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Satin-ilieeld Gift Case

included in Sets— 38,

$8.50 and $111t—ac-
cordlirgg to size

The Chief Attraction at
Cljvtstmes Headquarters

Rarker “Duofold Thueesde

in Satin Lined Gift €ase de luxe

FNRIDER enty-£doaasBhirige-
¥2¥ mas nears,there’ll be stand-
ing room only at the counters
whetre Parker Duwofold Pens
and Pencils are sold.

Many late shoppers were
turned away last year empty
handed —the supply of these
beautiful sets was wholly inad-
equate, If you were one of those
you know how true this is—
how timely our eaution te
choose your Parker Duofolds
ahead of all other gifis.

No other pen and pencil set
can take the place of the Parker
DPuefold Duette in the hearts
and hopes of your loved ones.

The shapely Black-tiipped Lacquetr-
red Pen with Hand-size Grip, Free
Swinging Balance and 25-ywear Peini.
And to match it, the Handsiize Pengil
that iurns lead QUT and IN.

Pens and Pencils sold separately if
desired: Parker Over-size Dufold Pen,
$7: Pencil, $4: Dunfold Jr. size Pen, $5:
Pencil, $3:50; Lady Dunfold Pen, $5:
Pencil, $3.

Now ready at all good pen counters.

THE PARKER PEN COMPANY ~ JANESWILIEE, WIS,

NEW YORK hd

CHICAGO =~

SAN FRANCISCO

THE PARKER FOUNTAIN PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, TORONTO, CANADA
THE PARKER PEN COMPANY, LIMITED, BUSH HOUSB, 8TRAND, LONDON, W. €.
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You press a pedal or turn a switch and it starts your car. You ‘
click a tiny lever on the dash and your pathway is lighted ‘
through the night. You insert a plug and your living'room is
fillke! wriitiin thiree sttrsinres off 2 stiiming) syt fiam Newy Yanks,

a jazz band from Elorida, the gay program of a night club in
Los Amgeles.

Prest'O-Lite marks "Tte .Oldest Service to Motorists.™
When wagons first went down the road minus horses, Prest-
O-Lite led the field in equipping those grotesque vehicles with
“eyes" and in giving service that they might continue on their
clattering way. Today there is a Prest-O-Lite Service Station
within earshot of any horn—motor-car or radio.

THE PREST-O-LITE CO., INc, INDIANMRONIK, IND.
New York San Erancisco
In Canadie: Prest-O-Lite Company of Canadi, L, Torants, Ontario
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$1 Down: $4 A Month

The sparkling, brilliant, blue wihite, gen-
uine diamond set in thls handsomely en-
mwul popular style ring is much larger thm‘

I for the price. lt flashass wiith all the,
eolors of the rainbew. Everybody will thit
i@ at least m 00 for |t Twe,
am sapphifes are set in the
8| iﬂ 8 ahd ae‘g style and ./~

849

$1 Down: $5 A Month

Great big cluster of seven sparklimg,
britliant blue white, specially selected
diamonds set in solid platinum in
this handsomely engraved 18 kt. solid
wihite golld ring Two triangular, dark
blue sapphifes give the proper taueh
of style. It |eoks like a 2 earat selitaire
woirth $1,000.00.

Every purchaser who answers this
advertisement will receive avaluable
premium. The premium list will be
sent as soom as we receive coupon.

mz $1 DEPOSIT
$1.75 A MONTH
ELGIN OR WALTHAM
Memn's full 12 size, open faced model, fan-
cl y engraved watch wlth your choice of
either of the world-ffamous Elgin or
Waltham movemants. They are cased
In _this handsome gold filled case
ielh will wtii' like Gblid gud Th

M.im and Elgin 8 Are
b%m by thé ffaié-'

I
m n“ m%“az% ej&m%“ 5y

&EP.S m
Hake ah HB% :
STERLING DIAMOND & WATCH CO,, Ilm. i
1540 Broadway Dept. P-2047 New York

L 8 8 & & 8 & B N J '
1
i
I STERLING DIAMOND & WATCH CO,, Inc. |

11540 Broadway, Dept. P-2047, New Yeork, N. Y. |

Gentlernen: I have selected No.

D Please send it to me by pareel post C. ©. D. and 1 wiill pay th@
| Bl doposit to the maliman sien he hands me the packege. |
1 menclue s ______ a3 a deposit. Please mail the article tome |

irect to my home.

1
Don"t send th watch, but mail a copy of your big free
' O enhlo;Et: me:a::gho:hon thousands of oin.':{nm wateh and I

jewelry bargsins for me to select fram. 1

1

1 Name . .. - :

: Address - :
City and

I State. IO |

Clr s S5

(EMERLASTINGT)

Doallar Pen

A practical gift
anyone will
appreciate
Thhe only low cost Fountain Pen
of quajity. Its 14-Karat GOLD Point
and Hard IRIPIUM Tip are samme
as used in other pems selling for as
much as $50!

Detggeed, Mawisfaotured and
GUAARANTEED by

o ooug e

Ask Your Dealer —if he cannot supply
you we will fill order char, prepaid, on
receipt of ONE DOLLAR. c)fy Maded -
Men's, M@mwlsn. JSuniers',
MerQJﬂM a dozem at trade priees guar-
anteed to meet approwall or write for liberal
propasition.

€HAS. H. INGERSOLL DOLLAR PEN €O.
112 Astor Street, Newark, New Jersey

Stop Using a Truss

STUART'S PLAPAO-PADS are
different from the truss, being me-
chanico-chemiico applicators made
self-adhesive purposely to hold the
distended mumclles securely in place,
no straps, buckles or spring at

—wcannot slip. so canmet chafe or

press against the pubic bome. Thou-

sands have successfully treated tivem-

selves at home without himdramce

from work—moast obstinate cases

commrlad Soft as velun‘;t—e‘;sﬁ

to apply=imexpansive. warde
Gold Medal and Grand Prix. Process of recovery is
natural, I:m aftjrwarid_sm“nz‘ (;Irther n;e lIorltrusses. We
prove it by sending Tmi apao a mmay,

Write name om Coupon and send TODA: FREF
Plapab Qo.. 6833 Stuart Bld:lg St. Lmli?a Moe.
Name .

Return maiil wiill bring Free Trial Plapao.

Learn

All practical, persamal training. No books or useless theory.
You don't need education or expericnce: Earm while you learn.
Electrical Experts Earn $60 to $200 aWeek
Complete caurae in 3 mentha. Send for Big FREE BOOK of 151

electrical photes. Ask abeut 2 Big Sp E Courses.
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
Dept. 1419 1300-10 W. Harrison Street, Chiicsgo

Wreessﬂlllimg! Book FRE

Tells hoew to be a ete and scientific wrestler—how

to WIN. Startling mn\i ﬁuﬂht in mﬂeﬂu lessens by

wakld's ehimplani Farmer Burns and Frank th
h iﬂileﬁé ﬁiﬂﬂle big Hen vmh eane.

ftﬂ a{-_ Men and Bays, weite h(- Free
ﬁﬂa ﬂ iy Qﬁﬁﬁ :
Earmer Bares Scllunl 1019 Rniwny Bldg., Omaba, Neb.

Kindly mention Adwentare in writing to advertisers of visiting your dealer.



Published Three Times a Month by Tue Ripeway Company

J. H. GANNNOWN. Presidemt C. H. HOLMES. Searetary and Treasurer
S rm and Macdmxgdl Streets - - New York, N.Y.
p 2 ettta St., Garden,. Lond W.. C.. England
mmmremm;: Mm!"f m“"’rﬁé ..lotclrg elfclp Wth 3. 1879 ARTHYR SUELIVANT HOFFMAN, Ediisi
Yearly Subscription, $6.00 in advance Single Copy, Twenty-Five €Cents
Foreigm $3.00 additi 1. C: iam P 90 cents.

Trade-Whirk Registered; Copprightt, 1925, by The Ridgway Company in the United States and Grreat Britain. Entered at
Statigpers Hail: London: England:
Tihe editor assumes e fisk for manvasipes and filysirations submdted 1o this magazine but he Will vse all dye care while

Contents for December 20th, 1025 Iissie

The Expensive Prisoner A Compiete Novsbette .. . Leonard H. Nason 1

War—itoughboys in a trench raid.

Strange Eellers . . . . . . Alan LeMay 29
Wyoming—tmd blood and a g horse.

White Falcon Comtlasion . . .. . .. .. . Harold Lamb Y]
Cemtral Asia—back from Urgench

Outofthe Fog . . . . . . . . .  Captain Dingle 75
Sea—tthe old-timers’ last cruise.

A Friend from Tophat A Complete Novalette . . . . E.S. Pladwell 87

West—wtho was Jarkson?

The Privilege of the Gods . . . . . . .  Arhor H Little 168

Great Lakes—dlymumitte and divers.

*Occasionailiy one of our stories will be callcd an “OifftHesTFaitil” story, a warning that it is in some way differemt from the
usual magazime stories, perhaps a little diffevents, perhags a good deal. It m%';nolate a canon of literator or a custom of maga-
zimes, or merely be diffeventt fram the type usually foumd in this g may lie in unwsuall theme, wnatemial,
endimg, or manney of telling. No guestiom of reiative merit is involved.

(Contimged on next pege)
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(Continued from preceding page)
Rovers Three A Two-PartStory Partl . . . . .  J. Allao Domn 123
South Seas—shrill sounds mystified the natives.

Time . . . 4 " " < 4 ; . . W. A. MacDonald 149

Countryside—a reporter can’t waste it.

Generalissimo A Complete Novelette . . . . . DavidR. Sparks 158
Latin-America—a green drink and banditti.

The Camp-Fire A free-to-all meeting-place for readers, writers and adventurers R ¢ £
Camp-Fire Stations . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 184
LostTrails . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .18
Various Practical Services Free to Any Reader . . . . . . . . . 186

Ask Adventure . . . ) L .. 187

A free question and answer service bureau of information on outdoor life and activities every-
where. Comprising seventy-four geographical sub-divisions, with special sections on Radio,
Mining and Prospecting, Weapons, Fishing, Forestry, Aviation, Army Matters, North
American Anthropology, Health on the Trail, Herpetology, Railroading and Entomology.

Old Songs That Men Have Sung e 1)1
The Trail Ahead . . . . . . . . . . . . . e
Headings . . . . 3 . 3 3 3 s g 3 . Walter M. Baumhofer

Cover Design . . % . . . . . . . . . . Colcord Heurlin

Statement of the ownership, management, circulation, etc., required by the Act of Congress of August 24, 1972, of
Adventure, published tri-monthly at New York, N. Y., for October 1, 1925. State of New York, County of New York,
ss. Before me, a Notary Public in and for the State and county aforesaid, personally appeared J. F. BIRMINGHAM, who,
having been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says that he is the Business Manager of Adrenture and that the fol-
lowing is, to_the best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, management, etc., of the aforesaid
publication for the date shown in the above caption, required by the Act of August 24, 1912, embodied in section 411,
Postal Laws and Regulations, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1. That the names and addresses of the publisher,
editor, managing editor, and business managers ate: Publisher, THE RipGway CoMPANY, a corporation, Spring and Mac-
dougal Streets, New York City. Editor, ARTHUR SULLIVANT HoOFFMAN, 223 Spring Street, New York City. Managing
Editor, none. -Business Manager, JaMes F. BIRMINGHAM, 223 Spring Street, New York City. 2. That the owner is
THE Ripgwav COMPANY, a corporation. Spring and Macdougal Streets, New York City, whose stockholders are: THE
FEDERAL PUBLISHING COMPANY, a corporation, 15 Exchange Place, Jersey City, N. J., whose stockholder is: THE BUTTER-
1ck CoMPANY, a corporation, Spring and Macdougal Streets, New York City, whose stockholders are: BLock, MALONEY &
Co., 74 Broadway, New York City; CuisnoLM & CHAPMAN. 52 Broadway. New York City; S. R_LatsHaw, 237 West
74th Street, New York City; LamLaw & Co., 26 Broadway, New York City; Noves & JACKSON, 42 Broadway, New York
City; LaUura J. O'LOUGHLIN, 514 West 114th Street, New York City; Orvis Bros. & Co., 60 Broadway, New York City;
MRs. ARETHUSA PoND, 600 West 115th Street, New York City; CHARLES D. RAFFERTY as sole surviving successor Trustee
of the Estate of WM. H. GELSHENEN, Deceased, care of Garfield National Bank, 190 Fifth Avenue, New York City; WHITE-
HOUSE & Co., 111 Broadway, New York City; G. W. WILDER, 41 Fifth Avenue, New York City; B. F. WILDER, Bell and
Maxwell Avenues, Bayside, Long Island, New York; W. J. WoLLmax & Co., 120 Broadway, New York City. 3. That the
Eknown bondholders, mortgagees, and other securily holders owning or holding 1 per cent. or more of total amount of bonds. mort-
gages, or other securities are: None, 4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving the names of the owners. stockholders,
and security holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and security holders as they appear upon the books of
the company but also, in cases where the stockholder or security holder appears upon the books of the company as trustee
or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, is given: also that
the said two paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and con-
ditions under which stockholders and security holders who do not appear upon the books of the company as trustees, hold
stock and securities in a capacity other than that of a bona fide owner; and this affiant has no reason to believe that any
other person, association, or corporation has any interest direct or indirect in the said stock, bonds, or other securities than
as so stated by him. J. F. BIRMINGHAM, Business Manager. Sworn to and subscribed before me this 28th day of tem-
ber, 1925. BLEvINs C. DUNKLIN, Notary Public, New York County. County Clerk’s No. 170 Register No. 7118. ronx
County Clerk’s No. 9 Register No. 2710. Kings County Clerk’s No. 18 Register No. 7076. (3y commission expires
March 30, 1927.) (SEaL.) Form 3526—Ed. 1924.
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are victims (4

Be on your guard
for signs of Pyorrhea

Just as the stability of a build-
ing is dependent upon its foun-
dations, so healthy teeth de-
pend upon healthy gums,

Bleeding gums are the first sign
of Pyorrhes s approach. Soon
the teeth are loosenmed, pus
pockets form and drain their
poisons through the system.
Forhans For the Gums S &
most eHective dgent A ¢Ré
fighe apainst this idsidioys
dizease. It contains just ¢hé
Fight proportion 8f Forhan‘s
Adtringeht (a3 used by the
denital profession) to nedtral:
ize oral poisens, and keep the
guths ih 4 healthy condition:
Even ifyou don't eare to dis:
epntinue your faverite denti-
friee, at least start using Fer-
han's once a day. §5¢ and 68¢:

PoPhula 8f RVJ. Forhaw, D.D.S:
Forhan Company, New York

forhai

FOR THE GUMS

More tham a tooth paste
it cheailss mﬁ:

Just as the stability of
a building is depend-
ent upon a fiirm foun-
dation, so are heslthy
teeth depend-
eRt wpon
healthy gums

take small pay

Fé*‘% %ﬁ%ﬁfﬁ’#

e

,]ob ‘?

Fg@&

9 Kmu ﬁa,rao
1 A "a@%’%“%g;% i
Wi S SR ptdent

the Nfivhigan State Automdbile School—the great

utotrate school in the heart of the auto industry.
Be a Trained Man — Successful! More than I8 millien
cars in use, thousands more made daily. All need service by
trained men. More men needed for good jobs. More garages,
eleetrie serviee stations, tire, hattery and welding shops led.
This means amazing op) mities foF men who start now. Small
eapital needed,ne experienee. Fit yousdblf now to make big money.

COME TO THE AUTO CENTER
Learn by Factory Endorsed Methods
Here you have wonderful mliv-nmges.

Study autes, truecks, engrines, auto
eleammy. trwwﬂz Al an Best

Ea?aue E%éuesz§ ?rﬁt 'ﬁ m;tﬁ%mm

fhspeet the great auts plal

o |
open. Here's uurehmse
to be independent.
taday for full in\tarmitlaa

Michigan State Automobile School I
2452 Auto Buiiding Datroit, Michigan

WeWill Send You aFull Guty:d
ONE CARAT

Corodite Diamond

NO C.0.0.—NOTHING TO BUY OR SEL
NOSTRINGS ATTACHED MMIGOFF!R

Wa malu this remarkablse offer so that cvcry Iover \
ef beautifyl jewaie) ean have -

S g’tﬁ Bﬁgﬁgﬁmﬁn{h @ eﬁﬁu i
5 'ﬁas amﬁ‘n Egﬁi%ﬂuﬂw%ﬁ |
H i? & SE"TE‘ ranmg £ fetsen maii

E. mcuwml-:co B puBRLSETETHR

(Rerwtada Gort'd's Offtranl Cantxact Steauwens)
SAITLINGS TWICE WEEKLY
S.5. FORT VICTORIA
S.S. FORT ST. GEORGE
For lllustrated Booklets write
FURNESS BERMUDA LINE
34 Whiitehall St., N. Y., or Amy Local Toumnist Agent

SONG WRITERS — HAVE YOU IDEAS?
If so, winmer in Herald-Exaniiner's $10,000.00 Song Contest
(Nationally-knewn *Some Warild Editor”) wamts your song
poems for guaramteed proposition.

CASPER NATHAN, Dept. K. 3544 North Racine Ave., Chicage. 111,

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to adventisers o visiting your dealer.



ADMVENTTREE

2 Hear
{ Xmas

51 Jacke
§ $7.50 to $10.00
]
A

Nockabout Vests
$6.00 to $10.00

% e,

Knit Jackets and Vests

Remember the name when you buy
and your gift will cause no regrets.
Nogkabout superior quality is known E
to mem who like the better kind of
knit jackets and vests. See them at
your dealer’s, exutpine thee eidteltlent
materdakland deaaild eidhfinfslsiigent
youtlizkeagdali¢gtalls thitough finishing—
Widd GeF Jod idkaR! ARN8E $lipply you.
Write Diestfrifstivedsatsklepit-hoFegiiety You.

Deﬁnpt% bookl&{ ag ﬁquist

345 Broadway, Dept. A, New York

21 Jewels!

Nothing less than 21 Ruby aﬂd
Sapphire jewels is good enough
for the Burllngton masterpiece.

Quality and Style

Adjusted to second—temperature

ochronism — positions, 25 year

d strata case, in 100 designs.

nsurpassed uality rock-bot-

tom prices. $1 dowa brings

your choice. Balance in small

monthly sums. Write . -

teday for FRE]

M‘ E * m m‘ Burlin ¥Wneh Book
Find out about this big special offer made for a limited timel

Burlington Watclh Compamy De

pt. 1489

18th Street and Marshaill Boulevard

The Brotherhood of Light

Most complete stock of books in America on Occult-
ism, Psychic Phenomema, Spiritualism, Astrology,
New Thougiiit, Theosopliy and Nature Study. Corre-
spondence courses in all branches of occult stience.
Send for “Clouds Dispelled.” You will be delighted.
Absolutely Free. The Brotherhood of Light, Dept. E,
Box 1525, Los Angeles, Calif,

Chicago, Illinois

ASK . . ANY . . RADIO . .
e

ENGINEER

An every night adventure of
Burgess Radio Batteries

NE of the reasons why you should
always buy Burgess Radio Batteries
is that the batteries used by air-mail pilots
—tattileships—explorers—and the majority
of recognized radio engineers—are evolved
in the Burgess Laboratonies and manufac-
tured in the Burgess factory.
These batteries are identical with the
batteries sold by your dealer and thousands
of other good dealers everywhere.

Bursess Barmeary CoMPANY

GanerAL Sales Qﬂlﬁ! Cricaco
Canastiian Factories and Giffces: Miagara Falls and Wlnmpeg

| | iy

Il lllhl

BURGESS RADIO BATTERIES

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.



Be a Radio Expert

Learn Quickly at Home

Get into the great new Big-Pay lndustry Raﬂib,
you're earning a penny less than $50 %ﬁ%@ﬁ

ﬁi’
5 ngm @%ﬁ\‘% gar eﬁﬁs;g

R A BT

Thousands of Jobs Now Waiting
Get a fine ition like Fetzer did quiek
with N. R. I. training behind him. Fetzer
(picture nbn\‘e) 8 a sueeesaful, hie:,n elass

Man O?b E
the “fRoddhip Lightheuse. " ‘rhsuﬁamﬁ
* epenings awm the trained man:
Get This FREE Book!

Send cou now lor
FREE —"
Rewards in deim"
Rnd for wnelt the
SPPOFtuRi-

tiea té mh iR D%

a er-ime« man

F tgiimglﬂﬁ

n%usw.
You Get These

These reccwing scts from simplest kind to thousand mile

receiver, gi without cost with your course. An

UNEQUALUE. O FER Wirrite quiek. Clip eoupon now for

Spedial Offer, ineluding reeeiving sets without extra eharge.
National Radio Institute

Dept. 116-0B D. C.

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE. Dept. 116-OB, Washington. D. €.

Without Qiliﬂ ma in any way th und me your free book. “Rich
Rewards in Alao eemplete inforama &rnnﬁdm study
Radia eeurse, wﬁh all instruments and shart r:lme Speeial Off

NAME

ADDRESS

TOWN

‘ Cal. 30, five shot.

Only & Motloms used In play:
7 ing thia ¢ lnﬁmiﬂnn mms:f;ma 4\%

torFa te te i
qnieil) PiatuFes ﬁﬂaw M
Everything exphaiaed elearly.

Play in Half Hour Easy Lessons
Affter you w'at the Mrm
motlan- “‘w Iny

s ch th very Iinla

printed leasona an
glneﬂea No previous musi-

ures make it easy {6
Ay as

Free Guittar Wrne n ou.
Gralin !:b'?lgi;lmnma Jaal ilhthll tif IH
wi
ERm R G, Wit
niihaa. alay. rdwlll% ACT!

FIRST HAWAIIAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC, Ine,
9th Floor. Woolworth Bids.. Dept. 134, New York, M. Y.
TR ¥ = 3¢

fmr in Alab
w deviee om hia Fe

EiEﬂ“ i%. 83 B M?;E%T

é%o e- # 1" e ’?H ames ma e

Pl i %‘ﬁéﬁﬁ m%’ﬁ
“muvmne @) Hunting & Fishing

FISHING is a monthly magazine crammed

full of hunting, fishing, camping
and trapping stories and pictures,
valuable informatiom about guns,
revolvers, fishing tackle, game law
changes, best places to get fish
and game. etc. Biggest value ever
{ offered in asporting magazme onlg
I $1.00 for THREE

YEARS, or send 25c in stamps or
coin for six months' trial.
Hunting & Fishing Magazine
266 Newbury St. Boston, Mass.

Let Us Pay Your
Christmas Expenses

Scores of men, young and old, will pay their
Chitstmas  bills with s easy, spare-
time, money-making plan. If you can use an
extra $25 or $50 this Qhniistoress, write for full
particulars today. Simply address a card to

Box 5034, Spring and Macdougal Sts., New York, N.Y.

U. S. Army Model 1917 Rifle

Barrel 25 1-4 in., total length 46 in.. weight § 1-2 Jbs.
Bma .mi stock new. Sight mounted over feoeiver Thi§ p@ ysed By
E.F. @, $12.50. Bali Cartridges $3.50 Yy €a (id
1925 60th Aanivenaw issue, 372 Paﬁ@g le |Ilu§(fa§ea £8ntal
pletures and hiatorical Infmtﬁ% e ARRiricah ns aii
istols sihee 1775. alse antigue and ?
URLIAE equipment, umfama §iﬂ€llé§ zem& EEE ailed
Speesal eiFeular foF 26 SEamp.

Francis Bannermam Soms, 501 Broadway, New York City

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer,
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BROS.&8 CQ, 758 |

Special Christmas Bargains!

%{amal wvalues for buyers of Christmas gifts—lowest prices on

amond Rings, Watches, Jewelry, Silverware, etc. Easy credit
terms—pay ome-tenth dowm, balance in 9 months. Goods de-
livered on first payment. Order today!

Havé e Sitakedk

ir-sount iate —No. 15— OUR favorite cigarette tastes

e ool e better when taken from the

H' W dombina "Lk || Eillkwik Cigarette Case. Every

FREE! Big ‘ea‘nlogx smoker is proud to carry the

ains
;':e".';,.;';{,ﬁ';zmi'“& shrobiely YEillkwik”, delighted with its
, LOFTIS BROS. & CO. fine jewelry appearance, its con-
108 N. Stxte Street Chicago, I1: venience, itS unique mmn.

Hf?'ghfsm Quiickly filled with ten cigarettes
\ which stand upright in imterior,
automatic grooved rack. Never

gets out of order because of pat-
‘ ented comstruction—no springs,
" no solder.
\

Askk Yaur [Dealer

RQDJQ FA N§ j:msn “{g::fhﬁr évi ﬁl,sé

10. w. central standard ume

{ He has the Fillkwik in varied
\ designs and qualities from nickel
to sterling silver. Also in com-

BECOME AN SEXPERT

ACCOUNTANT

Exeeutive A o
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EXPENSIVE PRISONER

A Complete

nard

Novelette
Hi--Nasom

Author of “Rockets at Daybrosk,” “Byeslosh,” elc.

LONG stretch of rolling meadow
shimmered in the midday sun.
The trees on the far side of the
field were motionless in the
heat, but their images_quivered and trem-
bled to the eye of the beholder, for the heat
from the field before the trees rose between
in great waves.

A whistle trilled faintly, like a marsh
bird piping and, as its echoes died, six men
arose suddenly from the grass. Their ap-
pearance was astonishing. They wore the
uniform of the American Army, model of
19t%. They had trench caps pulled down
around their ears, and their arms held
stify at their sides. An instant they
stood, then as suddenly were gone, falling

N“Tm: Exiprsivee Pridyonar,” copyright, 1923, by Leonard .
ason.

on their faces as one man. Six more ap-
peared in the same manner farther down the
field, rising stiffly from the grass and falling
woodenly down again. A third group came
into sight and disappeared like the paddle
of a revolving mill wheel. The first group
stood up again and once more fell flet.

For several minutes this continued, the
soldiers appearing for an instant and then
lying down again. An observer would have
noticed that these soldiers made no progress,
but rose in the same place each time and lay
down again where they appeared. Sud-
denly there was more whistling, prolenged
and agitated, a whole flock of birds this
time, and then, with a straggling yell, a line
of Americans sprang from the ground and
began a lumbering eharge aeress the fleld
teward the line of weeds en the far side.

Copyright, 1925, by The Ridgway Company in the Uniitled Stales and Great Briain. AW rights resewedd. 1
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After their first croaking yell they were
silent, pounding along over the hot grass,
raising a little cloud of dust at each step,
their bayonets glittering in the sun. They
neared the woods where a crooked line of
new earth marked a trench system, their
bayonets swung down. Several move-
ments of the bayonet manual were exe-
cuted, and the men disappeared in the
trench. :

Back in the field, quite near the spot
where the charge had begun, some men lay
on their stomachs smoking. To them came
another man, mopping his brow.

“Come on, you goldbricks,” said this
one, ‘“bend your backs on them dummies!
You guys don’t know what a soft job you

ot.”

“The dummies ain’t supposed to be goin’
now,” objected one of the recumbent men.
“The raiders has gone forward.”

“You haul on that rope,” said the first
speaker, who wore the stripes of a sergeant.
“The dummies is to appear at intervals
throughout the attack. How the —— else
is the boche to be mystified? What the
—— do you know about tactics anyway?
Come on, now, exercise your kidneys a
little. Bend your backs! An’ no argu-
ment! If you birds don’t like your job, I'll
speak to the old man and have you go for-
ward with the assault.”

The men groaned and taking hold of ropes
that lay in the grass, began to pull upon
them. At the first tug, the stiff figures of
six men rose from the ground some distance
in front, and at the second tug they fell
once more on their faces. Another rope
brought six more up, and still another
brought them down. The men at the ropes
swore heartily and removed their super-
fluous clothing. The sun showed them no
mercy. ]

The assaulting wave had entered the
trench system and proceeded to mop up the
trench. On the edge of the trench a group
of officers observed their progress. In the
center of this group was a tall spare man, a
man with thin face and deep-set eyes, a
type of man that is seen only in the priest-
hood and in the Army. This man had a
triple row of campaign ribbons on his
blouse, and wore the insignia of a colonel.
He expressed dissatisfaction with the affair.

““This will never do,” said the thin man.
“You’d think these men were walking in a
garden somewhere. They don’t realize

that they’re supposed to be mopping up a
trench that is filled with enemy troops.
And this show will only be a partial success,
no matter how many prisoners we take, if
we lose a lot of men. The division com-
mander will be highly displeased if our
losses are excessive.”

In the trench the mopping up continued.
The men dragged their way along the
trench, shambling and shuffling, muttering
curses and giving the general impression of
a chain gang being led to the rock pile.
After a space of perhaps five minutes, there
was more whistling, and the men turned and
climbed out of the trench again. Then
they departed at a trot for the place where
the assault had originated. Here they cast
themselves on the ground and panted.

“If this is war,” groaned a man, wiping
the perspiration from his face with his
sleeve, “then give me peace at any price.
Man, I’m a dove from now on!”

“Cheer up,” said another. ‘“This is the
last time we do this, an’ we eat now. After
we eat it won’t be so bad. Ain’t it hotter
than the cellars o’ ——?”

“Ain’t it!” agreed another. “I see the
chow gun smokin’ away like a fire engine.
I hope we get set up to a good meal. Idon’t
mind how much work if we get good chow

‘afterwards.”

“There goes all the officers out to talk to
‘Skinny’ Magruder,” exclaimed one of the
men.. “Now what’s that mean?”’

“I can give a guess,” said another.
means we don’t get no dinner.”

' IT WAS true that the officers
were gathering about a chair in
> which sat the lean man. This
2 last puffed his cigar and con-
templated the toe- of his boot until all the
officers had arrived and were standing
about in an anxieus -circle, perspiring
slightly. There was a major of infantry
with four lieutenants, an engineer -officez, a
medical officer and a chorus of artillery
officers of all ranks from major down. The
lean man regarded them all and then spoke
impressively.

“Gentlemen,” he began, “I am sure that
the division commander would be deeply
disappointed if he could see the things that
I have seen this morning. You know this
won’t do at all. It won’t do at all. We
must realize that this operation that we are
to take part in is a highly technical matter,

“It
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amost important affair. A raid of a section
of hostile trenches by such a small number
as are taking part in this one is a very diffi-
cult matter. The least slip, the slightest
mistake will result in the destruction of the
entire party. Unfortunately none of you
seem to realize the seriousness of the situa-
tion. Remember that we are contending
with an alert and active enemy, highly
trained and efficient in the use of all arms.
You artillery men must remember that you
have a very important part in this affair.
I noticed you, during the rehearsal of the
attack, chatting pleasantly under the trees
back there. You weren’t brought out here
to chat, but to take part in the rehearsal.
Major Catherly, at the twenty-fiftth min-
ute, what kind of fire will your second
piece, B battery, Fortieth Field Artillery,
be firing?”

The officer addressed began vaguely to
consult a long sheet of paper he had in his
hand marked “Table of Distribution of
Artillery Fire.”

“Don’t look on your time table!” barked
the colonel. “Tomorrow night may be
rainy and blacker than fifty with the
wind blowing sixty miles an hour! You
won’t have any time to consult tables!
Captam Glasheen, that’s your battery,
isn’t it? What kind of fire will that gun
be firing?”’

The captain’s eyelids flickered, and he
visibly fluttered the pages of his mind’s
book.

“It will be ﬁnng deliberate fire, sir,” said
he, “on section 24 of the enemy ‘trench
system.”

“And what will it fire the next minute?”

“It will fire barrage fire, sir.’

“Good enough,” said the colonel, puffing
his cigar. “Mr. Sloan, is your trench
mortar section firing now, at the twenty-
fifth minute?” -

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Sloan, his ears red-
dening.

“How do you know?”’

“Well, er—ahem!” Mr. Sloan’s ears be-
came purple.

“Quite so,” said the colonel.
know myself.
time table.”

The poor second lieutenant—officers of
this rank are addressed as Mister by their
superiors, as though they weren’t really

“I don’t
Read what it says on your

read aloud—

“The trench mortars will open fire blank
minutes after the artillery have ceased
firing.”

“You see?” said the colonel, looking
around with a slight smile. His face hard-
ened suddenly and he leaped to his feet,
flinging the camp-chair from him. “Here
we are on the eve of an attack and not one
of you knows the least thing about it! Why
these slipshod militia methods would wreck
a raid on a city dump. By —, I'll
straighten you out! Now then, I want
every artillery officer to know precisely
what each gun under his command is doing
at each minute of this attack, what kind of
shell it is using, at what minute it shifts
fire or changes type of ammunition. I'll
give you until eight tonight to commit these
distribution tables to memory. You can
begin now! The infantry and engineer
officers remain. The rest dismissed!”

When the artillery had gone away with
rage and hatred in their hearts, the colonel
turned to the infantry.

“Each of you officers take charge of your
patrol. We'll go through this thing again
right from the beginning and I'll accompany
each patrol to show you how it should be .
done!” -

The infantry major looked around at the
solemn faces of his lieutenants and mur-
mured something about dinner.

“Dinner?”’ cried the colonel. “Dinner?
Do you know that we’re at war? Do you
think this is still a summer camp? Dinner!
By George, that will go on your record,
Major! Dinner! Therell be a lot of men
will never think of dinner again if this thing
falls through tomorrow night, and those
that do think of dinner again will have
little appetite! Posts!” A

The officers went sadly away.

In a minute or two the colonel took out
his watch and looking at it intently, at the
proper second blew a wailing blast on his
whistle.

“Zero!” he roared. “What’s going on
now?”” he called to the group of artillervmen.

“The French are firing gas!”’ they replied -
in chorus like school boys.

The colonel was seen to clasp his head
with his hands and then shake both fists at
the patient sky. Finally he made a gesture
of deepest disgust and walked over toward
the place where the heads of the indignant
infantry showed above the grass.

“The artillery,” began the colonel, “fires
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for twenty minutes. When I blow the
whistle that signifies the twenty minutes
is up. Then you men do what you’re sup-
posed to do. But we’ll do it differently this
time. TI’ll give the signal for each patrol to
go forward. Now then!” He blew his
whistle.

. “Engineers!” he called.

Up leaped some men, their faces streaked
with sweat and dirt and, picking up two
logs, they started across the field with
them.

“Lieutenant Colville!” A lieutenant and
ten men, some armed with rifles and some
with plstols and wire cutters, stood up and
moved after the engineers.

“Lieutenant Glynn!”

A second patrol moved out.

“First ‘patrol, go straight to your ob-
jective, but don’t get in the trench. Now
then, Lieutenant Trotter!”

A third group of ten men, armed as were
the first two, started across the field.

“Of course on the night of the attack,”
observed the colonel, “the second and third
patrols will not move until given the order
to do so by Major Vincent. The supports
,will hold themselves in readiness. Now
then, stretcher bearers out. The stretcher
bearers will not enter the trench, you know,
even tomorrow night, but will act as con-
necting files between Lieutenant Colville’s
patrol and Major Vincent.”

THE engineers with their logs
SN nad reacted the distant trench;
fm: they put their logs down, and re-

tired. These logs represented
portable mines and were supposed to be
blowing up the enemy’s wire at that precise
second.

The wire destroyed, the first patrol went
forward and, reaching the edge of the trench,
came to an anticlimatic halt. The other
patrols came up and did the same, looking
anxiously over their shoulders at the distant
figure of the colonel. When the last patrol
had arrived at the trench, and the stretcher
bearers had been strung across the field from
the trench to the mythical post of com-
mand, the colonel approached the patrols,
moving slowly and puffing at his cigar.

“Lieutenant Colville, what is the mission
of your patrol?”

“We are to break into the trench and de-
fend the sap there—" pointing—“against
the entrance of the enemv from the com-

munication trench. Dugouts in the trench
are to be bombed.”

““And what is the mission of your patrol?”
asked the colonel, turning to Lieutenant
Glynn.

There was a sigh from the men and an un-
easy movement that made their equipment
clatter. They were hot and hungry, and
detested all this discussion at the meal hour.
The lieutenant, however, replied that he
was to follow the first patrol into the trench
and work east along it, and the leader of the
third patrol stated that he was to enter the
trench and lend a hand where he was
needed.

“That’s very good,” said the colonel, “but
have you men thought that it will be dark.
and that the trench may be full of gas and
very probably will be full of smoke?”

“Oh, that’s all right,” said Lieutenant
Colville, ‘““we know our way around in this
trench as though it were our own kitchen.”

“Hmmm!” said the colonel darkly. “That
we’ll see. Now then, every one put a
handkerchief or a blindfold of some kind
over his eyes. Hurry now, we want to get
this over with.”

The men, under the colonel’s eye, gave
no sign of their feelings, but each assisted
to blindfold his neighbor with anything that
came to hand, handkerchiefs of doubtful
color, bandanas, and even puttees, which
their owners, having nothing better, were
forced to remove and use for that purpose.
Then, looking like a bunch of men about to
appear before a firing squad, the soldiers
awaited the colonel’s pleasure.

“Now then,” said the colonel, “the first
patrol in. The others will follow by the
watch, just as they will tomorrow night.
GO!”

The men of the first patrol stumbled
forward, stretching out their feet and feeling
for the edge of the trench. Some found it
and got cautiously down, swinging their
legs in first and then lowering themselves
carefully. In the trench they began to
grope about for something to give them their
bearings, some seized their comrades by the
face, there were muttered requests to
“Leggo my nose fer ’s sake!” or
“Where the you shovin’ to? This
ain’t no football game!”

There was a dummy dugout at a short
distance; that is, a dugout entrance cut in
the parapet of the trench, to indicate its
location, and into this shallow space the
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leader of the patrol groped his way. Then
he began to paw over the ground to see
where he was, and why the trench had come
to such an abrupt end. Thed colonel
watched from the parapet with a superior
smile. Then he gave the leader of the sec-
ond patrol a shove, indicating that he
should enter the trench. The second patrol
did so, in the same manner as the first had
performed, with this exception, that now
there were men in the trench and the second
patrol landed upon them with hobnailed
feet. The men of the first patrol protested
indignantly, but in whispers.

“Move along the trench,” directed the
officers. “Quick, now, follow along the
trench wall!”

The men began to spread out slightly,
but stepping on each other’s heels and
hindering each other’s progress. At this
moment, the colonel ordered the third pa-
trol into the trench, and confusion was su-
preme. A voice rose from the trench, loud
and clear.

“Now lay off shovin’! You’d think you
was goin’ home to supper on the subway!
Now! How do you like that?”

There was a howl of agony as the speaker
either stamped on some one’s instep or else
kicked his neighbor’s shin. The colonel
still smiled. .

“All right,” he called suddenly, “off the
blindfolds! All out! There, you see for

“ yourselves how this thing stands!” The
men climbed out of the trench and stood in
an embarrassed manner on the parapet.
Their eyes wandered from time to time to a
chow gun across the road, where a cook and
several K. P.’s were seen to be putting mar-
mite cans back into the fire and hoisting
pans of hash from the table back on to the
stove. The cook was going to try to keep
their dinner warm for them at least.

The colonel delivered a lecture on the
proper methods of finding one’s way about
in an enemy trench in darkness. Then,
blindfolding himself with a very fine clean
white handkerchief, he leaped into the
trench and demonstrated. He kept his
left hand against the trench wall, felt his
way rapidly along, stopping at the dummy
dugouts and hurling imaginary bombs into
their depths, and finally finished the tour of
the trench and returned to- the three
patrols.

“There,” said he, “that’s the way it
should be done. Now then, we’ll go through

the thing again.
be done with a number of men.
folds!”

T’ll show you how it can
Blind-

THE men, with a last despairing
look at the kitchen where the
cook and his helpers were seen
seated on the pole of the limber,
smoking cigarets, put on their blindfolds,
and the rehearsal went on. The first patrol
leaped into the trench and took up its post
in readiness to prevent the arrival of rein-
forcements; the second patrol, headed by
the colonel, entered the trench and pro-
ceeded along it, and the third, at the proper
moment, leaped down. Unfortunately the
third patrol had moved eastward along the
parapet as they were waiting, and so when
they jumped down, they jumped right into
the second patrol. There was a minute
of intense confusion and grunting.

Lieutenant Glynn, who commanded the
second patrol and who was very near the
colonel in this moment of struggle and tur-
moil, heard a faint yet distinct sound, a
sound that was not foreign to these re-
hearsals, the sound of a hobnailed boot in
collision with flesh. The lieutenant heard
some one grunt; there was the sound of a
blindfold being torn off, and sputtering like
fat in a frying pan. Then the struggling
words found exit, and profanity began to
rise upon the startled air. The lieutenant
discreetly kept his blindfold on, for it was
the colonel’s voice that was lifted in wrath.

“Who did that?” shouted the colonel.
“Answer! Take off that —— blindfold,
Glynn, and show some signs of interest in
what’s going on here. By —— I'll have
every man court martialed!”

The lieutenant removed his blindfold.
He discovered the colonel, his face very red
and, his eyes spouting fire, looking earnestly
from one to the other of the men that were
crowded in the narrow trench. The men,
all blindfolded, stood about with the patient
air of the blind, and turned their sightless
eyes toward the sound of voices.

“What happened, sir?”’ asked the lieu-
tenant.

“Never mind what happened!” said the
colonel. ““Take off those blindfolds!”

The men removed whatever they had
over their eyes and the colonel passed down
the trench, looking intently into each face.
From the far end of the trench the other
officers watched in amazement. The faces
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of the soldiers were all the same. They
were all dirty, they were all streaked with
sweat, and their eyes held no sign of guilt.

“Well, enough for now,” said the colonel.
“But this won’t be the end of this thing.
I'll have some one’s neck for this, believe
me, and the men that don’t come back to-
morrow night can count themselves lucky.
Dismiss the men! After dinner we’ll see
what we shall seel” '

The patrols were assembled once more on
the edge of the trench and then marched
across the field in the direction of the rolling
kitchen where there was a camp of shelter
tents. After they had crossed the road,
Lieutenant Glynn halted his patrol and
addressed them briefly.

“I'm not going to inquire as to who
kicked the colonel,” began the lieutenant,
“but I know it was some one in this patrol,
and I can give a good guess as to who it
was. However, that’s not the point. The
point is that you men have got to realize
that this is a war and not a picnic and that
you’ll have to go hungry and without sleep
and do all sorts of unpleasant things and
you can’t help matters by pulling any such
‘stunt as was pulled a few minutes ago. I'm
glad I didn’t see it, because I wouldn’t
want to be the man that would have to
turn a fellow townsman in to the authorities
for any such offense as kicking an officer.
But if I'd seen it, I certainly would have
told the colonel who did it. Now this
afternoon I want some interest shown in the
rehearsal and if there’s any more pleasantry
pulled, the man that’s responsible will have
the sorriest time he’s had since he’s been in
the army. Dismissed.”

The patrol went immediately to their
tents and from their tents to the mess line,
moving at full speed. They had for dinner,
bacon and eggs, fried potatoes, syrup,
white bread, and coffee with condensed milk
therein. Each patrol, being from a differ-
ent company, ate by itself, and hence Lieu-
tenant Glynn’s patrol sat themselves down
in the neighborhood of a newly felled tree
and began to expend their dinner.

“Fellars,”” began one man, licking his
syrup from his fingers where it had run on
to his hand from his mess-kit lid, “it’s worth
waitin’ for to get a meal like this. This
here is kind of a vacation after all. No
K. P. to do, no fatigue, no nothin’, an’ eat
like a hotel.”

“We're gettin’ fattened for the slaughter,”

said another man, “an’ furthermore, I'd
rather be eatin’ slum than runnin’ around
that hot field. I tell yuh, Palmer, it

tuckers me! I hain’t worked so hard since
I was a quarryman, Who the —— give
the colonel the root?”

The patrol chuckled deeply.

“We was all blindfolded,” said a third
man, ‘“‘an’ blindfolded men-ain’t no kind of
witnesses even for a court martial. That
bein’ stated an’ admitted, I'll say the colonel
had it coming to him. A soldier ain’t to
be kept from his dinner with impunity.”

“’Deed he ain’t,” said the first speaker,
“‘especially if he comes from Vermont.”

“Well, Vermont’s a good place,” said
Palmer, “an’ the only thing that gives a
Vermont outfit a bad name is when it gets
consolidated with the Governor’s Gallopin’
Horse Guards from Rhode Island.”

“Gwan!” spoke several members of the
group. ‘‘We give your old milishy outfit a
Iittle snap.”

The other members grunted in scorn, but
made no further comment. The day was
too hot and they too worn with their exer-
tions of the morning to discuss the ancient
question of which of the two regiments that
had been consolidated to form the one to
which they belonged was the better. Lieu-
tenant Glynn’s patrol comprised four men
from the Rhode Island regiment and six
from the Vermont, of whom three were well
known in the regiment. The broad-shoul- -
dered, husky looking man with the blue
eyes and the red face was Push Dugan, a
man but newly arrived from Ireland. It
was rumored that he had taken some part
in the revolution of 1916, that had forced
him to flee to America.

BESIDE him was a boy of eigh-
@z teen or so, slightly undersized,
’\N)UH but with snapping black eyes and
a keen face. This was Palmer,
known variously as “Sprout,” ‘“Louse,”
“Two Bits” and other diminutives. It was
said in the company that one morning
Palmer did not appear in the orderly room
with the usual file of delinquents, and that
the company commander thereupon in-
quired if Palmer was ill.

Palmer’s boon companion, buddy, and
bunk-mate was ‘“Dopey” McKnight, who,
as his name implies, was rather heavy on
his feet. Extra duty and cook’s police were
forever falling to his lot. The N. C. O. in
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charge of quarters had standing orders to
wake him ten minutes before reveille, and
then he either arrived late or half dressed,
his shoe-laces undone and the strings of his
breeches trailing in the dirt. He had a long
patient face like a horse, and his hair cut
short in that convict style affected by some
men at the front, so that the bumpy con-
‘tours of his head were visible.

“The burning question of the hour,” said
Palmer, lighting a cigaret, “is who kicked
the colonel.”

“Dopey McKnight,” said a fat man,
pulling tight the string of a Bull Durham
ba,

“I never did neither,” cried Dopey, who
had just arrived with brimming mess-kit.
© “That’s a —— of a way for a guest to
act,” observed the fat man, “to go round
kickin’ his hosts. You ain’t got no claim to
kick, you ain’t been in this part as long as
we have.”

“I never kicked no colonel,” said Dopey
McKnight, “an’ you guys c'n all go to
grass. As fer me kickin’ my hosts, I just
went in on this thing to make a even ten,
an’ all T got out of it was to get mixed up in
a lot of trouble. You fellars needn’t think
you'll get away with kickin’ the colonel.
He’ll put us all in the barbed wire hotel an’
won’t let us out ’til the guilty guy con-
fesses, an’ the guilty guy won’t confess an’
so we'll give the guilty guy a good trouncin’
an’ then he’ll say he done it an’ we’ll get
out.”

“Is that so!” said Palmer, ruffling his
hackles.

“I thought so,” said Dopey, and applied
himself to his dinner.

There was a light ripple of smiles, as a
breeze stirs the face of a quiet pond, and
the men proceeded to scrape their mess-kits
with bread, to smoke and to loosen their
belts and enjoy a moment’s peace. The
discussion as to the identity of the colonel’s
assailant was not continued.

These men belonged to a regiment of one
of the National Guard divisions that had
arrived in France at an early period of the
American participation. Now in National
Guard regiments, the men of each com-
pany all come from the same town, and have
known each other since childhood. Lieu-
tenant Glynn taught history in the High
School, the company commander was a real
estate agent, Palmer was a grocery clerk and
Dopey McKnight was bell-hop at the

- the company commanders.

Junction House. The regiment had been
consolidated with another to form a war -
strength organization, but the old company
organizations were for the most part still
intact.

The regiment had completed its training
and been sent to a quiet sector of the front
for experience in trench warfare. The
division commander had authorized the
colonel of this particular regiment to un-
dertake an operation on his own behalf
against the enemy and had sent Colonel
Magruder to superintend it. The colonel
was a close student of methods of warfare
from the time of Alexander on, and this was
his first opportunity to put his theories into
practice. He was the man who had planned
the raid, he was the man who had made out
the tables of fire for the artillery, and he was
the man who was in charge of the rehearsal.
The operation was to be a raid to secure
prisoners and booty. '

The first battalion had been selected to
furnish the personnel, ten men from each
company, with one officer. Volunteers had
been asked for, the entire battalion had of
course volunteered and so the names of the
men had been put in a hat and drawn by
It was rumored
that this drawing had not been impartial,
but those whose names had been drawn
made no objection. The forty infantry-
men with a medical detachment and a de-
tail of engineers had then been loaded into
trucks and taken away, nor did their com-
rades know what had become of them. As
a matter of fact they had been transported
to a distant part of the sector and far be-
hind the lines, where they constructed a
trench system, the exact duplicate of the
one they were to raid. In this trench sys-
tem the troops had rehearsed the raid and
the officers of artillery who were to support
the raid had been brought over for the last
day to get an idea of what the infantry’s
part in the affair was to be like. The in-
fantry had been rehearsing for two days,
but when Colonel Magruder arrived to see
the dress rehearsal, he had been displeased
with what result has been seen.

After dinner the rehearsal began again.
Once more the whistle trilled and the dum-
mies rose and fell. Once more the patrols
moved across No Man’s Land. They did
not go now as they had at first, all in a mass
and yelling as if they were taking part in a
charge, but slowly and on their knees,



Lieutenant Colville with his ten, Lieutenant
Glynn with his, the third patrol with theirs
and lastly the stretcher bearers, at long in-
tervals, forming connecting files between
the commander of the raid and the patrols.
The detail from the fourth company, who
were to be supports at the disposal of the
commander, were to work the dummies.
There was no blindfolding this time, and
the colonel kept an eagle eye on every man.
The artillery officers ‘were stretched in a
- line at the edge of the woods, and at irregu-
lar intervals the colonel called upon them to
tell what kind of fire their particular bat-
tery was firing and on what target. The
artillery cursed the day that they had ever
seen France, but they studied their distri-
bution tables carefully, nevertheless.

vz THE afternoon dragged wearily
) § to its close, but the colonel
’LAQ"‘ showed no sign of dismissing the
3 rehearsal. He ran about like a
man of twenty-one instead of fifty, he show-
ed one soldier how to execute a lunge with
a bayonet, he showed another the proper
method of using both bomb and revolver
simultanecusly as offensive weapons, he
taught another, one of the stretcher
bearers, some high class profanity when he
found him surreptitiously smoking a butt in-
stead of being on the lookout for signals
from the file in front.

When the weary raiders were at their last
gasp, there was a welcome interruption. A
motorcycle buzzed down the road and
stopped by the kitchen. The raiders, work-
ing their weary way across the field for the
sixth or seventh time that afternoon, watch-
ed the rider from the corner of their eyes.
He conferred with the cook, the cook
pointed, and the dispatch rider parked his
machine and came across the field on
foot.

“Come on,” bellowed the colonel, “never
mind gawking around! Keep your eyes on
that trench, that’s where you're going. A
little life now!”

The line of patrols continued its way, the
first entered the trench; after a time the
second followed, and Dopey McKnight
seized the occasion to have a look to see
where the colonel was.

“Hey!’ he cried in a husky whisper to
Palmer, “the old boy ain’t watchin’ us.
He’s got a letter from the dispatch rider.”

Palmer poked his head out of the trench.
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“That’s so,” said he wonderingly. %I
hope it’s a order callin’ this circus off.”

He shoved his helmet back on his head in
order to see better.

“Cheese it!” cried a man at Palmer’s
elbow. “‘Stuffy’ Glynn is watchin’!”

“Get a move on!” cried the lieutenant.
“What the —— are you doing, Palmer?
T’ll put you in the kitchen for a week or so
and see if I can’t get a little work out of
you.” .

The trench was effectually bombed, the
dugouts mopped up, and the raiders climbed
out again, to listen to the usual scathing
criticism of their methods. The colonel,
however, instead of waiting for them with
kindling eye, was walking up and down in
the field with clasped hands behind his
back. A light cloud of dust showed where
the dispatch rider had mounted his cough-
ing steed and departed in the direction from
which he had come.

