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4 Adventure

torpor which no cry could break and no
prayer penetrate.

Had these two theorm been tested
pragmatically, that is to say, to see if they
worked in the lives of the two devotees,
the result would have been a stand-off.
The theory of each devotee fitted his life
perfectly. Which is about as much to be
wondered at as the corelative fact that
the skin of each man fitted him perfectly;
notwithstanding differences in size, shape
and color.

How then, can one hope to get at the
Truth?

ON THIS particular morning the
N telephone tinkled while Peter Illing-
" ton was at breakfast. The under-
secretary knew of his man’s silly aversion
to the telephone, and usually he answered
it himself, but this morning he was at break-
fast, had danced late. And it was too early
to answer a telephone call anyway. Who
the —— could be calling a man at this
hour? Gad, if it was a bill, he would never
pay it. But he said quietly enough—

“Tanoa, the telephone rang.”

The cinnamon-colored man just behind
his chair in the mulberry shirt and straw
sandals, from the very moment the bell
tinkled had been apprehensive of precisely
this sentence. But there was nothing for
it now. He turned and shuffled slowly
from the breakfast-room into the library.
Books, yellow and tan books, stood in a
case by the wall; and there on the desk was
the queer black metallic gullet with an ear
hung to it, and the thing listened through
its mouth and talked out of its ear in a
strange, inhuman, buzzing fashion. A
dinkus that sat on his master’s desk, divined
thoughts of men afar off and whispered
them to any one who cared to listen. What
is more it advertised that dangerous facility
by ringing a bell. Ndengei! But that was
a devilish thing to have about!

Tanoa tried to purifv his own hectic
thoughts of the coming wi/avilarevo which
had occupied him all that morning, and all
the morning before, and the one before that,
lest this sinister contrivance on the desk
repeat his forbidden musings; - Ndengei
knew where, and to whom.

The native took down the thing’s ear and
applied it to his own ear, which was necro-
mancy, and the ear said, mocking the voice
of an old Englishman in a buzzing sort of

way, that Mr. Illington would report at the
state house immediately.

Tanoa, who had been sweating slightly
through this danger, now hurried out in his
ridiculous pidgin English—

“Yass, yass, me go tell,” hung the speak-
ing ear beside the listeming mouth—of all
irmational devils—and got hurriedly back
into the breakfast-room.

At the breakfast table the under-secre-
tary pursued a dissatisfied reverie con-
cerning his relations with the world. He
was not getting on, he felt, as his merit
deserved. To have a post in the Fxps—
and a servant like Tanoa. i
quirked down his full, rather fresh, red hps.
Then, his thoughts bemg returned to his
servant, he reflected that he ought to have
answered that telephone himself, as his
man for some unknown reason had proved
over and over again most untrustworthy
when it came to tel— His meditation was
interrupted by Tanoa’s retirn. The master
glanced about.

“Well, what?”’

“Judge Shenstone say come state house

mck'”

Peter Illington looked at his servant in

desPur

it! Wrong again! I don’t have a
desk in Judge Shenstone’s department.
He would never call me Tanoa,why don’t
you listen, listen when you——"

The native made a placating gesture and
turned lithely to the study again.

“I go say you no come.’

“——no! Don't do that!”

He wet the tips of his fingers hurriedly
in a glass of water and wiped at them
perfunctonly with his napkin.
it, I ought to have answered it
myself in the first place. I always have to
finally.”

He got himself up out of the chair and
went to the telephone.

To Peter’s surprize investigation con-
firmed his servant’s report. After the wait
of making connections a rather testy voice
in the receiver said it thought Peter had
started a half-hour age..

Peter was amazed. :

“What’s the alarm?”’ he asked. “‘Stirring
out a fellow at this hour——"

The voice replied with that drawling
frigidity which marks an Englishman at
the extreme limit of his patience. It said
it was unaware that members of the colonial
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service were paid by the hour, or that the
service was a labor union with a minimum
hour rule. .

“H this be your status,” continued the
voice, dropping icicles, “you can put in
your claim for double-time, Mr. Illington.”

The under-secretary’s pink cheeks
warmed up. He arose vibrating witlf’
wrath at Tanoa because that cinnamon-
colored unfortunate had broken his gait and
had transmitted a message correctly.

“Boy!” he called sharply from study to
dining-room. ‘“Go bring around the dog-cart
quick! You blundering ——”

He made into his dressing-room, whipped
off breakfast jacket and slippers, and”
hurried into his street clothes. ‘

“Such a post! Such a servant!”

He glanced into a mirror at his own
figure bending over a boot, and the figure
stared back at the under-secretary with an
anxious, questioning face. The man and

tion a trifle to stare at his servant. .

“You are not coming back? Not coming
back to the bungalow?”

“No, suh; Tanoa no come back to bunga-
low.” :

“Do you mean you are quitting my
service!”

“Yaas, suh; quittin’ su’vice.”

The under-secretary was amazed and
piqued.

“Why you cotton-topped dolt, don’t
you know you won’t get as soft a berth
again!”

“Yaas, suh; know dat.”

Tanoa agreed unctuously, hoping this
faint compliment would avert his master’s
rising wrath.

“Then what the —— you leaving me
for? Just as we begin to understand each
other? Just as we get to pulling together
harmoniously?” i

The brown man made a gesture to show

his reflection were asking what could have ‘how he regretted breaking these harmonious

brought Judge Shenstone to the state
house at such an hour, and what could have
routed the under-secretary himself up from
the breakfast table with such a reprimand!

Was there an uprising among the natives?
Had war flamed out in Europe again? Had
one of those damnable scandals which at
long intervals crop up in the English colonial
service set everybody by the ears again?

He hurried to the door, stamping his feet
to settle them in his tight boots. As he
flung open the shutter, the long"double row
of royal palms down the boulevard, bending
and clacking in the sea breeze, reenforced the
turmoil of his thoughts. Just then Tanoa
drove out in the dog-cart. The nutmeg-
colored man leaped out and ran around to
the head of the pony.

The under-secretary waggled an im-
patient and negative finger at him.

“Stay in! Stay iy; I want you to drive
this pony back. Don’t know how long
I'll be kept!”

The brown man with the bleached wool
Started to get in again, but hesitated and
looked at his master.

“Uh—Mistuh Petuh —”

“Get in, I say!”

There was a warning tenseness inthe dip-
lomat’s voice. '
“But me no bring pony back,” burst out
Tanoa desperately. “Tanoa no come

back.”

Tllington came out of his own perturba-

relations which were stormed at him so
violently.

“Get in! Get in!” cried Peter. “I have
no time to waste now. Drive down to the
square with me. If you won’t bring the
pony back, it will have to stand there.
Jump in!”

The rather grotesque servant jumped in,
and the two went clattering down the
boulevard as fast as the little English pony
could take them. Peter Illington was so
outdone at this approaching loss of his
servant that he drove in silence under the
clacking palms along a great curving fair-
way which gave on a view of Suva Bay,
with pretty English cottages in the fore-
ground, with native huts with roofs of
velvety thatch and coco-palms in the

" middle ground, while behind it all burned

and shimmered the turquoise blue of the
bay. This scene usually elicited admira-
tion a-plenty, but he scarcely saw it this
morning and finally turned and said in a
disgusted tone —

“Well, where are you going anyway?”’

“Me sent for.”

Peter looked him up and down.

“Who would send for you?”

“A king,” said Tanoa humbly.

HA kj !,’

“A king sent his buli (tribute gatherer)
for Tanoa.”

The under-secretary was surprized into
a snort of supercilious amusement at the
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idea of a king sending for poor Tanoa.
“What does he want with you?”’
“Tanoa king’s gali.”
“Qali,” repeated the under-secretary
with disgust.

He knew all about it now. Qali was
a sort of native feudal relationship which,
even under the English régime, managed
to persist between the different tribes. It
was rather an annoyance to the economics
of the English administration. A chief had
a right to exact any number of men from a
tribe he held in gols apparently for any
purpose whatever. Peter asked with a
certain curiosity,—

Adventure

graveled path toward this dirty reader of
legal notices, he called out some distance
away:

“Say, Grimes, what in the — is up?
Judge Shenstone —”

The short man turned, and a look of re-
lief came in his face.
_ “Ob, is that you, Mr. Illington. The judge
is ——»

“What’s it about? What's it about,
man?”’ ‘

“It’s this notice, Mr. Illington.”

Grimes touched one of the papers on
the blackboard with @ dirty, spatulate

forefinger.

“What would this king do if you did * “Old King Taumbau is selling Reed

not go?”’ N

“Me go; me gali.”

“Yes, but I said ¢#f you did not —”
¥ Here the under-secretary decided that
Tanoa’s peaked head was not shaped to
answer hypothetical questions, so he,
abandoned his and substituted—

“What is he going to do with you when
you get there?”

The nut-colored one made a little nega-
tive gesture.

“Tanoa no king; Tanoa gali.”

It seemed to Peter that his ex-servant
was rather overly opaque on the point.
He recalled his own hurried summons to
the state house and his idea of a native
uprising. Tanoa’s stress on his ignorance
suggested complicity. By this time the
little pony had fetched its master in sight
of Trafalgar Square. A little later, the dog-
cart drew up by a post under the shade of
a mahogany. The men got out, and the
pony was left standing until some one saw
fit to drive it back to the bungalow again.

THE Government buildings, set
back among palms and mahogany
1 trees, were old and rather dilapi-
dated red-brick piles; nevertheless through
them, as through a useful old glove, the
hand of England ruled the archipelago. ’
The entrance to the supreme court build-
ing was a mere passageway leading back
into a gloomy interior. Leaning against
this entrance stood an ordindry old black-
board stuck full of legal notices. In front
of the board stood a short, heavy man in
dirty white duck. He had his frowzy head.
thrust forward and was reading one of the
notices with concentrated attention.
As the under-secretary hurried along the

Island by public auction tomorrow.”
Peter read the notice. .

Pusnic SavLe-

On August 4th by public outcry at the western
door of the court-house, in Suva, will be sold to the
highest bidder, the one-half, undivided interest of
ngd;i‘:umbau in Reed Island, a property lying on
mendian—

Then followed a legal descripion of the
island with the conclusion “Terms cash.”

“Well, what does the judge want to see
me about that for?”’ asked Peter, surprized.

“Why, it’s cut us up, sir; shot us to
pieces—our back’s on the mat.”

While Grimes mixed his metaphor he
moved ahead of the under-secretary through
the narrow passage, which was spotted from
end to end with expectoration. The short
man stopped at a door, opened it and stood
aside to allow Peter to enter first.

Judge Shenstone’s office was in a state
of disorder. At a desk sat the judge’s pni-
vate secretary ing rapidly over a tele-
phone. On the secretary’s left hand lay
twelve or fifteen cablegrams in their yellow
envelops. The secretary himself was
writing and repeating aloud what he was
getting over the wire: -

“From Office of Colonial Secretary, London.

“Impossible to enunciate rule forbidding aliens to
acquire land in neighboring islands without pub-
lishing a thirty-day notice of same. Only relief
special act of Parliament. Would suggest —"

Judge Shenstone himself sat at a great
baize-covered table in the center of the
room. The table was littered with browned
sheep-bound volumes; on the side of the
table the judge had cleared -a semicircular
space in which he worked. He was a thin,
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white-haired man with a fine old face and
wore a thin, black alpaca suit. When he
looked at Illington his face seemed a little
drawn as if he had been up all night.

“Well, are you here at last, young man?”
he asked in an irritated voice. ,

“I have a servant,” began Peter de-
fensively, ‘“a —— half-wit who always
gets my m es—"’

“Yes, that’s all right—do you know
where Reed Island is?”

, “In the northeastern wing of the
archipelago.” -

“What does it raise?”

“Coconuts.”

“What do you fancy the Pield would be
worth a year?”

“Oh, say a couple of hundred pounds.”

“What deductions would you draw if
some one should offer one hundred thousand
pounds for a half-interest in Reed
Island?”

“I should say he was a very bad business
man, your honor.”

The judge paused and waggled a finger
at Peter.

“Young man, he would be unless he were
purchasing the basic governmental rights
which underlie our private rights as in-
dividuals. Then that would be quite an-
other question. Value would be placed
on quite a different plane. Illington, do
you realize what #t would mean if some
foreign power should acquire Reed Island
and convert it into a coaling-station, a naval
base, or even a fort?” .

The under-secretary’s face became grave
indeed.

“Why, that wouldn’t do at all, your
honor. It would be a continual threat at
English supremacy in the archipelago. It
would even compromise Australia and New
Zealand—"

Judge Shenstone cut:him short with a
gesture and began a swift explanation.

. “One of those little native kings, Taumbau,
has put up Reed Island for a judicial sale
tomorrow at noon. Taumbau already owns
half of it. The other half belongs to a
man named Sylvester, an American who
lives somewhere in the States. Taumbau
has a perfect right to sell it for division.
Very good.

“Day before yesterday thrngritish bank
here reccived a certified check for one

hundred thousand pounds which was a

cash guarantee to allow a certain James

)

~
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Pyx to bid on Reed Island in the auction
tomorrow. This seemed an  exorbitant
amount to me. I was pondering the matter
when Constable Grimes there came into niy .
office. I mentioned it to him, and Grimes
knew Pyx. Pyx is a beach-comber who
lives here in Suva somewhere in the native
quarters down on the bay. For Pyx to
handle a fortune was not only amazing, it
was suspicious.

“We decided we would better look ingo
the transaction. We have been tracing that
hundred thousand pounds by cable all night
long. It has been kited from bank to bank
in an evident effort to conceal its source.
It came through Honolulu, Sydney, Hong
Kong; and it originated in Tokyo, where it
had been deposited to the credit of one
Shimo Nessu. Then we knew that Pyx
was a figure-head and Shimo Nessu was

Peter Illington

'bidding on Reed Island.”

Illington followed this development with:
concern. ’

“Who is Shimo Nessu?”
tently.

“Henry,” called the judge, ¢ ‘Who’s Who
in Japan.””

The private secretary got up, brought a
big red book and’laid it before Peter open
at a page. The under-secretary read:

Shimo Nessu—1888, financier, statesman, ship-
builder. Engineering in Imperial University of
Tokyo 1910; ship-designing Oxford 1912, Entered
Hikawame shipyards as assistant designer 1913.
At outbreak of World War rose to Superintendent.
Vice-President 1916; President 1919; Minister of
Japanese Navy 1921. Noted for his aggressive
poﬂac?a. Married daughter of Admiral Neogi.
Address, House of Eleven Terraces, Kobe, Japan.

’ he asked in-

The first emotion that registered with
Peter Illington was that thrill of jealousy
which every ambitious young man feels
when he hears of some man close to his own
age gaining far ahead of him in the com-
petition of life.

The under-secretary stared at the thumb-
nail conspectus a moment and thought:

¢ And here I am still here!”

Then he got his mind around to some-
thing more practical.

“Is there any way to stop him, judge?’ +

“We have no time to enunciate a thirty-
days’ notice of an alien exclusion act. Our
only legal remedy will be a bill in Parlia-
ment—a bill in Parliament by tomorrow!”

“Why, that’s hopeless,” declared Illing-
ton.

—



8 . Adventure B

“I have cabled in the situation. That

is our only legal remedy; but there is a
personal remedy, Mr.

and that is why I telephoned for you to

come here at once.”

(‘I?”

“I want you to go to King Taumbau and
explain to him the peculiar peril in which
he will place the whole British Government
in the Fijis if he sells Reed Island to a
minister of the Japanese Navy. After all,
this King Taumbau is an English subject.
Appeal to his patriotism, his love of country,
his pride, his loyalty., Make him your
friend.

“One fault with us Enghsh, Illington, is
our lack of humanity. We never are quite
human with any one except other English-
men. So be friendly. Try to forget the
fact that Taumbau never heard of Oxford,
never saw a Covent Garden ‘first night’ and
never tasted roast beef.”

Constable Grimes broke in on the period
by adding—

“And you don’t want to take too keen
notice of his little ways either, Mr. Illing-
ton.”

The under-secretary looked around at
the man in dirty duck. '

“His little ways—what do you mean?”

“I mean very likely he will do things, su',
no under-secretary in the coloma.l service
would approve of at all, sir.’

“Certainly,” interposed the judge, “Il-
lington will remember that his mission is
diplomatic, not legal. In fact I chose him
because of his talents in diplomacy.”

“How do I get to King Taumbau’s vil-
lage?” asked the under-secretary.

“Grimes will get you there. He has been
a constable in the islands for twenty years.
And if I may, let me impress again, Grimes’
suggestion. Remember you are an emissary
of good will from the British Government,
and no matter what you see—no matter
what you see, Illington, take no offense at
it, pass it as a matter of course. Make your
visit to King Taumbau a love feast until—
well, until the English Parliament has had
time to pass an alien exclusion act, you un-
derstand.”

Illington drew a fa.ce

“Till the English Parliament has time to
pass a bill. Really, Judge Shenstone, you
are banishing me for life.”

“You will persist as long as your life
lasts,” returned-the judge gravely. “You

are in the service of your country, young
man.’

The judge’s touch of the patriotic gras-
diose was faintly distasteful to
He had been through the Verdum and
Somme campaigns and had come to cast
what he felt for the Empire in forms of
bruskness or profanity, and now to hear
this old judge speak of “service of yowr
country—while life lasts——"’

“Ah, —! ——” the under-
secretary. “To be stuck down in such a
post!” -

HALF an hour- later Constable
E i Grimes and Peter Illington were
- down on the bay in the native quar-
ters. The huts were bamboo affairs with
thatched roofs. The streets were narrow
runways swarming with natives and for-
eign sailors. Queer one-wheeled native carts
pushed through this press while underfoot
played, begged and wailed naked brown
children.
- Grimes picked his way with certainty
through this human rat warren and stopped
before a malodorous, double-storied bam-
boo house with a queer bamboo stairway
leading up to the second story around the
outside of the building. It looked like a
fire-escape. In this elevated monkey’s nest
lived Mr. Pyx, the financier who was going
to bid a hundred thousand pounds on Reed
Island. Grimes and Illington climbed the
bamboo steps to interview the magnate.
When they knocked on the door there came
no answer. " Finally Grimes applied his shoul-
der and pushed open the shutter. Nobody
was in. An old army blanket lay spread on
the floor. A tin plate sat on a greasy win-
dow-sill containing the leavings of fish and
rice. A very dirty shirt was tossed in a cor-
ner. These were all the furnishings the finan-
cier possessed. .

The under-secretary steod looking about
and wondering whether or not he should
wait for Mr. Pyx when he heard a step on
the bamboo stairs. Almost instinctively
the two men stepped a little back from the
door and stood alert, almost as if they
meant to spring on whoever entered and

The next moment a man’s form darkened
the door, then another and another until
eight men had filed into the room. They
were natives, each with his hair bleached
white and felted into a mat. They entered
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the room, looking about very simply. As
the under-secretary stood watching them
file in he was astonished to recognize the
man next to the last.

“Why, Tanoa!” he cried. “What are you
doing here, boy?”

The ex-servant lookedgt his master with-
out any enthusiasm. )

“Me go King Taumbau,” he said.

“The you do!” exclaimed Illington,
somehow pleased at the encounter. “Why
are you going?”

The brown man shrugged and nodded at
the native at the head of the column.

“Him bwli; him take me; him know.”

The under-secretary had a white man’s
feeling of ownership and special privilege
over the whole brown group because he
knew one of them. He turned to the buls
and questioned him. The b#/i merely shook
his head at Peter’s English. Constable
Grimes picked up the conversation in the
native language, and the two talked for two
or three minutes.

““He says,” explained Grimes, “that King
Taumbau told him to come by here and
get Mr. Pyx.”

““Tell him we go in Pyx’s place,” directed
Peter at once.

- When this was translated Peter could see
that the buli made an objection.

“He says there is going to be a celebra-
tion up at King Taumbau’s village, and you
are too fine a white man to see it,” inter-
preted the constable.

“Aw, piffle on that!” cried Peter in his
heartiest and most democratic manner.
“tell him I make one of the boys.”

“They are really afraid you’ll stop it, you
know, Mr. Illington. And when it comes
right down to it, I rather fancy you will
myself, sir. If you've never been out in the
bush, sir, you don’t know what a celebra-
tion means out there. It’s enough to take
the enamel right off your back teeth, sir.”

“Tut, tut; my boy Tanoa is going; been
serving me breakfasts for five months and
I1s as mild as a mango. Tell the buli I've
been in battles where they shot guns which
would hold all this crowd in its muzzle;
that he mustn’t mistake a white collar for a
white feather.”

The under-secretary smiled, overcame a
certain inner repugnance, went over and
clapped the duli on the shoulder. He was
one of the boys.

_ But the brown men did not warm up to
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this ebullition at all. On the contrary a
visible melancholy hung over the group.
However, they agreed to what Grimes told
them, mainly, no doubt, because there was
nothing else to do. If the white man meant
to go, he would go; experience had taught
them that. They nodded resignedly, with-
out a smile, turned and moved slowly out
of the room, down the bamboo steps; and
the white men followed them.

THE eight men had a canoe at the

wharf just back of the houses.

They picked their way down to it
through bags of “vanilla beans, piles of
pearl shells ready for shipment to some
occidental notion factory, and sacked
maize.

Illington took the seat of honor in the
stern of the long, slender vessel. The eight
natives spread themselves along the thwarts.
Grimes pushed off and stepped into the bow.
The eight paddlers backed away from the
dock and presently came forward with a
gentle rippling of the muscles in their dark
'shoulders. Every paddler made precisely
the same swing in the brilliant morning
sunlight. They might have been machines,
they worked so evenly.

It was a queer thing to Illington to see his
house servant shift suddenly to the réle of
expert paddler. It was as if one had been
petting a tabby cat for some time and then
suddenly discovered he had his hands on a
civet. It was a surprizing, and somehow
a discomforting, feeling.

“At any rate,” thought Peter, “he can’t
keep it up with the others; out of practise
for months.”

Nevertheless the canoe went on hour
after hour.

The natives worked in a melancholy si-
lence, and the canoe coasted down a sea of
intense blue studded with chromatic isles
and islets. Some of them were mere mono-
liths of solid stone, lifting red and yellow
masses out of the blue of the sea. Long
ground-swells swung the canoe up and down
as it passed these bright-colored rocks, and
its passage disturbed the sea birds nesting
on them.

This steady paddling was kept up all the
morning and past the meridian. In the
afternoon they reached an atoll. The canoe
entered the southern opening; and as it
moved across the still water, Peter could
see far below the flash and movement of
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tropical fish, the faint outline of a trapslu-
cent jelly-fish, and once he caught the lopg,
grayish shadow of a shark. A few minutes
later the canoe glided out of the northern
entrance and once more took the swing and
dip of the open sea.

The craft must have logged a steady ten
miles an hour; and in the late afternoon
the under-secretary was just inquiring how
much farther they had to go when he feit,
rather than heard, a kind of shakingin his ear-
drums. The air seemed to quiver slightly.

When he became sure it was a sensation
and not something he fancied, he asked—

“What'’s that, Tanoa?”’

“King Taumbau's drum call Tanoa, Mis-
tuh Petuh.”

“How far off is it?”

“ "Bout eight miles.”

Illington was impressed. A drum carry-
ing eight miles.

“It is where that smoke is,” added
Tanoa: “that is King Taumbau’s town.”

He pointed to a faint line of purplish
smoke that was stringing up against the
ycllow evening sky.

“Is the drum and smoke part of the cele-
bration, Tanoa?”

“Yaas Mistuh Petuh.”

The melancholy of the reply amused the
under-secretary.

“Gad, man, I don’t see what you are so
blue about,” he laughed. ‘It appears to
;ne that you are going to a rather swell af-

air.”

The sound of the drumming increased as
the canoe glided toward a screen of small
islands which concealed the bay on which
King Taumbau’s town was built. Some-
what later, as the canoe passed between two
of the keys, Illington caught his first glimpse
of the chief’s village. What he saw was a
great fire leaping against the dark back-
ground of the junglg. And now across the
bay, borne on the thunder of the drum, came
a faint chorus of many, many voices. There
must have been hundreds, perhaps a thou-
sand singers. Presently Illington could see
them as the accidental lights from the
flames fell on their naked, dancing figures.

The canoe traversing “the evening sheen
of the bay must have been conspicuous from
the shore, because as Illington’s party ap-
proached both the singing and the drum-
ming stopped and the dancers came stream-
ing down to the waterside to meet the new-
comers. As the under-secretary drew near

there was still light enough for him to make
out the details of the scene; the innumer-
able bleached heads of the men, the tat-
tooed faces of the women; nose-rings, dis-
tended ear-lobes, spears——

At the head of the merrymakers came a
huge brown man ygath sunken eyes, a string
of shark’s teeth ut his neck, and, odd
to tell, a breech-clout made of crimson silk.
His bleached hair, beaten into a yellowish
mat on the top of his head, was more than
ornate, and his big harsh features, the Lft
of his head, advertised the fact that Illing-
ton was now looking on King Taumbau.

By the side of Taumbau stood a small
yellow man with oblique eyes, dressed in a
yellow kimono. As the under-secretary
drew near the Japanese lifted a hand and
said in the best of English:

“This is Mr. Pyx, I presume. I trust
you enjoyed your voyage up through these
charming islands.

The canoe grated on the beach, and Illing-
ton stepped out.

“Pyx couldn’t come,” explained the un-
der-secretary. “Illington’s my name. Mr.
Grimes here and I took Pyx’s place. I be-
lieve I have the pleasure of meeting Mr.
Shimo Nessu?”

The two men shook <hands, appraising
each other as nearly as they could behind
their smiles, and the Japanese veered this
self-introduction into a suave presentation
of Illington to King Taumbau; and he did it
in the native language too.

The huge brown man with the shark’s
teeth around his neck nodded down at the
Englishman with a sort of untamed dig-
nity and said something in a harsh voice.

Came a moment’s pause in which the
group were evidently waiting for an answer
from Peter. The under-secretary was
forced to ask—

“What did he say?”

The under-secretary sensed in Shimo
Nessu astonishment and satisfaction that
the whole interview shotld be entrusted in

‘his hands, and the English diplomat who

never even considered learning a word of
the native jargon suddenly damned his
negligence.

“He said,” translated the Jap, “that you
are here just in time for the €0,
after that he will launch that war canoe.”

Shimo Nessu pointed up the beach where
lay one of the longest and handsomest ca-
noes Peter had ever seen in the Fijis.
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The craft was over @ hundred feet long
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and was carved out of one solid log of hard-
wood. A racing-yacht could not have had
finer linés. It lay upon the sand with its
keen prow pointed toward the water. Inits
path were arranged bamboo-niats to pro-
tect its razor keel from heing roughened in
the launching.

