in South America and Captain 
Funcke was a careful man. We sailed from Bridge
town, tilting at an .uneasy list from the deck bunk
ers and the top cargo of lumber we carried. 

THERE is a heavy north current up the Brazilian 
coast and Captain Funcke put far to the east

ward to avoid it and save coal if he did not save 
time, and we were at one time almost in sight of 
the African coast. However, we never saw land for 
eighteen days and never sighted a ship until we were 
near Rio, when we sighted a cattle boat en route 
for England. 

Captain Funcke was a fine man who spoke 
fluent and perfect English. We dined at his table, 
where he would have .dined alone otherwise, on 
potted fowl, fruit soup and delicacies from every 
port in the world. .We smoked cigars and cigarettes 
that he had picked up in their native lands and we 
drank various kinds of wiries. Captain Funcke 
claimed he had not taken a drink of water in eight
een years and he did not take one on this trip. 
Also he had never been drunk in his life. He 
drank coffee and wine with his meals and did not 
drink anything between meals. 

H E TAUGHT us navigation, which any man can 
learn in two weeks, and we taught him the 

"Harmony Kid roll" with a pair of celluloid dice. 
He always claimed that if the cruise had been 
longer we would have owned both ship and cargo. 
We also read books, talked, played checkers, and 
contended in acrobatic feats on a horizontal bar the 
ship's carpenter erected on deck and came off 
second best in this for the Captain could do the 
giant swing and other stunts we could not do. On 
the latter end of the voyage we began the forty-two 
day fast that we thought was a world's record until 
we later learned that a man had fasted under guard 
for -ninety-fottr days. In the meantime we did 
various things to kill the time, for eighteen days is a 
long time for a landlubber to be at sea. I'll say it is! 

Q NE of the things we did -was to write our names 
· and home addresses on slips of paper and put 

them in bottles with the request that the finder 
would write us when picked up. I suppose we 
used thirty Swedish punch, Spanish wine, or other 
kinds of bottles for this purpose. One day in search
ing around for bottles, we came across an old dirty 
one that had been lying around and was full of 
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The idea came to us to write a 
"l)me from some Captain Kid 
ves to searching for treasure 

as picked up. We hunted up 
and, after much consideration 

volved one that could not be 
friend making the suggestion to 

to "PAR'"' and both of us chuckling 
'ression "Captain Black.bume," an account 
we had been reading. The first line was 

ended to mean anything except veiled in
ations as to directions and the quick assertion 

el venge pirot," or that the pirate was coming 
and that the writer was acting in great haste. The 
rest of the message was in tended for the chance 
finder to dope out "Buried some gold" from "Bure 
Desimgild," and I believe we wrote it in capitals. 

THESE are the facts in connection with the 
mysterious MS. found by some one, I do not 

know where, and sent to Camp-Fire by I do not 
know whom. It was intended for some ignorant 
native and was written to kill a few minut� of a 
voyage. I certainly never expected to see it crop up 
through A dventure, which \Vas not then in exis ... 
tence, and f�el like a boob that it has cropped up. 
I will give three swift kicks free to any man who 
has tried to dope it out, and will stand convicted of 
perpetrating a very silly hoax. It is only that I 
consider the facts should be made known that I 
have forced myself to acknowledge my part in this 
affair and also with the hope that if any of the other 
bottles were found with my real name and address 
contained in them that the finders will drop us a line 
and say w·here and under what circumstances they 
were picked up. This might prove of value in 
showing the distances such objects will drift.
EnGAR YOUNG. 

You can see that it was not an easy thing 
for Edgar Young to write that letter. It 
was just a prank designed to help while 
avvay weary days. All of us play our little 
games and we may be glad if they are no 
more harmful than this·- one. Yet we don't 
alvvays like to own up to them years after
ward, when we've begun to wonder why on 
earth we played them, and our thanks go 
to Edgar Young for preferring to own up to 
that by-gone game rather than to let our, 
Camp-Fire follow a wrong trail. 

Most of us, including myself, while we 
realized the possibility of a hoax, took the 
matter seriously enough to work over it, 
so it is up to us to laugh and be cheerfully 
ready to take up the next one. Better to 
follow a score of false trails than to miss the 
right one through fear of making a mistake. 

And has any of you found one of the bot
tles whose message was not a hoax? 

A 
WORD from one of our many com
rades \vho have been sojourning in 

Germany since our troops occupied Hun 
territory and gave Americans a chance to 

study the Hun at home and at close range. 
This particular" American was not taken in 
by the characteristic Hun propaganda for 
pulling the wool over the eyes of his con-· 
querors and making them think he was· a 
pretty nice chap after all. 

And, thank heaven, our boys back from 
the other side return with less reverence for 
our political parties and with a keener · eye 
for the country's interest than for a 
party's interests. Look at the Republican 
party, for instance, abandoning its usual 
position and opposing an increased ap
propriation for the air service merely 
because the Democratic party had changed 
its usual position and favored the increase. 
What are the country's interests to the 
Republican Senators and Representatives 
if it seems paying party tactics to abandon 
them? One of the big parties is no whit 
better than the other, and the Socialist 
party no better than either of them. Nor 
is any other of the parties who have been 
prostituting the country's interests for their 
own, betraying the trust of the people for 
the sake of spoils, personal advancement 
and party interests. 

I hope our boys back fro1n service are 
going to war again, and this tiine against 
party politicians and public officials who 
s�rve everybody and everything before they 
serve the public. · 

Germany, �1ay 2-6, 1 919. 
My state of mind on the Hun question is even 

worse now that I have spent 8 more weeks since I 
wrote you. I met a lot of Boches who had spent 
from five to a dozen years in America and some had 
even taken out their first papers-they gave me 
even better lines on the question. The snake is 
only scotched and we must look out. They all 
want to come to U. S. and of course we will let them. 
What in is our Government doing scrapping 
over Democrats and Republicans when they should 
be re-united on a common policy? -

• 

A 
NEW member of our writers' brigade 
follows Camp-Fire custom and rises 

- and introduces himself on the occasion of 
his first story in our magazine. 

All the same, Algot Lange to the con
trary notwithstanding, I'm from Missouri 
on this sixty-foot snake question. It's 
quite possible, as Mr. Friel says, that there 
are some of that length but, like him, I've 
never seen any (no, I've never been in 
Brazil) and there seems to be no fully 
established record of any of that length. 
This question came up at Camp-Fire 
years ago. One of you was going to send 
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me a fifty-foot skin but it never arrived. 
Mr. Ditmars, the reptile specialist of the 
Bronx Zoo, puts the limit, if I remember 
rightly, down somewhere in the thirties. 
I don't say there are no sixty-footers, but
well, let's see one. 

Brooklyn. 
About the dainty little reptile which figures in 

this story. The Brazilian sucuruju (or sucuriu) 
is the Goliath of snakes-the anaconda, whose 
scientific name is Eunectes murinus. By the way, 
he should not be confounded with the surucucu, 
which is a very venomous rattler. Their Brazilian 
names are similar, and they both belong to the 
same club, but that's about all they have in com
mon. Sucuruju is an aquatic boa, haunting the 
swamps and rivers of the dense tropical forests, 
where he lies in the water with only his head out, 
or hangs out on a limb over the water, or lurks 
along the bank wherever he is likely to find a free 
lunch. He is said to be the only boa which has 
a savage disposition. Maybe that's because his 
belly is so big that he doesn't get a square meal 
very often. 

pERHAPS some of the snakeologists will rise 
up and tell you that the anaconda is not really 

a boa, because his snout is covered with plates 
instead of small scales. All right, let 'em. This 
tale is not a hair-splitting technical treatise, but 
a story told by a Brazilian rubber-worker, to 
whom the "big&ake" is a boa, or sucurujtt. And 
I dare say some folks, on reading of a 60-footer, 
will voice the classic remark of the old farmer who 
went to the circus and saw the giraffe : " ! 
There ain't  no such animal!" All right again. 
I never saw a 60-footer myself, and I rise to remark 
that whenever I do I'm going to bust all ancient 
and modern records for a fast getaway. All the 
same, I have no doubt that reptiles of this size 
exist in that particular region. Algot Lange 
records killing one on the Itecoahy (an affiuent of 
the Javary), which was 56 feet long. He also 
mentions another, killed by the rubber-workers, 
whose length was 52 feet 8 inches, and states that 
the rubber-workers told him the sucuruju grew even 
larger. 

While his 56-footer was being skinned he told 
his men that North Americans would not believe 
so large a snake existed, and one of them replied 
in an offended tone : 

"Sir, you say your people in the north will not 
believe we have snakes like this, or even larger. 
That is an insult to Brazilians. Yet you tell us 
that in your town Nova York there ate barracaos 
(houses) that have thirty-five or even forty stories 
on top of each other! How do you expect us to 
believe such an improbable tale as that?" 

So there you are. There is no particular reason 
for supposing that these two snakes mentioned 
were the largest in South America. The one killed 
by Lange was coiled in a seven-foot cone on a sand
bar, where it  was spied by Lange's men while 
paddling by moonlight. .q'he sucuntju, you know, 
is a night-feeder. 

WHEN the scientific gentlemen assert that no 
snake grows longer than 35 feet or there

abouts, you must remember that they base their 
declarations only on the specimens whose existence 

has been solemnly attested 
own scientific clan. It is q 
a leviathan as the gigantic su 
ian headwaters is not likely 
observation, since he is seldon. 
and the difficulties in the way of b 
that infernal jungle are almos 
must also be remembered that e. 
land region extending from the g1'" 
swamps of Boll via around via the J a vary to the 
Amazon is a reptilian paradise, where all conditions 
are conducive to the development of this form of 
life to enormous proportions. 