“That’ll do, men,” called the colonel.
‘““Assemble here for a moment.” The men
assembled and were told to stand at ease,
which they did, leaning with mud-caked
hands on their rifles and looking solemnly
about. “I have just received an order,” be-
gan the colonel, “from General Headquar-
ters at Chaumont, and I'll speak about it in
a minute. Meanwhile I want to tell you
men the plans for tomorrow. Reveille will
be at nine o’clock instead of at six, and at
ten the trucks will be here to take us back to
our own sector. We’ll be home for dinner.
In the afternoon you will clean your weap-
ons and prepare for the final inspection at
five o'clock. Uniform will be blouses, gas
masks slung at the alert and pistol belts.
The riflemen will not be expected to do any
firing and will only carry such ammunition
as they can put in their pockets.

“Also tomorrow afternoon each one will
be issued two squares of white linen to sew
on the back of the blouse and on the gas
mask for identification purposes. Now
about the order. I have been promoted to
the grade of brigadier general and ordered
home to command a unit of the new army.
In order to give a stimulus to the operation
of tomorrow night, I announce that the man
that takes the first prisoner goes home with
me as my orderly.”

The colonel paused to give emphasis to
his words. Then he continued.

“We won’t do any more this afternoon,
but after supper, when it gets dark, we’ll
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go through it a few more times, to accus-
tom the men to the terrain in darkness.”

THE next morning, after a late
breakfast, the men were loaded
into trucks that had been waiting
for them an hour or more.

“Pretty soft for you guys,” remarked a
truck driver, “an’ us breakin’ our necks to
be over here early! An’ when we get here
you birds ain’t yet eat your breakfast.”

““Sall right, kid,” said Dopey, handing up
packs to the men in the truck. “When you
get home you can tell your mother you car-
ried a truck load of soldiers once. Think o’
that the next time you’re spearin’ to-
bacco.”

The truck train had in it a number of
troops from Connecticut, where tobacco is
an Important crop. Before the truck
driver could think of a fitting reply, there
was a howl from Palmer, who had been in
the truck loudly giving directions to all and
sundry.

“What’s the matter, Sprout?” asked
Dopey.

“My mess-kit!” cried Palmer.
one’s swiped my mess-kit!”’

“How do you know you didn’t leave it
somewheres?’’ asked one of the men.

“No, I didn’t leave it anywhere,” cried
Palmer. “I put it in my haversack thing,
I tell you. I put it there myself. And it
had two bags o’ Bull Durham in it. I
don’t give a for the mess-kit, but that’s
all the tobacco I got.”

“I shouldn’t wonder if some o’ them hog
wrastlers from H company didn’t glue on to
it,” remarked Dopey. ‘“They was hang-
ing around the pile o’ packs makin’ sheep’s
eyes at ’em. They’re kinda light on mess-
kits and the like o’ that since Jerry bom-
barded ’em the last time.”

“That’s so,” cried Palmer.
outta here!”

“Where you goin’?” asked the others.

“I’'m goin’ to drink about a quart of H
company blood!”’

Palmer went back to the second truck
- into which H company’s patrol, commanded
by Lieut. Trotter, was loading its affairs.
Here he came to a halt and regarded the
men in the truck darkly.

‘“Hi, there,” said one of the men perceiv-
ing him, “if there ain’t Palmer! How’s the
price o’ taller to your house?”

“Never mind the price o’ taller,” said

“Some

‘“Lemme

Palmer. “Who’s the onery sheep tick that:
stole my mess-kitp”’ ;

“No one in H company stole it,” replied;
the first speaker. “We’re kinda fussy about
what we eat out of in this outfit.” ¥sy

“Is that so?”’ cried_Palmer. “Well, I can’
lick any ten of you.” :

This belligerent statement was greeted
with a ringing cheer by H company.

“Run away, Lightweight,”” cried a man,
“before some one swats you with a news-
paper an’ irons you out like a pancake.”

“Gwan, Palmer,” advised another. ‘“We
ain’t swiped your mess-kit. Gwan, run
away back to your own outfit o’ apple-
squeezers before some one shakes his fist at
yuh an’ knocks yuh outta the sector with.
the breeze from it.”

“Beat it, Two by Four,” said a third, “you
should worry about a mess-kit. This time
tomorrow you won’t be interested in any-
thing but a shovel.”

Palmer was about to express his opinion
of H company, their morals and upbringing,
but the roaring of the other truck’s motor
advised him that it was about to depart.

“T’ ~—— with the mess-kit,” said he.
“You guys can keep it. After you've had
your breadhooks on it I wouldn’t feed a pig
out of it.” _

The second truck resounded with jeers as
Palmer climbed aboard his own.

“Want the makin’s?”’ some one called
faintly as the trucks rattled away, and a
white cotton bag could be seen waving in
air. Palmer was speechless with rage.
They had stolen his mess-kit after all and
were now regaling themselves with the to-
bacco he had in it.

“Don’t mind ’em none,” comforted
Dopey. “They’re all thieves and crap
shooters. That H company bunch shelters
themselves from machine gun fire behind
corkscrews, they’re so crooked. I mind
when we used to play ’em in basketball, that
I left my false teeth to home and put my
carfare in my shoe, an’ then I didn’t feel
safe.” ‘

“All right,” said Palmer, ‘“‘when this little
affair is over I'm gonna square my debts
with those birds. That Solly Reed, I’ll
jump right on his neck and chew his ear off.”

“They’re a fine throng of thieves, so they
are,” said Push Dugan. “If the devil him-
self were on earth, and he to be a soldier,
sure he would enlist in H company. It will
be just their luck to be the ones that takes
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the prisoner and goes home with the
colonel.”

“That’ll be pretty soft,” said Dopey, his
teeth rattling from the bumping of the
truck. .“All a man has to do is to grab off a
nice big squarehead and get a ticket to the
States. Simple enough!”

“Ain’t it?” agreed Palmer. “Well, let
George do it. I don’t callate to give no
quarter when I get into that German
trench. Any boche as I meet is as good as
dead.”

“You tell ’em, Sprout,” said Dopey.
“And when one o’ them big Huns gets you
by the neck you give a screech and I'll come
and rescue you.”

The road becoming exceeding rough, con-
versation was impossible because when a
man talked, his tongue perforce got be-
tween his teeth and, if the truck hit a bump
at that moment, the effect was very un-
pleasant. The trucks brought the men
back to their own regimental echelen, about
four or five kilometers from the front, and
there left them. After dinner, which
Palmer to his disgust had to eat from a bor-
rowed mess-kit that had no handle, the men
were given the afternoon to clean their
arms and prepare for the final inspection at
four o’clock. Pistols and rifles must be
spotless, shoes and helmets oiled, the
proper amount of ammunition issued to
each man, and gas mask and first aid pouch-
es in order. Especially the last.

At five minutes before five the patrols’

were assembled by whoever happened to be
senior non-commissioned officer present and
then at five reported to their prospective
patrol leaders. Shortly afterwards Major
Vincent, who was to command the raid, ap-
peared with the colonel. Major Vincent
seemed to have a weight on his mind. So
far he had had little to do with the prepara-
tions, the raid having been planned by the
divisional staff, and since yesterday the
divisional operations officer had taken com-
plete charge of everything. The major at
home was a judge of the district court. He
knew a great many men in the battalion
very well; some of them he had known since
they were children.

It had occurred to him that in the course
of the night’s operations he might have to
order some of these boys to their death, and
he was wondering how he would face their
mothers, their sisters or their wives when he
should go home again. The officer of the

_his name, sergeant,”

Regular Army knows nothing of his men
prior to their enlistment, but the National
Guard officer has known his men all their
lives, he knows their names and their his-
tories as Julius Czsar knew his legionaries.
Heknows their wives and how many children
they have. If he is responsible for their
father’s death and goes home alive himself,
he will have those children’s state of or-
phanage before his eyes the rest of his life.
The major thought upon these things and
was not cheered thereby. He and the
colonel proceeded to a final inspection of the
assaulting party.

[ﬂmmm “IS THERE a bore in this rifle?”’
— the colonel inquired of the first

/ man, squintmg down the barrel.
eEE=- WY sir, ’ replied the soldier.

“Youw'd never know it,” answered the
colonel. ‘“Who’s ranking non-commissioned
officer here?”’

“T am, sir,” said some one.

“Step out and follow me around,” directed
the colonel. “Have youa pencil and paper?
Take this man’s name, dirty rifle,” directed
the colonel. *“Slack business, Major.”

The major made no reply.

They moved on. The next half dozen
men had nothing the matter with them; it
was impossible to find anything wrong. The
colonel was displeased. His mouth began to
draw more and more into a straight line and
the lines on his face seemed to grow deeper.

“You!” barked the colonel suddenly.
“How much does your bayonet weigh?”’

“Nine pounds, sir,” replied the man. .

The colonel’s grim visage relaxed. “Take
said he, and passed on
to the next man.

“Here’s a man with a hole in his blouse.
Now, that’s very slimey, Major.” The
colonel pointed out a tear on the shoulder of
a blouse, probably caused by the front sight
of the rifle. ““That sort of thing there’s no
excuse for. The efficiency of an officer can
usually be judged by the appearance of the
men under his command.”

The major was tired and nervous; he had
many things upon his mind, and he resented
the implied slur on his ability as a soldier.

“I can’t see that such a thing is of im-
portance now, sir,” said he. “When that
man comes back after having played around
in the wire and the mud all night he’ll have
to have a new blouse anyway.”

The colonel turned and again his mouth
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tightened and his eyebrows lowered. He
drew out of his pocket a little book of his
own and made a note therein.

“That remark shows a lack of zeal,
Major,” said he in a harsh, yet subdued
tone. “I'll see that it is incorporated in
your record.”

The inspection proceeded, but more hur-
riedly now. The colonel had dulled the
edge of his appetite on the first ten or twelve
men, and the rest got off lightly.

“Assemble the men,” said the colonel at
last. “Get them in a circle and explain the
affair to them. Go over it carefully, so that
every man will know what to do. I wish
we could have the artillerymen here, but I
suppose that’s asking too much. Well, go
through it thoroughly.”

“Now, men,” began the major when the
men had been assembled in a circle about
him and the colonel, “I want your closest
attention because this affair tonight is a
mighty serious one. I want you to realize
that notonly has every one of you got hisown
life in his hands, but the lives of all his com-
rades. The purpose of this raid is to get
prisoners and information. Our object is to
get them without losing a man. That’s the
reason we've rehearsed the thing so care-
fully and have spent so much time on plan-
ning things, so that the artillery and the
patrols will move together and work’ to-
gether and support each other.

“Now yesterday the artillery pulled off a
fake shoot, a fake bombardment of a por-
tion of trench, and while it was going on the
guns that are to fire tonight registered on
their real targets. The fake bombardment
was to allow them to do this without the
Germans’ suspicions being aroused. The
whole regiment will be behind you men when
you start and while you’re gone, machine
guns will be firing on the rear trenches of the
German system to keep them from organ-
izing a counter attack, the Stokes mortar
and one-pounder outfits will take care of the
enemy machine guns, and the assault will be
preceded by a heavy bombardment. When
you break into the trench you will meet
with no resistance, because the garrison will
be stupified by our shelling.

“Anyway, they won’t know where to ex-
pect the attack because we’re going to shell
several sectors at once and then show the
dummies, which will attract their attention
away from the real place that we’re going to
break in on them. At the twentieth minute

after zero, the engineers will fire their tor-
pedo in front of the enemy wire and at the
sound of the blast, the patrols will leave
their dugouts and stand by. Three minutes
later the first patrol will receive orders from
me to leave. Each patrol will move only by
my personal order. At the twenty-fifth
minute the artillery will lift its barrage from
the front line to the second line trench and
the first patrol will enter the enemy front
line. After that it’s up to you. On signal
from Lieutenant Colville, or upon hearing
my trumpeter blow first call, the return will
begin.

“The patrols will bring their prisoners and
souvenirs into the dugout from which they
started. In case of accident, such as a
heavy bombardment of our front line or a
strong counter attack, a red flare will be
fired by the patrols and then I’ll come out
and try to get you back. If Idon’t arrive in
a little time, the senior officer present will
take charge and use his own judgment. Up
till the fifteenth minute after zero I’ll be in
‘I’ company’s P. C. After that, in the front
line trench in front of the Van Ness. The
Hotel Vermont will be organized as a first
aid station. The prisoners will be taken
into the Van Ness. Any questions?”

There was quite a period of silence, and
it appeared that there were no questions.
The colonel looked with a speculative eye
at the sun that was beginning to go down
behind the trees.

“I guess you’d better be going, Major,”
said he. “Zero is at dusk, you know. Tl
be with the artillery part of the time and
part of the time at the brigade P. C,, but I
hope to be up to see the men come back.
And don’t forget,” said the colonel raising
his voice and speaking to the men, ‘“that
the man that takes the first prisoner goes
home with me.”

“Take charge of your patrols!” directed
the major, and five minutes afterward they
were on their way to the front.

“GOT your farewell letters all

» % writ?”’ asked Dopey as he and

(é% Palmer marched along the road.

“Farewell letters? What d’yuh

mean farewell letters? Who’s sayin’ fare-
well?”

“Why, we’re all sayin’ farewell,” said
Dopey. ‘“Ain’t we goin’ into the Valley of
Death, Noble Six Hundred?”

“Yen,” objected Palmer, “but we been
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runnin’ around in the heat for a week
plannin’ this thing so that no one would get
killed. The artillery’s goin’ to flatten out
the boche trench and when we get there,
even the cooties in the bunks’ll all be dead.”

“It’s little love I have for the British,”
spoke up Push, “but there’s-a few good
points about them. Sure they do give
their lads a bit droppie of potheen before
they take them out to fight. It keepsa man
from catching his death in the wet mud.”

“You won’t catch your death in mud
tonight,” said Palmer. ‘“The sun today
would dry up the Winooski river.”

“Don’t you think it,” cried two or three
together. ‘“There’s mud in France that
don’t never dry up, and the hotter it is in
the daytime, the colder at night. I hope we
find some likker in them Jerry dugouts. I
hear they won’t fight _unless they’re drunk,
so they ought to have a lot of it along.”

“They don’t drink liquor when they make
a raid,” said Palmer. “I read all about
it in a book a guy wrote that deserted from
the boche. They drink ether.”

“Ether!” cried the men. “Gahh!”

Conversation ended while this thought
was digested. Some one suddenly had a
thought that there had been no mention of
supper and, after considerable heated de-

bate and much complaining, Lieutenant

Glynn so far descended from his dignity as
- to tell the men to shut up, that supper would
be served at Gernecourt.

“We left all our mess-kits, sir,” said
Dopey. -

“Well, they’ll give you mess-kits and you
won’t even have to wash them,” replied the
lieutenant.

So they proceeded to Gernecourt, ate
their supper, and then went forward into
the front line trench, where they gathered
in the dugout that bore a sign over the en-
trance—

HOTEL VAN NESS

Ss555sSSSSSS—Bong!

“Come on,” cried Palmer, who was still
in the trench, “step up forward in the car!
Lemme in outta this! We're gettin’
shelled!”’

“Shut up, Coot!” said the man ahead.
“That shell landed in Jerry’s trench.”

“It’s the beginning of the bombard-
ment!”’ cried another.

“Well, let’s get in,”” urged Palmer. “Let’s
get in anyway, because Fritz will start to

throw some o’ them cabbages back and I
want to be underground when he does.”

There was a long rolling rumble, such as
an enormous ball might make rolling down
an endless bowling alley. It rolled and
thundered and made strikes and spares
on innumerable pins, and yet continued its
mythical way. The bombardment of the
German trenches had begun. It was cold
at night in these trenches after the sun went
down. The men began to shiver. g

By the stairs Major Vincent stood with
his watch in his hand. A telephone line
had been laid into the dugout especially for
this occasion and the major held the receiver
to his ear. He was checking his watch and
the three officers stood near him checking
theirs. There was a man at brigade head-
quarters at the other end of the telephone
who called off the minutes and announced
what was going on. The major repeated
what the other man said. The men filled
the dugout and overflowed up the stairs,
where they sat like the spectators on the
bleachers at a baseball game and surveyed
all below them.

They looked at each other with solemn
faces and eyes gleaming in the lantern light.
It is one thing to march light-hearted and
free above ground and in daylight to an

. attack, but it is another thing to sit in the

semi-darkness of a damp dugout, listening
to the distant rumble of the bombardment
and knowing that each second brings the
moment for the assault nearer. Would the
artillery break up the German resistance or
would it not? That was the main question.
“Fifteen,” said Major Vincent, “batteries
firing on Bois de Belchene and position
eighteen B lift their fire to trenches in rear.
Dummies up.” A long pause. “Enemy
has begun to fire on our positions before
Bois de Belchene. Retaliation fire by
enemy has begun on Beaumont and Gerne-
court roads. Oh ——! There goes the
wire!”
The major looked at the receiver in dis-
gust and then replaced it on the instrument.
“It’s just as well,” he remarked.- “The
boche might have heard us talking, al-
though no mention was to be made of a raid
and nothing said except what our artillery
was doing, which Jerry knows as well as we
do. Stand by, all. Lieutenant Colville,
be ready. Twenty! Up we go! Take
your time, men, go slow, no use to crowd!”
Up they all went into the trench. It was
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quite light in the trench after the murk of
the dugout, but dusk was falling fast. The
men spread out along the trench, each be-
hind his patrol leader, The crashing of the
shells was deafening. There were sixteen
batteries of all calibres firing, mostly field-
guns, but with some six- and eight-inch
Howitzers thrown in for good measure.
French mortars were throwing their hand-
fulls of destruction at the enemy wire, ma-
chine guns were spraying communication
and front line trenches and one-pounders
were yapping like little dogs driven to frenzy
by the noise.

“Twenty-three!” called the major. “Up
you go! Good luck, Lieutenant.”

The first patrol clambered up on to the
parapet and with a few admonitions to each
other, disappeared, their black figures going
rapidly out of sight down the slope. The
men in the trench listened, but it was im-
possible to tell in the noise and turmoil if
there had been an increase of fire on the
appearance of the first patrol. Lieutenant
Glynn’s patrol moved to a position of
readiness.

“Won’t these here linen things we got
sewed on to us make good targets out of us?”’
whispered Palmer to the man next to him.

“Twenty-five,” announced the major.

The second patrol hitched their belts and
the riflemen gripped their weapons.

“Twenty-five ten,” said the major,
you go! Good luck!”

The men rushed at the parapet. Dopey
scrambled up, active enough for once in his
life. Palmer made a leap, slipped, fell, felt
some one seize his arm and put him on his
feet again, some one boosted him from be-
hind, and he was on the parapet, the wind in
his face, and the blackness of No Man’s
Land before, a line of flame on the far side
of it like a line of bonfires. This line of fire
became higher and wider as he looked, for
the artillery had shifted their fire at the
twenty-fifth minute, and were now firing
on the second line trenches. This shift of
target had lightened the amount of shells
falling for a minute as the guns were trained
on the new target; then it began once more.

BANG! Blung! Blongl A se-
ries of sharp explosions in front
marked where Lieutenant Col-
ville’s patrol had entered and be-
gun to bomb the enemy trench. The second
patrol quickened its pace.

“away
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“What was it the major said when he was
climbin’ out the trench?” yelled Palmer in

Dopey’s ear.

“I dunno,” said Dopey. “I got other
things on my mind. Can yuh smell any
gas?l,

“What’s the matter?” asked “Push,”
turning at the sound of Palmer’s yelling.

“I just wanted to know what the major
said when we came out,” said Palmer.

“Sure he said, ‘God help the man that
takes the first prisoner.’” Mother o’ me!
Who thrun that?”

A shell exploded suddenly in front of them
as if some one had clanged open and shut a
great furnace door. A sheet of flame was
visible for an instant, there was a hot breath
in their faces, then they were all down,
grovelling in the mud. There was no time
to look around and see who had been hit.
Another shell cast a sheaf of dirt over them,
a third and fourth exploded so close to-
gether that they sounded like pistol shots.
Palmer could hear a voice calling and, clear-
ing one ear of dirt, he listened. Who had
been hit? Then he discovered it was not a
voice of pain, but one of anger.

“Into the trench, —— it! We’ll all be
killed if we lie here! Up on your feet if
you've got any guts! Yellow , every

one of you! Follow me!”
A fistful of shells blotted out the voice,

..but Palmer heard something crunching by

his ear, and before he had made up his mind
whether it was a piece of shell or not, he
found himself on his feet and running. In
an incredibly short time he found himself
stumbling and tripping over wire. It had
been badly chewed and uprooted, and of-
fered little resistance to his progress.

From the corner of hiseye Palmer saw Push
Dugan going through the wire in great
leaps, like a man going over the hurdles
in a race. A steep parapet, a pile of sand-
bags, the ruddy glow of a shell, and the
blast of it bore Palmer onward, down into
the trench, where he slammed his bayonet
into a German, up to the very muzzle of his
rifle. He tried to withdraw his weapon, but
it stuck fast and all his strength could not
free it. The book says that in such a case
the piece should be fired, and this will free
the bayonet. Palmer fired the piece. At
the sound of the shot there were exclama-
tions behind him and a sound of feet clatter-
ing. Palmer tugged again at his bayonet
with no success. He threw a despairing look
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over his shoulder. There was a dugout
entrance behind him, and men were coming
up the stairs. Palmer heaved again at the
bayonet. Then the men came into view
and Palmer gave a sigh of relief. They had
white diamonds sewed on' their gas mask
covers.

“Here!” cried the leader of the newcomers.
“Where’s your patrol? Whose your com-
mander?”’

“Lieutenant Glynn,” said Palmer, recog-
nizing Lieutenant Colville. “I don’t know
- where they are, sir, we got separated by
shell fire.”

“Did they get in the trench? Are they
here?”’

“Push Dugan is. I saw him going
through the wire. The rest I don’t know

about. I just killed a man, too.” Palmer
paused to swell his chest a bit.

“Where?” cried the lieutenant.

“Down the trench a ways. I seen him

when I come in and rammed my bayonet
clear through him.”

“You’re off your track,” said one of the
men. “When we come in this trench there
wasn’t a live Hun above ground.”

“Well, there’s my bayonet stickin’ in
him!”’ cried Palmer.

The men laughed loudly.

“You killed a stiff,” said they.
you the brave boy!”

Palmer drew breath to protest, but
thought better of it. The thing might be
true. In fact he had a horrible feeling that
it was. A shell burst in the very trench
beside them, but they were in the dugout
entrance, and though stones snapped on the
wood, no one was hit.

“There"’ cried Lieutenant Colvﬂle, “that
settles that question. That’s one of our
batteries that’s firing those shells. Those
are shorts! Ah, the fools! They’ve lifted,
you see, to fire on some rear trench and in-
stead, they’re socking them in here! Well,
no use going out in the trench. We'll stay
under cover. artillery!”

“Ain’t it muttered some one, and
Palmer with astounded glance, saw several
of the men grin.

Eddies of smoke drifted by the door of the
dugout, there was a faint taint of gas in the
air, but no one put on his mask. A German
trench at dusk is no place to put on a gas
mask. A man is handicapped enough with-
out blinding and suffocating himself in an
apparatus of rubber.

“Ain’t_
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Adventure’

“What’s down the stairs?” asked Palmer
of the man next to him.

“Nothin’,” said the man. “Just bunks
and stink. They was all in the trench for
stand-to, and the bombardment dropped
on ’em like a ton of bri

“Did any of ’emget away?’’ asked Palmer.

“I hope not,” said the man.

“Well, if they were all killed all our work
goes for nothing,” cried Palmer. “All the
rehearsal and everything. Why, the whole
reason for this madhouse was to cap-
ture prisoners, and if the boche were all
killed, this million-dollar barrage is thrown
away.”

“Ain’t it said some one again, and
again the men grinned slyly.

“Come outta that!” roared a voice.

And lo, a man stood in the doorway with
uplifted hand, in which was a grenade.

')7

“Hey! Hey! Don’t throw that!”’

“Hey! Hey!”’

“Don’t throw that thing! Be your-
selfl We ain’t Jerries!”

“Look out for that grenade. It might

?

go off!
sake!”

The cries were all hurled simultaneously
at the man in the door. Palmer recognized
a member of his patrol. Lieutenant Col-
ville did likewise.

“Where’s the rest of your patrol?”’ asked
the officer.

The man, seeing that the others were
Americans, lowered his arm.

“They’re right in back of me, sir,” said
he. “Them shells are sockin’ in on the next
traverse now, but all the Dutch in this one
are dead.”

“They’re all dead, are they?” asked the
lieutenant in a relieved tone. “Well, then,
we’ll go out.”

Point it the other way for s

THE men, ten of the first patrol
A - and two of the second, went out
into the trench. Shells were
banging unpleasantly near. The
noise and confusion where the barrage
played on the rear trenches was terrible, but
was far enough away so that the men could ~
speak to each other without shouting. The
officer leaped upon a pile of sandbags and
looked over the parapet. The American
lines were invisible through the drifting
smoke, and forward in the opposite direc-
tion a gray and yellow wall of smoke and
gas hid all that was passing. In the trench
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under foot were strewn sandbags, fragments

of wood, blankets, overcoats, stick-grenades,
belts, rifles, a regular city dump of all kinds
of enemy wmateriel, and under and over all
this débris was a great number of enemy
dead. A little way down the trench Pal-
mer’s rifle stood upright, butt skyward, still
held in that position by its bayonet. The
bombardment had caught the German garri-
son as it lined the parapet for stand-to and
had annihilated it. From beyond the next
traverse came faint shouting and the bang-
ing of grenades. A patrol was at work
there. There was a sudden sound of run-
ning feet and men panting.

““This must be Trotter’s patrol,” said Col-
ville. “This way, men! Here we are!”

The rear wall of the trench seemed to
suddenly give way and dirt, stones, revet-
ting material and sandbags flowed into the
trench, followed by a thick cluster of black
objects that must be men.

“Hi! Boche!” cried some one, and Palm-
er was smitten to earth by a great weight.

“Hey!” cried Palmer, “let me up!” He
was at the bottom of a pile of a hundred
men at least. He groaned. It seemed
that every bone in his body must be broken.
A foot trod upon his outstretched hand.

“Look out where you’re stepping, for
——'s sake!” cried Palmer. ‘“Let me up.
I’'m on the bottom! Hey, let me up!”’

He saw feet stamping by his nose—now
feet with flapping trouser legs, now feet with
puttees at the ankles. The trench was
gloomy with smoke and the falling night,
but these feet were right in his face almost
and he could see them clearly. They were
in his nose, too. The weight upon him did
not grow less.

“Help!” cried Palmer, “get off me, you

—— fools! Pull these guys off, they're
killin’ me!”

He heard grunting and the thud of bodies
falling.

'l’

“There’s for you, ye Sassenach ——
cried a voice that must belong to Dugan.
“Show that to yer king fer the mark of an
honest man’s hand!”

The struggle ended with the suddenness -

of such affairs, and no sound was heard save
men panting as after a race.
“How’s things?” asked a new voice.
“That you, Glynn?”’ asked Lieutenant
Colville. “How are you making out? You
didn’t need to run up on our account. We
handled these lads very well, not a prisoner

in the bunch. They must have come out of
a dugout. Let’s bomb a few for luck.”

“Any one hurt?” asked Lieutenant Glynn,
th had come up with the rest of his pa-
trol. -

“Let’s see, sound off your names, men!
Who the — is this pig under a gate?”

“It’s Palmer,” said Dugan. ‘Sure he do
have thrun himself down in the thrinch
with all the Germans in the world on top.”
They pulled three dead Germans off Palm-
er, and helped him sputtering to his feet.

“These sausage spoilers jumped on to us
from the parados,” said Colville. “I saw
them against the sky for an instant before
they jumped and let jam with my pistol.
These three are my turkeys. Look at that
one! That’s the kind of a hole a forty-five
makes in a man. You’d think he’d been
hit by a locomotive!”

“Well, let’s get going and get this over
with,” said Lieutenant Glynn. “Trotter’s
H company gang is right in back of us.”

“Come on,” agreed the other officer, ‘“you
go that way and I'll go this. We’ll bomb a
few dugouts and drag out of here. We're
due to catch a counter barrage any minute.
It may be going now. I can’t tell, our guns
make such a racket!”

“There are about a hundred shells a
minute landing over there,”” remarked
Lieutenant Glynn, “they ought to make a
racket. I’'m glad they’re not landing on
this trench. Whoever was dropping those
shorts has got on to himself.” -

“If he’d only kept on droppin’ ’em,”
muttered some one, “we could have stayed
right in the dugout an’ never come out ’til
it was time to go home.”

The two patrols separated, Colville’s go-
ing west along the trench to secure the en-
trance of the communication trench against
invaders and Lieutenant Glynn’s going east
in search of prisoners and booty. Palmer
and Dugan were the last in line and were
suddenly startled by two figures taking form
from the blackness of the dugout where the
first patrol had sheltered themselves.

“Who’s that?”’ cried Palmer.

“It’s me,” said a solemn voice.

“Is that you, Dopey?” cried Dugan.
“You rise from the murk like the devil come
for his quarter’s rent. “Who’s that over-
right the door?”

“My prisoner,” said Dopey, “I found him
under a bunk. If he had a little more wool
on him, you’d think he was a lamb.”
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“Sure he smells like a goat,” said Dugan.

“Dopey’s the goat, not him,” remarked
Palmer. “Did you hear those birds in H
company’s patrol? Ain’t they the scurves!
‘We could have stayed in the dugout,’ says
they, ‘until it was time to go home.” And
another guy says to me, ‘There’s nothin’ in
here but bunks and stink!” The liar! An’
a dead Hun as big as a house at the bottom
of the stair! Didn’t we hear ’em bombin’
the place when we was out in No Man’s
Land?”

“Well, they ain’t to be blamed,” said
Dopey. “Stand still, you, or I'll shove
your teeth right out through the back of
your head!” The prisoner, thus admon-
1shed, although he did not understand a
word of what was said, though he might
gather the meaning from the tone, stood
perfectly still.

PALMER looked at him more
closely. The prisoner was a
smooth-faced boy, a small, chub-
by-faced lad of fifteen years or
so. His white neck came out of the
collar of his blouse like a plant out of a
flower pot. His sleeves were turned back
at the wrists, and the dirty lining made a
strange looking cuff. He wore high leather
boots that scraped on the dugout sill as

he moved uneasily. Even with his great.

bucket-like trench helmet, he did not quite
come to Dopey’s shoulder, and Dopey was
not a very tall man. The prisoner looked
at them with a conciliating grin, albeit his
eyes, shaded as they were by his helmet,
seemed to shift about a little nervously.

“Let’s folly on after the patrol,” said
Dugan, “’tis unhealthy to be standin’ still
in the night air.”

“What’ll we do with this prisoner?”
asked Palmer.

“Why, bring him along!” cried the other
two. “Ain’t he what we come after?”’

“Listen,” cried Palmer, “you two babes
in the wood! We come after prisoners right
enough, but the guy that takes the first one
goes home with old Vinegar Face as his
dog-robber. Remember that? Well, H
company is lookin’ out that no one in their
patrol takes the first one. They ain’t goin’
to take any! And so let’s be careful we
don’t take any, either. This bird may not
be the first one, but we don’t need to take
chances.”

The other two muttered profane surprize.

What a low-down, scabby, unmoral gang
that H company was! They ought to all
be in Leavenworth!

“What’ll we do with this guy then?”
asked Dopey.

“Let’s kill him,”-said Palmer, “an’ then
there won’t be no question.”

“All right,” agreed the other-two.
doit.”

“Me? Why me? You took him, Dope!
Youkillhim. Iain’t got any gunanyway.”

“Here they are!” cried a voice. ‘“What
the are you doing here? Gold-bricking?
Hiding out, huh?”

There was a swift movement and a clat-
tering noise. The prisoner had been hurled
bodily down the stairs.

“We were just cleanin’ out this big dug-
out,” said Palmer, “and there wasn’t no one
in it, sir!”’

“Well, come on! There’s work to do
yet! We thought you were killed and had
to come way back here to find out what the
matter was. Get a move on! We can’t
stay in this trench all night!”

The lieutenant seized Palmer and gave
him a shove along the trench and the other
two followed. They hurried along the
trench to a large bay where the other mem-
bers of the second patrol and some of the
third patrol were waiting. Some of the
men were collecting belts and helmets from
the bottom of the trench and a man was
passing Lieutenant Trotter a handful of
what seemed to be paper. It was probably
letters, diaries and so on gleaned from the
dead Germans. A man suddenly dashed
around a traverse.

“Hey!” he cried, “there’s a whole flock
o’ dugouts down this trench and one of ’em’s
big as a house and full o’ Huns!?” Without
a word every one-shoved his way along the
trench and, coming to a communication
trench that bore the sign “Regimentsrichter
—szu Alldorf Graben,” they turned off after
their guide. There was a clattering of
pistol shots followed by silence.

“Any one hurt?” called Lieutenant
Glynn.

“No, sir, just a couple of Jerries comin’
up to see what all the row was about.”

“Here’s the dugouts!” cried Palmer,
nudging Dopey. There were three dugout
entrances visible. Two of them had been
wrecked and the doorway was piled with
shattered timber, heaps of dirt and twisted
sheets of corrugated iron. The third was

“You
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untouched, and gaped blackly at the Ameri-
cans.

“Do you want to ask them out?” inquired
Lieutenant Trotter, turning to the other
officer.

“You do it,” called Lieutenant Glynn
from his place some distance off. “It was
your patrol that discovered the dugout. I
don’t want to rob you of your glory.”

There was a moment of indecision.

“There!” said Palmer, nudging Dopey
again, “they’re in on it, too. They’re just
as wise as any of us. What’s that?”

Something that sounded like a large stone
was heard rattling down the dugout stairs.
All the men made a sudden movement
backward, and the sharp bark of a grenade,
somewhat muffled, followed.

“Who threw that bomb?” cried Lieu-
tenant Trotter with anger.

“I dropped it by accident, sir, I had it in
my hand an’ it just fell out!”

“By , the rockpile for you!” roared
the officer. ‘““There goes a good chance to
take a prisoner! That bomb will wreck
any one that’s in there! TI’ll fix you for this
when we get back!”

His tone was full of rage, but there was a
false note in it, like that given by a counter-
feit coin when it is rung on metal. The men
of Glynn’s patrol muttered angrily to them-
selves.

“They want us to ask them Jerries out
an’ then claim we took ’em! Well, they
can just go right plumb to —. We ain’t
such fools as we look!”’

Darkness had continued to gather and
the men in the trench had now some diffi-
culty in seeing. Smoke kept floating toward
them from the barrage that cut off the front
line trench from any attempt at counter
attack. The second and third patrols were
in a communication trench that led back to
the second line, and eventually to where
the barrage stirred the dirt into pudding.

Neither officer made any move. The
divisional staff had spent weeks in planning
the raid, the men of the patrols had dug
the dummy trenches and then rehearsed
the attack in them day after day; the artil-
lery had prepared visibility maps, barrage
maps and fire tables, and were now working
themselves black in the face firing a bar-
rage. All this effort, all this planning had
one object in view—the capture of prison-
ers.

z'}‘he members of the patrols, now that

“
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they had arrived in the trench, were very
averse to capture any. Each officer was
willing that the other patrol should take
prisoners, but he wanted none of the mem-
bers of his patrol to do so. In a National
Guard company the men are close to their
officers, and an officer knows that if he
lives he must go home and spend the rest of
his life in the same town with his men.
And these men had not the thought that
they were in an enemy trench, that the min-
utes were ticking swiftly by and that some-
where German minds were working fran-
tically to find out where the Americans
were and, having found out, to devise some
method of destroying them before they
could get back to their own lines again.
No, the Americans had but one thought,
that the colonel with the cold blue eyes and
wrinkled face was a Bad Guy from Bloody
Gulch, and that the man that took the first
prisoner was to be dog-robber to said Bad
Guy for an indefinite period.

BN “WELL, let’s go home,”
g gested Lieutenant Trotter.
aren’t doing any good here.

“We can’t go until Colville
gives the word or we hear the trumpeter
blowing First Call,” objected the other offi-
cer. -
“How the are we going to hear a
trumpeter in here?” A

“The stretcher bearers are posted across
No Man’s Land as connecting files, and
they’re supposed to tip us off.”

“Well, where do you suppose Colville is?”’
cried Lieutenant Glynn.

“He’s in a dugout somewhere, you can
bet on that,” replied the other. “He never
gets his feet wet, that bird. He’s got the
duty of blockmg his end of the trench
against any reinforcements and that lets
him out of any necessity of taking prisoners
or making explanations as to why he hasn’t
taken any.”

“Suppose we go along the front line a way
and see what we can take back for sou-
venirs. I don’t like monkeying around in
these communication trenches. We might
get lost.”

“That’s all the good all our diggin’ the
dummy trenches did,” observed Dopey.

“Well, the dummy thrinch was not all
blown into the likeness of a Connemara
sunk-fence, and there was no alleys leadin’
off it. An’ sure there was no Germans

sug-
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killed to the bone in the bottom of it. I
have the fear to put foot to the ground to
step on their face.”

“Down the main trench a way,” ordered
Lieutenant Glynn. ‘“We’d better stay out
of these communication trenches. They’re
damp and cold.”

The patrols turned about and went back
into the front line. Hunks of the parapet
had been torn away, and in places a man
could see the American lines without get-
ting on the fire step. The Germans had a
barrage going of their own now, but it was
over on the sector in front of which the
dummies had appeared. Jerry was striking
savagely, like an enraged rattler. The
American front line twinkled like a wet
trolley wire, and though the enemy did not
know where the Americans in his own trench
were, he knew where they were in the Ameri-
can trenches, and in the American back
areas, too.

Echelon, truck park, divisional command
post, and all the roads leading thereto, the
enemy shelled. This is called retaliation
fire. It did considerable damage. A truck
convey was trapped on a road and burned,
a week’s ration of hay and oats went up in
flames, traffic was disorganized and tele-
phone wires throughout the sector were de-
stroyed. Liaison between the front line
trench from which the raiders had come,
and the brigade P.C. where the colonel was
abruptly ceased. Liaison also ceased be-
tween both the brigade P. C. and Major
Vincent’s dugout and the artillery.

In the German trench the Americans pro-
ceeded eastward.

“When I get my next pay I'm going to
get some artilleryman drunk,” said Palmer.
“They did as fine a job on this front line as
a man could ask. The dugouts are all caved
in and the boche are all dead.”

“Here’s a dugout!” cried Dopey.

Blong!

“Come out of that!” called Lieutenant
Glynn.

Silence.

“Throw down another one!” he directed.

Again the sound of the grenade, like a
firecracker under a tin can.

“He throws the grenade first and asks
’em out afterward. That’s usin’ his bean!”
said Dopey. The file of men came to a halt
and Dopey looked about for a place to rest.
There was a seat let into the wall here, quite
an elaborate affair, that must have whiled

away many a weary day of trench life in the
construction. It was built of small strips
of wood, with a curved back, and' roofed
with plank. It looked much like the place
where the baseball plavers sit under a grand-
stand. It was perhaps the place where the
officer in command sat during stand-to or
where the non-coms of the guard rested.
Dopey sat down upon it and heaved a sigh
of comfort. Palmer sat beside him. From
the western end of the trench came the slam
of grenades, and a few pistol shots.

“Colville’s acceptin’ some one’s surren-
der,” said Palmer. He looked up at the
roof of the little shelter and then sidewise
at the wall. There was a shelf there, and
upon the shelf was a large curved can, a
sort of dinner pail, only flatter. It had a
bail or handle to carry it by.

“Come on,” said Dopey, ‘“we’re goin’
again! Some one’s all broke out with am-
bition. We gotta explore some more.”

The two men got groaning to their feet
and went down the trench.

“Say,” cried Palmer suddenly, “that flat
can, that dinner pail thing—that was a
Jerry mess-kit.”

“Well, what of it?”’ asked Dopey.

“Why, I haven’t got any. Don’t you re-
member H company made love to mine on
me? Aw hop! Why didn’t I grab on to it!”

+ “Where did you see this here mess-kit?”’

“Back in that place where we sat down.”

“Well, go back an’ get it,” said Dopey.

“Sure, why not?” agreed Palmer. “Mess-
kits don’t grow on every bush.”

He turned and began to shove his way
back past the other men of the patrol.

“Where yuh goin’?”’ they asked him.-

“I seen a Jerry mess-kit back here I want.
T’ll be right back,” answered Palmer.

“Look out some boche don’t reach out
an’ flatten yuh!” said the men.

m The mess-kit was still there and

he seized it eagerly. It rattled.
He pulled off thecover and found the mess-
kit was empty of food, but it had something
else in it. He felt of this object in the dark-
ness. It was a tiny aluminum cup. The
mess-kit also contained a thing like a stick,
which was a knife and fork that fitted into
each other’s handles and a spoon. Palmer

put them all back, put the cover on and ran
his belt through the handle so that he could

PALMER, once clear of the pa-
trol, hurried back to the seat.
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carry it with both hands free. Then he lis-
tened a moment before rejoining the patrol
to see how far down the trench they were.
How quiet it was here! There was heavy
shelling going on, but it was behind him.

“Now what the 1” muttered Palmer.

He walked down the trench a few steps
to where all semblance of parapet and para-
dos had been lost and scrambled out of the
trench upon the ground behind. There was
still a thick black mass at some distance
where the smoke of the barrage hung heav-
ily, but no sound came from this smoke,
there was no twinkle of exploding shell.
The American barrage had stopped.

The German artillery, having slammed
loose on the roads and having shot up every
ration dump and echelon in the sector, find-
ing that the American artillery did not quit,
began to search for the batteries that were
firing. In the last glow of the twilight they
ran up a balloon and began to register on
the American batteries. In a minute or two
the balloon was pulled down again, and the
German gunners went to work.

The Americans hung on for a while, but
things got too hot, too many men were
being hit, too many guns were being de-
stroyed. The commander of the artillery
was appealed to; he in turn tried toget a
message to the brigade, but the wires were
out. Another appeal came in and on its
heels the report that several batteries were
out of action, their commanders having
ceased fire on their own initiative. What
to do? Where was the patrol, in the Ger-
man trenches or not?

“The plan allowed,” decided the artillery
commander. ‘“for a thirty-minute bombard-
ment after the barrage lifted at the twenty-
fiftth minute. It’s the fifty-first minute now,
isn’t it?  Well, the infantry ought to be on
their way home, and if they aren’t they
will be soon. Cease firing!”

Those batteries that still had wire com-
munication were notified by wire, and those
that had no wire working were notified by
runner. The artillery went for their dug-
outs, and the enemy, having silenced the
batteries, ceased to shell them, transferring
his fire to the roads again.

Palmer stood on the level ground behind
the trench. To the east he could hear oc-
casional grenades and muffled shouts, where
the second and third patrols bombed the dug-
outs. They ought to be getting back pretty
soon. The plan did not contemplate clear-
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ing more than a hundred yards of trench.
A blue rocket hissed into the night from the
German second line.

“Man,” muttered Palmer, “it’s time we
went home. This sector is workin’ like a
barrel o’ hard cider!”

A handful of flares went up and Palmer
instinctively ducked. From the west,
where Lieutenant Colville had camouflaged
his patrol, there was a rattle of shots. This
patrol had been shooting off and on all the
time, and Palmer suspected them of firing
their pistols in air. This time, however, the
fusillade continued. It increased in fury.
Then a new sound broke forth from that
end of the trench that sucked every drop
of blood in Palmer’s body right straight
to his heart. It was the dry savage cackle
of a machine gun.

It was dark where Palmer stood, but not
black. He seemed to be on a hill or a plat-
form, a sort of reviewing stand, whence he
could see all about him. The wind was cold,
and it bore with it a smell of stale food, old
clothes and foul, dirty dens. The gas and
the smoke had been blown away or had set-
tled into the deeper levels of the trenches,
and the old four-year-old smell of them
had returned.

“Hal’ cried Palmer.

What had seemed to be a rock or a wooden
box, suddenly moved upward, followed by
some dark mass. A man had climbed out of
a hole or trench just in front. Palmer
gasped again, and he felt as if his veins were
filled with ice-water instead of blood.
Palmer remembered now that he had left
his rifle sticking in a man that had had no
need of a bayonet to finish him, and that
he was without arms. The man advanced
from the trench. He was no friend, there
was no white diamond on his breast and his
helmet was too large and black and hood-
like to belong to any but a German.

Palmer turned and fled. In the darkness
he might get away, might even stumble
across a rifle or a grenade, in which case he
would cease to flee. The trench that he had
left should be near, and he could jump into
it. He took about six leaps. There was no
trench, and he, perforce, continued his
flight. There was a tramping behind him.
The German pursued.

The German trenches were beginning to
hum. Flares were being fired with the ut-
most exuberance. The Germans, by a hur-
ried checking up of their front line, discovered
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that the point of entry had been some-
where between two certain sectors and that
if the garrisons of these two points were to
advance respectively east and west, they
would trap the invaders in the trench. Un-
fortunately the east end of the front line had
been considerably shattered by the fake
bombardment, and in the shattering a con-
siderable number of the garrison had been
strewn about themselves. The survivors
waited for reinforcements before doing any
advancing. These reinforcements had to
come up from the reserve positions, itself a
difficult thing, for the barrage that had held
them up before, had destroyed trenches and
caved in dugouts and caused general con-
sternation. However, the barrage having
ceased, nothing restrained them except the
difficulty of finding their way through the
shattered communication trenches.
% the cutlery in his German mess

kit rattled merrily. His pursuer
pounded after him. Palmer found no rifles,
no grenades; the ground was bare. Sud-
denly before him lay a black streak, a wide
band like a narrow carpet. A trench!
Palmer leaped into it, rushed down it, came
to an intersecting trench, doubled to the
right, and dived into a dugout. He tried to
hold his breath while he listened. If he
could only get a minute to fix that —— mess
kit!

The mysterious machine gun barked in-
cessantly, he could hear shouting, rifles
cracking, men calling to each other, but
no sound of his pursuer. Good. He had
shaken him off. But suppose there were
more in this dugout? Palmer reached out
his hand to feel for the side of the stairway.
He felt a shelf and the shelf was full of boxes.
On the other side was another shelf, and at
the back within easy reach was a pile of
large cases.

“This ain’t a dugout,” thought Palmer,
“this is a dump.”” .

A rocket dump, perhaps, or a grenade
dump. No place for a man to hide, for if a
shell or a grenade landed anywhere near,
the occupant of that dump might take a
short flight through the air. Palmer turned
to go out, but stopped in his tracks. There
was a man in the doorway.

“Can he see'me or not?”’ thought Palmer,
holding his breath.

PALMER continued to churn up
the ground with his hobnails, and
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Probably not, for Palmer could scarce see
the man, and the man certainly could not
see into that black closet. The man, how-
ever, gave a kind of a short grunt, and be-
gan to feel about the interior of the dump
with his hand. It rattled over the boxes on
the shelves, it brushed the jamb of the door-
way, it groped before Palmer’s face. The
dump was shallow and the man had only to
step over the threshold to reach the back of
it. Palmer shrunk away from the groping
hand, and his hobnails made a crunching
sound on the floor. Instantly the other’s
hand was upon his shoulder.

“Fool,” thought Palmer, as a drowning
man thinks of trifles, “of course he could see
the diamond on my mask and as long as I
ran, the other one on my back! An’ me
rattlin’ like a truck, too!”

The other man clucked softly.

“Kamerade!” said he.

A bright light gleamed outside in the
trench. There was a flare overhead. Two
grenades exploded near-by. There was
something familiar about the German,
thought Palmer. Yes, indeed. He was the
young kid with the skinny neck that Dopey
had kicked down the dugout stairs.

“Who’s the kamerade, you or me?” asked

Palmer.
" The German kid spoke softly and gently.
It was quite clear he had not understood
what Palmer had said, nor could Palmer
understand him. The German ended his
little speech, took a short breath, and then
said “‘kamerade” again. This time he held
his hands up to show that he meant it. The
German’s figure was outlined by another
flare.

“Here,” said Palmer, “let me out!” He
stepped quickly to the door and looked
down the trench. It was a narrow alley,
but at the far end was a wider one, and the
light of the flare showed running figures in
the farther trench. They were Americans,
for Palmer could see the white diamonds
on their uniforms. “Look, Hans,” said he,
turning to the German. “I ain’t the guy
you're looking for. Dopey McKnight is the
guy that took you prisoner. I never had a
thing to do with it. You wait here and I'll
tell Dopey to come and get you.”

The kid smiled at Palmer and said
softly—

“Kamerade.”

Suddenly, as if a curtain had been rolled
over it, the boy's face hardened, the smile
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vanished. His eyes were raised to the
ground above the trench and Palmer swung
about to see what he was looking at. A big
Hun stood there, a big, broad-shouldered,
mustached Hun. He had a stick grenade
in his upraised hand and as Palmer looked,

he hurled it directly into the open doorway.’

The flare went out. Darkness. Again Pal-
mer fled, marveling that he was still alive.

Slam!

Palmer came to the trench in which he
had seen the Americans. They were there,
just around the corner, shoving each other
out of the trench.

“Who’s that?” cried someone in a strained
voice.

“Sounds like a cow in a swamp,” said an-

other. )

“It’s one of our guys,” answered several
at once. ‘“He’s cleaned out a Jerry kitchen.
Listen to the pans rattlin’.”

“It’s me, Palmer. What the — is
comin’ off?”’

“Ten of my patrol O.K.,” said Lieutenant
Glynn. “We're all complete now.”

“Trotter’s gone with his. Up with you
now, Glynn, take ’em home. Follow the
stretcher bearers. What the is that?

Did you see?”

A ruddy glow leaped high behind them,
lighting up the strugghng Americans.
There was a sound of frying, of roaring
flames.

“I know what that is!” cried Palmer.
“There was a Jerry heaved a grenade into
a rocket dump and he must have set it on
fire.”

“Good enough,” said Lieutenant Colville,
“that’ll block that trench. They were com-
ing after us down there. That’s the only
way they can get at us. Come on, men,
let’s go. To —— with all those packs and
junk, we’ve got our necks to think of.”

The men threw down their booty, their
German belts, knapsacks and weapons,and
clambered over the trench, stumbling and
slipping.

The fire mounted higher, lighting up
their white faces and making their eyes
gleam as they looked over their shoulders.
Finally they were over the parapet, Lieu-
tenant Colville last of all, when there wasa
roar of rage and a body of Germans ap-
peared on the far side of the the trench.
The American officer emptied his pistol at
them; they retreated, and he ran after his
men.

e THE three patrols were grouped

=3 in a hollow just below the Ger-

@y man trenches. Lieutenant Col-

4 ville came rushing down to them
and called for the other two officers.

“Let’s have a look before we go charging
across this field,” said the commander of the
first patrol. “There’s no use trying to swim
through a wave of machine-gun fire. We’ll
be safe for a minute or two as long as that
fire burns.”

“What’ll prevent them from coming along
the front line?”’ asked Lieutenant Trotter
nervously.

“There was a bunch of about thirty
jumped us the minute our guns quit firing,”
said Colville, “but we’d found a machine-
gun, set it up, tied down the thumb-pieces
with wire and come away. It kicked itself
over the next minute probably, but they
think we’ve got a gun there and so they’ll
be slow about coming along the trench. Did
any one come from your end, Glynn?”’

“No. They’re raising with machine-
guns and flares, though.”

“I don’t hear anything going overhead,”
said Lieutenant Colville, “let’s make a dash
for it. Be careful not to knock over any
trip-flares, and if any lights go up near at
hand, flop! I wish I knew what those
idiots in the P.C. are thinking of. They
know we’re out here in the dark somewhere
and not so much as a cap-pisto} going to
create a little diversion for us. Tear off
those —— white things, you can see them a
mile!””. Hurriedly the men stripped the
pieces of white cloth from each other.

“By ——, do you know why they aren’t
shooting at us? They can’t get the dum-
mies out of their minds. They’re shooting
where they saw the dummies come up!”

“Let’s go!” cried Lieutenant Colville.
“Keep track of your men, we don’t want to
leave any one behind!”

“Follow me, men,” shouted Lieutenant
Trotter. His patrol leaped out from the
ground and began to run toward their own
lines, crouching low.

“Where the are those —— stretcher
bearers?’”’ muttered the officer to himself.

It was useless for the patrol to run blind-
ly toward the American lines. There would
be wire to cross and now that the men of
the patrols had removed their distinguishing
marks they would be in considerable danger
of being shot by their own men. The officer
knelt and ordered the men to halt. He
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must look around for a second. Behind him
he could hear the other patrols.

“Every one here?” he asked. “Get your
breath.” To make sure he counted the
dark blots against a background of dark-
ness. What the 1 “Whose the extra
man? What patrol are you from?”