At regular intervals a double row of un-
lighted torches were stuck in the sand, and
between these two rows the canoe was to
pass. Evidently the launching was to be
no mean sight. :

The huge Taumbau turned and called an
order; and immediately the crowd‘went run-
ning back to the fire, which was flaming out
of a great pit. At one side of the pit was a
small platiorm, and on this mats were ar-
ranged for seats. As King Taumbau and
his guests of honor walked to the dais, the
king nodded cheerfully and said something
which Shimo Nessu repeated in English as—
“The men the buli brought up are all in good
condition.”

The under-secretary was determined to
take a friendly interest in any point the
chief cared to introduce.

“They might have been groomed for a
marathon; they paddled up here without
missing a stroke.”

“That’s a good sign,” said Taumbau
with genuine enthusiasm, putting a big
hand on Illington’s shoulder. “A sick man
is not healthy.”

The under-secretary made a note of the
peculiar logical circle in which King Taum-
bau’s brain traveled.

“Yes,” he agreed, “that is undoubtedly
true.,” -

“My buli is a wonderful judge of men.”

The under-study wanted to say just here
that any man in the English service could
be depended upon, thereby bracketing King
Taumbau and all his court with the Eng-
lish Government at Suva: but it was the
sort of sentence Shimo Nessu might censor.
Illington turned and nodded toward the
constable.

“Grimes!” he called. “Just step——"

But by this time King Taumbau had in-
dicated the mats where his guests were to
sit. For convenience he had placed the Jap
between himself and Illington, and Grimes
did not get a mat at all. A certain air about
King Taumbau told Grimes, and Illington
too, that the constable did not belong.

No sooner were the guest seated than

Peter Illington L I1

dancing began. A string of men and youths
began streaming around the fire, the drum
started up, the chorus commenced anew.

The under-secretary’s legs did not fit
down comfortably on the mat as did those of
the king and Shimo Nessu. His knees were
lifted about three inches with an awkward
effect of stiffness, and he couldn’t flatten
them down without pain in his thighs. He
could not give the dancers his whole atten-
tiod. However, their dark figures whirled
rapidly betweenq the under-secretary and
the flames. They had hands on hips, el-
bows thrust out, and they danced by in an
endless stream, all whirling and turning,
until finally Peter’s eyes lost the individual
impressions in a maze-like confusion.

Then he became aware that the drum
and the singing were keeping exact time
with these whirling figures. It was the
savage’s method of entertainment, this
focusing all the senses in one pulsing point.
Under Illington’s steady stare it developed
a dream-like quality. Once as he watched
the whirling silhouettes against the flames,
the under-secretary thought, “I am being
hypnotized,” and blinked his eyes, but they
were immediately reabsorbed; the flames,
the singing, the antic figures.

Came a break in the rhythm, then some-
thing happened which increased his dream
feeling a hundred-fold. Naked native
priests, their faces covered with religious
masks and their bodies painted in stripes
and circles, came running out of the night
with long brooms of green bamboo handle:.
They began pushing the fire away from one
side of the pit. They seemed to get right
up at the flames in their task. Illington
thought in a dazed fashion—

“——— those fellows are going to scorch
themselves.”

The grotesque figures leaned right into
and over the pit to shove away the coals
with their long broom-handles. Then thev
began sweeping the bottom with the tufted
ends of their brooms. And then a vibration
of horror tingled along the under-secre-
tary’s back as the infernal priests stepped
straight down into the pit and continued
brushing the fire with their brooms in a great
incandescent heap in the corner of the pit.

“This,” said Shimo Nessu at the under-
secretary’s side, “is the vilavilarevo, native
fire-walking. And the spell of the scene low-
ered Shimo’s diplomatic reserve sufficiently
for him to add—
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“It is not as marvelous as the fire-walking
in Japan

From the edge of the dais Gnmos re-
peated:

“Not as wonderful as Japanose fire-walk-
ing! Do you use a sectxon ofy— in
Japan?”

Amid his ﬁre-entran‘ced staring King
Taumbau caught fragments of this staccato
conversation and had Grimes repeat 1t in
Fijian.

Illington could not realize that the
priests would not presently shrivel and die.

Then it seemed to him that the fire had no.

heat, that it was a kind of fulgorous heap
into which the fantastic figures of the
priests might fling themselves as into so
many shining feathers. The drum rocked
the air rhythmically. The priests swept all
the coals in a pile and displayed the stone
bottom glowing with heat. Then they
climbed out deliberately and flung their
brooms back on the stones, | where they
burst into flames.

The singing and drumming redoubled,
and the whole multitude followed the
priests away from the ﬁre-plt up the beach.
King Taumbau and hi$ guests arose from
the dais and followed. Illington moved in
a sort of automatism. Some one had

lighted the torches about the canoe. They .

made two rows of bright spots against the
night, and beyond them nothing was visible.
The long war canoe and the bamboo-pads
stood in bold relief against the darkness.
The singing crowd flowed down to it, fol-
lowing the priests.

Presently Illington noted that these
masked and painted clerics had among
them eight perfectly naked men. As they
neared the torches, two priests seized on
each one of these men, picked him up bod-
ily, carried and laid h1m belly up, on one
of the bamboo-pads in the track of the
gigantic canoe. The light from the torches
shone across the brown bellies of the men
with a changing weft of reflections. The
illusion of unreality somehow passed over
from the fire-walking to the men stretched
across the pads. The prostrate men made
no more resistance than so many wax fig-
ures

A\great company of men swarmed about
the long sides of the canoe ready to push
the vessel. A priest stood ready to give the
signal to start. A little thrill of dismay fil-
tered through the under-secretary’s feeling

of unreality; and then, with a shoee,
he recognized the man on the second
from the cance. It was Tanoa. It was the
boy who had waited on his table and who
gave up his place to come at the call of a
king. Sight of his simple, stupid house ser-
vant stripped the illusion for the under-
secretary at a single stroke. He turned
abruptly to Grimes at his side. He felt as
if he had just waked.

“I say, are they going to run that canoe
over those men!”

The constable’s face was knotted as if he
were getting ready to endure something.

“It— It’s one of them ceremonies, Mr.
Illington, I told you about.”

“Why, it will kill them!”

“Sure it will, sir; that’s part of the cere-
mony.”

“Why, this can’t go on!” cried the under-
secretary loudly. “It’s murder! We can’t
stand here and permit murder, Grimes!
Hem!” he called.

He lifted his arms.

“Hear! Gentlemen! Hear}’

Grimes pulled at him:

“Mr. Illington! Remember what Judge
Shenstone said. He said—"

“To —— with what he said! Here, trans-
late this to them!”

Peter was roaring now so that the whole
mass of actors and spectators were looking
at him. He stepped out of the crowd in
between the row of torches.

“I forbid this in the name of the English
Government!” he shouted.

A confusion started among the merry-
makers. King Taumbau and his brown
notables looked at the under-secretary with
shocked faces. Shimo Nessu was saymg~—

“But Mr. Illifgton, this is a custom—"

Whatthe——dotheywanttorunt.har
canoe over men for?” demanded the under-
secretary.

King Taumbau replied through the
Japanese. The king had that air of dis-
tressed poise which a host exhibits when a
guest at his dinner turns down his glass and
indulges in a Prohibition speech.

“It'is to give the strength of the men to
my canoe, Mr. Illington. Every native
war canoe is launched over living men.”

“Well, it’s a damnable custom!’ cried the
under-secretary. “And what an idea! Kill-
ing men to give your canoe strength!”

Grimes was interpolating in stage whis-

pers:,
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“Mr. Hlmgton, sir, he’ll sell the island
now! You're playing right into his hand!”

“This doesn’t go!” shouted the under-
secretary definitively, waving at the men to
leave the canoe. :

A turmoil started among them; shouts,
expostulations in the native language.
Peter could hear the word gali repeated
over and over.

“Tell them, Grimes,” roared Peter, “that
if King Taumbau holds these eight men in
qa% and kills them, King George will
hold King Taumbau in galz and hang him
on azope in front of the court-house.”

While Grimes was translating this ulti-
matum, Peter ran to the victims stretched
across the pads. He struck Tanca on the
chest.

“Get up from there. —— fool, come 'way
up here to be squashed——"

Tanoa seemed to come out of a sort of
coma. He stirred, blinked his eyes, then
made an effort and sat up on the mat and
looked at the lights, the crowd and the im-
pending canoe. Peter went down the line
smacking the other victims into action.
Then he strode through the line of torches to
King Taumbau and told him he was not to
sell Reed Island. That the English Gov-
ernment didn’t look on such a transfer with
approval, that such a sale would meet the
displeasure of King George, who held King
Taumbau in galt.

The spell of the vilavilarevo was utterly
gone. The natives were deeply angry and
insulted, the under-secretary could see
that, but now it made no great difference.
The damage to King Taumbau’s friendship
was done, and he was in no personal danger.
Forty-four years of experience with the
English colonials have taught the natives
in the archipelago never to interfere with
an English official.

The- whole crowd plainly felt swindled
out of their just rights and amusements.
It must have been something like a cold
plunge to come out of the intense spell of
the vilavilarevo into the monotony of an or-
dinary night again.

King Taumbau was very silent, but he
went back down the beach with his guests.
The crowd followed, and Peter could hear
behind him snatches of outraged conversa-
tiens and bursts of satiric laughter. The
secretary’s own gust of righteous indigna-
tion was cooling rapidly in the night, for
no man, not even an English official, can

be utterly insensitive to general censure.

Taumbau pointed out a hut in whick the
paddlers could sleep for the night. Then he
indicated the finest hut in the village where
Ilington and Grimes might rest. The king
bade Peter good night and wished him a
pleasant sleep. If the under-secretary did
net know the amenities of a court, King
Taumbau did. IHington bowed a little
stifty—much as he had sat on the mat—
and muttered something about English cus-
tom and law—there might have been some-

thing vaguely apologetic in his manner

AN THE two white men turned silently
P98 into their hut, and the somewhat
“ amused and scornful crowd passed
on down the beach. The hut where the two
Englishmen were housed was just beyond
the fire-pit, and a glow from the coals and
stones shone through the latticed sides of
the room and gave a faint ilumination.
' On the smooth earthen floor were sev-
eral clean-smelling grass-mats. Grimes
stretched himself out on one and observed,
perhaps to the walls of the building—

“Well, we done more harm than goed on
this trip, I’m thinking.”

The under-secretary was trying to con-
sider just what quantity of clothing a man
should remove to sleep on a mat, but he
could not get his mind on the problem and
presently ejaculated defensively—

“Well, — it, could I stand there and
see those wretches cut in two?”
“No-0-0, p’raps not,” dragged out

Grimes, “but every war canoe in the Fijis
is launched exactly that way. This won’t

" break it up. Old Taumbau will order some

more men who are gali and do it over.”

By keeping silent the secretary admitted
the truth of this.

“And of course Reed Island sells now,”
pursued Grimes.

Under the constable’s prodding the un-
der-secretary’s error grew huger and huger.
Peter lay down on his mat, but the thought
revolved tediously in his head that he had
jeopardized the English South Seas for
what ? A very stupid servant. That was
what he had done. It was Tanoa person-
ally that actually had moved him. And
now there would probably be a Japanese
fort built on Reed Island, and in event
of hostilities it might very well be that
thousands of Englishmen would pay for his
indiscretion.
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The under-secretary could neither cleep

nor rest. He got up, shook his shoulders,.

walked over to the wall and stared through
the cracks in the lattice at ghe dull glow of
the fire-pit. He thought he saw some one
moving in the faint light, but he was not
interested enough to make sure. He-was
seeing a fort, a low-lying, almost invisible
modern fort on a sun-shot island—

. Grimes must bave divined what was in
his chief’s mind, for he spoke from the
mat—

“Why not go to King Taumbau now and
tell him we have withdrawn our objections,
Mr. Ilington?”’ '

Peter cursed mentally; the vision of the
fort persisted; he drew a long breath and
flung out:

“—— it, I don’t know of any better way
out. —— this diplomatic service anyway!
I tell you what, Grimes, there are men in
what they think are hard berths, and they
fancy they would jolly well like to be a
diplomat. Well—"

The under-secretary threw up his hands.

‘““Are we going to hunt up King Taum-
bau, sir?”

“There is nothing else to do,” answered
Peter irritably.

Grimes got up with alacrity, and the two
men turned out and started up the beach.

“They think a diplomat has always got
easy sailing. Just—go on——"

He made a sardonic gesture.

“—like that—nothing disagreeable—cer-
tainly not—a diplomat—"

“I fancy a diplomat hits the rocks
oftener'n you’d think,” observed Grimes
with wooden sympathy.

The under-secretary ceased talking.

As the two men were passing the fire-pit
a shore breeze brought to their nostrils a
very savory odor. It came from the pit and
reminded both men that they were supper-
less. They veered instinctively out of their
way and walked along the edge of the pit,
looking down on the still glowing stones.
Two huge calabashes sat on ‘the stones
gently simmering away. Some sort of
vegetable was on, cooking. Peter’s nose told
him that much. A question to Grimes
brought a prompt answer.

“They are boiling man Sola.num, Mr. I-
lington,” he said.

“What’s that?”

“A kind of vegetable they always put in
the pot when they cook a man,” explained

Grimes slmply h “If they don’t use it a
boiled man gives ’em the belly-ache.”

The under-secretary stared at his sub-
ordinate.

“Grimes! What are’you talking about?”

“Eating men,” returned the censtable.
“Didn’t you know these black fellows eat
each other when they can keep it hid?”*

“Why, it’s prohibited—I didn’t know ijt
still went on.”

I(If any

thing is prohijbited it still goes on.
That’s why it’s prohibit:

,”’ philosophized

As Harrington looked at the two vegsels
something séemed"to turn over in his stom-
ach. The sdvory smell of the Solanums
made him sick.

“They—put those beastly pots on for my
poor paddlers!” gasped Peter in a sick
voice.

“I—suppose so, sir.”

Then after a moment—

“Shall we go on and speak to King
Taumbau, sir?” -

“No! — it, no!” snapped Peter. “Do
you think I'd put our paddlers in them!”

“I—I thought it was diplomatic, sir——

%I don’t know jwhether it is or not, and I
don’t give a —!”

Grimes scratched his head.

“Yes, sir—I—feel much the same, sir.”

The under-secretary stood in silence,
watching the Solanums bubble in the glow-

pit.

“By the way, sir,” mused Grimes, “them
pots weren’t on the fire when we started
down the beach to the canoe. They must
have been put on since then.”

-‘““What of that?”

“Why, they’ve been put on, sir, since our

dlers were set free.”

“That’s a fact,” agreed Peter a little ap-
prehensively. “I wonder if those —
mean to slip around to where those bqys are
sleeping and——""

He looked back toward the men’s hut.

“Say, perhaps I would better-go down
there and sleep with them?”

“QOh, don’t do that, sirl” cried Grimes,
scandalized. “You'd lose your tong sleep—
ing in a hut with the natives.”

“Lose ' my tong?”’

“Yes, sir; you know, bong tong. If any-
body’s got to sleep with 'em and guard 'em
Tll doit. I aren’t got no !ong.” -

“I see what you mean.’

“Yes, and before either of us does

.the constable.

-
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anything uncustomary, sir, just let me move
out and investigate a bit. It won’t hurt
none.”

The constable stood a moment longer
and then by tacit consent of his superior
moved off into the darkness.

Peter Kent Illington did not like to see
Grimes go. He was not accustomed to sit-
ting up at night with two pots of boiling
Solanum that were waiting for some person
to be cut up and dropped into them. Queer
thoughts played through Illington’s head
as he stared at the pots in the pit. He re-
called the legend of the Minotaur, that
monster in Crete to whom the Greeks were
forced to send their most beautiful youths
to be slain and eaten. Now this King
Taumbau, sending his bwli to select
“healthy’” men, men in ‘“good condition,”
reproduced that old Greek legend with a
horrible realism.

The two ghastly cdlabashes bubbling
away on the hot stones seemed to dissolve
all civilization, to make it a sort of froth
which most recently had bubbled up in the
human race after millenniums of savagery—
King Minos of Crete, calling the Olympian
Greeks to pot! Millenniums ago, but here
were these two calabashes still bubbling
away today!

And the immolation of the paddlers at
the launchthg of the war canoe—but no
English battleship is ever launched but
what across its bow is spilled champagne;
softened symbol of the spilling of human
blood. And to fail champagne brings bad
luck, so the sailors believe; remnant of the
old belief that the strength of the victim
enters the vessel. A thousand thousand
years, and the same beliefs in Downing
Street and King Taumbau’s village!

The calabashes boiled and boiled, dis-
solving the very flesh of Civilization from
her secret skeleton of violence and super-
Stitiqn.

?\(’?/{ WHILE Peter sat chewing these

—\’ salty thoughts came a crunching of

. sand and Grimes stepped into the
faint light wearing the oddest smile Peter
ever saw. The under-secretary looked at
him with revulsion that any one could smile
n such a horrible place. The constable
came up close, looked at Peter queerly and
said in a low tone—

“It’s Shimo.”

Illington stared up at him.

‘Peter Illington
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“What’s Shimo?” he asked.

Grimes nodded mutely toward the cala:

The under-secretary looked at the con-
stable with a presentiment of horror. ‘

“What the —— do you mean, Grimes?”

+“I mean they are for the Jap,” ex-
plained the officer with his strange expres-
sion. ‘“They’ve got him in their calaboose.
He’s the one they mean this for ”

He looked the under-secretary in the eye
and nodded sidewise at the calabashes with
a horrified grin showing in the faint light.
After a moment he said—

“Well—that settles our difficulties.”

“But how could it have come. about!”
aspirated Illington, utterly amazed. ‘“What"
has he done—what could he have done?”

“Why nothing, nothing at all!” accented
Grimes with an indignant note in his voice
even for the Japanese. “You see it’s like
this. The Jap has been trying to keep his
purchase of the island a secret. Old Taum-
bau saw that. Now the secret is out.
You’ve discovered it. The old cannibal
reasoned if Shimo was trying to keep the
deal a secret it would be impossible for it to
go through openly. So since the trade is
gone, the only thing Taumbau can get out
of the Jap now is to put him in a pen and
start boiling Solanum.”

“But Grimes! Grimes!” gasped the un-
der-secretary. “Would he betray a guest
after extending his hospitality?”

“Mr. Illington,” growled the constable,
“you don’t know these Fijians. They are
no better than tigers. They will eat their
best friends, their own blood-kin. The
only thing that stops ’em is us English.”

He paused a moment in his upbraiding
tone, then added queerly:

“Well—as I said—our troubles seem to
be over. We—might as well go back to
bed.”

“Er—yes—seems so,”’ agreed the secre-
tary, staring into the dimly lighted pit.

Charles Peter Kent Illington arose slowly
from where he sat with a feeling that he
was moving in some sort of nightmare. He
recalled that the old English barons also
murdered and robbed guests. And that
was recent, that was almost yesterday com-
pared to the abysm of the past. He looked
at his wrist-watch. A little of the luminous
matter had scaled off his minute-hand, so
both hands were now of the same length. It
was either fifteen minutes after one o’clock
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or five minutes after three. Overhead®the
stars burned brilliantly.

The two men moved slowly back to their
hut. Presently Grimes said—

“If we were in that cage and he was
outside he wouldn’t turn a finger to get
us out.”

“No, probably not,” agreed the under-
secretary.

And then he thought to himself:

. “Certainly not;'a Japanese has not had
the moral training that is instilled in the
English race. One couldn’t expect—""

He broke off here as he became conscious
that his cogitation Jvas not a genuine
thought at all but a mere string of self-
adulatory words which white men use over
and over and over in their thoughts about
other races.. It meant nothing at all. In
fact, this thing he contemplated doing con-
tradicted the stereotype flatly. The un-
der-secretary stopped walking and put a
hand on the constable.
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The two men reversed their course on the
beach once more when the constable said:
“‘Look ‘here, sir, if we do this well stir up
a hornets’ nest and never get away from
this — place. I'm thinking you wonld
better go down and wake up them paddlers,
get ’em in the canee ready to start, and I'll
get the Jap out mys@¥. You wait Yo
us on the beach, and we’ll make a dash
for you.”

The under-secretary agreed; the two men
separated, and the constable’s stocky form
was soon lost in darkness as he mowved
down the beach.

Peter Illington hurried to the hut of his
paddlers with disturbed thoughts. He
realized he was doing a quixotic thing.
The weather vane of his intentions seemed
to point in every direction except toward the
purpose which had brought him here. At
this moment his volte-face was complete;
he was now trying €o rescue the Jap. And
yet there seemed nothing else to do.

“Grimes,” he said, “this is impossible.” §  Amid this medley of impulses he fell back

“How so?”’

“We, as representatives of English law,
can’t permit it. We must go back and tell
King Taumbau this is tabu. He will have
to let that little man out of the cage.”

Grimes stood thoughtfully in the darkness.

“We can’t stop King Taumbau now, Mr.
Ulington.”

HWhy?"

“Because we have already crossed him
once when he was launching his canoe. If
we try to stop him again we’ll get in
trouble. These natxve kmgs will stand jus¢
so much and no more.’

“I see,” nodded the under-secretary.
“You may be right. I dare say you are.
Then we’ll have to get Shimo Nessu off
‘some other way. We can’t let that hap-
pen—"" he nodded at the pit—'‘you know
that.”

“But what are we going to do, sir?”

“If we could open the lock of the
cage___,’

“It hasn’t got no lock. It just fastens
out where the man inside can’t get at it,
and a guard stands there to watch and see
that nobody else lets him out.”

“Then it will be easy enough to get it
open—there are two of us.”

“Well, sure, if that’s what you mean.”

“That’s all there is to do. We’d better
get back to the prison now. It must be
getting near morning. Come on.”

on his stock reaction of damning the diplo-
matic post in which he found himself. It
was an instinctive and a wise procedure.
Few practical men fail to substitute pro-
fanity for thought. Thought is an appeal to
the conscious; profanity is an appeal to the
subconscious, which is a surer and a subtler
instrument. Thus the gods, after all, are
justified.

ILLINGTON did not have to wait
Q for his men. The poor wretches

were awake, and a word to Tanca
brought the whole crowd out on the beach
down to the canoe. They found their craft
on the sand and pushed it far enough into
the water so they could-get afloat quickly.
Peter ranged his men waist deep in the
slight surf along the side of the canoe,
ready to leap in and heave away on com-
mand. The little waves lapped, la; -
lapped at the slender boat and vanished
murmurously down the strand.

A faint gray light was gathering at some
vast height in the sky, and the stars looked
as if they were worn for sleep. Illington
tried to make out the hands on his wrist-
watch again but“failed. He listened and
peered anxiously down the village and into
the black jungle which marked the upper
boundary of the beach. He held his mouth
open to listen more intently. One of his
men in the water shivered from cold.
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In the midst of his concentration Peter

heazd a distant shout from the opposite end

of the village; then came another and an-
other, calls, answers, alarms. The under-
secretary turned to impress his men with
the need of increased attention.

The clamor in the village grew; it leaped
from point to point. Dogs began to bark;
came shouts. Suddenly a little nervous
spasm swept over the men at the canoe.
The deafening noise of the huge drum
crashed on their ears. It seemed to shake
the very jungle and the wind-swept clouds
scudding down the pale sky. The paddlers
appeared on the verge of flying.

The under-secretary stepped into the
water and put a hand on the bow.

“Steady there, boys,” he warned; “wé’re
not going to leave Grimes—or the Jap.”

Just then Illington saw figures come fly-
ing up the beach. In the turmoil he heard
Grimes’ voice berating:

“What did you let him out for! Plague
on you brown fools, let that Jap out of his
cage! He knocked that jailer on the head
and escaped! I
every man jack of you! Gone! Find him!
Get him! Look back up thebeach! He’s
among the houses!”

Amid the rush of figures in the gathering
light Peter could see the white duck of the
constable waving the natives back up into
the village. Some went as the white man
directed, but scores ran on down the beach,
spreading out in a fan in their search for
the escaped Jap. Grimes himself was mak-
ing rapidly for the canoe.

“All right, Mr. Illington,” he shouted
through the gusty morning® “—— the luck!
Jap’s got away! Look sharp!”

Peter was looking sharp. He was clutch-
ing the prow of the canoe for fear the pad-
dlers would make a premature dash. He
couldn’t hold them long. Grimes came run-
ning up. Peter felt the animal impulse to
flight tingling through his own body. Since
he was going he wanted to go.

He was saying in a nervous voice:

“Steady, men! Steady!”

Suddenly out of the jungle, right oppo-
site the canoe, burst a yellow, compact fig-
ure who came dashing across the beach
like a hare. At the same instast the brown
Fijians came howling and yelling to head
him off.

A constriction leaped in Illington’s throat.
'J’he brown men would catch him. The Jap

I’ll have King Taumbau cook

Peter Illington 17
d1d not have a rag of his kimono left after
his race through the jungle. He ran stark
naked and came dodging and side-leaping
among the natives who were now swarming
down on him. They were a pack of hounds
running over a rabbit. One moment the
stocky yellow man would be absolutely
hidden; the next moment he would swerve
out and flash on toward the canoe again.

It was the most amazing feat of broken-
field running Peter Hlington ever saw. En-
glish football tactics leaped out here and
there. The under-secretary wanted to
cheer, applaud. A huge brown man came
boring in not twenty feet up the beach
right between the canoe and the runner.
That was too much for Peter.

“Grimes!” he yelled. “Torpedo that brown
———! Ram him!”

lWit_h his right hand he motioned the pad-
dlers.

“Move out! Begin to shove offi We've
got to make a flying start!”

But Shimo Nessu did not require Grimes’
assistance. He dashed straight at the na-
tive. His squat yellow figure dodged down
and urder. Next moment the huge brown
man rose whirling in air with arms and legs
spread out like a thrown frog. Right under
him shot Shimo, and by the time the brown
man drummed down on the sand again the
Jap was at the water’s edge.

By this time Grimes was aboard, Illing-
ton had his paddles in motion and the canoe
was twenty feet out and gathering speed
when Shimo hit the surf. The Japanese
made two long hops and came foaming over
the stern, bringing a rain of spray.

The naked Jap seized a paddle and
strained with the other eight paddlers. The
yellow man was a dynamo. = The canoe
gathered speed, the little waves changed
from a thutfer to a purl. Illington in the
stern turned and watched the brown men
on shore. The whole crowd rushed over to
the long, trim war canoe. They
about it and within a minute had the keen
craft moving evenly over the bamboo buf-
fers to the water. Peter shouted a warning
to his own men.

The moment the war canoe touched wa-
ter the men at the prow flounced inside and
seized paddles. As it moved on in, those
amidships vaulted aboard, and so at a cer-
tain point there was a continual foaming
splash which transformed pushers outside
into paddlers on the inside. Next moment
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the long craft was headed toward Peter,
skimming along at the long rhythmic swing
of the South Seas.