J HAVE been told, and believe it to be true, 
that in those matted swamps there exist strange 

creatures which the scientific world knows nothing 
about-grotesque survivals and perversions of 
prehistoric things without a name. That this 
is not based merely on Indian tales is indicated 
to my mind, at least, by the fact that farther north, 
in Colombia, huge prehistoric animals survived 
until . quite recently. Even science admits this: 
for A. H. Keane, F. R. G. S., states that " there is 
reason to believe that some of the huge extinct 
animals-megatheriums, glyptodons, taxodons, 
horses of earlier ty.pes and mastodons-which 
formerly abounded in Colombia, survived till 
comparatively recent times, and in any case were 
ahnost certainly associated with primitive man. 
Mr. R. B .  White refers to necklaces from Indian 
graves made of the molar-fangs of mastodons, 
"so well preserved that they could scarcely have 
been fossils.'' Now if these enormous brutes lived 
in Colombia until quite recently, when they were 
wiped out by changing climatic conditions, is there 
any good reason why huge reptiles should not still 
be living in the swamp country, where everything 
favors their survival? In this connection, listen 
to the incident related by Charles Johnston Post, 
who passed down the Rio Beni and Madeira from 
B_o,i vian gold -diggings: 

"THE night before we left Riba Alba an In-
dian was brought around to tell me an ex

perience. He was a rubber scout who hunted up 
possible new areas of rub her trees. Somewhere, 
about a couple of hundred miles back in the in
terior from this se�tlement, he had come across 
the trail of an animal unfamiliar to him-and from 
his savage infancy such forest lore had been his sole 
academic curriculum ; it was a trail like a snakP-e
but not a snake! It was approximately three 
feet in width, and there were feet-marks on either 
side of the trail like a turtle's flippers-but only 
two. He had not followed it, for he was afraid. 
About a week later, in the shallow lagoon of one 
of the great lakes that are known to exist in that 
part, although no white man has yet penetrated 
to them, he saw a long neck rise out of the water. 
And it  had a head on it. A snake's neck? he was 
asked. No, he insisted it was not a snake, he 
knew snakes. It was a neck with a head on it, 
something new. Then he fired at it, and it dis
appeared-and that was all. 

"He had described, in the combined circum
stances, a possible plesiosaur. What he saw I do 
not kp.ow, but when an Indian wants to romance 
his ariimals have the regulation iridescent eyes 
and spout flames. No combination of two over
lapping trails could deceive biro; he was adept on 
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wd such a commonplace 
ed trail stir his imagination. 

u-cus poster, or an illustrated 
ogy, but he indicated th� 

nimal closer, at least to the 
known and distant descendant." 

scientist would ever believe 
would. demand that this thing be 

pnotographea, weighed, mea"ured, bottled up, 
and delivered to him with the seals unbroken, 
accompanied by a mass of affi.da vits. Personally, 
I am willing to believe this In�ian � w what he 
said he saw· I am not especially Ignorant or 
credulous either. Compared with the misshapen 
monsters which may be still living in that swamp 
country where the Amazonian rivers rise, a reptile 
such as an overgrown sucuruj,u is nothing much 
to worry about. However, if you want to play 
safe in this snake story, you can chop a few feet 
off the tail (no pun intended) and make him only 
as long as eight or nine tall men. Nine 6-foot men 
would come to 54 feet, ·which is two feet less. than 
Lange's 56-footer.. Personally, I 'd rather stand 
pat on the 10-man length : but do as you please. 

There I've written you quite a long drool in 
regard t� this snake story, and you can doll it up 
for the Camp-F�re to suit yourself. Hope it.doe�n't 
sound like an ill-natured knock at the saent1sts, 
for I've met quite a few scientific men and found 
them m.igh ty fine fellows-· in fact, I've belonged 
to a couple of scientific societies myself. All the 
same, they're the most skeptical folks in the world.
A. 0. FRIEL. 

Since vvriting the above I've thought of a little 
change I 'd like to make regarding the surucucu, 
which I dismissed with the brief statemept that 
he is only a rattler. As this i� likely to mak� fo�s 
think of a little three-foot side-winder, wh1ch 1s 
not exactly fair to the Brazilian reptile, I 'd like to 
add the su.curuju should not be confused with the 
s1trucuc·u, vvhose society name is Lachesis rhom
beatu.s but who is more commonly known as the 
bu�aster. The latter is not to be sneezed at 
either unless the sneezer is at a safe distance from 
the s�eezee. He is a thick, heavy brute, grows 
to a length of ten. feet, and is extremely venomo��
sure death within half an hour. The Brazilian 
names of these two squirmy gentry are similar, 
and they both move in the highest circles of snake
dom, but that's about all they have in common.
A. 0. F. 

A
DVENTURE, biologically considered

what is it? I said that S. B. H. Hurst's 
theory would have to be barred from fur
ther discussion because unsuited and awk
ward for a general argument of this kind, 
but I suppose I need not bar out the follow
ing on that account since it treats this topic 
only in a minor way. Also, the other side, 
as here represented, is entitled to one 
argument in reply to Mr. Hurst's. And, 
if I may horn in .with my own . opinion, 
I don't believe either sex or food is the 
answer. Nor do I ever lie down peaceably 
under the ruling that man is just an animal, 

though "biologically considered" certainly 
justifies that treatment of the question. 

Detroit, Mich. 
I read with interest what S. B. H. Hurst had to 

say on the subject, and frankly don't agree with 
him. 

I DON'T believe that the impulse which bids 
us go out to the far places of the earth is for 

the gratification of the sex interest. Mr. Hurst 
presents us a picture showing man running after 
women, which of course he does, but not so much 
as he does after his first god, gold. In other words, 
man has two gods, the first being gold and the 
second woman. Man is an animal (as I think 
all will agree, after watching events of the last 
four years) and if we study our "lesser" brethren 
of the fields, we'll find that the instinct which 
causes them to go into the next valley is for nothing 
more nor less than for the food which may be there. 
That is all the "animals" need-food. 

Man having shed his natural covering, needs an 
artificial coat to keep him warm, needs food and 
other things to make him comfortable and so must 
acquire gold (or money) with which to purchase 
these things. His home town may not offer him 
the opportunity, so he goes to the next one. It is 
just as bad, so he goes on to the next, and then to 
the next until he has been practically all over the 
continent, and very often goes to the next con
tinent. 

I know a young fellow born in India, who went 
to England, then came here, whose reason for doing 
so was that he "thought he could do better here." 

I have also met quite a few fellows, who I think 
could be called adventurers, who always say "This 
town's no good. I'm goin' here or there and 
when I make a good ·stake, believe me, boy, I'm 
gonna settle down." There is the whole thing:--:
when he makes his stake. 

J F  WE study the lives of the "great"�adventurers 
we'll find the same thing. It would be hard 

to convince any one that Drake and Raleigh and 
their swashbuckling crews, adventurers all, came 
to the new world for the women it contained. I 
think most of us will agree that gold was the thing 
uppermost in their minds. Take our more modern 
adventurers, Stefansson and Shackleton, and one 
could hardly accuse them of adventuring into the 
arctic wastes after the few greasy Esquimaux 
women to be found there. They go usually because 
of the reward which is given them on their return. 

NOW having said that animals roam in search 
for food, and man roams in search of that 

which will bring him food, I think the spirit of 
adventure is nothing more than the old predatory 
instinct which bids us to go out and over the hills 
and into the next valley and have a "look around 
and see the country" and "mebbe find somethin' ." 

Of course, I'm basing this on the belief that the 
man who roams from town to town in search for 
"son1ething better" is as· much an adventurer as 
he who roams to the out places of the world. Money 
means more than food and clothing-it �eans 
power if we have enough of it, and so we search 
for it. 

Sorry to take up the time if I haven't said any
thing new.-ALLEN STUART REID. 
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THE following interesting letter from 
one of our comrades will be eagerly 

read by many of you and will undoubtedly 
bring out some differences of opinion from 
others of you who know Latin America. 

The Argentine, for example. Do the rest 
of you agree with Dr. Sargent's (Ph. not 
M.D. or D.D. or D . D.S.) estimate? And 
do others of you make Honduras your first 
choice? 

My own little personal feeling is that the 
little old U. S.  is a pretty good place itself, 
with a very wide range of climate, con
ditions and opportunities. Also, being 
Americans, don't we owe our country 
something in the way of standing by her 
in her development, particularly in these 
critical times? 

' 

Hacienda "La Manuelita," 
Palmira, El Valle, Colombia. 

Fellow Adventure Readers and Friends : With 
all good wishes I salute you one and all. 

During the past four years I have received from 
many people, some one hundred and seven to be 
exact, queries concerning the feasibilit

'
y ot estab

lishing a colony or a home in Latin American lands. 
These letters came from all sorts and conditions of 
men and women, viz :  

5 women. (These did not state whether married 
or single.) 

1 1  men. (Who did not state whether married 
or single.) 

65 men with families. 
26 single men. 
To the most of these I replied ; but in a recent 

mail I received a letter from a relative and four 
friends (all on ·active service) asking about the 
same thing. Therefore I decided to send this letter 
to Adventure and will be only too glad to go into 
details with any person holding an Adventure card 
with serial number. 

In one of his letters to me, the Great American 
(Roosevelt) said : "Every great war has resulted 
in a change of population, and incidentally new and 
powerful states have spnmg into existence. The 
sovereign states to the south of us, offer great 
opportunities to a man who has the real gumption 
of the old American pioneer in him. Many people 
look with increasing �us pi cion on the acts of the 
people in power for the moment, and one of the 
results of the present Great War, in my opinion, 
will be an increase in immigration to other 
lands." 

A FEW mails ago I received, as stated above, a 
letter from a near relative, asking all sorts of 

questions in re settling in a tropical country. My 
relative asked questions enough to fill a pamphlet, 
whlle any sort of intelligent replies to them would 
fill two large volumes, but boiled down the ques-

• 

t1ons were : 
Is it  possible? Is it practicable? Can money 

be made? Are the countries healthful? How 
much capital is necessary? What outfit is neces
sary? What crops can be grown? What country 
is the best? How do I get there? Whom shall 

I write to? Are the people 
of minor importance. 

To the questions Is it 
ticable? Can money be ffi(, 
fiedly YES. To the others 

Are the countries healthfu 
takes care of himself, beha 
his quinin, sleeps under a mo�qtuto t:ro.--� 
a glutton, he will have nothing to fear. ordinarily. 
If  he does not do these things or folloJV the well
known rules of health for the tropics, he will be 
sick a goodly portion of the time. 

How much capital is necessary? This · 4s a hard 
question. One man with five hundred dollws to 
start with and plenty of "gumption" · can make a 
success and a big success, while another man with 
five thousand dollars will be a miserable failure. 