“What extra man?”’ muttered the patrol.
There was no extra man with them! There
was some low talking, excited cursing and
then open conversation.

“Kill the —!”

“Don’t shoot, for —’s sake. Every
Hun in the sector will see yuh!”

“Bat him over the head wit’ vour
rifle!”

“Here!” cried the officer. “What’s the

matter here? Shut up, all of you! What’s
the trouble now? One man at a time!”’

“There’s a Hun hangin’ around us
tryin’ to surrender himself,”” answered some
one sullenly.
rock! A rock won’t make no noise!”

The officer had a twinge of fear. Must his
patrol be the goat? Still he could not coun-
tenance the killing of this prisoner. The
lieutenant had taken an oath to be loyal to
his superiors. Moreover, while he might
not exert himself unreasonably to secure
prisoners, he could hardly allow his men to
kill one in cold blood, even if it did not de-
stroy the fruits of the entire operation.
Then he saw a way out.

“That prisoner belongs to Lieutenant
Colville’s patrol,” said the officer sternly.
“What do you mean by trying to claim that
he was taken by us? That’s not sportsman-
ship. Take him back where he belongs!”’

There was a short silence, while the men
paid silent admiration to their officer. Then
one of the men spoke humbly.

“Sir, I'll take him right back. I c'n see
the other patrol from here.”

“The rest of you come on!” cried Lieu-
tenant Trotter, and went forward again.

The soldier that had seized the prisoner
by the collar, dragged him a little way and
pointed him at what looked like a number
of very clumsy dogs. These clumsy dogs
were the other two patrols, going along on
all fours looking for the line of stretcher
bearers that was supposed to be left in No
Man’s Land to guide them home.

“See them?” said the soldier.

He held the German’s head in the indi-
cated direction for a second and then gave

him a lusty boost with his foot to start him

“I'm fer killin’ him wit’ a .

on the right track. Then the American re-
joined his own patrol.

PALMER, Dopey, and Push

Dugan crawled along together.

.They grunted and swore as they

scraped their hands and knocked
their knees against rocks and the various
kinds of junk with which the ground was
strewn.

“What the is that clatterin’ sound?”
demanded Dopey. ‘“You worn through to
the bone Palmer?”

‘“No,” said Palmer, “it’s my Jerry mess-
kit I got slung on my belt.”

“What the are you luggin’ a mess-kit
around for? Are you nuts complete?”

“No, but I’'m shy a mess-kit, and this one
I got stays with me ’til I get a better one.”

“You’ll get us all killed clatterin’ it
around!” '

“Well, if I throw it away I'm liable to
starve to death.”

“Mother o’ me!” groaned Dugan as the
patrol halted for a moment, while the two
officers made another attempt to get their
bearings, ‘“‘sorrow folly the man that told
me to be a foot soldier so that I'd have no
horse for the cleaning. The whole pack of
us do be lost!” _

“Cheer up,” said Palmer. ‘“As long as
the boche try to kill our dummies for us
we aint dead. Who'’s that?”

The first patrol was a little separated
from the second, it being easier to keep
track of the men that way, and the first
patrol was halted and lying down to the
right front. The night was quite clear,
though there was no moon, the smoke of
the barrage had long since drifted away,
and the men of the second patrol could see
the line of lumps—lumps that quivered and
changed form like jelly-fish on a beach—
that showed where the first patrol waited.
A man, walking upright, was seen to ap-
proach the first patrol.

“’Tis one o them —!” whispered
Dugan. ‘

“It is for sure,” agreed Palmer. “It’s the
little guy that Dopey captured.”

“You’re a liar!” cried Dopey.

The other patrol broke into rapid and
husky whispering. They sounded like the
scenes in the theatre where a mob is heard
in the distance. There was a deep low
sound of angry muttering—words hissed
like snakes; there were snarls of rage. The

’
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man who stood on his feet turned in a dazed
way and stumbled off. Then he must have
seen the second patrol, for he turned and
came toward it eagerly.

“Oh ——!” cried Palmer, “here he comes!
Git him outta here, Dopey. You took him
in the first place!”

“You lie like cried Dopey.

The German continued to advance. He
was, after all, just a kid and a very under-
nourished, size Double Zero kid at that.

“Besorgen zie nickil” said he softly, and
they could almost see him smile. “Kame-
radel”

“Here’s an Irish rose for ye, ye blag-
yard!” muttered Dugan, and hurled a stone
at the shadowy form.

Instant approval from the patrol. There
* was a scratching sound, grunting, rattling
of the stones landing and little thudding
sounds of some of them striking the German.
He clucked once or twice like a frightened
hen and then disappeared in the shadows.

The two officers meanwhile held a coun-
cil of war in a shell hole slightly in advance
of their patrols. -

“If we go in,” said Lieutenant Colville,
“we’ll strike the American wire somewhere.
Well, you know what will happen as well as
I do. They’ll all let jam and wait ’til morn-

1

ing to see who it was that made the noise. If,
we try to yell to them, the boche will hear

us and we’ll get the Order of the Shovel just
the same. All this rehearsal and sweat and
blood and struggle, all that million dollar
barrage, and here we are out in No Man’s
Land with the whole German army hunting
for us, no prisoner, no nothing, and not a
shell fired to keep the Jerries off our
backs!”

“What kind of fools do you think
there are in the different P.C.s?” cried Lieu-
tenant Glynn. “They know we ought to be
back. Its the fortieth minute now, and we
were due back at the thirtieth. You'd think
they’d lay a few on the Jerry trenches just
for luck!”

“Wait!” gasped Colville. “I’'m a fool!
Why for ’s sake I didn’t think of it be-
fore, I don’t know. Remember a red flare
was to be the signal if we couldn’t get back?
Fire the flare! The whole regiment is stand-
ing to arms to come out and get us if we get
into trouble! Let’s get a rifle and fire the
flare!”

“The boche will hear it,” objected the
other officer. “I’ve had my flare in my

hand for five minutes, but the boche will
hear it fired and we’re gone geese!”

“We’re gone anyway,” said Colville.

He crawled out of the shell hole and back
to the patrol, where he took the rifle from
the first man he came to.

IN THE big dugout marked
¥ “Hotel Van Ness,” the old col-
onel sat grimly at a table with a
watch in his hand. One or two
other officers sat silently about on the bunks.
The colonel’s face was calm, but his lips drew
more and more into a straight line. The
raiders should have been back long ago. At
the top of the dugout stairs on the fire step
of the trench, Major Vincent looked into
No Man’s Land. It was black and silent
and cold. To left and right the major could
hear the subdued clashing of equipment and
the low muttering of talking men where the
entire American garrison stood to arms.
The German artillery was very active, the
clatter of their machine guns was contin-
ual. This brought a ray of hope to the ma-
jor for, if the patrol had been captured or
destroyed, the Germans would have quieted
down. The major shivered. How cold the
night was!

In the dugout the telephone buzzed.
Swifter than a striking snake the colonel
had the receiver to his ear. Wire communi-
cation at last! :

“Fitchburg speaking,” began a voice.

This was the artillery command post code
name.

(13

you,” said the colonel, his voice
shaking with rage, “give me a barrage! A
barrage! Do you hear?”

Now, in the artillery after any shooting
has been done, the guns are always relaid
on Normal Barrage, that is, they are re-
sighted so that fire can be instantly opened
on the most threatened point in case of an
enemy attack. The word “barrage” was
shrieked from the receiver into the ear of
the officer that held it at the artillery P.C.;
he in his turn shrieked it again, sixteen tele-
phone operators at as many batteries re-
peated it, and the barrage was on. The gun
crews sleep under their guns. The gun-
ner simply reaches up and pulls the toggle,
the gun is fired, and by the time the gun is
loaded again he is on his seat and ready.

In No Man’s Land Lieutenant Colville
prepared the flare. Bang/ It was away, a
red jewel against the blue black night. In
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the trench, Major Vincent saw it and his
whistle began its moaning. The first par-
ties of the regiment started to make their
way down through the wire, machine guns
and one pounders were prepared to fire a
barrage on the German trenches at an in-
stant’s warning.

Simultaneously the barrage that the col-
onel had called for arrived with the crash
of an orchestral chord. It did not land,
as the colonel had intended, on its previ-
ous target, the German communicating
trenches, but on Normal Barrage, in this
case directly in front of the American wire.
The regiment went back into its dugouts at
once to escape the flying splinters. Major
Vincent wanted to weep, but instead, turned
and leaped the whole flight of stairs from
top to bottom.

“Telephone!” he shouted.

He spun the crank and clapped the re-
ceiver to his ear.

“Fitchburg! Fitchburg!” he yelled.

The receiver was as silent as the tomb.
The wire was out again.

The Germans also saw the flare. The
officers that lined the trench with field
glasses, sweeping the ground where the
dummies had appeared, the artillery obser-
vation posts in shattered trees and ruined
houses, far behind the front lines, the scout-
ing patrols that crawled out in front of the
wire—all saw the flare and many of them
saw the flash of the rifle that fired it.

There was a sudden silence in the German
lines while the guns were swung on the new
target. Then the Americans laid down
their barrage in front of their own trenches.
The Germans paused, hesitated. What
trick was this? A flare from No Man’s
Land and then a barrage in front of the
American wire! Quickly the word went
down from Ober-kommando to Kommandan-
tur to front line to relay the guns on their
original targets.
fooled once that night by a fake bombard-
ment; it would not happen again. Mean-
while send a strong patrol to see who had
fired that flare.

2 AT THE first shell from the
e -\‘,\- American batteries, some men
¥ ) -" leaped to their feet at a little dis-
I tance from where the American
patrols lay and dashed toward them.

“Who's there?” cried Lieutenant Glynn.
“Halt!”

The Germans had been ,
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The running men kept on, however, and
the officer fired twice at them before he saw
the shape of their helmets against the sky-
line. The newcomers dashed into the
patrols, who received them profanely.
The two officers crawled rapidly toward the
place where the new men had lain down.

“Where the did you come from?”
they cried. “Who the are your”’

“We're the stretcher bearers,” they
panted. ‘“We was lyin’ out there waitin’
an’ no one showed up an’ we didn’t dare go
back an’ we didn’t know what to do. Then
we saw the flare go off an’ knew you guys
were over here.”

“Do you know the way back?”

“Sure! Broggi and Baker are still over
there!”

“We can’t go through the barrage any-
way,” said Lieutenant Trotter, who had
run over with his patrol.

“They must have seen the flare,” said
Lieutenant Colville. “They’ll know we’re
in trouble. The major will shut that bar-
rage off in a minute. Let’s not get excited
now. The trench in back of us is all knocked
to bits, and they won’t go hunting around
now trying to dig out machine guns. Let’s
move over into the line of stretcher bearers
anyway, so that we can make a dash in the
instant the barrage stops.”.

The patrols were moved over nearly a
hundred yards to where two prone, shud-
dering stretcher bearers indicated the place
of entry into the American lines, now, alas,
shrouded in smoke and screened by ﬂymg
hunks of steel.

“Lie down, every one,” directed the offi-
cers, “and when the barrage quits we’ll all
make a dash for home. Keep your heads,
men. We're all right. This is just a little
noise!”

“He-e-e-e-ey!”’ came a faint hail from the
rearmost men—that is, those nearest the
German lines, “here come the boche!”

“——I" said the three officers, the six
stretcher bearers, and the thirty men, less
the two that had first seen the enemy.

A counter attack had been organized in
the German second line immediately after
the barrage had ceased on that portion of
the enemy trenches. This counter attack
had advanced to the German first line and
found nothing. Here the officer in com-
mand had witnessed the flare, the sudden
falling of the American barrage in front of
its own trench, and had immediately
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leaped to the conclusion that the American
attack had struck a snag.

This officer had the satisfaction of know-
ing that the sector he had passed through

was the one that had been raided, the num- .

ber of bayoneted dead, the sudden breaking
out of fire in the rocket store, the pile of
booty thrown down by the Americans when
they left the trench, the man who had
thrown the grenade at Palmer, all told him
where the raid had passed. Now this flare
and this barrage! The raiders must be
out there in the dark, cut off from their own
lines! The German officer led his men down
through the wire.

“Where are they?” asked Colville, run-
ning over to the men who had called.

“There! Over there! See ’em crawlin’?”

The officer saw them plainly. Something
struck him on the shoulder and then fell to
the ground. He reached down swiftly, and
blindly and by luck felt what he sought, a
stick-grenade. He tossed it away, even
with the tips of his fingers and it exploded
in air.

“——1” said the lieutenant in a shaky
voice, “that was a near one. Here, men!
Let’s have a little rifle fire on those Jerries
over there. See ’em?” The American rifles
began to crack.

“Shove along,” cried Dopey, ‘“‘git that
bolt to workin’l Never mind waitin’ to
pick a target. Shoot at the black 'of
’em.i’

“——as thore!” moaned Dugan. “I
haven’t enough bullets for the downing of
a duck. Sure I shot them all away down
the dugouts!”

“You ain’t the only one either,” said
Palmer, who lay between the two. “Hark
to the officers sounding off and not a rifle
goin’ any more!”

Consternation reigned in the patrols.
The men had gone out to the raid depending
on the bayonet alone and carrying only five
rounds of rifle ammunition apiece. Many
of the men had shot theirs away in the
German trenches and their grenades had
been expended in the same manner. The
others had now fired their last shot. It
takes a very little time to empty the maga-
zine of a rifle or pistol. The officers
looked sadly behind them where the Ameri-
can barrage still rumbled faithfully, and
then to the front where the black mass of
Germans seemed to be growing larget and
more solid every second.
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“They’re goin’ to rush us!’ said Glynn
hoarsely.

“There’ll be a flock of new widows in five
minutes,” said Dugan, unfixing his bayonet
and seizing it like a dagger. “There’ll be
lots of them Americans, but faith I think
there’ll be at least one of them a German!”

Another grenade exploded with a sheet of
flame, and some one in the German lines
fired a flare. The flare was defective and
only burned for a second or two, but by its
light the Germans saw the Americans, the
Americans saw the Germans, and Dopey,
Dugan, and Palmer saw a short distance in
front of them three men with a long black
object like a pencil lying on the ground.

“It’s a machine gun!” they cried.

“Look out, gang, they’ve got a gun over
here!” yelled Palmer. The flare went out.
The three leaped to their feet and ran to-
ward the patrols, but the light machine-gun
had gone into action. Its gunner saw the
three running figures against the back-
ground of the barrage flame. Bullets be-
gan to spat around the men.

“Duck! Duck!” cried Dopey. ‘“Lay
down! They’re shootin’ at us!”’

The three flung themselves down and be-
gan to crawl back toward their own men.
There was a grunt from Palmer and a sound
of scraping tin.

“My —— mess-kit’s caught on a root!”
he gasped.

The bullets snapped into the ground.
There were several sounds like a man
striking a carpet with a beater.

“Palmer!” cried the other two, “Palmer!
Are ye hit?” There was no reply

IN THE Hotel Van' Ness dugout
I @ the major howled and shrieked
if v, into the silent telephone. The

&, colonel watched him with an ex-
pression of deep scorn.

“Stop gibbering!”” said the colonel finally.
“That wire is dead, you can’t bring it back
to life! What’s the matter?”

“They’re dropping a barrage in front of
our trenches!” cried Major Vincent.

“Haven’t you a rocket that when fired
means lengthen barrage or one that means
C. P. O, General? Your C. P. O. general
here ought to move the barrage away.”

The major flew up the stairs again.

“Never thought of that, did you, Major?”’
called the colonel after him. ‘“That’s a
good example,” continued the colonel,
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turning to the other officers. “We rack our
brains and sit up nights thinking up reme-
dies for every contingency that might
arise, and then when, thecontingency arises
the officers in the forward zone never think
of the remedy, but always try to apply some
invention of their own.”

At the dugout entrance the major
bumped into another officer, followed by a
pop-eyed infantryman with a rifle.

“Don’t you think we’d better fire a
rocket to shift the barrage to Offensive
Counter Preparation?” asked the officer.
“I’m afraid our men are out there and can’t
get in.”

“Fire it!” choked the major.

The rocket went sailing. The barrage
continued.

“Fire another!” cried the major.

Then the barrage began to weaken, die
down, a few final whoops and it was silent.
There was a heart breaking pause, while the
major hoped that they hadn’t fired the
wrong rocket. The officers could plainly
hear the machine gun going, and the shouts
of the officers trying to get the American
patrols under way. The officers with the
patrols knew the barrage had stopped for
some mysterious reason and they feared it
might start again any minute.

= IN NO MAN’S LAND the
= American officers raged at their
2% men.
USSR «Come on!” they cried, “drop
everything! Let’s go while the going is
good!”

Some of the foremost Germans had al-
ready reached the patrols, and there was
some lively hand-to-hand fighting going on.
Some of the Americans obeyed their officers
and ran toward their own trenches; others
prodded at the Germans with their bayo-
nets, and still others ran to help the prod-
ders.

Lieutenant Colville ran up to the twisting
mass of men, seized the first man he saw by
the collar and hurled him bodily toward the
_ American lines. The next one he smote
under the ear, and then shoved after the
first man. The officer just ducked in time
to escape a rifle butt that shot aut of the
darkness. There was the hiss of a bayonet
going into some one, then the grunting of
its owner drawing to pull it out again, and
that phase of the fight was over. The
light machine gun suddenly ceased firing.
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“Yaaaah!” snarled a man, “here they
come! Hot dog, lookut the army!”’

“Beat it!” cried the officer. “Come on,
we can’t fight the whole German army!”’

The officer could see the enemy advancing
in a line like a great black breaker rolling
up on a beach. His throat puckered, and
his chest became suddenly tight. Lieu-
tenant Colville was a young man and did
not want to die. However, if he must, bet-
ter go down fighting than running.

“Every one run for the trench!” he
called in a voice that sounded like some
one’s else. “I’ll hold ’em up for a while!”

“Come on,” said a voice behind him,
“you an’ me are just cowards, so let’s be
showin’ the flat of our foot to the inimy.
Glory to the brave, but myself for a deep
dugout!”

“But Palmer’s out there yet! We can’t
go in an’ leave him!”

“Sure he’s dead as boiled salmon. If the
boche had not got in the way, that gun
would have made rice out of him!”

“You men go in!” cried the officer turn-
ing. “You can’t carry any one in front of
this mob.”

“We can’t be leavin’ a good lad to the
Huns to try out for the little fat he’s got
in him,” said Push. “Come on, Dope!”

Three grenades burst together. Wheeee!
went the fragments.

“Hoch!” cried the Germans.

Then, having relaid their guns, the Ameri-
can artillery began to fire again, an offensive
counter preparation, as it is called, on the
German front line. The guns having been™
laid in haste, many of the shells fell short.
The barrage landed in No Man’s Land with
the effect and sound of a dump cart de-
positing a load of bricks. All lay down at
once. After 2 minute or two the Ameri-
cans, finding themselves still alive, began to
creep and crawl toward their own trench.

Lieutenant Colville came to the American
wire, went up the lane and then paused a
second or two before going over the parapet.
There were a lot of men in the wire, stretcher
bearers, kneeling riflemen, machine gun-
ners, and two or three with slung rifles,
who reached out to help the officer over the
parapet.

“Let me alone,” said he, “I’'m all right.”
He wished he had stayed out in No Man’s
Landy He had been in command of this
affair, Whe senior officer, and the whole
thing had ended in disaster. To with
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that part of it and what the colonel would
do to him, but how about the men that had
been killed? Had it been his fault or not?
He climbed over the parapet.

“Here’s Lieutenant Colville!” cried some
one. ‘“Here’s the boy! By I'm glad
to see you!” The lieutenant discovered
that Major Vincent was wringing his hand
and that he was in the center of a very
interested crowd. “Go right into the dug-

out,” directed the major, “they’re serving’

coffee and sandwiches in there., There’s a
little stuff we’ve borrowed from the French,
too. Go right down!”

“How many men are missing?’’ asked the
lieutenant, pushing aside the hands that
grasped at him.

“Only three,” said the major. “They're
all back but three. Never mind, we’ll look
out for them!”

“Only three!” cried the lieutenant, “only
three after all that shooting and hand-to-
hand fighting!”’-

It had been dark, and a machine gun that
has not been laid during daylight is not
easily fired with accuracy after dark. Still,
if there were three men missing, an officer
had no business hunting himself a hole.

Lieutenant Colville turned to climb out of
the trench again, but he was seized by fifty
hands. There were too many men there
eager to lay restraining hands upon an
officer. He struggled, but without avail.
There was a loud roar of voices from the
other side of the parapet.

“Here they are!” cried some one, “here’s
the three!”

There was another thunderous cheer.
Down the steps stumbled Push Dugan and
Dopey McKnight, bearing between them
the body of Palmer

“Faith we couldn’t leave him for the
boche to send to the ovens,” said Dugan.

“Is he dead?” cried several medical
corps men, shoving forward.

“Yeh, he’s dead!” said Dopey sadly.
“We got scared an’ stood up to run an’ they
seen us an’ threw a ton o’ bullets into him.”

“Here’s a stretcher,” said some one,
“put him down on the stretcher.”

% THE stretcher was spread in a
nook of the trench, the shapeless
- huddle that had been Palmer
was laid on it, and some one cov-
ered him with a blanket. An army blanket
was not long enough to cover both face and
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feet, so a man’s feet always stuck out of the
bottom, hobnailed toes to the sky, to show
all who cared to look that he had died with
his boots on.

“Now let’s go into the dugout!” said the
Major. They all went down and, having
been given sandwiches and coffee, stood
around, packed a little tightly, while the
officers rendered their report.

Lieutenant Colville spoke first, telling
how the trench had been entered, how they
had proceeded to clear it, and how the
American fire on the Germans’ second line
had suddenly ceased. There was a slight
interruption, some noise in a corner of the
dugout and men muttering. The lieu-
tenant stopped talking, and the major
spoke sharply.

“Be quiet,.you men, what’s the matter
with you?”

The lieutenant continued, telling how the
patrols had retreated, how the barrage had
started again, how the boche had come out
and tried to capture the patrols and how the
American artillery had come to the rescue
in just the nick of time.

“Where are your prisoners?’’ asked the
colonel.

In the pause that followed some men
could be heard sipping coffee, but those that
chewed upon sandwiches made of bully beef
and leather bread ceased, for they made too
much noise. The silence became embar-
rassing.

“Well, sir,” said Lieutenant Colville,
“we haven’t got any.”

The colonel did not grunt, he did not
snort, he gave none of the signs of impa-
tience authorized for hisrank. His mouth,
however, began to look like a knife wound
and the lines from nostril to lip corner began
to deepen. A flame kindled behind those
cold gray eyes.

“Why not?”’
whip.

‘““Sir, when we entered the trench we
didn’t see a living German and all the dug-
outs had been blown into splinters.”

This was true, for the lieutenant had not
seen any live Germans until after he was in
No Man’s Land on the way home.

“By , that’s strange,”” muttered
Major Vincent, “I could swear I saw a pris-
oner come over the parapet with the first
men.’

There was another stir in the corner and
much whispering.

The words cracked like a
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“There he goes, the ——!”’ cried some one
excitedly. The crowd opened and some of

the men, seeing that all was lost, reached
out their hands and seized something.
Then they dragged into the center of the
dugout a small, gray-clad figure, who now
wore instead of his helmet, a little gray cap
with a red band. It was a German, a child
of fifteen or so, with a thin white neck and
a blouse with an overlarge collar. The
German smiled upon them all.

“Kamerade,” said he softly.

The men in the dugout, officers and all,
looked like thieves caught in the act.

The colonel said nothing. He tipped
back in his chair and looked long and scorn-
fully at the prisoner. Finally he spoke.

“Well,” said the colonel, “he isn’t much,
but I’ll stick to:my word. Who captured
him?” ,

Each man looked at his neighbor and
then at the floor. Many regretted they had

not sunk a bayonet in that German when.

they had the chance.
spoke. ,

“He was captured,” said he, “by the man
that was killed, some one from Lieutenant
Glynn’s patrol.”

A pause,and then a murmur from some of
the men. It might have been a murmur of
corroboration, but it was not. It was the
men of H company marvelling at the won-
drous ingenuity of their officer.

“And so this is what we get,” said the
colonel in a voice that would sour milk,
“after spending weeks in preparation, a mil-
lion dollars or more in shells for a bombard-
ment. After the work of twenty thousand
men, labor troops to load ammunition on
the train, labor troops to unload it, truck
drivers to bring it up, artillery, sixteen bat-
teries, two hundred men to a battery to fire
it, after the entire sector under arms to re-
pel a possible counter attack. We have
this! Well, gentlemen, let’s go home.
Take these men out of my sight!”

The men turned and went up the stairs
out of the dugout.

“How did that Jerry get loose in
here?”” asked Dopey, as he and Push shoved
their way out.

“He come in with the rest of them in the
dark and we found him in the dugout when
we was havin’ the bit drapee of java. So
they shoved him under a bunk and the first
thing ye knew, the men that was to watch
him, they were gawkin’ at the colonel, and

Lieutenant Trotter
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he was loose again. Ye know the rest.
Hark to the howlin’ o’ them wild shells.
It’s myself is the glad man I ain’t out there
now.”

n  THE two armies hammered the
neutral zone with right good will
on the bare chance that there
might be some members of the
other side out there. Dopey and Push
Dugan went along the trench to the
stretcher where Palmer lay. The troops
going out would have to pass by here and
the two wanted to say farewell to their
former comrade.

“Lookut his feet!” cried Dugan suddenly.
“They do have moved! They was pointin’
up and now they’re turned over!”

“Some one’s been friskin’ him,” said the
more practical Dopey. ‘“Cheese it, duck!
Here comes the colonel!”

The two melted into the shadows, behind
the stretcher. The colonel and his com-
panion officers, division intelligence, two
interpreters, and a man from G. H. Q., who
had all been present to question the ex-
pected horde of prisoners, came to a halt
and removed their helmets.

“Thirty men go out on a raid,” said the
colonel looking down at the corpse, “but
they take no prisoners and all come home
safely, all except this one poor lad! He was
a brave man. He is the one that took the
prisoner, you say?”’

“It's a lie!” said a voice from
under the blanket. “You can’t make me
be dog-robber.to no old bag o’ guts like
him!”

Silence. The colonel put his helmet on
with a loud clank. “Take his name,” said
he, “and have him tried for that remark
when he comes back from hospital.”

When the last officer had gone, two de-

')’

lighted soldiers pawed at the body. “Are
yuh alive, no kiddin’?” they cried.
“Sure I’'m alive, what the —— d’yuh

think?”

At this moment a medical corps man ar-
rived with a doctor that he had summoned,
and they proceeded to examine Palmer’s
hurts.

“Oh man!” cried Dopey, “what the——
did you go sound off to the colonel for? He
couldn’t make you his orderly. You're as
full of holes as a pair of salvage pants.”

“Huh!” said Palmer, “well, I wasn’t
takin’ no chances.”



STRANGE
FELLERS
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Ausithor of “Whack-Earls Pag,” “Thee Legacy Muils,” etc.

e WiAS aawandenes imallikdndss off
€oW countries, a drifter, a finat-
er, homeless yet always at home,
dn his twenty-six years he had

ridden on both sides of the divide for many

owners and in many states, He knew the
ways of Texas, of Wyoming, of Idaho, and

Montana. But especially he knew the ways

of horses and of men, His name was Dan

Torkaway.

As long as a horse and the vast open and
scattering pay was his, he wasn't troubled
to know what it was that was always calling
him elsewhere, forever leading him on.
Latterly, as it happened, there was also
something driving him from behind. And
so, working here and loafing there, he ar-
rived at the clustered log buildings of the
Triangle R, as many a cowboy has from
time to time in the past.

The boss and chief owner of the Triangle
R, tall and rocky of jaw, with keen gray
eyes that squinted between muscled cheek
bones and grizzled brows, was sitting on a
box, watching a pair of fence-building
Mexicans work. He turned as Dan Tork-
away approached and appraised him with a
casual survey.

He saw a sandy-haired cowboy of mid-
dling size, with a lean, smooth face beneath
a traveled hat. A slender scar ran down
the right side of his face, paralleling the smile

2§

lines that carved the leathery cheeks.
There was nothing conspicuous about the
rider’s overalls, faded blue neckerchief and
weathered gray shirt. The chaps were a
little more striking, being of bald leather,
each studded with silver conchas along the
edge of the fitlzec. He rode an ordinary bay
gelding with the hill-pony’s whiskered jaw;
just another cold bloed, sueh as most.

But the horse that Torkaway led held
Rutherford's eye longer than the man. This
second horse was a black, as magnificent a
stallion as Rutiherford had ever seen; a tall,
clean-limbed animal with compact hooves
that placed themselves accurately and
spurned the ground with brisk, springy
steps. The neck was conspicuously arched
for the western country, where most horses
carry their heads level, saving their energy
to travel far, and the big eyes were curiously
light, like pale agates, with a ready tendency
to show the whites,

“Miister,” said Torkaway dismounting,
“maybe you can tell me who's the bull with
the brass collar around here. Rutherford?
Is that the handle?”

“Talkin’,” said the Triangle R’s Old Man.

“Name’s Torkaway,” said Dan. “Take
in ridin’ to do. Lookin’ for somme”

“Torkaway,” Rutherford reflected, get-
ting up. “Seems like I heard of another
waddie name o’ that some place.”
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“Got as much right to it as he has, I
reckon.”

“I s’pose. About the ridin’, I dunno.
Too bad yuh weren’t here for the fall drive.
I ain’t exactly organized for the winter yet.
S’pose yuh stick around for a couple o’ days,
an’ we’'ll see what works out.”

“T’ll sure do that,” said Torkaway, “an’
much obliged.”

“Good lookin’ horse, there.”

“Yeah, he’s— Look out!”

The warning would have been too late.
The black whirled like a coiling rattler. At

. the same instant Rutherford took three
long, almost unhurried steps backward out
of range of the ready heels. Realizing that
his move had failed, the great black grace-
fully spun about again to face the men and
stood waiting.

“Liable to do such,” Torkaway said
gravely. “Thought I noticed him takin’
your range.”

“T allow that horse has caused bother
from time to time,” Rutherford suggested.

“Yeah?” drawled Torkaway. Ruther-
ford now noticed that Torkaway’s green
eyes were peculiarly shallow and cold, as if
just back of them stood weathered limestone
walls. Then, after a moment, “Yeah,” said
Torkaway more amiably.

“How’ll yuh trade?”

“No,” said Torkaway.

“Well, haze ’em into the corral. The
cook’s name’s Joe. He’ll hand yuh out
scmethin’ if handled right.”

Dan Torkaway grinned.

“Thanks.”

- Rutherford’s eyes followed the man until
he disappeared around the corner of a log
building; then the Old Man turned away
and strolled toward the bunkhouse. Some-
thing was troubling him in the back of his
mind, lurking in shadows that his memory
could not quite pierce.

“Torkaway,” he muttered. “Torkaway.
Now where the —— did I hear that name
before?”’

Within the bunkhouse “Squirty” Wal-
lace, wiry little top hand, was lining his
bunk with old newspapers. ‘“Whack-ear”
Banks, the shaggy-headed giant of a
straw-boss, sat on his own bunk opposite,
smoking a hand-made cigaret and offering
advice.

“Friend Squirty, he figures it’s just about
the dead o’ winter,” he told Rutherford as
the latter stepped inside.  ‘Whiskers,” he
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left a old calender around an’ Squirty found
it. ‘January,’ says the calender. So right
away Squirty knows he’s most freezin’ to
death. But he ain’t one to ask fer a extry
blanket, not Squirty. No such dude frills
fer him. Give him plenty o’ newspapers,
says he, an’ he guesses he’ll make out.”

“I got my eddication,” said Squirty,
standing up squarely on his bowed legs to
twirl a cigaret into being, “by spending
my nights over literchure, an’ there ain’t
a newspaper in the country that ain’t found
my infloonce to be pressin’. Also, I ain’t
like one feller I know that puts everything
off to the last second. Course, some can’t
learn, but long experience has showed me .
that it sure gets cold in the winter. Iknow
one feller,” he went on, turning back to his
task, “that always is plumb surprized to
find winter come around again, same as last
year. Come a hard freeze, an’ he crawls
out of his bunk pretty near froze stiff. He
guesses he’s got rheumatiz. He guesses he
won’t be able to ride much today. He
wisht he’d known he’d need a overcoat this
year. Why didn’t somebody tell him it was
goin’ to be a cold Christmas?”

“If you old ladies will leave me get a word
in edgeways,” said Old Man Rutherford,
“I started to let out that there’s a new feller
rode in. I ain’t exactly took him on yet.
Might. See’f any o’ you boys know him,
an’ if there’s somethin’ spooky about him,
leave me know. Dan Torkaway’s the
name.”

“Dan which?” said Squirty.

“Torkaway. He has a horse.”

“Ain’t that nice,” said Whack-ear who
could get funny with the Old Man. “Not
areallive one? Now, who’d ’a’ thought—"’

“This is a real horse,” said Rutherford
thoughtfully. ‘“Mebbe you should take a
look at him jest to see what a good one is
like"’

“Guess the Old Man’s gettin’ particular
about who he has us associate with,” com-
mented Whack-ear when Rutherford had
gone. “Did you ever hear tell o’ the like?”

“That new hand sure must be a mean
lookin’ kombre,” agreed Squirty.

He spread out more paper, then suddenly
paused over a yellowed, tattered old sheet.
“Found a pitcher?” asked Whack-ear.

“Just lookin’ at the weather report,” said
Squirty, running a hand through his rusty
hair. “What was this stranger’s name,
now?”’
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“Dan Torkaway,” said Whack-ear, “as
I heard it.”

Squirty Wallace casually folded up the
yellowed old newspaper and stuck it in a
back pocket.

“Niewer heard of him,” he remarked.

“I thought yuh better save out some-
thin’ to read,” said Whack-ear. “You're
right in savin’ the oldest one, too. It's
liable to wear out on yuh. Yuh cag get the
late news out o' them others some other
year, after they’re more seasoned, like.”

“Whack-ear,” said Squirty with gloating
malice, “there’ll come a time when you'll
jest beg me with tears in your eyes bigger'n
cartridges to leave you see this news item 1
got here?”

“What is it?" demanded Whack-ear with
sudden curiosity.

“You go to ——¥*

LIMPID twilight settled like a

magic spell of peace upon Wyo-

ming. The light of day slowly

dissolved, seeping away over the
edge of the world in a glory of silver, purple
and red-gold of such beauty as to hurt the
hearts of men. There was the great silence
of vast spaces, a silence that was somehow
as elear as the voice of a silver bell. Very
small in the vastmess of mountains and
plains, the log buildings of the Triangle R
festled - ameng their cottonwoods, touched
with the erlmsen of the setting sun.

On the bench before the bunkhouse five
punchers lounged in attitudes of rest, smok-
ing in silence for the most part, their eyes on
the far away. The blue smoke rose in
slender, smooth threads from the glowing
coals of their cigarets.

Dan Torkaway silently went into the
bunkhouse and came out with a small banjo,
produced somehow from the complicated
folds of his bed. He tuned it softly, and
presently began to sing in a mournful tenor
voice to the accompaniment of minor
chords. The words of the song went some-
thing like this:

“Oh, I ain’t gonna ride no more, never,
I ain’t gonna ride no more;
Yuh can’t find flapjacks in a sandstone iedge;

Cows are all right, but they don’t lay eggs;
It’s }aellish hard walkin’ when you've broke yore

I ain’t gonna ride no moaore’

“Now that’s what I call a real philosoph-
ical piece,” commented an ancient cowboy
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whose shiny baldness of head was in some
part compensated by the enthusiasm of his
brushy white beard.

It was “Whiskers” Beck, aged dean of the
Triangle R’s boys. “There’s a fot of truth
in that song. Leave me get my mouth
organ, an’ I'll jine im.”

With Whiskers playing a syncopated
tenor on his mouth organ, they went on:
“I got me a horse, name o' Woggle-Eye Jim,

He couldn’t ride me, so I had to ride him;

I had another horse, name o’ Pickle-Foot Bill,
He wouldn’t leave me off him, so I'm ridin’ him still.

“Oh. I ain't gonna ride no more, never,

I ain’t gonna ride no more.

Never tie your horse to a prairie dog pup;
Yuh can’t pull up a post hole, it splits all up;
Fallin' off’s all right, but yuh stop so abrup’'—
1 sin't gonna ride no more.”

“Now I swear,” said Whiskers, “this here
harmony’s jest plain wasted on these rough-
necks here. I move you we take our act up
to the house, where it has some chance to be
'preciated. Madge likes music fiive”

“Lead out,” agreed Torkaway.

“I got a mouth organ, too,” said Dixie
Kame, the bronc peeler.

He smoothed down his hay-colored hair
and tagged along.

Old Man Rutherford sat in a tilted chair
on the porch of his little cottage, his boots
on the rail. Madge, his nineteen-year-old
daughter, sat beside him, her level gray eyes
dreaming into the distance. She was wear-
ing a starched red-and-white gingham dress
in contrast to the overalls she wore during
the day.

“We come to sing you a song,” said Whis-
kers quaintly.

“Guess we can stand it,” Rutherférd
grunted.

Whereupon the three sat down on the
porch step. For a moment Dan Torkaway
peered through the shadows at Madge, his
fingers wandering idly over the strings.
Then, after a little thought, he played a few
chords and began to sing. Whiskers trailed
in with the extra accompaniment.

“ILong are the trails, honey, rough are the ways,
The rocky trails I've rode since the old, old days;
Many are the spots where my camp fire’s shone,
Gleaming in the quiet of the All Alene.

Still my drearns take e baek t6 leng age,

When first I went ridin’ eut of eld Alame”

“Wihere was you, Dixie?”” Whiskers asked.
“I just got this, an’ I ain’t quite learned
to play it yet,” the bronc peeler admitted.
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“But didja hear the way I come out on that
last noter”

“Chorus!” Whiskers announced, getting
his mustache over the mouth organ again.
Dan went on:

“I can’t think o’ nothin’ but your eyes so gray,

Shinin’ like the east at the break of the day;

All T remember is your pretty brown hair,

Softer than the mist in the starlight there;

All my thoughs are in the long ago,

When I went ridin’, ridin’ hard, ridin’,

Ridin’ out of old Alamo.”

“Last night I heard that ditty,” said
Dixie, “seems t’ me like it spoke of ‘your
eyes so blue,” to rhyme with ‘flowers in the
dew.” It also said, ‘purty yaller hair,
shinin’ like gold in the star—’ "

“Aw shut up,” said Whiskers.

““Mebbe you should sing, an’ me play the
mouth organ,” Dan suggested.

“Oh, no,” said Dixie hastily. “You're
doin’ fine. I didn’t say nothin.” ”

DOWN by the bunkhouse Squirty
Wallace moved restlessly and went
Losquat on hisheels beside Whack-
ear.

“Ain’t he never goin’ to quit singin’?”
Squirty growled. _

“Why, the boy ain’t only jest begun,” re-
plied the big straw boss. “You jealous,
Squirty? I think it’s real purty.”

“Humph,” said Squirty, and lapsed into
silence.

“I've seen this ranny before,”
Whack-ear presently.
o’ bein’ shot at.”

Squirty turned his slow, steady brown
eyes on Whack-ear and waited inquiringly.

“I was crossin’ the street towards Jake’s
place in Tonca,” Whack-ear went on.
“Torkaway rode up jest then on that big
black man-eater he’s got here, an’ I stopped
right there in my tracks to look at that
horse. Just as Torkaway fixes to climb
down, the livin’, spittin’ image of hisself
comes out o’ Jake’s Place.”

“The spittin’ image of who?”

“The spittin’ image o’ Torkaway. Listen,
will yuh?”

“Yuh mean, the two fellers looked alike?”

“Squirty, I think you’re beginning to get
the idee. Well, for a minute they freezes
there, starin’, same as if each one had met
hisself an’ couldn’t figure it out. Then the
feller on the ground grabs out his iron, an’
throws down on Torkaway. Bam-bam!

said
‘“He was in the act
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Arn’ friend Whack-ear Banks sure plasters
hisself flat in the dust, me bein’ somewhat
in a general line with the on-friendliness.”

“Never mind about you. What’d Tork-
away do?”

“He slaps the steel into the big black, an’
the black purty near jumps clean out from
under him. I never see man an’ horse leave
any place quicker.”

“Didn’t he fight back any?”

“Oh, he tried a shot or two on the run—
from a good ways off. An’ mister! The
closest thing those shots came to—was
me.”

“Well, then what?”

Whack-ear looked pained.

“Why, that’s all. Whatsamatter? Ain’t
that a good story?”

In the pause that followed, Torkaway’s
song came to them across the intervening
space, a dolorous song with Spanish words—

“Que es la vida, un frenesi—"

Beneath the lamenting voice the banjo
pulsated a song of sorrow of its own in minor
keys.

“What’s he singin’ at her?” demanded
Whack-ear suspiciously.

‘Jealous, huh?”’ taunted Squirty in his
turn. ‘‘He ’lows as how life is a hunk o’
cheese, s'far as he’s concerned. That’s all.
Never mind that. You mind that news-
paper I saved this afternoon? Piece in it
about the Torkaway boys.”

Whack-ear sat up.

“Three years old,”” Squirty went on, “but
news yet. Did yuh ever hear tell of a horse
called Iron Paws?”

Suddenly Whack-ear snapped his fingers.

“I got it now. That’s where that name
Torkaway come in. Killer named Iron
Paws got Old Man Torkaway down Arizona
way. Three-day mysterv about it becauge
Old Man Torkaway’s horse went home to
another ranch with blood on the saddle an’
somebody found a bloody glove with black
horse hair caught in the buckle, Torka-
way’s horse bein’s a sorrel.”

“I didn’t know that part.”

“Turned out that Old Man Torkaway
had been killed by this Iron Paws right in
sight of one of his sons. An’ they jest
buried him without any remarks until folks
got round to askin’ questions. Where’pon
the boys answered the questions, an’ that
was all.”

“Not quite all,” said Squirty. “There
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was somethin’ funny about it. Such that
the coroner pretty near had Old Man
Torkaway dug up to take a looksee himself.”

“What kind o’ funny?”

“I dunno. The paper jest said that the
notion to dig up Old Man Torkaway had
been called off owin’ to the feelin’s o’ both
“boys. An’ Iron Paws was shot by Daniel
Torkaway, Ole Man Torkaway’s younger
boy.

They fell silent, and heard the end of
Dan Torkaway’s song—

“Todos los hombres suefios son.”

An off-key squawk from a mouth organ
trailed into the night after the banjo had
died away. They heard Dixie’s, ‘“’Scuse
me. I dunno how I done that,” and Madge’s
laugh, a satisfying laugh, somehow suggest-
ing the rich, full flavor of home-made bread.

“Squirty,” said Whack-ear softly, “it
was Dan Torkaway’s own brother that
pulled down on him down Tonca way, surer
than all ——” Suddenly he growled
thickly, getting to his feet “That —— has
got no right to be singin’ to Madge!”

“Wait!” urged Squirty, gnppmg the big
man’s arm. “What yuh goin’ to do?”

“Try to get ’em away from there. Hey,
Whiskers!”

“Yo!” came from the porch of Old Man
Rutherford’s cottage.

ral!” bellowed Whack-ear.

A pause, then Whiskers’ voice from the

porch—

“You tell that fool hoss I said to go right
back in!”

Whack-ear’s neck thickened.

“I'm goin’ up an’ pull that Torkaway
killer off o’ there by his neck!”” he growled.

Squirty Wallace planted himself before
the big man in a way that endowed him with
an air of unlimited authority.

“Now wait,” he insisted, gripping Whack-
ear’s arms. “Let’s us go off an’ talk this
thing over, you an’ me.”

And Whack-ear suffered the bow-legged
little top hand to lead him away.

Leaning against the heavy poles of the
main corral, Whack-ear cooled off some-
what and rolled a careful cigaret.

“You know what?”’ he said wonderingly.
“That Torkaway killed his own pa.”

Squirty considered.

“How d’yuh figure?”

Whack-ear’s eyes stared narrowly at
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nothing while his big fingers rolled the
cigaret between them.

“Look. Old Man Torkaway gets hisself
killed. His boys bury him quiet, givin’ out
that Dan Torkaway seen him killed by a
outlaw horse. All we know is that the
signs showed that a black horse was at hand
right then, there bein’ black horse hair
caught in the buckle of Old Man Torka-
way’s glove. But the coroner, he knew
somethin’ else. Somethin’ downright sus-
picious lookin’, because no one wants to go
pokin’ into graves without they got a fine

large reason. Somehow the boys gets that
investigatin’ called off.
“All right. About a year after that I see

both boys in Tonca. Now look. Those
boys heired a ranch to take care of. Must
be some reason for their bein’ so far from
home. If Dan Torkaway was runnin’ an’
if the other Torkaway was after him, that
would get ’em away from home consider’ble,
wouldn’t it?

“Look. They waited a minute before
shootin’. That shows they was surprized,
both mebbe thinkin’ Dan had made tracks
a little faster than he had. But the other
Torkaway wasn’t too surprized not to have
a smoke-wagon all cocked an’ primed an’
ready to his hand, though that ain’t by no
means the style, even in Tonca, not any

. more.
“Tenspot’s worked his way out o’ the cor- .

“One more thing I forgot to say. Dan
Torkaway’s brother took out after him that
time, soon’s he could get to his horse. Dan’s
horse is black, Squirty, real black.”

Whack-ear drew a long breath, exhausted.

“Mebbe some other reason—" began
Squirty.

“What kind o’ reasons does a feller have
to have to go gunnin’ after his own brother
year in, vear out, while a ranch goes to work
an runs down on him?”

“Let’s don’t go jumpin’ in the dark,
Whack-ear.”

“Ain’t any law case there, Squirty. But
a fox sees more with his nose than you an’
me read in the paper. All I says is—this
feller ain’t the kind of a feller I want singin’
songs to Madge. An’ any man with the
blood. of his pa on his hands an’ his own
brother gunnin’ on his trail, he can’t come
in here an’—”

“Shush! Listen,” commanded Squirty.

A man was walking toward the gate of
the corral, whistling as he came. The dim
starlight showed them a saddle on his hip.
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The two men against the fence by the gate
fell silent, more because they had nothing
public to talk about than because they
wished to remain unobserved.

Thus, standing there in the shadows, they
saw Dan Torkaway rope the big black, sad-
dle, bridle over the hackamore and tie the
horse just outside the corral. After Torka-
way had completed these operations Squirty
Wallace spoke, his voice pleasant and
casual.

“Goin’ someplace?”

Dan Torkaway’s unstartled acceptance of
the question bespoke his previous knowledge
that they were there.

“Nope,” he answered genially. “Just
saddlin’ my night horse. Kind o’ like to
keep him handy.”

The two looked at-each other in the dark.

He strolled beside them as they saun-
tered back toward the bunkhouse. Present-
ly he spoke, volunteering speech for almost
the first time since he had arrived at the
Triangle R.

“Nice place here,” he said. “I ain’t
never been much of a hand to settle in one
place. Always hankered to ride on. But
I think I’d sort o’ like to settle here for a
while. If I was let.”

They offered no answer to that.

“I AIN'T said

right sure,”

Whiskers the following evening,.

“that I done such a foxy thing

when I started this Torkaway to

singin’ to Madge. Seemed to me like those

hard-fried eyes o’ his had a kind o’ watery
look when driftin’ in her direction.”

Whack-ear slowly swung his shaggy head

to look behind him. No one was near.
“You jest played plain —— that’s all
you did!”

“Well, now,” Whiskers rallied, seeing oc-
casion for defense, “when I say he looked
sloppy-eyed, I don’t mean it in no onfittin’
sense. He jest has a kind o’ sad an’ wishful
look, that boy. But he’s a good clean lad.
Whack-ear. He can ride some an’ keep his
mouth shut purty fair.
hoss ready an’ saddled all night, I reckon we
ain’t much accustomed to makin’ inquiries
as to—"’

“She saddled up an’ was for ridin’ out
with him this mornin’. An’ I don'’t like it.”

“But he didn’t let her.”

“That’s somethin’. Shut up.”

Squirty Wallace, “Dixie Kane,” and Dan

An’ if he keeps a

Torkaway were coming around the corner
of the bunkhouse.

“I see by the paper,” said Squirty, “that
some feller has worked out a plan whereby
there’s to be a redisterbution o’ wealth. It
sure sounds good to me. I know positive
that there’s five fellers right here on this
ranch that still has money, in spite o’ them
havin’ been to town. It ain’t fittin’ or
right. . I recommends a game o’ Dealer’s
Choice.”

““There bein’ only five of us back, I guess -
he means us,” said Whack-ear. “Did yuh
hear, Whiskers? The boy wants to make a
conterbution to us!”

“I never was one to keep a young feller
down,” admitted Whiskers. “Mebbe we
should lighten his pockets, Whack-ear, so’s
he can rise some.”

“Leave me in out o’ the cold,” said
Whack-ear, leading the way into the dark
bunkhouse.

A cold whisk of air was sliding down from
the west, reminding them that the belated
warm spell was probably to end in a sudden
burst of winter without further fooling.

“I smell snow!”

“See?”” said Squirty, lighting a lamp.
“Yesterday he figured it was summer. He
wouldn’t put paper in his bunk, not him.
Long toward mornin’ I’ll hear a kind o’
frosty little voice with icicles on it shiverin’
in my ear:

“‘Squirty, I'm most froze! Squirty,
leave me crawl intuh your bunk! Squirty,
I'm like t'die! Squirty— Every little
while from then on you boys’ll hear a loud
boomp! That'll be nothin’ but Whack-ear
bein’ moved out o’ my bunk on to the floor
again.”

“Dixie,”” said Whack-ear, hauling a home-
made deal table out into the middle, “see
how fast a good man can get firewood into
that stove.”

“Who, me?” marveled the aggrieved
bronc peeler. “I brung in the last wood,
an’ I think—"

“It wasn’t by no means the last. We're
gonna need wood all winter,” the straw boss
corrected. “An’ you stop that thinkin’
afore yuh bust somethin’. You hear?”

“I win the deal by common consent,”
said Whiskers, waiving formalities. “Who
wants some o’ my poker insurance? Fer a
certain price I guarantees to cover the in-
sured feller’s losin’s. See? By insurin’
yourse't with Mister Beck, yuh can’t do
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nothin’ but win. We're playin’ jest the
us’al six bit limit, ain’t we? Who wants
to feel safe?”’

“How much does this here insurance
cost?”’ Dan Torkaway wanted to know.

“Depends on the feller,” said Whiskers.

“How much for me?"” asked Whack-ear.

“Daliar 'n half, an I pay back everythin’
yuh lose.”

“Youw're on?”

“All right, Whack-ear. How ’bout you,
Squirty? For five dollars I insures yuh
against a eight dollar loss. Chance to make
three dollars jest by sayin’ the word.”

“You go to —¥’

“I dunno about you, Torkaway,” Whisk-
ers continued, shuffting a crisp new deck.
“Newer seen yuh play. But fer four dollars
I'll pay your losin’s up to ten, seein’s
Squirty passed me wp.”

“Goshamighty,” said Whack-ear.
ﬁgume we all gonna win?"”

“Dixie Kane’s here,” Whiskers reminded
him.

“Reckon I'll take the usual chance,” Dan
Torkaway decided.

“How much for me?” asked Dixie, com-
ing away from the stove.

“Ten dollars covers a ten dollar loss.”

Dixie smorted.

“You peetrified old hay rack,” he com-
mented, “I’ll jest shake yuh down for that,
come a middlin’ decent hand.”

Chips rattled out across the boards and
were assembled into neat stacks. Cards
flicked spinning into five piles. Conversa-
tion subsided into sentences of one word
each. Five faces became blanker than a
rawhide chip. The general redistribution of
wealth had begun.

For two hours the men played by the
light of the overhead lamps, while the cool
breeze whkoafed lightly against the closed
door, and the fire clicked and sniffled in the
pot-bellied stove. Contrary to tradition,
Whack-ear’s pile dwindled to next to noth-
ing and there stuck in a sulk, refusing alike
to grow or give up the gheost. Squirty
Wallaee’s elastic stack of ehips rose and fell
erratically. Prosperity swamped him with
ehips. A few hands later he had t6 buy
mere 1n order te play. Two big pots put
him ahead of the game and twe Bbig mis-
takes redueed hif te efe white ehip.