The natives shouted their threats as they
came, but their voices were softened by the
distance the.smaller canoe had gained.
Within three minutes the fugitives were
darting between two of the islands which
screened the bay. Somehow the shape of
the high, stony islands focused the uproar
so that as Peter fled between them, the yells
of the boatful of brown demons roared down
on the fugitives with threats of death and
the pot. The next moment they had passed
this peculiar spot and darted out into the
noise and turmoil of the slashing seas and
rising tide outside the harbor.

In the lee of the islands Illington had not
known that a half-gale was blewing. Now
as he rushed into the combers and was
lifted and swung and lifted again, he real-
ized what a slender chance his paddlers had
of escaping the greyhound speed of the war
canoe. The greater length of the Fijian
boat would give it a wide advantage on
these plunging seas.

The air was filled with flying spray, and a
continual booming of waves i the
rocky islands shattered the air. In some
places combers thundered against the rocks
ahd were thrown back in heavy return
waves; in other places they shot skyward
in great white fountains; in still others,
they rolled over reefs and raced landward
in a mad froth. :

Illington clung to his seat and twisted
about, looking back to see the war canoe
come out of the harbor. At one minute,
in a trough, he would see nothing but the
curves and crests of rushing green waves;
the next he would be flung skyward for a
ten-second view of the whole seascape. At
every lift he watched the harbdr entrance
but saw nothing except the whipped and
roaring seas.

A sudden hope came to Peter that the
natives had given up the chase. His men
were still straining every muscle, and the
under-secretary was about to call to them
to take it a little easier when not two hun-
dred yards behind, he saw skim over the
crest of a roller, the long cahoe and her
brown crew. Peter changed his signal to
rest to a shout of warning. The paddlers
bent more furiously to their task. From
far behind came a faint howl from the war
canoe. The next moment they dropped
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from sight, and Peter’s own boat swung
downward again.

N1 THE quick shift from hope to immi-

A nent danger left Illington in miser-
able suspense. He rose and could
see nothing; he fell again. At any mo-
ment in this hide and seek of the waves,
the long war canoe might shoot over the
crest of a wave and hiss down into the
trough where his own stubby boat labored.

Ten minutes later he glimpsed the pur-
suers again. They were not a hundred
yards distant. He could even make out the
bleached, matted hair of the paddlers. He
could see their grimaces. One of the brown
men threateningly, or perhaps sportively,
rubbed his belly. :

Peter Illington wondered with an amazed
ache why in the world he had put in jeop-
ardy the lives of his paddlers, Grimes and
himself to rescue this ill-starred Jap. A
moment later, on the crest of a wave, the
wind beat off Peter’s sun-helmet. It went
flying along, then rolled for a few seconds
on the surface of the sea until the water
gripped it and melted it into the general

The paddler who piloted the fugitives
skirted the islands narrowly. Now on the
next wave, Peter saw dead ahead a pillar
of white rise up in the bright sunshine,
sparkle, flash and then vanish. It was some
new phase of wave form among the islands.

Behind, the war canoe was crawling stead-
ily up on the fugitives. Peter could see
them often now. He could see the reel of
the long craft as it came slicing along the
moving slopes. He began trying to calcu-
late how long it would be until it over-
hauled him. He wondered if the natives
would carry his whole party back alive. He
remembered the calabashes simmering
gently in the glowing pit. And he thought
of King Minos of Crete and the Olympian
Hellenes whom he brought to pot. Just a
few pages back in history, his own race!

He stared fixedly at the approaching
canoe. Every paddler lifted, swung for-
ward, made his stroke, in exact time. The
thing looked like some slender demon’s
horse striding toward him with long delib-
erate steps.e It would stride up to him,
overtake him, and then abruptly ses,
islands, sky would vanish for him and become
nothing. He stared, fascimted by this oblit-
erating canoe. The seas about him became
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a picture, a tenuous reality that presently
would burst like a bubble into nothing.

Now as his own canoe stroked up the
slope of one wave, the war boat rode down
into the trough he fled. As he sank on thc
other side, the interyening wave hid the
Fijians a few moments, then the sharp, deli-
cate prow cut the sky far above his head.
As it dropped, he went up. He could not
take his eycs from this fatal seesaw which
was rocking him out of existence.

An incrcasing and regular thunder which
had been growing for several minutes, at

t penctrated even Peter Illington’s hyp-
nosis. He turned and looked forward to
sec what this new uproar meant.

Not fifty yards in front of Htm hc saw a
column of water mount at least a hundred
feet in air, brecak and fall back with the
sound of a Ni . As the next wave
broke the column mounted again, changing
its green bulk into a dazzling white. By this
time th¢ return waves began shaking at
Peter’s canoe. In the trough of each roller
appeared the long, curving, gray walls of
the atoll which Peter had crossed the day
before. "

The fugitives were driving straight at
this maelstrom. And Peter suddenly real-
ized and approved, that his canoeists had
chosen this sort of death to the calabashes
of King Taumbau.

The boom and shudder of that leaping
column of water suddenly made the war
canoe seem a small and indifferent thing.
Every wave advanced Peter’s canoe in
great stcps. Only oncc he flung a glance
over his shouldan. To see if the natives
were following. They were.

"Peter gripped the sides of his seat and
leaned forward. He was rushing toward
the wuter-front in great swinging curves.
As the column spouted upward he could see
tossed away from it masses of water as
large as his head, as large as a barrel. Be-
tween the roars of the spout the whole sur-
face of the waves hissed with a yeasty foam.

A kind of windy thrill went down Peter’s
" backbone as he rode the wave he thought
would land him in the typhoon. It fell a
little short. The gray and green walls of
the atoll rose above him through the water.
He was headed directly for a gap in it. The
next wave shot him upward in a big half-
circle.  As the little canoe drove in, a whole
universe of water seemed to boil, to lift—
the canoe was rising, soaring——

4
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Peter Illington was amidst a thundering
chaos of water. It shot up and around him
as if two mighty hoses were playing’ up out
of the sea. Peter saw one of these upshoot-
ing masses catch a paddle from one of his
men and lose it in the sky. The fugitives
were in a narrow gap between two typhoons
of water. Side pressure of the twd columns
lifted them fifteen or twenty feet. For two
or three seconds the white man was con-
fused amid watery confusion. But the lit-
tle-segment of wave on which he rode did
not break into the sky, but rolleq solidly up,
over and inside the atoll. .

Just as the two columns were falling the
little canoe shot down into the interior of
the atoll in a great sluice of foam. The ves-
sel was almost full of water, but was unin-
jured. As the column of surf crashed be-
hind them, the watecr-logged canoe struggled
away into the calm, clear water of the atoll.

Peter was drenched. His face stung, his
eyes smarted from the spray. He turned
and stared back at the typhoon through
which he had lived. It arose again, leaped
skyward and fell with monotonous thunder.
As the fugitives struggled across to the out-
let on the lee side, Peter saw something
that set his nerves quivering again. He
saw the war canoe appear in an upspout of
the surf. It seemed to stand a moment in
the midst of the white wall, then he saw the
front half of the long delicate_vessel bend
upward, came a faint crackling amid the
thunder as if some one had snapped a maca-
roni; the stern of the canoe took another
crazy angle. :

Then for a moment the white waterspout
was filled with little whirling brown figures;
he even saw the bleached hair of one. The
next moment it all crashed down and was
gone. When the next wave shot up to the
skies it was clean and white again.

WIY3 PETER ILLINGTON stayed out
;{%‘\ at sea until the auction at Suva was
well over. When he finally paddled
idf, he discovered that Judge Shenstone had
received a cablegram from Downing Street
and that a notice of the alien exclusion act
was stuck up on the simple old blackboard
outside the shabby state houses in Trafalgar
Square.
Afterward Peter was talking to the

Chief Justice, and both men agreed that it
seemed as if Providence moved itself in a

© very sp9cia.l manner in this instance, as in
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many other instances, for the preservation
of the British Empire. And so it seemed.

Some time afterward, the cable dispatches
bore the news that Shimo Nessu, one of the
youngest and most aggressive ministers in
the Japanese Navy Department, had com-
mitted Aari-kiri in his home in Kobe, the
House of Eleven Terraces. And his young
wife, the daughter of Admiral Neogi, had
gone with her husband.

Eventually Mr. Illington discharged his
servant, Tanoa, because, as he explained ‘to
his man, he could not take a cup of tea
from his hands without seeing two ——
calabashes boiling on hot stones and it
“threw him off his feed.”

Tanoa looked reproachfully at his mas-
ter. : - ’
“Then why did you take me away from
King Taumbau?’’ he asked. “He will never
send for me again.”

The under-secretary stared.

“You—you brown riddle, you dop’t
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mean you wanted to stay! Is that it?”

The absurd figure with the bleached hair
made a hopeless gesture.

“Ndengei! Tanoa's ghost would have pro-
tected a king’s ship and -Tanoa’s body
would have been part of a-king’s body!
Ndengei!”

But it was useless to rave to Ndengei,
the servant knew that. The brown man
with the bleached hair turned and wandered
out of the bungalow into the wind-swept
boulevard. He did not know where he was
going nor what he would do. Dive for
pear] shells maybe, gather vanilla beans
maybe, maybe beg. He did not know.

It made no difference; he had lost his easy
berth and wds still alive. It was uscless to
pray to Ndengei, that great serpent that
laid eggs in the sand and had crawled away,
eons ago. Ndengei did not even know
that the eggs had hatched, or what they had
{:fatchedauNdengex cared not.lung about any
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A FRENCH VIEW OF AMERICAN AID

by Leonard H. Nason

BN AMERICAN troop train
fil stopped at Le Mans one night
Bl in June 1918. The cars were

: uncoupled from the engine, and
one by one pushed up on a motor conveyor
to be taken back of the station, and stored
for the night. French freight cars, the fa-
mous “forty men or eight horses” type, are
about half the size of American cars, and
the use of these motor conveyors saves
much time that would ordinarily be used in
switching. The last car was loaded with
barrack bags, and was considerably heavier
than the others. Two Frenchmen were urt-
able to push it up the incline to the con-
veyor, so they called upon spme of the
watching Americans for aid. These last
responded gleefully. One of thém mounted
to the little house where the brakeman sits,
and the rest, to the number of about one

hundred and fifty, proceeded to distribute
themselves about the car, some on the ro0f,
others on the ladders, and a great number
at one end. Yo—ho-mg mightily, they
pushed the car along, and finally broke into
a run. There were cries of alarm from the
French, shouts of protest and “Put on the
brake! Put on the brake!” from those on
the top and sides of the car, while the cab
of the motor conveyor began to shed French-
men. The car shot up one side of the in-
cline, down the othez, leaped the tracks and
crashed into the oconveyor cab, totally
wrecking the latter. The hearty laughtcr
of the Americans was most displeasing to
the French railway employees.

“That’s America for you,” complained
the Chef de Gare. ‘“We ask them for help,
and they just come over hete and break

thlm llp'"
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retreated precipitantly with the loss of one
dead and another wounded.

“Clint, don’t you reckon we’d better do
somethin’ about this?’’ ventured old County
Judge Combs, entering the sheriff’s office.
In his hand was a copy of a Lexington
paper, just received, which featured on its
front page the latest unsuccessful raid.

“The folks down below are getting ex-
cited,” the judge continued, “and ’low we
ought to capture the fellers guilty of these
two killin’s. You’re high sheriff of the
county. ’Pears to me you’d best ride over
and talk to them Yocums.”

Clint Hawkins banged his desk with a
muscular fist and swore an angry oath.

“Jedge, who started this here trouwble
anyway?” he demanded. “I didn't. 1t
was me that told Mr. Brown to keep off'n
Finley Yocum at the first. He wouldn’t
heed me—and now that them smart-Alecky
Government marshals have kicked up such
a ruction, they can go plumb on through
with it alone. I don’t aim to take a hand
one way or the other. Understand?”

The old man protested—feebly, for Haw-
kins was czar ®f his bailiwick:

“But, Clint, you know the marshals are
right. It’s p’intedly against the law these
days to still and traffic in liquor.”

The big sheriff grunted.

“Yes, it’s against the law—but a heap of
laws have been writ without knowledge of
all the folks they’d touch. Mountain-men

ain’t Blue Grass men, sedge, and furriners

will stand for meddlin’ that our boys won’t.

“What’s more,” he added, “Fightin’
Finley and his kin are sober, honest ’shiners.
They ain’t made nothing but pure liquor
since I've been sheriff. It’s the fellers who
run the mean, p’ison kind that I hate.
I'll go after them every time without asking
help of the Government or anybody else!”

Whereupon, with this reiteration of his

policy, Clint Hawkins turned from the.

judge and lapsed into stubborn silence.

But he soon found that he could not so
easily disregard the general situation and
tlfle events and sentiment that grew out
of it.

Had the assaults on Yocum'!Knob been
made by native officials, an affray strictly
between mountaineers, the outside world
would have given it only passing notice.
Also, had not certain metropolitan papers
felt the mid-Winter dearth of news and
consequently been eager to seize and feature

Adventure

any sensational happening, the murder of
two Federal agents and the wounding of a
third would not have drawn scare head-
lines and editorial comment.

As it was, however, the prowess of .the
out-State press focused the attention of its
reader-millions on the murders of Yocum
Knob; and the Kentucky dailies, partly in
self-defense, took up the cry for vengeance
and demanded that the commonwealth be
cleansed of this, its latest public shame.
Mass meetings were held in many lowland
cities, resolutions of indignation passed and
funds raised to aid in the capture anc
prosecution of the mountain outlaws.
These gatherings in turn reacted on the
press, and editorial pens frothed while re-
portorial imaginations ran riot with the
facts.

Sheriff Hawkins, a subscriber to the
State’s largest paper, which reached his
isolated village a day late, was astounded
by what he read in its columns. Copies of
other papers began to appear in his mail,
too, sent, complimentary, from different
parts of the country. He quickly learned
that his refusal to join Prohibition Agent
Brown on his fatal raid was known ap-
parently throughout the United States.
The fact that he~had made no effort to ap-
prehend the murders was also broadcast
and the subject of scathing criticism.

“Now don’t that beat ——|” he ex-
daimed furiously to himself. “Just because
I won’t take orders from a passel of nosey
marshals every newspaper in the world up
and calls me a coward. They 'low I'm as
guilty as them who done the killing, since
I won’t arrest ’em. I'd ke to know what
business furriners have telling me how to
run my county!’ .

The truth was that Clint Hawkins was
little fool and less coward. His Calvinistic
conscience clearly distinguished between
right and wrong; but, keowing something of
human nature, he reckoned with folk as
they were, not as idealists held they should
be, and realized that saints are not made
by law. Normally he policed his moun-
tain county with a firm but gentle hand—
a hand that could clench itself into a merci-
less fist, however, when his authority was
openly defied.

What he disliked most was outside in-
terference, as he considered it; the coming
into his territory of State or Federal Govern-
ment officers. When that occurred Clint
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was automatically on the defensive with the
native party sought. His official pride
was insulted and his highland loyalty
intensified.

In the present instance he had no love for
the Yoécums, who had given him trouble on
previeus occasions, and he privately ad-
mitted that they were in the wrong. But
he wished to bring them to justice in his
gm moéuntain way, hotly resented what

deemed a foreign invasion and there-
fore determined on a position of sullen
‘neutrality.

SPEEDILY following his talk with
‘ﬁ County Judge Combs, came a letter

from the chief of thelr judicial dis-
trict. The circuit judge, a citizen of the
Blue Grass, formally inquired -what steps
the sheriff was taking against the Yocums,
urged prompt and drastic action and con-
cluded by saying that unless such action
was taken he would call upon the governor
for troops.

Clint replied impertinently, consigned the
governor and his troops to something much
warmer than a mountain December, made
the impossible demand. that the Federal
posses cease their operations in his, Sheriff
Hawkins’, county and added more diplo-
matically that an attack of rheumatism at
" present held him bedfast and inactive.

When word came that State Director
Sherman was on his way to the coulity
seat to confer with the local authorities and
.. Seek their cooperation, Clint limped a few
" times around the court-house square, com-
plained to every one he met of painful and
swollen limbs and then went home and to

Ner would he grant the State director a
single interview. Sherman, calling at the
sheriff’'s home, heard anguished groans
within, listened politely as Clint’s wife
conveyed his excuses and sent a terse
answer:

“Please tell your husband, Mrs. Hawkins,
that we won’t bother him farther. It’s the
United States Government primarily that’s
being defied, and under the circumstances
we’ll no longer consider your local ofﬁcxals
even possible allies. Good evening.”’

The next day Clint read that the Governor
of Kentucky had offered rewards of one
thousand dollars for Finley Yocum and
five hundred dollars for his brother Elmer.
Both of them had been recognized by posse-
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men who witnessed the murder of Brown.
And the offer called for them dead or
alive.

The sheriff summoned his deputy, Dave
Arnett, to his bedside. Dave, gaunt, gray
and keen-featured bad fought Indians
on the Western plams in his youth and
despite his sixty-odd years was stil a
vigorous man-hunter.

Clint, propped up in .bed in his red-
flannel underwear, tapped the governor’s
published proclamation with a calculating
forefinger. .

“Dave,” he began slowly, “this here
means that F inley and Elmer are blockaded
in our county. Maybe it won’t be’ safe -
for ’em even tgQ quit their own neighbor-

Jhood now. For if they try to run far

somebody’s shore to set about earning that

fifteen hundred dollars. The show-down’s .

got to be right here. Ain’t that the way
ou figger it?”

The taciturn deputy nodded.

“Wal,” continued Clint, and the words
seemed to hurt him, “I reckon you’d better
drop by Yocum Knob and tell Finley he ain’t
got much chance. Say that I counsel him
not to go any farther with his foolishness.
He’s done enough. And, Dave, don’t ’low
to nobody but him that I’ve spoke as I
have.”

“I won’t.”

Dave Arnett smiled grimly, nodded again
and rose to go.

Before he returned with his report, a
third battle took place at Yocum Knob.
State Director Sherman had set up head-
quarters at Hinkston and there rallied
Federal agents from all over Kentucky.
Spurred by the press and the excited public,
heedless of miry roads and threatening
Winter weather, the director led a com-
pany of fifty heavily armed men into the
hills. He divided his force, sending half
of it to attack the knob from the rear
while he advanced with the remaining
twenty-five men across the fronting open
country.

That night a sleet-storm ravaged the
knobs. The flanking party got lost among
the cliffs and hollows, suffered severely from °
the cold, and its members ssturned to
Hinkston as best they could, individually
and in pairs, and mostly afoot, without
having fired a shot.

Sherman, unconscious of this and ex-
pecting support, advanced his posse in
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skirmish formation through the icy dark-
ness, waded the freezing creek and at-
tained the steep knobside. An hour later
when he counted his men, a safe distance
from the unraided stronghold, two were
slightly wounded and three missing.

The following afternoon one of the miss-
ing agents ’phoned him from the nearest
lowland village. The other two men were
dead, he told Sherman. He had been
picked up on the%nob where he fell, blind-
folded and taken to what he supposed was
the still-house. There he was fed and his
wound bandaged, and later he and the two
corpses were put in road-wagon and
hauled to the outskirts of the village.

“I was thar and gone afore the fight
started,” Deputy Arnett reported to his
chief. “Finley treated me well and listened
at all T had to ’low. But he says tell yo’
he can’t lay down fiow; he's gone too fer.

He knows the fix he’s in, but he ain't,

skeered. He’ll never be took alive, he
swears—and, Clint, I'm sartain he means
hit. Fightin’ Finley’s got his war-paint on,
and he’ll hold that knob to the finish.”

Sheriff Hawkins picked a moment at the
quilt that covered him, then he heaved a
resigned sigh.

“All right, Dave,” he muttered; “you’re
a witness that I’ve done my best to stop
this trouble. If them Yocums won't give
up peaceful, they won’t. A man sick as I
am can’t do no more about it, shore.”

And he reached toward a pile of late

newspapers on the bed beside him.
Contained in those papers were certain
headlines and editorials that burned into
Clint’s very soul. From a Cincinnati com-
posing-room cate the caption:

ARMAGEDDON!

Kentucky Moonshiners Gather st Yocum Knob

Government Agents Prepare for Big Battle with
Host of Outlaw Mountaineers

Crisis in U. S. Enforcement

An Eastern daily headed "a double-
, column dispatch: ®

KENTUCKY COUNTY IN REBELLION

Mountain Officials Join Moonshiners in Defyiag
Eighteenth Amenglglent

Region, Notorious for Its Iliteracy. Acknowledges
Fighting Finley Yocum Its Master—*"Like Sodom
and Gomorrah!” Says New York Bishop
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A New England e;iitor wrote in part:

The churches that send missionaries to Africa
and the Orient might well list the Kentucky
Mountains among their fields of work. As proven
by current happenings in that country, there arc
heathens in the United States as as abroad.
Let us convert Americans first. -

A brother joyrnalist in the West, speak-
ing of Clint Hawkins’ county, declared— _

Civilization must be carried to such communitics
on the point of the bayonet.

From a Louisville sanctum rang the

appeal:

Let every true Kentuckian first blush with shane;
then,withchinsquaredmdshouldcrsaect,m
that blush by offering himself for military service
against the mountain renegades. “A chain is no
stronger than its weakest link,” and this proud
commonwealth is being judged by the failure of
self-government in its outlaw county. It is for
Kentuckians, unaided, to cleanse their State in the
eyes of the world.

Sheriff Hawkins, rereading these words
in the dimming light of his room, twisted
his fat body until the bed-slats creaked,
and tugged at his mustache, scowling.
His wounded official vanity ceased to hurt
him, and now he suffered only as a moun-
taineer.

“Knowed for our ‘illiteracy’ are we?”
Sheriff Hawkins growled to himseli.
“Outlaws and heathens—not just a few,
but the whole passel of us. Ought to be
learned civilization with a rifle-gun. Ain’t
able to govern ourselves, and a shame to
Kaintucky. No better than niggers and
Chineymen—yes, every man and woman
in these hills.” . .

He swore aloud: '

“—— that Finley Yocum and all his
kin! He shore has played these mountains
a mean trick!”

None knew better than Clint Hawkins
that the large majority of his fellow hill-
men were peaceful, law-abiding citizens.
Comparatively few of them were inter-
ested in the illicit liquor traffic or had ever
harmed a human being. * But these good
citizens, by the primitive nature of the
country, lived mainly in isolation, each
man from necessity the protector of his
home and family; and for that reason they
feared to take independent action against
such desperadoes as the Yocums, because
of probable reprisals.
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Also, it must be admitted, the same
provincial loyalty that influenced Sheriff
Hawkins, influenced them too in the present
crisis. Freemen, and jealous of their rights,
they resented the entrance of outlanders
into their civic affairs and, instinctively
sympathized with the hunted moonshiners.

Yet, even though he was confined to bed,
Clint’s political sense detected a change in
local public sentiment. - He somehow knew
that the citizens of his county were sicken-
ing of Fightin’ Finley and his defiance of
the law. At first the mountaineers had
gloated over his beating off the “furriners;”
then they held their tongues and began to
think; now they realized the seriousness of
the situation ‘to themselves and felt its
reproach.

That evening, after the sheriff’s wife had

given him his supper and lighted the kero-

sene lamp in his room, Judge Combs called.

The old man was pla.mly worried.
“Clint, how’re you feeling?”’ he inquired,

taking a ‘chair by the bed.

“Poorly, jedge, poorly,” groaned Clint,
shaking his head feebly. “I never suffered
such misery before in my life!”

“Wal,” declared the judge, “I ain’t very
vert myself—but somebody around this
county seat ought to be well enough to do
something and do it purty quick.”

His gray eyebrows knit over sharp black
Hupils.

“Clint,” he mm!'ned, ‘an hour ago the

circuit jedge teleyphoned me from Hinks-
1on.  He told me a few things he ’'lowed
1'{ want to know. Early this morning, he
-avs, after that fray at Yocum Knob last
night, he sent to the governor for soldiers.
\ battery of artillery and several machine
zuns, as they call ’em, are on their way to
t+¢ knob now; and tomorrow a company of
‘niantry lands at Olympia Station, marches
1hrough to here and then goes on to fight
ke Yocums from behind. Every soldier of
‘t.¢ State Guard is being got ready, says
e jedge; and if they can’t whop the
-hiners, the governor will ask the fellers at
\washington for more soldiers and a few
wirships. He’s swore to tame this county
if it takes a hundred years and a million
Ten to do it.”’

“But, jedge,” exploded Clint, rising on
nis elbow, “all this ain’t the county’s fault!
It’s just them ’shiners who’ve broke the
law.”

“Makes no difference,” retorted the old
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man. “The governor holds that since we
haven’t stirred ourselves to stop this mis-
chief we ain’t able to stop it. That’s why
him and the United States are going to take
over the county and put it under martial
law. They ’low we mountain folks ain’t
fitten to rule ourselves.”

((Gosh!’)

- Hot sweat broke out on Clint Hawkins’.
suddenly crimson face. He reared in his
bed and glared wrathfully at the footboard,
his huge fists clenched on the coverlid in
his lap.

“It shore is a mighty sad plight we’re
in,” the judge continued mournfully. “I
never reckoned I'd live to see the day
when Kaintucky mountain officers would
have to call on furriners to do their fightin’
for ’em. It’s always been my idee that no
man up here ever got so bad that there
mn’t a few amoxg us who could master

3 ”
Clint turned on the old man.
“But, jedge,” he protested again, “the

‘papers "low that ’shiners and bootleggers

from all over the hills are gathering at
Yocum Knob. There must be a clean
hundred of ’em with Finley now, and more
a-comin’.”

Judge Combs nodded.

“Yes,” he drawled, “it'll take real soldiers
to handle ’em proper. Don’t you feel bad
about it, Clint. There ain’t a sheriff in the
whole country, I ‘reckon, who’s up to
whoppin’ that crew. It’s a good thing we
got a governor and the United States to

tect us—yes, it is!”

The bedridden officer abruptly changed
the subject of conversation; but an hour
later after the judge had told him good
night there was a sudden and radical change
in his condition.

His face still flushed, but with agile
limbs, Clint got out of bed, dressed, put a
roll of newspapers in his hip pocket and
buckled a holster containing a .38 special
to his belt. Next he went to the barn,
saddled his horse and led it through the
deserted village streets to Dave Arnett’s
door.

There Sheriff Hawkins held a whispered
consultation with his deputy.