The great secret lies in the · patience possesse<l 
by the person in question. The only cost attached 
to the land, say twenty-two hundred acres, is the 
surveying, and this is very reasonable. The 
stamped paper required by the courts of all Latin 
American countries will cost about a dollar--and 
that will be about all. 

The next item of expense is the dwelling and its 
furnishing. A settler should have hens, geese, 
ducks, turkeys, pigs, goats, and a couple of good 
dogs. He will be able to raise in his dooryard, 
chocolate, sugar-cane, rice, bananas, plantains, 
yucca, beans, com, tomatoes, oranges, lemons, 
pineapples, papayas, squash, and many other 
tropical fruits and vegetables. The jungle and 
the forest will supply him with all kinds of game, 
and the rivers, lakes, and sea with fish, oysters, 
turtles, etc. ,  and the seashore with salt. Pepper 
can be grown. The £ores ts supply the lumber or 
bamboo and roofing for his house and fences, 
although the latter are not at all necessary if his 
locality is not settled as would be most likely. 

The answer to the question, What are the best 
crops? really comes in here, so I will answer it  at 
this time. All depends on the altitude and geo
graphic location. In the far south and in the high 
mountain regions, all the Temperate Zone crops 
can be raised, but if in the Torrid Zone, and on 
the coast or in the low lands, the tropical crops 
hold the attention of the settler. 

I have seen colony after colony meet with the 
most miserable kind of failure and the Red Cross 
convey them back to the "States" absolutely 
penniless, but these failures have been due to the 
general laziness or lack of bodily care (in re health) 
on the part of the settlers. Only too often do the 
settlers try to do toQ much at the start. If I were 
going to settle in the tropics in the highlands, I'd 
try wheat and sheep; i.f.. on the coast, coconuts and, 
if possible, cattle. The coffee and chocolate crops 
are excellent for certain places, but they are few 
and far between and I do not recommend these 
crops to the new settler. A few cho�olate trees 
will furnish the settler with the very best drink 
nature gives and consequently should be planted. 

The man who goes to a new country in the 
tropics with a small capital should, after getting 
his titles to his land and his house erected, begin 
to plant coconuts and improve, little ;by little, 

-the land in the immediate vicinity. Build for the 
future. Then wait for results. The coconut is 
the big payer and the easiest crop to raise, yet 
there is a lot to learn about coconut culture, but 
even the greenest novice from the center of N. Y. 
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seen a blade of wild grass, 

make a success of coconuts. 
the question, What crops 

reat many different kinds, 
s. 

�ry, What outfit is necessary? 
pends on the man and his 

ambition. A persorJ.d outfit should always include 
quinin, a mosquito-bar, a .30-30 Winchester, a 
.22 R.emingtQ;t., a good machete, a camp cot or 
navy hammock, a compass, a pocket magnifying 
glass, a watch, blankets, clothing, hightop boots, 
colorW glasses, Epsom salts, note books, toilet 
articles, etc. I will be very glad to give any inter
ested person a complete list of my own outfit and 
the one I sent my relative. 

WHAT country is best? This is the most 
difficult of all the questions. I · strongly 

advise the would-be immigrant to stay away from 
the Argentine and Colombia, while the Allied 
citizen is a persona non grata, in Venezuela. Mexico 
and Guatemala are not suitable lands in which 
to settle at the present moment nor ·will they be 
until we get a Government in the United States 
which wt1l look after the citizens of that country 
abroad. Argentina is full of nothing except hot air 
and thousands -of "white men" seeking employ
ment. Colombia frankly does not want any 
foreigners to settle except the Germans and is 
especially bitter against the American. They still 
hold to the Panama grudge (Note : Panama is still, 
officially, a part of Colombia) . Costa Rica and 
Salvador have scarcely any public lands. Nicar
agua is 0 K and under American protection, but 
its people are shy of foreigners, they are suspicious, 
and so, for roy part, I strongly recommend Hon
duras. }Ionduras has not a very large population 
but they are good friends, and always have been, 
of the American and are seeking settlers from our 
country. The public lands are excellent and safe 
and the present Government is more than willing 
to help. There are none of the obnoxious customs 
laws that nearly every country on this hemisphere 
has. 

I KNOW of a place in Honduras where there 
is a huge salt-water lake, some 20 or 30 miles 

long, and about 1 to 6 miles wide, separated from 
the sea by a wide strip of land some one-half mile 
across, which strip is covered with coconut trees. 
The land side of the laguna has pine trees running 
down to the laguna's edge and is possessed of a fine 
salubrious clin1ate. Here are great open grazing 
lands with thousands of wild cattle. The land 
is public, the cattle and the coconut trees belong 
to no one. Here would be an ideal spot for a 
colony or for a big ranch of several hundred thou
sand acres. The pine trees and open savanas 
run directly back to the mountains and there 
are no bad jungles or swamps near by. It is the 
bc3t spot I kno'vv of in any of the Americas and 
the editor of this magazine can vouch for the fact 
that I kno\V Latin America fairly well. I will 
be glad to inform any private person interested 
more about this locality, but I can say that I have 
advised my relative to go there, and if he does 
I shall probably buy a large tract of land there 
myself for future profit. 

How do I get there? Talk with the nearest 

ticket agent, either railroad or steamship. If 
away from either, write to the United Fruit Com
pany at N. Y. City and make inquiries. 'Better 
still, write "Ask Adventure." Be sure and enclose 
your stamp and also tell the editor what country 
you want information about. 

ARE the people civilized? I do not care to 
answer that question. Some people say yes, 

others say no, but taking all in all into considera
tion, I believe that the Peruvian, the Chilean 
and the Hondurenian are the best of the bunch 
and of course the higher classes of all these lands 
are refined, cultured and educated people (accord
cording to their view-points) . Personally outside 
of Colombia, I've no kick coming except with 
Mexico. 

The most important factor in the consideration 
of any tropical land as a permanent place of resi
dence is the glamor of romance that writers have 
cast over it. The first thing to do is to strike this 
factor out, root, branch and tendril. There's no 
romance, absolutely none. The man or the woman 
who comes to one of these lands to make a home 
will enter a country as matter of fact and as sordid 
as his own homeland, the only difference being 
the climate, the people, and their offspring. 

Don't imagine money can be made here easily, 
it can't. You've got to work and work mighty 
hard, but there's a great success awaiting the 
worker. The settler who cultivates, or uses his 
land as it should be cultivated or used, and who 
sticks, and who takes care of his health, can at the 
end of five years take a rest for the rest of his life
but five years is the minimum/ 

\. 

, MOST everybody likes to read about the tropical 
moon, the wonderful palms and flowers, the 

marvelous productiveness of the soil and the great 
fortunes amassed, likewise the dark-eyed senoritas 
and the haughty, but cordial and generous Dons 
and Hidalgos, but nobody has ., ever found the 
latter outside of a novel while the other things 
have as e:ver present attendants-poisonous snakes, 
mosquitoes, flies, ants, vines and flowers and most
dangerous of all, poisonous water. There are 
terrible swamps and jungles and in the cities and 
towns, vice, squalor, and minor political upheavals, 
but thank heaven and Roosevelt-the day of the 
revolution is past. 

FINALLY, should there be any of the readers 
of this article who are thinking of ·going to 

the Tropics to settle, one word of advice : Go slow. 
Figure the new game from every angle. Write 
to the consul-general at the capital of the country 
in which you intend settling. INVESTIGATE 
and be sure you know your companions and the 
roan who is the prime mover in your colony scheme. 
Write the United Fruit Company, write any one 
you know or know of who is reliable. Get all the 
data you can. Don't pay any attention what
soever to prospecvuses, novels, story books, and books 
of tra.vel. The writers of the books of travel mean 
well, but in variably they see a country as their 
hosts \¥ant them to see it, and a man with a well
filled purse and well-filled belly will see things 
through a different pair of spectacles from the 
man who is hungry and with but precious little 
money. I have yet to read a fair-minded book on 
any part of South America. But I do most heartily 
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recommend any intending settlers to look into 
the offerings of Honduras. Stay away from the 
Argenti·ne. Don't get tangled up .. to any thing that 
purports to come from that country. It is a land 
of rich men and.)here are mighty few openings for 
any one. I KNOW as I have a ranch there and 
know the people like a book. 

The man who wants to build a home for himself, 
his family and his posterity, should, if he can't 
do anything at HOME, look into Honduras, and 
if not satisfied there look into Nicaragua, Peru, 
Ecuador, Chile, or our very good friend Brazil. 

I will be very glad to reply to any questions, 
if I can, intelligently, made to me by any holder 
of an Adventure card.-J. W. SARGENT. 

IMMIGRATION. Won't Congress have 
sense enough and patriotism lenough to 

stop it at least for a period of years until we 
can Americanize the millions whom we 
have already let in and not Americanized 
or, generally speaking, even tried to Ameri
canize? Are our Congressmen afraid? Of 
offending Capital? Of losing the "foreign 
vote"? Think of Americans too cowardly 
to defend American interests because they 
fear to lose the "foreign vote"!  Patriots? 
Traitors. 

-

IN CONNECTION With his story in this 
issue Harold A. Lamb gives us some 

illuminating glimpses into ancient history : 
New York. 

44The Rider of the Gray Horse" happens to be a 
battle-cry of the Rajputs. These gentry were 
excellent fighters and possessed a great deal of 
pride. . 

Early in their history one Rajput prince was chas
ing another after a battle. As it chanced, they 
were brothers, and enemies. I think one was 
Prithvi-Raj. Overtaking his brother, whose horse 
was done up, instead of killing him he offered his 
own fresh gray mount. And returned to his C. 0. 
to surrender himself in his brother's place. 

This act is significant of the Rajput chivalry 
in the middle ages. The fact that they took this 
phrase " the rider of the gray horse"-for a war
cry shows how highly they held personal honor. 
Any one who knows of the annals of the Raj under
stands how jealously this honor was guarded. 
Chitore was the stronghold of the Raj. Three 
times it was attacked and taken-twice by Moghuls 
-and each time, instead . of surrendering, the 
women burned themselves, and the men put on 
the yellow robes of death, ornamented with pearl 
necklaces, to fight to the last man. . � 

r· •' • AS TO the story of Nur-Jahan, this . follows 
history. Being loved by Jahangir, when the 

latter came to the Mogul throne in 1605, Nur· 
Jahan's husband, Sher Afghan, was marked for 
death. Nur-Jahan, who was ambitious and re
turned Jahangir's love, was likewise marked for 
destruction by Sher Afghan, the Tiger Lord. 