Likewise, contrary to tradition, Dixie
Kame’s plle steadily grew. The bronc peeler
was in a run of luck that adapted itself per-

“You
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fectly to his unscientific but mystifying type
of play. His three queens topped Whiskers’
three jacks. His four aces beat Squirty’s
four kings. And with nothing in his hand
but a king high, he bluffed Whack-ear’s
flush into the discard. Whiskers was some-
what behind the game and Dan Torkaway
was forging slowly ahead, seldom losing ex-
eept to the confusing projects of Dixie Kane.

Whack-ear, sitting with his back to the
door, studied Dan Torkaway’s face. Torka-
way played with an air of abstraction, but
without the peculiar blankness of counte-
nance assumed by some of the other
punchers. Watching him, Whack-ear noted
irrelevantly that Torkaway’s eyes were odd-
ly deep and green—mniild eyes that yet would
be quick to see into the mind of a horse.

“Whhiskers has the edge,” said Squirty, as
the ancient cowboy raked in a fair-sized pot
from him. “My honest, open face done
that. Mebbe I could get by with murder,
too, if I had a bunch o’ brush hung in front
o’ my pan like him.”

“Seems like I hear a horse out by the
corral,” said Dixie.

“A horse out by the corral,” mocked
Whack-ear, dealing. “Now ain't that
strange. Ewerybody in? Cards to gam-
blers.”

“Guess I’ll play these,” said Dixie, pass-
ing the draw,

“One card,” said Dan Torkaway, “will
do me.”

The others drew three each.

“Six bits,” said Dixie.

“Up the limit,” said Torkaway.

“Ow,” said Whiskers. “Signs tell grand-
pa to fold up his temt.”

He tossed away his cards.

“That knocks down my shingle,” agreed
Squirty, following Whiskers’ example.

“Dealler out,” said Whack-ear. “Guess
it’s between you an’ Torkaway, Dixie.”

“Up six bits,” said Dixie Kane.

“Up again,” was Torkaway’s reply.

Back and forth they raised. The pot
increased to nine dollars, then twelve. The
chips gave out, and the limit was thrown
off by common consent. Torkaway bet
thirty dollars; Dixie was forced to put up
his saddle in order to raise. Torkaway was
hard pressed to call, but he dug out fiffty
dollars more, his watch, an extra forty-five,
a silk shirt. He was about to throw in his
knife and buekskin gloves wheA Dixle

stepped him.
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“That’s enough, mister,” said Dixie.
“You’ve matched my saddle all right.”

“Then I raise yuh my bay horse,” said
Torkaway promptly. “Mind yuh, I say
the bay.”

Until now Dixie had remained calm and
repressed, but now his excitement boiled
over.’

“Good goshamighty!” he broke out.
“What’ll I raise at him?”

Whack-ear, teetering on his soap box seat,
ran a huge hand through his shaggy hair
and studied Dan Torkaway’s face. He saw
that same air of casual abstraction; in the
eyes the same mild depths of green.

“How’ll I raise him?”’ begged Dixie again,
bobbing up and down on his seat. Dan
Torkaway seemed to dream, his eyes resting
sleepily on the door behind Whack-ear’s

head.
?\
@ knew the door had opened. He
half moved to pivot on his box
1o kick the door shut, but the move checked
itself, and Whack-ear sat staring at Dan
Torkaway’s changing face. He saw Torka-
way’s green eyes wake and bore like steel
. into something in the door at his back and,
as he watched, gates closed behind those
green eyes, so that they became peculiarly
hard and shallow, as if backed by weathered
limestone walls. The thin curved scar, like
an erased smile line, partly faded out against
the changing color of Torkaway’s face.

Whack-ear turned and found, standing
in the doorway, a man who looked pecu-
liarly like Dan.

A pause, and then Whiskers’ voice—

“Shut that door.”

And the stranger kicked it shut without
taking his eyes from Dan Torkaway’s face.

“I’'m raisin’,” blurted Dixie Kane, ‘“raisin’
some way!” Dan Torkaway tossed away
his cards in the gesture that admits defeat.
They fell face up on the table. “My
swore Dixie, ‘he had me beat!”

At this point even Dixie Kane became
aware that another game was on than that
of Dealer’s Choice. A profound silence fol-
lowed, in which they heard the wind and the
soft explosion of an ember in the stove.

“Hod,” said Dan Torkaway at last, and
his voice trembled as he spoke, “I’m gonna
hafta shoot you vet.”

“Yuh look surprized like,”

A CHILL draft swept down the
back of Whack-ear’s neck, and he

said the man
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that looked like Dan.
I was comin’?”’

“Yeah, I knew you’d come, Hod.”

“Mebbe we should go outside.”

“I reckon.”

Slowly, as if with reluctance, Dan Torka-
way rose from the deal table. The chips he
left lay in a rambling, disorderly pile, like
wreckage abandoned to the winds of chance.
He walked to his bunk and drew from it a
cartridge belt, from which swung a holstered
forty-five. His steady fingers moved delib-
erately as he strapped it on.

“Now jest a minute,” said Whiskers Beck.
“I don’t wanta seem like buttin’ into private
affairs, an’ this sure embarrasses me more’n
it does you. But we don’t have shootin’s at
the Triangle R. Maybe we’re kind o’ funny
about that. If some waddie wants to haul
off an’ bust somebody in the jaw in the ex-
citement an’ confusion of the moment,
that’s his lookout an’ he takes his own risk.
But a dee-liberate shootin’ is somethin’ else.
We always take killin’ rows to the Old Man,
an’ if he can’t compermise it, why, the two
boys is asked to take the fireworks some-
wheres else.”

“Ain’t a livin’ man wouldn’t say I had
the right of it,” said Hod after a mo-
ment. “I’m wilin’ to put my case up to
anybody.”

Dan Torkaway hesitated longer.

““No one can settle this but jest us two,
Hod. You know that,” he said and paused.
“Still an’ all, if yuh want to make laughin’
stock out o’ yourself, it ain’t nothin’ to me.
You're pushin’ this business. I ain’t.”

“Laughin’ stock? We’ll see who’s laughin’
stock,” replied Hod in an ominous drawl.
“Where’s this Old Man o’ yours?”

“Step this way,” said Whiskers.
better come along too, Whack-ear.”

Dan Torkaway went back to his bunk
after a sheepskin jacket and his hat.

“Is’t far?” Hod demanded.

“No,” said Whiskers.

He led the way, Whack-ear at his side.
Hod and Dan Torkaway followed at a little
distance.

“Where’d yuh get that stuff?” Whack-
ear demanded of Whiskers in a sidelong
whisper. “I never heard o’ no such rule
around here. You talk like we lived in jest
one contin’al revolution.”

“I jest made it up out o’ my head,”
Whiskers admitted. “If there’s a murder
lookin’ for a place to happen, I don’t figure

“Didn’t yuh know

“You
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to have it pick out here. Anyway, I like
this Torkaway boy.” .

Left alone in the bunkhouse, Squirty
Wallace and Dixie Kane stared at each
other.

“T guess we ain’t invited to this party,”
commented Squirty. “In fact, it’s right
plain that we ain’t.”

“He had me beat,” marveled Dixie.
“Beat easy. Say, what kind o’ shindy we
got here, anyhow?”

“Plenty,” said Squirty. “I wouldn’t sit
in line with that windy if I was you. Glass
don’t stop bullets nhot very good. An’ jest
close the door, too, seein’s you’re up.”

But outside, before Dixie had the door
closed, they heard the sudden ckunk of an
impact, a strangling gasp for breath and
Whiskers’ startled oath. Then Whack-ear’s
voice, raised in a swift shout— “Squirty—
Dixie, for ’s sake bring a light!”’

Dixie rushed out, and Squirty, pausing
to snatch down a lantern, followed close on
his heels. The windy night was darker than
a wolf den, and the dim golden blur of the
lantern was snuffed out by a fierce gust.

They could see nothing.
“Here he is!”’ called Whiskers. ‘“Gimme
hand here!”

Dixie Kane, the youngest of them all, felt
that swift sickening sensation that can come
over a man when some one is hurt, perhaps
killed, in the mystery of the dark. He now
made out the figures of Whiskers and
Whack-ear Banks, bending over a limp body
on the ground. Hurrying forward, he
helped them catry it into the bunkhouse.

“It’s Dan!” exclaimed Dixie.

Whiskers shook his head.

“Nope. T’other one.”
man on the nearest bunk.

“Is he knifed or jest whanged on the nut
with an iron?”’ asked Squirty.

“Jest cracked with a fist,” said Whiskers.
“Jaw ain’t busted. either. Still works.
He’ll come out of it. Where’s Dan?”

The wind slatted open the half-closed
door, whisking cards from the table to the
floor.

“Listen!” said Squirty, straightening up
on his bowed legs.

The four stood in silence, looking at each
other. Muffled, almost drowned in the
voice of the wind, came the sound of running
hoofs, a sound that diminished and died
away.

The man that looked like Dan Torkaway

They laid the
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stirred, twitched, and raised himself grog-
gily upon one elbow. “Where is he?”’ he
demanded thickly. “How’d I get in here?”

“He soaked yuh one,” Whiskers volun-

teered. ‘“You're comin’ round all right,
boy')i

“Where is he?”” demanded the stranger
again.

“Gone,” Whiskers told him. “Clumb on
a hoss an’ rode.”

The prostrate man seemed to struggle
to get this news through his head. Then
suddenly he surged to his feet, and stood
unsteadily.

“The —— coyote,” he snarled. ‘“Leave
me find my horse!”

He started forward, swayed and caught
hold of Whiskers’ arm.

“Help me find my horse,” he begged.
“I gotta ride, mister. What’d I do with
that horse?”

The others trouped after as Whiskers
led him out.

SLOWLY but implacably the
dim gray light of a cold and rimy
dawn forced its way in through
the smoky windows of the bunk-
house. It was a barren and unfriendly
light, invading warm bunks to force a chill
and unattractive reality into the place of
pleasant dreams. At other seasons the
punchers might have rolled out in darkness
in order to get breakfast over with in time
to start work by the first light of day. But
at this season there was no particular rush,
and the daylight itself broke its own bad
news.

“Tarr’ble” Joe, the cook, had ridden in
from Spring River at two in the morning,
and he didn’t feel very well. But he was
dragged out of bed by his profession as
inexorably as by a log chain. Heaving his
bulging hulk out of his bunk, he pulled on
boots and sobbed out the usual curses that
were his morning ritual. Then he stumbled
out in the direction of the mess shack.

Fifteen. minutes later Squirty Wallace
stirred uneasily and pulled his blankets over
his head. A few minutes after that Whiskers
Beck slowly pushed his shiny bald head out
from under the covers, disentangled his beard
from the blanket folds and looked around.

“Whack-ear! Hey, Whack-ear!” he
called, and a low moan answered from the
opposite bunk. “Time to get the boys out,
Whack-ear!”
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Whack-ear slowly sat up and lowered
stockinged feet to the floor. Whereupon
Whiskers pulled the covers over his head
again and went back to sleep. He had seen
his duty and he had done it; that let him
out. If there was any subsequent trouble
about getting Mr. Whiskers Beck up, that
was Whack-ear’s worry, not Whiskers!

One by one they rolled out, following
Whack-ear’'s example—Squirty Wallace,
Whiskers and Dixie Kane. An ace of spades,
face up on the floor, reminded Dixie of his
winnings of the night before.

“Wonder where Torkaway is now,” he
mused aloud.

At this a pile of blankets in a supposedly
uninhabited bunk squirmed slightly and
came to life. Four punchers stared a little
blanky as a tousled head was thrust forth.
It was Dan Torkaway.

The four Triangle R hands stared at each
other as Torkaway piled himself out of his
bunk and began to dress. Silently they
pulled on overalls and boots; silently the five
men filed out to the mess shack in response
to Tarr’ble Joe’s horn.

Breakfast was a quiet meal. Not one
question was asked by word or facial ex-
pression, nor an explanation offered.

“Pass the taters,” said Whiskers twice.

And that was the full extent of the con-
versation.

AFTER breakfast Whiskers
found excuse to delay while
Dixie, Squirty and Whack-ear
proceeded to the corral to rope
and saddle their ponies. As he had hoped,
Dan Torkaway stopped him as he at last
stepped out of the bunkhouse, his saddle on
his hip. .
“Whiskers,”” said Torkaway, “I’d like to
talk to you some.”

Whiskers Beck eased his saddle to the
ground, and they stood together before the
bunkhouse in the horizontal sunlight of the
awakening day.

“I ain’t stayin’,” Torkaway went on,
“I jest come back to get my war bag an
bed. But you been real white to me,
Whiskers, you sure have. An’if that brother
o’ mine comes round here with a pack o’ lies,
I want you should know the straight of it.
So’s if anybody in particular should ever
ask, you can tell ’em the truth.”

“Sure, I’ll tell her,” said Whiskers.

Torkaway looked surprized, and the
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slender scar darkened a bit. But he went on.

‘“Here’s the straight of how come I'm
ridin’ free an’ loose, with Hod campin’ on
my trail. -

“You remember a horse named Iron
Paws, that crippled the boy at the Twin
Peaks rodeo, four years back?”

“Heard of him. Killer, he was,” Whis-
kers said.

“Yep. Iron Paws belonged to me an’
pa. Then he got away. Three years back
me an’ pa went horse huntin’ an’ found this
Iron Paws keepin’ together a herd of
about twenty-five head. What with old
Iron Paws punchin’ ’em along behind an’ a
glass-eyed old pinto mare to lead, they was
sure a spooky lot an’ hard to catch. But we
fooled ’em and headed ’em into a trap, a
brush an’ wire V with a corral at the point.
Pa was hazin’ ’em close, I was a little farther
back. The herd went into the corral—all
but Iron Paws.

“All of a sudden, as he sees he’s tricked,
Iron Paws goes wild. He turns an’ comes
chargin’ back. ‘Leave him go!’ I yells. But
Iron Paws goes straight for pa. Killed him
in the saddle, he did, afore my eyes. Yuh
see, pa’s forty-five jammed. - I tried to kill
Iron Paws as he run past. I emptied my gun
at him, Whiskers. But, Whiskers, the
Torkaways jest ain’t shots. He got away.”

Torkaway paused, and rolled a cigaret.
“Hod an’ I rode out after that, aimin’ to ride
down Iron Paws, an’ make him coyote meat.
But we disagreed as to where he was, third
day out. Hod had to look where he knew
any reasonable horse would go. But I knew
Iron Paws. I went where no reasonable
horse would go. An’ there he was.”

Torkaway paused-again, inhaled deeply
and blew the smoke out through his nose.

“I killed Iron Paws, Whiskers.”

The gray stone gates closed behind the
green eyes, in a way that somehow made
Torkaway’s whole face a mask.

“T killed him. Yuh gotta take my word
for that. Yuh gotta believe I killed him
because I say so!”

“Ain’t doubtin’, am I,” said Whiskers.

“Ridin’ back was about six days’ ride, by
then. Right after killin’ Iron Paws I got a
big shock. Not more’n a mile away I come
on somethin’ so strange I could hardly be-
lieve my own eyes. There was another
Iron Paws, jest a livin’, spittin’ image o’ the
first.

“Course, I thought right away Iron Paws



Strange Fellers

wasn’t dead or I was crazy or somethin’. I
took out after this horse. Pretty soon I see
that this one’s kind o’ tame, like. Differ-
ent from Iron Paws, thataway. I whistled
at him, like I always whistle at a horse.
Whiskers, he stopped!”’

“Terlegaphy,” said Whiskers Beck.

“What?”

“Nothin’. Go on.”

“T got down, an’ he let me walk near. I
roped him. He led easy. He even let me
look in his mouth. Iron Paws was nearly
ten years old, Whiskers, though Hod may
claim he was less. This horse I roped was
only four. It was a different horse, Whisk-
ers, though they looked so much alike, both
black without marks, an’ with them bluey
glass eyes. An’ when I went back to look,
Iron Paws still lay dead.

“Next day my horse broke his leg in a
badger hole. Rather than walk back, o’
course, I took a chance on losin’ my saddle
an’ broke this new horse. He sure fought.
But bime-by I rode him in. Whiskers,
there ain’t but one explanation. This horse
that I got here looks so much like Iron
Paws, he sure must be Iron Paws’ colt!”

“Seems likely,” Whiskers agreed.

“But Hod wouldn’t listen. He swore it
was Iron Paws, an’ thinks so yet.”

“Didja let him look him in the mouth?”
Whiskers asked.

The limestone walls were hard behind
Torkaway’s eyes.

“A man has got to take my word, when I
give it,”’ he said. “I wouldn’t let him hog-
tie my horse.”

“Hog-tie?”

“Jest because I can put my hand in this
horse’s mouth don’t mean anybody can,”
Torkaway explained, “not with the horse on
his feet.”

“Oh,” said Whiskers, pulling at a white
mustache.

“Hod was bound he was goin’ to kill Iron
Paws’ colt. So I rode off in a spatterin’ o’
poor-aimed lead, leavin’ my half o’ the ranch
we heired to him. But real obstinate, is
Hod. I’ve kept ridin’ an’ Hod’s kept foller-
in’ on. Twice he’s caught up—once in
Tonca, once in Coulter’s Pass. Both times
he fired on the black horse at sight. I think
a sight o’ that black, Whiskers. Never was
such a horse if handled right. An’ not a
speck o’ bad in him no place. Whiskers,
there ain’t any bad in Iron Paws’ colt, not
when he’s treated right.
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“But Hod, he swears he’ll never quit un-
til my black horse is dead. Seems like
when a man’s own brother takes after him,
Whiskers, there ain’t nothin’ will stop him,
never.”

“Yep, nobody comes unlicked any faster
than a brother,” Whiskers admitted.

“I jest wanted yuh to know it ain’t my
fault I got this bother, Whiskers,” said
Torkaway. The gates opened behind the
green eyes so that they became deep and
full of appeal. “I ain’t dealt to no one off
the bottom o’ the deck, an’ I wanted yuh to
know I stand square in case any one should
ask.”

Abruptly Torkaway turned away and-
strode toward the corral. Whiskers did not
proceed to saddle at once, but rolled himself
a cigaret and sat down on the bench by the
door to ponder the odd yarn that he had
heard. Presently Torkaway reappeared,
leading the big black, saddled.

“I gotta tie on my things,” he said.

“T’ll hold your hoss,” Whiskers offered. -

“I—I dunno but what he’s better tied,”
Torkaway said. “Never was much to
stand.”

He tied the black at a near-by rail. Whis-
kers sat gazing at the stallion, marveling at
the animal’s muscled beauty. He, at least,
could urderstand why a man might go riding
on indefinitely, if it was for the sake of a
horse like that.

Torkaway came out of the bunkhouse,
and began strapping his bed roll to the
saddle of the black.

“Kane’s winnings are in his bunk,” said
he.
Whiskers nodded.

“Well,” said Torkaway, “G’bye.”

“So long,” said Whiskers.

Through the cottonwoods and around the
corner of the bunkhouse came a foaming
gray horse at the dead gallop. His shoul-
ders, black with sweat, flashed in the sun as
he pulled up on his haunches. Lather like
shaving soap dripped from under the saddle
blanket. -

Out of the gray’s saddle dropped the man
that looked like Dan.

The newcomer gave his brother hardly
more than a glance. His eyes were on the
tethered black, the horse that Dan Tork-
away claimed was Iron Paws’ colt. De-
liberately he drew his gun, deliberately he
aimed.

" Torkaway flung himself through the air



.40-

at the man with the gun. They went down
together, the gun discharging in the air.
And when they came up, Dan Torkaway
was in possesswn of his brother’s gun.

“You ——,” swore the other, “put down
that iron and fight!”
“Hod,” begged Dan, “for ’s sake pull

up. It ain’t the horse, I tell yuh. It ain’t
Iron Paws, Hod!”

“Yore shieldin’ the horse that killed pa,”’
said Hod, his voice grating and low. “An’
I'm goin’ to kill that horse, the murderin’
——, even if I have t’ kill you!”’

“I swear to high Heaven, Hod, that horse
ain’t him!”

Only the vaguest suggestion of an obsti-
nate uncertainty showed in Hod’s face as he
replied.

“Then you leave me look in his mouth!”’

“No,” said Dan. “I’d see you in —
first!”

“I got a right to look him in the mouth,”
persisted Hod, “an’ I'm gonta!”

He stepped toward the black.

“Hod,” said Dan, his voice like steel,
“I’ll shoot yuh down the second yuh touch
that horse!”

“Then shoot, yuh —1” =

“I'm tellin’ yuh ” shouted Dan, raising
the gun,

And Whlskers, stepping up behind him,
snatched down his gun arm and held it with
his full weight,

“For ’s sake Hod!” yelled Dan.
“Look out!”

Quietly Hod approached the horse, speak-
ing gently. Slowly he raised a hand to grasp
a silken black ear. His hand touched it.

Something exploded within the black
hide at the touch of the man’s hand. The
stallion reared backward as if cut with a
whip, squealing in a vicious rage. The
hackamore snapped like paper. Wild-eyed,
screaming, with ears flattened and mouth
wide, the black plunged at the man, striking
with driving forefeet. Hod dropped and
rolled, and the horse went over. The crazy
beast whirled as if in mid-air, sprang to
trample with four hoofs at once.

Dan Torkaway wrenched his gun arm
loose from Whiskers’ relaxed grasp. As he
fired the black came down in a heap, ap-
parently on Hod’s prostrate body. The
black struggled to rise, got to his knees. Dan

fired again, and the black head sank a little. '

Again—again.
“Good

!” burst out Whiskers, claw-
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ing frantically for the place his own gun
might have been. ‘“He’s jest cutting him
to pieces any old way!”’

The Torkaway boys were not good shots.

The black rolled over on his side, trembled
and was still.

Whack-ear Banks and Dixzie Kane had
sprinted up and were dragging Hod Tork-
away from under the body of the black.
Squirty Wallace came racing on his buck-
skin, dropped from the saddle without stop-
ping the horse and sprang to help them.
The three carried the battered man into the
bunkhouse, where they laid him on the same
bunk that had received him the night before.

Whiskers Beck, following them in, turned
at the door to look at Dan Torkaway. Dan
had sat down shakily on the bench by the
door, his face an oyster gray, his hands
dropped limp between his knees. His gun
had fallen to the ground. He had eyes only
for the red-stained carcase that had been his
horse.

“YOU seem to be comin’ round

all right,” said Whiskers presently

to the man in the bunk. ‘““Barrin’

them fingers, yuh ain’t much
more’n shook up. Yuh don’t seem lucky,
boy. Seems like every time we see yuh
we start carryin’ yuh in!”

“Listen,” said Hod Torkaway, and
Whiskers noted again how much the man
looked like Dan. “Is that ~—— killer
dead?”

“Plenty,” said Whiskers.
weighted down with lead.”

Hod Torkaway seemed to breathe more
easily.

“Listen. Dan won’t talk to me. That
boy’s got an obstinate streak, some way.
You got any influence with him?”

“Not much,” said Whiskers.
much as anybody here, I reckon.”

“Tell him if Iron Paws is dead, we’re all
square. Tell him I even admit that horse
wasn’t Iron Paws at all. I won’t even look
in his mouth to see, now he’s dead. You
tell Dan I want he should come back an’
work our cattle with me, an’ we’ll say no
more of it.”

“He’s fixin’ to ride,” said Whiskers, “but
T'll go try.”

Outside, Dan Torkaway had transferred
the savings of a lifetime, consisting of saddle,
bed roll and war bag to the back of the horse
with the whiskered jaw.

“Plumb

“But as
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“Diizie wouldn't take the bay," he told
Whiskers ruefully. “He said he hadn’t
covered that bet, though he was goin’ to
raise. He was for callin’ all bets off, seein’
I had him beat when I dropped an’ us not
comin’ to a showdown for special reasons,
and soon. But I made him keep the rest of
the stuff. Well, leastwise, I'm able to ride,
Whiskers.”

He forced a shadow of a smile.

“Hod was sayin’ how he tieoughtt—"

“I know, Whiskers. Tell Hod I got
nothin’ against him. I’ll ride around and
see him some day, bimeby. Glad to know
he ain’t hurt. Don’t want to talk to him
now, though, Whiskers.”

“You ain’t goin' back to yore ranch in
Arizona?”

“Reckon not, Whiskers. Aim to ride a
while.”

“There’s some wouldn't mind seein’ yuh
stay right on here, Torkaway.”

“I thought of that—stayln here, I mean,
if I was let. Had time to do a pile o’ think-
in’, ridin’ out last night like I did. But
somehow, one kind o’ calls for the otiner—
stayin’ here an’ goin' back, don’t yuh see?
An’ the two don't hook up, neither.”
Whiskers didn’t see, but he said nothing.
“So I guess I'll jest keep omn.”

“Keep on what?”

H
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{“Ridin’, Whiskers, ridin’ on. Got the
habit now I guess. Well, g’bye, Whiskers.”

“Wait now, Torkaway. Yo're shook up
like. Wait a while, au’—"

To Torkaway came the feeling that he
had talked until he had made a fool of him-
self. He forced himself to grin apologetical-
ly, then touched his horse with a spur. The
whiskered bay moved off at a fox-trot.

As Torkaway disappeared beyond the
cottonwoods, Whiskers turned with sudden
resolution to the carcase of the black horse.

“Tihere’s somethin’ I gotta see,” he said
to himself.

He stooped by the motionless head and
his hands took hold of the velvety nose and
jaw in the position of a man about to open a
horse’s mouth. Then suddenly he stood
up.

“Nope,” said he. “Iron Paws or Iron
Paws’ colt, it ain’t any business of mine. I
ain’t goin’ to look-see. An’ neither is any-
body else without consider'’bly squelchin’
this committee o’ one. I can be real ob-
stinate, too, when I've a mind.”

For a long moment he stared after Tork-
away, now a tiny, receding figure on the
valley trail. Whiskers scratched his head
as he stared pondering several things.

“Strange fellers,” said he at last, as he
turned away. “Strange fellers, the botth.”
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The firsit parnt of the story briefly retdld in story form

"THHROWGH the Gora gate at Moscow came three

Cossacks: Ayub, a Zaporoghian, Khilt, an old
man, who had once been leader, Kaslavoi atamen,
of all the Cessacks, and Kirdy, a very young wat-
tiet, the grandsen of Khlit. They were looking for
thelr brethren, five hundred Denskei, Cossaeks of
the Dea, whe, they had heard, were guartered in
Moseow with the tfeeps of Beris Geduhev, Tsar of
the Musesvites.

But they found that their brothers had not taken
service with the Muscovite, but had been captured
by him in battle and were sentenced to be tortured
to death. Running to the screening within which
the Donskoi were imprisoned Ayub wept tears over
the fate of his brother ii arms Demld, the White
Faleon, leader of the five hundred.

But Khlit, the old man, bribed his way into the
presence of Boris the Tsar.

“Urgench is a far city on the Blue Sea in the land
of the Turko: ”’ he said. “If you will set the
Donskot free they will bring you the rich treasure of
the city. None else eould de this thimg”

And the Tsar was convinced, and freed the Don-
skoi on their oath that they would bring him the
treasure. That night he asked Shamaka, his old
Tatar magician, what the outcome of the venture
would be.

“It will end in success,” said the old man, “but
there will be much bloodsied!

Yet the old man left the court and joined the Cos-
sacks. Thus the Don men set forth, through wild
waterless regions, leaving the Royal escort, a regi-
ment under Van Elfsburg, at the Volga. Kirdy rode
ahead as leader of the scouits,

THEY rode in the face of famine; across

sluggish rivers, arid plains, the Blue Sea, umtil

they saw no faces but those of Tatar, Mongol and
Turkoman.

Then, when food and drink was nearly gone they
came upon more fertile country and sighted the
towers of Urgench.

Captured Turki traders swore that Arap Muham-
mad, Khan of Urgench was away with his army.
So the Don men scaled the city Widls at night and
conquered the inhabitants.

Urgench was theirs.

They rushed up and down the streets of the city,
fighting the few Mongol soldiers quartered therein;
plundering the street stalls, drinking the Turkeman
wine, singing songs on the steps of the temple of
Allah, Dermid killed ene of the miner khans of
Arap Muhammad’s arfy if battle. 1Ivan, a
squadren leader, kuren @ , and a few ef the
brothers met their death in the eity, But in the main
all was well.

They found Nur-ed-Din, Light of the World, a
beautiful slave of Arap Muhammad Khan., She
was left alone with Kirdy, Witless, and Deg-Face.

“See this beautiful pigeon,” she said.

And she let it fly away. Then the brothers real-
ized that it was a carrier and was taking the message
to the Khan of the fall of his city. This meant that
the Turkoman leader would return within four days,
when they had expected seven in which te prepare
fef his arfival,

All was in uproar. Soon the Khan would be
marching up the river with his great army. The
Donskob did not dare remain. If they were to have
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the slightest hope of returning to Boris Godunov
with the spoil of their raid they had to escape im-
mediately. For Arap Muhammad Khan would
surely kill them all. There was an end to drink-
ing and revelry, Preparations for the road were
made.

Kirdy, tired with battle and plundering, slept. He
awoke to find that two days were past, and the
Donskoi were ready for the march.

Also Khlit told him that a hawk had killed the
carrier pigeon, but that they were taking the spoil
from the city as soon as possible so that there would
be no danger of a battle with the Khan.

Thus the Kosak: rode from Urgench, Ayub bear-

CHAPTER XI

Where a city is, there are no wolves; where peace
exists, no Turkomans are to be found.
—PRrOVERB OF THE TRANsS-CASPIA.

column of smoke that hung over
Urgench became smaller and small-
er. Twenty miles distant, it could
stillbeseen. And the first night a
red eye of fire glowed under the smoke, fol-
lowing the Don Cossacks in their flight
northward over the gray breast of the dry
lands. At noon they had halted, to sleep
under their svitkas propped up on the lanes.
When the sun grew red at the horizon’s edge
they resumed their march, changing saddles
to the rangy Turkoman ponies, pushing these
hardy beasts through the night.

At sunrise the column halted without a

command being given, and every rider eased
himself in the saddle to gaze attentively into
the south.

Even the .most experienced among them
—they whose eyes were the keenest—could
detect no sign of pursuit. Certain that the
back trail was clear for ten miles at least,
they looked to the north and the youngest
warriors shouted in amazement.

By now they should have been close to a
line of high bluffs. Demid had marked the
position of this ridge in his mind as a pos-
sible refuge on the return journey and had
headed toward the only pass that would ad-
mit wagons through the blufis.

Nothing was to be seen of the heights.
Instead, lines of black Turkoman tents took
shape on the horizon. Among the tents
were dark herds of horses, and here and
there strings of laden camels could be seen
moving—caravans bound across the desert.

«The void of the plain had been peopled
with a multitude, silent and threatening.

Strangely enough, the men of this encamp- .

ment did not look toward the Cossacks, nor
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ing the standard and a sack containing the treasure
of the raided city; and as they rode they sang their
war song:
“Shall we sit idle?

Follow death’s dance!

Pick up your bridle,

Saddle and lance—

Brothers, advance!

Though the dark raider
Come to destroy
Death the invader
Rob us of joy
Nitchogo, stoil”

did the caravans cease from aimless wander-

.ing among the black tents.

“Arap Muhammad Khan has camped in
our path!” cried one of the Donskoi. “That
is the Turkoman horde!”

Shading his eyes with his good hand—his
broken arm was strapped to his sidle—Ayub
the Zaporoghian shook his head.

“Nay, it is otherwise. When did Turko-
mans let laden camels pass, without taking
their pick of the spoil? When did merchant
caravans seek the black tents—or goats run
into a tiger’s lair? Yonder is witchcraft at
work.”

In fact, as the sun gained strength, the
mirage faded, disclosing the purple buttes
for which they had been looking. On their
way to Urgench the Cossacks had seen more
than once the domes and minarets of great
cities lying near at hand—until the visions
faded like this one. It was palpable magic,
they thought—Moslem trickery, intended to
lead them astray. But what was the mean-
ing of the encampment of the black tents?

‘“’Tis an omen,” hazarded the one who
had first cried out, seeking to justify him-
self.

“Then the omen is a good one,” retorted
Ayub. “And why is that, sir brothers?
First the way was barred to us, and peril,
like an eagle, hovered over us. Now the
way lies open—we have water in casks on
the camels, and grain and‘good kouniaki,
war ponies. Urgench was a rich city, and
we have its treasure here in these six carts.
May the clip the ears of him that says
otherwise!”

The scalp-locked heads of the listening
Cossacks nodded agreement, and word was
passed from squadron to squadron that the
magic encampment had been an omen, and
a good one. Meanwhile—for Demid had
called a halt to allow the men to eat a little
and the horses to roll—the warriors crowded
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around the six carts and fell to speculating
as to the value of the treasure. Some felt
of the burlap rolls that contained fine silks
and damasks, others told of the many gold
cups, and chains and ornaments they had
seen packed into the wolfskin sacks—no
silver had been taken, owing to its greater
weight.

Ayub pointed out a chest bound with
tarred ropes and covered with horse cloths
on the top of the leading wagon.

“This chest, sir brothers, is worth more
than all the rest. Within it are the precious
stones of Arap Muhammad Khan, the
pearls and the emeralds and the green jade-
stone that the Cathayans covet.”

“But, noble sirs,” ventured Witless, who
had been cogitating, “is the treasure
enough? Will it buy back our lives from the
Muscovite Tsar?”

“May the dogs bite you!” cried the
young Cossack. “Can’t you understand
what is outside your own belt? The Tsar,
Boris Godunov, swore to give us life if we
brought him the treasure of Urgench. Itis
here, and if we give it to him he must keep
his word.”

“Allah birdui,” murmured Witless, who
was accustomed to be mocked whengver he
spoke. “God gives! Only this was my
thought, my brothers: If our father, Demid,
had said ‘I will set you free’ that would be
the end of the matter. If Khlit, who was
koshevoi of the Cossacks, had made a prom-
ise, no one could doubt the promise would
be kept. But this Muscovite prince is a
horse of another hide. God alone knows
" whether he will keep an oath.”

“That is well said, Witless!” cried Dog-
Face, who was the brother-in-arms of the
stupid Cossack. “Is not Boris Godunov a
merchant? And is it not well known, sir
brothers, that a merchant thinks only of
profit and not of honor at all?”’

“But he swore the oath before all the
lords of Muscovy.”

“Well, that is true. And yet, take
him, he murdered a fledgling boy so that
the path to his throne should be clear.”

The warriors were troubled by these
words and the hungriest ceased eating to
turn to Makshim who had just come up
from the rear. The hawk-faced squadron
leader was ready of tongue and they looked
to him to settle the question.

“Hai, it is clear enough,” he said, throw-
ing one leg over his saddle horn. “Thg
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Tsar will keep his oath if it pleases him, not
otherwise. He is a prince, not a merchant.
It suited him to give you weapons and send
you against Arap Muhammad Khan. When
he has the treasure in his hands he may
change his mind about making the Donskoi

~ brotherhood free men.”

“Then what is the best path for us to
follow?”” asked Dog-Face, wrinkling his
broken nose.

Makshim laughed.

“Why, you have weapons, horses, riches!
Seize the land at the river Jaick where the
desert ends—take Moslem women for
wives—breed sons and train them to steal
from the caravans. Then ye will be free
men—not otherwise!”

Several grunted approval, but Ayub, who
was in charge of the treasure, did not relish
the mockery of the man who had been a
noble before he joined the brotherhood of
the Don. :

“Nay, sir brothers,” he put in, “this one
chest is sufficient to ransom us. So Khlit
said, and his wisdom is greater than
Makshim’s.”

“Did the Wolf say that?”

“Aye, he swore that Boris Godunov would
leap from his chair when he saw what is in
this little chest. XKhlit had the precious
stones in his care, so he has been able to
judge them.”

The kettle-drums by the standard beat
the summons to horse at this point, and the
Cossacks about the treasure wagons scat-
tered to their various kurens. But Kirdy
went with Makshim and the advance of
twenty lancers, and remained buried in
thought until the detachment had entered
the boulders of the narrow pass between the
buttes.

“Is it true, Makshim,” he asked, “that
you would form a new tribe?"”

“In the desert?”” The handsome Cossack
smiled. “Nay, the river Don is far, very
far from my home. Once in Kief”—he
broke off with a shrug of his broad shoul-
ders. “Perhaps I am different, Kirdy, from
the Donskoi; and you, too, are unlike them.
But we will do one thing together. We will
take the treasure to Moscow to the Tsar and
in all the world it will be said our word is not
smoke.”

So he boasted, and Kirdy began to under-
stand a little of this man’s nature. Mak-
shim had once been a leader of men, per-.
haps khan of a tribe—for Kirdy knew
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nothing of the Christian peoples or their
lords, except what Khlit had told him which
was very little. This vast steppe that
stretched immeasurable distances to the
east was his home.

“Rein in!” said the boy under his breath.

e WHEN Makshim halted his
-2 diverger, tie detacment

Wi

EQ% ing quiet on the instant. Kirdy
dismounted and searched the bed of the
ravine for tracks, without finding any. His
glance ran along the heights, topped by a
gray fringe of tamarisk. And he even
crouched down to put his ear to the ground.

“What did you hear?” asked Makshim
with some amusement, because the boy's
face had grown bleak with sudden concen-
tration.

“Naotthiing,
birds!”

Glancing up at a flight of rooks at the
gully’s edge, Makshim shook his head care-
lessly.

“A hawk has stirred them up. Ristiy
marsh!”

The Cossacks gathered up their reins and
Kirdy heard something flick past his head.
The esaul behind Makshim flung up both
his arms and slipped to the ground, one foot
still caught in a stirrup. A long arrow had
pierced him under the heart.

“A Turkoman arrow!” cried Kirdy, and
as he spoke, unseen bows snapped and other
shafts flew down from the heights.

“God aid us, sir brothers!” groaned a war-
rior who had been struck in the stomach.
The horses snorted, and the underbrush
crackled on both sides as the hidden archers
plied their shafts. Kirdy beheld, from be-
tween rocks and the mesh of temarisk,
gigantic black lambskin hats atop lean and
scowling faces darkened by the sun almost
to the hue of the kalpaks. Still on foott,jbut
with the reins of the piebald tight in his
hand, he looked expectantly at Makshim,
who gave an order calmly.

“Take up the wounded! Rush to the knoll
up there”—jwiinting to a place where the
gorge widened and a high nest of rock
and thorn stood in the center of its bed.
“Kiitdy—tmck to the ataman! Back—I
order it!”

The last was flung over his shoulder as he
started up the gorge with the dozen sur-

, vivors of the detachment. Kirdy hesitzted

atamaen—tit look at the

the experienced Cossacks becom-
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for no more than a second. Makshim
meant to hold the knoll until aid came up
and had sent him to fetch it. An arrow
glanced from his saddle as he jerked his
pony around and mounted with a leap,
whipping the swift-footed beast into a head-
long gallop, swerving around boulders and
scuttling through gravel beds.

In another moment he swung over to his
right stirrup, gripping the piebald’s mane,

his own head pressed against the horse’s
neck. From the other side of the ravine
arrows flicked down at him, but only at
intervals. Evidently watchers had been
posted here, and luckily for the boy, seemed
so confident in their aim that they shot for
the man instead of the horse.

Kirdy had time to reflect that an ambush
had been set, and that the behavior of the
Cossacks, when he dismounted to look for
tracks, had made the Turkomans open fire
before the time agreed on—or else the
tribesman who killed the esau had been un-
able to resist temptation when his shaft was
drawn on so fair a mark.

Where the sides of the gorge fell away
Kiirdy met Demid and Ivashko at the head of
a squadron of lancers already entering the
shadow of the pass. He reined in, saluting,
and told the atamen of the ambush.

“How many?” demanded Demid, thrust-
ing his baton into his belt.

“Scores. I think more lie in wait above,
father.”

“You thiidk—wly?”

“Becauwse they did not shout. They
aimed at men, not beasts. They meant to
kill off the advance so that more Cossacks
would enter the trap.”

“Well said! Makshim must be brought
out”—ihe lifted his voice in a long sheuti—
“Ewashko’s kuren with me. At a gallop!
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Kirdy, bring up the next kuren with
matchlocks.”

Angry because he was being sent farther
to the rear, Kirdy trotted on, while Ivashko
—who had succeeded the slain Ivan Aglau—
passed with his men. The aspect of the
Cossacks changed in an instant. They un-
slung their lances, and gripped tight with
their knees; the ponies, sensing the feeling
of the riders, neighed, and the song that had
drifted up from the squadrons in the rear
changed to a deep shout—

“Ou-Ha-aa!”

They began to smile and to joke with one
another, well pleased at the prospect of
fighting ahead of them.

“Are the Turkomans really there, little
brother?”” they asked Kirdy. “Or did the
djinn of the gorge >: i a spell on you? Make
haste, brothers, or our little father Demid
will scatter all the Turkomans!”

Pressing forward on the heels of the lan-
cers, the matchlock men began to light their
long fuses from a pot of fire that was carried
near their officer. Charges and bullets
were already rammed home. Kirdy went
with them, because no more orders had been
given him, and the rearmost squadrons al-
ready had the news and were forming
around the wagons.

““There are the Turkomans right enough!”
exclaimed the ataman of the kuren, a merry-
eyed, pock-marked Cossack who was a fa-
mous drinker. “Only listen to their love
song!”’

In fact the ululation of the Muhamma-
dans now echoed from rock to rock, answer-
ed by the defiant war cry of the Donskoi.
Kirdy reflected that the assailants were
standing their ground, and so must be in
force. Demid was. dealing with no small
raiding party. And he felt that the ambush
had been well chosen.

The low walls of the ravine were too steep
for a horse to climb except with difficulty in
certain places. The jumble of rocks and
underbrush was well suited to the bows of
the Turkomans, and hindered the Cossacks.
He wondered if Makshim had acted wisely
in seizing the knoll instead of riding back, or
if Demid had not been reckless in plunging
into the ravine with his lancers. And he
wondered how the Turkomans had come
there at all—whether a band had managed
to find horses in Urgench and had circled
ahead of them in order to hold the ravine
against them if possible, or whether another
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tribe had come in from the-desert and had
sought to waylay the Cossacks.
that Demid and Ivashko had

: il taken possession of the knoll, and

the greater part of the lancers were scattered
over the slope on the left, riding from cover
to cover and driving the Moslem bowmen
before them.

At a word of command from the pock-
marked Cossack, those with firelocks dis-
mounted and took open order on either
side, loosing their pieces whenever the
striped kkalat or dark sheepskins of a Tur-
koman showed against the gray rocks and
tamarisks. White smoke from the fire-
arms billowed around the warriors and the

REACHING the spot where the
body of the esaul lay, he found

_reports thundered back from the far side of

the ravine.

“Eh, little brother,” said one who had
been left to watch the ponies of the dis-
mounted kuren, ‘‘those bees yonder can
sting. Their shafts took the life out of
Makshim, and only two were alive on the
knoll when Demid came up.”

On his way to join Demid, the boy came
upon the body of Makshim lying propped
against a boulder. The kuren ataman had
been shot through the throat—his teeth
showed under the dark mustache and the
faded red coat that had been his pride was
now stained a darker hue. The same crim-
son stain covered his bare chest and the
ebony cross that he always wore around his
throat. Bending closer, Kirdy saw that one
side of the cross was set with precious stones
in the Polish fashion, with some words inlaid
in gold. This side of his cross Makshim
had kept hidden always. It meant that he
had been a nobleman, and though his coat
was ragged, Makshim had never parted with
these pearls and sapphires.

Valuable as the cross was, Kirdy did not
take it. He thought of the words Makshim
had uttered so often, mockingly:

“Ye are dead men, going whither?”’

And he wondered fleetingly whither the
spirit that had been in the body of the
ataman had gone.

“Kirdy,” the voice of his commander
reached him, ‘“‘the sixty lancers of Goloto’s
kuren are coming up. Take them and clear
the height on the right. Hold your ground
there, and do not pursue.”

Running back to his pony, Kirdy saw
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that a group of Turkomanson lean and long-
legged horses had appeared on the edge of
the slope and were shooting from their bows
at the Cossacks with matchlocks below. A
single rider would discharge a half dozen
shafts while one of the clumsy firelocks was
being loaded, and though the Moslems in
full sunlight offered good marks, they kept
their horses in motion so that it was hard to
aim at them.

In the saddle again, he trotted up to the
lancers who had been checked by the horses
of the other squadrons and were looking
around eagerly for Demid.

“Follow me,” he said to the esax! in com-
mand, rejoicing that he had not been sent to
bid them to do something, but to lead them
himself.

“At command!” responded the sergeant,
a wild looking Cossack from the Terek.

Kirdy had noticed that at one point a
little distance back the edge of the height re-
ceded and bushes grew clear to the top of
the slope. In the underbrush, he knew, the
ponies would find better footing than in the
loose shale and treacherous stones. And he
hoped that if he turned back to this place
his movements would not be observed as
quickly as if he were to try to scale the
height in the midst of the fighting.

Under Demid’s eye he rather desired than
avoided risk, but he thought that no sixty
men could climb such a distance under the
arrows of the mob of Turkomans. He had
seen something of the work of those arrows.

Turning the half-squadron, he led it to the
opening and, plying his whip, rushed the
slope. His piebald snorted and started up,
smashing through the network of tamarisk
and often stumbling in the sandy clay. Be-
hind him and on either side he heard the
lancers snapping their long nagatke whips
and muttering at their horses beseechingly.

They were out in the sunlight now, and
shouts on their left told them that the riders
on the summit had seen them and guessed
their purpose. Kirdy’s eyes were glued to
the fringe of bushes that marked-the top of
the rise, and he expected every second to see
a score of arrows flash down into his men.
Then he thought they would have to dis-
mount, which would be almost as bad.

He plunged up into a strip of sand, and
out of the corner of his eye, saw the esaul’s
pony go down, the Cossack leaping clear.

Somewhere above him hoofs pcunded on
hard clay, and he remembered that he had
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not given command to draw sabers—re-
membered in the same instant that his men
could not handle lance or sword in taking
such a slope. Makshim’s dark face with
its questioning eyes flashed through his
mind’s vision.

Then his pony plunged up suddenly and
came out on firm footing. Two Turko-
mans, in full gallop, were within stone’s
throw of him. The foremost on a bay
horse was bare-headed, his skull shaven. In-
stead of boots he wore cotton shoes, the
toes turned up, and his small eyes slanted
like a Mongol’s. A goatskin cloak floated
from his bare shoulders and his mouth was
open as if he were laughing.

All these details became clear to Kirdy in
the second that the Turkoman drew back
his arm and launched a javelin at him. In
the same second Kirdy saw that the weapon
would miss him. Mechanically he drew the
curved saber on his left side, and the fever
of uncertainty left him as it always did
when he came to sword strokes. The
prickling up and down his scalp ceased and
he drew a long breath.

The Turkoman had whipped out a yaela-
ghan and bent low in the saddle. Kirdy
reined his pony to one side, parried the
slash of the twisted blade and struck down
and back as his adversary went by. He
felt his steel bite into the base of the man’s
skull and wrenched it clear.

The second rider had no javelin — for
which Kirdy was thankful—and rose in his
stirrups to cut down at him. Their swords
clanged together and Kirdy edged the pie-
bald closer shortening his stroke as he did so,
because he saw others coming up. Letting
the Moslem’s scimitar slide off his saber he
struck his hilt between the man’s eyes—a
trick he had learned from Khlit.

The Turkoman reeled in the saddle and a
Cossack, coming up behind Kirdy, cut him
down.

Kirdy did not see this, because a third
Moslem attacked him, appearing suddenly
on his left side. Lacking time to turn his
pony, the boy tossed his sabre from the
right to the left hand and as the two horses
came together, struck down the other’s
scimitar. The Turkoman—a lean, stoop
shouldered warrior in polished mail, who
crouched behind a round leather shield—
shouted in astonishment and dismay.

Running his blade up to the other’s hand-
guard, Kirdy pressed the scimitar down.
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Feeling the strength of the young Cossack,
the tribesman let go his scimitar and clutch-
ed at one of the half dozen daggers in his
girdle. Kirdy was waiting for this, and
caught the man’s beard in his right hand.
At the same instant he clapped heels into
the piebald’s flanks.

When the Turkoman struck with his
dagger the blade met only empty air. He
was pulled over the crupper of his saddle to
the ground, where mail and shield availed
him nothing under the lances of the oncom-
ing Cossacks.

Meanwhile the esaul had caught the best
of the three riderless ponies and was in the
saddle, while enough Cossacks had climbed
out on the summit of the rise to stem the
rush of the Turkoman bowmen who came
up in straggling order.

THEIR charge broken, the Tur-
komans wheeled and fled. But
p now the long lances and sabers of
the Cossacks served them well
and they followed Kirdy among the scat-
tered Moslems, stabbing and splashing and
shouting.

Swiftly as they pressed on, they could not
overtake Kirdy. The boy crouched in the
saddle, his saber arm swinging at his side
and as often as a tribesman, hearing the
thudding of hoofs, turned, snarhng with
hate, to match strength with him, Kirdy
left a riderless horse.

The air rushed past his ears, and his eyes
were quick and alert. The blood hummed
through his veins, and though he would
have liked to shout aloud, no sound came
from his closed lips. For this work he was
fitted. He was a master of the sword.

He had been following a warrior on a
black pony, up a long slope, through a
mass of boulders. Suddenly the Turkoman
seemed todrop into theearthand Kirdy drew
rein in astonishment. A wide gully opened
out before him and down the nearer slope of
this gully the black horse was leaping from
ledge to ledge like a mountain sheep.

Kirdy was tempted to urge his piebald
after the black until he looked around.
During the pursuit he had climbed a wide
stretch of rising ground, until he gained a
small plateau—one of the highest points
among the buttes. Shading his eyes from
the glare of the sun he looked into the main
ravine on his left. It was filled with Tur-
koman riders.
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Others were in the gully beneath, that
must run into the gorge where the main
battle was still going on. He looked to the
right and saw that most of the Turkomans
had turned off in this direction and were
being pursued hotly by his Cossacks who
were drawing farther away every moment.

“Stoy!”

He remembered Demid’s caution about
pursuing too far, and called them back.
They came obediently, albeit reluctantly,
and when they had reached the top of the
plateau, gazed curiously at the groups of
Turkomans visible from time to time in the
ravines to the north—and the wilderness of
gray and purple buttes that stretched away
from them on all sides.

“Eh, little father,” the esaul looked up
from a fine yataghan that .he had brought
back with him, “’tis a hard country and
there will be hard blows struck before we
win free of it.”

He was smiling and the men of the half
squadron were in excellent humor after their
brush with the Turkomans—just such a
skirmish as the warriors relished. Kirdy
heard the sergeant relate how he had cut
down three riders when he ﬁrst came out of
the ravine.

“Listen, my brothers! The first one our
young afaman dealt with by a back-hand
stroke. The second he played with, and
then pounded between the eyes and left him
for you to finish. I was close behind him
and I saw it all. The third was a regular
fox—wary and keen to bite. Eh, he took
that one by the beard and pulled him out of
the saddle. That was the way of it—out of
the saddle just as peas are shelled from a
pod.”

“By the beard?” laughed another who
was binding up a cut on the arm.

“As God is my witness. He is a falcon.”

“We will not lack for saber work if he is
to be our leader.”

Kirdy was pleased by these words, be-
cause he felt himself that he knew little of
the duties of an afaman, But the skirmish
had given him confidence in himself and the
Cossack lancers grinned when their eyes
met his.

“Esaul,” he observed after thinking a
moment, “send a rider down to father De-
mid with this word: ‘The Turkomans have a
strong force in reserve in the gorge and
others are coming up all the time.””

““At once!” And the old Cossack added
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ingratiatingly, “My name is Kobita. I was
with little father Demid in Aleppo. That
was a raid, but in ten generations the dogs
of Turkomans will not forget this one.”

Kirdy nodded and went to the edge of the
gorge to see what was going on below.

The Cossacks had advanced up the gorge
a half mile or so, and the firelock men were
scattered over both slopes, their position
marked by the plumes of white smoke. A
squadron of lancers had cleared the bed of
the gorge and in the rear the wagons and
camels and the throng of wounded men were
visible in the deep shadow of the ravine.

But the Turkomans were fighting every
foot of the way. They held the edge of the
far slope in force and their arrows flew down
without ceasing. At times they rolled
great boulders down the slope, and these
had done more than a little damage to the
led horses and wagons of the Cossacks.

Kirdy realized that the Cossacks were
outnumbered, two to one—that they could
not win through the ravines to the open
plain beyond before darkness set in. Al-
ready the sun was nearing the pinnacles in
the west.