“Dave,” he concluded, “I want thirty of
the best fightin’ men in the county. You
start riding after 'em now and have ’em all
here together by tomorrow noon. I
oughtn’t to be more than a couple of hours
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with Finley after I reach the knob! But
somethin’ may happen between me and
him—and if I'm not back by one o’clock
you and your men sot in and do what I'd
want done. Understand?”

/

5§ YOCUM KNOB was a good four-
r‘l teen miles from the county seat,
i reached from there by steep and_
rutted roads. The December night was
. windy and cold, but a heavy checkered
mackinaw and the quickened blood in his
veins kept the sherif warm. He knew
every acre of the country and felt little
need of caution for the first ten miles of his
journey. But when he reached the holdings
of the Yocums and the Skaggses, their
kinfolk, he made his horse walk and kept
his right hand on his holster.

Nothing happened, however, and a clea,r
day was breaking when he started up the
trall that ascended a ridge leading to the
rear'of the knob. Atop the ridge, he spied
a mountaineerg with a rifle, lounging behind
a tree, farther down the trail. It was
young Ira Skaggs, Fightin’ Finley’s cousin.

“Howdy, Ira!”

“Mornin’, Clint!”

The sentry eyed him suspiciously, but
made no hostile move.

“Where’s Finley and the rest of the
boys?’)

Ira jerked his thumb over his shoulder.

“Up on the knob, I reckon.”

Then—

“Air ye ridin’ alone?”

“Yes,” answered the sheriff; “I always
ride alone when I'm on friendly business.
You might glve F mley a holler, just to let
him know I'm coming.’

Ira gave voice to a crude but eloquerk
mountain yodel, and Clint continued along
the trail unchallenged.

Reaching the rear of the knob, he dis-
mounted and tethered his horse. A steep
climb, a foot-path twisting around the
crags and cliffs, and after several minutes
he gained the broad ledge on which the
still-house was built. The ledge was well
screened from the valley by pines and
cedars. Just outside the open still-house
door blazed a camp-fire, and gathered about
it were three men—Fightin’ Finley, Elmer
Yocum and their bearded uncle, Reuben
Skaggs. All were armed. .

Finley was down on one knee, fondling
a kitten that rolled on its back, his slouch
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hat pushed aslant on his head, his dark,
youthful features smiling. His companions
met Sheriff Hawkins’ approach with sullen
scrutiny, but Finley, looking up, only
lessened his smile to a grin.

“Sot yerself on that nail-keg, Clint,” he
invited, indicating the seat. “I 'low ye’ve
been up most of the night and air purty
tired.”

" Before accepting such hospitality the
sheriff unbuckled his holster and hung it
on the door. The Yocum brothers ac-
knowledged the courtesy by likewise dis-
carding their weapons; but Reuben Skaggs,
taking his rifle with him, joined his son
Gus who was keeping watch behind a
holly-bush, half-way down the knobside.

“Where’s all them ’shiners and boot-
leggers that, joined .you from other parts
of the mountains?” Clint first inquired,
glancing about searchingly. -

Finley and Elmer were surprized.

“Why, thar ain’t nobody here but me
'n’ Elmer and Uncle Rube and his two
boys,” replied the elder brother. ‘“And we
dldntlettheSkaggmmxxmullyxster
day.

“What?"

Clint in turn was surprized,

“You don’t mean to tell that just you
two have done all this mischief alone?”

Elmer, a weak counterpart of his domi-
nant brother, licked his hairless lips un-
easily at the question; but leey in a glow
of vanity answered frankly:

“O’ course we two done hit all, Clint.
Hit don’t take more’n a couple o’ true-
shootin’ rifle-guns to whop off a few reve-
nuers, ’specially when them guns air up
high and well kivered, and their targets
ain’t. By keepin’ our eyes al’ays open
and usin’ repeaters, I reckon we’ve fooled
the marsha.ls into thinkin’ thar’s ’most a
dozen of us.”

The mountaineer laughed loudly and
slapped his knee. To him it was a huge
joke.

Clint Hawkins leaned forward on his
nail-keg, grinning.

“’Most a dozen?” he repeated. ‘“Why,
boy, they’re shore tliere’s every one of a
thousand men up here. The newspapers
are norating it that all the blockaders in
Kaintucky are gathering on this knob for
a big show-down battle with the Govern-
ment. That’s how bad you’ve fooled 'em.”

Then the sheriff became serious, took



the roll of selected newspapers from his hip
pocket and handed them to the Yocums.

‘“Read what I've marked in them,” he
said shortly.

As the brothers read, spelling out each
word, he continued:

“You boys certainly have given us
mountain folks a mighty hard name.
You've disgraced the whole county and
State of Kaintucky. People are talking
up about us all over the world, saying no

end.of mean things that wouldn’t be said
but for you two. And, boys, it’s got to
stop. That’s why I’'m here. Understand?”

Finley, a bit dazed by what he was
reading, protsted

“Why, Clint, 'most all this here isa he.
We ain’t nowise that bad. And ye've
alays ’lowed yourself that thar wasn’t
much harm in makin’ good, pure
lLiquor—”’

“But that ain’t the point,” interrupted
the sheriff. “Your stillin’ was the start of
this trouble, but it’s lost sight of now.
You’ve killed four marshals and hurt four
more, and you’re up here defying all Kain-

tucky and the United States. Some says
you’ve started a civil war. Others ’low
that unless you’re took and hung, every-
body will be breakin’ the law.

“But worse’n that, Finley,” added Clint
with feeling, “is the fact that you’re sham-
ing your own mountains!”

That was the angle of the situation that
distressed Sheriff Hawkins most; everything
else was secondary; and he taxed his vocabu-
lary and quoted copiously from the papers

in explaining it to the Yocums. They were

astonished, impressed, actually embarrassed
at moments; but Finley’s pride was first of
all selfish.

“I won’t be took alive,” he reiterated
stubbornly, his black eyes kindling. “I
know they’ll glt us purty soon now, Clint,
but I won’t give up tame-like. They got
to kill I;;ghtm' Finley afore they capture
him.”

The sheriff rose.

‘“Then pick your time for dying and I'll
strive to accommodate you.”

His own eyes glinted and looked down
at the brothers from above a squared jaw.

“No fotched-on soldiers are going to
draw blood out of you two,” he snapped.
“I’'m still running this county, and that’s
my job. You know what happens when
Clint Hawkins takes the trail.”
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Both Finley and Elmer did know. They
might successfully defy posses of “furri-
ners’’ here in their native hills, but if the
burly sheriff, a fellow mountaineer, declared
war against them it meant war to a brief
and terrible finish. Lenient as Clint gen-
erally was in exercising his authority, when
aroused he was the bitterest and mest in-
vincible of foes. No one ever had survived
his enmity for long.

Elmer Yocum spoke, his. receding chin
quivering:

“I—I didn’t want to git into this trouble,
Mr. Hawkins, honest.. Finley he made
me. I was willin’ to leave the still and go
home when we heerd them fust revenuers
was comin’. I've a woman and young ’uns
to think of but he ain’t.”

His brother got to his feet and regarded
him contemptuously.

“Yas, ye coward,” he sneered; “ye’d ’a’
run without shootin’ a shoot if I’d let ye.
Ye're afeerd to stand up and fight like a
Yocum.”

At that moment a whistle down at the
holly-bush diverted the trio’s attention.
Finley stepped cautiously to the edge of

- the ledge and peered out through a break

in the trees. Clint followed him, while
Elmer remained hunched over by the fire.

‘The wintry atmosphere was clear, and
the early-morning sun revealed every de-
tail of the wide valley below and its western
flank of low hills. On those hills, just op-
posite Yocum Knob, the mountaineers saw
the pigmy figures of uniformed men work-
ing, digging. Near them were parked
several army motor trucks and two field-
pieces with their caissons, and beyond them
other soldiers were setting up a row of
brown tents. Down in the valley, and
ready for action, four squads of machine
gunners had “dug in,” their positions com-
manding three sides of the knob.

“Finley—" the sheriff laid a heavy hand
on his shoulder—*they’re going to-get you
this time. Maybe you won’t live to see
another day-break. Them two cannon out
yonder will just naturally shoot this hill
into bird-bites, and they’re counting on
the soldiers coming up behind to catch you
if you run that way.

“Recollect, too, that our citizens don’t
bear you Yocums much love. They’ll
plug you in a minute now if you glve ’em a
chance. And then there’s me ’n’ my men
to reckon with.
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“Finley, you're the same as 2 dead ’un
right now!”

The young mountaineer slowly turned,
faced the sheriff and drew himself more
erect. He was still the reckless, dominant
outlaw, but Clint Hawkins saw in his black
eves the dawn of other emotions.

“Boy,” he resumed in a lower tone,
holding his gaze, “the law ain’t got real
evidence on anybody except you and
Elmer. I've an idee that the Skaggses
helped at the still before this ruction started,
but they haven’t done any harm since
and I'll handle them later in my own
way.”

Clint paused, took a note-book and an
indelible pencil from his inner cqat pocket,
and narrowed one eye meamngly

“You know, Finley,” he said, “a dead
man’s written word counts for a heap in
court and can’t always be disputed, least-
wise not in this case. Elmer there’s a
‘shiner and he’ll have to suffer for it—but
are you shore that he shot any of them

marshals?”

Finley hesitated,
understanding.

“Naw,” he answered; “I'm sartain he
didn’t hurt a one of ’em. I done hit all
myself, makin’ him stay with me.”

“Then take these, use that tree for a rest
and write what I tell you.”

A few minutes later, the note-book with
its signed confession safely in his pocket,
Sheriff Hawkins continued:

“There’ll be five hundred dollars coming
for Elmer. Now if he’ll go back with me
peaceful I'll collect that money and use
it to take care of his wife and young ’uns
while he’s away serving his liquor sentence.
I give you my word on that, Finley. You
go talk with him wand get him in the
notion.”

It took little persuasion from his brother
to make the younger Yocum agree to
surrender. The sheriff’s proposition meant
life to him, if imprisonment, with the assur-
ance that his family would be provided for.

“All righg, boys,” said Clint, joining
them at the camp-fire. “The next thing
is for you to call Reuben and Gus up here,
tell ’em to go by for Ira and for the three
of ’em to hustle on home, put by their

then smiled grimly,

weepons and keep their mouths shut.
Finley, you do the talking.”

Reuben and Gus Skaggs, loyal to their
blood, demurred at being sent away; but at
Fightin’ Finley’s insistence they finally went.

Nor ha&? they more tham disappeared
around the knob when a rat-fat-tat-tat
sounded from the valley, and machine-
gun bullets began to clip the underbrush a
few yards below the holly-bush.

“They’re chasing the ’shiners and boot-
leggers up to this bench,” remarked Clint
with dry humor, “so the blg guns can kill
’em easy by the "hundr

Elmer quickly sought ‘shelter inside the
log still-house; but Finley, picking up his
rifle, confronted Sherif Hawkins beside
the dying fire. :

“Wal, Clint,” he drawled, “I’ve traded
in my kin fer what I low is their good; but
I'm tellin’ ye ag’in I won’t be took alive.”

His dark features were bloodless, but not
a muscle of him quivered. He jerked his
head toward the valley, grinning faintly.

“If ye’ll excuse me,” he said, “reckoa
I’ll drap down thar and l’arn what all the
racket’s about.”

The sheriff, silent, watched him go.
Through the break in the trees he saw him
swing easily down the knobside, pass un-
scratched through the fitful rain of bullets

_and reach the creek.

There at the bank he paused. The
machine gunners, seeing him, held their
fire. But only for a moment. The moun-
taineer, lifting his repeater above his head,
plunged into the current and started directly
toward the nearest squad. There came a
series of triumphant shouts from the gun
nests, an answering battle yell from the
creek a rat-tat-tai-tat from four eager
muzzlw and, his rifle still gripped tightly,
Fxghtm’ Fm]ey Yocum staggered- and
crumpled up on the farther bank.

Sheriff Hawkins wiped a tremb]mg hand
across his eyes. Then he turned
his shoulders, strode over to ﬁ:e still-
house door and took down his holster.

“Elmer Yocum,” he ordered, ‘“‘come on
out of there. You’re a prisoner of this
county now. I'm the high sheriff, and I
don’t need furriners to help me enforce the
law in my hills!”
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She did not look at her lover, but smiled
on the world a candid, simple happiness.
She wore a kirtle of blue, good honest stuff,
but of the plainest.

He was in all things unlike her, dark of
skin and eye and hair, slight and lithe, by
much the elder, gravely earnest and with
many words to:her few. He was richly
furnished, his green -doublet embroidered
and furred, a gold chain about his neck.

“Yea, yea, England is at work,” Bran
said.

The two lovers heard and saw him and
turned back into the forest.

“She is pretty,” said the child. “I think
she is a princess. She has hair like cow-
slips.”’

“Welladay, now it is May,” Bran droned
again. “Comes October lo make you
sober; nought for December but to re-
member; welladay, what was your May?”’

‘““That is a sad song.”

The child went on building. y

“I will not sing a sad song, I. They are
not true.”

“But fairyland is true,” Bran laughed.

“That is sure,” the child said.

The man came striding upon them and
Jumped down from the bank.

“‘Seigneur Bran, all hail,” sayshe. “Walk
aside with me, my lord.”

Bran groaned and slowly heaved him-
self up.

“A.young man’s youth it knows no ruth,”
he said and looked at his man long and hard.

The man linked arms with him and drew -

him away.

“Do me no wrong, Bran.
seen us. It is ill luck.”

“That is-ill said, Cousin Walter.”

“Ill may be mended if you mean me
~ well.”

“Nenny, nenny, I am for nought.
mean ill, you will sup on ill.”

“My lady is Ursula, the daughter of
Siward of the Hateh.”

“And Monseigneur Walter is son of Sir
Walter of Betchworth. And King Co-
phetua he did wed a beggar maid. But
that was in the old time before, and "

“No beggar she is, but a most fair, wise

You have

If you

lady. And her I will wed or T will wed

none. But we must be secret yet. If my

father hears suddenly that I go wooing her,

he will break out upon us.”
“Do you mean good faith, cousin?’’ Bran
said.

-
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“By the holy rood.”

The young man grasped his hand.

‘““What is her father, the Sieur Siward—
cottar or villein?”’

“He has a furnace here in the woods.
He holds of us and of Gilbert of Ockleyv.
He is a shrewd fellow and prospers.”’

“But you are born of a Norman lord
and she of a Saxon churl. God be with
you, cousin. England is a-making. But
’twixt hammer and anvil it goes hard with
the iron.” )

“I fear not, nor she. But let me fight
my fight fair. Tell no tales at home,
Bran. Stand off and be my friend.”

“Fie, fie; Bran sours no man’s milk.”

“Good fellow.”

The young man held to him.
friend.”

He waved his hat to the child.

‘“Princess la, your own true knight,”” and

he was gone.
W2
":“\{e king took his ease. From hunting

‘ in the royal chase by Guilford he
was come to hunt the wide forest of the
hills and the weald, and great sport he had.
For the woodland was dense and wild, and
in many miles no hamlet made a clearing
and no man disturbed the coverts and
there was great plenty of beasts of forest,
beast of chase and beasts of warren—hart
and boar, fox and roe and hare.

Also there was good entertainment in-
doors. For the Lady Alice of Betchworth
was a merry woman and wise, and Sir
Walter had seen cities and men, had worn

“Good

IN THE castle of Betchworth the

.. the Cross in his youth and fought for the

King of Castile in his middle age, and—
what the king valued most—he was a very
learned clerk.

“Of all the lands that you have ridden
which likes you best, Walter?” the lung
said.

And Sir Walter, having talked of all
Europe, praised the high woods of Surrey.

“This land that I hold is best to me,”
and he quoted Latin verse.

“Happy man, you,” quoth the kmg.
“And blither land I know none in my
realm, who know it well. "What says wise
Bran, who knows more than I know?”’

“All land is good to a landless man,” said
Bran with his mouth in a pasty. "But
for me, bury me in the chalk, brother.”

“Nay, man, God grant I never see your
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grave. But landlesd! The more shame to
me. You shall have a good manor to your
name or the earth is a week older.”

“Many a manor is in a feeble hand,”
said Sir Walter.

“Na, na; Bran is a snail that bears his
house on his back. Bran is a dog that
runs on his master’s land. You are trouble
enough for my life, Henry. Give me no
more.”

“Why, Seigneur Bran,” said the lady,
“‘but you must have hall and bower. You
have a daughter to rear. She can not
long wander the world with you. She will
not be ever a child.”

“SOOt.h, sooth.” B

Bran rolled his eyes at her.

“A wanderer and a vagabond are you,
Henry, and it is no life for maids. But
what home should the fool make? How
should the fool give a maiden grace, Dame
Alice?”

“She is a child to love,” the la.dy said.
“It is women’s work, Seigneur Bran, and
there are true women would do it.”

“Yea, yea, everywhere good women are,
but where is home? Many a home has
pleased me well, but none was a home
where I would dwell.”

Bran counted the plumstones from his
pastry.

“Pig-sty, tavern, palace, hall, convent,
workshop, castle wall, where it is the best
for me, there I pray my life may be, of
myself 1 can not see, God save the good
company.”

He made a grotesque bow and sham-
bled out.

““There is one who wants nothing of any
man, my lord,” said Sir Walter.

““A wise man, he,” the king laughed.

“I dare not say that, sir,”” said the
lady.

“Then say he wants nothing but love,
fair lady. God is my life, he should not
go hungry,” and the king went to the work
that never was long out of his mind.

Then in the afternoon came to the castle
in haste Sir Gilbert of Ockley, whose lands
marched with the lands of Betchworth;
with but one squire and one forester he
came, who followed him far off, and an
angry man was he. Into the court he
rode, and he cursed the grooms who would
have taken his horse, and when the steward
came out to him he roared for Sir Walter
and sat muttering on his smoking horse.
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So Sir Walter, a leisurely man, greeted
him with— .

“Why, Gilbert, you are in a heat.”

Sir Gilbert thrust out in his face a cross-
bow bolt so violently that the older man

'drew back.

“Nay, fear 1t not,” Gilbert la.ughed
“It is your own.’

Sir Walter took it and made out in the
iron his stamp W. B.

“What then; has it done you a wrong?”’

“I found it in a hart—a hart of ten—in
'my covert under the Hatch. The foul
fiend burn him that shot it! Do you own
the kill, Sir Walter of Betchworth?”’

“By my faith, not I. No man of mine
has ridden your borders. We have been
busy otherwise.”

Sir Gilbert laughed.

“Aye, you have oil enough on_ your
tongue. I say he was a false knave that
did it, and he is a false coward that denies
it. Will you answer that with oil?”

“I shall know how to answer.”

“Answer me now or I strike you down
before your own grooms."”

He plucked at his sword.

“And hang for it,” said Sir Walter with
a shrug. “Look up, man; look up!”’

He pointed to the royal standard flying
over his keep. .

“The king is here.”

Sir_Gilbert stared and Sir Gilbert swore.

“The king has saved you this day,” he
growled.. “When the king has gone look
to yourself.”

“I have saved your head now. I have
kept my own against better men than
you. Go your way,” and he turned and
went in, and Sir Gilbert rode off more
furiously than he came.

“As old as I am I grow no wiser,” Sir
Walter took counsel with himself. “I
should not have told the fellow I had
spared him. Such an oaf is he he would
not have known else. And now he will
never forgive me.’

"And the good man was disturbed. The
chance of fighting Gilbert pleased him,
but to quarrel was weariness; and by the
cause of the quarrel he was puzzled. Churl
or outlaw might risk his head to kill deer,
but that churl or outlaw should shoot with
Betchworth bolts was out of reason.

One of his own men in Gilbert’s coverts?
They had enough to do with the King’s
hunting. He would not believe it, but,
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conferring with: his chief forester and his
son, found them less solemn on the'matter,
the forester dagely propounding that when
covert marches with covert a chance is a
chance and St. Hubert to speed; while
young Walter laughed and bade him ask
Gilbert for the haunch. But Sir Walter
was precise in his notions of right, and he
delivered a short homily and was troubled.

Now on the next day when the king went
hunting they roused a hart beyond the
river and it ran boldly; but on a sudden
they came upon the hounds nosing at a
beast that lay in a pool of blood.

“God bear witness!” Sir Walter cried.
“Who kills the king’s quarry?”’

Young Walter ‘was down by the dead
hart.

“This is not yours, my lord. Your
quarry was younger. This beast is a hart
of ten.’

“Who kills in your coverts, Walter?” the
king said. ‘““God’s my life, I would I had
the whipping of him,” and he gnawed his
fingers and glowered, for he loved his hunt-
ing. “I crave that honor, my lord,” says
Sir Walter.

“A shrewd shot,” young Walter said and
cut out the bolt.

He wiped it on the turf and lpoked at it.

“It is our make— No, by my faith.

Gilbert of Ockley! Gibby the bold"’ And
loud he laughed.

“God is my witness!” Su' Walter ex-
ploded.

“What is the jest, friend?” says the king
sourly.

“Why, my lord, ‘Sir Gilbert of Ockley
came raging to my father, for he had found
a hart killed upon his ground by a bolt of
ours; and here is a bolt of his in a hart of
our covert. And each, by your leave, a
hart of ten.”

“He is a merry fellow, your Gilbert,”
the king glowered. ‘‘He needs chastening.”

“I vow I never knew him merry, my
lord,” young Walter must still be chuckling.
“Na) this quip is too neat for him.”

“An oaf, an oaf!” Sir Walter cried.

“What is it then? Your men and his
harry each other’s coverts? God is my life,
you keep good order in your forests!”’

Bran plucked at his sleeve, and he turned
to see Bran scratching a bare head.

“Of the hart that fell and the hart that
fled—~what ails you, brother? Tell
Bran. He is quick which should be dead,

he is dead which shodld be quick. God
have mercy, why do you rage, brother? It
was ever so. Thus is the world made. No
man yet slew what he fought. No man yet
won what he thought. No man yet lost
what he ought. And when you have made
the world anew, you will not make what
you think you do.”.

The king laughed and, “I will wear the
motley then, I,”’ he said.

But Sir Walter was still solemn.

“I can make nothing of it but that some
rogues of mine and Gilbert’s are set on
breaking bounds. A vile thing. All will
go to havoc if this be not stayed. There
is ever trouble brewing when covert marches
with covert.”

* “And cursed be he that removeth his

neighbor’s landmark,” the king laughed.
“Nay, man, call qults now and let each
man take order with his own rogues.”

“I will deal roundly with mine, my lord.
But I would I knew the truth of this.”

“The beast is not long killed,”” his son
said. “A bold thing, sir. It is a chance
but we had marked the rogue. And by
my faith if he came from Gilbert’s ground
there be more than we might have seen
him—Siward’s folk from the Hatd1 ”

‘Bran blinked at him.

“It is well thought on!” his father cried.
“By your leave, my lord, let the boy ride
to this Siward. Itisa shrewd fellow and
true and loves us well. God is my witness,
I would not for all I hold have shown you
so ill a chase, and now I must have the
right of it.”

“Nay, man; nay, it is no such matter,”
the king said. “Order it as you will, but
make no ill blood of it. And now ride on
in God’s name. The day is young yet.”

Bran lingered by young Walter’s horse.

“A shrewd fellow, Siward of the Hatch,
cousin?”’ he gnnned

“Why, so he is.’ ' .

Walter stared.

“What is in your head, Seigneur Bran?”

“And so say I, eousin,” Bran laughed
and rode on.

THEY killed a boar under the

down, and hard by found another

- hart which ran so stoutly that the
forest grew dark and never a shot they had;
and though the hounds still held on, the
horses began to fail, and Sir Walter was lost
and his foresters were lost; and at last it
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was clear to Bran and the. king, where™

nothing else was clear to them, that they
bad lost themselves.

The discovery was made in a vast splash.
Bran stopped with a yell, flung himself out
of the saddle and found that he was on the
bank of deep water wherein were the king
and his horse. The king, swearing and
laughing, was already scrambling out.
Bran haled him up, and together they
towed the scared, weary horse some way
till he found his feet and came to dry
land.

“What should this ocean be, brother?”
Bran said. “We are many a long mile
from the river; and the river is no such
matter neither, and all else in this country
is but brooks. But here is deep sea.”

“We have rid over the edge of the world,”
the king layghed. “‘Or this is art magic and
dreams; and I am not wet, nor the water.
God is my life! Look, we are in hell.”

Out of the darkness a red glow shot from
mid-air to the sky, not in one place but
several, as from vast, hidden fires; and as
they watched faint, smokeless flames rose
and fell.

“Nenny, nenny, it can not be hell, for
they have there no water. Or are we mad,
brother? Sure that were a gruesome thing,
to be mad in hell; yet it hath in a manner
comfort.”

‘“Lead on, brother,” the king said. “Fire
of earth or fire of hell, I will dry me my
shirt.”

Then, marching on the glare, they found
a man with a lantern who, lifting it to look
at them, revealed a face black as coal.

‘““‘Amen; so be it,” Bran said. ‘‘Here is
the devil.”

This man answered him nothing but
pointed on through the dark and turned
away.’ '

“Yea, yea; by his pride you may know
him,” said Bran. ‘“The arch fiend is he.”

But the king took hold of him.

“Softly, friend; what is this fire of yours?”’

The man laughed.

“God save you, where was you bred?
*Tis the furnace. And there is the chafer{
And yon is the finery. Aye, and yon is
the finery; too.”

He pointed from glare to glare.

“Gramercy, brother,” Bran laughed.
“Now we know all. One chafery is two
fineries and two fineries make one chafery.
Ggod news, faith.”

4
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“What is your work, fellow?’’ the king
cried.

-Again the man laughed loud.

“Iron. Strange folk, you, Iron. Iron.
You know not where you be. ’Tis the
Hammer of the Hatch.”

“Now are we back on earth,” Bran said.
“Qne Siward dwells here, good fellow?-

Slward is my master, and this his’
hammer

“If he has a house to his back, lead on,”
said the king. “I drip.”

He had a house. By the lantern light
they made out a long, low building, mighty
spacious for a common man and of stone.
Their guide hammered at the door.

“Siward, Siward, here be strange folk rid
into the pond ”

Bolts were drawn, the door flung wide;
and they stood in the light, blinking at a
sturdy fellow who smiled through a yellow‘
beard.

‘““Here is warmer welcame, friends. What
men are you?”’ RN 3

“One Bran, a fool; and one Hénry, a
king,” said Bran.

If he thought to take Siward aback, he
was wrong. A keén glance scanned them,
and down on one knee went Siward.

“] am Siward of the Hatch, lord, and
what I have is yours and loyal, humble
service. Pray you, honor me. It is a
poor house, mine; but none other there is
this many a mile.”

“By my faith,” said the king, giving his
hand and looking hungrily within, “no
house ever liked me better.”