The affair was complicated by the fact that the 
late emperor, Akbar, father of Jahangir, regarded 

Nur-Jahan's beauty as da 
Akbar had married N ur-J a 
keep her out of Jahangir's h 
Din Akbar died, it was a ca 
of the eternal triangle could 

Jahangir won. Sher Af 
delusion as to his fate, cah 
J ahangir despatched to brine 
died sword in hand. 

So it happened that Nur-Jahan sur 
enmity of Akbar and Sher Afghan. Sh<: 
more than a Persian adventuress; but 
her own mind and possessed the bea�ty 
of Troy. Incidcn tally she made an excellent q 

As to the bonpas, the priests of Bon-they were 
a branch of the lamas known as the black hatS. 
The followers of the Dalai Lama were then known 
as the yellow hats. The worship of Bon was of a 
phallic nature-based on magic, and erotic cere
monial. It resembled, and was allied to, that of 
Kali. Nur-Jahan, being a Mohammedan, was out
lawed by both Buddhists and Hindus.-H. A. LAMB. 

J\ S THIS comrade says, I think that those 
fi of us who have really hit the trail are 
not likely to criticize our magazine's 
stories as "impossible." Mistakes, yes. 
They are quick to call attention to a mis
take by one of our writers, particularly if 
it is a mistake in local color or custom. But 
they themselves have seen too many strange 
things to question the truth of a new thing 
because it seems strange or improbable on 
the face of it. And very often, like this 
comrade, they themselves are familiar 
with the very incidents that one of our 
writers has woven into his fiction tale and 
that seems so "impossible" to one who does 
not know the facts. 

I have long been a member of Camp-Fire and 
never until recently have I heard any criticism 
(adverse) of our magazine and this was to the effect 
that too many of the stories were "impossible." 
Now I wish to state that in several stories I have 
had the pleasure of reading in Adventure I have 
found things which I know to be true and there are 
lots of other stories which read like straightforward 
facts but with the settings of which I am unfamiliar; 
perhaps some of the rest of Camp-Fire members 
know them. You who are familiar with some parts 
of this little world, how many times have you found 
stories under the guise of fiction that you knew to 
be true? 

Now the next time you hear one of these molly· 
coddles knock our magazine just tell him to shake 
the grass off his feet and go out and see what the 
world looks like. Ask him if he ever thanked God 
for water to drink that was so yellow it looked like 
iron-rust, or if he was ever out in the woods or the 
swamps with a compass and a gun, or ever been 
outside of harbors in the fo'castle, or away from 
the States "on his own." It is the stay-at-home 
boys to whom these things are impossible, and I 
hope the editor will edit this enough to permit its 
being published in Camp-Fire to discourage some 
who would criticize.-ID. CARD 1649. 
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AS EXPECTED, the call f-or local meetings June 
twenty-fifth met with such slight response 

that, so far as the formation of Tens is concerned, 
for practical purposes it can be written off the books. 
But a main object was accomplished-the definite 
outlining of a means of procedure by which the 
people can regain control of their own public affairs 
-and there was splendid individual response. 
Scattered all over the country are men of all classes 
working earnestly ior the program of democracy 
that has been presented in this department. 

And that is a result to rejoice over. The seeds are 
being sown. Such things grow slowly, but the soil 
is fertile and the sun shines. Those democratic 
Americans who are a wake and working are a waking 
others and setting them to the work of awaking 
still others in their turn. 

And the pressure of public events will, sooner or 
later, force the others into the only thing that can 
gain and ensure real democracy in this country
real citizenship. 

REVOLUTION is unintelligent, lacking in horse-
sense. In Russia it may have been necessary. 

Not in this country. Here we have democratic 
machinery through which the people can bring 
about whatever they please, if they will. The 
trouble is that, having let our machinery fall into 
bad condition, it will take work, by the people, to 
make it do what is wanted. Rather than buckle 
down to that work and duty, some people advocate 
revolution by force. Partly through stupidity, 
partly through laziness, in some cases with selfish or 
criminal intent. 

The real point is that no matter what form, 
theory or machinery of government we have, it will 
be rotten if we, the citizens who compose, make and 
carry it out, are rotten. In our present Govern
ment there are evils to be corrected and, more and 
more, Americans are coming to realize it. But too 
many Americans think it can be done by waving 
some kind of magic wand. Long-haired and short
haired specialists alike are presenting magic wands 
for our attention-Socialism, Bolshevism, Anarchy· 
and all the rest. They are too learned, or too un
thinking, to see the simple truth that any one of 
these forms we might adopt would be fully as rotten 
as our present form if we ourselves remain as rotten 
citizens as we are now. You can't build a sound 
house out of rotten bricks. 

L O O K I N G  

A H E A D  

F O R  

D E M O C R A C Y 

The advocates of force-revolution are even stu
pider. Instead of lazily doing it with a magic wand, 
they want to do it lazily with a magic ax. In addition 
to making the fruitless change, they want to make it 
so suddenly and roughly that the change itself 
would be disastrous even if the new form were worth 
changing to. After they get the new one they 
expect everythin·g to be magically sweet and lovely, 
for they are as dull-witted and behind the times as is 
the dullest and slowest of the old-school specialists. 
Have they so wonderful a system that it will operate 
beautifully even if the citizens are the same corrupt 
or careless ones we have at present? So wonderful 
that it doesn't make any difference what it is made 
of? Well, if your egg is bad, does it matter whether 
you poach, boil or fry it? And can you make a rot
ten egg fresh by stirring it violently? 

Whenever I see a specialist arguing for some par
ticular form of government or economic system in 
this country I see a man arguing in favor of frying or . 
boiling or some other particular method of cooking a 
rotten .egg. Whenever I see a revolutionist I see a 
man doing the same thing, only he will tell you, if 
you ask him, that the rotten egg will soon be all 
right because he's going to begin by smashing the 
shell and stirring the contents with an ax. 

The sane thing to do is to get a fresh egg. After 
that, the manner of cooking won't matter so 
much. But of course if you smash the shell 
and stir the contents with an ax you may not 
have any egg. 

JT HAS occurred to me that some of you may 
think I'm working for better citizenship and 

more ·real democracy because I like to do so. I do 
not like to. It would be nearer the mark if I said I 
hated doing it. My regular work leaves me little 
time or strength for my personal activities or amuse
ments. For more than ten years, aside from the 
need of keeping in physical condition, practically all 
this spare time and strength has gone to this work 
for better citizenship. There are scores of other 
things I'd like to do, but I've given them up. 
Among other things, I used to write fiction for 
magazines; I wrote the last story in 1908. The 
citizenship work has been the white elephant of my 
life. Every day I swear at it. But I'm going to 
keep on doing it. 

If you don't know why I'm going to keep on doing 
it you ought to be ashamed of yourself. 
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SERVICES 

ANY REAb 

HESE services of Adventure are free to any one. They involve much time, work and expense on our 
part, but we offer them.gladly and ask in return only that you read and observe the simple rules, thus 
saving needless delay and trouble for you and us. The whole spirit of this magazine is one of friend
No formality between editors and readers. Whenever we can help you we're ready and willing to try. 

Identification Cards 

Free to any reader. Just send us {r) your name and ad
dress, (2) name and address of party to be notified, (3) a 
stamped and self-addressed return envelope. 

Each card bears this inscription, each printed in English, 
French, Spanish, German, Portuguese, Dutch, Italian, 
Ar�bic, Chinese, Russian and Japanese: · 

' In case of death or serious emergency to bearer, address 
serial number of this card, care of Adventure, New York, 
stating full particulars, and friends will be notified.'' 

In our office, under each serial number, will be registered 
the name of bearer and of one or two friends, with per
manent address of each. No name appears on the card. 
Letters will be forwarded to friend, uno��ned by us. Names 
and addresses treated as confidential. We assume no other 
obligations. ·cards not for business identification. Cards 
furnished free prooided stamped and addressed envelope ac
companies application. We reserve the right to use our 
pwn discretion in all matters pertaining to these cards. 

Metal Cards-For twenty-five cents we will send you, 
postpaid, the same card in aluminum composition, perfo
rated at each end. Enclose a self-addressed return enve., 
lope, but no postage. Twenty-five cents covers every
thing. Give same data as for pasteboard cards. Holders 
of pasteboard cards can be registered under both paste
board and metal cards if desired., but old numbers can not 
be duplicated on metal cards. If you no longer wish your 
old card, destroy it carefully and notify us, to avoid .. .  con
fusion and possible false alarms to your friends registered 
under that card. 

A moment's thought will show the value of this system 
of card-identification for any one, whether in civilization or 
out of it. Remember to furnish stamped and addressed 
envelope and to give in full the names and addresses of self 
and friend or friends when applying. 

If check or money order is sent, please make it out to 
the Ridgway Company, not to any individual. 

Camp-Fire Buttona 

To be worn in lapel of coat by members df Camp.Fire 
any one belongs who wishes to. Enameled in dark colors 
representing earth, sea and sky, and bears the numeral 71-
the sum of the letters of the word Camp-Fire valued accord
in� to position in the alphabet. Very small and incon
sptcuous. Desi�ed to indicate the common interest which 
is the only requtsite for membership in Camp-Fire and to 
enable members to recognize each other when they meet in 
far places or at home. Twenty-five cents, postpaid, any
where. 

If check or money order is sent, please make it out to 
the Ridgway Company, not to any individual. 

Back Issues of Adventure 
WILL BUY: Nov. and Dec., 1910, so cents each; March, 

191 1 ,  25 cents. Must be in good condition.-R. W. DEDE
KIND, 1913 Parrish St., Philadelphia, Pa. 

WILL SELL: Any issue 1917 and 1918, copies 5 cents 
each, post paid.-FRED E. WILKINS, Danvers, Mass. 

WILL SELL: Mid-March, First April, Mid-April, Mid
May, First June, Mid-June, 1918; June, 1917.  10 cents 
per copy, plus carriage.-o. C. KLEIN, 2322 Washington 
St., Vicksburg, Miss. 