After a while Khlit rode up, his heavy
saddle-bags still in place and his pipe smok-
ing. He studied the country on all sides
and made a signal that was answered by a
shout from below.

First one squadron, then another, moved
up to the height beside Kirdy—the wounded
men and the sacks of gold from the treasure
wagons appeared, with the bodies of the
Cossacks slain in the gorge—and finally
Demid and Ayub with the last of the fire-
lock men.

They moved into position around him,
and Kirdy saw that they were going to
spend the night on the plateau. To remain
in the gorge was not to be thought of. They
had left the injured horses and the silk and
heavier articles of the treasure, perforce in
the wagons which could not be hauled up
the steep slope.

At this hour when the sun was setting,
the cliff on the far side of the ravine was
lined with Turkomans. Kirdy saw a tall
man in a tigerskin cloak with a narrow
black beard hanging down from the point of
his chin. The level rays of the sun struck
upon gleaming gold in the hilts of weapons
in his girdle, and shone upon the white
Arab he bestrode. He alone wore a green
tu;'ban.
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For several moments he gazed at the
Cossacks and then wheeled away, followed”’
by a score of riders.

“That would be their leader,” Kirdy
hazarded to Khlit.

“Aye, that is Arap Muhammad Khan,
and there are worse leaders than he.”

“The khan! How comes he ahead of us?”

“By luck and by good horse-flesh.” The
Wolf glanced at his grandson from beneath
shaggy brows. “A wounded Turkoman
was minded to mock us, and from his lips
we learned that Arap Muhammad Khan
was not at Khiva when we took Urgench.
He was hunting upon a small river to the
west with his amirs and a thousand of the
horde. That was luck, good orill. When a
rider reached him from Urgench, he turned
north—"

“There were no tracks in advance of us in
the ravine—no fresh tracks.”

“Eh, the khan knows this country as a
tiger its lair. He must have entered the

heights with his thousand by another path .

before the last sunrise.”

“Then Demid did ill to ride into the
gorge when he might have found another
way through the ridges.”

Khlit leaned on his saddle-horn and fin-
gered the leather thong that held his saddle-
bags in place.

“Little grandson,” he grumbled “it is a
simple matter to say of a leader ‘He chose
the wrong path.”” Could Demid leave
Makshim and his Cossacks to the arrows of
the Turkomans? You have been put in
command of a half squadron. See to it that
your men loosen their saddle-girths and eat;
then come to the council at the standard.”

THE kuren atamans and Khlit and
Ayub gathered around the pole
of the standard of the white fal-

” @ con in the second hour of the
night when Kirdy, who had been posting
sentries, rode up and dismounted. The
bivouac of the Cossacks was quiet, except
for the grating of the spades that were
digging shallow graves, and the restless
movements of the horses.

Down in the maw of the gorge the Tur-
komans could be heard moving about, seek-
ing plunder; but they had not ventured to
attack the plateau.

Ivashko was speaking as Kirdy squatted
down behind the ring of Cossacks.

“—And we have lost forty-seven in the
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ravine. We have no horses to spare. The
water will be gone at noon tomorrow. Hai,
it has gone hard with us.”

“It will be better for us in the open
country,” said another.

“To go back is not to be:thought of; to go
ahead will cost many Cossack lives.”

“The dogs of Turkomans are rolling
heavy stones down below; it is plain they
are blocking the ravine.”

“Good!” cried Demid so unexpectedly
that the kuren atamans were silent. “If
they are at work in the gorge they will not
look for us elsewhere.”

“How, elsewhere?”

“The way we entered,” hazarded Ayub’s
voice from the outskirts of the circle.
“That is open.”

Demid’s short laugh was like a bark.

“Aye, open. Go thitheg and before the
shadows are short ye will meet with the
Moslems coming up from Urgench.”

It. was Ayub’s turn to be silent, and
probably he was thinking of the palanquin
and his cup-bearers of three days ago, be-
cause he chuckled.

“Eh, we frolicked in Urgench! Khlit, old
wolf, what way does your nose point? What
plan have you?”

“Dog of the devil!” grunted Khlit. “If
your ataman had no plan, it would be time
for me to speak, sir brothers. He has a plan
and so it is fitting that we should listen in-
stead of baying like hounds when the scent
is lost.”

Hearing this, the Cossacks crowded closer
and held their breaths to hear what the
young leader should say.

“The Moslem horde is gathering, and
Arap Muhammad Khan is closing the pass-
es. We must go forward before the next
sunrise. We must join Goloto and the
wagon train, a day’s ride from this place.
The Turkomans expect us to ride through
the gorge where Makshim was slain. But
on our right—see, as I sit here, on my right
hand—a pass leads to the north.”

Kirdy remembered that the bowmen he
had scattered had fled down this gully, that
twisted among buttresses of rock until it
was lost to sight.

“In this ravine is the dry bed of a stream;
and a stream would flow to the plain. So it
is my thought that the gully will lead us out
of these hills. It may be blind, or it may
end in a precipice—God alone knows. But
it offers a way out, my brothers, and
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thither we will ride at the end of the third
watch.”

“And we will leave the Turkomans roll-
ing boulders,” laughed Ayub.

“Perhaps,” responded Demid dryly. “I
will take the lead with Makshim’s lancers.
And now, to your men. See that the
horses are fed and rubbed down with grass.”

As they left the circle Ayub sought out
Kirdy and put his good arm over the boy’s
shoulders. They walked past the men who
were digging graves and the. big Zaporo-
ghian recognized the white-topped kalpaks
of Makshim’s squadron.

“Aye,” he muttered, “the lads will be
burying their father so that the jackals will,
not get at his body, Well, he was out-
spoken and if he was bold with his tongue he
was no less so with his sword—a good Cos-
sack and I would stretch out him that says
otherwise. Will his spirit mount a stallion
and ride with us on the morrow? Nay,
Kirdy, he ever loved good sport, and it
would go hard with him to lie pent down
under rocks.”

Crossing himself, the warrior sighed and
then yawned heavily because he was weary.
At the standard they parted, Ayub to roll
himself up in his svitke and sleep and Kirdy
to find his men and give them the news of
the morning’s march.

But of that march, begun before the first
streak of light in the east, Kirdy saw little
and knew less.

Kobita woke him with the whispered an-
nouncement that an eseu/ had come up from
the standard with orders for the half-squad-
ron to take the rear of the column. By the
time the men were in the saddle and as-
sembled, the leading squadron under Demid
struck the Turkomans who had been left
to guard the shallow ravine on the right.

The slight stir of the moving horses had
attracted the notice of Moslem outposts
half way up the plateau, but these, believing
that the Cossacks would not advance until
daylight—and then on the main gorge—
merely fell back on their comrades by the
boulder barrier. ‘

And Demid’s lancers must have surprized
the guard in the other ravine, because when
Kirdy passed the spot where the fight had
been he heard only riderless horses plunging
about the hillside, and the groans of wound-
ed men.

He advanced into the utter blackness of
the ravine and trusted to the piebald pony
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to keep its feet. Hoofs, clattering in ad-

vance and the distant creaking of saddles, .

guided him, yet there was no risk of losing
the way because rock walls hemmed him in.
They went forward at a round trot, and
though Kirdy drew rein many times to listen
and peer into the void behind him, he could
hear no sound of pursuit.

A cold wind whipped through the narrow
gully, and into the teeth of this they pressed,
taking comfort with each moment of quiet,
until the stars paled overbead and they
could make out the familiar gray rock ridges
on either hand—empty of life.

The gully grew wider, and for a while
they halted, perforce. The column had
stopped and the Cossacks of the squadron
next in front of them were sitting their
horses, listening to the clash of steel and
shouting ahead.

Kirdy faced his men about as soon as he
knew that Demid bad been checked by a
strong party of the enemy, and for an anx-
ious half hour he and Kobita watched
the gully in the rear grow lighter until the
red showed in the limestone and the horses
began to graze on the dry grass. _

The veteran sergeant was clawing at his
unruly beard, glancing anxiously into the
eyes of his young leader. It was then that
the boy realized that keeping the rear of a
column in retreat was no simple matter.
He tried to think how long it would take
Arap Muhammad Khan to find out that the
Cossacks had left the plateau and how long
it would be before the Turkoman horde
came up with them.

“Glory to the Father and the Son!” mut-
tered Kobita thankfully when they heard
the kuren ataman of the next squadron give
the word to advance.

The sunlight was gleaming on the spear
points of the column when Kirdy came to an
open stretch. Here a strong detachment of
Moslems had camped for the night—he
counted the ashes of a dozen fires. Here,
too, saddle cloths, kkalats and weapons
strewed the ground and a half hundred
bodies of Cossacks afid tribesmen lay in the
sandy depressions and among the rocks.
The Moslems were not Turkomans, be-
cause they were broad, stalwart men with
full beards and small turbans knotted over
one ear.

Many of them wore mail, and the weap-
ons scattered among the bodies were scimi-
tars and light spears—not the yataghans of

the Khan’s followers. Kobita and his
mates had never seen such warriors, but
Kirdy enlightened them.

“These be Uzbeks,” he said gravely,
“from the East. Some of them are from the
cities under the roof of the world.”

“Two hundred made camp here, little
father,” assented Kobita, “and it is in my
mind that they used their weapons well.
How come they here?”

“Pigeons.” .

The Cossacks nodded understanding, and
some whohad thought that Kirdy was over-
young to command them, now were pleased
that the grandson of Khlit should be able
to tell them such things. As for Kirdy, he
reflected that the Moslems from the sur-
rounding districts were rallying to Arap
Mubammad Khan and each hour increased
the peril of the Cossack column.

In the early hours of the morning they
passed from the ravine to an open slope that
led them down to the northern plain in
which Goloto and the wagon train awaited
them.

CHAPTER XII
THE TABOR

HEY left the hills, no more than four
=- hundred strong and many sorely
wounded; and in the darkness the pack
horses bearing the gold had been lost during
the fighting, so that the iron-bound chest
alone remained of the treasure of Urgench,
but this, to their thinking, was thebest part,
and by then the lack of water weighed on
them more than the loss of the gold. At
noon the last goatskin of water was given to
the wounded.

Whether Arap Muhammad Khan fol-
lowed them closely they did not know, be-
cause a haze was in the air—fine sand
stirred up by the bleak wind. The wind
and the haze obscured their trail and they
had some hope of throwing off pursuit; but
it was no easy matter, now that the sun was
obscured, to keep direction, and the most
experienced Cossacks, casting ahead and to
the flanks, were often at fault until they
heard musket shots afar off.

“Goloto must be signaling to us,” re-
marked Witless who—the pack animal
train being a thing of the past—had been
riding at Kirdy’s stirrup.

“Eh, your stallion has more wisdom than
you,” cried Dog-Face who was never parted
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from the tall Cossack. “How could Goloto
be signaling when he knows not if we be in
Urgench or on the devil’s gridiron? The
kuren alaman is not a koldun, a magician.”

“Nay, brother,” Witless vouchsafed after
long cogitation, “but Shamaki is a koldun,
and you know the Tatar magician left Ur-
gench the night before we took to the
road.”

“Only listen to him!” Dog-Face shook his
head apologetically, but his comrade’s re-
mark seemed to stick in his head, because
he muttered, “You have at least as much
sense as a horse, and some men are only
to be compared to camels and asses. Nev-
ertheless, Goloto is an experienced leader
and he would not burn powder unless he
had to.”

Dog-Face proved to be in the right, as
they discovered when they headed toward
the sound of firing. At sunset the air
cleared and they could see the wagon train.
It was drawn up in a hollow square with the
horses within, and from the carts puffs of
white smoke darted out, drifting away
toward the heights.

Around the carts, as gulls flutter about
a stranded ship, tribesmen circled, loosing
their arrows and sweeping in—only to wheel
away when the matchlocks barked in their
faces. They numbered close to two hun-
dred and when Demid’s column neared the
square of the fabor, Demid saw that the
foemen were men in soiled sheepskins with
enormous sleeves hanging to their boots.

They wore black lambskin hats even larger
than the Turkomans™—were armed with a
beggar’s arsenal—and looked for all the
world like dogs worrying a carcase. And
like dogs they drew off snarling, to higher
ground, there to squat and watch with in-
satiable eagerness. Kirdy knew that they
were Kara Kalpaks—Black Hats, inveter-
ate robbers, but lacking both the cruelty and
courage of the Turkomans—jackals who
followed a wolf pack.

The Cossack horses were too weary for
pursuit. And indeed to pursue the Kara
Kalpaks would have been more difficult
than to track down the wind itself in these
gullies.

Goloto strode out of the fabor and held
Demid’s stirrup while his forty men tossed
their hats in the air and rained greetings on
the dust-coated and tired squadrons.

“Health to you, afaman, and to you, sir
brothers!”

“God be with you, Goloto! You have
not been idle, I see.”

“Nay, these vultures have been sitting up-
with us. May bullets strike them!”

When the wagons had been drawn into a
larger circle, and men and horses had had a
little water—for the spring was small and
there was need of filling goatskins and
buckets against the next march-—Demid
sought out Khlit who was sharing a barley
cake with Kirdy by the fire.

“O father of battles,” the young etaman
said softly in Tatar, “tell me one thing.
The horses are spent, the men sleep in their
saddles. It is true that Goloto’s oxen and
horses are fresh, but that is not enough.
To take the road now would be to waste
strength in the darkness. I shall let my
men sleep and move with the carts in the
morning. Is this a good thing?”

Khlit chewed his gray mustache and
looked for a long time into the fire before
he answered.

“When there is little hope, the boldest
course is best.”

Demid inclined his head. :

“Yet Arap Muhammad Khan will be up,
with dawn.” _

“Well, do not trust his promises.”

And with dawn Arap Muhammad Khan
came up to the fabor. It was a shining-day,
clear and wind-swept and from Alexander’s
pillars of victory to the open plain a solid
mass of Moslems surrounded the circle of
wagons. Against the mauve and gray of
the clay slopes fluttered the striped kkalats
of the Turkomans, and the long white
coats of the Uzbeks. Farther away the
Black Hats hovered on skeleton horses, and
the level rays of the rising sun glittered on
spear point and sword hilt and the silver
head-bands of the ponies.

Standing in the wagons, the Cossacks
counted three thousand tribesmen.

Theyhad not long towait. Kettle-drums
sounded in the Turkoman horde, and a
young warrior trotted out mounted on a
black stallion, holding his right hand empty
above his head. He was allowed to come
within speaking distance of the fabor al-
though more than one Cossack, matchlock
in hand, eyed the horse longingly.

“O caphars,” the Turkoman cried, “O
unbelievers, are ye weary of life? Harken,
then! I am Ilbars Sultan, son of the Khan,
and by my mouth Arap Muhammad, Khan
of Khiva, lord of Urgench and Kharesmia,
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Shield of the Faithful, Lion of Islam, Jewel
in the Shield of Allah, bids ye lay down your
weapons, O ye Urusses.* Submit and your
lives will be spared!”’

“Nay,” Demid answered at once.

The small head of Ilbars Sultan turned

toward the chieftain disdainfully, and after
a moment the Turkoman spoke again.
. “Harken, O ye Urusses—give to my
father the leather-covered chest that is
bound with iron, leave the wagons and oxen
and ye will be free to ride to the north,
weapons in hand.”

Some of the Cossacks laughed and before
Demid could make response, the wagon in
which he was standing lurched, as Ayub
climbed up beside him.

“The forehead to you, Demid. Allow me
to answer the young cock. I know what
you would say but I have finer words in
my head.”

Filling his lungs he shouted so that the
nearest Moslems could hear plainly:

“Say to Arap Muhammad Khan, the
slave galley cook of the Blue Sea, swine-
herd of Urgench, Jackal of Islam, Flea in
the Bed-Sheet of Allah—the Cossacks will
take care of their lives, and thank him for
the hospitality of his castle.”

Ilbars Sultan started as if stung, and
seemed to strangle in the effort to find
words. His rage was not improved by a
roar of laughter that went up from the
Cossacks—followed by a second shout
when those who did not understand Turki
had Ayub’s response explained to them.
The shm Turkoman spat toward the Zador
and wheeled his horse without touching the
reins, muttering something about ‘‘dogs of
Urusses” as he galloped back to the Khan
who was easily distinguished in the circle
of amirs by his green turban.

A buzzing as of innumerable bees went
up from the Moslem lines and in a moment
the Turkoman horde, shields on arm, jave-
lins and yataghans flashing, galloped down
on the wooden fortress of the Cossacks.

A flight of arrows rattled harmlessly
among the carts and when the foremost
Moslems were fifty paces distant two hun-
dred matchlocks blazed and roared. For a
few seconds dense smoke covered the
broken array of riders, and when it cleared
the Turkomans were seen trotting back with
several score empty saddles among them.

* Urusses—Russians. The Central Asia tribes until now
had met only the Cossacks and believed them to be the
same as the Muscovites.
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“Well done, sir brothers,” bellowed Ayub.
“We have singed their beards for them, the
traitors. That is the way to answer when
they try to trick you with words.”
% foundly; the Turkomans had en-

countered firearms before now in
the hands of the Persians, and during the
fight in the gorge the Cossacks had been
able to do little damage to the agile bow-
men; but now, entrenched behind the Zabor,
they fired with deadly aim and the Turko-
mans were dismayed by the devastation
wrought by the single volley.

And the Uzbeks and Kara Kalpaks, who
knew little of arquebuses, were depressed.

It was an hour before Arap Muhammad
Khan mustered his men for a second charge.
This time the kettledrums sounded and the
cymbals clashed, and the riders began to
shout in chorus as they put their ponies to a
trot. Instead of coming down in a single
mass they separated into detachments of a
hundred and began circling the tabor, sweep-
ing in and out, to draw the fire of the Cos-
sacks, stirring themselves into frenzy with
their chant—

“Yah hai—Y’Allah, il allah!”

An experienced chieftain, the Khan knew
that once the arquebuses were discharged,
a half minute must elapse before they could
fire again. If the Cossacks loosed another
volley, he meant to strike in at once with his
detachments and be upon the carts before
a second volley could be fired. Meanwhile
the drums and the shrill ululation spurred
on his warriors and even the stolid Uzbeks
on the hillside began to chant and finger
their weapons.

The hour of grace had been put to good
account by Demid. The young leader re-
arranged his forces. Bidding the kuren
atamans select the seventy best marksmen,
he placed every man in a separate cart on
the whole circumference of the circle. With
the marksmen he put two other warriors
with arquebuses, giving them orders not
to fire but to load the weapons of the first
Cossack and pass them forward to him.

The sacks of grain, bales of hay and other
baggage were piled on the outer side of the
carts, to form a breastwork and between the
wagons stood dismounted Cossacks with
lances. The ponies were strongly tethered
and the oxen yoked in a solid mass so that

THE volley fired by the arque-
buses affected the Moslems pro-
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they could not break loose. He kept no
warriors in reserve because he had none to
spare, and because he counted on holding
the line of the wagons, placed with the ends
of their poles tied to the outer wheel of the
cart in front.

So the Turkomans found that instead of
holding their fire, the Cossacks began to
pick off riders as soon as they came within
bow-shot; moreover, no sooner had a Cos-
sack discharged his piece than another ar-
quebus blazed in his hands.

Firing in this fashion, the smoke clouds
did not hide the Turkomans from view—
the wind whipped the long coils of white
smoke away. And the riders could not
come near enough to use their bows, with
effect.

But the Moslems were now in no mood to
withdraw, and in spite of empty saddles
and plunging ponies, swept in nearer. The
arquebuses began to bellow in earnest, and
suddenly a roar went up from the mass
around the khan—

“Hour-roumm!”

With answering cries the bodies of
horsemen turned in to the f{abor and the
Cossacks dropped the empty firelocks for
sabers and lances. The clattering of steel
blades began here and there, and rose to
a din of maddened steel; horses screamed,
lances cracked and the hoarse voices of
struggling men swelled into a continuous
‘monotone.

In this tumult, above the bellowing of the
uneasy oxen, could be heard the battle cry
of the Donskoi—

“Garda-beil” _

Here and there Turkomans jumped their
horses over the wagon poles, but found no
men on foot within the ring of the zabor.
All the Cossacks were in the carts, and
matchlocks and lances took toll of the
riders who had broken the circle. Those
on the outside fared even worse. They
launched their javelins, and made their
ponies rear against the carts, only to be
pierced by the long lances, or beaten down
by clubbed arquebuses.

For generations the Cossacks had been
bred to the defense of the ¢abor, and squad-
ron leader fought beside warrior, untiring
and unbroken.

Seeing that the matter had come to hand
blows, the Uzbeks came down to the aid of
their allies and, fearing that the fabor was
being carried and they would have no hand
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in the plundering, the Black Hats swarmed
after.

Now the ululation of the Moslems
drowned the shouts of the Cossacks, and
dust swirled up in great gusts that writhed
around the motionless wagons and the
struggling men. The numbers of horses,
moving haphazard about the fzbor, handi-
capped the attackers who would have fared
better dismounted. Some indeed jumped
from the saddle and crawled under the
wagons, only to find that the resourceful
Cossacks had established a reserve.

Wounded men had taken to horse, armed
with lance or saber, and patroled the space
within the circle, leaving the wagons clear
for their able-bodied companions. These
riders made shift to pick off the Moslems
who gained the cleared space.
 Arap Muhammad Khan with his six sons
led a band against the wagon where Demid
stood under the standard of the white fal-
con. Here they met the pick of the Cos-
sack swordsmen, and the long sabers of
Demid and Kirdy and Kobita licked out and
down, slitting the leather bucklers and
slashing aside .the lighter ‘blades of the
furious ‘tribesmen. Here the wise and
gentle Ivashko died, a javelin buried in his
throat, and here the raging Ayub was
stunned by a battle hammer.

Kirdy, ripping the scimitar from his
right scabbard, held his ground against the
press of Moslems. His lips close clamped,
his eyes shining, he parried and cut with his
two swords, slashing off now the forearm of
a yelling Turkoman, now sending a flwar
or yataghan clashing to the earth.

= 1In his shirt sleeves, spotted with blood,
Demid fought in different but no less deadly
fashion. Leaping back, and swaying first
to one side then the other, his eyes roved
ceaselessly over the pack in front of him,
and he used now the point now the edge of
his blade.

So perfect was his judgment, so flawless
his control of the steel blade that he seemed
to glide along the rail of the wagon, unhur-
ried and smiling. Not so Kobita. The
sweat poured from the sergeant’s brow and
blood ran from his mustache where the cor-
ner of his jaw had been lopped off. An
arrow had struck him in the side and he
had broken off the projecting end, and he
groaned and howled when he moved.

All at once he flung back his head with a
savage shout:
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“Once my mother bore me.
sir brothers!”

He climbed to the rail and leaped out-
ward, falling sword in hand on a giant Tur-
koman who was shield-bearer to Arap Mu-
hammad Khan. The weight and fury of
the Cossack bore the tribesman from the
saddle and they vanished under the pound-
ing hoofs of the horses.

Now shouts were to be heard behind the
wagon of the standard. Khlit had seen the
struggle around the white falcon and had
rallied a dozen of the least wounded from
within the tabor. Climbing over the side of
the cart these bleeding and gaunt warriors
fell upon the Turkomans, snarling and
roaring their battle cry.

“Garda-beil”

Khlit had picked up a saber from some-
where, and—gray mustaches bristling and
eyes smoldering—he struck steel against
steel, and those who saw him in the press
knew that if his lean old arm lacked strength
hds cunning was as great as ever.

The Turkomans gave ground, and a stri-
dent voice cried out—

“Shaitani—they are devils!”

Arap Muhammad Khan and his sons and
amirs drew back, and they were the last to
leave the side of the Zgbor. The riders of
Turan and Iran reined back to the hillsides,
licking their wounds, and they left six hun-
dred dead behind them. '

That night the Khan held a council, in
which voices were raised and black rage un-
leashed. Yussuf Ghazi Khan, chief of the
Uzbeks, asked pointedly where was the spoil
that the Turkomans had promised him
and the Bij’awd of the Black Hats swore by
the breath of Allah that the Urusses were
both devils and evil spirits. How else could
four hundred men have withstood three
thousand?

To all these the shrewd Turkoman made
one answer—

l‘wait.,)

During the night more tribesmen from
the Caspian region came up to the siege of
the fabor, and a few Persians from down the
Amu River. Under their escort came Nur-
ed-din, to throw herself at the feet of Arap
Muhammad Khan, and to point out to him
five hundred of his own men, survivors of
Urgench.

So that in the morning the hillside was
covered with Moslems and Arap Muham-
mad Khan pitched his tent, there to sit and

I will die,
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nurse his revenge against the day when ar-
rows and wounds and lack of food should
deliver the Cossacks into his hand.

And, in the morning, the Moslems saw a
strange thing. They saw the fabor get up
and move away. '

CHAPTER XIII

Death in the company of friends is like unto a
feast.—~MONGOL PROVERB.

WHAT happened was simply this.
Without changing the position of the
carts, the Cossacks yoked up the oxen, using
the spare horses where oxen were lacking;
then the carts at the north sector of the
circle were half-turned and the beasts prod-
ded into motion. The east and west
portions of the circle merely moved ahead,
and the wagons to the south closed in the
gap, forming the rear.

The circle in this fashion became a hollow
square that plodded steadily to the north,
In front and rear, ten wagons were abreast
—and twenty-five on each side. Within
the fabor the horses that had not been
hitched to the carts were crowded together.
The wounded men were placed in the carts,
and Cossacks with arquebuses and lighted
matches stood beside them.

At first the Moslems thought that the
tabor was changing ground. But by mid-
day it was several miles on its road and they
understood that the Urusses were attempt-
ing to fight their way in this fashion
through the desert to the north.

Arap Muhammad Khan followed with
his horde, and it was the second day before
his men had recovered sufficient zeal to
attack the moving tabor.

This onset was led by the Uzbeks who
had heavier bows than the Turkomans and
were perhaps a little ashamed of their con-
sternation of two days ago. They sent
their shafts at the exposed oxen and horses
and brought down -a good many. They
suffered, too, from the fire of the Cossack
marksmen and the chief gain of their efforts
was to delay the wagon train.

Meanwhile the Kara Kalpaks, who had
lingered at the spring by Alexander’s pillars
of victory to dig up the graves left by the
Cossacks and to mutilate the bodies, had
rejoined the khan and it was decided that
evening to attempt an attack in the hours
of darkness.

"They observed that the Cossacks formed



56

the circle of carts again when they halted
at sunset—herding the animals within the
barrier, and it seemed an easy matter to the
tribesmen to crawl up to the carts in the
night and break through the line of de-
fenders.

A thousand picked warriors made the at-
tack, without sounding the kettle-drums or
cymbals.

And they discovered speedily that it was
one thing to overrun a camp of tents in the
darkness and quite another to break a line
of wagons lashed together and manned by
desperate fighters who were not to be sur-
prised. It was a clear night and the move-
ments of the attackers were visible to the
warriors who crouched behind the bulwark
of sacks and bales. The matchlocks roared,
and the cry of the Cossacks rose steadily
above the confusion.

“Garda-beit”’

Moslem tribesmen never relished a night
affray very keenly and when the old moon,
wan as a silver scimitar, broke through the
clouds, they scattered and ran from the
tabor and many were the tales they told of
fire-breathing demons they had faced and
evil spirits that rose up from the ground to
seize them by the throats.

The next morning the Zabor plodded on,
leaving a score of graves on the site of the
fight, and Arap Muhammad Khan who had
counted his own slain, looked grim. The
Uzbeks took to their bows again, and many
oxen lay outstretched on the plain. The
Cossacks were more sparing of their powder,
the khan noticed, and the next day the
tabor moved very slowly, like a wounded
panther crawling back to its lair.

But the Blue Sea was only a few hours
away. Already they could feel the chill,
salty winds that swept over it.

The scimitar of the moon was far in the
west when Demid called the surviving
kuren atamans to the standard. Besides
Khlit and Kirdy only two leaders came—
Goloto and another.

“Tt is time, noble sirs,” the young ataman
said quietly—‘‘time that we must part and
go upon different paths.”

They uncovered their heads and stood in
a circle around him, the fever of thirst in
their veins. For a day and a night they
had had no water; the goatskins had been
squeezed to the last drop and many of the
warriors had begun to open veins in the
horses and to drink blood. And the horses
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themselves had become almost unmanage-
able. At first a few oxen and then many
had begun to bellow, and the Cossacks
knew that the wagons could not be drawn
much farther.

“Listen then, kunaks,” said Demid in the
same drawling voice, “to the military com-
mand. We will divide, it is true, and for
this reason. We will form in three squad-
rons, eighty men in each. I will take one
and strike out through the Moslem dogs to
the west; you, Goloto, will take your kuren
and strike to the north; you, Khlit, will take
those who are left from Makshim’s squadron
and Ivan Aglau’s, and you will go with
Ostap to the east. Two hundred and forty
horses remain to us. You will seek what-
ever road offers to safety—each for him-
Self.”

When the leaders heard this they sighed
and were silent for a long time. Finally
old Goloto raised his voice:

“If the ¢abor is to be abandoned, why do
we not mount and ride in one body upon the
dogs of Moslems?”

“Nay, Goloto. The tribesmen are five
thousand strong. If we rode together,
some of us might win through, but the Mos-
lems would not be cast off the scent. They
would follow, and they have good horses.
In the end, none of us would live. That is
the truth.”

All realized this and they waited for him
to say more.

“By dividing into three bands jwe will
confuse the Moslems, and one band or per-
haps two might escape. I will take - the
standard with me; let the men choose what
leader they will follow.”

Some of the Cossacks departed to spread
the tidings among the warriors; others went
to saddle the horses. But Khlit remained
at Demid’s side, deep in thought.

“The treasure of Arap Muhammad
Khan—"" the old Cossack grumbled.

“Let it stay where it is,” said Demid at
once. “Who knows what is before us?
If the jewels reach the border they must
be given to the Muscovite Tsar because we -
pledged it.”

Khlit seated himself on a dead horse, the
curved saber that had once been Kaidu’s,
that he had cherished for many years,across
his knees, and this served to steady his
knees that quivered at times from weari-
ness and the chill wind. This stiffness of
the legs troubled Khlit, on the road, and
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when he was not in the saddle, he sat or lay
near the fire to keep off the night cold; but
for three nights there had been no fire.
That night Kirdy had insisted on giving
back to his grandfather the curved saber,
saying that he could not use two blades in
the saddle.

“Old Wolf,” Demid resumed slowly,
‘“you are wiser than I. Many times have
you crossed these gray sands that lead to
the roof of the world. I think that if any
of the brotherhood win through to the bor-
der it will be your squadron. For this
reason I have given you good men. Take
also the Zaporoghian, Ayub. When the
road is hard and foes press he is worth a
score. Take Kirdy—the youth is a war-
rior, born out of the loins of chieftains;
the day will come when the bandura players
will sing his name, and a myriad sabers will
follow him.”

“I thank you, afeman, for that word.”
Khlit stroked down his mustaches and nod-
ded, well pleased at the praise of his grand-
son. ‘“Butit cannot be that way. The or-
der was that all should choose which way
they will go—with you, or with Ostap and
me, or with brave Goloto. So must Kirdy
and Ayub choose.”

“Let it be so.”

They listened for a space to the sounds of
preparation, almost drowned by the deep
bellowing of the oxen. In the Turkish
lines, two musket shots away, the sentries
heard only this monotone of the beasts, but
the experienced chieftains caught the creak-
ing of saddles, muttered whispers and the
slight ¢link of scabbard against stirrup that
showed the Cossacks were mounting and
arranging themselves in three groups.

: AND the minds of the two war-
e riors dwelt upon other camps,
" where the mighty array of Cos-
sackdom had held the border
against the hordes of Moslems; their mind’s
eye beheld the horned standards carried
from village to village and the laughing
throngs of youths and maidens that crowded
to see the gathering of the warriors. They
saw great herds of horses grazing on the
open steppe and the smoke of chimneys,
hidden in the hollows by watercourses
rising into the air.

In this hour of quiet they wished to
speak only of matters that had brought

honor to the brotherhood, because they did
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not know when they would speak together
again.

“With Schah,” muttered Khlit, stretch-
ing first one leg and then the other, “I went
against the Golden Horde, and the Tatars
cast the saddles from their ponies to flee
the faster. That was the day the last of
the Tatars withdrew from Christendom.
Dog of the devil, is it not still a feast day in
the churches? I have been in Cathay, and
at the court of the Moghul of Ind—"

Demid glanced at him keenly for this
was the first time that Khlit had been in-
clined to say so many words all at once, and
he bent his head to listen attentively.

“In other lands.” resumed Khlit after a
moment of thought, “you meet with men
who are bold and not lacking in love or
daring. They are shaped like ourselves;
they have children that they cherish andit
can not be said that they lack for wars. But
in one respect they are different. They
have no brotherhood. Gold, and the em-
braces of young and white-breasted women
are the things their hearts covet. You
speak to them, but they give you no word of
heartfelt fellowship.”

He glanced up at the stars, listened for a
while to the quiet movements of the warriors
and went on:

“Nay, only men such as these”—he nod-
ded at the shadows that passed and re-
passed the standard—‘‘can enter into a fel-
lowship where all is given and nothing is
sought. Nothing is sought save the honor
of the brotherhood. Isitnotso? Afaman,
it is so. I, who have lived two lifetimes
beyond the border, have seen it. I have
had other comrades, but none like these.”

Thoughtfully he shook his head, not
sorrowfully, but gravely, as a man who
weighs all things. And Demid listened
attentively, because the speaker was one
who had been through the ceaseless toil of
war, who had endured all suffering, and had
gleaned the wisdom of hard years.

“And it has not failed them,” the low
voice of the old warrior went on, “the Cos-
sack spirit. Not their minds, not ambition
or the love of praise, sustain them—only
the Cossack spirit is within them.”

Demid lifted his hand.

“I have failed them.”

Again Khlit shook his head.

“Ataman, not yours is the fault. The
fault is the emperor’s—who would sacri-
fice brotherhood to ambition. You have
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buffeted the Moslems; your strength has
not failed; you have availed yourself of every
expedient. And I, who rode at their side,
say this: if the ancient afamans, Rurik and
Schah and Skal Osup, could shout down to

us now, they would put down their drinking .

cups up yonder at the table of the White
Christ, and say ‘Well done, ataman! Cos-
sack honor has not suffered at your hands.” ”

“I thank you, koskevoi ataman, for that
word?’ Demid cried, and when Khlit stood
up stiffly they put their hands on each
others’ shoulders. Their talk had ended,
and Ayub and Kirdy loomed up, already
mounted.

“May the dogs bite me, Demid,” grum-
bled the big Zaporoghian. ‘What are the
kunaks saying? I will ride hence with no
one but you.”

- He swore under his breath because thirst
always tormented him more than wounds,
and he was ready to pick a quarrel at once.
But Demid, having said that the Cos-
sacks were all free to choose their party, said
nothing.

“And Kirdy,” grunted Khlit, “will go
with the standard.”

Demid would have objected instantly to
taking the youth from his grandfather, but
the old warrior turned away impatiently.
Khlit had suspected for some time that the
best Cossacks were drawing up around
Demid’s standard and it was clear to him
that Kirdy would have more chance to
reach the border with the ataman.

“Enough said,” he growled. “Go with
God!”

“With God!”

The others repeated the farewell, and
sought their horses. For a while these
whispered words of leave-taking passed
between the shadowy groups, and then the
standard was lifted by a powerful Cossack.
Sabers were drawn silently, the leaders took
their places, and without any spoken
command, reined their horses through the
gaps that bad been opened in the wagon
ring.

CHAPTER XIV
THE SWORD SLAVERS

TZ"IRDY had taken his place on the left
I hand and slightly behind the young
ataman, and the standard with its guard of
a dozen warriors was so near that the stirrup
of the standard bearer struck against the

* turned to the left.
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flank of the piebald pony. Behind them
some ninety warriors rode in a close mass
without thought of formation.

When the last were free of the wagons,
Demid put his horse to a trot, and at once
a challenge rang in the darkness ahead of
them. Voices cried out, and Kirdy saw the
red embers of the camp fires drawing closer
to them. Demid gave no single word of
command, but kneed his horse into a gallop;
he swerved a little to one side and his saber
whistled through the air. From somewhere
on the far side of the abandoned Zabor came
the “Garda-bei!” of the other Cossacks.
Kirdy heard Demid’s blade thud into some-
thing and a man screamed.

Then the black mass of picketed horses
loomed up under their noses and the ataman
Bows snapped at their
flanks and near at hand the kettle-drums
of the Moslems clamored.

SwinYing away from the drums, to the
right, they raced past a line of black hum-
mocks that proved to be tents. Moslem
warriors emerged from them, half clad, and
were run down by the horses. Only one
foeman appeared on horseback and he made
straight at Demid, who rose in his stirrups
with a laugh.

Kirdy reined in, as the two sabers struck
sparks in the black void. A second time
the blades clashed, and again Demid
laughed under his breath.

“You are brave, my brother

The Moslem toppled from the saddle, and
Kirdy, bending far down as he trotted past,
saw the thick beard and the white turban
set with jewels of Yussuf Ghazi, chief of
the Uzbeks. The stars shone from a clear
sky and now he could make out something
of the ground in front of him.

It rose steadily, and he knew from the
gait of the piebald that they were climbing
a steep slope. No more arrows whistled
past him and he looked back. The group
of Cossacks was at his heels, the standard
of the white falcon in the hand of the big
warrior.

“Eh, little brother,” the man grinned at
him, “‘steel is still in our hands; we are still
in the saddles—we have not yielded.”

They scattered a mounted patrol that
mistook them for Turkomans, and topped
the rise that had held them back. Demid
reined in for a moment to listen to the up-
roar in the Moslem camp. They were

l’!

 through the Turkomans and the Uzbeks and
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the open plain stretched away on three sides.

With a glance at the stars, the afaman
turned sharply and headed north. The
standard bearer lowered the long pole with
its horned crest and the warriors bent for-
. ward, their heads against the manes of the
horses. Kirdy, breathing heavily, counted
off a hundred paces, when he saw Demid
rise in the stirrups and then settle himself
in the saddle.

The horses snorted as a shadow drifted
under their noses from left to right. It was
a wolf, and instead of fleeing from them the
animal had crossed their path. Kirdy,
peering to the left, made out what seemed
to be a mass of bushes on the plain. In the
half light of the stars and the pallid scimitar
of the moon all objects were vague and un-
real—the wolf a shadow, the tamarisks
might have been mounted men.

From the dark mass he heard a rustling
as if the wind were sweeping through dry
grass, and he bent toward Demid.

“Yonder are men in the saddle, little
father. I think they are Kara Kalpaks,
and no patrol but a whole tribe.”

“Aye,” said Demid quietly, “ride on!”

The Cossacks urged on their ponies
silently, needing no warning of this new
danger, trusting only that the tribesmen
were bound for the camp, where the drums
still muttered. Kirdy remembered that
the Kara Kalpaks had always withdrawn
for the night into the hills or the plain, to
plunder or carouse.

And surely the Kara Kalpaks had the
eyes of panthers that see in the dark, be-
cause presently a long drawn howl went up
from the moving mass of them. They
started in pursuit and the Cossacks saw at
once that the Moslem’s horses were both
fresh and swift. They drew abreast of
Kirdy and arrows began to whistle.

The piebald stumbled heavily and the
boy was nearly thrown. But the pony
recovered and sped on, tossing its head, and
passing Demid’s big bay. Again the aia-
man rose in the stirrups, and laughed under
his breath.

‘It is a race, little brother.”

Wind whipped past Kirdy’s ears; the
howling of the Black Hats grew fainter. He
touched the neck of his pony and found it
slippery with hot sweat. At the touchthe
piebald seemed to gather itself for a plung-
ing rush that ended in another stumble.

And then Demid reined in with an ex-
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clamation. They had drawn a little ahead
of the remaining Cossacks, and the Kara
Kalpaks had swerved in between the squad-
ron and its leaders. At the first clash of
sabers, Demid jerked his bay around and
headed back toward his Cossacks. When
Kirdy tried to turn the piebald, the sturdy
pony staggered and fell, the boy jumping
clear. The horse had been struck by an
arrow and it did not rise.

Kirdy began to run back toward the
fight. And now the plain seemed to be
filled with galloping horses. He peered
into the murk, seeking for one with an
empty saddle. Demid had vanished, and
the night was filled with the clashing of
weapons and shouting. Three riders rushed
past him—a single Cossack pursued on each
flank by a tribesman.

Hoofs thudded behind the boy and as he
turned with upflung blade his skull seemed
to split in twain. Instead of the tumult,
a roaring filled his ears and the murk of the
night became red as flame. The sea of red
swept over him and he felt himself falling

into its depths.

KIRDY opened his eyes, and
became aware that the sun was
shining. He lay on his back in
sand, and though his limbs felt
1cy cold, the sand was warm. After a
while he tried to turn his head, and thought
that it must be held by something because
he could not move it.

Blood had stiffened on his scalp, but
when he explored his head slowly with his
fingers he found that the bleeding had
stopped. By and by he was able to turn
his head and the first thing he saw was his
hat, one side slashed open. It was clear to
him that a weapon had struck his head and
lifthat the thick sheepskin hat had saved his

e.

The second thing he saw was a group of
Kara Kalpaks moving on foot toward the
body of a Cossack a stone’s throw away. If
the tribesmen were dismounted, and the
sun above the horizon, the fight must be
over. That was all his mind could manage
to grasp. He closed his eyes, so that the
oncoming men would not see that he was
alive.

He felt no pain, his head felt as if it had
no weight at all, and he was satisfied that
the fighting should be at an end. It seemed
to Kirdy that he had been struggling against
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foemen for many years and he was too
weary to think about it any longer.

When he did not hear the Kara Kalpaks
passing after several moments he opened his
eyes gradually. The tribesmen were oc-
cupied in stripping the garments, stained
with blood, from the Cossack, who groaned
a little at times. They were quarrelling
about the boots, which were good ones of
soft deerskin. One of them pressed his
spear point several times into the chest of
the wounded man, and the groaning
ceased. The Cossack stretched his legs out
and lay quiet.

Then those of the tribesmen who had not
secured’ anything of the dead man glanced
at Kirdy and walked toward him, talking.
The boy did not see any use in feigning
death, because in a moment he would be
dead in reality. He did not feel any fear,
but thought it would be better to stand up.

So he raised himself to an elbow and
somehow got on his feet, staggering to keep
his balance. The plain and the approach-
ing men went around before his eyes in
swift circles, and he beheld vultures drawing
nearer in the sky. They came slowly as if
they had already fed.

Hands gripped his arms and his white
camel’s skin svitke was pulled off roughly.
Then he was knocked down by the blow of a
fist and his red morocco boots were taken
from his feet.

A stab of agony went through his skull
and words came to his tongue.

“It is good that I gave the curved sword
to Khlit,”’ he said weakly, “because it is a
fine weapon and once belonged to Kaidu.”

Murmurs of surprize greeted this; he had
spoken in Tatar which some of the hillmen
understood. They talked together, but the
boy did not know what they said. He was
only glad that Khlit had the curved saber
and that by no fault of his would the weapon
fall into the hands of thieves.

Presently they took him by the arms and
he walked some distance, his head growing
warmer and throbbing. His thoughts
cleared at the same time, and he saw that he
was being led into a large group of warriors,
some Turkomans among them. Young
Ilbars Sultan the boy recognized by his
small white turban with a heron’s feather
held by an emerald clasp.

The chieftain was looking at a body, and
Kirdy saw that this was Demid.

It was hard to tell how the afaman of the
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Donskot had been slain because he had been
slashed in so many places. His chest was
cut open and his forehead had been split.
Kirdy countéd the bodies of five Kara
Kalpaks around and beneath Demid. They
had™all been slashed once on the side of the
head or the throat.

Ilbars Sultan was warning the Kara Kal-
paks not to touch the garments of the fallen
ataman. He himself had picked up Demid’s
sword and was looking at it curiously.

“Eh brother,” said a Cossack voice, ‘“the
little father was hard pressed. Look, he
used the edge only, and not the point at all.
That shows he was hard pressed.”

The speaker was Witless, stripped to his
shirt, standing between two Turkomans.

“Demid might have ridden free,” mut-
tered the boy. ‘Yet he turned back.”

“He turned back!” echoed the thin war-
rior, and all at once tears began to run out
of his eyes. Shaking his head he wept
quietly. “May the Father and Son receive
him!”’

Rousing from his stupor, Kirdy turned to
Iibars Sultan and said in fluent Turki:

“Do not strip this body. He is the chief-
tain and by that same sword Yussuf Ghazi
fell.”

The young Turkoman uttered an ex-
clamation, and when he had looked at
Kirdy, said to those around him:

“Take these two warriors to the khan,
my father, He will question them and
after that they can be tortured.”

A half dozen of the Kara Kalpaks moved
off with the two captives and Kirdy stepped
to the side of the stupid Cossack.

“Did any of the Cossacks break
through?”’ he asked.

Witless gazed around at the Moslems
who were plundering the dead, and at the
vultures in the sky.

“How could any escape, little brother,”
he said plaintively, “when they all lie here
on the plain? It would be better for us if
we had not escaped.”

And Kirdy thought that this was the
truth.

CHAPTER XV
THE LEATHER CHEST.

‘WO days passed before Kirdy and Wit-
less were led into the presence of Arap
Muhammad Khan. During that time the
position of the Turkoman camp had not
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changed, and the Cossacks gleaned some
hope from the fact that most of the tribes-
men were absent from the camp. On the
third day the warriors who guarded them
bound their wrists in front of them.

They were taken past the deserted Zabor
to a knoll where the Moslem amirs were
gathering around the black tent of the khan.
And the first thing they saw was the head
of Goloto, with the nose and the ears cut
-away, fastened on the point of a spear. Only
by the familiar scar did the two Cossacks
recognize the head of the kuren ataman, on
this spear that held up the outer edge of the
canopy under which the khan sat, on a
silk rug. _

By the side of Arap Muhammad Khan
was the slender form of Nur-ed-din, veiled
to the eyes, and by a flicker of the brows and
a flash of the brown eyes Kirdy saw that she
recognized him. Before the knees of the
Turkoman chief rested the leather chest,
evidently locked, because two warriors were
prying open the lid with spear points.

“Aye, Kirdy,” said the thin Cossack when
they were struck down to their knees beside
the chest, “the sir brothers did not yield.
They took many of the infidels with them
out of the world.”

In fact the eyes of Arap Muhammad
Khan were moody as they surveyed the
chest and a small pile of weapons cast down
near it. His riders had brought back little
spoil and hundreds of them had not come
back to the camp. Many riderless horses,
it is true, were gathered in the fabor—but
these had belonged to his own tribesmen or
to the men of Urgench. All at once his
hands gripped his knees and he leaned for-
ward with an exclamation.

The lid of the chest had come off and he
could look into it and see plainly that it con-
tained a generous amount of sand and
pebbles.

“Y’Allah!” he breathed, and the tribes-
men who had brought in the chest fell back
in dismay.

A tall man was Arap Muhammad Khan,
and he seemed taller than he was by reason
of the voluminous striped kkalat wrapped
around his broad shoulders; his head, too
small for his body, was dwarfed by a high
turban of green silk, loosely knotted over
his left ear. But his black eyes, set close
to the beak of a nose, flamed with rage as
he looked from his men to the Cossack
prisoners.
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Then, fingering the tuft of beard—both
sides of his jaw were shaven—he turned to
Nur-ed-din.

“From thy lips, O Light of the World, I
learned that the precious stones, the amber,
the pearl strings and the emeralds were
placed within this chest by the dogs of
Urusses.”

The beautiful Persian bent her head.

“By the Kaaba I swear that this is true,
O lord of my life, O conqueror—" sub-
missively she spread out both hands. “My
servants watched the little house by the
kurgan gate, whither the Nazarene unbe-
lievers took the wealth of thy dwelling.
The bulkier part was loaded into wagons
and this chest was carried out with care and
bound into place and guarded straitly. All
has been found save this alone.”

“Aye, by the beard and the teeth of Ali—
all but this!” He glowered at her and flung
a command at the anxious warriors, ‘“Tor-
ture the Franks with fire and stay not until
they tell of the hiding of the treasure!”

“Yet,” cried the woman, “leave me the
young warrior. I will try him with words,”
she whispered eagerly, “and by favor of the
All-Wise may I prevail with him.”

Some of the talk Kirdy had caught, and
he put his hand on the shoulder of Witless.

“They will torture you, sir brother. If
I live, they will remember your death.”

Moslem spearmen jerked the tall warrior
to his feet, and Witless lifted his head to
look at them with dignity.

“I thank you, kunak,” he said slowly,
“and even if I am not so wise as other
knights, I shall not yield to them—they will
learn that a Cossack does not fear tor-
ment.” He sighed, clasping his hands. “If
you would ask them to give me a cup of
wine. I am very thirsty and Dog-Face
drank up the last skin we had between us
four nights since.”

In the best Turki he could muster Kirdy
made the request, and the tribesmen mocked
at him, one of them taking the trouble to
spit into Witless’ face. Then Kirdy’s com-
panion was led away, sighing, but with head
high and shoulders squared.

Before his guards could prevent, Kirdy
sprang to his feet and cried out, to Arap
Muhammad Khan:

“That is ill done, O lord of the Turko-
mans. Yak ahmak—the man is afflicted in
the brain and by the law of your prophet

. such are spared pain.”
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“Hai—he can tell us of the hiding of the
treasure.”

“Not hel”

A slow smile stirred the thin lips of the
khan, as he studied the boy’s tense face.

“If not he, then thou.”

Kirdy kept silent. Khlit had arranged
the packing of the spoil in Urgench, and the
boy remembered that he had seen the old
warrior place the finest emeralds and pre-
cious stones in the millet that he carried in
his saddle-bags. The leather chest had been
no more than a blind—a safeguard against
thieves who might steal into the Cossack
camp. Even Ayub had not known that the
chest he watched over so carefully held no
more than sand and stones.

It was like the Wolf to hide away his spoil
where no one would look for it, and where
it would be under his eye. Khlit, too, had
appropriated the three best Kabarda stal-
lions of the khan’s stables. It was possible
that he had won clear of the Turkomans,
. for many of the bands were still absent from
the camp.

Kirdy was nerving himself to face the
torture when Nur-ed-din slipped to her feet
and came to him. :

“O chief’s son,” she whispered, “I have
begged a boon of the khan and that boon
is thy life. Aforetime thou didst spare me
when command was given tQ slay, and we
of Islam remember more than our wrongs.”

Many of the amirs and warriors in at-
tendance had left to watch the fate of Wit-
less, and at a sign from Arap Muhammad
Khan the others went away from the knoll,
exeept the spearman who stood behind the
boy and the swordbearer of the chieftain.
A devout Moslem does not care for his sons
and officers to gaze at one of his women
when she steps from his tent even when she
is veiled. -

The voice of Nur-ed-din was soft and
swift as running water, and her full, dark
eyes were innocent of guile.

“One price the khan must have for thy
life. He must know where the jewels of
Urgench lie hid.”

“I know not.”

For a second she hesitated, her glance
full on him. Perhaps she could read more
than a little of his thoughts, but surely she
could read his face, and she knew that there
was more he could tell.

“Thou art brave, my warrior! Think!
Alone of the Urusses’’—she paused to glance
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fleetingly up the hillside where the scattered
bodies still lay unburied, but attended by
kites and a multitude of jackals—‘“thou art
living. None can hear thy words. What
reason, then, to play the fool? Arms, a
horse and honor await thee in the brother-
hood of true believers. And what is faith—
save the mumbling of priests, and the saying
of prayer?”’

“This,” said the boy sturdily, “is our
faith. We gave pledge to the Muscovite
khan that we would bring him the jewels of
Urgench. These others have kept faith.
Shall I betray them?”

He spoke out of a full heart, but the
shrewd Persian took his words to mean that
he had some knowledge of the khan’s
treasure. :

“Think!” she whispered again. ‘“What
avails it to keep silence now? The emeralds
will never leave the Turkoman land.”

To this he nodded assent, but when he
said nothing more she frowned.

“There are tidings I can give thee. Con-
sider this, O youth of the Urusses. My eyes
are quick, my memory is long. In the
courtyard of Urgench I saw thee ride away
with an old man. Today I have seen that
same warrior.”

“Nay,” Kirdy laughed, ‘“that is surely
a lie.”