And indeed Siward lived at his ease.
His hall was large and carpeted with fra-
grant herbs. Pewter was bright on his
board; and he had white bread and wine,
clary and piment, and a roasted crane be-
side the great joints of beef and pork and
high pasties. There were even two good
chairs.

The king, put into a linen shirt and a
robe of fine wool, swore that his yeoman of
the wardrobe furnished him worse. He
kissed Siward’s wife, Elfrida, a large, calm
woman; he kissed the daughter Ursula and
led Elfrida back to her chair, took Siward’s,
thrust Siward down on the bench at his
side and vowed that neither man nor
woman should lose a supper for him, and
fell to.

It was a large household, large as Sir

‘Walter’s own; for below the salt sat Siward’s
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workmen and their wives, a sturdy, jolly
company, in no awe of master or king, but
mannerly enough.

“God’s my life,” said the king, ‘“you are
like a lord in his castle, friend Siward.
You make good cheer for a goodly band.”

“Who work hard must live well. But no
lord " I,” Siward laughed. ‘“Nay, Geod
forbid. Iam but a craftsman, my lord.” -

“And all these make iron for you?”

“With me, for you, my lord. With iron
is your realm built.”

“Well said! But look you now, how
little 2 man knows. I thought I had learnt
this England of mine, but never I knew you
ironmakers were waxed so great. Never
I saw such a homestead as yours.”

“We lie deep in the forests, my lord.
We keep close to our work. And the work
grows swift as England grows. My grand-
sire had but a smithy; and he was the first
of us who was a freeman, buying his free-
dom. My father- built him one little
. furnace before he died. So it began. Iam
not yet old; but the rest is of my own time
and since you brought us peace.”

“I have builded better than I knew,” the

king said.
Siward looked at him a moment over his
wine-cup. .
“Aye, my lord. So it falls with wise
men.”’

“Yea, yea, ever in luck are the wise,”
said Bran; ‘“but the fool must live by his
wits.”

“I see you also have builded well, Master
Siward,” the king said. “Many a lord
keeps no such cheer as you; no, nor such
power about him.”

Siward looked grave.

“You mock me, my lord. We are but
hammer-men all, they and I; living by our
craft and knowing naught else.”

The folk below the salt as they finished
their supper went off without a word or
bow; and Siward only and his wife and
daughter were left.

“Mock you, man? Not I,”” the king
laughed. “I could envy you. You with
your fair lady and fair maid.”

He beckoned to Ursula, and she came
and stood beside him; and he put his arm
about her, and she looked down at him as
placid as her mother.

“Is it a good life here in the woods,
sweetheart?”

“I am always happy, my lord.”

-
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“And would you dwell here all your
days?”

“If it is to be—"" she smiled a little—*it
will be well.”

“And no man has told your fair bosom
what is to be?”

“My heart would tell me first, I think.”

“And your head, too,” the king laughed.
“Go your ways. I fear you. Have you
more, Siward, or is this fair wisdem all?”’

“Two sons I have, my lord, but one
watches the chafery and one is gone selling
horse-shoes and nails to your steward in
Guildford.” :

“Two fineries and one chafery. Two
sons and one daughter. The man has all
things to his desire,” said Bran.

“I will not believe it of any man,” the
king laughed. ‘“What, Siward, speak true,
is there naught that you ask yet?”

“Surely, my lord,” Siward smiled. “I
would have another furnace. If I had fuel
for it then I might serve two more fineries
and another chafery.”

“Now he talks Hebréew. - God is my life,
I must learn this craft of yours that breeds
such content in men and maids. Will you
make me a hammer-many Siward?”’

“Every man must be bred to his craft,
my lord,” Siward smiled. ‘“Why, who
comes so late?”’ , ‘

For some one beat on the door and
shouted his name, and when he opened
there stood young Walter.

“‘Siward, man, haye any of your folk had
sight— God be thanked, my lord. All
our men are beating the woods for you.”

In he came, red and splashed.

““You have taken no hurt, my lord?”’

“I lost myself and found a pond. No
hurt, no. Only a noble welcome. And
by my soul, Master Siward hath had me
breaking a commandment this hour past.
I covet his house vilely and all that is his.”

“Faith, my lord, you could have found no
better fortune than Siward and Siward’s
good cheer. We are again in his debt, my
father and I. But will you ride now?
There is a good track to Betchworth.”

“Young man—"" the king lay back in his
chair and drank and settled his arm again
about Ursula—*if you had such fortune as
I, would you leave it to ride the forest by
night?”

“Not alone, sir,”” said Walter, and Ursula
smiled as the men laughed. “But I break
your commandment, too. Have I your
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leave to go, my lord? My father is in
distress for you.” C i

“Comfort him, my son. Tell him I have
found consolation,” the king laughed and
when he was gone turned to Ursula. “That
is a well-bred colt, sweetheart.”

‘““The gentleman is a merry géntleman,”
said she. ‘

And tBen the king though still he kept
her by him talked of iron and the making
of iron till Bran curled himself up by the
fire like a dog and among the dogs went to
sleep.

IN THE morning he was afoot
betimes and out with Siward to be
schooled in the work of the hammer.
He saw the great, smoking mound where the
raw ore was built up with layers of char-
coal and burned till it fell into small pieces
which could be fed into the great furnace.
He saw that sandstone furnace in which
the fire burned half a year and more which
was fed with ore twice in a day and from
which the molten metal flowed to make sows
of crude iron. He saw the fineries in which
the sows were put again through fire and
hammered into the square masses which
Siward called blooms and heated yet again
to be beaten into the bars called anconies.
He saw the chafery where the anconies
went once more into the fire to be made
longer and .rounded off. He saw the
water-wheel on the great pond of his duck-
ing which drove the untiring hammers.
And neither the heat nor the abounding
noise troubled him or stayed the flood of
his questions.

“Good faith, m?" lord, you will know
my craft by heart,” Siward smiled gravely.

“To know every man’s craft, that is the
craft of a king. Nay, but this is all new
to me. It was in my mind that one man
here and there, each with his little furnace,
burned out iron and it was enough. But
here you have a township and many men’s
work and great engines.”

“It is new, my lord. Till you gave the
land  peace, naught was done but in a
little way. And till there was peace the
land had use for but little. Now we can
not make enough. And so it grows.”

““And there is no end to it.”

“I see none in my day nor in my
children’s. That is your work, my
lord.”

“And the work breeds good men.”

/
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He clapped his hand on Siward’s broad
shoulder. /

“Here be many men where naught was
but beasts of chase and beasts of warren.
So it goes, my lord. But for me, I make
fron.” ,

“Nay, God’s my life, you make England,”
the king said. ‘“But where does your iron
go, Siward?”’

‘“Here we fashion it .in_bars and spades
and horse-shoes and nails and—" -

“And crossbow bolts, cousin?’’ said
Bran. ‘

‘“Aye, in many things.”

Siward glanced at him.

“I will show you if you please. And
many anconies we sell to the smiths and the
armorers.”

“There is one seeking you, cousin,”
Bran said.

Siward turned.

“It is Sir Gilbert of Ockley,” he said
carelessly. “Will you see the store, my
lord?” \ :

And while Sir Gilbert talked loud to
Siward’s son, to the store they went. The
king was still busily curious; but Bran
lingered and dallied and, having found
some arrow-heads, sat him down and
played with them, dropping them into the
floor between his feet and juggling with
them. At this Siward found him and
surveyed him with some contempt.

“My iron is keen, friend.”

“Yea, yea. But I have my craft, too.”

He had two bolts in the air at once and
let them fall between the fingers of one
hand behind his head and caught them in
the other.

“I can shoot two at once. Is it these
pretty things Sir Gilbert seeks?”’

“He buys of me,” Siward said carelessly.

Through the dull beat of the hammers
men’s voices were raising loud. He strode
to the door. .

The king swung Bran around.

“What is in your head now?’ he
whispered.

“He is a deep man, he.”

“And honest, I will warrant him.”

“Who had the bolts that slew the deer?
Honest Siward stores them here.”

“He rob the forest! Not he.”

“Sooth, sooth. Where the harts fell,
there they lay; he came not to steal who
came to slay.”

“Why then in God’s name? What use
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to Siward? You are too wise, Brother
Bran. He is no wild rogue, no man less.”

“Nay; he is a deep man, he. Where is
he, brother?”

“God’s my life, the man is gone!” the
king cried and went to the door. ¢

Away before the house Sir Gilbert and
Sir Walter were horse to horse and loud in
a quarrel.

‘Nay, faith, thjs asks for me, 1 thmk
the king laughed and was going; but Bran
stayed him. -

“Look and listen and leam, brother.
Thre Sieur Siward hath this in his hand.”

Neither gentleman indeed, to do them
justice, had come with the thought of
quarreling or with any sinister intent. Sir
Gilbert was there, even as Bran opined,
with the single purpose of buying cross-
bow bolts. Sir Walter to recover his king;
and neither expected to meet the other.

The shock of meeting was the more
violent. Sir Gilbert exploded in a gibe
about Sir Walter’s wondrous courage in
daring to leave his castle. Sir Walter with
the outrage on his own coverts and the
king’s spoiled hunt still heating him boiled
over. Sir Gilbert found himself accused of
that very wrong whereof he complained
and, having with difficulty understood the
charge, was beside himself. So they were
rating each other, jostling each other horse
to horse; hands were at sword-hilts when
Siward came.

““My good lords, you do me wrong,” he
said and took their horses’ heads. “You
have honored me much. Do me no dis-
honor now, I pray you.”

“Stand off, man!” Sir Gilbert cried.
“You have naught to do here.”

“I am a poor man to you, my lord, and

hold but little; yet what I hold is mine and -

who does violence here on my land puts me
to shame. But I pray you, what wrong
has fallen here to inflame you? Tell me
and I will answer for it.”

“God save you, Siward—" Sir Walter
gave an angry laugh—*‘it is no fault in you
or yours.”

“Yet here you take swords. You who
are great lords and my very good masters.
Do me reason, my lords, what is left of me,
if you fight uponmy land. Iam the earthen
pot that is crushed between two iron
caldrons,” and, standing there between
their two horses, he looked mildly from one
angry man to the other.

Adventure

Sir Gilbert was compelled to laugh.

“The poor Siward! He hears his ribs
crack. A wise fellow.” ,

‘“Rlease you, my lord, this is no jest to
me. You have known me both and known
me true, I hope. And I have done you
both honest service. But if there is feud
between you there is an end of me. If the
castles are at war I must pack and go!’’

The two knights looked at each other;
and each bethought him of the good iron
which the Hammer futnished him, of the
good marks in the year which the Hammer
stood for on the manor roll.

“‘Sooth it is—”’ Siward shook his head
sadly—“‘of both I hold, and betwixt both
I lie; and if one is against other I am de-
stroyed. You know it well, my lords.”
t:hThey did know it a.nd pondered and

en:

“Betwixt both you be!”” Sir Gilbert cried.
“A true word! And-an honest man are
you. Tell me true then, and you, Walter,
hear him, have you seen Sir Walter’s men
come to kill on my land?”

“I? My lord, not L.”

Siward was duly aghast.

“No, nor Gilbert’s men come killing
here,” Sir Walter said. “But so it is.
A hart of ten with one. of Gilbert’s arrows
in it across the king’s chase.”

“And a hart of ten, deep in my covert.s,
killed by a bolt of yours two days since.
You struck first.”

“God’s death, do you own the shot
then?”

“My lords, my lords!”

Siward spread out his hands between
them.

“More wrong will not make wrong right.
Nay, who will believe that either did other
wrong? I have seen nought, not I. But
I hold little land, and far beyond my hold-
ing your coverts march. That is the evil.
Men mark not where they ride nor where
they shoot. Honestly unknowing, or know-
ing but in the heat of the chase, your
foresters cross their own bounds or the
stricken beast runs on and dies far from
the bowman. So it must be while your
coverts march.”

“Here is good comfort!” quoth Gilbert.
“What, must I build me a wall about my
land because there are cursed bad woodmen
beyond?”’

_‘(‘lLook to your own, Gilbert,” Sir Walter
said.
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“Nay, my lords, there is naught in this

forill blood. By St. Mary, I could promise

you peace if I dared.”
' “Speak out, wise man,” Sir Walter said.

“I have ventured before, and you liked
it not. Aye, and with you too, my lord.
Yet it is a little thing and will bear you
good silver in the year. Set apart land,
each but a strip, and there’s a clear bound
betwixt your coverts; and 've it me to
my holding, and I will fence it and burn it
for charcoal. Nor beast' nor man will cross
them, and you shall have profit of it
beside.”

The two knights looked at each other.

“How now?” said Sir Walter. “He
talked of this before, and I would not hear.
But”I never knew that he asked your land
too.

“I would not give it,” says Sir Gilbert.
“No more than you. But faith, I knew
not that he had asked yours,” and he began
to laugh.

Siward.smiled discreetly.

" “Proud lords you are and stubborn. It
is well seen this day. Why should I tell
either that the other had denied me?
That helps not me. Good faith, my lord,
it is true I want the land, for I need more
fuel to the Hammer. But true it is also
that it serves you well to grant the land,
which before you would in nowise believe.
Call friends, my lords, and mark off your
bounds.”

Then away in the storehouse:

“God’s my life,” said the king, ‘here
was the mark for his bolts, Brother Bran.
A cunning craftsman, he. And I—I toil and
sweat to make my barons do the realm
service, and here is this smith and his
smithy orders them at his will.”

“Yea, yea, the craftsman’s need is the
land’s good speed,” said Bran.

The two knights were reckoning up the
matter and each other between long looks,
something shamefaced; and each waited
for the other to speak.

“How say you, Walter?”’ cried Sir Gilbert
at last.

And Sir Walter, the wiser man, put his
pride away.

“Let us give him his land, Gilbert,” he
said with a good grace enough. ‘“He is
right. We shall establish our peace so.
It must done together. What one
grants let the other grant.”

““You have said.”
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Gilbert was satisfied if the other was first
to yield.
“Be it so. What! Who comes here?”

URSULA came and young Walter;
ﬁ and between them, holding a hand
of each, was the child Ia.

“But where is Bran?’”’ she was pleadmg
“You have not found me Bran.”

“Ursula and yofing Walter! And very
tenderly withal” Gilbert laughed loud.

“Goodman and goodwife, faith. What,
are they wed already and a child to their
house? Give you joy, Grandsire Walter.”

‘“Here is a scullion’s jest.”

_ Sir Walter flushed. ~

“It is the child of the king’s fool.”

And young Walter forsook his lady and
the child and strode forward.

“Do you mock at me, my lorde Then
come apart with me and you shall be
answered.” \

“Oh no, no, no. I praise you, young sir.
A good eye you have for a woman and well-
matched you are. And——"

“I would have no man jest with my
daughter’s fame, my lord,” Siward struck in.
“I can not tell why you hould mean me ill.”

- “Ill, good faith, not 1,”” Gilbert laughed.
“I say she is very worthy of him.”

“Then you say well, my lord,” said young
Walter fiercely and turned to his father.
“My most dear lord, this you should have
heard of me alone. But since this gallant
knight would make evil of it I must speak
now for her honor and mine. I am this
lady’s true servant forever, and I seek
her to wife.”

“Siward’s daughter?” his father cried.

““This is no more of my seeking than of
yours, my lord,” said Siward. ‘“Be sure
that I crave nothing of any man for my
daughter.”

Then the child said, “Why are they all
angry, Ursula?” and stroked her timidly.

And in the storehouse:

‘“Alack, the wise Siward,” the king
laughed. ‘“A woman has undone all his
wit. The man is but a man after all.
Shall I strike in, brother?”

‘“Peace, peace. They want none but a
fool,” said Bran and slouched out.

The child saw him and cried out and ran
to him.

“Bran, Bran, they are all angry, and
she is sad,” she said and clung to his arm
that was about her.
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‘“Nenny, nenny, they play a game that
big folks play,” Bran said. ‘“An old, old
galnc.”

But when the child had left her Ursula
came forward and took young Walter’s
hand, and she looked up ca.lm]y at his
father

“Good morrow, wise folks,” Bran said.
“Do you lack a fool?”’

“God’s body!” Sir Walter cried. “Do
you brave me, girl?”

“I stand here because I must, my lord,”
she said.

“And by St. Paul, a gallant wench!”
Gilbert laughed.

“And so I stand, my father,”
Walter said. “Do us right.”

“Free man and free maid, naught to
them is gainsaid,” Bran droned.

‘““Aye, the fool is your right friend. You
are mad, boy.”

“Today to you, whatever the sorrow,
read you true, theirs is tomorrow.”

“God is my witness, must I have a fool’s
jangle? Speak out, Siward. There is
naught in this but folly and shame. You
know it well.”

“I know not that, my lord,”” Siward said.
“It is no more my work than yours; but I
can not bind what is free.”

“Then go your ways, you and your girl;
I will have none of it.”

“You are my lord, and I hold of you.
But if you break with me I go. What I
have done here I can do on the other land.”

“Wherever I go this maid is mine, my
lord,” young Walter said'

Bran counted on his fingers and muttered
to himself and sang—

“Four men be here and four wise men
and a maid withal I see; but who of them
all is most worth to all is dark to a fool
like me.”

Then Sir Gilbert, whose mind, no bright
one, was very sure of the use of the Hammer
and its rents, cried out—

“What, Siward, would you quit and go?”’

“T hold of no lord who bears me ill.”

“Now God have mercy, Walter, we must
not lose him.”

‘“Aye, my good friend are you!”

“What wrong is done, sir?” young
Walter cried. “Here is honest blood and

young

true and the fairest lady in the shire and.

wise; and my heart is for her and my soul.”
“I am a lonely man this day,” Sir Walter
said heavily.
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“That shall not be, my lord. Oh,
trust me.”

“You are my son.”

He held out his hand. “I would have
nor you nor her forget that.”

The young man took the hand and kissed
it and offered it for Ursula to kiss

“Peace be with you.”

It was the king called tot.bem the king
came with his brisk, rolling gait. :

“God save the ‘good company.”
came off embarrassed heads.

“Nay, never heed me. You have no need
of me. I am come but to kiss the bride.”

And heartily he did so.

“Never grudge me, lad.”

He gave her back to Walter.

“God’s my life, wise men are you all,
but the young one is wisest.”

He put his hands, one on Walter’s shoul-
der, one on Ursula’s.

“Aye, faith, here is my England Make
her men such as your fathers.”

And he came back to old Sir Walter.

“Give me your sword, old friend. Kneel,
Siward. Bend your stiff knee. Aye, that
is hard. Now rise, Sir Siward.”

“] am your man, my lord. How shall I
thank you? You have made what I never
thought to be.”

“You have made yourself, man.”

“Give you joy, sir knight.”
laughed.

Sir Walter put out his hand.

“Let us hold together, Siward. I promise
you, I fear you.”

So they went in to drink wine on it, and
the king plucked Siward apart.

“Shall I blazon you a coat of arms, Sir
Siward? I will give you two crossbow
bolts gules upon vert. Oh, rogue!”

Siward smiled in his beard.

“And two knights enraged proper. Nay,
good my lord, a beggar on horseback should
be my crest. But you are too wise for me.
I pray you keep my secret. What is a man
to do when men will not see their own
goml?fﬁ

“Nay, faith, that is ever the king’s
riddle. But I did not guess your secret,
wise man. It was my fool.”

“I owe him the more, my lord, who kept
a still tongue. And he was the wise man
when all went awry.”

‘“Where is he, my Bran?’’

The king looked around.

Bran was away by Siward’s wife, and

Hazts

Gilbert
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the currency into neat packages of bills and
stacked them on a counter a safe distance
from the window.

The two men stepped briskly up to the
cage. One of them slipped the rope through
the wire netting and tied the door from the
outside. The other stood up on the soap-
box, reached over the top of the roofless
cage and plucked the forty or more pack-
ages of mixed currency from the counter.

The cashier screamed and began to pull
at the door. The mayor turned in his
swivel chair, kicked over the screen and
saw what was going on. Opening the
bottom drawer of his desk, he reached for
a sawed-off shotgun that lay on top of the
pile. One of the robbers walked over and
fetched him a terrific lick on the jaw with
his fist, knocking him out cold. The other
picked up a newspaper from the desk and
wrapped the currency in it. Then they
pulled out the ‘drawer containing the fire-
arms and toted it toward the door, first
dropping the money on top. On the way
out a few packages fell from the loose
bundle to the floor.

Nellie tugged at the door, laughing
hysterically at the audacity of the pro-
ceedings.

“Here, you men,” she cried, “take this
shawl-strap. You’re losing the money out
of that bundle!”

The robbers gratefully accepted the
strap which she threw over the top of the
cage. One of them dropped to his knees
and quickly made a tidy and portable roll
of the loot. A moment later the two were
outside the bank, inside the Ford and
headed across Musk Ox Range toward
Tree Line -Post, sixty miles away—the
nearest inhabited point north of Buried
Ace. -For all this had happened in the
great Canadian province of Saskatchewan,
a territory of magnificent and desolate
distances.

With the robbers gone and the mayor
lying unconscious on the floor Nellie scaled
the top of the cage in abandoned boy
fashion. First she ran to the door, seized
a hammer and hit the big steel triangle that
served as a fire and burglar alarm for
Buried Ace. With the first resonant clang
a half-dozen sturdy men popped out of the
auction shack and raced toward the bank.

The cashier was pouring a pail of water
over the mayor’s face when the vanguard
burst through the door. She told them
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what had bappened and gave a description
oftherobbem—a.nxﬂewasxed time, since
it fitted half the men she was ad

quite as well. They were the regular north
country type—young, tall, lean, leather-
faced and hickory-shirted. Ome of them
wore a celluloid collar and looked as i he
might have been a Calgary gambler.

. By this time the mayor showed signs of
returning consciousness.

“When this fellow comes to, we'll
him,” announced Bexw Cushing, who had
been swept out of the mayaralty by the
reform wave. .

“You -will like ——!” roared Stringer,
reviving with icCi suddenness and
jumping to his feet.

“Boys, this is an inside job,” snarled Ben.
J/‘Stringer took all our guns away and then
brought these guys up from Saskatoon or
somewhere to get the sugar. Picked out a
nice time, didn’t he? Here we were all at
the auction and Nellie had the money out
for a settlement. What good is it geing to
do to chase these fellows without our guns?”’

“Looks like you smelled 2 meuse, all

right,” muttered one of the prospectors,
glaring accusingly at the mayor.

“Smelled a mouse!” howled
“Why man, it smells ke a wet mule in
Julyl!’

‘“Pegleg’” Jones began to tug viciously
at the rope on the cage door. The mayor
backed against the wall, rubbing his chin.

“That rope ain’t long enough for hangin’
people,” he said drily. *“Besides, lvnching
was néver popular in Canada. I want to
warn you men from the States—it ain’t
necessary to talk to the Canadians—that
if you hang me, every man who lays a hand
to the rope is bound to swing. Yes, sir,
swing—and the job will be done in the name -
of King George, God bless his Majesty.”

But there had been little real enthusiasm
over the project of hanging the mayor.
Cushing was a blustering old-timer and
his threat was regarded as a characteristic
gesture. i

The true keynote was sounded by Mrs:

yan.
“Shut off the hot air, Ben,” she advised,
“John Stringer didn’t have a.nythmg to do
with this robbery. Five thousa.nd of his
own money was in that bundle.”
“That’s right,” supplemented Stringer,
“we might as well get busy and headthse
fellows off —I'll call up Tree Line Camp.”

-
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“That what a bool® you are,”
snarled Ben. “There ain’t no telephone ,
out of tlus place to the north. The only
wire we’ve got is back to the railroad spur
and that’s ten miles in the other direction.
When I was mayor I established an official
kitty to raise money for g, wire across the
range. Then because two mutts got killed
im the poker youhadtogostartin’
ballyhoo against gambhn’ ”

‘““Ancient history,” growled the mayor
““That happened four months ago. "

“Takmg our guns away ain’t ancient
history,” interjected Pegleg Jones, “Puttin’
them in a drawer where they’d be nice and
handy for somebody’s pals,” he added
significantly.

“Just because two mutts got killed in a
poker game,” repeated Cushing morosely.

“Look here, Ben,” snapped Nellie Ryan,
“dqn’t call those men mutts—least one
of 'em. Mike Ryan was my husband, and
he wasn’t a stuffed shirt, like some people
1 know.”

Since the widow’s flashing black eyes
were concentrated solely Ben, none
of the others felt called upon to defend
himself against the imputation of being a
stufied shirt.

“Another thing,” she continued, ‘“the
money is safe. I gave them a shawl-strap
so they wouldn’t scatter it around in the
excitement when you boys nail. ’em.”

“You giv’ ’em a shawl-strap!’ bawled
Ben. “Nellie Ryan, were you in on this
job, too?”

“It was you who nominated her for
cashier of the bank,”’ remarked Stringer
with a grin.

“Well, she kept the kitty straight enough
when we ran the game,” growled Cushing.

Ben heard no echoing note of suspicion
directed toward Nellie. The candor of her
explanation—that she didn’t want the rob-
bers to scatter the money around before they
were caught—brought out nothing more
than an approving chuckle. He dropped
into the chair he once had occupied as
mayor and jabbed savagely at the tele-
phone hook.

“I’ll call up Derrigan,” he said sulkily.

Derrigan! Things immediately began to
look brighter. He was the single mounted
man assi to the newly broken territory
of which Buried Ace was the center. When
the “reform administration” was installed
he had moved his headquarters back to the
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head of the railroad spur where he could
command three trails instead of one.
~ “Better let Nellie call himy” advised
Stringer. “He’ll come tearing up like a
bull mapse then.”

“I won’t call Derry,” said the widow,
blushing and stamping her foot.

“Guess you won’t call Derry,” snorted
Cushing mockingly. “I can’t get a rise
out of The Spur—these bums_.must have

cut the wn'e
ﬁ despoiled of their money and ren-

dered helpless by the loss of their
weapons, the men of Buried Ace were put
on their mettle. Although the town was
yet too young for baptism in the post
office guide its career of juvenile delinquency
had taught it to be resourceful. From the
first outcropping of oil, things had been in
the saddle. Buried Ace began making
history every morning after breakfast, and
what happened yesterday was regarded as
mellowed folk lore. Events moved so fast
that the inhabitamts took them much as
they would a moving-picture show—in one
eye and out the other.

Ben Cushing had hardly made the dole-
ful announcement that the wire had been
cut before three men were in their flivvers
and headed back for The Spur to pick up
Derrigan and get a fresh supply of weapons.
As a matter of fact not half the crowd that
originally reached the bank had remained.
there after hearing the account of the
robbery. A dozen men had been scurrying
around for automobiles, horses and mules
and were now assembling as a posse to be-
gin the chase across the range.