Manuscripts 

Glad to look at any manuscript. We have no "regular 
staff" of writers. A welcome for new writers. Jt . is not 
necessary to write asking to submit your work. 

When submitting a manuscript, if you write a letter con
cerning it, enclose it with the manuscript; do not send it 
under separate cover. Enclose stamped and addressed 
envelope for return. All manuscripts should be type
written double-spaced, with wide margins, not rolled, name 
and address on first page. We assume no risk for manu
scripts or illustrations submitted, but use all due care while 
they are in our hands. Payment on acceptance. 

We want only clean stories. Sex, morbid, "problem," 
psychological and supernatural stories barred. Use almost 
no fact-articles. Can not furnish or suggest collaborators. 
Use fiction of almost any length ; under 3000 welcomed. 

Mail Address and Forwarding Service 
This office, assuming no responsibility, will be glad to act 

as a forwarding address for its readers or to hold mail till 
called for, provided necessary postage is supplied. Un· 
claimed mail which we have held for a long period is listed 
on the last page of this issue. 

Expeditions and Employment 
While we should like to be of aid in these matters, expe· 

rience has shown that it is not practicable. 

Missing Friends or Relatives 
Our free service department ' 'Lost Trails" in the pages 

following, though frequently 1,1sed in cases where detective 
agencies, newspapers, and all other methods have failed, or 
for finding people long since dead, has located a very high 
percentage of those inquired for. Except in case of rela· 
tives, inquiries from one sex to the other are barred. 

General Questions from Readers 
In addition to our free service department ,.,Ask Adven

ture" on the pages following, A dventure can sometimes 
answer other questions within our general field. When it 
can, it will. Expeditions and employment excepted. 

Addresses 
Order of the Restless--Organizing to unite for fel

lowship all who feel the wanderlust. First suggested in this 
magaz1ne, though having no connection with it aside from 
our friendly interest. Address WAYNE EBERLY, 1833 
S St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 

Camp-Fire Any one belongs who wishes to. 
High-School Volunteers of the U. S.-An organiza

tion promoting a democratic system of military training in 
American high schools. Address Everybody's, Spring and 
M acdougal Streets, New York City. 

Rifle Clubs-Address Nat. Rifle Ass'n of America, 1108 
Woodward Bldg., Washington, D. C. 

(See also under "Standing lnformaUon" in "Ask Ad•en
ture. ") 

Remember 
Magazines are made up ahead of time. An item re

ceived today is too late for the current issue ; allow for two 
or three months between sending and publication. 
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A Free Question and Answer Service Bureau of. Infor-
9tion on Outdoor Life and Activities Everywhere and . 

on the Various Commodities Required Therein. Con
ted for Adventure Magazine by Our Staff of Experts. 

UESTIONS should be sent, not to this office, but direct to the 
expert in charge of the department in whose field it falls. So 
that service may be as prompt as possible, he will answer you 

by mail direct. But he will also send to us a copy of each question and 
answer, and from these we shall select those of most general interest 
and publish them each issue in this department, thus making it itself 
an exceedingly valuable standing source of practical information. 
Unless otherwise requested, inquirer's name and town are printed with 
question; street numbers not given. 

When you ask for general information on a given district or subject 
the expert will probably give you some valuable general pointers and 
refer you to books or to local or special sources of information. 

Our experts will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using · their· own discretion in all matters pertaining to their departments 
subject only to our general rules for "Ask Adventure," but neither they nor the magazine assumes any 
responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible. These experts have been 
chosen by us not only for their knowledge and experience but for their integrity and reliability. We have 
emphatically assured each of them that his advice or information is not to be affected in any way by 
whether a given commodity is or is not advertised in this magazine. 

1. Service free to anybody, provided stamped and addressed envelope is enclosed. 
Correspondents writing to or from foreign countries will please enclo"ae Inter
national Reply Coupons, purchasable at any post-office, and exchangeable for stamps 
of any country in the International Postal Union. , 

l. Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the particular department whose 
field covers it. He will reply by mail. Do NOT send questions to this magazine. 

3. No reply will be made to requests for partners, for financial backing, or for chances 
to join expeditions. "Ask Adventure " covers business and work opportunities, but 
only if they are outdoor activities, and only in the way of general data and advice. It 
is in no sense an employment bureau. 

4. ' Make your questions definite and specific. State exactly your wants, qualifications 
and intentions. Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question. 

5. Send no question until you have read very carefully the exact ground covered by 
the particular expert in whose department it seems to belong . 
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l. * Islands and Coasts 7. Middle Western U. S. Part l 
CAPTAIN A. E. DINGLE, Cove Cottage, Pembroke West, CAPT.-ADJ. JosEPH MILLS HANSON, care Adflenture. Cov-
Bennuda. Islands of Indian and Atlantic oceans; the ering the Dakotas, Nebraska, Iowa, Kansas. Hunting, 
Mediterranean ; Cape Horn and Magellan Straits. Ports, fishing, travel. Especially early history of liissouri valley. 
trade, peoples, travel. 8. Middle Western U. S. Part l l. The Sea Part 1 JoHN B. THOMPSON, P. 0. Box 1374, St. Louis, Mo. 
B. W. BRINTNALL, 5527 Thirty-third Ave. , N. E., Seattle, Covering Missouri, Arkansas and the Missouri Valley up to 
Wash. Covering ships, seamen and shipping; nautical his- Sioux City, Iowa. Wilder countries of the Ozarks, and 
tory, seamanship, navigation, yachting; commercial fish- swamps; hunting, fishing, trapping, fanning, mining and 
eries of North America; marine bibliography of U. S. and range lands ; big timber sections. 
British Empire ; seafaring on fishing-vessels of the North 
Atlantic and Pacific banks, small-boat sailing, and old-time 9. Western U. S. Part 1 

h. · d afaring E. E. HARRIMAN, 2303 W. 23d St., Los ,Angeles,  Calif. s tpptng an se · Covering California, Oregon, Washington, Utah, Nevada, 
3. * The Sea Part l Arizona. Game, fur, fish; camp, cabin; mines, minerals; 
CAPTAIN A. E. DINGLE, Cove Cottage, Pembroke West. mountains. Bermuda. Such g_!.!estions as pertain to the sea, ships and 
men local to the U. S. should be sent to Captain Dingle, 10. Western U. S. Part l and 

not Mr. Brintnall. Mexico Part 1 
J. B .  WHITEAKER, Cedar Park, Texas. Covering Texas, 4. Eastern U · S. Part 1 Okl h d h b d t t f ld M · S n • YMOND S. SPEARS, Little Falls, N. Y. Covering Mlssfs- a oma, an t e or er s a es 0 0 extco: onora, 

nA Chihuahua, Coahuila, Nuevo Leon and Tamaulipas. 
sippi, Ohio, Tennessee, Michigan and Hudson valleys; Minerals, ]umbering, agriculture, travel, customs, topog-
Great Lakes, Adirondacks, Chesapeake Bay; river, lake raphy, climate, natives, hunting, history, industries. and road travel, game, fish and woodcraft; furs, fresh-
water pearls, herbs ; and their markets. 11. Mexico Part 2 Southern 

EDGAR YOUNG, care Adventure Magazine, Spring and 
5. Eastern U. S. Part l Macdougal Sts. , New York, N. Y. Covering that part of 
HAPSBURG LIEBE, Orlando, Fla. Covering Tennessee, Mexico lying south of a line drawn from Tampico to Alabama, Mississippi, and N. and S. Carolina, Florida and Mazatlan. Mining, agriculture, topography, travel, hunt-Georgia except Tennessee River and Atlantic seaboard. b Hunting, fishing, camping ; logging, lumbering, sawmill- ing, lum ering, history • natives, commerce. 
ing, saws. 12. North American Snow Countries Part 1 
6. Eastern U. S. Part 3 R. S. SPEARS, Little Falls, N. Y. Covering Minnesota� 
DR. G. E. HATHORNE, 44 Central Street, Bangor, Maine. Wisconsin. Hunting, fishing, trapping. Canoes and snow-
Covering Maine; fishing, hunting, canoeing, guides, outfits s?oes ; methods and materials of Sum.mer and �inter sub-
supplies. 

' ststence, shelter and travel, for recreat10n or busmess. 
*(Enclose addressed envelope with 5 cents in coin NOT stamps) 