“I knew him by the Kabarda he was lead-
ing—a favorite of my lord. Aye, swift as
the black storm wind and sure of foot is
the gray stallion. The old man no longer
had his coat, and a Kirghiz shawl was
wrapped over his shoulders, one corner upon
his head—he looked like a Kurd who had
been plundering in the upper valleys. At
first I did not think he was a Cossack, but
now I remember him.”

“And now?”

“Now he will be searched out and cut
down like a jackal unless we find the trea-
sure. And as for thee—"’ she smiled, pointing
to a dense crowd of Turkomans. From
within the throng rose slender wisps of
smoke. Yet Kirdy heard no outcry from
the place where Witless was being tortured
by fire.

That Nur-ed-din had seen Khlit he
doubted. It was impossible to tell when the
woman was speaking the truth.

“He was searching among the bodies,”
she added quickly, her eyes fast on his,
“turning them over to look at the faces, and
that was not like a Kurd, who would have
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looked only for spoil. I saw him last near
the horse herd, in the e7aba ring.”

She indicated the tabor, and Kirdy felt
his heart sink. It would be like Khlit, who
was utterly reckless of his own life, to come
back to seek out his body. The old Cossack
did not look like one of the Donskoi and
from boots to girdle he had been clad in a
haphazard fashion of his own. Nur-ed-din’s
description of him was apt enough.

He dared not ask if Khlit still had the
saddle-bags, and a quick scrutiny of the
camp and the ridges beyond it failed to re-
veal a trace of his grandsire. But if Khlit
still had the jewels, Kirdy knew that they
could not buy their lives. He had seen the
sullen, brooding eyes of Arap Muhammad
Khan.

“I know naught of jewels or of a hiding
place,” he said.

Nur-ed-din glanced over her shoulder at
her master and then at the group of specta-
tors that had begun to scatter. One of them
shouted something and Kirdy understood
that Witless had died.

“Fool!” cried Nur-ed-din. “To be torn
like that great buffalo over there!”

Biting her lip, she stared at him, at the
taut muscles of his bare arms, the pulse
throbbing in his brown throat, at the dark
circles under his quiet eyes.

No longer was the woman mocking him;
anger and regret struggled within her, and
she sought in vain for words. Against the
barrier of the youth’s silence she could find
no weapon; nor could she break this quie-
tude in which he mustered his strength to
meet the torture.

“Y'Allah,” cried the khan.

this?”

“What is

<2 x  ONE of the wagons in the fabor
ring had been moved out of place

.,/ and through this opening the
“=2"  horses were streaming. Both the
Turkoman and the Cossack knew that they
were being driven, but not by the horse-
guards who were running and shouting, try-
ing to head off the leaders. The half wild
ponies separated and plunged through the
camp while others poured from the wagons.
Some of the horses raced past the knoll,
and for an instant Kirdy wondered if Khlit
had turned them loose to divert attention
from his own movements. But Khlit was
not to be seen within the fabor or near it—
only yawning Turkomans rolled out of their
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blankets or crawled from their half-tents to
see what the shouting was about.

It was the first hour of the afternoon and
most of the warriors had sought shelter from
the heat of the sun.

And then above the drumming of hoofs
the boy heard Khlit’s voice.

“Na kon! To horse!”

At the same time he saw the old Cossack
trot from between two of the black tents.
Khlit was riding one of the Kabardas and
beside him the gray stallion tugged at its
rein and reared, excited by the tumult and
obviously unwilling to play the part of a
led horse. Kirdy realized two things—he
must act instantly and he must reach the
gray horse.

Arap Muhammad Khan and Nur-ed-din
could not see Khlit, but the guard at the
boy’s back had half turned to glance down
at the two splendid ponies. It flashed ~
through Kirdy’s mind that the Turkoman
had heard the khan say he was to be tor-
tured, and so would hesitate before cutting
him down.

Without moving his feet he leaped back
and the spearman staggered. The boy
darted past him and sped down the sharp
slope of the knoll. He had a fleeting glimpse
of Arap Muhammad Khan springing to his
feet, and the nearest emir drawing a scimitar
from his girdle.

A dozen paces and he knew the Turkoman
guard had not cast the spear. Then he
heard the man’s feet pounding behind him.

Khlit urged on his horse and when Kirdy
raced down upon him, dropped the rein of
the gray. Groping under his shawl the old
warrior pulled out the long curved saber and
Kirdy heard it whistle over his head—
heard, too, the thud of steel against bone,
and the heavy fall of the Turkoman who
had pursued him.

The gray stallion reared and Kirdy
reached for his mane. The leather thongs
on his wrist had half-numbed his fingers,
but the plunge down the knoll had set the
blood moving through his hands again and
he leaped into the saddle. He thrust his
bare feet into the short Turkoman stirrups
as the horse started after Khlit’s pony.

Behind him he heard a long drawn shout
from the knoll—

“Yah hai, Y’ Allah, il allah!”

A glance over his shoulder showed him
the Turkomans running for their horses,
and Nur-ed-din standing like a statue before
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the deserted tent of the khan. Another mo-
ment and the two Cossacks had put the
tabor between them and the knoll and the
riderless ponies from the herd were thick
around them.

Out of one of the wagons crawled a
wizened figure that sped to a thin and mean
looking pony that was grazing patiently near
them. By his wide-brimmed black hat and
greasy sheepskins Kirdy recognized Sham-
aki, and thought that the koldun must have
started the stampede of the ponies.

Khlit leaned over and drew the blade of
the saber across the cords on Kirdy’s wrists
without troubling whether or not he cut
through the boy’s skin. It took two good
hands to manage the restless stallion that
neighed with up-flung head and was more
than willing to rm down any riderless pony
that ventured too near.

For a while the horse engaged all the boy’s
attention. He was aware of warriors who
stared in bewilderment at the old Tatar and
the gray-haired rider who looked likea Kurd
and the young rider without cloak or boots
or weapon. By the time the band that had
started in pursuit came up with the watchers,
the Cossacks had passed the fallen pillar
that marked the entrance to the gorge
through which ran the caravan track.

They had a start of five hundred yards,
and Kirdy laughed exultingly as he realized
that the splendid Kabardas were fresh.

They thundered by scattered fires of the
Kara Kalpaks, and Providence so far aided
them that they met no parties of tribesmen
returning to camp through the ravine.
When they came out on the plain beyond
the ridges, they saw that the pursuers had
lost a little ground.

Then the three steadied the horses and
settled down to a long gallop, their eyes on
the heights to the north that formed the
barrier around the Blue Sea.

When darkness clouded the plain a few
Turkomans had drawn up to within two
bowshots of Kirdy and his companions.
Glancing over his shoulder from time to
time Khlit waited until the glow in the west
had faded from orange to a deep scarlet.

With a word to the others, he took his
whip and snapped it down the flank of his
bay pony, and the gray stallion quickened
his pace, unwilling to be left behind. The
matchless Kabardas had been held in until
now, and after five hours they still had a
race left in them. Shamaki had been using
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his whip for the last hour but the gray
stallion was only sweating under the saddle
and flanks.

They entered a network of gullies, and
the Tatar took the lead. Kirdy had heard
the Cossacks say that the conjurer could
see in the dark. If this were not true, Sham-
aki knew the country well. He turned up
a steep trail that led through a mass of
boulders, and turned again sharply into a
sandy ravine where the horses moved silent-
ly. Here he halted to breathe the ponies
and listen with his ear to the ground.

“Come,” he grunted after a while, “we
must be in the saddle. The kibitka is far
from here.”

WHEN they moved on, guided
by the Tatar, Khlit told the boy
what had happened in the last

A= ys.

Thc Lolumn led by Ostap and himself had
been fortunate. It had penetrated the
Turkoman lines, losing only a score of men.
Evidently the tribesmen were not so numer-
ous on that side, and the Cossacks had
reached these same heights, where Ostap
and Khlit were at some pains to hide their
trail. The next day they had come out on
the shore of the Blue Sea. They worked to
the east until they found a bay where fresh
water appeared in a spring among the rocks.
This bay was sheltered, and here they de-
cided to rest the exhausted horses and them-
selves.

They did not know on what point of the
sea they had come out, and to ride farther
along the edge of it would bring them in-
evitably into contact with the bands of
tribesmen searching for them. They had
wiped out their trail in the water and
posted sentries on the ridges around their
camp.

For food they were able to catch plenty -
of fish in the shallow bay. Khlit had found
Shamaki quartered in a hut a couple of
miles from the camp. The Tatar, who had
been traveling two days in advance of the
Cossacks, had seen them riding in the water
and had come to meet Khlit.

Shamaki had heard from passing tribes-
men of the fate of Demid and his men, and
that Goloto had been cut off in the hills.
Together the old warriors turned back to
search for Kirdy’s body. How Khlit had
persuaded Shamaki to accompany him he
did not say; but the boy fancied that the
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Tatar was more afraid of the Wolf than he
was of the Turkomans.

It was Shamaki who learned that Kirdy
was a prisoner with Witless on that last day,
and when Khlit saw the Cossack led out
for torture he sent the Tatar into the tabor
to stampede the horses while he worked
nearer the tent of the khan with the gray
stallion.

CHAPTER XVI

When a Cossack is born a sword is placed at his
side; by it he lives and dies. By the cross in the hilt
he prays and by the shining blade he takes oath.
When the Blue Sea dries up and the Roof of the
World is level with the plain—then the Cossack will
ride over the steppes without a sword.

WHEN the wind began to bite with a
damp, chill touch and they heard
the murmur of a swell on a wide shore close
to them Shamaki dismounted and led his
horse into a stand of dead poplars. Here
was his kibitka, an abandoned wattle hut in
which he had taken shelter. By the strong
smell of wet rushes Kirdy knew that they
were almost on the beach.

The wind rustled the brittle limbs of the
poplars, and the sedge growth beneath, but
a louder rustling made the boy’s skin crawl.
Shamaki, too, halted as if puzzled, and they
listened in silence.

By now the hut was visible—a black bulk
in the gray trunks—and from it came the
flapping of wings and a man’s voice in a
continuous groan. Khlit and Shamaki left
the horses standing and circled the hut
while Kirdy walked to the opening. There
was only one voice, and it seemed to excite
the eagle that Shamaki had left chained in
the shack to a kind of frenzy—until man
and bird became quiet.

“Spawn of the Horned One,” there came
a roar in broken Tatar, ‘“the devil knows
who you are, but I'll send you to greet him.
Just bend your heads and enter—”’

“Ayub!” cried the boy.

“Stand back!” growled the Zaporoghian.
“That is Kirdy’s voice, but are you in your
body? Are you spirit or are you humanr”’

“Nay, here is Khlit and the koldun,
Shamaki. That is his eagle in the choutar.”

A towering form staggered through the
entrance and a massive hand gripped the
boy’s shoulder, and through the shirt Kirdy
could feel the heat of fever. ‘‘Ptitzy Boga s
Vamy! May God send you joy! Hi, old
V\g)lf—Hi, you dog of a Tatar! Truly the
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Father and Son have saved you, for other-
wise it is not possible that you could be

‘alive.”

“How came you here?”’ cried Kirdy joy-
fully, because he had thought Ayub slain,
and could not understand how the big
Zaporoghian had come through the Moslems
with a broken arm. He knew Ayub too
well to think that he would have left Demid
of his own will.

“By the bumtchauk, the standard, little
brother. Only look!’ Ayub reached into
the hut and pulled out the crosspiece of the
Donskoi standard, with its white falcon’s
head and flowing buffalo tails. The pole
had been broken off close to the end, and
Kirdy uttered an exclamation of delight.
For weeks he had watched the white stand-
ard advancing at the head of the column
and he was glad that it had not fallen into
the hands of the Moslems. He remembered
that he had not seen it at the feet of Arap
Muhammad Khan in the black tent.

A grim word of praise from the darkness
showed that Khlit, too, had recognized the
standard~—what was left of it.

“It was this way, my falcons,” rumbled
Ayub, his ready tongue spurred by the fever.
“The bearer of the standard was slain by
an arrow of the Kara Kalpaks and fell
underfoot. God never meant that the dogs
of Turkomans should put their claws on the
buntchauk. 1 dismounted and cut loose the
pole with my saber, so that I could thrust
it under my leg. But when I was in the
saddle again, the saber work was going on
all around and I could not find Demid. I
heard the war cry of some of the brothers
and reined toward them, but they were
Goloto’s men.”

He paused to sigh and moisten dry lips.

“I rode with Goloto into the hills and
only half his men were left in the saddle.
There I parted with him, and the black
devils were all around. I slew a score on
my way to this place—may the grass grow
over them! I thought I saw some of the
brothers riding along this shore. Then I
came upon a boat. My horse had broken
its fore leg and I cut its throat with my-
saber. It was clear to me that God did not
mean that the Turkomans should cut off
my head, because I found the skiff hidden
in the rushes, with a mast and sail in it.
A fox’s hole smells sweeter than that fisher-
man’s boat but it is sound, I think. I was
weary and could not move it into the



66

water, but now that I have slept—where is
Demid?” .

Kirdy glanced at Khlit, and after a mo-
ment the old warrior spoke gently.

“Ayub, Demid had a hero’s death under
the swords of the Turkoman horde.”

Ayub bent his head to peer at them.

“How—what is that? The Turkoman
horde—they could not take the Falcon.”

“They could not take- him,” assented
Kirdy quickly, “he was through their lines
when he turned back to aid his men. He is
dead.”

For a moment Ayub was motionless and
then he did not cry out. With his good
hand he tore at his hair and ripped the sling
from his broken arm. Drawing long, pant-
ing breaths, he clawed at the stiffened mus-
cles of his left arm.

“Give me the reins of a horse!”

In his overwhelming grief the big warrior
wished to mount into a saddle and ride
headlong, wherever the horse would take
him. When he began to run toward the
ponies, Kirdy and Khlit caught him by the
shoulders and, for all their strength, were
knocked aside like children. Then the Wolf
tripped Ayub and Kirdy threw himself on
the Zaporoghian, throttling him until he
grew weaker, and Shamaki, who had seen
him in a fury before, came up from the
beach with a hatful of water, dashing it into
his face.

The fitful strength of the fever ebbed and
Kirdy rose, leaving Ayub stretched out on
the ground, groaning:

“Ai-a, moi sokoli! Here am I—dog,
clown, boaster—I live and Demid the
Falcon is slain., Grant me death, sir
brothers.”

“It is not far away,” growled Shamaki,
who had been looking around for Khlit
vainly.

“He pulled me out of the water by the
scalplock! He took all the gold out of a
castle to ransom me when I was put in the
stocks. Of all that he had, he never took
anything for himself—his word was without
blemish, like clean steel. Never did a finer
ataman come to the side of the White Christ.
All the elder heroes will greet him, and make
way for him at once—they will bid him to
their bread and salt.”

He ceased speaking only when XKhlit
trudged up, bearing a heavy-burden that
revealed itself as the two saddle-bags. He
had hidden them in the sand a short dis-
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tance from the hut, and investigation proved
that the jewels were still safe.

Then, glancing at the stars, he said that
they must join Ostap’s Cossacks in the bay
near-by. '

“Wait, kosheroi!” Ayub held up his hand
and sighed. “Are any left from Demid’s
command?”’

“Only Kirdy.”

““Hai—it has gone hard with the Donskoi.
If we must join Ostap and his men I will not
hang back. But not a Cossack is alive in
their camp yonder. The Turkomans are
swarming over it like bees. Two thousand
of them surrounded the .camp and I saw
the last of the brothers cut down on the
beach when I was searching for them.”

Khlit sat down on one of the saddle-bags
and pondered.

“Then it is clear that we must bear the
jewels of Urgench to the Muscovite Tsar.
We three.”

“May the black pest take the Muscovite
Tsar!” muttered Ayub, shaking his head.
“Nay, there is a devil of sickness in me, sir
brothers, my arm is broken—you have only
two horses. Ride on and leave me here.
I do not wish to go from this place.”

KHLIT and Shamaki talked to-
gether for a while, and then the
==:. Wolf turned to his companions.

“We can .not reach the Jaick
river in the saddle. If Ostap and his men
have been wiped out, the Moslems are on
all sides of us.”

“They will feel our bite before they cut
us down,”” snarled the Zaporoghian.

“This is what we must do,” Khlit re-
sponded thoughtfully. “The last of the
Donskoi are slain; but their word to the
Tsar is still to be made good, their pledge
must be redeemed. We must take the
jewels to Moscow, because we alone know
what befell Demid and our words must clear
him of all blame, Can you sail a boat,
Ayub?”

The Zaporoghian nodded. He had been
born on the shore of the Black Sea, and
many were the raids he had made on Turk-
ish craft in the long Cossack skiffs.

“Shamaki will give us food for our
horses,” Khlit went on. ‘“He will not be-
tray us. But you must go with us, Ayub,
because without you we could not make the
boat trot forward, nor could we rein it back
when it was time to halt.”
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The Wolf and Kirdy had been bred on the
steppes, and even in crossing rivers they had
seldom set foot in a vessel. Kirdy, indeed,
had the Mongol’s dislike of the water.

Ayub paid attention at last, and a fresh
notion seemed to strike him, because he
assured them that he would handle the boat.
Until the stars faded and gray light crept
among the dead poplars, they sat almost in
silence, grieving for Demid and the brothers
who had gone out of the world before them.

. IT WAS noon before they pushed

"7} the boat through the rushes and

<§r wet clay into the water. During

' the morning Ayub and Kirdy

slept in the hut, but Khlit was otherwise

occupied. He drove a bargain with Sham-

aki, taking care to get from the Tatar

the things the Cossacks needed, but not so

much as to make Shamaki less than well
pleased.

In exchange for the two horses and the
saddles ornamented with pearls and painted
leather cloths, Khlit obtained half of the
tribesman’s stock of barley, a goatskin for
water, a small bow and a half dozen arrows
and all the dried meat that Shamaki had
salted down and kept soft between his sad-
dle and the skin of his horse.

Then Shamaki explained to the old Cos-

sack the extent of the Blue Sea, which he .

called the Sea of Crows, and the position of
numerous islands within it,»where the Ta-
tar yurtas or wandering villages to the
north of it might be found.

“The Mankats and Kara Kalpaks are
thieves without honor; they have no tents
except wolfskins—do not go to them. The
Kirghiz have round felt tents that are
sometimes placed on wagons. Go at once
into their kibitka, and you will be well
treated. But when you have left the limit
of their village look carefully on all sides,
because when you are no longer their guests
they may decide to rob you. Akatou, youl-
dask—farewell, my comrade.”

“May your trail be open—may your
hunting be good!” growled Khlit.

He watched Shamaki put his packs on the
flea-bitten pony and mount the gray stallion.
The Tatar was glowing with inward satis-
faction; he had rum grave risks on Khlit’s
behalf, but he had been well rewarded. If
Khlit had driven a hard bargain with
Shamaki the Cossack would have done well
to slay the tribesman, or the Tatar might
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take it into his head to betray them to the
Turkomans.

“T go to the mountains of the eagles,”

- muttered Shamaki, “and you, my friend—

your path lies over the Sea of the Crows.
Kai, it is a hard road.” 3

And Khlit knew that the old man was
homesick for the high steppes where he
could hunt the herds of wild horse and
gather cattle and women about him and sit
in the smoke of his own fire. Khlit, too,
would have liked to go with Shamaki and
winter in the Airuk range. He did not
relish the thought of returning to Moscow.
But there was the treasure, and there was
Kirdy. The old Cossack had resolved that
Kirdy should win honor among Christians,
and now he saw how this might be done.

“Aye, a hard road—in Moscow,” he
answered and Shamaki clucked understand-
ing, riding off on the splendid stallion with
the golden eagle perched on the crupper.

Then Khlit carried the saddle-bags and
the articles he had bought down to the place
where Ayub had said the skiff was to be
found. It was clear to him when he saw it
that the fishermen who lived in the hut had
run off when the warriors began to come to
the edge of the Blue Sea. Fish scales, not
altogether dried up, stuck to the sides of the
boat, and the rushes in the bottom were
still damp

It was rudely made—some ﬁfteen feet in
length, with a mast as long as a lance lying
in it, and a rolled-up felt sail, patched and
tattered.

He filled the goatskin with water and
waited until a fresh breeze began to hum
in the rushes before waking the boy and the
Zaporoghian. Kirdy eyed the boat with
little enthusiasm, and Khlit knew that he
would rather have kept to the saddle, be the
chance of safety however slight.

“Kirdy,” he remarked, “the slain broth-
ers have named you Cossack. You have
learned many things. But in a boat you
have little wisdom. Now we are going on
the blue water, and until we set foot on
earth again, Ayub is to give orders in all
things.”

So the Wolf said, and almost at once he
had reason to regret it. But he had seen
that Ayub was in a black mood, troubled by
sorrow and the devil of illness, and it was
impossible for the Zaporoghian to mount a
horse and ride it off. It was better to let
him have his way unquestioned in the boat
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than to dispute among themselves as to
what should be done.

Ayub glanced at the sky and sald prompt-
ly that they must push the skiff into the
water. After two days of watching from
the heights he was certain that there were
very few vessels at this end of the Blue Sea—
only fishing craft like this—and nothing was
more certain than that the desert-bred
Turkomans would never venture into a
boat. Moreover, the wind served the pur-
pose he had in mind.

So they ran the skiffi down the salt-
streaked strand until, still hemmed in by,
the mesh of tossing green growth, it floated
and Ayub climbed in, to thrust with the
oar until they came out into the clear water
where a slight swell ran. Here he took up
the bar of the standard that he had carried
down from the hut and lashed it near the
top of the mast with rushes. Then he set
the small yard of the sail on the pegs below
it, and, assisted by Kirdy, stepped the mast
in place.

The felt sail flapped around them until
Ayub showed the boy how by pulling on the
ropes at the corners, the yard could be
turned to one side so that the wind filled the
square sail. He himself thrust the one oar
into a crotch at the stern and steered away
from the coast.

Khlit, who was watching for signs of
Turkomans, saw that Ayub did not head
out into the sea, but laid a course that would
take them just clear of the headland that
formed one arm of the bay where Ostap and
“his men had taken refuge.

The wind was freshening gradually and
white water showed here and there. Still
Ayub kept on, until the rocks of the point
were hard on their bow. Khlit saw several
“riders moving out toward them, but these
were lost to sight when they rounded the
headland and the half moon of the bay
opened out.

Here, on the upper sands, hundreds of the
Turkomans were camped. At first they
paid no attention to the boat. But when
Ayub swung on the oar and the skiff pointed
in to the beach they began to shout and run
down to the water’s edge, having seen the
white falcon and the streaming buffalo tails
at the masthead.

Still Ayub steered toward the sands, and
Kirdy glanced at Khlit. Surely, the boy
thought, the Zaporoghian was out of his
head with the fever and the gnawing of

grief. Ayub’s full face was flushed and his
teeth gleamed through his heavy mustache.
Alert and restless, Khlit studied his com-

‘rade’s face, glanced at the shore and the

figures of the Moslem warriors that were
growing larger each minute.

“Let be!” he growled at Kirdy, and sat
back, tugging at his mustache. It was
clear to the boy that Khlit did not know
what Ayub meant to do, but was not will-
ing to interfere with his plan.

The boat began to turn a little more, and
presently they could see even -the eyes of
the tribesmen and the steel points of the
shafts they were fitting to their bows. Then
Ayub ordered Kirdy to drop the rope. The
skiff veered, and Ayub thrust the oar around
until the bow came into the wind.

Seizing the two heavy saddle-bags that
Khlit had placed under the stern seat he
held them up, and called to Kirdy over his
shoulder.

“Tell the sons of jackals what these be"’

Kirdy stood up, laughing, and steadled
himself against the mast.

“Look well, O dogs of Urgench. Here is
the treasure of thy master, O slaves!””

Not content with this," Ayub fished in a
bag until he felt a long rope of pearls and
lifted it in his two hands for all the shore to
see. A shout of rage proved that the tribes-
men had grasped -his meaning, and fifty
bows were loosed. Some of the arrows
hissed into the water near them, and two
shafts struck in the skiff. These Kirdy
afterward cut out with care and added
to their scanty stock. By then Ayub was
willing to adjust the sail and head off
on a long tack that took them clear of the
headlands.

Khlit made no comment except to fill and
light his pipe, and by this token the boy
knew that he rather approved of Ayub’s
reckless venture. At least the mocking of
the Turkomans seemed to physic Ayub’s
sickness, because his- fever mended that
night, although it was many days before the
swelling in his arm went down and many
more before the bone was sound.

DURING that night, while he
lay on his back looking up at the
= glittering firmament of the stars,
Kirdy fell to wondering how
they would fare if the wind should cease for
several days. They were out of sight of
land and the skiff was moving sluggishly
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over the swell—or so it seemed to Kirdy,
who did not know that with the wind over
the stern the little vessel was making good
speed. He put the question to Ayub, who
answered that it was the equinox, the sea-
son of storms.

In fact the wind did not fail them, though
it proved both fitful and treacherous. Ayub
showed Kirdy how to tie the ropes that
trimmed the sail, and how to steer at night
by the stars, picking out the eye of the
Great Bear—as Khlit had so often done at
night on the steppe. -

The breath of the wind became colder,
and Ayub roused himself on the third night
to make Kirdy take his svitze for covering
when he felt the boy shivering at the steer-
ing oar.

“God made me like a medvied, a mountain
bear,” he argued. “There is so much fat on
my bones that even a saber.can not cut to
my vitals. Take the coat because I have
no need of it. Ai-¢, many’s the time I put
it over Demid, the bogatyr, when he was
asleep in the snow. In shape and in voice
you are like him, and you are a master of the
sword as he was.”

Kirdy sometimes wished that Khlit and
Ayub would unpack the saddle-bags and
show him the precious stones of the trea-
sure, but they never seemed to think of the
bags. Once Ayub put his foot on them and
began to 51gh

“What is the good of such things, Klrdy?
They are not weapons, they are not food.
The Tsar will give the best to his women or
put them on his collar or girdle. Then he
will shine, it is true. But that will bring
him no glory. God alone knows what is the
good of a treasure.”

“It is in my mind,” observed Khlit, who
had been listening, “that the Tsar Boris
seeks to gam more than a treasure from our
venture.”

“How, more?”’ demanded Ayub, but the
old Cossack would not say.

On the next day the wind bore them close
to a clump of islands—gray and ridged with
rock and without vegetation of any. kind.
Multitudes of birds clouded the rocks and
rose with clamorous discord when they
drew near.

Ayub took this to be an unfavorable
omen and would not try to land on the
islands, saying that they would find no
water there.

“Yet,” Kirdy reminded him, “the omen
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is not bad. Ravens do not venture far
from the land.”

“If you are so wise,” retorted the Zaporo-
ghian, “tell me where the mainland is.”

“It lies over there,” Khlit said promptly,
pointing to the northwest, and Ayub, who
did not know that the old warrior had been
told of this by Shamaki, grunted in surprize.

And, as Khlit maintained, the line of a
high, rocky coast rose out of the sea. They
landed that day on a narrow beach under a
sheer cliff, and ran the skiff into a nest of
boulders. Removing the mast, they cov-
ered theboataswellasthey could with stones
and the rushes taken from it so that
wandering tribesmen would not see it from

‘the heights.

Before this they had removed the millet
from the saddle bags and bound up the
jewels in two smaller sacks that were,
nevertheless, as heavy as two long muskets.
Their dwindling stock of food and the goat-
skin made a third bundle that Khlit took
on his shoulders. Kirdy carried the bow
and went ahead, seeking a path up the cliff,
his feet bound in strips torn from the felt
sail. He had made himself a cloak out of
the felt, and the remaining portions Khlit
put in his pack—for which they had reason
to be thankful.

The standard Ayub took on his shoulder
and, though he complamed of many things
before they came out of the dry lands, he
would not let the others relieve him of its
weight.

“In time, little brother,” he laughed at
Kirdy, “they will make you a buntchauk
ataman and you will ride under a standard
like this, but that time is not yet.”

But once on shore, he was content to have
Kirdy take the lead. From what Shamaki
had told them they thought they had come
to the extreme north of the Blue Sea, and so
must be several hundred leagues to the east
of the route they had taken to Urgench. It
was a gray land, under a gray sky, and al-
ready the autumn frost was in the ground.
Far to the northwest a range of peaks was
visible, with snow on the caps, and they de-
cided to strike toward these mountains
where they might expect to find some of the
Kirghiz nomads taking shelter with their
herds in the valleys.

It was Kirdy who led them to water on
the second day, and who waited by the well
until he had stalked and brought down with
an arrow a strange looking beast, fat and
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fleet of foot with long ears and the vestige '

of stripes on its skin. Ayub had never seen
such a thing before, but Kirdy assured him
it was a kwulan, a wild ass. They passed
many herds of shaggy horses with bloodshot
eyes—too timid to be approached within
arrow shot. These were the wild horses
of the steppe, and Ayub lamented greatly
that he must needs walk on his feet with
hundreds of ponies keeping him company.
They found at first no trace of men, and
this vast plain rising to the snow range, so
different from his own fertile steppe, filled
him with uneasiness, that did not diminish
when Khlit remarked that the roof of the
world was not far away on their right hand.
" For two weeks they moved over the plain
toward the range that seemed to recede be-
fore them, and at the end of that time they
came upon human beings who had never
heard of Muscovite, Cossack or Turkoman.

CHAPTER XVII
THE WHITE WORLD

FTYHE Cossacks had seen no animals—not

so much as a marmot diving into its
hole—for a whole day, and the leaden sky
concealed the near-by mountain range when
they climbed a ridge and beheld a line of
men and beasts moving on the far slope.
They lay down at once on their bellies and
watched.

Gray as the cloud-wrack were these new
people of the waste land—long gray skirts
flapping against their boots, high black hats
with turned-up brims bent against the gusts
of wind. It was hard to tell men from
women—except that the women carried
both babies and loads while the men stalked
ahead, spears over their arms, leading laden
ponies.

“No Kirghiz these,” growled Khlit.
“Nay, they be shamanisis, devil worshipers
from under the roof of the world. They
bow down to fire and the blood that feeds
their bodies.”

“Well,” rumbled Ayub, “they are look-
ing for a place to camp. We can go to
them and ask for a place at their fire. A
dog would not be turned away at such a
time on the steppe.”

“This is not the steppe,”” Khlit answered
him and shook his head. ‘““The devil people
have pointed teeth, like a wolf’s. And you
are fat as a mountain bear.” :
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“They know that snow is coming,” said
Kirdy, who had been sniffing the cold air.
“Wait!” .

For a while the Cossacks followed the gray
caravan, keeping out of sight behind the
ridge, and when the tribesmen halted in a
blind gully to make a fire Khlit took out the
piece of felt that was left from the sail and
gave it to Kirdy. Then he sat down with
his back to the wind. When the first hail-
stones rattled around them, Ayub missed
Kirdy and the length of gray felt—which he
could have used very well just then. As
the boy had said, it grew darker and the
air became bitterly cold and the hail ceased.
Flakes of snow swirled down, at first a
flurry and then a driving mass that hid
their surroundings from view.

“It is wet and heavy,” Khlit pointed out,
“and the storm will not last.”

Ayub was too uncomfortable to consider
this, until a hideous clamor broke out in the
direction of the camp, and resolved itself
into shouting that came nearer and wan-
deredoff into the storm. Hoofs pounded on
the frozen earth and a pony trotted up with-
out bridle or bit, ridden by a man who was
a shapeless bulk of gray, and headless.

With his mind on devils, Ayub lifted the
hilt of his saber, presenting the cross on the
pommel to the strange rider and was greatly
relieved to see Kirdy’s brown face appear
when the felt cloth was tossed from his
shoulders. The boy had driven up two other
ponies and these Khlit had gone. to catch.

Kirdy wasted no breath in explanation
but Ayub knew that he had stolen up on the
tethered horses of the tribesmen in the storm
and had set loose others than the three he
brought back with him.

And he had made a discovery. The
shamanists were following an old trail that
led toward the mountains—a trail made by
people with camels, who carried their packs
on long poles trailing behind the animals.
These, Khlit said, would be Kirghiz, seek-
ing shelter in the upper valleys.

After making halters out of the leather
cords Kirdy had brought back with him, the
Cossacks mounted the short-legged, shaggy
ponies and set out into the driving snow,
resolved to put as much distance between
themselves and the devil-worshipers as
possible. Only for a short way were they
able to follow the trail by the Kirghiz, but
the next day was clear and they found
themselves fairly at the entrance of a wide
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basin through which a river wound, under
the fir-clad shoulders of the heights that rose
in successive ridges to the black granite
slopes and the glittering snow caps above
the timber line. Here they met animal life
again—deer drifting along the river’s edge,
and hares scurrying through the underbrush.

By the river they came on the yurta of the

Kirghiz—round-faced, smiling people as
plump as the fat-tailed sheep that crowded
the fold in the center of the dome-like felt
tents.

As a matter of course the Kirghiz killed
a sheep in honor of the wanderers.
were grateful for the warning that skaman-
ists were not far away on their trail, but
were in no great hurry to forsake their com-
fortable quarters. For days the Cossacks
slept by the yurta fires, keeping the saddle
bags under their heads and the splendid
curved saber out of sight.

“Those yonder were jackals,” Kirdy ex-

plained to Ayub, “and these be sheep that
wander where the pastures lie.”
+ He questioned the atabeg of the tribe as to
the mountain range, and learned no more
than that the highest peak—the one that
had guided them for the past week—was
Airuk, the Mountain of the Eagles. The
Kirghiz merely shook their heads at men-
tion of the Jaick and Volga and Muscovy.
God had made many rivers flow from these
heights, they said, and if such a plain as the
Cossack steppe existed, it must be at the
end of a long journey from their place.

Kirdy thought that they must keep due
west, under the setting sun, and pass
through the heart of the mountains. Ayub,
who was amazed at the long-haired Bac-
trians of the tribesmen, and at the size of
the towering firs and silver birch that shel-
tered the valley, believed that they had
come out in another quarter of the earth and
would never find their way back.

But Khlit merely grinned and went about
bargaining with the Kirghiz. He had
stripped Ayub of everything of value—a
leather girdle ornamented with pearls and
scroll-work of gold, a red silk neckcloth that
the Zaporoghian prized greatly, and a few
silver images of fantastic beasts—unicorns,
sea-cows and dog-headed snakes—that he
wore about his throat. To these things
Khlit added a handful of silver coins he had
brought from Moscow, and the three ponies.

He and the atabeg negotiated for three
days,and when Kbhlit found that the wife
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and daughter of the chief coveted the string
of silver beasts, he made a good trade. The
Cossacks were given three stronger ponies
with small quilts for saddles, and three enor-
mous sheepskin k%alats that reached from
chin to ankle and covered the tips of their
fingers. Two quivers of arrows were added
and enough cheese and barley to last for a
long time.

a “Look here,” Ayub complained when he
surveyed the goods they had bought, “let
us give them a string of pearls from the
saddle bags, and then they will let us have
a pair of camels and a yurta.”

“Nay,” Khlit objected, “if we let them
see we have jewels hidden they will suspect
we have more and will rob us when we leave
this place. Besides, we can not take one
jewel from the hoard because they are not
ours.”

“That is so,” Ayub a.greed. “They are
the ransom of the Donskoi.”
“We need nothing more,” put in Kirdy,

who had been bred in such country as this.
“Game is on every hand, wood is plentiful,
and no enemies are on the trail.”

“Aye, no enemies but wolves, Tatars and
the ak-buran, the white blizzard.”

“These,” muttered Khlit, “are less to be
feared than the man who sits in the Kremyl
at Moscow.”

So they took to saddle again, under the
Mountain of the Eagles, and Khlit and
Kirdy proved to be in the right, for two
months later the three riders drifted in the
teeth of a snow storm across the frozen
Volga and entered the gate of Kamushink
which was unguarded except by a white
mound over the sentry box.

When they had stabled their horses they
made their way to the house of the com-
mandant, the Swedish Captain VanElfsberg
and, having bowed to him, took their seats
on the stove at once, their padded coats
steaming and reeking of mutton and horses.

All they would vouchsafe in answer to his
questions was that they had come back
from Urgench alone, and were ready to be
taken to the Tsar. Nor would they speak
of the treasure.

.. 2., THE Swedish Captain Van Elfs-
([J berg was accustomed to obey
$2& 73 orders without question. The
el Tsar had instructed him to wait

at Kamushink until the Cossacks returned

and then to escort them to Moscow and to
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take charge of whatever spoil they brought
back, placing the royal seals upon it.

Van Elfsberg was heartily weary of
Kamushink, and decided to set out at once
in three slelghs, taking only his orderly and
the Tatar drivers. It was impossible to
move his two companies over the snow-
bound steppe. And, besides, he had only
the three wanderers to guard. He did not
think that the Cossacks would have jour-
neyed three thousand miles over the desert
and the Blue Sea, torun away from him now.
As to the treasure that was to ransom
them—that was their own affair.

On the second day out he was surprized
and displeased to discover that, although the
Cossacks had not escaped him, they had
run away with him. They had been talk-
ing to the Tatar postilions and the sleighs
were flying over the white plain toward the
southwest instead of to the northwest.

“Eh, Captain,” Khlit said indifferently,
when Van Elfsberg complained, “all that is
true. But tonight we will come to a river,
and upon the ice of the river we will make up
for these two days.”

‘“What is this river, old man?”

“The Don.” *

“Mort de ma viel Are you taking me to
_the villages of the Donskoi? We will have
a hard welcome there, after what has hap-
pened.”

“Nay, we will have a royal welcome.”

“But your dark-faced chieftain and all his
men—-are dead.”

“And in the villages of his people the story
must be told; the bandura players, who are
minstrels, must hear of his deeds—aye,
and the children of the slain heroes will
know of it all.”

Van Elfsberg considered this, with some
doubt.

“The ! Can not that wait until you
have presented yourselves before the Tsar?”’

Khlit shook hishead. Before going there
the bumtchauk must be returned to the
Cossack elders who had given it to Demid
on his setting forth from Kamushink, and—
most important of all to the old warrior—
the elders of the Donskoi must hear of the
deeds of Kirdy. If so, they might give him
a Cossack name, by which he would be
known to all men.

Meanwhile Ayub had seen the perplexity
of the Swede, and leaned forward to clap
him on the knee—the three of them were in
the first sleigh.
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“Allak birdui, sotnik! Are we to go into
the presence of the Muscovite emperor clad
in this fashion with fleas and ragsand sheep’s
grease? They would loose the dogs on us.
You, who are an officer, know that we ought
to wear the regalia of our rank.”

This impressed the punctilious captain
rather favorably, and he only asked of
Khlit—

“You will certainly appear with me m
Moscow?”

He was the: more resigned when they
entered the first clay huts of a large village,
and Khlit led him to quarters in a tavern
and, with a word to the Cossack inn-keeper,
left him to his own devices. The mead was
excellent, the spirits heady and the soup
and sausages and little cheese-cakes struck
the captain as far superior to the Muscovite
fare in Kamushink. He ate heartily, drank,
and slept the sleep of a self-possessed man
who does not quarrel with circumstances.

During the next day he rather expected
to encounter a deal of weeping among the
women and angry recrimination from the
few warriors and the old men of the stanitza.
He was aware that riders were coming in
continually from the steppe—that candles
were carried to the white clay church with
the painted door, and that groups of men
went from door to door. Apparently De-
mid’s people did not sleep at all that night.

Van Elisberg was more struck by the fact
that his bed had linen sheets as white and
soft as those of Sweden, and the hour was
late when he rose and went down to break-
fast, brushing his tawny mustaches, adjust-
ing his cloak to fall over the tip of his long
scabbard and putting his hand on the pol-
ished steel sword hilt.

He breakfasted as well as he had dined in
a room filled with old Cossacks and young,
who wore low Turkish boots and scimitars,
who smoked short clay pipes and greeted
him with grave courtesy, doffing their caps
when he pulled off his plumed hat and
bowed.

“Chlieb sol,” they said—“Our house is
your house.”

Although he listened to their talk, he
could make out only that they spoke of the
atamans and a certain Ak-Sokol who ap-
peared to be a stranger in the village.

Once he ventured to address in his broken
Russian a youth that he thought he had seen
in Kamushink when the Donskoi set into
the desert.
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““Eh, batyushka—it was unlucky, that raid
of your regiment.”

The young Cossack turned and bowed.

“With the forehead, captain. God gives!”
He thought for a moment. “But the jewels
are splendid—how they shine! The emer-
alds are as large as your thumb.”

Van Elfsberg checked the cup he was
raising to his lips, and frowned. The Cos-
sack was unwilling to say anything more,
and the officer observed to himself:

“Well, it is clear that Boris will have to
whistle for his treasure, and that won’t
help my career at the Muscovite court.”

If the three Cossacks had brought jewels
from Urgench across the border, in their
heavy coats or saddle-bags — the
knew how—he did not think the court at
Moscow would ever see those jewels, and he
decided that it would be best for him to say
nothing at all about it.

When he walked from the tavern he heard
singing in the church, and the women who
passed him in the street were not weeping.
Their faces were pale and shadows were un-
der their eyes, as if an internal fire had left
its ashes visible. Van Elfsberg was glad to
find Khlit and his two companions ready for
theroad. He stopped in his tracks when he
saw them.

[3 (The _—!”

Khlit’s spare form was clad in a sable:

stitka; his new boots were blackened with
tar, and his green sash spotted with it. His
kalpak was gray lambskin, and he held in his
hand an ivory baton, the image of St.
George carved in the tip.

“What is that uniform?” Van Elfsberg
stopped a passing Cossack to ask.

“That, Captain, is the regalia of a koskevoi
ataman of the Siech, which is the war en-
campment of all the Cossacks.”

A second glance was necessary to identify
Kirdy. His cap was of white lambskin, the
top red velvet, his boots were red calfskin,
shining with gold varnish. The Swedish
captain gasped when he studied the boy’s
switka. It was pure ermine, girdled with a
green sash, wound around and around his
slim hips, and embroidered with gold. He,
too, held an ivory baton, without ornament.

“And that, your Excellency,” said the
Donskoi, noticing his glance, “is the regalia
of a buntchauk ataman of the Don Cossacks.
We have just given Ak-Sokol the baton.”

Van Elfsberg saw that the splendid head
of the boy, thinned by hardships and suffer-

Falcon k3

ing, was flushed and his black eyes gleamed
joyfully.

“But that is Kirdy, the grandson of
Khlit,” he objected.

“Aye, sotnik,”’ the Cossack at his side
nodded good-naturedly. “Yet now he is
Ak-Sokol, the White Falcon. It is our
custom to give to every man a name, when
he has performed some deed. Since he was
the last to stand at the side of Demid,our
Falcon, and since by his daring the stand-
ard of the Donskoi was brought back to us,
it is right that we should name him Ak-
Sokol. Now he is going to Moscow to tell
the Tsar of the deeds of our ataman and our
brothers.”

IN THE chronicles of the reign
i of Boris Godunov it is related
that three masterless Cossacks

' irom the border were summoned
to dine with his majesty in the Terem one
afternoon and there did relate how Urgench
was captured.

It was the White Falcon who told the
story, stepping into the clear space between
the tables, facing the tsar who sat alone,
a golden flagon in his hand and a pet ger-
falcomron its perch near his shoulder, and the
dwarf Kholop crouched at his feet and
grimacing. But on either side the tsar were
ranged the kambardniks with their silver
axes, and the eyes of Boris Godunov crept
without ceasing from the faces of hischan-
cellors and officers to the throng of the
courtiers and ambassadors seated at the
lower tables.

He seemed not to listen to the narrative
of the boy, yet from time to time he threw
at him a keen question, as to the number of
caravans in the desert, the strength of the
Turkomans and the battle that had endured
for a week.

Often he drank from the cup and when he
did so the throng in the low dining hall with
the carved and gilded wooden rafters rose to
its feet, and Kirdy was silent, until Boris
Godunov signed for him to continue. And
the eyes of the tsar were quick to see who,
among his court, were ready to pay him
this respect and who lagged in obedience.

But by degrees he hung upon the words of
the White Falcon, and even the minstrels
who sat against the wall, feorban and fiddle
in hand, leaned closer, because the story of
the battle was one to stir the blood when
Kirdy told how each leader of the Cossacks
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had met his end. When he had done, the
tsar sat in thought for a minute and then
motioned for one of his doyars to fill the gold
cup and offer it in turn to the three Cos-
sacks, who bowed to him before they drank
and gave thanks after their fashion.

And Boris Godunov drank deep of wine
and spirits, because the shadow that lay
over Muscovy was mirrored in his broad,
lined face, and he had come to his throne by
the murder of a boy younger than Kirdy.

“Out of the five hundred, only three re-
turned,” he said, looking at Kholop.

“Aye, lord,” responded Kirdy.

“It was prophesied that the venture
would end in achievement, and also in
blood shed,” the tsar meditated aloud, re-
calling the words of Shamaki who had fled
from his court.

“Aye, lord.”

“Yet you have brought me no treasure.”

At this Khlit rose and left the dining hall,
coming back almost at once with a slave
bearing his two saddle-bags. When he
reached Kirdy’s side, he cut the lashings and
poured out on the tiled floor streams of
millet in which glittered many-colored
precious stones and clear amber and gray-
green jade, and softly resplendent pearls.

Seeking for a moment, he picked outa
great emerald and placed it on the table be-
fore the tsar.

“Lord Prince,” he said, ‘“here be the
jewels of Urgench, and the word of the
Donskoi is made good.”

Boris Godunov scrutinized the emerald

between thumb and forefinger without .

change of expression.

“It is strange,” he remarked. “So the
matter was foretold—achievement and
death have come to pass at the same time.
Yet it puzzles me. Your grandson has said
that you lacked for money among the Ta-
tars and sold your girdles and neckcloths.
Why did you not take one such stone and
buy camels and horses?”’

“The ransom was not ours. It was
gained by Demid and the sir brothers.”

“By the apostles—they were dead!”

When Khlit remained silent, the tsar
considered them, frowning, and signed to
Van Elfsberg, among his officers, to ap-
proach. When the captain bowed at his
ear, the emperor spoke to him in Latin.

““Sic itur ad astra—such is the rise to fame.
1did not think these savages would prevail.”

The Swedish officer bowed, well pleased
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at the success of the mission—seeing that
Boris Godunov was satisfied.

“These men would not understand,”
went on the tsar. “I care little for this.”
He touched the glowing emerald lightly with
his plump finger. ‘“The wealth of Mus-
covy must be gleaned from its trade. A
route must be opened for our goods, to
Cathay and to India. These men have
dealt a blow to the robbers who have
hindered the trade of my merchants. Sum-
mum bonum—that is the true gain.”

“The wisdom of your majesty is the
blessing of the people.”

“But what shall I do with these three?
They must be rewarded.”

Van Elfsberg pondered a moment, and
smiled.

“If your majesty pleases—they would
make excellent irregular cavalry.”

Boris Godunov was searching with his
eyes the heaps of millet, and the facets of
the jewels that winked back at the candles
on the tables. Of the warriors who served
him he knew little and cared less—it was all
in the hands of the boyars and the foreign
officers. But it occurred to him that men
who had brought him such a treasure could
be trusted near his person——could guard him
from assassins. :

“Your services,” he assured Khlit and
Kirdy who waited patiently before his table,
““are such that we offer you posts in this our
palace. The youth, although not a boyar’s
son, may serve as kambardnik. The old man
may take his place among the minstrels—
food and wine will be his as long as he lives.”

So said the Tsarto the chancellor who sat
nearest, but it was Kirdy who responded,
without receiving an invitation to speak.
He looked once at the boys who stood,
silver pike in white gloved hand, motionless
as statues behind the chair of Boris Godu-
nov.

“Great Prince, it was your pledge that we
should ride free. Aye, and the villages of
the Donskoi should be free. We are little
accustomed to acourt, and we seek to go our
own way.” *

“Well said,” muttered Khlit, under his
breath, as he scanned the line of musicians,
buffoons and jesters that the dwarf Kholop
was mustering in readiness for the enter-
tainment of his master. .

“Since you have reminded us of our
pledge,” said the tsar, frowning, “it is not
needful—"’ he signed to the chancellor.
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“The pledge given by the emperor of Mus-
covy is not to be called into question. You
are free to go when and whither you willl”

“And yet,” pursued Boris Godunov, “the
stout warrior appears to desire mead and
reward from us. To him we offer a com-
mand in the Moscow stedbsul."”’

They bowed to the girdle, their scalplocks
falling upon their shoulders.

“Nay, lord Prince!’ they cried. “’Tis
time to go for those who have the road be-
fore them.”

A thing unheard of at the court of Mus-
covy—the warriors turned and left the
Terem before the repast had come to an end.
, And the wan afterglow of a winter's sum-
set found them plying whip and spur as
they approached the river gate, where
heavily cloaked halberdiers of the strelsui
shivered and beat their arms to keep warm
in the sentry boxes.
= Beyond tire wallls, tirey neived iim to Jeslk
back at the domes and pinnacles in the
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dusk, and the White Ealcon shook his head.

“It is hard to believe, my brothers. Sure-
ly we brought the treasure in our hands to
the great prince, and yet—he sought to
make me a slave, to hold a silver ax. And
he would have set the koshexai attanzanaff all
the Cossacks to eat among the fiidilens”

Khlit glanced at Ayub.

“Eh, he would have made Ayub a ser-
geant of the town millitiiz "

But the big Zaporoghian had no heart for
his wonted laughter, and he had forgotten
his feud with the militia.

“Thhe time will come, sir brothers, in the
white steppe when I will meet Demid’s
spirit riding in the breath of the wind.
Surely he has not left the steppe forever,
and I will listen for the snap of his whip and
his call to me. But behind those walls I
would not have seen himm >

And so the three set their backs on Mos-
cow, spurring forward into the darkness that
covered the plain.

END

OUT OF
HE FOG

ptain Dinglle

Awittwr of “deebp,” “Phe Kmdll of the Horn.” efc.

HE whaling bark Gayhead sat
fatly upon the oily sea. Her
hull was white with salt and sun,
her underbody, as she rolled,
showed green and foul with sea grasses.
She was deep with an enormous burden of

sperm oil, gathered in two years of distant
voyaging; her blunt bows pointed home-
ward, yet the grizzled old heads to be seen
above her scarred and bleached rails at in-
tervals wore the air of sore discontent.
Overhead hung a sky as blue and as
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unthreatening as the eyes of a baby. The
ocean lay glassy to the horizon. It was as

if some giant hand had just poured out a
caldron of molten glass at the instant when
a very gentle earth tremor passed. There
was no ripple to mar the surface, but the
whole vast shimmering plain heaved and
fell to a subtle swell on which the Gayhead
rolled dizzily.

High in the sky a pair of cruising long-
tails flashed their yellow tail spikes and al-
most transparent breasts and wings,
through which the sky seemed to gleam.
No fish life broke the sea’s tranquility.
Dotted around the ship, stretching to every
point of the skyline, masses of golden Sar-
gasso weed alone relieved the blue glassi-
ness of the breathless ocean.

There was a hush, too, deep and sleepy,
except at moments when the old bark rose
and staggered on the top of a swell and filled
the warm air with the rheumatic groanings
of her ancient and laden hull, the hollow
rumble of her idle, threadbare sails, the
rusty complainings of gear, long past the
prime of usefulness. Captain Jethro Scraggs
and old Eph Brower, the mate, sat glumly
on the skylight under the after house, star-
ing out through the stern opening. Eph
smoked an evil pipe which erupted crack-
ling sparks and stank of whale. Jethro’s
eye, from time to time, flickered from the
unpromising sea and fastened upon young
Percival up in the crow’s nest. Jethro had
to crane his wrinkled old neck to catch
sight of Percival, but apparently he felt that
the hope was worth the effort.

‘“Tain’t no use gittin’ a crick in yer neck
gapin’ up thar,” grumbled Eph, blowing
sparks agitatedly. ‘“Tarnal Fire! Yew
kin see es much o’ weather signs down here
es thet thar young squirt kin up thar, cain’t
yew? ’Tarnal Fire!”’

“Percival’s a good lad, Eph, a good lad,”
returned Cap’n Jethro mildly. ‘“He’s

larned a lot since that fust trip he took in .

th’ Gayhead. Mebbe he’ll ketch—"’

“Ketch a breeze an’ haul it down tew us,
I s’pose!” snapped old Eph, waving his pipe
and spilling fire broadcast. Jethro got up
to stamp out the sparks, making no audible
reproof. Old Eph stamped out sparks too,
in somewhat chastened mood.