The men knew the terrain over which
the bandits were traveling. They figured
that the fugitives would become stalled
somewhere near Goose Neck Lake, about
ten miles out. The great northern desert
was still soft with the melting snows of
Spring, besides being full of heles and
tough scrub that made it difficult to nego-
tiate even in the late Fall when it was dry
and hard. Once out of the machine the
fugitives, although armed, would be un-
able to withstand a mass play from men
as desperate and fearless as themselves.

The posse was starting across the range
when one of the men who had started
for The Spur came zipping back with a
cheerful yell—

ISOLATED from the outside world,
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“Derry is coming!”

Evidently he had been on his way to
Buried Acge when the robbary occurred.
The mounted man was moving up the
road at a smart lope, convoyed by the two
other flivvers that had started out for
him.

“What’s the excitement?” he demanded
with an easy air of authority. But he be-
came decidedly less crisp when his eyes fell
upon the widow. “How do you do, Nell—
Mrs. Ryan?”’ he stammered bashfully.

' The widow colored, and Mayor Stringer
winked at the crowd.

“We've been cleaned out,” she said,
quickly repeating the story of the robbery.

“Cheer up!” cried Derrigan. “We’ll get
these fellows without any trouble. I know
‘em both—at least they stopped at The
Spur early this morning for gas. Said
they were coming here to get a claim.
Jim Link was there at the time—seems
you fellows ran him out of town last night.
I let him stay at the shack so he could get
a lift farther south in the morning. He
got talking to the stramgers and probably
gave them the lay of the land by way of
getting hunk with the Ace. I didn’t like
the looks of ’em so I took their guns away
before they started for the Ace. They
made a terrible holler but a lot of good it
did ’em. About ten minutes after they
started Jim Link disappeared without wait-
ing for a lift. Then I gBt suspicious and
tried to call up Strmger, but they must
have cut the wire.’

The mounted man paused and looked at
the widow.

“Anyway,” he added slowly, “I was
coming over today—on other business.”

Whatever message this carried to Nellie,
she tried to look unconcerned and the men
were too impatient for action to inquire.

“Got their guns with you?” asked Ben
Cushing eagerly.

“Sure,” answered the mounted man,
producing a pair of big automatics from
his bag.

Ben appropriated one of them, and
Derrigan, by way of observing official
etiquette, tossed the other to Mayor
Stringer.

“Guess we’re ready to start now!” he
called, surveying the scattered posse with
a satisfied smile.

As the entire male population of Buried
Ace seemed to be in his wake at the end of

_demanded, pulling
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the first hubdred yards Derggan turned
,An his saddle and pulled “ll)mw

“Some of you boys’ e to stay be-
hind!” he yelled. “What if these birds
double on their trail and come back here?”

He waved his hand in the direction of a
group of womengassembled in front of the
bank - ’

“Let ’em come!” shouted one of the .
women wrathfully. “We’ll give ’em a
warm welcome with these.”

She pointed to a pile of Ford parts
stacked in front of the general store.

But Derrigan had fixed his eye on
Pegleg Jones. That grim gentleman had
returned from France three-quarters of a
man physically But a fighting host in his
spirit. Pegleg could shoot the eye out of
a chicken at twenty yards, and_once he
had spun around on his peg and killed a
circling pack of coyotes. The mounied
man tossed his own pistol to Jones.

“I’'m afraid you’ll have to stay behind
and chaperone the ladies,” he said. “I’ve
given you a mighty good gun there. This
baby’ll do for me.” Derrigan tapped his
rifle. -

Jones accepted the pistol sulkily enough
and crawled out of his flivver, his wooden
stump sinking to the hilt in the mud.

The posse was straggling across the range
when Mrs. Ryan fell in behind, mounted
on her red saddle-mule. This unhandsome
animal constituted the entire estate left
by her husband, his last earthly investment
having been made in white chips.

The widow had ridden out several miles
before Derrigan noticed her. Then he
pulled up and waited.

“Nellie,” he remonstrated, “it won’t do
for you to come along.. Lord knows how
long we’ll be out here.”

“Do you want me to turn back?” she
up the mule. .
“I do, Nellie,” he said firmly, “but not
this minute.” He had grasped the bridle
of her mount as she at(t&mpted to wheel.
“You remember what day this is, don’t

you?”

“It’s Thursday,” answered the widow
innocently.

“It's just - exactly four months since
Mike was—since your husband died,” cor-
rected ‘Derrigan. “You told me not to
open my mouth until— ’

A great cheer rose from the men who
had gone ahead. Jhe widow and her
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escort screened their eyes from the sun and
gazed across the bleak plain. A few

hundred yards ahead they saw a black -

object looming against the horizon. It was
the car in which the fugitives had started
from Buried Ace. They had driven it
almost to the edge of Goose: Neck Lake,
probably it the hope of finding better
going on the sand. Instead, however, one
side of the machife had sunk to the hubs
in a pool of slush-ice, the wheels on the far
side standing out on a hummock and
tipping it at an acute angle in the direc-
tion from which the posse was approaching.

horse sinking almost

he rode through the pool to the 51de
of the machine. Jerking open the door, he
peered inside. Then, turning to the posse
which had paused about fifty feet back to
avoid being stalled, he called—

‘“They’ve left the guns behind but not the
dough!”

Two men in rubber boots leape(bfnom
one of the machines and hauled out the
drawer containing the weapons. The pins
and other parts had been left intact but all
were unloaded.

Mayor Stringer gave a whoop and held
up a nose-bag.

“I brought the cartridges alongp’ he
shouted in triumph. “Now you fellows
can have your guns back again. Load up—
I'm off the reform stuff for good.”

“Your own gun ain’t there,” said Ben
Cushing suspiciously.

“No,” admitted Stringer. “It was the
only one I left loaded—they probably took
it with ’em.”

“If anybody in this outfit gets killed, it
will be with your gun,” sneered Ben.

“Nothin™ but bird-shot in it,” mumbled
the mayor.

The rest of the posse picked out their
weapons and loaded, venting their satis-
faction by sending a fusilade through the
top of the stalled sedan.

Derrigan, in the meantime, had been
circling around, trying to pick up the trail
of the fugitives. “Thought they were
smart,” he snorted, ‘“made a half dozen
leads away from the car—all blind. Any-
way, it doesn’t matter. You fellows who
have live mounts can push on toward Tree
Line Post if you like. There’s a chance of
getting these men before dark—a bare

@ DERRIGAN galloped on ahead, hls
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chance. Thosé in the machines will have

to go back to the Ace—the going out here.
- will get worse from now on.”
“What are you going to do?” asked -

Stringer in surprize.

“Me? I’'m going to stick *around here
until they come back.”

Stringer glared first at Derrigan and
then at the widow. The rest of t.he posse
exchanged glances.

“Oh I see,” muttered the mayor angrily,

you ve got more pressin’ business on hand.”
“Mrs. Ryan is going to return with the
men in the machines,” said the mounted
man coldly. “I’'m going to stay right
here—or at least in this neighborhood.
These young gents who have your money
will walk in a circle. It may take ’em
twelve or fifteen hours but they’re bound
to come .. I’ve done it myself before
I got prame-mse—nght here on this range
at that.”

The men in the posse looked at one
another in amazement. Most of them had
heard of this phenomonon before but, not
being seasoned plainsmen, had accepted
it with more or less skepticism.

“Stay here if you like!” snapped Stringer.
“We’re going to follow these men across
the range. They’re afoot, and we’re
mounted. Horses don’t walk in a circle,
and if we don’t get ’em before dark,
we’ll at least reach Tree Line Camp first
and head them off. It’s the only place
they can go. Lac la Rouge bars them on
one side and Red Deer Swamp on the
other. They’re in a pocket.”

Even the widow was now looking at
Derrigan with dubious eyes.

“How do you make out that the men
will walk in a circle?”’ she demanded.

“A man takes a longer stride with his
right leg than with his left,” explained
Derrigan. ‘“When there’s no trail to fol-
low and nothing to guide a traveler in an
open country, he’ll naturally walk in a
circle. I've done. it myself when I was
a reindeer-herder. I guess some of you
remember that I’m the man who brought
musk ox down here from the Arctic—what?”

Everybody laughed at this. Steffansson,
the explorer, had tried the experiment of
acclimating musk ox as well as reindeer, to
more southerly latitudes. Although the
range afforded much better feeding-grounds
than the frozen northern plains, the musk
ox didn’t know when they were well off—



44 . ~

they simply trekked back ‘home, leaving
nothing behind but the name. One of the
Indians with the herd happened to remark
that the beasts didn’t like the taste of oil
and so came, the discovery that brought
the rush of prospectors.

While Derrigan was explaining the the-
-ory of unconscious circumambulation—of
course, he didn’t call it that—Mayor
Stringer had been rubbing his chin thought-
fully as if trying to locate the exact spot
where one of the robbers had hit him. A
chuckle he sought to suppress gained egress
in the form of a mild salivatory explosion.
Then, mindless of the hostile front that
Ben Cushing had maintained toward him,

he slapped his rival violently on the back,

sending forth in the meantime an unre-
strained howl of laughter.
. “Let us all in on the vodeveel, John,”
urged Derrigan. “You ain’t the only man
here that knows a joke.”

“I’m the only man that knows this one,”
retorted Stringer. “They’ll walk in a
circle, hey?”” Again the mayor gave him-
self up to uncontrolled nmsibility. The
widow’s red mule, stirred to emulation,
also sent forth a sonorous bray.

Mayor Stringer finally brought himself
under control to the extent of a fixed grin.

“Come on, boys,” he said, ‘“‘these nags:
have been across the range before, and
if we let ’em have their heads they’ll make
straight for Tree Line Camp. Horses,
“he repeated,” don’t walk in a circle.”

The men were impatient to be off—in
fact, many of them had already started.
Nevertheless, curiosity impelled them to
pull up about a hundred yards away and
listen to Stringer’s great joke on Derrigan.
It must have been a good one for again the
widow’s mule joined in the rollicking roar
that was carried back on the wind.

“It’s about us,” conjectured Derrigan,

looking sheepishly at his companion.

" “Maybe,” assented the widow, “but
Stringer didn’t begin ta laugh until you
said the men would walk in a circle.” She
looked at the mounted man with a trace
of vexation on her face. “If this chase
doesn’t turn out as you expect, they’ll run
you out of the country the same as they did
Jim Link.”

Link had been Derrigan’s predecessor on
the mounted police, but had devoted so
much of his time to poker and bootleg-
ging that the provincial authorities finally
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dropped him. His downward course had
been swift after that, ending in his igno-

‘minious ejectment from Buried Ace. But

Derrigan was not of that breed. Nor was
he of the Mike Ryan type. '

The -widow looked into his serenely con-
fident face and clear eye; then, with a
sudden impulse, he said— '

“I’m going back to The Ace, Derry, but
first I’ll have a talk with®tringer and these
men who lgst the money.”.

She wheeled on the mule and in a few
minutes the mounted man saw her halt the
posse far out on the plain. Then he rode
leisurely around the bend of the lake and
paused on the far side, a mile across from
the point where the fugitives had abandoned
their Ford.

.3q FIVE minutes after the last of the
@e | pursuers had disappeared, a neat
Aa = < bundle, carefully done up in a
shawl-strap, was tossed to the roof of the
sedan and an instant later two men
scramgled to the top. From this point of
vantage they cleared the pool at a jump,
landing on a hummock without so much as
wetting their feet,

The one who hagd knocked out Mayor
Stringer with a punch on the jaw uttered
a doleful “Whew!” and sat on the package
containing the forty thousand dollars.

“Jock,” he asked, addressing his com-
panion, “did you ever hear of a man’s hair
turnin’ white overnight? Look at: mine,
will you? I think I've-clipped about tem
hours off that record.”

“It ain’t your hair that’s turned white,
Henry, it’s your liver,” responded Jock.

“Say,” snorted Henry, “you didn’t get
nicked when those suckers pum their
automatics through that Rolls Royce of
ours. Look here!” h

He jerked off his hat and pointed to a
faint ruby streak that showed through his
thin hair.

Jock drew out his “makin’s” and rolled
a cigaret.

“Henry,” he said amiably, “we’ve stuck
together like a pair of cockroaches on the
side of that machine for an hour and con-
versation has been somewhat difficult.
Now I don’t mind telling you why we
stayed here. Maybe I can get an idea
through that slate roof of yours.”

“What was the grand idea?”’ demanded

Henry.
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- “They’Hl never catch up to us if we follow
’em, will they?”

Jock paused to permit this to seep
through the slate roof. Then he continued:

“Tree Line Camp is a fifty miles
from here, and there’s no trail. The
horses and mules'll take the posse there,
but we’d have got lost. Now, all we’ve
got to do is saunter along behind ’em—

_they’ll leave a trail like a herd of buffalo.
About four miles from Tree Line we’ll come
to the burnt pine that Jim Link told us
about. Then we’ll quit followin’ the posse
and cut across to Lac la Rouge, pick up the
grub cache and the canoe, paddle across to
the Hudson Bay pos »

H“And wait for Jim Link,” mter]ected
on

]ock‘looked at his pal in pamed surprize.

“Wait for Jim Link?”’ he echoed. “Why,
man, you don’t think I was on the level
when I promised that loafer to divide with
him, do you? He’s nothing but a low
boot.legger ‘We were obliged to®associate
with him in this little enterprise until the
kale was in our posession, but—"

He paused and placed Mayor Stringer’s
shotgun out of Henry’s reach.

“If you insigt,” he continued, observing
that his companion did not approve of the
double cross, “we’ll leave fifty dollars for
Jim at the cache. He’s a drinking man,
you know, and I fear that.a larger sum
would do him no good.”

Henry rubbed a faint abrasion on his left
hand just over the knuckles, made when
he hit Mayor Stringer on the jaw.

“Oh, we’ll make it a hundred,” said
Jock hastily. “Let’s start.”

Across the broad, irregular areas of pie-
crust ice, honeycombed by the warm Spring
sun, the posse had left a trail that might
easily have been followed .even on a fairly
clear night. So inviting and alluring did it
seem that it led Jock into his first strategic
blunder. From their hiding-place behind
the car they had not heard Derrigan’s con-
fident prediction that the fugitives would
walk in a circle. Nor did they notice the
single trajl left by the mounted man in
riding around to the other side of the lake.
Derrigan, of course, had assumed that the
bandits, on' their return, would reach the
Opposxte ore, since the neck thrust itself
about a mile within the circumference of
the circle.

“I'd give a lot to know what they were

t—
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laughin’ about,” said Henry uneasily as the
pair moved across the range.

Here again Jock’s acute mind was at
fault. He attached no significance to the
outburst of merriment except that the men
found some childish satisfaction in having
riddled the sedan with bullets. Another
thing which Jock failed to include in his
reckoning was a _possible storm—rain or.
snow that might obliterate the trail.

“It was nice of that gal to give us the
shawl-strap,” remarkega Henry senti-
mentally. He shifted the loot from one .
hand to the other. “If I knew there were

- such women in the world I'd never have

become a crook—not that I’'m such a dirty
hound as you are, Jock.”

“Oh, I'm grateful enough,” replied Jock.
“I appreciate the kindness of that gent in
the bank for leaving shells in this.”

He tapped the shotgun and glared at
his pal.

Henry, who had been walking alohg a bit
ahead of his companion—due to the latter’s
insistence—again looked longingly at his
skinned fist. He had begun to wonder
what would happen after they reached the
burnt pine. Jock would have no further
need of him then. When Jim Link was in
the mounted service he once had found the
pair freezing and starving. He had given
them food, shelter and whisky. The
present foray—the most profitable they
had ever made®*would have been impos-
sible without Jim Link’s aid. And now the
ingrate Jock was ready to ditch him with a
grudging fifty or one hundred dollats!

An idea at last began to percolate through
Henry’s slate roof. But also, something
had begun to fall upon it.

“———1 1It’s raining!”

The exclamation came quaking from
Jock’s lips.

PP FAR back on the lonely plain, near
38 the shore of Goose Neck Lake,
) Derrigan fitted oilskins over his
faithful horse. Then, under rubber hood
and cape, he squatted down to await the
coming of night—and the fugitives.

BEN CUSHING was the only man
in the posse who had not laughed
at Stringer’s joke on Derrigan. The
mayor had explained it to him time
and time agaim—up, down and across, as
well as radially from the center—without
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drawing the shadow of a smile. It had
just begun to rain when Ben drew up along-
side his rival.

‘“John,” he remarked, “you say that the 7

man who knocked you out did it with his
left fist. You argue from that, and maybe
you’re right, that one of these fellows was
left-sided. If one of ’em was left-sided he’d
take a longer stride with his left foot. If
one of ’em took a longer stride with his
right and the other with his left, of course
they’d make a stand-off, and instead of
walkin’ in a circle, they’d walk in a straight
line. Is that your dope?”

The mayor nodded wedrily.
grown tired of Ben’s stupidity.

“In that case, John, I guess I'll wait
until tomorrow for my laugh,” said Ben.
“Remember, you told Nellie Ryan that
you’d give your own five thousand as a
reward to anybody outside the posse who
caught the robbers.”

@ BURIED ACE went to bed that
night broke, cold, wet and desolate.
[\

In the window of a shack that
stood on the edge of the range, Pegleg
Jones had fitted a big tin reflector behind
a kerosene lamp—a beacen, he explained,
for the posse, in the event of their return.
Behind this hospitable purpose, however,
lay another one, somewhat less amiable.
The sharpshooter hoped that the fugitives
might take advantage of ®he rain and at-
tempt to make their way back to The
Spur.

As Pegleg sat in a darkened hut a few
yards from his improvised lighthouse, with
Derrigan’s pistol in his lap, he conjured up a
picture of a simple funeral for two. The
mayor would read the burial service and
possibly throw in a few remarks about the
way of the transgressor.

It must have been close to midnight
when a glistening red fantom flashed
tKrough the cone of light and vanished out
on the range. Pegleg jerked his pistol
upward but dropped it again with a snort
of astonishment. At the lower edge of the
red apparition he had recognized the widow’s
dainty riding boots.

“N elhe"’ he roared, leaping into the open.

No sound came back from the rain-
swept range, and Jones, staked to the soft
earth by his wooden leg, unstrapped the
stump and hopped back to his hut.

“The third posse,” he muttered.

He had .

rd
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2 THE rain, although heavy, had
Sy been only an April caprice, stopping
w3 as suddenly as it had begun. Nellie
had not been out on the range more than
ten minutes before an effulgent moon made
the desolate plain glow and glisten like a
Summer sea. In less than an hour she had
reached Goose_ Neck Lake, where she
paused to get her bearings from the
abandoned Ford. .Then, drawing a silver
whistle from her pocket—one that Derrigan®
had given her—she placed it to her lips.

But she did not send forth the blast.
A cold north wind had superseded the rain
and laid a thin coat of ice upon the face of
the range.” In the dead silence of the night
she heard broken but regular sounds—as
of footfalls.

“They’re back already!” breathed the
widow.

Again she raised the whistle but again
she paused. Derrigan was across the lake
at least a mile away and, although the wind
was blowing toward him, he might not hear
the call. A desperate expedlent occurred to
her. Forcing the mule through the ice to
the side of the sedan, she dragged out a
dry cushion and soaked it with gasoline
from the tank. As match after match
was snuffed out by the wind she heard
the crackling footfalls coming nearer.

Nearer, nearer, nearer!

“Darn it!” she cried in vexation.
make a jackpot!”

Lighting the whole box, she threw it to
the cushion and sprang out of reach. A
pillar of flame shot up and, swelling n
volume from the volatile gas, burst through
the door and sent a fiery fork tp the sky.

Two weary, wet and bedraggled fugitives
pulled up with a start a hundred yards
away.

The widow had withdrawn from the
arc of light cast by the flames, but its
wide circle extended far out upon the lake.
Leaning over on the neck of her mount,
she urged him to dash along the shore.

The fugitives paused with a gasp of
astonishment when the tower of flame rose
before them. Jock instantly recognized the
blazing skeleton of the sedan.

“Henry,” he yelled, “we’ve walked in a
circle!”

At that moment the red mile dashed
through the flame-lit area. Jock, to shoot
the rider, raised the ‘shotgun from the left
side but Henry, shifting the bundle to his

“I’H



The Third Posse

right hand, drew back his mighty left fist and
smote his pal on the jaw. Jock went down
like a struck bullock.

Nellie saw the strange pantomime and -

dimly guessed the meaning. Pulling up,
she sent out a long blast from the whistle.

A friendly greeting came back from the
bandit who had remained erect. ‘

‘“‘Here, miss, I want to give you back
your shawl-strap!”’ -

Nellie rode cautiously to the man’s side.
Jock lay prone and motionless on the ice-
covered ground, the shotgun still gripped
in his stiffened hand.

“I’m afraid, miss,” said Henry apolo-
getically, “that the money is a little damp,
but I think you’ll find it all there. That
was a thrifty idea of yours to give us the
shawl-strap.”

With a confidence that could have been
born of nothing else but intuition, Nellie
accepted the bundle of money.

A crunching clatter was borne to their
ears by the wind. Derrigan was coming!

Henry drew in a long breath—the last he
expected to draw ip freedom.

“I wouldn’t mind lending you my mule
if you promise to leave it at The Spur,”
said the widow hurriedly.

There was something infinitely more
satisfying than g spoken promise in the
look she saw on the fugitive’s face in the
moonlight. Dismounting, she gave him a
hand up.

Henry rode away without even a glance
at the still figure that lay on the frozen
ground. The clatter of the mule’s hoofs
merged with that of the approaching horse.

“You were right, Derry,” cried the
widow as the mounted man leaped to the
ground, “they walked in a circle, all right—
but it was a left-handed circle. That’s why
they returned to this side of the lake.”

Derrigan glared at the motionless figure.

“The other fellow got away,” explained
the widow, “but he left this behind him.”

She held up the package of stolen money.

The widow quickly apprized him of
Stringer’s fatally false assumption that

only one of the fugitives was left-handed.
From her place behind the cage she had
seen everything that happened. Guessing
the meaning of the mayor’s boisterous
laughter, it had flashed upon her that the
other bandit had reached over the top of
the cage with his left hand and with the
same hand opened the door of the sedan.

”
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The lump on the right side of Stringer’s jaw
indicated that the blow had been delivered
with the left arm. It only remained for her
to return to the Ace and verify this point.
The conjecture proved up nicely. There
was a left-handed knot in the rope that
fastened the door of the cage. It had been
made by the mayor’s assailant.

“How did you know it was a left-handed
knot?”” demanded Derrigan. :

“Oh, I'm postmistress, you know,?
laughed the widow, ‘“and the letters for
Buried Ace come in packages tied in hemp
string. Sometimes when I pull a slip knot
from the wrong end it only becomes harder
instead of loosening. Then I know that a
left-handed railroad mail clerk ‘tied out’
that package for the pouch. It took me a
long time to work out that little puzzle.
You see, widows must rely on themselves.”

At this point Derrigan burst into a roar.

“Don’t laugh yet, Derry,” she ad-
monished. “You see I went to bed figuring
that it wouldn’t make any difference which
way the men walked—they’d travel in a
circle anyway. But it suddenly struck me
that you were waiting on the wrong side
of the lake. That’s why I came out here.”

Derrigan gazed at her in silent admira-
tion, then stooped over the huddled thing
on the ground. It remained motionless:
under his touch. All of Jock’s earthly re-
quirements could now be filled with a pine
ulster. A pariah from organized society,
he also had outraged the grim code of his
kind and suffered the fate it prescribed.
In his airily spoken purpose to double-cross
Jim Link he had pronounced his own
death sentence.

It was all an easy conjecture for Derrigan.
The man who killed his pal with a punch
had feared the same fate himself at the
hands of the greedy and treacherous Jock.
Back of it all, perhaps, lay some sense of
chivalry and sentiment, not uncommon
even in natures of the coarsest texture.

Themounted man heard the whole strange
tale from the widow’s lips and understood,
perhaps, what she could not.

“The red mule will be there waiting for
you, Nellie,” he said huskily.

The widow said nothing about the dicker
she had made with Mayor Stringer for the
reward. After all, what difference would
it make now? The money would be in
the family anyway. She had made up her
mind to marry Derrigan.






The Inn of the Silkworm Moth

the table before him, across which a pencil
lay. :

“He must admit it in writing.”

““And suppose I refuse to admit anything?
Will not the fact that I was acting under
orders from my superior, Foibes—now, I
know you' are about to say that wine was
unmentioned!—will not that fact be listened
to by the home board?” Clark’s round face
peered at the older men earnestly. “How
do you propose to turn me out?”

“We will apply for the necessary power?,”
Jameson said curtly.

« “On those grounds?”

ameson sorted the blank sheets of paper
and Clark marked the older man’s quiet
deliberation. Indeed, in spite of a certain
feeling of tension, the proceedings had
characterized by a curious calm; Clark felt
this calm deceptive. Furtively he eyed
Forbes, and with no great liking. The rusty
coat, the white of his observant eye, the
craning of his neck deferentially toward
Jameson, the very angle of his nose, cocked
up for mischief, Clark decided, like a spar-
row’s tail.

It was all at once clear and unclear, to
Clark, the whole affair. He had known that
Forbes looked askance at the newer methods
Clark had brought from-the States; had
realized before this that Forbes’ jealousy
was aroused by his subordinate’s excellent
work, so different from the elder’s doc-
trinated efforts. More than once Clark had
been about to blurt out that he knew of a
certainty that Forbes kept a jug of wine
beneath the floor of his own room.

“Wash for the lean hog!” he thought now,
with bitterness.

He thought, also, of the earnestness he
bad brought with him to this little village
of Hishiura; the sports he'd taught the
Japanese boys—sports that Clark knew of

only by watching, for, at college, he had

been such as he was now; eager, but plump,
unmuscled; half afraid of bodily effort and
wholly afraid of pain. But, even so handi-
capped, the things he’d done, and had tried
to do, and was going to do—and now!

“I can not think any reason why you
should not know,” Jameson broke in upon
Clark’s musing. “Or, rather, I feel pain
that I am driven to tell you what you al-
ready know. I will begin by saying that
he who takes gold, in return for salvation,
is beyond any pale.”

“Can you prove that?” Clark said vehe-

out, or I left of my free will.
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mently, his voice squeaking in his excite-
ment.

“Give him the opportunity of disproving
this, Brother Jameson,”” Forbes said, smiling.

Clark was surprized by Forbes’ friendly
intervention, yet wondered whether he saw
anxiety in the man’s face. On his tongue,
hardly held back, came the desire to tell
them all that it was not his place to dis-
prove, but their own to prove. On seeing
the dead faces which confronted him he
threw off the last remnant of restraint, of
duty, none more amazed at his words than
himself:

“My observations on this subject would
not tend to clear the air,” he said, his hands
trembling with the spirit that moved him.
“You seem to feel that trifles are of more
importance than the work I’ve done. You
seem to be looking for evil in every corner,
and I believe that you find it, too! But
everything is for the best, and I still believe
the world is a tolerable place—but, there,
you aren’t interested in my views. As to
this veiled business of my taking gold in
return for offering salvation, let me tell you
that it is difficult enough to get disciples by
paying them, let alone accepting money.