Return postoge not required from U. S. or Canadian soldiers, sailors or marines in service outside the U. S., 
its possessions, or Canada. 
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13. * North American Snow Countries Part 2 
S. E. SANGSTER ( "Canuck " ) . L. B.  393, Ottawa, Canada. 
Covering Height of Land and northern parts of Quebec 
and Ontario (except strip between Minn. and C. P. R'y) ; 
southeastern parts of Ungava and Keewatin. Trips for 
sport, canoe routes, big game, fish, fur; equipment; Summer, 
Autumn and Winter outfits; Indian life and habits· Hud
son's Bay Co. posts; minerals, timber; customs r�ations. 
No questions answered on trapping for profit. 
14. N ortb American Snow Countries Part 3 
HARRY M. MooRE, Deseronto, Ont., covering south-eastern 
Ontario and the lower Ottawa Valley. Fishing, hunting, 
canoeing, mining, lumbering, agriculture, topography, 
travel, camping. 
15. * North American Snow Countries Part 4 
GEORGE L. CATTON, Gravenhurst, Muskoka, Ont., Canada. 
Covering Southern Ontario and Georgian Bay. Fishing, 
hunting, trapping, canoeing. 
16. North American Snow Countries Part 5 Eo. L. CARSON, Burlington, Wash. Covering Yukon, Brit
ish Columbia and Alberta including Peace River district; 
to Great Slave Lake. Outfits and equipment, guides, big 
game, minerals, forest, prairie ; travel ; customs regulations. 
17. North American Snow Countries Part 6 
THEODORE S. SoLOMONS, 2837 Fulton St., Berkeley, Calif. 
Covering Alaska. Arctic life and travel ; boats, packing, 
back-packing, traction, transport, routes ; equipments, 
clothing, food ; physics, hygiene; mountain work. 
18. North American Snow Countries. Part 7 
H .  S. BELCHER, The Hudson's Bay Company, Ft. 
Alexander, Manitoba, Canada. Covering Manitoba, Sas
katchewan, MacKenzie and Northern Keewatin. Home
steading. mining, hunting, trapping, lumbering and travel. 
19. Hawaiian Islands and China 
F. ]. HALTON, 632 S. Michiga� Ave .• Chicago, Ill . . Cover
ing customs, travel, natural history, resources, agnculture, 
fishing, hunting. 
20. Central America 
EDGAR YoUNG, care A dventure Magazine, Spring and Mac
dougal Sts., New York, N. Y. Covering Canal Zone, 
Panama, Costa Rica, Nicaragua, Honduras, British Hon
duras, Salvador, Guatemala. Travel, customs, language, 
game, local conditions, minerals, trading. · 
21. South America. Part 1 
EDGAR YoUNG, care Adventure Magazine, Spring and Mac
dougal Sts . •  New York, N. Y. Covering Colombia, Ecuador, 
Peru, Bolivia and Chile; geography, . inhabitants, history, 
industries, .topography, minerals, game, languages, customs. 
ll. South America Part 2 
P. H. GoLDSMITH, Inter-American Magazine, 407 West 
1 1 7th St., New York, N. Y. Covering Venezuela, The 
Guianas, Brazil, Uruguay, Paraguay and Argentine Re
public. Travel, history, customs, industries, topography. 
natives, languages, hunting and fishing. 
23. Asia, Southern 
GoRDON McCREAGH, 2 1  East 14th St., New York City. 
Covering Red Sea, Persian Gulf, India, Tibet, Burma, 
Western China, Siam, Andamans, Malay States, Borneo, 
the Treaty Ports ; hunting, trading, traveling. 
24. Philippine Islands 
BucK CoNNOR, Box 807A . ..._R, F. D. No. ro, Los Angeles, 
California. Covering history, natives, topography, customs, 
travel, hunting, fishing, minerals, agriculture, exports and 
imports, manufacturing. 
25. Jal!_an . GRACE P. T. KNuDsoN, Castine, Mrune. Covering Japan : 
Commerce, politics, people, customs, history, geography, 
travel, agriculture, art, curios. . 

26. Russia and Eastern Siberia 
MAJOR A. M. LOCHWITZKY (Formerly Lieut.-Col. I .  R. A., 
Ret.) ,  Austin, Texas. Covering Petrograd and its :Qrovince· 
Finland, Northern Caucasus ; Primorsk District, Island of 
Sakhalien ; travel, hunting, fishing ; explorations among 
native tribes; markets, trade, curios. 
?1. Africa Part 1 
THOMAS S. MILLER, Eagle Bird Mine, Washington, Nevada 

Co. , Calif. Covering the Gold 
of West Mrica, the Niger Rive 
Northern Nigeria. Canoei�. 1<J 
outfitting, flora; tribal histories, 
l8. Africa Part 2 GEORGE E. HoLT, Frederick, 
travel, tribes, customs, history 
29. * Africa Part 3. Portug 
R. w. wARING, Corunna. r 
trade, produce, climate, oppvJ. 
travel, expenses, outfits, health, e 
30. * Africa Part 4. Transvaat 

Rhodesia, British East Africa, 
per Congo 

CHARLES BEADLE, 7 Place de Tertre, 
France. Covering geography, hunting, eq�. 
ing, climate, mining, transport, customs, living 
witchcraft, opportunities for adventure and spo. 
31. * New Zealand. Cook Islands and Sa.moa 
ToM L. MILLS, The Feilding Star, Feilding, New Zealand. 
Covering New Zealand, Cook Islands and Samoa. Travel, 
history. customs; opportunities for adventurers, explorers 
and sportsmen. 
32. * Australia and Tasmania 
ALBERT GoLDIE, Hotel Sydney, . Sydney, Australia. 
Covering customs, resources, travel, hunting, sports, 
politics, history. 

FIREARMS, PAST AND PRESENT 

Rifles, shot-guns, pistols, revolvers and ammunition. 
(Any questions on the arms adapted to a particular locality 
should not be sent to this department but to the "Ask Ad
venture" editor covering the district in question.) 

A.-All Shot-Guns (including foreign and American 
makes.) J. B. THOMPSON, Box 1374, St. Louis, Mo. 

B.-All Rifles, Pistols and Revolvers (including 
foreign and American makes) . D. WIGGINS, Salem, Ore. 

FISHING IN NORTH AMERICA 

Salt and Fresh Water Fishing 
J. B. THOMPSON, Box 1374, St. Louis, Mo. Covering 
fishing-tackle and equipment ; fly and bait casting; live bait; 
camping outfits. 

STANDING INFORMATION 

For general information on U. S. and its possessions, write 
Sup't of Public Documents, Wash., D. C., for catalog of all 
Government publica :ions. 

For the Philip�ines and Porto Rico, the Bureau of Insu
lar Affairs, War Dep't, Wash., D. C. 

For Alaska, the Alaska Bureau, Chamber of Commerce; 
Central Bldg., Seattle, Wash. 

For Hawaii, Hawaii Promotion Committee, Chamber of 
Commerce, Honolulu, T. H. Also, Dep't of the Interior 
Wash . .  D. C. 

For Cuba, Bureau of Information, Dep't of Agrl., Com . •  

and Labor, Havana, Cuba. 
For Central and South AmericaA John Barrett, Dir. Gen. 

Pan-American Union, Wash., D. \;. 
For R. N. W. M. P., Comptroller Royal Northwest 

Mounted Police, Ottawa, Can., or Commissioner, R. N. W. 
M. P., Regina, Sask. Only unmarried British subjects, age 
22 to 30, above 5 ft. 8 in. and under 1 75 lbs., accepted. 

For Canal Zone, the Panama Canal Commission, Wash., 
D. C. 

For U. S., its possessions and most foreign countries. the 
Dep't of Com., Wash., D. C. 

* (Enclose addressed envelope with 5 cents in stamps NOT attached) 
The following " Ask Adventure" editors are now serving in our military forces. We hope you will be Patient if their answers are 

at times delayed: Capt.-Adj. JosePh Mills Hanson; Major A . M. Lochwitzky. 

Mining in Australia 

G
OLD, silver, copper, tin, take your 

choice. Though this great island con
tinent already has given up fabulous riches 
from its mines, the land has hardly been 

scratched. Prospectors, how does that 
sound to you? From Australia, for in
stance, came the "Welcome Stranger" 
nugget, a lump_ weighing 2 ,248 ounces of raw, 
yellow gold-representing $5o,ooo : 
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der of Adventure and .of the 
a.u, I am listing some in-

orth Australia is extremely 
that have not yet been 

hat right? 
a young man to prospect 
Ids of North Australia? 

grub-staked in any of the 
oe allowed to prospect for 

�nu I were thinking of going there 
.uck at mining. Do you think there 

1ance of success? 
A-te not particular how we live, as long as 

we can have a chance for some degree of success. 
By living I mean we would not expect first class 
housing or grub in these parts. We would expect 
to prospect for gold, or any other metal sufficiently 
valuable to warrant good returns for our work. 
Will you give me a list of metals found in this 
district? 

Please describe the climatic conditions in North 
Australia."-F. E. J., London, Ont. , Canada. 

Answer, by Mr. Goldie:-Australia is as full of 
precious metals as a dog is full of fleas, and, like 
the dog, Australia always keeps scratching, but she 
has not yet dug out more than a fraction of her 
resources. Yet the production of minerals in that 
country makes a very respectable showing. You 
have probably heard of the great gold rushes of 
Ballarat and Bendigo, back in the '50s, when the 
vaults of nature gave up undreamt-of treasures. 
Writing of the first discovery of gold in Victoria, 
the well-known author, E. J. Brady, says : 

Even the most optimistic would hardly have 
believed that it was to herald the opening of a 
natural treasure-house which has yielded a value 
now approaching three hundred millions sterling
$1 ,500,000,000." 

The state of Victoria was practically the pioneer 
of the mining industry in Australia but Western 
Australia has been bidding hard for supremacy in 
the production of gold. You doubtless remember 
the big Coolgardice and Kalgoorlie rushes of twenty
odd years ago, though the industry dates back in 
that state to 1886, from which time till the present 
about $645,000,000 worth of gold has been won 
from that section of the continent. 

The history of mining in Australia is full of 
adventure and romance. Mineral wealth has been 
discovered in the most unexpected places and in 
the most remarkable circumstances. Take for 
instance the case of Broken Hill which, as its name 
indicates, is a ridge of broken hills, situated on the 
further edge of the western part of New South 
Wales, described by the explorer Sturt, as "the 
most worthless country in the world." This 
"worthless" country has since given to the world 
one of its richest silver-lead mines. Shareholders 
of the company operating this field are at the 
present time receiving dividends amounting to 
between $8,000,000 and $9,000,000 per annum. 

The wonderfully rich silver and copper mines 
known as the Mount Lyell group, found on the 
western coast of Tasmania, and the extremely 
rich gold mine of Mount Morgan in Northern 
Queensland have also evidenced the remarkable 
proli_fic character of Australian mineral fields. 
It is a country in which anything might happen 

to the prospector, as instance, the finding of the 
famous "Welcome Stranger" nugget, weighing 
2,248 ounces of pure gold and worth about $50,000. 
Yes, Australia is rich in precious metals. 

You have opened up a big question in asking 
me whether it is worth while to prospect in Northern 
Australia, for this is a vast undevelo�d terri tory 
which may yet give the world many surprises. 
Gold was first discovered in N orthem Australia 
in 1869 and the opinion has been expressed that 
had it not been for bad management, this. territory 
would have proved as productive as either Queens
land or Western Australia. Whether this be so 
or not, the fact is certain that there is every indi
cation of rich mineral deposits in the Northern 
Territory. 

As to whether you would be grub-staked depends 
a good deal upon yourself and the confidence you 
might inspire. But I might say it is no uncommon 
thing for this to be done and, anyway, no man 
need starve on an Australian mining field. 

You hav� as much chance for success as those 
who have made good fortunes in the past-but 
who can tell? · 

The metals found in Northern Australia are 
chiefly gold, tin, copper, woolfram and silver-lead. 