Under the sparse shade of the midship
gallows more old men sought relief from the
searing heat. The youngest man among
them, except for Percival, the third mate,
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had passed the half century mark long
since. Every one of them had done with
the sea and with hard labor, when, over
five years ago, Jethro summoned them to-
gether and all embarked once more upon a
cooperative whaling venture in the ancient
bark which was to renew every man’s
dwindling resources, give every man a most
welcome sniff of brine again and save Cap’n
Jethro’s bit of worldly wealth from the maw
of shore sharks. And they had prospered.
Things had come their way. This was to be
the very last cruise, and it had been a good
one. The two years had not seemed long,
for the whaling had been easy and regular.
The weather had been kind. Jethro had so
ordered this voyage that the old bark with
her old men followed the warm seasons
around, never once encountering the bite of
winter. Now they were headed for home,
with tryworks cold and hatches on. And
it had fallen calm. The calm had persisted
for many days. The galley garbage hove
overboard by Slippy the cook three days
before still lay on the glassy sea, that part
which had floated.

“Can’t see anything up here, unless it’s
more weed packing in!” Percival hailed
from the masthead, and started to come
down.

“Thar yew are!” growled Eph. ‘“Tarnal
Fire! Dew we wantany young squirt tew tell
us wuss 'n we knows? Weed! ’Tarnal Fire!”

Eph stumped off to his stifling little
berth. Jethro met Percival at the rigging.
Slippy, the cook, emerged from the beef
locker and approached them, wearing a long
face and waving a hatchet.

“Jethro, I jest broached th’ last cask o’
beef,” said Slippy. “You better git busy
an’ do something.”

7 WHAT to do was easier to hope
. for than to advise. There was

: two years with fine weather,
headed for home. There was the smiling
sky, blue and benign. There lay and
heaved the fatly placid sea, garnished with
golden weed, like an ample-bosomed woman
dressed in golden lace and blue silk, a little
greasy from wear. Nothing was wanting
but wind. And wind there was not, nor
any sign of it, in the visible universe. Cap-
tain Jethro called all hands into meeting to
decide upon something for their relief.
That was a law of the ancient Gayhead’s
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old crew, a part of their contract. Jethro
was skipper, Eph Brower was first mate,
Jed Roach second, and so on down the
roster. And, so long as ship’s business de-
manded it, obedience was given them, but
any decision which concerned the welfare
of all was made by all. There had been
some wordy demur about letting young
Percival Furney into the meetings. Perci-
val was only Jethro’s stepson, and the
spouter’s men had plenty of old scores
chalked up against the youngster. But
Percival had shown signs of making good.
Jethro had made him third mate, and he
was entitled to a place at the table.

“Slippy ses we must do something,”
Jethro remarked by way of opening. “Kin
anybody say summat as’ll bring wind?
Stores is low, water too, and—"

“Here we be, dum well gittin’ weeded in,
and all on ’count o’ yewr follerin’ the sun
instid o’ seekin’ wind!” blurted out Seth
Noakes.

Seth had once been third mate, and re-
sented the advent of Percival.

“Yew all liked th’ warm weather,”
snapped Jethro. “Anyways, yew wuzn’t
asked yewr opinion of what hes been done,
Seth Noakes, but what hes tew be done.
Shet up.”

“Free an’ ekal we be, Jethro, free an’
ekal! And yew ain’t goin’ tew shet me up!
Yew fellers—” ‘

“Ef yew don’t clap a stopper tew thet thar
yapper o’ yourn, yew’ll miss a meal, Seth,”
put in Slippy, the cook, banging on the
table with his salt horse tormentors.
“Weeds is bad and calms is wuss, but here
we be, lacking stores and water, and what’s
Jethro goin’ tew do about it?”

“What can he do?” queried young Perci-
val. “He can’t bring wind by whistling,
can he?”

“Who asked yew tew ’dress th’ meetin’?”’
growled old Eph Brower. His short, black
clay pipe sizzled and reeked. “Yewrs
ain’t the kind o’ wind wanted.”

Percival laughed indulgently. These old
men of the sea had been hard masters while
he was learning his lessons in the bitter
school of whaling; but he realized now the
value of the lessons, and felt grateful enough
toward them to ignore their resentment at
his youth.

“Without wind, Eph, there’s only one
thing to be done when water and grub give
out,”’ he said.

7

“Bile salt water and ketch th’ steam, and
ketch fish, I s’pose!” A

“No. Abandon the ship while there’s a
bit of provisions left, and reach the coast
with the boats,” stated the young third
mate with a quizzical puckering of the eyes,
and added, “But Dad won’t do that unless
he’s voted down. Then it’ll have to be
unanimous, and it’s never going to get my
vote.”

The old whalemen standing around the
cabin table swayed to the roll of the bark,
their shaggy heads jutting toward Percival,
their sunken old eyes glittering at him.
Some whiskered jaws mumbled tobacco be-
tween toothless gums. Some few separated
teeth clicked upon pipestems. There was a
rumble of rising indignation as each strove
to find words with which to express ade-
quate opinions.

“Be dummed ef I hevn’t allus said thet
thar young squirt ’s half gallied!” roared
Noel Pease at last.

‘“Bandon ship when thar ain’t grub
enough tew stay aboard wi’?” yelled Jed
Roach.

They glared at Percival, whose grin en-
raged them. It was Jethro who halted the
rising storm.

“Yew ain’t gettin’ us nowhar,” he ad-
monished the gang. “Yew only holler at
Perc’val, but yew don’t make no ideas
yewrselves. Perc’val hes the right idea.
Oh, shet up, do!” he bawled as they started
to interrupt. Banging on the table with a
hard old fist, he told them, “He’s right
when he ses we could make the coast in the
boats. Ain’t yew whalemen? It’s no
more 'n three hundred mile. Thet thar’s
nawthin’ tew whalemen in sound an’
tight whaleboats, is it? Yew kin row till
yew kin sail, cain’t yew? Kin yew do thet
thar in this deep laden bark? No, yew
cain’t. Th’ bit o’ stores and th’ drap o’
water es we hev ’ud see us tew hum in th’
boats, but likely es not they’ll all be fin-
ished afore a breeze comes, and-—"

“An’ lose our ile?”

“Desart th’ o’ Gayhead?”

“Quit while thar’s a mossel o’ vittles or a
drap o’ water left?”

The chorus was noisy and belligerent, but
the sense of it was as harmonious as a chant
of praise.

“That’s my argument,” said Jethro.
“Perc’val ses he wouldn’t vote tew ’bandon
ship, nuther. So here we be. 1 asked yew
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all tew talk it over, and yew ain’t done
nothin’ yet onless ’t is yammer wind es 'ud
do more good on deck. Say somethin’,
somebuddy.” :

“Go on ’lowance!” snorted Jed Roach.

Jed liked his rations.

“Ef wind comes thar’s beef enough
tew—" Slippy began.

Old Eph broke in with vast contempt:

“Thar’s more wind down here, ’long o’
yewr ‘ifs’ than ’d blow us "long hum! Thar
ain’t wind, an’ thet thar’s the hull matter.
Git busy tew fishin’, thet’s what tew do.
And in case fishin’ ain’t good, hev Slippy
sarve nawthin’ but hash. Thet 'l make
th’ beef go further, ’long o’ softened hard
tack. Thar ain’t no call tew yammer
about quittin’ th’ ship, yit awhiles. Sarve
hash, an’ git tew fishin’.”

Old Eph had removed his sputtering pipe
to unburden himself of that long speech.
He puffed fiercely now until the sparks
flew and the rich aroma of whale flavored
plug “once more filled his nose. Eph pos-
sessed the only pair of teeth which met
among all the crew, leaving out Percival.
Those stubborn old tusks stuck nobly to
their duty in holding up his little clay pipe,
but he liked to favor them in the matter of
food. Hash was kindly food. Moreover,
Eph had voiced the ideas of everybody
there, even Percival, who was young enough
to be attracted by the mystery of it as they
were old enough to value the utility.

““Wall, onless somebuddy hes more tew
say, we'll hev tew fish, eat hash and wait fer
a breeze,” said Cap’n Jethro. “Suits me.
Onily don’t git tew grumbling 'mong yewr-
selves about how things ought tew be.
When yew feel es I ought to try the boats,
why___),

“Shet up, do, Jethro!”’ snapped Old Eph,
shouldering through to the companionway.
“Yew old barnacles, git busy fixin’ fish
lines whilst me an’ Perc’val goes over the
side and gits some more barnacles off th’

waterline fer bait.”
@ Gayhead were of the proper fiber.
" They might have vociferated
scathing opinions of Jethro Scraggs, his
step-son, and his tyranny —so they
dubbed his very natural air of command—
but let one of their number utter a biting
criticism on his own account, when criti-

FOR all their noisy grumbling,
those ancient mariners of the
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cisms were not in order, and the rest would
swarm over him like gulls over a dead whale
and metaphorically rend him to hash.

After the meeting in the cabin they
fished. Like silent, broody old crows they
sat around the bulwarks, dribbling bits of
barnacle in the weedy sea. At first each
old man kept to himself, with fisherman’s
jealousy. Later, when no fish had come to
the hook, they paired. When night came,
bringing neither fish nor wind, the old whale-
men gathered in a mumbling, grumbling
party about the tryworks to gather comfort
from company.

Roll, roll, roll! The old bark rolled
until her bell tolled. She rolled until the
sea gushed in through her scupper holes.
And the phosphorescence gleamed among
the Sargasso weed overside like pallid fire.
It was broken by the mad revels of fish,
fighting in its mazes for the myriad sea
creatures that lived there: snails and
shrimps and tiny fish. The weed was
dense. It covered most of the visible sea
at evening dusk. They could hear it now,
caught up in the lazy sheets, the bobstays,
the chains, swishing as it was dragged from
and plunged back into the sea.

“What use is a thumpin’ lay if it never
gits hum?”’ grumbled Amos, thinking of a
little cottage with flowers and cabbages that
he had set his eyes on. * “We might all on
us die an’ drift among this yer weed for
ever an’ ever, amen.”

“Thar’s a million fish a-scrappin’ in the
weed, but nary a one bit on my hook,”
muttered Noel Pease. “And who wants
tew eat hash fer brekfus, dinner, an’ supper
ferever? Slippy don’t make hash like—"

“Yew never et real grub before yew
shipped wi’ me!” cried Slippy. He and
Noel were old antagonists.. ‘“Yew hollers
before yew're hurted. Yew're th’ weepin’
willer es told Jethro yew couldn’t chew
salt hoss becus yew heerd es I give
him a mess o’ canned tripe what I found
stowed away in a locker frum two year ago.
Thought yew ’d come in for a whack, yew
did. A bit ago yew wuz hollerin’ loudest
about what yew wuz goin’ tew do when yew
got hum. Now yew want tew ’bandon ship
an’ throw away a forchun in ile an’ amber-
grease, all on ’count o’ yewr belly as can’t
stand hash three times a day. Yew’re
windy, yew are. But at that yewr wind
don’t do us no good. Yew’re jest a whiff
o’ bad breath.”
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Many of Noel’s old cronies shared his
ideas, but Slippy rather shamed them into
silence. They had, all of them, looked
forward to the end of this voyage. ~All of
them were long past the period when hard
toil nourishes. They had returned to the
sea, and to whaling, after several years of
retirement, and had made good amazingly.
But they were tired. They longed for the
rest, and the peace of a comfortable home
again, and they had earned enough to as-
sure it. When they shared out this full
trip, every man of them would be in easy
circumstances. Even if they lost this trip
they would not be destitute, nor would they
be compelled to go to sea again. But if
they stayed out there among the thickening
weed until the stores and water utterly
failed—

“How about a little harmony, my bold
sailormen?” cried Percival, breaking in
upon the gloomy circle and strumming in-
harmoniously on an old frying-pan banjo.

Percival knew he might expect a cool wel-
come. Those ancients had accepted him,
both because of Jethro and because they
had to admit the youngster had a lot of
good in him which was coming to the sur-
face since his remaking, which was largely
due to their forceful teaching on previous
voyages. But he was still the “young
squirt” to them, and they were of one

mind in resenting his assumption of equal-

ity with them who were so mellow in ex-
perience. But a cool reception had never
frightened Percival. He whanged out a
few crashing discords, and led off with the
whaler’s own song:

““Oh, a ship was all rigged and ready for sea,
And all of her sailors was fishes to be.”

The singer paused very slightly, waiting
for some response. None came, and he
carried out the refrain himself:

“Windy weather, pleasant weather.
Fair winds blow us home together.”

“Fair winds!” shouted Seth Noakes,
stumbling to his feet and leaning threaten-
ingly over Percival. ‘“Yew etarnal young
gallywampus! Ef yew comes a-mockin’
yewr betters wi’ yewr fair wind guff T’'ll—
T’ll tarn yew into fritters an’ fry ’em in thet
thar dumblasted banjo!”

“Ain’t yew got no sense at all, Perc’val?”
chided Slippy, the cook, gently. “Ef yew
could raise a fair wind, now, wi’ yewr sing-

in’. But yew can’t, me son.”

“Th’ young feller’s doin’ a dumblasted
sight better at that than th’ rest o’ yew,”
put in Old Eph Brower from the after dark-
ness. ‘“Tarnal Fire! Ain’t it better tew
sing than tew sulk? Yew carry on wi’
yewr singin’, Perc’val.”

Percival grinned and plunked away on
his banjo. But he sang no more of fair
winds, since the subject was a sore one to
the becalmed mariners. He struck off into
another ditty. ;

‘Twas in the month of February, while in the

southern seas,

‘We anchored on a coral reef, waiting for a breeze.

The captain he was down below, and the crew were
dodging about,

When suddenly we heard a splash, and then
a terrible shout.

Singing—Blow the wintry breezes, blow the winds
heigh-ho!”’

So far there was no response. Rather
there was a darker resentment than before.
But those greybeards contained a sense of
humor deep down under their crusty shells,
and as Percival paused again, ever so slight-
ly, midway of the refrain, there was a dry
cackle of laughter in the gloom and a weird-
ly unmusical but lusty chorus finished the
stanza:

“Clear away th’ mornin’ dew, an’ blow my bully boys
blow!”

BUT there came a time when
even Percival’s singing failed to
arouse any response. Days
wound their blazing course across
a brazen sky. Sargasso weed covered the
sea from rim to rim. Weeks grew out of
days, and old men grew hollow-eyed and
ashen.

“Yew ought tew ’bandon ship ’fore we
starve, Jethro!” one or another would say.

“When yew all vote for it,” Jethro would
retort. ¢

“Don’t give up the ship!” sang out Perci-
val at those moments, and he always had
at hand a pilot chart of the North Atlantic
which he would unfold before the rheumy
eyes of the weakening whalemen. 4

“How many days of calm have we had?
Count ’em up. See here. Already we’ve
had more than the average for this time of
year. Can’t be many more. We’ll have
wind, and then you’ll be glad you had guts
enough to hang on.”

The fish would not bite.

“Too much food for them in the weed,”
Percival explained.
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It never rained. )

“When a squall does come, though, it’ll
fill the tanks in five minutes!” Percival said
with conviction.

“That thar young squirt’s growed up
intew purty much of a man, ain’t he?”
grumbled old Eph, giving grudging credit,
and Cap’n Jethro rejoined reflectively:

“If 't wuzn’t fer him, I dunno but I might
vote tew ’bandon ship myself, Eph. His
lay from this yer v’yage wuz tew set him up
in a good chandlery business, but this yer
ca’'m—Hob’s boots! ’Tain’t nat’ral.”

“This yer lay wuz tew do purty much fer
all on us, Jethro,” said Eph, blowing a
furious cloud of smoke up into the windless
air. ‘““Tarnal Fire! Even th’ fish won’t
bite. An’ Slippy sez—"

“Slippy kin speak fer hisself, Eph Brower.
Thar’s grub, yet,” burst forth from Slippy,
beneath the open skylight. “’Tain’t Slippy
who’ll vote tew ’bandon ship.”

ONE day Cap’n Jethro caught
sight of a dark break in the mo-
B notonous gold of the weedy sea.
WX He was getting nervous, for the
crew had relapsed into ominous silence.
They did not even grumble. Jed Roach
had put his boot through the banjo in a dark
moment after Percival had sung through
to the bitter end “I'll Go No More A-
Roving!” Percival still sang, but there
was less spirit in his singing. Jethro clam-
bered up on the skids with his spy-glass and
focused upon the distant speck.

Of late the Sargasso weed had been mixed
with heavier growth, of loose kelp and broad-
leaved bottom plants. Bits of driftwood,
too, and old men might begin to imagine all
manner of things in the Gayhead’s predica-
ment. Every one of the old spouter’s
crew had heard weird tales of the Sargasso
Sea. They had been whalemen when such
tales were believed implicitly by every
sailor afloat. They all knew how ridiculous
such stories were, because all had sailed
through that part of the ocean a score of
times. Yet they might be impressionable
still. The sight, for instance, of a sheer
hulk drifting. Jethro felt a bit uneasy him-
self as he slowly swung his glass to pick up
that dark break in the weed. He got it,
and in a moment his lusty bellow brought
out the old men running.

“Steamer ahoy! Eph! Jed! Perc’val!
Here’s a steamer. Git out th’ signal flags
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and make up a h’ist asking fer provisions.
Git a move on yew. She ain’t going tew
cruise around in this yer weed no longer'n
she kin help.”

From rails and skids and rigging the old
whalemen peered against the sun glare.
There was a steamer, sure enough. She
steamed slowly, as if low-powered and
hampered by the weed. But she grew to
the sight, and her smoke was something to
cheer a sailor. In the dead air the Gay-
head’s signals hung flaccid and indistinguish-
able, until Percival swarmed aloft and fas-
tened a stick along the fly edges of the flags
and made them stand out flat against the
blue sky.

“Is she alterin’ course, Eph?
guess she sees us?”’ muttered Jethro.

The steamer stood clear in every line and
color like a picture plastered against a yel-
low and blue background. But she gave no
sign that she saw the old spouter.

“Yew might es well give her th’ urgent
signal fust es last,” grumbled Eph, his old
pipe drooping from between the only two
teeth that met, and crackling with the
fierce heat maintained in its charred bowl.

“Send up the N. C., Jed!” Jethro ordered.
‘“‘Haul down that other h’ist. No use askin’
for provisions. Tell him we’re in distress,
and need assistance. What d’yew make
her out tew be, Eph? Furriner?”

“She ain’t flyin’ no flag.” Eph glowered
after the steamer, which was slowly passing
on, five miles away. ‘“That sort don'’t.
But I'd know her again, in a thousand.
Dumblast her b’ilers! Look at her go!
Her wi’ her fo’mast set right on the focsle,
and her stinkin’ smoke pipe stuck right over
th’ cabin! ’Tarnal Fire! She’s passing by
th’ N. C. es sure es yew’re born, Jethro!”

“Stick out thet thar signal straighter,
Perc’val!” bellowed Cap’n Jethro. ‘She
cain’t see it plain, maybe. Stick it out,
lad!”’

The steamer passed on, while twenty-
four silent old men stared incredulously
after her.

“Thar she goes, dumblast her!’ swore Jed
Roach, slamming his greasy old cap to the
deck and grinding it under heel. ‘‘Hope
she sinks!”’

“She passed by the N. C.!” stammered
Jethro.

“Yew can’t mistake her, nuther,” shouted
old Eph, shaking a knobby fist after the
offender. “Thet thar fo’mast, and thet thar

D'yew
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smoke stack!
it!”

“Aye, ef we ever gits hum!” muttered
Amos, bowed and broken.

“Don’t give up the ship, lads!” cried
Percival cheerily. Jethro tried to compass
a smile, but it was watery and wavering.
“There will be other steamers,” Percival
went on. ‘“And you old whales ought to
know that there’s rain and wind back of
that eastern sky!”

Every aged head turned to the east.
Then every dim eye turned upon Percival.
In the eyes of Jethro, and, less sponta-
neously, of old Eph, thankful approbation
gleamed; but in the eyes of no other, for the
eastern sky held no promise of wind or rain.

We 'l make her name stink,

If anything, the golden weed that prisoned -

the bark was packed thicker in that direc-
tion than in any other.

“Thet thar’s a dumblasted bit o’ fancy!”
grumbled Eph, tamping down the tobacco
in his pipe and setting it alight afresh.

“Aye, and bless th’ lad for it!” rejoined
Jethro, earnestly.

That night the old whalemen themselves
demanded a meeting, and the abandon-
ment of the Gayhead came up again, this
time with almost unanimous support.
Jethro sat silent. The idea of leaving his
cherished old ship to die out there in
the weed choked him. He fixed his gaze
upon Percival, hoping for—he didn’t know
what.

“But I tell you there’ll be a change!”
Percival insisted.

“Aye, when every mossel o’ vittles is et!”
retorted Seth Rowe.

“Yew an’ yewr changes!” growled Noel
Pease. “Who set yew up tew be a weather
shark?” Noel grew hot. “Why, ’t want
but a baby’s breath ago es Eph spanked
yewr pants good atop of a sparm whale’s
carkiss!”

“Thet thar yammerin’ don’t help us none,
Noel Pease, so shet up!” snapped Jethro.

He wanted to back the youngster. He
hated to think of quitting. But there really
was no sign of any weather change,
and he knew Percival was putting up a
brave bluff, which might not stand ‘against
such growing surliness as Noel Pease had
acquired.

“Sence yew don’t ’pear tew hev no mind
o’ yewr own—"

“Who sez we ain’t?”’ demanded Amos,
whg wanted to go home.

“— T say let’s give Perc’val’s weather
ontil tomorrer noon tew show up. Then
ef thar ain’t no change, we’ll git up an’
git out.” ,

‘’Tain’t so dumblasted sartain es we’ll be
able tew shove a boat through the weed by
tomorrer,” grumbled Seth Rowe.

“And another day’s rations’ll be et wi’out
gittin’ us nowhere,” Amos muttered.

Old Eph Brower thumped the table and
bellowed into the gloomy faces:

“*Tarnal Fire! Yew old barnacles ought
tew be in a old men’s hum, ’stid o’ whaling!
One v’yage yew grumbled ’cause 't was cold.
Now yew growl because ’t is warm and sun-
shiny. Yew ought tew be ’shamed tew look
thet thar young feller in the face. Yew’ll
take yewr lay smart enough arter yew bring
the ship hum all on ’count o’ Perc’val’s
believin’ in Jethro’s luck. ’Tarnal Fire!”

EARLY the next morning a rain
\\\ squall made up out of the east,
%‘L and Percival wore a perky air as
- .
the old men rigged water catches
to secure the precious fresh water. The
wind that brought it down upon the whale-
ship was so fresh, so blusterous, that Jethro
yelled out to square the yards to it.

“Come, bullies, stamp an’ go!” yelled
Percival, flinging down the gear and catch-
ing hold of the main brace. ‘Here’s your
wind!”

“Ting-a-ling-ling for the Virgin Mary,
Ting-a-ling-ling for the Virgin Mary,
Square main-yard Johnny Angletairey
Early in the morning!”’

And, amazingly, there was a response as
the yards swung round.

“Hooraw, up she rises! Hooraw, up she rises!
Hooraw, up she rises early in the morning!”

“Three cheers for the Bedford lasses,
Three cheers for the Bedford lasses—"

The wind died as suddenly as it had come,
and the rain roared down as straight as
lances, making steam and thunder of ship
and weedy sea.

“When th’ wind’s afore th’ rain,
Soon ’twill die to ca’m again!”’

Eph Brower roared disgustedly as he bade
the hands ’vast hauling.

“Leave them braces. Git tew ketchin’
th’ fresh water. That’s summat es is sure,
anyhow.”
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<2~ NOON came. There was no

: more wind. The ship and the
B . sea and the sky remained as if
£ painted there in eternal pigment.

“Wall? What do yew all say?” asked
Jethro when the jangle of eight bells died
on the dead air. E

“Oh, they won’t quit!” cried Percival.
“There’s water to last a month now! And
where there’s one squall there’ll be others.
Why, there’s one now!”

Percival sprang up on the rail and stood
on the skids. He had no hope of squalls,
but he did hope to gain time before the dis-
mal idea of abandonment was carried into
effect.

“Thet thar young squirt is lyin’ ag’in,”
stated Amos sullenly. ‘“Thar ain’t no
squalls in thet thar sky, an’ wall yew knows
it, Jethro Scraggs! I votes tew—"

“Look! Look yonder!” yelled Percival.

And they saw him capering at the main
rigging, arm outflung, pointing away to
where the golden weed seemed divided into
a lane of blue, as if by some subtle current.
They peered, too, for any break in that
deadly weed was devoutly to be hoped for.
There was no wind, or sign of wind; but in
that blue lane rolled and lazily spouted a
glossy black bulk that every old whaleman
recognized.

“Blo-o-ow! Sparm, tew! Blo-o-ow!”
the murmur swelled, and life came into list-
less men, though none rightly knew why,
since the ship was full.

“There’s beef for us, bullies!”” yelled Per-
cival, and they knew the source of their
sudden interest at once.

“Ain’t no boat goin’ tew git through that
weed,” Amos complained. ‘

-~ He had been eager to try for the coast
with a boat not long before.

“Sure we can get through!”’ shouted Per-
cival. “Shall we lower, Dad? There’s
meat rolling loose out there.”

“Ef yew do yew kin try yewr luck yewr-
self,” growled Jed Roach with a nod of un-
derstanding at Amos.

“That’s the stuff,” grinned Percival, still
looking to Jethro for orders.

The old whalemen gazed thoughtfully at
the distant cachalot, rolling lazily over and
over in the blue lane, tossing heaps of golden
Sargasso weed broadcast whenever his
flippers swept from the water. Even those
men who had been most insistent on at-
tempting the boat trip now doubted that
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any boat rowed by men could traverse that
deadening barrier. Jethro doubted it. Old
Eph doubted it. But good red beef lies
beneath the blubber of a sperm whale, and
good red beef meant all the difference be-
tween holding on to or letting go of a for-
tune, since rain had given them water.
“Lower away one boat, and yew try yewr
luck es Jed says, Perc’val,” Jethro ordered.
“Now then, yew whalemen. Them as is
tew old kin stop aboard. Four o’ yew men -
es kin pull an oar git intew thet thar boat.”
Four old men fought through four times
four to get into that boat, and Percival tried
to hide the grin that stole over his cheery
face as he caught Jethro’s whimsical eye.
Then the boat pulled away, her ancient
oarsmen making a manful effort to share
their youthful coxswain’s ardor. They tried
to join in his swinging song, but somehow
their oars refused to swing with the tune.

“Terbacker, oh, terbacker, oh, th’ whaler loves ter-
backer, oh,
So airly in th’ mornin’ th’ whaler loves his ’backer
h

oh.

Th’ bottle, oh, th’ bottle, oh, th’ whaler loves th’
bottle oh,

So airly in th’ mornin’ th’ whaler loves his bottle
oh.”

Cap’n Jethro and old Eph Brower
watched them from the boat skids. They
saw the courageous old seadogs struggle
against weariness and weed. They heard
the hoarse old voices quaver forth the swing-
ing song and gradually lose rythm. The
boat scarcely moved. Oars dipped and
came up loaded with a dragging burden.
But in that first splendid enthusiasm of
young Percival the boat made progress,
slow as it was, and the weed closed behind
it. Percival’s voice soon carried the song
alone. He was seen to change places with
a tiring oarsman, and carry on still singing.
He changed again, when the new steersman
was rested, letting another old man rest at
the steering oar. Soon after that his voice
could no longer be heard from the bark;
but every man could still see him as he
gentled and encouraged his beaten crew
to carry on. The whale lay like a half-tide
rock with the weedy water laving it, rising
and falling as if under the urge of a subtle
swell not yet generally apparent.

“Seems es if th’ weed hes shet in 'round
thet thar whale,” said Eph. “Mebbe they
Il git fast tew him. ’Tarnal Fire! D’yew
see that, Jethro?”
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Jethro had been peering across the weed
to the eastward where the yellow surface
was heaving slowly and where a dozen
threadlike blue streaks opened through the
mass.

“What?”’ he asked, turning.

He picked up the now distant boat.

“Hob’s boots! Is thet thar whale sound-
ed?” he stammered.

“Sunk like a dipsey lead!” grunted Eph.
“Now stand by tew hear summat when
them old barnacles gits aboard wi’out their
beef! What d’yew s’pose they’ll hev tew
say tew Perc’val?”

“If the east’ard sky ain’t lyin’, Eph,
thar’s a breeze comin’. Mebbe thet’ll
pacify ’em.”

But the breeze was slow in coming. It
was there, certainly, but shy. The chief
hope lay in the fact that the weed was al-
most imperceptibly moving, and breaking
up into patches. There was a strong swell
under it, too, which began to roll the Gay-
lead giddily. The same swell passed out
beyond -the motionless boat, tossing it
among the breaking masses of golden fetters.

Those on the bark saw the boat slowly
turn under the impulse of Percival’s lone
oar. It headed shipward, but scarcely
moved. It was not hard to imagine the
condition of those old men, beaten in body
and spirit, kept going by the sheer ob-
stinacy of young Percival Furney who was a
bad memory to most of them.

“Brace the yards for port tack, Eph,”
said Cap’n Jethro, turning from watching
them with troubled eyes. “Soon es thar’sa
mossel of wind we’ll stand down toward
’em. Mebbe we won’t need thet thar
whale meat arter all. ’Tis a fair wind is
coming.”

“Aye, what thar is of it!” snorted Eph,
driving sulky old men to the braces.

The weed-trammelled sea heaved more
steeply, but the wind did not come. The
boat battled desperately but almost hope-
lessly, twisting and backing among the
slowly moving heaps of tangled stems, seek-
ing blue lanes which closed tantalizingly as
soon as they were made. At dusk, the Gay-
head’s sails swelled to a gentle air no harsher
than a sigh, and the helmsman tried the
wheel for the first time in many days. It
was too soon for the ship to answer. The
barely filled sails could not yet move her
through the heavy entanglement, and until
she moved she would not steer.

“Never mind,” Jethro said. “Try her
as she gets the breeze. And Eph, yew hev
a lantern ready tew hang in the riggin’.”

Darkness came, and the breeze blew fresh
from the east. The old bark turned her
blunt bows against the weed and steered
toward the point where the boat was last
seen. The wind strengthened, and the
weed was torn apart. After an hour, a thin
voice called out of the night, and the bark
turned toward it, backing her mainyards
and coming to pause.

“Heave us a line!” Percival shouted, and
he sounded half strangled. il

“Cain’t yew pull ’longside?” thundered
old Eph irritably.

“We ’re hanging on to a busted boatl”
came the answer.

The whale had come up under the boat,
and even those old men, to whom whaling
was second nature, could not save their
craft from capsizing. And the whale’s
flukes, in sportive salute, converted the
boat into scattered planks as he sank again
to seek another egress from the weed.

The crew were half drowned‘and wholly
beaten. The men who had remained on
board looked after them. Jethro issued
generous rations of his scanty store of rum.
And Percival, once he realized that the
bark was speeding homeward before a fair
wind, recovered his cheery optimism and
laughed at the hard things that were said of
him.

There were some of the old whalemen
who knew how much they owed to young
Furney’s sanguine spirit. But they rea-
soned that it was bad policy to overpraise
youth. Those who refused to see good in
Percival were so elated over the swift
progress of the Gaykead toward home that
they ignored the young third mate as they
ignored the food shortage. Slippy’s hash
tasted good, although it lacked onions and
was utterly dependent upon whale oil for
frying grease.

So for two full days the Gayhead flew.
Buoyant as a cork, for all her lading of oil,
she tossed the miles astern and flirted sau-
cily with the colder seas near the coast.

“Make land tomorrer,” remarked Jethro,
coming up beside Percival after pricking
off his noon position.

“I’'m glad the old chaps’ll save their
lay,” grinned Percival. ‘“They’re getting
old, Dad. They never said things about
that steamer that gave us the go-by like
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they said to me about the stove boat. It’s
time they got home.”

“They’re purty old men tew be whalin’,
Perc’val. Purty old,” said Cap’n Jethro
quietly. “But they’re purty good old men,
too. We been together a long spell, lad.”

“Oh, I don’t mind ’em,” retorted Perci-
val. “They taught me all I know that’s
worth while. I’'m only sorry I didn’t get
the beef for them, that’s all.”

“Don’t yew worry about thar beef. Hash
won’t hurt ’em for a day or so longer.”
=
g middle watch, it died, and a light

fog drifted athwart the stars.
When daylight should have come, the fog
was like a gray shroud, and out of it came
the sounds of gropmg shlppmg

“Jest a breath o’ wind, now, and hum we
go,”” said Jethro hopefully Jed Roach had
taken a sounding, and showed the arming of
thelead. The Gaykead was very near home.

But no wind came that day. Nor the
next. Every few hours some great steamer
would sound her warning out of the gray
invisibility, hear the croak of the whaler’s
pump-horn, and pass on indifferent to the
fog. But there was no power to give the
Gayhead motion. The old men lost the
vitality that had supported them during
the past two days. The chilly fog seeped to
their bones. Slippy’s hash was an abom-
ination.

“Ef we don’t git in tomorrer, yew won’t
hev tew eat no more of it,” Slippy told them
grimly. “Sopped hard tack’ll be good for
a change.”

Percival started them fishing. Remem-
bering their experience in the Sargasso
weed, they cursed him gently and left him
tofish. He caught a small cod, and interest
grew. Other lines whizzed over the rail,
into the sea which was audible though but
vaguely visible. It gurgled at the chain-
plates, and the square stern sat flatly into it
at times. Great strings of cobwebby fog-
beads began to grow in the rigging. But
fish had been caught. Slippy was already
greasing his frying pan. Fire crackled in
the stove.

“Keep thet thar foghorn goin’,” said
Jethro, sniffing the appetizing reek from the
galley. “Don’t forgit thar’s steamers
a-stormin’ through this yer fog. Hear any-
thing, Eph?”

AT MIDNIGHT the wind fell
light. At eight bells in the

)
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Eph sucked at a cold pipe. His grizzled
old head was thrust forward. His brows
were drawn with puzzlement.

“I heard thet last toot, but nawthin’
sence. Seems es if thar’s some’at movin’
out thar, though.”

Jethro listened. There was the cold
flopping of another captured cod on the
decks in the fog, and a toothless cackle of
childish boast.

“Bring in yewr fish, m’ lads!” yelled
Slippy. “Who ’s fust for a fried cod?”

“Shet up!” cried Jethro, irritably.

He was hearing something not concerning
fish.

“’Tarnal Fire!” roared Eph suddenly,
and gripped the skipper’s arm. “Look
thar! Look out fer yewrselves, fellers!”

The fog swirled. And out of it crept a
black, lean shape. A tall, sharp stem rose
up above the gaping whalemen, and in an in-
stant crashed into the Gayhead’s side. The
old bark reeled. Her startled old men
clawed for support, staring up at the mon-
ster. A few voices came from somewhere
behind the tall stem, cursing the sailing ship
in harsh gutturals. There was the grumble
of reversing machinery, and slowly the
stem backed away. The Gayhead came up-
right again.

“Hey, yew’ve cut us down!” yelped
Amos, shaking a futile fist.

““Git out the boats, and shet up!”’ roared
old Eph. ‘“Tarnal Fire! Look at thet thar
fo’mast, stuck right on th’ fo’cs’le! And—"
the steamer turned broadside, the fog
drifted less densely for a moment— “look
at thet thar smoke stack! ’'Tarnal Fire!”

“Shet up and git busy!’ roared Cap’n
Jethro.

He was already peering over the side at
the gaping wound left by the steel stem.
Jed Roach was fumbling overhead under
the skids, trying to drag out a harpoon
while keeping his eye on the dissolving
shape of the steamer, swearing horribly.

“She’s leavin’ us tew drown!” gasped
Amos.

“Yew won’t drown!” retorted Percival.
“Drown? With three good whaleboats
handy? Lend a hand here, old man. You’re
a long way from dead yet.”

“Try the pumps, Eph » bawled Jethro.
“Here’s a breath of air, stirring. Mebbe
she’ll float on the ile. Try her.”

“Thar’s summat goin’ on aboard thet
thar pirut steamer,” said Eph.
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There were sounds. Cries and curses.
Then a siren boomed out a desperate note
as if the cord had been tied. A few shrieks
of long disused tackles sounded, and a con-
fusion of voices.

“Tryin’ tew git boats over.
hurted herself!” decided Eph.

“Help! Help!”’ pealed through the thin-
ning fog.

The air grew to a breeze, and the Gay-
head’s sails filled. A gang of old men
worked at the midship pump, and water
gushed out. The bark moved forward.

“Yew go tew , yew all-fired pirut!”
screamed Amos, shaking his fist at the
cries for help. “Yew left us tew starve
and yew cut us down an’left us again! Go
tew lige

“Will she float, Dad?”” asked Percival anx-
iously, holding on to his boat falls when the
boat was almost at the water.

The cries out there in the fog were silenced
for a moment, and there was a sobbing roar
of escaping air and steam. Then men’s
cries broke out anew—cries of men in the
water, struggling for life.

“Yew go an’ git them critters,” said
Jethro, grimly. ‘“Our boats’ll float ef th’
Gayhead don’t, an’ we cain’t leave feller
critters tew drownd, Percival. Yew go
ahead.”

“Let ’em drownd!” grumbled the old
men toiling at the pumps. '

“Save ’em and make ’em pump,”” suggest-
ed Jethro, satisfied that he could carry the
bark home if the breeze held fair and not
too fresh.

Percival was already unhooking the
tackles, waiting for a crew. The thought
of pumping the ship home and the possi-
bility of having somebody do it for them,
sent men tumbling into the boat. Another
boat was manned and lowered too, for the
pumping was no joke. It was not certain
that the bark would stay aﬂoat either.
It was just a hope.

It was a dismal gang of queer seamen that
the whalemen dragged out of the ocean.
The change that came over them the mo-
ment they stood on the deck of the Gayhead
was astonishing. They seemed to feel safe
at once, though the gushing water from the
pump-lip was no evidence of security. The
Gayhead’s men received them ungraciously,
making room for them at the pump handles,
which the rescued men refused to accept.
A big, hairy man who appeared to have

She must ha’

authority, carrying a dripping oil-skin
package under his arm and guarding it ten-
derly, drew Jethro aside as soon as he de-
cided who.was skipper. What he said did
not reach beyond Jethro’s ear, but Jethro’s
answer did.

“Thar ain’t no passengers nor no price,
Mister! Yew cut us dewn, but yew wuzn’t
tough enough tew sink an old spouter full of
ile casks bung full. Thar ain’t no grub in
this ship, an’ mebbe we’ll sink afore we git
her hum. But yew kin pump yewr pas-
sage.”

The hairy man bent down and muttered
something into Jethro’s ear again.

“Yew’ll go intew our hum port,” said
Jethro. “Ef yew don’t like thet thar, yew
kin git back intew the water.”

The old bark sailed sluggishly, but she
had not far to go when the fog cleared and
the breeze blew true. Men pumped; some
sang, some swore; but all pumped.

“Mizzouri she’s a mighty river,
Awa-ay, yew rollin’ river.”

The whalemen sang, led by Percival.
The steamer’s men swore, needing no lead-
ers. That night the shore lights winked
welcome. Jethro came on deck, hearing
loud cries. Two boats were gone, and old
Eph was smoking unconcernedly at the
port rail. -

“Yew let ’em take our boats?” stam-
mered Jethro. Eph grinned and started his
old pipe to crackling.

“Yew’ll hear ’em comin’ back in a minit,”
he said. “I lifted out th’ plugs.”

“What d’yew s’pose thet thar steamer
wuz, Eph?”

“Dunno. Some sort o’ pirut, though.
They offered tew buy them two boats—"

“Hey! Throw us a line. We're sink-

!” yelped a terrified voice. Two boats’
splashed frantically toward the bark, and
the old men threw lines to them. Then a
gang of threatening men stormed over the
rails and advanced upon Jethro. Noel
Pease and Jed Roach silently thrust forward
the murderous blades of two harpoons, and
other old men reached to the racks for
weapons. The steamer’s men fell back.
Obedient to an order, they clambered down
into the steerage, under the main hatch, and
cursed from that place of comparative
safety while the gurgling of the water
among the casks in the hold gave them food
for thought.
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THE Gayhead swam slowly into
m,ﬂw her home harbor with the port
M doctor’s boat alongside and, at

. the doctor’s suggestion, the police
flag fliyyingg. So she came to rest alongside
an old, weedy wharf where the water was
not deep enough for her to sink. And
while the customs men rummaged her pet-
functorily and ancient whalemen dressed
up to go ashore, Cap'n Jethro, Eph Brower,
Percival, and Shppy, the cook, sat around
the table in the cabin and gammed ear-
nestly.

“Some sort o’ smuggling, they steamer
fellers hed been up tew,” said Slippy, vague-
ly. “Dope or somethin’. The police told
me thet’s a vessel they’ve been arter for a

long time. Kmnowed her es soon es I ’scribed
her. Mebbe a bit o’ reward, too. Never
knows—"

“Newer mind rewards, Slippy. What
d'yew figger tew do wi’ yewr lay? Perc'val’s
all fixed up thet he wants tew hev a store.”

“I'm going to see about it now,” said
Percival, clapping on a hat and stepping
into the companionway.

“Wall, how about us?” proceeded Jethro.
He settled back in his chair, lit a cigar, and
gave a tilt to his cap.

“Yew knows my mind,"” said Eph. “Lay
th’ Gayhead up soon’s she’s unloaded, right
at the end o' this wharf Where she lay afore.
She’s all th’ hum I want, Jetiwm”

Adventure

“You, Sligmy?”*

“I don't want no Snug Harbor!
happy here”

“Then us three'll stay by th’ ship, an’ if
any o’ the others ever wants tew sniff whale
for a while, thar’'s room fer ’em all. We kin
all live aft, snug an’ hamdly.”

Three old men sat wreathed in smoke,
buried in memories and dreams. The
pumps clanked, but a hired shore gang did
the work, and soon the cargo would be going
out. It was a rich old interior they sat in.
At a previous date a.bit of left-over pink
paint had been slapped around the mast.
It was smoky and faded, but it gleamed
still through the foggy reek of tobacco like
a pleasant weather cloudlet through storm
wrack.

“Hev tew clean her up an’ paint her, I
s’pose,” mumbled Eph.

He had been a good mate, and good mates
have their minds ever upon their work.

“M-m-m-m!” grunted Jethro.

He was far off in a land of dreamy ease.

“Cain't yew never drap work?"” grumbled
Slippy, the cook.

“How about white wi’ blue panels?” per-
severed Eph. Jethro's cigar dropped from
his relaxed lips, and he sighed blissfully as
his eyes closed.

“Puink, Eph. Paint ’er pink!” he whis-
pered, and Slippy’s rich-toned snore joined
his in emphasis of the momentous decision.

I been
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WAGON drawn by two elderly
bay horses rumbled along a road
of parallel wheel -ruts in the sage,
greasewood and prickly brush
which covered a dry little mountain valley.
A red dog of setter tendencies trotted at
the left of the horses and collected mental
notes concerning jack-rabbits, coyotes, deer
and snakes which once had ventured near
the road. They were not there now. The
laden wagon could be heard for half a mile,
and above this grumble was the lusty bari-
tone vocalism of a cheerful blond fellow in
blue overalls and shirt and high boots who
strode at the right of the teamn:
“Around her neck
She wore a yellow ribbon.
She wore it for her lover

Who was far, far away.
Far away—far asaay—"

The road turned a curve, straightened on
a tangent and stopped.

There was no terminal, no detour, no any-
thing. The road just quit. It ended at a
deep and wide depression, as if some mighty
hand had taken the land from under the
road and churned it into a geological hash
made of stones and streaky earth, garnished
by mangled bushes and the roots of several
trees.

The traveler walked to the edge of it.
His whimsical blue eyes squinted toward a
clear sky and then to hills at his right,

where the nearest canon looked as if some
hose had washed away its dirt and scrub
pines, leaving a thousand-acre gash. Most
of that canon, he noted, had traveled down
inahurry. Some of it was in front of him,
scattered in streaky heaps which smelled of
moisture. He thought he saw puddles.

“Seems hard to believe that so much
cloudburst could happen in so short a
time,” he remarked to his dog. “Why, it’s
only two days since we came across this
country, and it was flat as a board. Now
look at it

But the man’s eyes sought a route across
the desolation. Ex-cloudbursts were irri-
tations, but there were ways to navigate
them with luck, and so finally he mounted
the wagon, gripped the reins, detoured to
the left, descended a gentle slope where the
banks had fallen away, flanked a pine tree
standing upside down, climbed a small
Matteshorian of rubble, erossed a valley of
smooth, wet brownA sand, and swun
toward a jungle of brush whieh had impale
{tselt upoen a barrler of trees running parallel
to his epurse.

The dog started off like a red streak
toward the barrier, barking wildly. The
puzzled driver halted his wagon.

A faint human cry came from the wilder-
ness.

The driver leaped from his seat, stumbled
across a rocky acre, shouldered into the deep

&
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brush and followed his baying dog into a
deeper thicket where something white
loomed ahead.

It was a wagon with a canvas top, lying
on its side, almost buried in a tangle of wet
weeds and rubble. Under it was damp
sand and in among the wreckage was a
gaunt man, lying with his body pinioned
near a hind wheel.

The man was still alive. The whiteness
of his face emphasized the blackness of his
eyebrows and droopy, long mustache. His
eyes were dark and sad. His bald head
glinted in the sunlight like the small end of
an egg, flanked by enormous ears.

He glared up at his rescuer.

“You ain’t gonna get me! Somebody’ll
come along—"’

The man’s gaze became more sober.

“Oh. Take this wagon off me. Where’s
the kids?”

(lKidS?”

The newcomer looked about. From
around the end of the wrecked vehicle ap-
peared two small blue-eyed urchins in dirty
white, scarcely old enough to walk. One
started to bawl. The other followed suit.
But the newcomer searched for a heavy pole
to pry up the wagon. He found one and
started to work.

“Your kids?”’ he demanded.

(‘Nope-”

“How long have you been here?”

“Since yesterday.”

“What? Pinned here? Nogrub,nowater?”

“I can move my right arm. Canteen,
see? My left’s broke.”

The newcomer raised the wagon and made
it slide sidewise, uncovering the man except
for his boots. The wagon’s prisoner re-
laxed and closed his eyes; but he was still
able to talk, though faintly.

“Who are your”
“Larry McCall. Who are you?”
“Ben Jackson. Watch out for yourself!”

A FIGURE moved in the rubble
behind Larry McCall. Larry
swung around to see a big, beard-
ed man approach, holding a pistol.
To Larry’s surprize, the other man pointed
the six-shooter straight toward him.
“Get out of this!” roared the new arrival.
“What are you hornin’ in for?”
“Horning in?” Larry’s round red face
looked amazed. “Why, can’t you see he’s
been pinned under the wagon?”’

“Yeh? Well, he’s gonna stay pinned un-
der the wagon!”

Larry stared at the man as if loath to be-
lieve it. The fellow was burly, with shoul-
ders like an ox. His face was knobby,
brutal and low of wit. It was clear that he
had decided a course toward the wagon’s
victim and was not able to change it at
short notice.

“That man done me wrong,” he snarled,
in explanation. “You think I'm gonna let
you git him out and go on with his crooked
work? Na-a! I ain’t been watchin’ him
since the cloudburst, I ain’t chased him
across three counties just to have some fool
like you horn in! No,sir! He’s through!”

“Are you crazy?”’ gasped Larry.

“No, I ain’t crazy. I'm only a plain
ordinary man that’s been swindled out of
my place with the gang. Swindled out of
my share, sent packin’, kicked out. He
shot my brother. Let him suffer. I’ll
finish this, mister. I want to talk to him
first. I talked to him this morning. I've
got a few more things to say to him. You
keep out of this. Git along!”

Larry was stumped. There were many
rough, tough characters in Nevada and some
were fine specimens of sodden brutality, but
this fellow, with his one-track mind bent on
torture, was hard to accept. He had inti-
mated that the man under the wagon was
no angel; the word ‘“gang” had a sinister
sound; but Larry was forced to strive for
him. There was no other course.

And then the babies. They were wailing
with piteous insistence, keeping their little
mouths wide open while tears rained down
the grime on their cheeks. Plainly they
were hungry and quite weak.

“How about those kids?”
Larry. .

“Hang the kids! Take ’em!”

“They’re not mine. Whose are they?”

The bearded man pointed down the val-
ley.
“Over yonder is the woman that owned
’em. She was drownded. The hosses are
over near her. They’reall dead. The kids
belonged to her!”

“But where is her man?”

“I dunno. Mebbe he went down-stream.
Say, I ain’t goin’ to argue all day. Are you
goin’ to git out of here or do I have to handle
you?”’

Larry—he noted that the man’s eyes were
narrow and bloodshot and dangerous—

demanded
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walked very slowly to the scared babies
while noting over his shoulder that the
bearded fellow had turned to the prone man
and started jeering while holding the pistol
in his direction.

Larry’s right hand flashed to a rock as
large as a big cake of soap.

He swung around, whipped back his arm
and hurled the rock. It winged straight to
the back of the man’s neck.

The fellow with the pistol collapsed.

“Good shot!” gasped the wagon’s pris-
oner.

“Well, I couldn’t let him kill you,” snap-
ped Larry, coming up. “Who is he?”

But the melancholy man closed his eyes
again.

Larry took the pistol from under the
bearded giant, examined a growing lump at
the back of his neck and thrust him aside
until the wagon was heaved up again to re-
lease the imprisoned man’s boots.

The bearded fellow began to regain con-
sciousness. He sat up, rubbed his eyes, and
stared around like a foolish bear. Then his
stupid gaze went to Larry.

“Did you do that?”’ he demanded.

“Sure. Ihadto. You'd have made him
suffer too much.”

“Yeh, I'd have made him suffer, stranger,
and now mebbe I'll ’tend to you. Gimme
that six-gun.”

The astonishment in Larrys eyes gave
way to amusement.

“You’re not safe,” he decxded

The giant swayed to his feet and stood
glaring.

“You mean, you’re goin’ to take his
part?” he roared. .

Larry, holding the pistol, started to
laugh at the man’s stubborn refusal to notice
plain facts. The giant’s face reddened.
He clenched his fists and began to sway
forward like an angry bear. But Larry
was standing at bay, and the flicker of his
laughing eyes advised the big fellow not to
advance too far. The giant swayed back.

“Youwll pay for this!” he snarled in
baffled irritation. “I’ll git you, too. Some
other time you and me’s goin’ to meet.
Hear that?”

“I hear it,” acknowledged Larry.
now what?”

“Never mind what! You’ll learn later!”

And so the sullen giant with the one-
track brain lurched over the rocks toward
a gray horse tied to a tree-branch. Larry

“And
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followed lest there be a rifle on the man’s
saddle, but there was none. The giant
mounted, cast a malignant look at Larry
and the wagon and then departed. The
dog gave him a volley of defiant barks till
the horseman was far away.

Larry stretched blankets for Jackson in
his own wagon and managed to haul him up
there. The children were fed. Larry ex-
plored the ruined wagon, searching for in-
formation. Everything had been washed
overboard. He sought the woman and
shortly found her, lying face downward in
sand, where he forced himself to look for a
locket or something to identify her. The
poor yellow-haired woman in cheap and
faded calico was only a mute mystery, ex-
pressionless and colorlessindeath asshemust
have been in life. He gave her a quick
burial and searched around some more, but
his only reward was a dead horse in some
brush.

“That cloudburst,” he decided, “must
have caught these people right in its path
and rolled ’em under. But how did Jackson
and the babies get there?”

Jackson was asleep on the wagon. The
babies were starting to whimper. Larry,
bewildered by his new troubles, bundled
the youngsters at last into his wagon and
then, with a sigh, he took the seat and
started his howling hospital-nursery on the
broken road toward home.

II

IT IS no slight task to nurse a

& sick man and two discordant babes

%= along fifty miles of rough road,

and Larry endured a journey so

rife with demoniac events that the victim’s
original cheeriness was changed to despair.

At last the wagon descended into an oak
grove, bounded by a muddy little stream.
He stopped his horses and nudged the sick
man alongside him.

“We’ve arrived!”