“Of course, there are a few men and wo-
men who are old that are anxious to join.
They believe, these old ones, that by be-
coming Christians they have an added
chance of entering Heaven. If we are right,
they win. If we aren’t, the Shinto priests
or the Buddhists have protected them
already. Now it is my opinion—I mean to
say—go on and consider anything about
me you desire,” he ended with a final burst
of valor. “I have resigned, or I haven'’t.
I am guilty, or I’'m not. You've kicked 'me
Anyhow,
good-by, gentlemen!”

But the last word was Forbes’—

“Brother Clark, Brother Clark, you are
murdering your soul!”

In his room Clark later thought of
quantities of chilling remarks to have given
Forbes in return for that. None of them
came to him as he left the meeting-room.
That was the way it always was. Always
afterward! Too late for any good. Not
alone in this, but in everything. While he
was being trained to become a missionary,
it had been well enough to follow placidly
the road his father had trod before him.
But now he wished that the aunts who had
raised him might have permitted him to
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build houses or bridges or boats—let him
do something. Why was he a missionary?
Because some one else wanted him to be!

His plump face perspired as much with
this thought as it did from the exertion of
stufing clothes hurriedly into his one
steamer-trunk. Yet with all his haste he
was aware that he folded trousers, laid coats
carefully into proper position, crammed in-
terstices with discarded raiment to prevent
the contents mulling about—and hated him-
self for it.

He packed a small valise also; clapped
for the servant, ordered the trunk sent in
care of the T. K. K., at Yokohama; heard
the meeting below break up and, fearful of
seeing any of his fellow-missionaries again,
rushed out, bag in hand. Uncannily he felt
that, screened by the sliding wooden shoji
of the house’s outer wall, Forbes watched
him stumble down the narrow lane.

THE police guard, unfeeling of the

cool of evening after a heated day

of duty, let Gilbert Clark pass un-
heeded through the little gate, although the
guard knew that all travelers should account
for what affasrs they have. Yet foreigners
have no reasoning about their coming and
going; one seiyo-jin more or less in Hishiura
made no odds.

The heart of the new-born Clark gave a
great bound as he cleared the gate and saw
before him the unused path, with grass tall
upon it. Trees on either side interlocked
shaggy arms and made a tent-roof of green,
their trunks so obviously like the pillars of
a church that Clark wished momentarily
that he had taken the frequented road in-
stead of this by-path. But, being free, he
could not feel daunted long. At the second
bend of the road the trees thinned and hills
sailed into full vision in a long line of peak
and hollow, velvety, dark, and brooding
sleep.

At the sight of this enormous calm Clark
forgot the passed afternoon. He began to
sing; soon he discovered that he was not
alone, and probably had never been.
Urchins, ragged of kimono, slid from the
soft field-mud where they played in the
warm and pleasant ooze, blinked at him,
bobbed their heads, and followed at a trot.
Clark stopped; the boys stopped. He
grinned at them and all grinned back, all
save one broad-faced, thick fellow with

large mouth and sulky eyes. This one con-
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tinued to blink a great deal, was sullen, and
met Clark’s advances with a surly grunt.

“Where may I obtain food?” Clark asked
in Japanese, after all the courtesies were
complete:

The tea-houses on the main road he knew,
but had never heard of one along this un-
used path, and was by no means certain
if one actually existed. Least of all he
desired being forced to ask hospitality at
some dozen-hut village; this he had done
in his early days, and did not care attempting
it 2gain unless necessary.

“Ko ga nakya modose!” muttered the
blinker. ‘“Eat rats for your hunger.”

Clark laughed.

Bowing diffidently, one of the other boys
eyplained—

“Momachi does not like the seiyo-jin,”
and, at the dig of an elbow, said nothing
more.

“Why not?” Clark asked. ‘“Am I so
terrible?”’
The lad examined Clark carefully.

“No,” he decided at last, his scrutiny
completed. “Yop are not terrible. You
have a pleasant, fat face, like the God of
Food at our temple. It is simply that
Momachi likes or dislikes as his father,
which,” sagely, “is no foolish thing, for the
head of his house has a heavy hand. You
will see,” he added, all of a breath, “that
the father of Momachi, being sweeper-of-
refuse at the temple, is therefore a holy
man.”

“Then you shall tell me where I may
obtain the evening meal,” Clark said, beam-
ing, a.ndeillgiveyouacopperrin-
piece.’

“There is a tea-house, besxde the shrine
of Jizo—not the big Jizo, but that of the
seven hands—which is said to be——"

“Quiet!” Momachi ordered. “This for-
eigner has not told us who he is, nor of his
business—if he has any. Perhaps he is one
of the priests of the carpenter-god who lives
across the water, and will cut us open with
an ax or saw. Are you?” he demanded of
Clark.

The white man changed the affirmative
he was about to utter to an explosive—

“NO!”

“What are you, then?”’ insisted the sullcn-
faced Momachi.

“What am I?” He heard Forbes’ smug

“murdering your soul!” as clearly as if the
fellow’s mouth had been at his ear again.
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“T believe—well—yes, I am a—" lowering
his voice—*‘‘a murderer!”

Momachi rolled this morsel on his tongue,
the better to enjoy the flavor; walled his
slant eyes, wagged his tongue from cheek
to cheek succulently, stroked his flat nose,
and gave every evidence of satisfaction.

“That is another thing;”’ he said, when he
had wrung the last enjoyment from that
statement. “There is an inn——"

“By the shrine of the seven-handed Jizo,”
the other boy insisted, seeing the copper-
piece being grasped from his hand. “A
great tea-house, with geisha from Osaka,
and ne-san that——"

Momachi cuffed him silent.

“It is a hard thing if one may not tell
the honor of his village to a stranger,” the
speaker whimpered, holding his cheek. N

“It would be harder if this stranger—who
is a great and honorable man!—went where
you tell him,” Momachi retorted. ‘That
is no place for him. He wants no geisha
from Osaka, nor any other place, cow-face!
He desires solitude. No questions. Yokl
give me the rin, sesyo-jin, and—no, I believe
that I will do this for nothing, never having
met a murderer before! and I will go with
you to an inn I know of—or have heard of,
which is the same thing—where you will
be well cared for. That is,” less glibly, “I
4ill go nearly there. Not that I fear enter-
ing! No, rot that, never that! But——"

He faced about and brayed the others
down with—

“It is against the orders of my father!”

Chuckling, with the tattered Momachi at

heel, rin clutched tightly in one grimy paw,
Clark strode along the path; a short, choppy
step half prance and half waddle. He won-
dered idly where he was going. But what
matter? He had long promised himself a
tramp along just such paths as these, where
tourists rarely or never came. When he
tired of it he had sufficient money to take
him back to the States. When he was ready
to go. Not before.
. Soon Momachi stepped into the lead, and
left the path, crossing into the rice-fields.
By indistinguishable signs the boy steered a
course over mud that was hard and firm to
the foot, although Clark’s eyes could see no
visible difference between the course they
were taking and the surrounding soft ooze,
penetrated already with pale shoots of rice
or millet.

He saw thatched villages, each with its

N\

temple or so lifting tilted roofs of tiles above
a congregation of huts, each with winged
torii before it like a giant ideograph of stone.
Here and there in the fields hung, motion-
less, inscribed paper charms, the banneret
zigzags of characters being protection
against rains and birds and insects.

Instead of skirting the final village
Momachi headed for it; dimly Clark could
make out the uprising peak of its temple,
but all of the remainder was dark and
obscure as the night which was nearing.

Momachi found a breach, apparently ex-
pected, in the outer mud-wall, and led
Clark into a blind alley of low and jutting
houses concealing lateral black corridors,
full of squalor, kimonos hung to dry and
forgotten, and cats, and left him with only
a whispered word to follow the way until
he saw an inn—the first one. True, the
Japanese boy whispered another word to
an alley-child as ragged as himself—that
here was no ordinary seiyo-jin, not by any
means—mouth to ear, horrified enjoyment

~ of the tale of this terrible murderer, which

lost nothing in Momachi’s telling.

- THE street of the Silkworm-Moth
}&3’ and its huddle of houses stands be-
<2\ tween the end of the invisible path

-along which Clark had come and the tiny

town of Ogami’s widest street—eight feet
from side to side—stopping the latter’s way
into the open country like the bulge in a
gorged snake. The inn in this street of the
Silkworm-Moth, and named for it, sent
forth no smiling and chattering maids to
greet Clark. Instead, an ancient man met
him at the dark entrance with protestations
that the house was unworthy of the presence
of such an exalted traveler. After so saying,
the host stood as immobile as a temple
image, his face bloodless as the vellum of a
kakemono which hung behind him. His
watchful eyes, however, were intensely
bright in their deep sockets.

Clark asked for food.

The old man bowed again, drawing in his
breath hissing against his teeth, and pro-
tested that while there was food, yet it was
not of the quality to satisfy an honorable
guest. Clark believed that the man lied
with purpose, and did’ >t intend permitting
a white man to rema.n there. He was
justified in this belief when he saw the
urchin to whom Momachi had spoken sidle
to the edge of the room, beckon, and with



52 Adventure

great winkings and snuffling, whisper to the
inn-keeper, who, upon returning, admitted
that if the seiyo-jin would wait food would
be found and prepared.

The room to which the host took Clark

hung over a little river at the bend of the
stream. Even with every outer panel pushed
back and wide open to the air Clark was as
completely hidden from any eye in the
street below as if they had remained closed;
this because of the heavily leafed trees.
The moon bad been rising when Clark had
enterer the inn, but no tracery of light pene-
trated the foliage. A brazier blazed before
a flat cushion, and Clark squatted on this
gabuton and lighted his pipe with a bit of
charcoal.

With the third or fourth puff he heard a
footstep at the door-panel, and, turning
on the sabuton, saw a geisha standing there.

She was tall and slender; the delicate
paleness of her face even whiter through
fear. The carmine spots on her lips shone
brightly, giving to her expression the un-
reality of the frightened look a doll might
have if transformed into life. She was
carrying a samisen, her fingers clutched the
wrappings tightly, and as she bowed Clark

saw that her knees were trembling. She’

sat on the zabwton opposite him, and tried
to smile; achieved nothing but a tightening
of the hps

The inn-keeper brought battered lacquer
trays filled with bowls of food—too quickly
for them to have been prepared specially—
and after he bowed himself from the room
the geisha began serving. Clark could see
in her every gesture the fear of the atrocities
of which she believed foreigners capable;
sacrifices, barbarities, wildness and un-
couthness, and rough love-making.

As the girl drew back the fold of her
kimono-sleeve to the elbow and raised the
tea-pot Clark said, half aloud—

“Why, the child is frightened to death,”
for the spout of the pot trembled a.gamst
the rim of the cup which she was filling.

The geisha read the meaning of the words
fiom their tone before Clark was able to
speak reassuringly to her in Japanese. She
smiled, and this time her lips parted from
her pretty teeth spontaneously.

“Why did you fear?” Clark asked gently.
Then, as she did not answer, “What is your
name, child?”

“N ukero," very softly.

Clark persisted in his first question, and

gradually drew the tale from her. The
frightened Nukero bhad left the geisha-
house to serve a white man. She had never
seen one before. None ever came to this
town of Ogami, which was on no main
highway—but now, she explained prettily,
she felt honored. Clark felt that something
had been left unsaid. There was not suf-
ficient in that to have caused her anxiety.
But the geisha served the remainder of the
meal in silence, and when he had finished
Clark picked up the samisen and searched
for some harmonies in the long minor-toned
strings. He rasped the instrument with the
sharp ivory pick, scratching forth something
like the shrilling of cicadas; glanced at
Nukero. Both laughed.

“It is said that men are too strong to care
about making such a small matteras music,”
she said, still smiling. “That is why you
are unable to play,” she added apolo-
getically.

Clark handed her the Japanese pipe which

_she had deftly substituted for his brier, and

the girl knocked out the gray ash into the
hibacki and filled it from a pouch of her own
with silky tobacco, lighted it, and returned
the pipe to him. He found every movement
replete with grace, and settled back on his
zabuton in comfort before speaking. Above
all, he felt very paternal.

“In the country from which I came men
as well as women play,” he said, and when
she shook her head doubtfully, continued,
“Men do not think it weak.”

“Then you found the samisen pleasant?”

“Those noises I made? You laugh at me,
Nukero-san. I only made little scratches,
But I would like to learn.”

“You would truly like to play, O—
o—"

She stopped, at a loss for more than the
honorary prefix, and Clark heli;arj her, ex-
explaining that his name was Clark.

She stumbled valiantly over the “I”
sound—

“If, C’ark-san, you are like other seiyo-jin
men, would they, also, find instruction
pleasant?”

“You said that no white men ever came
here before. If that is so, it will surely be
long before another comes. Am I such a
barbarian that you are afraid to practise
upon me, Nukero-san?”’

“No—not a barbarian,” she agreed quick-
ly. “I will teach you. Yes. Nor have we
seen sciyo-jin before, as I said. If it is
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permitted to ask—there is nothing to in-
terest seiyo-jin in Ogami—why did you
come here?”’ This last with bated breath,
for questiors are forbidden by the code qf
the Twenty Courtesies.

“Why? I do not know. I just came,
perhaps.”

Primly—

“We expected you, C’ark-san.”

Clark smiled, remembering the boys he
had entertained with his singing.

“The fellow called Momachi will have
work for his fists when he returns to his
playmates. One of the boys must have run
ahead of us, and told the news after he was
certain where we were going.”

The geisha puckered her lips quaintly.

“Momachi? Other boys? Run with the
news? The news of your arrival? No. The
host of the inn, Kuni-oho, told my mistress
of it days ago. True, we expected two men,
but it was said that one—yourself, doubt-
less, since you are here—might precede the
other. Which one,” smiling, “which one
are you?r”

“Which one do you think I am?” Clark
countered.

Her face became a puzzle, at once prim
and thoughtful.
~ “It is written that a question is a dan-
gerous matter to answer. “For out of the
first come many more. But I asked one of
you, and you told me. However, aei/ 1
do not think it will be harmful to speak.

*Which?”

She examined her ﬁngers, as if to find the
answer there.

“Which? Kum-oho, the inn-keeper, said,
when he summoned me now, that you are
the man-of-knives—he said that you were—
an evil man, and dangerous as a mating
stork. But he is mistaken, I think. There-
fore, if you are not that one, you must be
the other. You are the other, C’ark-san?”

“I must be,” Clark said gravely. ‘“‘Yes, I
must be.”

“Do you pray often? As often as our
own priests? Are there many maidens in
your temple? Is your shrine of great
wealth?”” Nukero prattled away, regard-
less alike of her maxim on questions and
Clark’s amazed face.

Who, he wondered, had announced his
coming? One of the boys must have known
him for what he was—no, for what he had

n.
Then, all of a breath, the geisha added:
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“It is said that great good-fortune comes
to her who touches seiyo-jin gold. Oh, no,”
breathlessly, ‘“not to possess it, simply to
touch. Have you a piece of such gold that
I might touch, and, since I will pray as
many prayers as I can remember while it
is between my fingers, find true happiness?”’
Softly, ‘Perhaps you would pray also, and

* I would be doubly certain.”

Clark moved a hand, to reach for the
little roll of American gold with which the
missionaries were paid; moved his head as
well, and became aware that the paper-
panel which separated his room from the
hallway moved slightly, as from some eager
body pressed against it.

“Some other time, Nukero-san,” he told
her. “P0551bly I have one, but I am not
certain.”

“It will bring happiness to me,” the
geisha smiled.

“But not to me, if I showed my money,”
Clark thought grimly.

His round, smooth face must have shown
his notion, for the geisha turned away her
head.

After a moment of silence she rose from
her zabuton, asking—

“Shall I serve your first meal in the
morning?”’

On the affirmative, she gathered her
samisen into its wrappings again, went to
a concealed chest of drawers, painted to
appear as a panel, drew out qmlts arranged
‘them to her satisfaction upon the dingy,
mottled yellow-brown matting of the floor,
hoped that the goddess of sleep and Sadzu-
ba would bring him test, bowed, and left
him alone. " He thought that he detected a
tiny sibilant sound in the corridor, mice
perhaps, but was not certain.

A faint breeze in the great trees came into
the little room over the bend of the river
like a sleeper’s sigh. Clark felt lonely. A
little afraid. He had left a sheltered, accus-
tomed life, an ordered existence—for what?
Existence, that was what it had been! Not

~life at all. He remembered now that he
had been once told, by his aunts, that as a
missionary he dwelt upon a solid fortress
builded on a naked rock, impregnable.
Impregnable indeed, he decided now with-
out bitterness, to anything save treachery.

He made no pretense of mourning, and
the recurring thought of the sneaking Forbes
set him shuddering with anger.

Clark was half of the mind to explore the
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queer, balcony-covered street below, as well
as the rest of the town——

The wind moved the leaves of the trees
steadily, with gentle persistence. From the
mterior of the inn came, with this true
dinner-hour, muffled noises, where before
all had been silent. The clatter of a chop-
stick against a rice-bowl, the hiss of steam
escaped from a pot, a soft voice and hoarser
reply, a laugh shrillingly cadenced.

Clark lighted his brier again, blew out the
bean-oil lamp, and stretched in the dark at
full length upon the pile of quilts. He bad
no intention of sleeping, but involuntarily
wrapped the coverings about him, to pre-

vent a cold catching him unaware; was dis-.

gusted by the very precaution.

“Red flannels!” he muttered.

Clark " listened to the voices below, at-
tempting to ascertain the exact words. Fell
to counting the branches which grew from
a peculiar fork of the tree-trunk close to the
open shoji. Imagined dully what the mis-
sion-board’s report might be, and did not
care, for who was there to feel shame at it?
Counted leaves of the tree, beginning from
the branch-ends, and gave over, since the
outlines were too indistinct for accuracy in
determination. Watched the curvetting
smoke from the hibachi, bright in the room’s
dimness, assume strangely recognizable
shapes; the geisha’s waving kimono sleeves,
Forbes’ angular neck, the flapping of
Momachi’s tattered pantaloons, a great
bow! whirling with dragon-like monsters
who were angry-eyed like the Aidachks’s
coals. Red-eyed and winking. The whirl-
ing figures became indeterminate, fog-like:
Clark slept.

P=3\ UNCANNILY, for the inn-keeper
@‘ had moved silently across the mat-

ting, Clark sensed the presence and
awoke instantly. The old man kneeled and
bent his forehead to the floor, rose, and
arranged a spray of blossoms in an old iron
vase, to stand in the worship-corner, and
the white man compared this with the host’s
earlier, surly reception. Not to be outdone,
Clark courteously asked the Japanese how
old the inn was.

It had been his, the Japanese said, for
forty years, his father’s before him. It was
very ancient. In the days of the shogunate
it had boasted a score—two scorel—of
trained and pretty ne-san to wait upon the
visiting daim-ye, where now the services of
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the geisha-house must satisfy any chance
ts who were gentlemen.

“Yok!” the old man ejaculated, warm to
his work. “The shouting and laughter of
those lords! Their purses were full in thase
days, I can tell you! From the rice-tax.
The dancing and feasting! The presents
and tea-money they gave! But now,”” sadly,
“nothing is left, save the inn and myself.
One as worthless as the other.”

“The food was excellent and well served,™
Clark protested soothingly.

“Coarse and poorly prepared,” Kuni-oho
disagreed. “Yet, as to the serving, that is
another matter. I will admit that it might
deserve some small ise. For 1 trained
Nukero myself. Aex Not in the geisha-
hoase, but here. She is the daughter of my
son. Hol Do net loak startled. You de
not understand, you foreigners. You see
what is not there to see. She is a serving-
maid. Anentertainer. You de understand.
Were you not kindly to ker?”

With the irrelevancy of age, he added
suddenly:

“She sdid that you are not the killer. It
was said to me that you were. But yow
yourself,” shrewdly, ‘“have said nothing at
all on the subject. Are you the one, or the
other? Or—” sharply—*neither?”

“What would you say if I told you that
you are correct in both of your questions?®
Clark countered, leaving the third unaun-
swered.

“What? Aei! . That would be possible.
I know, now, of a priest at the Temple of
the Golden Carp who—who—what was it
that he did? I grow old and forgetful. Of
what were we speaking?’

Clark, wary of the sharp query as to his
identity, said nothing. But after a moment
the host’s face brightened:

“I remember, It is strange how things
escape me. 1 came into this room to speak
to you of a great treaswre that you might
care to buy. We found it—we found it—
where did we find it? Somewhere about the
inn, carefully concealed. Wait and I get
it,” he concluded lamely, and without wait-
ing for Clark to express the interest which
he felt, the inn-keeper shuffled from the
room, to return carrying an old wooden
box.

When the lid was lifted Clark saw the first
silk wrapping, then another, and arother;
some of brocade, faded, some of solid red
or blue or rose. Finally the draw-string of



The Inn of the Silkworm Moth

the last bag was pulled open, and Kuni-oho
lifted out a vase of crinkled, ultramarine
pottery with a darker blue glaze overrun-
ning the sides. The mouth of the vase was
capped by a bronze and silver band irregu-
larly carved. :

“It is very lovely,” Kuni-oho said slowdy,
“and ancient. A present to the inn. Given
by-—by—Dby a great lord, doubtless, but I
can not remember his name. If I can obtain
<afficient gold for it, I will repurchase
Nukero. I tell you this because Nukero
said you were—gentle with her. Was she
not brave to come here for the serving of
yvour food? None of the others dared. If
you buy——"

His stumbling words stopped.

Clark took the vase in his hands, running
his fingers over the perfect glaze. He did
not ask-the price, but shook his head.

“I have not sufficient monéy to buy this,”
he said.

“I did not expect you to buy it—now.
But tonight? Or whenever you meet the
other, and have transacted your business?
If you are the priest, you have no money—
now. But ldter, that is another matter!
Or, possibly, if you are the priest, you will,
later, have none at all—there, iny words
make little sense, for I do not know which
of the two is you, and which that other.
Acil If there is fighting, it will be of in-
terest to see if the seiyo-jin gods ar¢ more
powerful than a knife! Well, we will talk
of this after you see him whom you came
to see.” |

Clark was uneasy. There was no reason
why he should explain, and every motive
for him to remain silent. What did a meet-
ing between some priest and criminal in
such a place as Ogami portend? A foreign
priest. That meant a white man. Was the
criminal another? It was interesting, and
Clark’s heart beat more quickly.

“Tell me,” he said, “will this other man
be brought to my room here upon his
arrival?” .

“Is it not an excellent place? None may
see you here, and, if you speak softly, none
hear. The rooms on either side of this are
empty. Many of the rooms are empty,
indeed, for few come to my inn. As I am
to be paid a good sum, I will see that none
disturb you. See—” shoving back a panel—
“the neighboring rooms are empty. They
have not been lived in for weeks—months.
That is why I pray in vain for gold. If I
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had guests, the pricsts would receive less
of the little money I have, for of what avail
is prayer when gold flows in notwithstand-
ing? Now! Nukero will serve you both,
when that other arrives. I did not expect
you until this morning. But no matter.
As to payment for food and bed—there,
you are not concerned with that, since the
other made the bargain.

“But—if you would see—I am by no
means certain that maidenliness is the
armor that the Seventh Book insists—if you
would see that your mate—well, not mate
exactly, if what I have heard of him is true—
that ke be gentle with Nukero also—you
will? Good. And you will not forget the
vase, when your purse is full? Good again.
Ask some extra yen, if the bargain between
you and the.pther is not as yet made, and
thus the vase costs you nothing.”

“I will not forget,” Llark assured him.
‘“That is, if I actually receive more money
than I now have.” .

“Ho!’ Kuni-oho grunted. ‘“Nukgro was
not mistaken. You are a priest, and no
killer. Take care, then, of what strength
you have, for how can even muscles avail,
against steel? Or prayers? Or incense,
either, for that matter.”

He left with this, chuckling. Clark heard
him pad down the corridor.

Here, Clark considered with pleasure,
was a situation which was nothing less than
delicate. As to what this meeting meant he
had not the least inkling. The sensible
thing to do was to pay hjs reckoning and
leave. But he had done too many sensible
things to do another! The natural would
be to remain, out of pure curiosity. From
the talk of Nukero, who knew nothing, and
from the host, who knew more than he
admitted, the white man had gained little
more than a foothold. A foothold of—
what? There might be trouble. He must
not risk it.

However, why not leave the inn for a
proclaimed stroll, search along the river
bank for the great tree, clamber again into
the room and hide in one of the two ad-
jacent to his own? Why not? Tempted he
certainly was by the unknown. -

This he put into action at once, fearing
that if e considered at all he would change
his mind. When he reached the street he
found a beaten white day where the shadows
seemed carved out of ebony, the very dust
quivering and restless under the heat. He
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was careful to inform Kuni-oho that he
would return in an hour or so; that he
would, likewise, walk out toward the rice-
fields, which would take him to the river-
side of the inn. He thought of saying that
it might be still later before he returned, but
this savored too much of explanation where
none was neces

He heard comments upon his appearance,
from behind the closed shoji of the hovels
opposite the inn: Aei/ But this was a power-
ful man, inhabited, it was said, by Kishi-
bojin, mother of Demons! He had, but
days passed, killed a man in some distant
village, for no other crime than the fellow
tossed a cigaret across the floor in friendly
hospitality. The body had been fished out
of the river whence it was thrown. It had
nine wounds in it. Including one big enough
to put your fist in! It was a sieve, not a
body. Perforated! |

This was by no means pleasant news to
Clark, about to keep a meeting with this
cnmmal. He was already consumed with
a fidgety remorse for what had happened,
shuddering under an obsession of nerves.
" Yet the voices puffed out his chest, and,
outwardly, he was attempting to look the
dare-devil.

He turned the corner of the inn; glanced
hastily about, and walked hurriedly to the
river’s edge, screened now by the trees.
Paused, to ascertain if he were watched, and
then himself up into the tree, clam-
bering heavily into the room he had but so
recently left. He wasted no time now,
shoved back a panel, and stepped into an
adjacent room, closing the shoji behind him
noiselessly.

Nor had he long to wait.