The climate of N orthem Australia is distinctly 
hot, but it is a heat that differs in character from 
other tropical countries, being drier and healthier. 
The health of the European population in the 
northern territory is distinctly good and the climatic 
conditions generally are, according · to the Govern
ment Health Officer, absolutely compatible with 
the highest standards of health. 

Canal Zone to California on Foot 

I
T CAN be done has been done, though 

infrequently. In fact, Mr. Young, who 
describes the trip to this questioner, made 
most of the hike himself, through steaming 
jungles, across rolling,  green prairies, 
through mountain bordered canons where 
perhaps no white foot had ever passed be
fore. He tells you how the hike can be 
made without hardship : 

Question:-"Two of us are planning to hike 
from the Canal Zone to our homes in San Fran
cisco, Cal. 

Kindly give us all the dope on this that you 
can. Will a . 32 automatic each be enough for 
the trip? Also what map shall we take for guide? 
And what is the best time of year to start in? 

All the hiking we have ever done beforP..C -
except when ·we have 'hit the grit'-has been 
for a few days around the foothills of California. 
I speak Spanish fluently enough to secure us the 
comforts of the road, so far as the natives are 
concerned whom we may encounter on the journey. 

We desire to take the road that offers the 
greatest historical interest, so kindly suggest 
some literature to read up on so that we can get 
the greatest ultimate benefit from the trip. How 
long do you estimate it will take to get to the 
Calif. border, averaging 25 miles a day? As we 
are going to take a 4x5 camera (or would you 
suggest a different size?) and developing tank 
with the necessary equipment to develop negatives 
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while on the way, please state what in your· esti
mation are the absolute necessities that one needs 
for the trip. 

I have been informed that i't will be necessary 
to start from Costa Rica. Is this true? 

What is the best to wear, particularly foot
gear; and in what form shall we carry our emer
gency funds, checks, gold, silver, and about hQw 
much?"-}ACK STEWART, Gatun, C. Z. 

Answer, by Mr. Young:-You can make the hike 
right from the Zone. There is a road leaving 
Empire that leads to Chorrera and meanders all 
the way up through the interior to David. The 
worst of this road is the twenty miles to Chorrera; 
from there it gets better. You strike a prairie 
there and this extends up through the interior 
all the way to the Costa Rican border, about 
200 miles. There is another way of crossing 
over into the Changuenola Valley ov�r the old 
cattle trail and going across to the town of Old 
Harbor (Puerto Viejo) on the Atlantic side and 
then hiking the beach trail to Limon and going 
to San Jose or Cartago from there and working 
your way from town to town into Nicaragua. 

There is a regularly traveled road by river and 
trail from the Gran Lago which any native of 
San Jose can tell you about. Also you can make 
about a hundred miles by drifting north to the 
San· Juan doV'.rn the Sarapiqui or San Carlos, and 
up the San Juan to the lake, or catching the Rio Frio 
further west for the same purpose. On the other side · 
of the lake at Granada there is a railroad 200 miles 
long running north to Corinto but it is better to leave 
this road about Leon or some of the other towns 
and keep to high ground. There are roads con
necting most of the towns in this part of Nicaragua 
which are used by ox carts and mules and there 
is a trail through to Honduras which is frequently 
traveled. If you drift west far enough to get into 
Salvador you will strike a good ox-cart road for 
Guatemala; there is another road of this kind · 
running from another part of Honduras to Zacapa. 
There is railroad track all the way from Guatemala 
City to San Francisco, crossing into Mexico at 
Ayutla (called Mariscal, also). 

The way I came into Panama was from Puerto 
Limon to Old Harbor, across the mountain to the 
Sexola River, which is the border, and hiking 
down the banana road to Changuenola Junction, 
and by rail and launch to Bocas del Toro. You 
could go to Bocas from Colon, and back track 
this trip. However, I would advise keeping to 
the Pacific side for better climate and less rain. 
I made the trip back up through the interior, 
through Chorrera, and many miles in that direc
tion and found it much better than the trip I 
originally made. So far as that is concerned 
you could take a boat from Panama City to David 
and strike the trail there. This will put you 
into a much better country for hiking purposes. 
However, if you want to make the full trip you 
can make it right from there by going to Empire 
and hitting that trail. The Zone is worse than 
anything else you will strike. 

If you never have been over to Chorrera you 
will be surprised to see that prairie and see 
them running horses and cattle over there. There 
used to be a Mr. Nevill and a Mr. Allen living 
there in Gatun who owned farms at Chorrera. 
It may be that they are living over there now. 

The ponies they have over 
very tough and I wow. 
method than hiking up tlu 
are places whe:re you wiP 

The thing to do is 
A blanket is essential 
outfit in. Make a roll a 
and then put it in a pa1 
them on to it. Then tie 
straps to the main part of tht. 
you a flat strap to pack with. 

I would take a spare suit of kh41-. 
sox, and at least three pairs of heavy Sl.J."' 
and don't get barefooted like I did) an 
dozen half soles and heel taps, a shoeb..a. 
hammer and a light last, a mosquito bar, bot 
of quinine, bottle of salts, permanganate of potash, 
salt, mess-kit, aluminum frying pan, and a -very 
few other essentials. I made the last 100 miles 
with nothing but a blanket. 

There are small towns and settlements all the 
way up and you can buy small supplies from th�. 
If your bundle is too bulky, tie the frying pan and 
shoes to the outside. If I ever had to hike that 
trip again, I would spend a_ couple of days making 
a frame, fitting into joints, of light wood or bambu, 
to stretch a mosquito bar ·over at night. I think 
I could make one that would only weigh a few pounds 
and I am sure it would be worth packing. The 
annoyance from mosquitoes, to say nothing of the 
danger of being bitten by them, is frightful. 

It is pretty hard to average 25 miles per day 
on a long trip without you have recourse to horses 
and mules when it is easy to better that average. 
After you get 50 miles from the C. Z. you can 
hire them for a song and get a native to go along 
with you and bring them back. As far as that 
goes, I think you can buy a fair plug over at Chor
rera for $40, which is double what he would cost 
you further up the t!ail. You could possibly seR 
him in David for almost as much as you gave for 
him, or you conld sell him further on over in C. R. 
if he is holding up well on the trip. Why walk 
when you can ride? If you prefer to walk, get a 
donkey for a couple of dollars and make him carry 
the load. 

You will surely be surprised at the open country 
after you get away from the Zone and you can 

· make good time over it. There used to be launches 
running from Panama to the little port where the 
road leaves for Chorrera and you can arrange to 
have horses sent down to meet you at this port. 
or walk on up. There is fair hotel accommodations 
up there, of the kind. Most of the natives are a 
bunch of crooks that like to graft off of Canal 
people who come up here, but, at that, things 
are pretty cheap. 

I think you better figure on from four to six 
months to make the hike through to California. 
After you have have walked five or six hundred 
miles you can make much better time than 25, 
if you want to, for a man gets hard as iron. But 
there are lots of things to stop and see and you 
will lose time in all of the large cities. .. 

· The' dry season up in Central America is from 
Oct. to May. On the Atlantic side it is about like 
it is there in Gatun; it rains pretty nearly all the 
year round. But on the Pacific side the seasons 
are sharply divided. David is so much different 
from Gatun that you would not think they are in 
the same country. 
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time during the rainy 
rains pretty regularly, 

oaytime and clearing up 
ining at night and clearing 

q;et pretty bad but are 

will be plenty. So far 
molest you on the trip. 

.11onths and never needed a 
when some animal prowled 

.. ngers are slight from any other 
Jalaria and this can be avoided by 

grains of quinine each night regularly 
care to boil all drinking water whether 

good or not, for a man can pick up a dose 
"'ysentery easily. 
Poor man's grub on the trail consists of ripe 

bananas with salt (you can live on these), boiled 
green bananas mashed for potatoes (very small 
with the milk in them), and fried bananas for meat; 
also large green bananas boiled for bread, yams, 
and fruit. 

The best way to carry your money is in cur
rency, wrapped in oiled paper, in a money belt, in 
bills of small denominations, and a pocket full of 
small silver. You can find exchanges in the cities 
of each country to change the silver into that of 
the pais, and American money is worth more 
than face value at banks and exchanges and is as 
good a thing as you can carry. Chinese ston;s will 
change bills for you and glad to do it. 

I doubt whether you will be able to develop the 
films along the trail. My plan would be to take 
the camera and the films and ship them out from 
such places as San Jose, Guatemala City, etc. 

Maine for Outdoor Sport 

D
ON'T think the game has all been killed 
in Maine, or the big fish all caught, 

just because it lies so few hours from our 
great Eastern cities. Half the State is still 
semi-wilderness and more. And the bull 
moose still calls across the lakes of that 
granite, pine ·clad State: 

Question:-"! would like to get some information 
on hunting aQd fishing in Maine. What is the 
game found in Maine? Where is the best part 
of Maine to go to spend the Fall, Winter and 
Spring? I want to get where there is plenty of 
game and also on a stream of good fishing. Where 
do you think is the best place and what are the 
hunting laws and fishing laws of Maine? 

Do you think that I could hunt and trap for 
a profit there? Where can I buy a good map of 
Maine? What will guides cost? And also what 
do you think I would need in the way of supplies? 
Do you think I could make hunting and trapping 
pay expenses?"-R. W. OVERALL, Santo Domingo 
City, D. R. 

Answer, by Dr. Hathorne :-There are many 
kinds of game found in the forests of Maine. Of 
the larger game there are deer, bear and moose, 
but the last is protected hy law until Nov. 1st this 
year. 

For sma1ler game, there are bob-cats, lynx, foxes, 
sable, black cat, mink, muskrat, and beaver. The 
last is protected by law. 

There are many different parts of Maine where 
the game is quite plentiful: the northern part of 
Penobscot County, Somerset, Piscataquis, Aroos
took, and Washington County. 

Fishing is also very good in all of these localities. 
I have hunted in the northern part of Somerset 
and Piscataquis Counties with good success. 

I will give you a summary of the hunting Ia ws: 
All non-residents must have a license for hunting 

or fishing. A hunting license costs $15 for the 
season. A fishing license is $2 . 15. The open 
season on most game is from Oct. 1st to Dec. 15th. 
Non-residents, when hunting or fishing, and 
building fires on wild land, must be accompanied by 
a registered guide. 