The bald passenger looked around at the
camp in the shady trees. Westward across
the stream was a long sagebrush prairie,
backed by bare, gray mountains. East-
ward, behind the camp, was a great slope
covered by oaks and brush, and behind this
the land rose upward for countless miles to
craggy bare peaks where the sun of late
afternoon painted copper and orange and
yellow.
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“I like those colors,” said Larry whimsi-
cally. “They remind you of the story
books. See that square spire with the
copper and gold? It’s where Ali Baba and
the Forty Thieves might hang out.”

Jackson’s mournful eyes estimated the

eak.

“Couldn’t forty thieves get up there,” he
drawled. “Couldn’t even one thief. Too
steep.”

There was nothing more to say.

Larry hauled his passengers out of the
wagon, unloaded supplies from a distant
lumber mill, built two cots, padded them
with leaves, attended his horses, cooked
supper at dusk on a stove made of earth and
a flat piece of iron, and served it to his guests
in the beds under the oak trees, with a tar-
paulin spread out for a sun-shade. Jackson,
with his arm in a rude sling, was in fairly
good condition, but the youngsters were
not.

“What am I going to do with ’em?”
groaned Larry.

“T dunno.”

“But who do they belong to?”

“That woman.”

“Yes, but who was she?”

“T dunno.”

Conversation dragged. Larry noticed
that his chatter bogged down with this
gaunt man with the eggshell head and the
high cheek bones and long mustache. There
was something sad about him, as if he were
afflicted with ingrowing thoughts. There
had been mention of a shooting and a gang,
so Larry decided to try for information:

“What’s this gang your friend was talking
about?”

Jackson’s moody eyes stared without re-
sentment.

“Ain’t none.’

“How about that shootmg?” persisted
Larry.

“His brother tried to shoot me.
him.”

“Where?”

“In the head.”

“I mean whereabouts?”

“Back yonder.”

Larry tried another track.

“Well, tell me about this cloudburst.
Were you in the wagon?”

“No. They were ahead of me.”

“Friends of yours?”

‘(No.”

“Well, what happened?”

I shot
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“The storm hit us.”

Larry, watching the man with his mourn-
ful mustache and his sad eyes in hollow
sockets, wondered if there was any great in-
telligence under that smooth rounded skull.
He persisted—

“Well, what happened?”

“It came all at once.”

“What then?”

“We went downstream.”

“You were mounted?”’

“Y eh.”

“What happened then?”

“Horses kicked away from the wagon.
It rolled over. The woman and the man
fell out. Drownded.”

“What were you doing?”

“Swimmin’.”

“What were the babies doing?”

“Y ellin7.” -

“Did they stay in the wagon?”

K‘Yeh"’

“How is it they didn’t drown?”’

“They were in a packin’ box.”

“What happened then?”’

“I lost my horse. I started to wade
towards the wagon.”

“How far?”

“Quarter of a mile.”

“How deep was it?”’

“Knees. Boot tops. Ankles. Soles.”

“The water rushed away quickly, then.”

‘(Yeh"’

“What then?”

“T went to the wagon. I walked along

the side. Dirt caved in. Wagon caught
me. Busted my arm on a rock.””
-““And you laid there all night?”

‘lYeh.’,

“Who was the big, bearded fellow who
found you?”

“Dave Bender.”

“What does he do?”

“Nothin’.”

“Where did he come from?”

“Over yonder.”

Larry stood up and stretched. The moon
was beginning to shine among the oak trees
and the plain, and the children bawled
again. But Larry forgot these things in
his irritation at the gentle but grudging
stranger. And then Larry grew ashamed of
his wrath at a sick man. He reached down
and patted Jackson’s shoulder.

“It’s all right, old sport. We'll go to
town tomorrow and see a doctor—babies

.andall. He’ll fix you up in a jiffy.”
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“What will you do with the kids?”

“Maybe I'll get a woman to keep ’em.”

“Wh 0?’)

It was Larry’s time to be silent. Most of
the women were dance-hall girls and the like.

“I guess I’ll have to keep the kids,” he
faltered.

“All right, Bring the doctor. I'll stay
here.”

“All alone?”

“Sure. Got grub, got water. The trip’s

too long for me. Bring the doctor.”

Larry agreed. Next morning he saddled
one of his horses and prepared to start for
town, first giving Jackson his breakfast.
Jackson was livelier.

“All this your ranch?”’ inquired Jackson.

“T hope so.”

“Livin’ alone here?”

(‘Yes-"

“Where you from?”

“Illinois.”

“What are you aimin’ to do?”

“Settle here.”

Larry found his tongue loosening. Per-
haps he was weary of the eternal question-
and-answer conversation or perhaps he
found himself with an apdience for the first
time, even though it was a melancholy audi-
ence.

“I’'m young yet,” argued Larry. “I'm
only twenty-seven. I found this place.
three months ago. I want to keepit. I’ll.
have a house about here. Up yonder a
ditch will bring water along the curve of the
hill. I want a truck-garden and a peach-:
orchard. There’ll be grapes down near the
stream. Down lower here, maybe, I'll
have a few cattle. Give me about ten
years and I’ll have the finest little place in
the country!”

“Huh,” observed the depressing guest.
“Costs money.”

“Oh, I make a little doing carpenter
work in town. I’'m willing to battle for this
place. This is my place!”

“Huh,” grunted the guest.

Larry mounted his horse quickly lest he
lose his self-control. Shortly he was far
down the plain, loping along on the forty-
mile path toward the little town beyond the
southern shoulder of the range of gray
mountains.

He rode on and on.
Dusk came.

He flanked the range of mountains and
saw the lights of the town ahead, over the

The day passed.
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tops of sagebrush, relieved by a few trees.
The moon came out and Larry reached a
main road. He passed the first house and
barn. He turned a curve and came to a
grove of trees and another house where dogs
barked. The road turned again, straight
into the main street.

Noises assailed his ears from up ahead—
yells and shots. Curious, he spurred his
horse toward a distant livery stable with a
dim lamp in its door.

Seven armed men stepped out from be-
hind a shed and barred his path. The
moon glinted on the barrels of their guns.
Larry reined in.

“Git off that hoss!” ordered a gruff
voice.

“What for?”’ demanded Larry.

‘“Because, mister, you're under arrest!”

III
A LARRY soon found that he had
run into a patrol of irate citizens
who had formed themselves into
a vigilance committee. The cause
was easy to see.

The town was built around a plaza, begun
as a park and then allowed to lapse into
sagebrush again, and around this fenceless
square were clusters of shadowy frame
buildings, often with wide gaps between
them. The fifth frame building at the left
up Larry’s street, the largest of the lot by

. far, was erupting with gunfire.

For some distance around this dark but
explosive building there was a wide space
consisting of a dirt street and a flat plaza
where the moonlight showed no trace of
any living thing except one broncho tied to a
hitching-rack which he was trying vainly to
pull backward. Three dead horses lay
near him.

On both sides of the belligerent edifice
there were figures in doorways, trying to
take pot-shots at the main building’s de-
fenders. Across the plaza were long dis-
tance efforts by entrenched battlers at-
tempting to send lead through the front
windows. From the other sides of the
square came the sounds of similar endeavors,
where militant persons were shooting slant-
wise into“the beleaguered walls, and pre-
sumably there were still others at the rear,
bathing the place with more lead.

“What’s it all about?” wondered Larry,
dismounting.
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“They tried to hold up the Gold Ledge

dance-hall. They got caught,” explained a
townsman. ‘“Friends of yours, mebbe, eh?”
“Why me?”

“We ain’t takin’ any chances, mister.
They ain’t the whole gang. They said there
was more of ’ em. Come out of the road.
Let’s see you.”

Larry followed his captors to the side of
the street, sheltered by the walls of a frame
building where knots of citizens and women
and a few children stood and listened to the

" sounds of strife up ahead. Larry’s guard-
ian wheeled upon him.

“Now,” said the spokesman, “who are
you and what are you doin’ here?”

“I’'m Larry McCall. Haven’t I got any
friends in town?”

He saw an acquaintance whose face came
under the light of a near-by door-lamp.

“Hey, Bill—take this vigilance committee
off me!”

Bill arrived. There was a palaver.
Larry was released and the vigilance com-
mittee returned on duty to catch other
hapless wanderers. Larry stayed with the
crowd in the darker shadows and peered
down the street. Bill, a mustached fellow-
carpenter, remained with him.

“What happened?” demanded Larry.

“Oh, a fool crowd started to hold up the
dance-hall. They got inside and whooped
around and shot off pistols and robbed the
safe and tried to make a quick getaway. But
somebody began to shoot at ’em, and they
popped back into the dance-hall, and there
they are. It’s been goin’ on for half an
hour. Gettin’ sorter hot inside. Hear
that? There goes the glass chandelier!”

There was a loud tinkling crash.

“But what’s this about more of ’em
coming?” inquired Larry.

“I dunno. Bluff, mebbe. One of ’em
yelled, “This ain’t all of us’ when they first
ran into the dance-hall. Somebody re-
membered it, so the town folks organized
and now there’s a big passel of ’em watchin’
the roads where it’s safe. You’d be sur-
prized-’l

“I was,” admitted Larry.

A passionate burst of gunfire came from
the beleaguered building. The opposing
fusillade increased in volume, testifying that
the townsmen were being reinforced on all
sides.

“I wish they’d stop it,” said a woman at
Larry’s left.
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She spoke to nobody in particular, but he
was nearest.

“It’ll stop soon, ma’am,” he assured her.
“Nobody could hold that building much
longer.”

“They ought to surrender,” came her low
voice, this time to Larry.

“They will,”’ he prophesied.

A hard elbow poked into his ribs. A
heavy man leaned on him, forcing him back
a step and then following him up. The in-
truder snarled:

“Get out of here! Nobody asked you to
horn in! I'm takin’ care of Miss Fitzgerald.
I don’t need any help, see?”

Larry writhed out from the elbow.

-. “Well,” he remonstrated, “you don’t have
to get so excited about it!”

“What’s that?”

Larry saw he was outweighed about sixty
pounds but the man’s officiousness nettled
him.

“I said you didn’t have to get so fresh
about it,” he repeated.

Slap! The big man’s open hand whipped
into his face.

“I’'m not taking any slack from you!”
roared the larger man. “Now, get out of
here!”

Larry’s sense of outrage caused him to
make a savage swing at the face which
loomed above him. It was an action born
of sudden mad irritation, and it landed with
such a satisfying crack that the big fellow
reeled backward, staggered, flopped up his
arms and swayed for a moment to regain his
balance, while the bystanders forgot the ex-
plosions up the street and turned to watch
the new entertainment.

: AND then the cyclone came upon
Larry.
There was a silent bull-like
M) rush, a swinging of powerful arms,
and bang- bang—bang——the victim felt sledge—
hammers smashing into his eyes, nose, ears
and mouth until his world rocked and con-
stellations of -sparks danced before his eyes.
He tried to ward off the shattering fists. A
blow knocked his arm aside, another sent
him off balance and the earth leaped up-
ward to receive him.

“When I’m protectin’ a lady,”” bawled the
big fellow to the world in general, “I don’t
expect to take any jaw! See?”

There was no reply. But Larry, sitting
up and rubbing his tingling face, felt that
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the man’s protectiveness was overdone.

“Well,” admitted Larry as Bill dragged
him to his feet, “when you're protectmg a
lady, I'll say one thing—she won’t have
much chance to meet any white men!”

“What’s that?” bellowed the big fellow in
disbelief at such impudence.

Bill dumped Larry to the ground again.
The girl interposed.

“Please!” she commanded.
time for fighting.”

“All right,” agreed her escort.
just teachin’ this man a lesson.”

“What about?’’ she inquired politely.

“Why, he was gettin’ fresh, wasn’t he? I
had to protect you, didn’t I?”’

(‘No.”

The protector opened his mouth and
stood irresolute, and then he fell back on
stubbornness.

“This 1s no

“T was

“Well, I had to,” he assured her. “That
fellow’s a bad kombre.”

The bad hombre was back on his feet
again.

“All right,” he challenged, “you know so
much about me. Who am I?”

The big man, taken aback, let his jaw sag
and then his little eyes showed a glare so
malevolent that it was plainly apparent
even in the dim light from the moon and
from the windows of back-street houses.
Bill laughed. So did the girl.

“All right,” confessed the big fellow very
slowly, “you got me that time. I don’t
know who are you, but I'm goin’ to find
out. Then you’d better travel!”

The man’s voice was cold and level. He
was about to say more but a yell came from
up the street and than a growing cheer of
victory which swept around the plaza.
Larry noted that the firing had ceased. The
crowd started to surge ahead, gathering slow
momentum. The big fellow and the girl
were caught in its tide, drawing away from
Larry and Bill.

“Who was that?” inquired Larry.

“That’s Henry Kronberg. He’s a big
cattle owner. Got a range up north on the
plain. You want to.look out for him!”

“When did he come to town?”

“Oh, a few days ago. He’s been hangin’
around Bessie Fitzgerald—like a lot of
others.”

“Who’s she?”

“Dunno. She came last week to visit
her aunt, Mrs. Tucker, who died last
month, Bessie didn’t have barely enough
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money to go home, so she went to work in
the Southwestern Restaurant.”

“Pretty?”

“Fairly,” qualified Bill.

They walked toward the plaza, a great
moonlit square surrounded by dark houses
with shafts of light appearing in the win-
dows. Larry found himself swept toward
Kronberg by the crowd, which passed a
saloon whose broad doors and windows sent
bright illumination upon everybody. Larry
peered at Kronberg’s face with its small
eyes, broad cheeks, aquiline nose, heavy
jowls and double chin.

“Hog,” decided Larry.
it. You’ve got to kill it.”

Bill laughed at the change of tone.

“Scared?’’ he bantered.

“Yes,” admitted Larry.
argue with that!”

“Huh! How do you know so much?”

“I don’t know,” admitted Larry, trying
to study it out. ‘“It’s a hunch. There’s
something porky about him. I hit a hog
with a fence-rail one time. It didn’t do
any good—he went on eating. You've got
to kill ’em. I don’t want to kill anybody.”

“Huh! You're a funny son of a gun!” re-
marked Bill.

The crowd stopped some distance away
from the porch steps of the big dance-hall,

“You can’t whip

“You can’t

.whose entrance was cluttered with glass.

A dozen men with rifles were aligned in
front of the building, facing four others who
stood on the porch and held their hands up.
One of them bore a rag around his head;
another had a bandaged arm; otherwise the
hail of bullets seemed to have reached no

human mark.

% front of the lone horse. Two
! men wearing stars approached
them and searched for weapons while the
line of riflemen kept guard. One of the
officials was the grizzled old town con-
stable.

“Seems like you started somethin’ you
couldn’t finish,” observed the constable.
“Who are you? Where’d you come from?”’

Silence.

“You don’t belong around here!”

Silence.

‘““Are there any more of you?” roared the
constable.

Silence.

THE four culprits stepped off the
porch and into the moonlight in
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“Aw, string ’em up!” bellowed some one
in the mob.

The crowd began to growl and jabber.
Larry noticed that they swayed as if getting
ready to go forward.

The constable held up his hand. The
jabbering continued. The constable mount-
ed a step and two riflemen joined him. The
gleaming barrels had a sobering effect.

“There ain’t goin’ to be anybody
lynched,” announced the constable. “You
durned fools! Haven’t these fellers given
you a good evenin’s entertainment? Ain’t
you got any sportin’ blood?”

Somebody laughed. Everybody took it
up. The crisis was past.

The prisoners swung into line and led the
way to the calaboose. The riflemen strode
behind them. The crowd, a holiday pro-
cession in the moonlight, marched gaily
past the plaza and down te a little side-
street to a two-room edifice with barred
windows. Old Doctor King, an irascible
gentleman with a frock coat and long black
whiskers, was summoned inside the jail.
Larry waited till he emerged.

“I’ve got a man with a broken arm and a
fever,” he announced.

“I've got twenty of
yours?”’

“Over at Oak Tree Creek. You could get
there tomorrow if you started early in the
morning.”

“Huh!” pondered the doctor

“I’'ve got two babies,” pleaded Larry.
“They’re about two years old. I don’t
know what to do with ‘em.’

The doctor glared.

“I found ’em in the hills,” appealed
Larry. “They’re sick.”

“Where are their parents?”

(lD ead-’)

“H’'m. What are you feeding them?”

“Beans, crackers, coffee and canned to-
matoes. It’s all I've got.”

The doctor examined Larry for some
time.

“I think I’ll go with you tomorrow,” de-
cided the medico. ‘“Otherwise you’d be
lynched for murdering children!”’

Next morning Larry prepared for the
journey quite early. He spread the news
about finding the children, hoping that
relatives might materialize somewhere, and
took breakfast at the Southwestern Restau-
rant. The quiet girl gave him a nod and a
smile. She was a pleasant, good-sized

’em. Where’s
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young woman with light brown hair and
hazel eyes.

“You're face is healing quite nicely,” she
observed.

“It didn’t hurt much.”

“It shouldn’t have happened at all.”

He looked out of the streaky window.
Into his line of vision walked Henry Kron-
berg, the big porky-faced cattleman, and
alongside him was a great, sullen, hairy fel-
low in a ragged, blue jean outfit, whom
Larry had last seen after the cloudburst.
Both men were across the street.

“Who’s that whiskered fellow?”
manded Larry.

The girl looked over his shoulder.

“I never saw him before,”
mitted.

Larry wasted time, hoping that the men
across the street would move on; but they
settled down to a long chat. He was forced
to go out of the front doorway. The beard-
ed fellow saw him and waved an arm.

“Hey! Where’s that crooked friend of
yours?”

Larry replied courteously enough.

“Oh, he’s out in the country, I guess.”

The man came forward, meeting Larry in
the middle of the street as Kronberglaughed
and walked away.

“Oh, you guess, do you? You sneakin’
liar, you know all about him!”

de-

she ad-

/A  FOR the second time Larry was
é’ confronted by heavy odds which
% sought battle. This man was
not a pig but a shambling bear
with ferocious little reddish eyes and a one-
track brain. The blond young fellow felt
weary and hopeless; not because he was
frightened, but because he realized that he
had collided with another of those speci-
mens which couldn’t be subdued except with
a crowbar, an ax or a volley of lead. Reason,
logic, justice or courtesy had nothing to do
with it.

But Larry had to elect himself for slaugh-
ter. There are certain fighting words which
no man can ignore. ‘‘Liar” is one of them.
He knew that the word was overheard by
four loafers sitting on the edge of the board
walk, as well as three loafers on tilted chairs
at the near-by general store; consequently,
it was up to Larry to step forward and de-
liver a blow.

He did it fervently. He landed directly
between the eyes of the bearded fellow and
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caused him to emit a grunt. And then
Larry’s expectations proved correct.

The giant swung both his lorg arms from
the hips, hammering downward as if his
arms were clubs. One smashed down upon
Larry’s guard and knocked it away. The
other crashed on his shoulder and nearly
broke it. The snarling bearded giant
wrapped a hand around Larry’s throat and
bent his head back, and then slammed down
with a fist which numbed his face from
forehead to chin.

“Stop that!” rasped a voice.

The giant turned his hairy face while
holding the wobbly Larry for another blow.
The giant bared his teeth. The irascible
voice repeated its command:

“Stop that! Let that man alone! Hold
your dog fight some other time! That young
fellow’s coming with me.”

“Gr-r-r-r-r!” raged the giant.

The doctor turned to the loungers at the
store:

“Get this gorilla out of here!
valuable!”

Surprizingly, they obeyed.

Perhaps they knew that the bearded old
medico in the spotted frock coat had more
business on his mind than all of them put
together, or perhaps they owed him money
for overdue bills or gratitude for mended

My time’s

bones. They scrambled down from the

porch. Three of them reached for guns at
their hips and one took his chair with him.

The bearded giant observed all this and
let go of Larry’s throat very swiftly and
shambled down the street. He had seen
arguments that he could understand.

“All right,” snapped Larry’s rescuer.
“Now come on. If you must fight, why
don’t you pick reasonable odds?”

Larry grinned, in spite of the red welt
on his forehead.

“T don’t pick them, they pick me.”

“Well, then, get a shotgun.”

“Maybe I'll have to!”

They went to the livery stable, got their
horses, and started on the long ride toward
Oak Tree Creek. The doctor’s saddle-bags
bulged with mush, rice and condensed milk.

“Now, tell me about your babies,” he
demanded.

Larry told him the whole story.

“You ought to bring them into town,”” de-
cided the medico. ‘“Let a woman care for
them.”

“Wh o?”
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“Yes, who?” admitted the doctor sadly.

At dusk the travelers reached the stream
and the line of oaks. The red dog bounded
out and gave loud welcome, but the others
were in bad shape. The babies were hungry
and whimpering. Jackson lay with his left
arm swollen and his face pale. The doctor
glanced at him but went to the- babes.
Larry stayed with Jackson to await orders.

“Did anything — happen — in town?”
gasped Jackson.

Surprized, Larry pondered on this, and
then he gave a short report. Jackson closed
his eyes. His Adam’s apple worked up and
down his scrawny neck.

“The fools!”” he exploded. “They went
off at half cock and now—they’re in—jail
and they can—stay there!”

v

LARRY quizzed his melancholy
friend again ten days later. Jack-
» son’s arm was doing nicely in a
= sling, and he had managed to
moblhze the wriggling babies at a lunchtable
under an oak tree beside the stream. Larry
came in from plowing a field.

“How about this gang?” he asked point
blank as he sat down.

The man of mystery examined an ant on
his plate.

“Ain’t none.”

“Well,” insisted Larry, ‘“there must have
been one. You've been pretty rough in
your day, haven't you?”

“Whatever I done I’ve paid for.”

“Oh. Reform?”
“Nope. Broken arm. Private troubles.
Forget it. Let it lay.”

Larry was compelled to change the subject.
He watched one of the babes as the awkward
Jackson mixed its ration of grain and canned
milk. Larry blurted:

“I wish we could find their relatives. I
asked the doctor to search. I wonder what
their names are?”

“Dunno.”

“Their father might have survived.”

“He’s drownded.”

“Well, they’ll have to have names,” re-
peated Larry.

“Sure.”

Larry exploded:

“Say, what makes you so darned indif-
ferent? You found ’em first. You’ve got
to take some responsibility!”
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" “Me? No, sir!
’em?”

“Well, what am I supposed to do?”

“Keep ’em. Mebbe you’ll git attached
to ’em.”

Larry clenched his helpless fists. The
calm, monotonous demurrers of his raw-
boned guest, with his sad and listless, voice,
made Larry’s sweet temper sustain an at-
tack of exasperation.

“You’ve got to take half the responsi-
bility!”’ he roared.

What would I do with

“Nope,” disagreed Jackson without re-
sentment. “Can’t do it. You've got a
place here. I'm a travelin’ gent.”

A low wail was organizing from both
youngsters. Larry gulped.

“Well,” he pleaded, “what shall we name
’emP”

“Suit yourself.”

“All right. Elizabeth and Jim.”

“Fair enough.”

Larry arose from the table wildly.

““Here. Let me feed ’em. You’ll start
’em bawling again.”

“Go ahead.”

Larry leaned down to the table. He
happened to look under a low bough, toward
the great plain to the westward. A column
of gray-brown dust arose like a smoke-
cloud beyond the clumps of greenish sage
where a red mass of moving objects could be
seen in the haze of their own making.

“Cattle!” exclaimed Larry. “They're
coming to water!”’

The reddish forms advanced over the
sagebrush. Riders appeared with their
enormous brown leather leg-coverings flap-
ping up and down with the leaping mo-
tion of their horses. A leader rode ahead
of them. He materialized alongside the
stream, a tall and black-mustached man
who wore dusty gray store clothes and long
boots and a wide-brimmed hat tied by a
strap under his chin. He bawled—

“You campin’ here or takin’ the land?”

“Taking it,” answered Larry.

“Huh. You ain’t aimin’ to grab all that
water, are you?”’

Larry made the best of the situation.

“No. Help yourself. Keep your cattle
below our camp, will you? We've got a
hospital here.”

“Shore!” agreed the cattleman, heartily.
“I got a thousand head. My name’s
Hampton. Tom Hampton. We'll be
neighbors, mebbe.”
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“How long?”’ wondered Larry.

“I dunno. A long time, mebbe. It’s a
bad year. The next stream’s eighty mile
away. My wells are all dried up. We'll
draw our boundaries anywhere you say.”

Larry pointed down-stream toward flat
lands where the waters lost themselves in
a fetid salt-grass sink.

“You'll find an oak stump about five
hundred yards down yonder. There’s
plenty of good land between there and the
sink. Go to it.”

The rider waved a friendly hand and
went back to his work. Larry watched the
rowdy punchers on the flanks of the oncom-
ing herd, weaving in and out, waving their
hats, jumping over brush, swinging the slow
mass southward to the landmark. The air
was filled with fine dust. The sunshine in
the oak trees became shafts of radiance
coming straight down between the boughs,
like lances.

“I don’t like this,” confessed Larry to
Jackson. ‘“We’d better put the kids in the
wagon. Cattle are uncertain.”

THEY hoisted the babes and
red dog into the wagon box.
. Larry’s glance returned to the
cattle with their continuous haze
Through this he observed a sec-

of dust.
ond and heavier cloud farther away, stretch-
ing almost across the near horizon.

“Two herds!” yelled Larry. “They’ll
drink us out of business!”
A big and powerful rider, somewhat

paunchy but broad of shoulder, appeared
on a fine bay animal, racing around the
flanks of the near-by herd. He reached the
edge of the stream opposite Larry, and sat
on his horse like a gigantic statue. His
porky face, with its aquiline nose and
small eyes, showed a faint smile of recog-
nition.

Larry leaned against an oak tree.

“Hello, Kronberg,” he acknowledged.
“What do you want?”

“You own this land?” demanded Kron-
berg.

G‘Yep.”

“Whose herd is this below you?”

Tom Hampton galloped up in time to
hear the question.

“Mine,” he asserted.
down.”

“All right,” retorted Kronberg, “I claim
from here up.”

“T claim from here
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Larry, alarmed at these millstones clos-
ing upon him, held up a delaying hand.

“Here. Where do I come in?”’ '

Kronberg eyed him for a moment, then—

“You got title to this land?”

“Possession.”

“Yeh. It’s public land. You grabbed
it. Well, you can have an acre or so, but
T’'ve got cattle to keep!”

“T can’t afford it!”’ interposed Hampton,
hotly. “You'd drink the stream dry}”

“I’ve got to get water, mister!”

“So have I,” retorted Hampton.
came first!”

Kronberg swung his horse around.

“Yeh, but I'm biggest!”

Kronberg’s riders went with him. Hamp-
ton’s smaller group hesitated.

Suddenly Hampton gave his men quick
orders. They raced their horses away.
Shortly the red herd of Hampton began to
come northward on the western side of the
stream, bawling and stamping and lowing as
they were driven toward a point opposite
Larry’s shade tree, where they could be in-
terposed between Kronberg’s herd and the
stream at any place.

“Hampton’s got brains!” approved Jack-
son, behind Larry.

“Yes, but those pesky cattle are going to
ruin my camp!”’

Larry was trying to think up some way to
handle the situation. It had come sudden-
ly, with such force as to leave him bewil-
dered and overpowered. He was not a
fighting man. Not yet. Ire and resent-
ment were stirring within him but he was
compelled to wait on circumstances.

The herd mobilized across the stream while
alert riders circled around but kept mainly
toward the west, where the other herd
kicked up clouds of dust which reddened the
sun.

Larry suddenly whirled on Jackson.

“Get everything into the wagon! Il
carry the tent. You grab the small stuff.
Hurry!”

“Might as well,” agreed Jackson. “We’ll
have to move, mebbe.”

“Move, nothing! The wagon’s heavy.
The sides are thick. I've got a rifle. I’ll
use your pistol. We’ll make ’em keep their
distance both sides!”

“I ain’t fit to fight,” hesitated Jackson.

“All right. Nurse the babies.”

For an instant Jackson’s moody eyes
w;dened with insult; but he turned away _

“I
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and collected dishes with his right hand,
raining them into the wagon. Luckily the
children were under a tarpaulin.

The herd near the stream held its place.
The more distant dust-cloud seemed to be
drawing off. It went farther. Larry’s eyes
narrowed. Could it be that Kronberg was
beaten so easily?

A lurid flame whipped out from beyond
the near-by cattle. A mushroom of smoke
leaped into the air. A blast like a cannon
shot made his ears ring. The ground shook
under him. His soles tingled.

Hampton’s thousand cattle snorted and
wheeled eastward as if each red animal was
mounted on a pivot.

In ten seconds Larry was looking straight
into a mass of wild-eyed creatures with
lowered horns, advancing like saberg in his
direction. Their heavy feet drummed a
thunderous tattoo as they swung into a
frantic gallop and rushed at the line of oaks.

“Into the wagon!” yelled Larry.

The gaunt Jackson scrambled up by a
rear wheel-hub. Larry raced through the
trees. The banging, crashing, bawling herd
reached the stream and splashed into it.
Some went down. There were thuds and
grunts. The rest thundered up the banks.
A steer hit an oak tree and almost climbed

" its trunk as the rest pushed him up out of

the mass.

LARRY reached the wagon. He
vaulted over the back, grabbed
his rifle, and cocked it.
The red panic was upon him.
He saw a hundred crazy eyes rolling at him,
flashing with white. The phalanx charged
head on toward the wagon.

Larry fired and worked the lever and
fired again and again. Two steers fell.
The rest smashed into and over them.

The thick skulls of the leading steers
crashed into the wagon’s end, shoving it
forward; but it was too heavy, and pointed
uphill. There were thunderous thuds and
tremendous grunts. Twenty tons of meat
slammed into the leading steers and tele-
scoped them, and then rose above them and
butted the wagon several feet more; but it
was again too heavy. More steers leaped
behind them. Red bodies, bawling and
grunting and kicking, churned each other
into a hideous red mass.

Alongside the wagon, a swirl of horns
and bodies and rolling eyes went past as a
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wave from the ocean goes past a head-
land.

They smashed the camp; they knocked
down the beds and stamped them into
splinters; they tore out young oak trees;
they obliterated the stove; they rushed past
the grove and raced uphill toward the
horses still hitched to the plow. And then
there were no horses.

Larry found his fists grinding into his
cheeks. He cried out at the tumult. His
camp and his work, all that he owned ex-
cept a heavy wagon, disappeared in the
twinkling of an eye; and then the thunder-
ing died down and other sounds came.

The babies were howling like banshees.
Jackson was swearing. The mangled cattle
were stumbling and grunting. From afar
came a faint popping of pistols. Hoofs
pounded as three savage looking riders came
into the trees from the northward, splash-
ing across the creek and swinging up to the
wagon. One was Hampton, hatless and
haggard, supporting a swaying fellow whose
forehead was running red. The third rider
covered their retreat. In his right hand
was a six-shooter flashing in the sunlight.

“Here!” howled Hampton. ‘“Take care
of this man! Put him in the wagon! We'll
stand ’em off at the creek!”

Larry jumped out and helped lift the man
over the driver’s seat and then he tucked
Jackson’s revolver into his belt and ran after
Hampton, who sped back to the creek.

Over the tops of the sagebrush to the
westward, blurring the whole near-by hori-
zon with dust came a great line of cattle—
Kronberg’s cattle making for the water.
Along their flanks, some distance to the
northward and southward, were groups -of
riders.

Hampton dismounted at the stream’s
edge. A fourth horseman came up. Hamp-
ton glared at him like a man whose soul
was afire.

“Where’s Dick?” he bellowed.

“Run away,” reported the rider.

“Where’s Joe?”

“Chasin’ our cattle.”

“To thunder with our cattle!” raged
Hampton. “Stand and fight! The dirty
crooks, they had a can of powder in their
cook wagon. They set it off —they started
my cattle on the run. They’ve ruined me!
All right. We’ll see. Maybe we can do a
little dirty work, too!”

Jackson sauntered up alongside Larry.

Jackson’s sad eyes looked north, south and
west.

“Pore place to fight,” he drawled. ‘“They
can come in from all directions. They’re
three to one. Better git back.”

Hampton glared at Jackson.

“Shall I give ’em my herd, too?”’ snarled
the savage cattleman.

“You ain’t got any,” grumbled Jackson,
mildly. “By the time you git ’em together,
the place is lost anyhow.”

Hampton’s fury turned to ice.

“Yeh? Mebbe you've got some bright
idea in your system?"”’

“Run away. Fight when you’re able to
fight.”

Hampton clenched his fists.
terposed—

‘“He’s right!”

“You, toor” snarled Hampton, whirling
upon him.

“Yes!” yelled Larry. “I’ve lost the same
as you, but by thunder, I'm not going to let
this big swine catch me when I’'m helpless.
Retreat! Get out of here! We'll come back
when we can do something!”

Hampton closed his eyes and looked at
the ground, like a tired man at the end of
the trail. The oncoming cattle emerged
from the brush and hastened at sight of the
water.

Seven horsemen crossed the stream north-
ward and swung down among the oaks.
Kronberg, sitting on his animal like a feudal.
baron, kept his retainers behind him. They
rode past the wagon and then halted, while °
Kronberg stared at the mangled beef.
Larry and his friends walked toward them.
Hampton’s temper began to rise again.

“How about this?” he shouted at Kron-
berg.

Kronberg turned his head slowly.

“Law of necessity,” he retorted. “The
stream’s not big enough for both of us.”

“And I'm supposed to stand for this?”

Kronberg’s little eyes were unblinking.

“What about it?” he inquired.

“Pay,” suggested Larry.

Kronberg’s complacent eyes turned to-
ward him.

“Pay, nothin’.
here as him.”

“How about me?”

“You’ve got a camp here.
Put a fence around your acre.”

Larry’s fists clenched. An acre!
voice began to tremble:

Larry in-

I’'ve got as much right

Keep it.
His
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“Who said you could tell me what land I
could keep?”

Kronberg ignored it. Larry walked
forward.

“T was speaking to you, Mister Kron-
berg!”

Larry’s red setter, which had come down
from the wagon, began to growl, sensing
the atmosphere of conflict. When Larry
stepped forward he ran ahead, barking and
yelping. Kronberg sat silently. The dog
bared his teeth, snarling.

Kronberg shot him.

The swift motion, the leaping pistol and
the quick burst of flame came while Larry
was five steps from Kronberg’s horse. The
dog dug its nose into the ground and pitched
forward.

Larry halted in his tracks. His lips part-
ed and into his widening blue eyes came a
look of such stark disbelief and such utter
bewilderment that Kronberg laughed and
his men echoed it.

“You shot my dog!” mumbled Larry as if
he could not believe it. ‘““You shot my dog!”’

Kronberg laughed again at his ludicrous
consternation.

Larry trembled. A wave of ferocious an-
ger surged through his veins and gathered
force. '

His palsied body sprang to action. His
right hand yanked the six-shooter out of his
belt as he leaped at the blurred red figure of
Kronberg sitting on a red horse amid red
men where a red sky danced like a streaky
pinwheel. Wild flames leaped from the
pistol, exploding in frantic haste—bang-
bang-bang—in the general direction of the
great red silhouette on the horse, which
jumped with amazing swiftness and danced
around so that the undisciplined shots went
far astray.

A line of orange flame lashed out from the
rider, then another; then a shot from some-
where else.

A bar of iron hit Larry’s head. He felt
its shattering impact, and then came dark-
ness.

A%

R . LARRY struggled to conscious-
Yz®EX  ness in a swaying wagon filled with
\“F}\‘ hot sunshine and cold misery.
‘)L_J He found himself propped
against the wagon’s side-wall with a rag
bound around his aching head and with va-
rious belongings bouncing around the floor.
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Alongside him lay the wounded cowpuncher
and the mournful Jackson withhisarmin a

sling. At Jackson’s right was a puncher

smoking cigarets, while the fretful babies lay
on straw under the wagon seat. Hampton
and one of his men were trying to drive a
pair of cow-ponies forced into harness, but
the experiment was not entirely happy,
as shown by the jolting of the wagon making
wild forays off the road. But the vehicle
was heavy, and before it reached town the
ponies were less spirited.

It was a silent crew in the wagon. Lar-
ry’s headache began to pass—luckily he had
received a glancing wound along the left
side of his head—and his thoughts began to
return to the catastrophe under the oak
trees.

“I'm going to learn to shoot better!’ he
blurted, at dusk.

“You’ll need more’n shootin’,” mourned
Jackson. “You got to control yourself.”

“He shot my dog.”

“Yeh, and he pretty nigh shot your head
off. You went off at half cock.”

Larry studied his gaunt and solemn critic
not without resentment.

“Well,” conceded Larry, ‘“you probably
know more about fighting than I do!”

Jackson looked alarmed.

“Who? Me? No, sir! I'm a peaceful
man, mister. You ought to be peaceful,
too. If you want to fight, do it right. Get
an army.”

Larry sat back and watched the daylight
fade away, but Jackson’s last words kept
ringing in his ears. An army! Ves, that
would handle the situation very nicely, but
how could a ruined cattleman and a beaten
homesteader expect such a miracle?

The finale of the recent drama was very
easy to reconstruct. He had fired wildly,
Kronberg had shot at him, and then Kron-
berg had sent Larry’s friends scurrying out
of the place.

Larry was still thinking about it when the
wagon reached town and halted in a field of
dry grass behind a Chinese laundry, long

after midnight. He drew Hampton beyond
a tree.

“Listen!” said Larry. “Have you got
two hundred dollars?”

“Yeh. Why?”

“I wantit. I’ll get another two hundred.

We'll fight for our property.”
“That bullet must have hurt you worse
than I thought!”
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“No! I seea chance to drive that fellow
away from that stream!”

“You’d better hurry, then. My cattle,
what’s left of ’em, are parchin’ up in the
hﬂls.)’

“Why did you leave them?” 'wondered
Larry.

“Lost heart. The odds are toe big.
Anyhow, one of my men’s with ’em.”

“Can you get six men who will fight?”

Hampton—beaten, ruined and irritated—
was not in a mood for parley.

“Say, what’s on your mind? Spill it!
I'm tired!”

“T’ll hire a lot of men at two dollars per
day. They’ll have horses and they’ll be
armed.”

“You think they’d fight at that price?
Huh! Boy, you better go to bed and shut
- up. I'm tired.”

The beaten Hampton sought his blankets
and Larry followed suit.

But next morning his idea returmed and
amplified itself. He dressed his babes,
washed their thin faces and took them into
town, where acquaintances halted him at
every store entrance. The story of the
stampede had run like wildfire—some of
Hampton’s men had gone to town early—
and so the blond young guardian of the
babies found himself explaining the whole
business.

Sympathy was expressed. Larry ad-
dressed one townsman point blank—

“Will you help me get my land back?”’

“Nope. Why should I? You’ve got to
stand on your own feet. If a man can’t
hold what he’s got, he’s out of luck. It’s
a law of nature, ain’t it?”

“That’s logic,” nodded Larry. “Well,
will you work for two dollars a day?”

“What doin’?”

“Riding. Two days.
horse and gun.”

The townsman became suspicious,

“You’d get me into a fight, eh?”

“No. I give my word. I want a lot of
men to take a ride. No fighting, ne danger,
no work, no talk, no questions.”

A husky fellow shouldered past the other.

“It’s my meat!” he bellowed. “When do
I start?”

“This morning.”

“Me, too!” yelled another, and then an-
other.

“Sounds crazy,” demurred some one else.

“What do you care?” scoffed Larry.

You and your
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“Good pay, gooed grub, no fighting and no
work. If you fellows want the job, see me
at my camp down yonder.”

LEAVING a mystified crowd be-

hind him, he.swung into the

Southwestern Restaurant. Bes-

sie Fitzgerald was still on the job,
serving a few customers whose clean faces
and clothes testified that the cultural trend
of this place was on the up-grade. Larry
seated himself on a stool and arranged his
babes on either side of him. The girl came
toward them swiftly.

“What beautiful children!”’ she exclaimed.

He had never noticed it before. Their
faces—they happened to be washed recent-
ly—were tinged with the pale, delicate pink
complexions which only small children can
achieve. Their eyes were big and blue.
Their hair was light brown. They were
not yet entirely healthy or happy—recent
experiences had been too abrupt—but they
looked as if they might survive yet.

thtle Jimmy curled a finger around Bes-
sie’s hand. She lifted him.

“Yours?” she inquired.

“Yes, ma’am. I found them,” he ex-
plained, giving a short sketch of how it

.happened.

“But they ought to have better care!” she
admonished.

“Yes. Some day maybe a woman will
care for them. But it’s going to be the
right woman. ¥You could have the job any
time you wanted.

She seemed alarmed, and then she looked
out of the window and smiled.

“I’'m afraid I'd be too expensive to hire!”

“Well,” he suggested, slowly “if you ever
get less expensive, tell me.’

Her hazel eyes narrowed just a trifle.

“T had an escort once who said you were
fresh. I didn’t believe it, but I don’t know

-what to believe now.”

He sobered. )

“I’m not fresh, ma’am. I'm just rattled.
Two kids are too many, but I have to try to
do the best I can for ’em, don’t I?”

“You do,” she agreed with a friendly nod.
“I think you are very decent about it.”

But she said no more about being hired,
and he let the subject drop. Shortly he
took his two little burdens to the doctor’s
office, a frame shack some distance up.the
board walk, beyond a harnesss hop, a baker,
two saloons, a dance-hall, a bank and a
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small general store. The bearded doctor
happened to be in. He sat entrenched be-
hind an aged desk, writing bills forgotten
for many months. He frowned as Larry
intruded. :

“T’d like you to keep these kids for a few
days,” requested the farmer from Illinois.
“Feed ’em up. Send me the bill.”

“Keep ’em yourself!”” growled the doctor.

“I can’t. I’'m going to war.”

“What war? Where? When? Who?”

“My own war. Igot kicked off my ranch.
P'm going to fight for it.”

The doctor’s lips curled in a grim smile.

“Thanks for the business, but I have
enough patients right now. Are you plan-
ning to fight on even terms or do you give
odds?”’

“The odds will be in my favor.”

“Humph. You’'re more sensible than the
last time!”

“Then you’ll care for the kids?”’

The doctor appraised them grudgingly.
. “I might as well. Young fools with wars
on their hands are poor nurses. But sup-
pose you get shot?”

Larry hadn’t thought of that.

“Give ’em to a man named Ben Jackson,”
he suggested. “Or better yet, give ’em to
Miss Fitzgerald.”

The doctor nodded with grave sarcasm.

“I see. Miss Fitzgerald. She’s in your
mind, eh? You go where you have plenty
of rivals, don’t you? Maybe you’ll get
yourself shot even if you do come back!”

Larry had no reply so he fled as quickly
as possible, walking through town to his
wagon, where a large delegation of towns-
men was gathered—to the frank dismay of
the swearing Hampton and the bashful
Jackson. When Larry appeared, the two
of them pounced upon him and dragged
him beyond the Chinese laundry.

“What sort of a rannikaboo game have
you started?”” demanded Hampton.

“Just what I promised,” retorted Larry.
“We’ll hire a crowd of men. We’ll put six
real fighters among ’em. They’ll go out to
my ranch and look like an army. It’s
scenery, see? Kronberg and his crowd
will feel small. We’ll start our fighters
ahead and chase Kronberg off the range.
He’ll think he’s outnumbered.”

Hampton looked at Jackson.

“Holy smoke!” said the awed cattle-

man.
The mild and melancholy Jackson with .

I0I

the droopy mustache stared at Larry for
some time, and in the man’s sad brown-
black eyes was a glimmer of something re-
sembling humor. But his voice was dis-
consolate.

“Kronberg might come to town. He'd
get the news and spile the plan.”

“We have to move quickly,” said Larry.

“Kronberg might talk to your gang when
you get there.”

“We’ll keep our fighters between ’em.”

“If fightin’ starts, your big crowd would
run away.”’

“The fighting mustn’t start. It’s all a
bluff. I’'m banking that Kronberg won’t
have the nerve to stand off fifty men with
guns in their hands. Would you?”

Hampton reached into his pocket and
pulled out a small sack of gold pieces.

‘““Here’s my roll!” he roared, with jubila-
tion in his voice. “Take it! Get me four
hundred dollars’ worth of army!”

Larry turned to the gaunt and round-
shouldered Jackson with his one arm in the
sling.

‘““Are you going, too?”’ inquired Larry.

Jackson shrank away.

“Who? Me? No,sir. There might be
fightin’. T’ll hang around town.”
“Sure. You ought to take a long rest.”

“I'm goin’ to, General!” said Jackson
with a queer twisty smile on his gaunt face.
““Mebbe you’ll win at that!”

It was the first praise and the first wry
attempt at a smile which Larry had ever
wrung from his gloomy, droopy, taciturn
companion. But the latter refused to gush
further, and started toward town. His
gaunt, shambling, stoop-shouldered figure in
ragged blue jeans and blue shirt and ruined
black hat was quickly out of sight around
the corner of the laundry.

Larry opened his recruiting office, hiring
fifty assorted loafers.

sy TWO hours later, without the
8 =% knowledge or consent of the town
' = constable, he and Hampton rode
MRS o3t at the head of the un-
reliable cavalry, bunched together on the
narrow road that led to Oak Tree Creek.
They camped on the prairie at night, and
early next morning they resumed the short
march toward the mass of cattle among the
trees up ahead. Larry halted his mob when
they came within a mile of their goal.
““Ride stirrup to stirrup!”’ he commanded.
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“Keep your mouths shut, no matter what
happens!”

“Suppose there’s trouble?”” demurred a
nervous rider.

“There’ll be no trouble!” snapped Larry.
“Keep your mouths shut!”

Hampton gazed at the horsemen swinging
into a long line facing westward. They
looked formidable. The sun shone on
rifle-barrels and pistol-belts and accouter-
ments, and the riders sat erect like men born
to the saddle, which they were. But the
whole array was a fraud, and Hampton
lost faith. .

“They don’t look good to me!” he
grumbled.

“Put a couple of your men among ’em,”

decided Larry. “Tell the rest of your real
riders to circle ahead. We’ll keep Kron-
berg far away from ’em. If any one goes
near ’em, tell your man in the middle to
fire.”
- The orders were given. The cavalry
troop, in company front, swung ahead on
one long line, kicking up prodigious dust.
But Larry felt undue perspiration under his
hatband. The nearer he went toward
those red cattle, the more frightful his
experiment seemed.

Agitated figures appeared among the
cattle. Several men at a cook-wagon on
the slope beyond the oak trees mounted
their animals and came forward at a gallop.
Riders at the flanks of the cattle converged
toward the center. They merged into a
group and started toward Larry and
Hampton, who held back their outriders
and ordered the main troop to go slowly.

“We’d better go ahead of everybody,”
suggested Larry.

Hampton was nervous. His face was
pale and his eyes were worried, but he
clamped his jaw under the black mustache
and gave a grim nod.

They rode onward. Larry suddenly
motioned his cavalry to stop.

A big figure came in the lead of the ad-
vancing group. It was Kronberg. Larry,
motivated by sheer frantic determination,
now that the crisis was here, spurred his
horse and rode straight toward him.

The big man’s face was chalky. His
little eyes were stricken and the lips of his
small mouth were inclined to purse to-
gether. Suddenly Larry realized the truth.
This man was more afraid of the approach-
ing ordeal than Larry was!

Adventure

It wasn’t personal fear. The man had
the courage of a hog, but hogs hate to be
deprived of their plunder, and Larry saw
the awful blow he was about to deal. But
he steeled his resolution.

He glanced back and saw how the thing
looked to Kronberg. The formidable line
of armed men stretched across the sagebrush
—silent, grim, austere plainsmen whose
weapons flashed in the sunlight.

Larry laughed, and then he turned to
Kronberg.

“Get out of here!”

Kronberg held up a propitiating hand.

“Listen!” he bawled. “I had to do it,
didn't I? You can’t blame a man for
tryin’ to water his cattle! Be reasonable!
You can have your ranch back. I don’t
want it. What are you kickin’ about?”

“Do I get my cattle back?” demanded
Hampton in a voice of cold fury.

“I had to get to water!” insisted” Kron-
berg.

Hampton, his temper was on edge,

.whipped out his pistol.

“Do we have to smash you and your cat-
tle both?” he roared. ‘“Are you going to
get out or do we have to shoot you out?™ .

Kronberg’s little eyes flared with passion,
but the line of armed riders was in his
vision.

“What do you want?” he implored.
“You’ve got me. What are your terms?”’

“Pay for the beef you’ve ruined. Drive
vour cattle over the ndge. The next spring
is two days away. Get out!”

Kronberg turned whiter.
up the reins.

“I'm goin’ to talk to your crowd,” he
announced. ‘“‘Maybe they’ll listen to rea-
Son!”

He spurred his horse, which leaped for-
ward. Larry’s blood froze as the man
started past.

A shot came from Hampton’s nearest
rider, ripping a bullet into the ground in
front of Kronberg’s horse, making the big
fellow yank it back on its haunches.

For an instant Larry saw his whole ma-
jestic bluff reeling to a tumble.

The sound of the shot stirred his spurious
army as a sudden wind shakes the leaves of
a tree. Kronberg’s tense riders reached
at their weapons, waiting for a signal. Had
one of them yelled or fired a shot, Larry
knew his fate. For forty seconds he sat
with his heart thumping like mad. Then:

He gathered
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“You’ve got me!” howled Kronberg, in
wild exasperation. “What can I do?
Where did you get all those men?”’

“The town was stirred up,” lied Hampton
coolly. “They heard of your smart tricks.
They came here to teach you not to get too
gay. Are you goin’ to move on or do we
have to fight?”

Kronberg tossed up his hands.

“Aw, I can’t fight everybody!”’

“All right,” snarled Hampton.
over to your cook-wagon then.”

They went. There was long palaver,
mingled with savage outbursts of irritation.
But Larry’s silent line of riders held their
positions, and before noon the Kronberg
cattle, herded by dejected men, swung
southward past the oak trees for a long,
hard march toward another water hole in
the higher mountains miles away.

Hampton had forced Kronberg to restore
five hundred head of cattle, which the victor
began to mobilize along the creek. The
remnant of Hampton’s own parched herd
began to stagger down from the hills.

“I owe it to, you,” admitted the cattle-
man at lunch under the oaks. “We’ll be
good neighbors, maybe pardners. Kron-
berg was licked proper!”

Larry gazed toward the cloud of dust
far to the southward which marked the
retreating herd.

“I kicked a hog out of a trough once,”
remarked Larry. “He came back.”

VI

“Come

LARRY went to town, collected

. his babes, rented a shanty and

found a job to earn money toward

a real home at Oak Tree Creek.

Larry’s fake army and its successful
bluff gave the county a hearty laugh. The
jovial greetings of the townsmen pleased
him until he began to consider the after-
math. His ranch was safe in Hampton’s
keeping, his victory was complete, but
somewhere out on the distant ranges was
a powerful person who was bound to learn
the truth and demand a savage reckoning.
Jackson—he mooned around the town
dolefully and seemed to have no visible
means - of support—soon caught Larry
firing at tin cans in a brushy little gulch, a
quarter-mile behind the main street. Jack-
son sat on a hump of dirt and watched the
unsuspecting Larry as he swung back his
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arm, whipped out a six-shooter, fired, ex-
amined the effect and sheathed the weapon
for another try.

“You’re wastin’ a lot o’ shells!” com-
plained Jackson.

Larry whirled around.

“Oh, hello. I’m just practising.”

“Never shot much before, did you?”

“Never had to.”

“Who you goin’ to shoot now?”

Larry’s voice had a hapeless ring.

“Kronberg is going to learn what hap-
pened. Should I give him all the advan-
tage?”

“Huh!"

“I don’t want to fight, Jackson. I want
to live and let live. But what can I do?”

“Try thatdrawagain,” suggested Jackson.

Larry tried it.

“Seems like you ought to keep your hand
open till you touch the butt of the gun,”
mourned Jackson. ‘“You git too eager.”

Larry started to obey, then relaxed and
grinned.

“Say, what are you?” he blurted.
“Gun-fighter, bandit, rustler, nester, trader,
preacher or undertaker?”’

“Pilgrim,” said Jackson.

And that was all of that, though it had
an aftermath.

Strangely Jackson did not meet Larry
next day nor the day after. At first Larry
did not notice it; but as the days passed he
began to suspect that the melancholy fellow
was keeping away. Once he was seen be-
yond the doorway of a low saloon. mingling
with cheap loafers, but Jackson made no
sign of recognition, and Larry passed on,
frowning.

“Funny!” he cogitated. “No gratitude,
no appreciation, not even good-by! Oh,
well, he’s that way and there’sno cure forit.”

No overtures came from Jackson.

Larry learned that Hampton was doing
well, and that Kronberg had reached water
after 