F ‘ WHEN Kuni-oho the inn-keeper

ushered into the room which was

Clark’s another white man, Clark
became himself ridiculously pleased, al-
though, notwithstanding his concealment,
very much in confusion for a little while.
He heard the host, clucking like an anxious,
mothering hen, explain his, Clark’s, absence.
Explain, also, the isolation of the room.
When Kuni-oho moved to demonstrate this
Clark shivered—he might have known that
the old Japanese would follow the original
formula. But it was to the opposite room
the host moved. The danger was past, un-
less the newcomer should investigate more
fully himself.

Adventure

“Your friend seemed ill at ease,” Kuni-
oho told the stranger.

“I will try and put him at his ease,” was
the answer, accompanied by a grim laugh.
“You have done well, old one Clark was
aware that this white man’s Japanese was
asefluent as his own, bespeaking long resi-
dence. “I feared my messenger might
bungle it.”

“It is done as you said,” Kuni-oho re-
marked easily.

“Good. Here——” money passed—*‘you
have the agreed amount. Get out.”

“I do what I can,” Kuni-oho returned
shortly. “Gold is scarce.”

The other laughed.

“Your own was honestly made,” he re-
torted, as the host backed from the room.

Clark examined the man who was smok-
ing a cigaret and alone through a tiny hole,
silently made by a wet finger-tip on the
paper of the ancient panel. He appeared
confident and yet uneasy. Every gesture
showed that he was apprehensive, the mere
shaking of the floor set him on edge, ready
to strike. A man of flat brow, clean-
featured, with decisive lips. -«

The host returned with Nukero, and the
pantomime of beseeching hands, of eye-
brows delicately arched, told more to
Clark—and to the newcomer—than any
words. They showed how far he expected,
how far was prepared, to tempt his cus-
tomer. There could be no more deft
marketing of wares.

Clark considered the geisha with anxiety.
Kuni-oho’s attitude was now anything
save that of a protecting grandparent.
Had he assumed the attitude that he had
with Clark simply to prevent a forestalling
of his market? The girl was a child, yet
Clark dared not warn her, could not! of what
this guest was. Yet she already knew.
Clark did not understand.

Nukero, twittering about nothing, served
the guest with preliminary tea. The man

-drank gustily, and said nothing. Finally

he grunted a question in English, and was
reassured by the girl’s blank face.

“Stay,” he commanded in Japanese,
when she would have left.

Then began the waiting.
The guest sat lax upon his cushion, Nu-

kero was nervously attempting to appear at
ease

Nothing happened to give Clark, in the
next room, even an inkling of what might
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come:  Nwkero ventured a courteous query
or s¢, which were never answered. When,
finally, she unwrapped the semsisen she was
waved silent.

FOR blandness nothing could equal
the face of old Kuni-cho as he
ushered a guest—another—up the
ladder-stair and into Clark’s original room.
Whatever thoughts may have seethed in
the andent’s brain, none at all were ap-
parent on the surface. No telltale hiss of
excitement, no blink of wonder, as he said—

“Here is the other,” and, without so
much as a glance at Nukero, waddled out
again.

“Well, man,” the first arrival said,
“and why couddn’t you get here earlier?”

Clark, behind the shoji, eased his muscles,
preparatory to rising and glimpsing the
visitor through his peep-hole—rocked back
oa the matting in amazement, his face run-
ning the gamut from incredulous wonder
to angry surprize.

“I was delayed. That is sufficient for
you,” was the precise answer.

Not the words shocked him, for they had
no import, but the tone!  He could visualize
the craning of Forbes’ neck as the fellow
spolee. It was Forbes. He was certain of
that, even before he had raised up and seen
the mman’s face for verification.

“I don’t care what your reason was,” the
other admitted. “Only, why did you hold
me off, week after week? Afraid of some-
body?”

“No.”

“Why mot have met me in your own
village?”

Forbes chuckied.

“I might have, indeed. But this was a
trifle safer, one might say. Since a goodly
bit of time has passed since we opened nego-
tiations, I was careful. Doubly. Many
things are spoiled by an instanrt’s unwari-
ness. I even made certain that—well, I
came by a by-path, and mvmtngated
whether any other traveler had passed
over it for several days! Not a word of it in
the records. And there isn’t another path
to Ogami from my village.”

Then, to the geisha—

“Take away that tea, and bnng rice-
wine.”

When Nukero had left, he showed his
teeth and held out both hands.

“Have you got the money?” As the
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other did not answer, Forbes insisted,
“Gold, Carter, you know. Not notes, or
anythmg like that. Gold.”

Carter, with a displaying air full of
alacrity and deference, dug into a pocket,
held his hand there, took a deep breath, and
withdrew the hand, empty.

“Yes,” he nodded. “But—you, first.
Then the gold.”

The missionary drew himself into a post-
ure of indignation.

“Do you believe that I would deliber-
ately attempt to cheat you, Carter? You
know the old saying, that there is honor,
even among—among——"

‘““Say it,” Carter urged, grinning. “Came,
man, let’s see the stuff. The geisha’l be
back in a minute. .Get busy, Forbes.
Out with it.”

“First the money,” stubbornly.

Carter eyed the missionary deliberately.

“If I really didn’t intend paying you,
I’d—well, I expect I'd take #t away from
you. Which would, more or less, be jus-
tice. Did you get the stuff honestly in the
first place? There—you needn’t answer.
I’m not interested in-your lie. If you had,
why all this secrecy? Why get in touch
with an ex-jailbird to market it, a bit here,
a bit there, where it can never be traced?
I can guess, even if I don’t know. Some of
it you had your disciples—save the mark!
—steal for you, all in the name of the
church. For the salvation you promised
them. Some you accepted before you'd
even let them into your little flock. Some—
bah! you can’t fool me, you »

“Is this necessary?”” Forbes asked ailily.
“As for your taking it away from me——"

“ noticed that you keep your right hand
in your coat-pocket,” Carter finished for
him urbanely. “That may be the reason
I’ve not taken the stuff already. Although,”
appraisingly, “I do believe that your hand is
shaking so that you bave little chance of
hitting me. Now——"

Forbes held up his left hand warningly,
and an instant later Nukero returned with
a squat jug. She served both, but only
Forbes drank of it. In taking the tiny cup
from Nukero’s hand the niissionary’s fingers
brushed those of the girl: she made no
movement that this was not accidental, but
Carter’s eyes narrowed with disgust.

“T want to get out of here, before you
begin to be amorous,” he said.

“A jailbird has delicate feelings!”
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“He has! Either.give me the packet of
jewels, or don’t. Then I'll hand you the
money. This girl doesn’t understand En-
glish. Well?”

Forbes blinked, wary, uncertain of his
answer.

CLARK, behind the panels, was
hard hit. Clearly, now, he saw why
*it was that Forbes had been so
anxious to get rid of him. That his fellow-
missionary had intended to force him to re-
sign he did not believe, but he was certain
that Forbes figured that the board would
place the erring Clark in some large mission
where they could watch him. This would
leave Forbes by himself, for he would be
alone until Clark’s .successor was sent—
alone for a sufficient time to do what he
was doing.

“Here,” Forbes said at last, and handed
over an irregularly shaped packet, which
he had drawn, still with left hand, from his
coat.

“Hum,” said Carter, and gave the other

a small coin-sack.

Neither spoke, until Forbes said un-
evenly—

“I believe I will send the girl away——"

“To count the money?”’ came thenstant
reply. “If any one has been done, it isn’t
you, Forbes. You are pretty certain that

you’ve at least some of the gold—there,

clink the sack; would iron make that sound?
—but I may ha%e Jbought glass. But—
well, send her away,” and, with an expres-
sion of disgust, heard F orbes explain to the
geisha that he would eat later, and wished
her attendance from that time on.

Nukero bowed, recognizing the unmistak-
able meaning.

Clark peered to watch F orbes’ even
fingers working with the gold, mumbling
the count; the other man, Carter, made no
effort to examine the jewels, and Carter
believed that the packet truly contained
that which Forbes had agreed to deliver,
for to have kept. such booty long made
probable its detection, a theory that obvi-
ously was in Carter’s mind as well.

“Satisfied?” Carter said, when Forbes
thrust the money sack into an inside
pocket.

“They should have brought a larger
price,”” came the ready answer.

“Hog!” Then, slowly, “But you would
be that, you know!”

Adventure

“One of your criminal class should
reall —

Carter grinned.

“Feel safer now, eh? As far as that
criminal class crack goes, my dear and
reverend friend, you know a story is pretty
well enlarged after it has gone from mouth
to ear a few hundred times. The mistake
that I made was doing it in a small village.
If it’d been in Osaka, now, or in Tokyo
or Nagasaki that I'd hammered the little
brown cop——"

Distaste spread itself over Forbes'® face.

‘“Really, dear Mr. Carter, I am not at all
interested in your affairs.”

Carter stood up.

“Go to ——,”” he said.

“If you really must depart,”” Forbes
smiled invitingly.

“When you tell the story, if you ever
dare to, I suppose that you will say that
you kicked me out, after taking the money
away from me,” Carter retorted, as he
shoved the hall-panel back and strode out.

“Indeed and I will,” Forbes threw after
him. ‘“Yes indeed, dear Mr. Carter. Cer-
tainly. Certainly.” And seemeda to take
considerable joy from it.

Alone, Forbes drew from another pocket
a second small bundle, similar to that wghich
Carter had taken away. The sight of this
amused him: he patted it, pressed it to him,
evidenced great glee.

“He might have opened the one T gave
him,” he muttered loudly enough for Clark
to hear. “But I was positive he would not.
Psychology is a great thing. Now I have
some real money, and the rest as well.”

He reached for the jug, and poured him-
self a cupful, rubbed his hands, and then
brought them together resoundingly.

‘“‘Hell never peek until he is out of this
village,” he added, half to himself. ‘1

"understand the man. He is cautious, and

overly certain of himself.”

Then, in Japanese, to Kuni-oho, who had
appeared——

“The geisha.”

“Payment,” Kuni-oho observed to the
wall, “payment has yet to be made.”

“Did not Carter-san pay you? Did be
not make all arrangements? Must I pay
again?”’ Forbes shouted angrily.

“Payment has been made for food, and
for a place in which to sleep,” Kuni-oho
answered evenly. ‘““But you ask for geisha.
That is extra. Four yen.”
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“1 will mot pay as gauch. In Osaka,
now——"

“Yoh!” the host said, fin to nose.
“You priests are all alike. There is a fat
one at our temple, a fat one with a face so
well-fed that it has a dewlap, who——"

“l did not ask you to speak,” Forbes
said sharply. “I said that—I give two
yen, no more.”’

“¥ou priests are all alike,” Kuni-cho
observed again. ‘“Three yen, and it is
agreed, provided you remember me in
your prayers.” ~

Nor could he be moved from that price.

Nukero came in full costume of silkk and
brocade, her hair now in the elaborate style
of the professional hair-dresser. She looked
more than ever doll-like, the illusion shat:
tered, however, by the grace of her figure,
and the silk hissing against silk slitheringly
as she walked to her place and kneeled
upon the cushion opposite Forbes.

In 2 moment the girl was to her feet again,
trying for the panel to the hall, while
Forbes’ arms circled her strongly and
muffled her would-be cries in a fold of her
wide kimono sleeves. Instinctively Clark
held back a moment before pushing open
the panel behind which he watched: he
expected every instant that XKuni-oho
would stride into the room, transformed
Inta an avengi~g parent.

Forbes laughed, drunk with the heady
wine of possession, and Clark moved back
the panel. Was he mistaken, or did he see
1 the geisha’s eyes that she had expected
st such an interruption? Certainly she
showed no surprize. She twisted in Forbes’.
Arms, so that slowly he was brought round
where he might see Clark if he would but
look upward: the geisha became, suddenly,
limp, and Forbes’ head raised gleefully.

F.very muscle of his face became rigid as
‘tome.

‘Hello,” Clark said.

Here the inn-keeper, who had, from the
sound, been without the door to the hall,
‘id foolishly. He entered, and gave Forbes
that outlet for his surprize—for his terror-
ized amazement at the sight of Clark, that
broke down every one of the inn-keeper’s
protestations. Forbes was revealed, and
§tood thusly, ugly, himself. Demoniac gusts
of laughing, chill rages flooded one upon the
other, with the bulging gun in his coat
Pocket emphasizing both. Kuni-cho lost
his little store of wit, sagged, and was
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finally pelted from the door by a storm of
Japanese curses, in which all his ancestors,
himself, and any descendants he might dare
to have, were heavily involved. Nukero,
trembling against the wall, heard him go
with a sinking heart. Nothing was as had
been planned!

Yet Clark seemed singularly unannoyed.

“Put the gun away, Forbes,” he said

.smoothly, when the other dragged it out.

“The girl is frightened. Besides, you do
not know how to use it.” ‘

Remembering the man Carter, he added:

“See how your hand shakes. You could
not hit me with a ballet. You could not,
indeed!”

But what had been so successful for
Carter no longer worked. The gun did
not waver.

Clark still stood by the panel which.he

"had opened, and dogged Forbes with nar-

rowed eyes. He had no hope of help, had
‘Clark, and knew that any word of Kuni-oho
to a police official—if so small a village as
Ogami had one—would bring questions
that would entangle the host himself.
And yet he was unfrightened, even with
Forbes’ malignant face working itself into
a new rage.

Forbes took a step toward Clark. Clark
backed along the panels. When Forbes
stopped, he stopped. — .

In this manner, eying each other, they
made the round of the room. Clark made
no effort to escape through the hall-deor.
Nukero cowered a few steps from the wall;
pursuer and pursued brushed against her
at every turn. She shivered and moaned
at the touch, but they were too intent upon
their game to know that she was there.
Clark sensed several things: that Forbes
realized that he had heard what tran-
spired, that Forbes deeply desired to shoot,
yet feared it with the same thought; that
Forbes wished to close with him—then, in
some noiseless way——

thing to do,
before, the dramatic thing, te walk
‘ into the room, and say calmly,
“Hello, Forbes.” Now, it struck him that
this had been folly. He should have
grasped the fellow. -Disarmed him. Didn’t
they say something about a cornered rat?
He wished that he could follow the workings
of Forbes’ mind. He felt cold beads on his
forehead.
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The game éontinued. Forbes was white
ond drawn, but, for all his jerked words of
Llssphemy the hand which clutched the
pointed gun was steady; he hardly winked,
his breath, which came through his nose,
was even, although it whistled sharply.

Clark was certain now of Forbes’ intent—
if the other could gather strength to carry
it out. Hc meant to injure him, in some
way that would keep Clark in Ogami for a
sufficient time for the other to get back
to the mission again, with en established
alibi. In the leg, that was where Forbes
meant to hit him, and the other pressed
after him that he might make the distance
small enough between them that the first
shot would accomplish the desired result.
Death Forbes did not want. Nor to miss
altogether. .

At the third round of the room Forbes,
gun still held toward Clark, swooped down
over the eating-stand and grasped up a
knife.- Quick as his movement was, Clark
was on him before he was up again. The
gun clattered to the floor. The two rolled
over and over, to come to rest with Clark
beneath.

Forbes, horribly busy now, moved,
twisted, and Clark felt the man’s breath
on his neck. He waited, his face pressed
into the matting, for the striking of the
knife.

For an instant Clark felt himself loosen
as Forbes’ arm rose, the arm, Clark knew,
which held the knife: a long second, then a
swoop of draperies, so suddenly, in that
same split-second, that Clark felt the arm
which held him relax before he knew what
had actually happened. Nukero, witless,
had become the cornered rat, and had stuck
Iorbes with her own knife, under the very
stabbing arm.

“Come!” Nukero whimpered,
oh, quickly——"

Dazed, uncomprehending, Clark followed.

Kuni-oho was in the hall. Without a
word he directed both of them down into a
1com below.

“Tea!” he said hoarsely to Nukero.
“Sit upright!” he commanded Clark. “Act

“Come—

as if you were all of the ‘Three Monkeys.”

You havé seen no evil, nor heard it—be
cilent, as well—there, girl, pour.”
The first amber drops ringed the cup.
“Did you think I did not know that you
were in the next room?” he added very
softly, after a pause of moments. “Am I so
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old that I am bligd as well? Are you ¢
such stuff as killers are made of? Or 2
priest such as—that white one is? Or was.
possibly. We will know that later!
Silence!
by now. We had no time to lose!
He is there, assuredly.
lose, I say again. It went like clockwork,
even if not exactly as I planned. And now
you will hear feet! You hear, C’ark-san?”

Clark listened, and heard.

“Aeil The old one is not so old that his
head is not alert. Feet! You hear them
That will be our police. Listen again!"

A thud. A deepeJapanese curse. The
fall of a body. Clark shivered.

“Do not fear,” Kuni-oho breathed
harshly. “I told the officers to be gentle
with him, for he was gentle, as you were,
with my Nukero. Now. I explain. Car-
ter is found in the room. He entered as
you did—by way of the tree. The priest
is found on the floor. What more natural,
then, but to say, ‘hai/ There has been
great fighting. The one has killed—
if he be dead, which I hope—‘the one has
killed the other!” And, I ask, will any ope
expect to find gold upon a pri&st? What
they have they keep secure at home.

“Indeed,” sagely, “I told the police that
this missionary had not sufficient money to
pay for his food and sleeping-room, thereby
bringing them here! Nukero, little one,
you obtained the gold, and the jewels as
well? A man who thinks himself in love is
a fool, or how else would he not have
noticed your hands searching his coat?
Well, that is ended.- There—I must go.
They call me. I will see—what I will sec!
Then we will make division, you and I,
& a.rk—san Wait. I will not be gone
long.”

“I tell you I did not kill him,” Clark
heard Carter’s angry voice. “Although I
wish I had, the rotten cheat!”

Then the answering voice of an officer:

“No, seiyo-jin, you did not kill him, for
indeed he is not dead, and will not die.
But can yqu deny that you were in the
room?” (He has him there, thought Clark,
for Carter dared not "explain.) “No?
You do not deny? Well, need we look
further? We have you, and that is suﬁ-,
cient. Your term in jail will not be lo:
it would have been if it had been a ap
anese you were fighting with. For our
forgetting that a man such as yourself was

Aes!

Ho |
That Carter is back in the room |

We had no time t: |
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Simmons _hopefully mentioned rustlers

axrxd Star Y cattle; but Norman was not in-
.erested. He referred to a recent killing, but
-lhis too was received in silence.  He proph-
>sied war with nesters, cursed them, and
zot no reply. Then he gave it up and be-
zan to sing an endless son about—

““A pore cowboy he went to town -
For jest one drink all aroun’— -
Got hisself so full o’ nose paint -
That where there was a town, now there ain't.”

They rode on, jogging through the hot
day. The wind came up with steady breath,
s tirring the dust into thin, hurrying smoke.

Again and again Norman caught the
glint of shacks, not yet weather-stained, on
the barren ground. Fresh settlers. When
he had gone away there had been but two
houses between Reddin’s and Martinez.

“Country’s building up fast,” said Nor-
man.

“Crowdin’ in toward the mountains too.
“That’s where it hurts. Over by McCul-
lough’s.” :

But Simmons, having got warmed up to
his song was in the mood to keep going:

“A pore cowboy he fell off his hoss

An’ went to —— to see the boss.

Saw the horns of the —— man’

Then roped an’ give him the pitchfork bran’,

Says he, ‘These cows look awful queer,
But they are all that I see here.’

So he roped them ——s which he could fin’.
‘Now,’ says he, ‘this range is mine,’ "

At length after miles of deep thought,
Norman turned in his saddle and asked

int

“Why does everybody so dislike my
uncle?”

Simmons abruptly broke off singing, then
with great presence of mind began blaming
his horse for the interruption:

“Here, you wall-eyed son of a motherless
toad, what you mean by gittin’ ready to
jump that there way! I'll bite your ear,
you.” Then to Norman, “Was you speakin’
something?”’

“Why does everybody so dislike Mr.
Renalds and his men?”

“Huh? Do they? Waal, I hadn’t heard
much about about it, seein’ as how I’'m not
what you might cal a sassciety man, an’
don’t git around much. What all you been
hearin’?”

“That you terrorize nesters who come in
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here and legally take up the land. That
almost every man in Renalds’ employ is a
gunman.”

“Who on eaxh could have been a-tellin’
you that?” Simmons inquired with every
appearance of innocent doubt.

“Is it true?”

“Hear that, you legless, hamstrung shad-
Jer of a hoss? Me an’ you, bronc, we ain’t
well thought of in this here man’s country.
I guess as how we’ll jest naturally have to
curl up in some arroyo an’ pine away. Life
it ain’t worth nuthin’ if squatters an’ store-
keepers don’t cheer like they was gittin’ a
free drink when your name it is mentioned.
Boo-hoo, bronc. Boo-hoo.”

“Have any nesters been killed on the
Star Y range?” demanded Norman.

“Look here, son, you're gittin’ awful per-
sonal. Now take me, I’'m a peaceable man
from Oklahoma what never hurt nobody.
Why, I go clear out around the barn an’
crawl in the hay if anybody jest mentions
shootin’. If you want to see some killers
you go look up Red Allister’s outfit. All the
men down his way pack two guns.”

“Allister’s another. He didn’t have a
good reputation when I was a boy.”

“I reckon as how Red’s about the same
now as when you knowed of him. I ain’t
got nothin’ personal ag’in’ Red, only I think
he’s about three feet lower 'an a snake’s
belly. There was a girl—you’ll see her at
Reddin’s. Toina. She was Allister’s girl.
Used to be purty. Ain’t bad lookin’ yit.
Funny about women. Allister treated her
like a dog, yit now if you want to make ’er
hate you, all you gotta do is say somethin’
ag'in’ Red Allister. She shore didn’t like
your brother Bob.”

“He and Allister were enemies?”’

“In a manner of speakin’ I allow they

was. Bob he was a reckless ——, an’ about
two months ago he sent word to Allister that
he’d kill him on sight.” :

“Fuzzy Butler wasan Allister man, I hear.”

‘“ ’Pears like you’ve done been hearin’ a
plenty.” _

“And Allister is Mr. Renalds’ right-hand
man. Do you think my uncle had anything
to do with Bob’s murder?”

Simmons eyed him carefully, then an-
swered slowly: .

“You're askin’ a power of questions, Mr.,
Standish. - But I'll tell you something. I
ain’t been in this here country long. Only
about three year. Durin’ that time I ain’t
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heard nobody intimatin’ as how Black Ren-
alds would hire somebody to do any shootin’
for him. It’s general the opinion that Mr.
Renalds ain’t afraid of notpin’ or nobody.
Why he puts up with Red Allister I don’t
know. But Renalds he don’t appear to en-
courage folks to help him run his ranch by
tellin’ him what he does that’s wrong.”

“What did Allister and my brother fall
out over?”

“Cows I reckon. Poker an’ cows makes
most o’ the trouble. Now that squatters
are bringin’ women in, they figure a bit in
the shootin’s. A cowboy jest naturally
can’t see a woman without wantin’ to git
married. Why, Jim Harvey sent Buck
Blevins over one time to tell them there
Fraziers to skeddadle, an’ Buck he come
back clear plumb gone on little Jess Frazier.
They say as how Buck went to your brother
Bob an’ got him interested in them Fraziers.
That Frazier outfit's made a powerful lot
of trouble. They’re right down in one of
our pastures.”

“Have they filed on the land?”

“I dunno, That ain’t got nothin’ to do
with it. »It’s cow country. It shore was a
bad thing when old Colonel Standish put
in that dam an’ them wells an’ set alfalfa
to growin’. Then old McCullough, he’s
squatted down right over south on our
range, an’ is raisin’ alfalfa and gittin’ nesters
“ to move in around him. One thing you got
to say for Allister: he’s got the nesters on
the move down in the Santee country. And
I reckon come this round-up there’ll be
more of ’em git.”

“What do you mean? What will the
round-up have to do with it?”

“Oh, nothin’. Only I hear the nesters
may be urged to git out.”

“If they’ve filed on the land you have no
right to move them. And McCullough has.”

“Say, you talk powerful queer. Ain’t’
this range yourn? Mr. Renalds he ain’t
got no relation but you. You talk worse
than Bob. He only stood up for them there
Fraziers an’ old McCullough, the last bein’
natural on the ’count of Kate an’ knowin’ old

Mac so long.”
% scarcely seemed nearer. The nature

of the flat country hardly changed
until they came to the mile-wide basin,
near the center of which stood Reddin’s

. X
RIDING all morning the mountains
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wadhouse in the midst of cottonwood:
+ The road-house was a queer structure.
with a narpow upstairs, of adobe, shale
cottonwood logs and unsurfaced lumber.
weather-aged. Back of the road-house wer
quarters for the Mexicans, sheds and co:-
rals. Chickens r#n about, but there were
no dogs. Reddin hated dogs. -

The ground about the house was as hard
as a floor, almost as bare except for the ca:
tonwoods and the few flat weeds, sprwdlr*
on the ground, as if to remain inconspict-
ous, near the wafer trough and wash-ip
bench, where the ground was caked o
soggy from discarded water.

In the early days this circular valley i-
which Reddin’s stood had been given a bad
name, and it was still far from having 2
good one. Before roadsled to it, such a na:-
ural hiding-place had been used for cox-
cealing stolen tattle; but when travel b
gan to pass that way after the railroad wa:
built, somebody hit en the idea of wusinz
the *dobe shack that had once been the hom?
of cattle-thieves for a bar to cheer the
traveler on his way.

Then Reddin, who had been running 3
saloon in the town of Santee, down near th:
Santee Divide, got hold of the place ar:!
claimed to have property rights on the sec-
tion in which the-basin lay. He enlarged the
adobe quarters, brought in a few womez
and made money. But now the countr
had begun to be dotted with nesters, wh.
were slowly crowding the cattlemen tp
agzinst the mountains; and some of thes
nesters- looked questioningly at the basin,
rich of soil, with water near the surface, and
began to doubt Reddin’s ownership.

But it was a long way to the land office.
Boundaries were vague; and Reddin stoo!
well with men who would have burned o:
or shot nesters. In former days it was sai!
that he and Allister had been close friends.
Anyhow, the nesters, with their women folk,
did not like the goings-on at Reddin’s; thev
had children growing up and were making
homes on the plains.

Reddin did not like nesters. . They di:
not drink in a manly fashion and showed
little of that convivial spirit which stool
drinks for everybody.

As Norman and Simmons came into th:
wide, dim room, lowof ceiling, they in-
stantly saw that some unusual wa:
being talked over by the four or five men
and two half-breed women gathered at ox
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of the tables; some sitting, some standing. .
Every one looked around quickly, keenly
eying Norman.

Reddin, big of paunch, short of breath,
bald of head with nearly hairless, sa.ndy
eyebrows and a red, beefy face, sat in a

chair, knees}::i;le apart. )
Leaning d to cheek, elbow on the

table, sat a young fellow who in no point of
appearance resembled other men of the
country. He had a young, thin, dissipated,
sickly face; the 