If you know the trapping game, you might be 
able to make your expenses, or even better, as fur 
is very high at the present time. 

The best map of the fish and game section that 
I know of is published by Dillingham of this city. 
The cost is $1. Guides receive from $3 to $5 per 
day for their services. This includes canoe and 
camping outfit. 

The question of supplies would depend on where 
you were going and the length of your stay. They 
may be obtained at most places where you start in. 

If you have had no experience in trapping, and 
need to employ a guide, I doubt if you could make 
a profit, but you certainly could have lots of sport 
and might break even. 

A Vacation on French River, Canada 

I
T IS hard to find a better river to fish 
than· the French. An almost virgin 

field, noted for its bass and maskinonge. 
Our expert tells you how to get there and 
gives some valuable information on the 
accommodations to be obtained: 

Question:-:-"! would appreciate your giving me 
some information regarding a two or three week 
trip through your country; object, fishing and 
hunting. 

I have been at the front in France for a year 
and can stand roughing it, although I would prefer 
to have some comforts. 

Do not know· anything to speak of about wood
craft. Do not care much for hiking. Had 
enough of that 'over there' to last me�the rest of 
my life. 

I want to do some heM, deer and other game 
shooting and some fishing. I have guns and a 
tackle and some personal equipment. 

I probably would need a guide. 
Can I rent a camp outfit, canoe, motor-boat, 

etc.? 
I have a friend who may accompany me. Where 

should we go and how, and what will we need? 
Can you put me in touch with a good guide who 

has lots of patience? . 
When is the best time to go? July, August or 

September would suit me best. 
Is a Newton, .30 caliber, a good rifle for an 

expedition of thi.s .sort? 
What would a trip like this cost?"-TOM 

KIERAN, St. Louis, Mo. 

Answer, by Mr. Catton:-The French River 
district would suit you best, I believe. I will give / 



or- to 'Mr. Wm. A . . ntuCJ. � 
Bon -Air) , or .to ·Mr. ·Mart.en. ll. 
kewin P. �., Pickeral River, ·Caml.'di8ll .t:- �  .- �  

road, Ontario. · 

. 

It is always cheapest to take your 'O.wn iishing ..... 
tackle, guns, · ammunition .and personal e1fect6'" - � 
when on a trip of this kind, no matter how long ate �ow. 
you intend staying. Duty on such stuff .is ·re- · Tlie -above :� 
funded on the return trip. I am not acquainted place in ·O.qtario. " . 

.. 

. ' 

L 0 S T . .  T R A-.1 L S 
... · '  . . 

. 

.NOTE-We Offer thiSt�partment of the "Camp-Fire,. free of charge to those 
of our readers who wish to get in touch again with old friends or acquaintances 
from whom the years have separated them. For the benefit of the friend you 

. seek, gitJe your own name if possible. All inquiries along this line, unless contain
ing contrary instructions, will be considered as intended for publication in full 
with inquirer's name, in this department, at our discretion. We reserve the 
right, in case inquirer refuses his name, to substitute any nt11llbers or other 
names, to reject any item ·that seems to us .unsuitable, and to use our discretion 
in all matters pertaining to this department. Give also your own full address. 
We will, however, forward mail through this- office, assuming · no responsibility 
therefor. We have arranged with the .Montreal S'ar to r give additional publi
. cation.in their "Missing Relative Column," weekl:y and daily editions, to any of 
our inquiries for persons last heard of in Canada. Except in case of relatives, 
inquiries from one sex to the other are barred. 

HALL, G. E. Get in touch with your partner ]AMES 
OwENS through the Aetna Ins. Co. 

KELLEY, WYNNIE. Last heard of at the Katy Hotel, 
in Dallas, Texas. Write to ,your cousin.-Address 

iL. B. FIELDS, 919 8th. St., S. E.,  Washington, D. C. ,. 

THGMAS, FRANKLIN ,El:TGENE. Last heard from 
in Lowell, Mich. Any information concerning him will 

!be appreciated by ·his sister.-Address 'LosT TRAILS 376, 
:care of Aduenture. 
DUNCAN, ED and ELLIS. Ed, . . t.y ¥ears of age, last 

seen .in Colorado, follows R. R. work on Construction. 
Ellis last·seen in- Oklahoma; cook by trade. Ten dollars re .. 
"ward .tor correct.address of either.-Address WooD V. DUN .. 
!CAN, ·U. S. Survey, Globe, Arizona. 
ANS1;.ETT, PERC¥ W. Last .'heard of jn. c,.,_u_. 

W'nte to ·1 120 Warfield Av� . •  · OaY-1-
llmportant.-Address 'R. "'P· 
(Oakland, Calif. 

JOHNSON, J. H. Several letters for you at general post
office, San Francisco. No malice toward you here. 

Come back or send money. ·N o  transportation. Love and 
trust same as I do. Your wife LEAH. . 
'McDONA'L·D, JAMBS. ·Plumber. Formerly of 715 

East Washington' Street, Los Angeles, Calif. Sup
posed :to have .enliste� ·in the A:rrnr during the late war. 
.May_ -be in Canada. .Any information will be appreciated 
by his cousin.-Address "C<ltiPus-"�'r>M�'. care of Am.1enture. 
BREESE, LIEUT 
· ·from the ·Bm; .. 

worked with m.P 
Any infonnatir 
-Addrp ... -



.:nenca · from 
_a; I believe In 

� • ....a in Philadelphia. 
·- -" • �.1 lost trail of him. Any in-

formation glatUy • .;uved.-Address ROBERT E. BEWLEY, 4207 Drexel Blvd., Chicago, Ill. 

DERRINGER, ALAN A. Last heard of at Ft. Wads
worth, N. Y., in 1916. Write your old bunkie of the 

Jolo: P. i., days.-Address H. P. ARMSTRONG, Med. Dept., 
Fort Hamilton, N. Y. 

KARSTEAD, MRS. FRANK. Last heard from at Louis.. 
ville, Kentucky. Husband connected Louis

ville R. R. May have gone to Knoxville, 
nection with East Tennessee R. R.. Any informa 
be appreciated by her sister.-Address LosT TRAILS 76, 
care of A-dventure. . 

THOMAS, HERBERT JEROME. Last seen about 1 -twenty-eight years' ago, might have gone South through 
Kentucky and Tenn�ee to Chattanooga, and may have 
gone West late�; also m�y have gone .to Canada. Dark 
brown hair, blue eyes, brown mustache,. about five feet six 
.inches tall.: In charge of interlock and switch tower for 
Michigan · Central . Railroad, Detroit. Any information 
ooncernil!8 him will be gratefully appreciated by his sister.
Address LosT TRAILS 376, care of Adventure. · 

' 
' 

, . . 
rr' . . , 

.J:X , .. w:n' "n Gilfl Jlan ; J a& P. 
� 'Ozmer; Miss Jimmie Banks; 0. :&.� 

. .n. Bennett; Bryon ChishoJ�; Wm. S. 
B. Paradis. 

UNCLAIMED mall I� held by Adventure for the 
following persons. who · may� obtain It by 

sending us present �ddress and proof ofldentlty • 

A RN pLD ,- TED; A���a;rtos, A.; B�ady, Grover C. ! Bnson, Clarence , .R J, . . ' Btshop, L. 0. , Benson, E. W., 
Babcock, Lucius A.; �eaton, G. M . ;  Carr, Mrs. Fred; 
Cosby, Arthur F. ; Collins, John; C�lberry, Tex.b· Coles, 
Bobby; Campbell, Frank tJ.;  Dorr, H� S . ;  Engel y ,  B . ;  
Geers, Mrs.;  Harvey, Tea; Hiries.� Joseph ;�Harris, Walter J. ; 
J. C. H.;  Hart, Jack; Harding, Jam�; Ha{rison, Tillson L.; 
Hiskert, Wm.; Hunt, Dan'l o: Conhel;  Johhson, w•ter R.;, 
Kuckaby, William; Kohn, Edw�d; :(.,ejt W ni. R. ; Lofler, 
Mrs. Harry ; Leighton. Capt • .; Lari$"y, . Jack; Lee, · C.;  
"Lonely Jock"; MacDonald, �nai'd:-Carr; Mac..M.ahon, .J, 
A. ; MacNamee, Alva I . ;  Mille�, � _f.; Morrisy, K. A.; 
McCord, P. A. ; Maples, C. M . ;  mc..Graw, John; Nelson, 
Frank Lovell; Nichols, Leon; NopP.an, Cook William; 
Richards, Lewis S. ; Reid, Raymond.; Rodgers, 'St.ewait; 
Reed, H. W.; Sclunidt, Walter; Scot:e-,: ].ames F. ; seaman, 
W. E.; Shephard, H. O.i St. John, Irvirl�'.f..; Stanley, Jack; 
Swan, George; Taylor, Jun; Von Geluck�;�Byr9n; Wetherell, 
Delos E.; y;ard, Frank B.;..; .. Williams, Bert� I.; William.s, 
Ray; Williams, W. P.; western, S. S.;  Y�lton, Roy T.; 
Young, Leon. . : 

. � ' pLEASE send us your pres�nt address. !Letters. fqr
- warded to _you at address given us do no����-t� 

Address E. F. BRACE, care Adventure. � . ·. . .,_ 
• t 

' 1  • • 

t II ,. . f. _ ... ,.:: · . . -· .... i. �' . . . . . . 

' 

., .. .. 

-� ���._ .) ·. THE TRAIL AHEAD •. 

FlRST . OCTOBER ADVENTURE .. - ' , 
• . . 

Two 
.. 

of the stories that come to you with our next isl
ue ate 

mentioned on tbe 8ec,9nd page of this number. Here are the 

VEL OF 'I'HEM ALL 
ociety there and of Menzies. 

�$ a coward. 

. . 

' . 
, .... ... ... r A Complete Novelette. �� . ·. �-::-�·r.·-��. : . '" . : . . By $: A:� � #/,��- ·  

By . GQtdett · Yoana-·: .-. . . . -- . ..... .. . . .. . .. .. 

By WilHam Patter4f1n JJ'tt@� · . 
�� the men whq r9bqed, �e extieis : • 

l .. 
• 

"· 
• t '"":. "Q,." 

'f;.�ll �lie&e-:-:.. 'U't 




