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T hese United States... XXII—Oklahoma

& fe Sooner State

“Unassigned Lands,” or “Old
Oklahoma,” some twenty thousand
men, many accompanied by their fam-
ilies, tensely waited the firing of a gun.
By Executive Order of President Ben-
jamin Harrison the shot woidd signal
the opening of the land lying to the
west of Indian Territory for settle-
ment. Some were mounted on swift
horses; others drove buggies, wagons,
sulkies—every known means of con-
veyance was in use to carry these
homesteaders across the border to
stake out their claims in the newly
created Oklahoma Territory. . . .

Spanish soldiers questing with
Coronado for the fabled land of Qui-
vira in 1541 had been the first Euro-
peans to visit the region. They found
few Indians in the country which
would later be called Oklahoma—from
Choctaw words meaning Red People.

It was in 1832 that the Treaty of
Dancing Rabbit Creek deeded to the
five great Indian tribes of the south-
eastern States certain lands in the
West for “as long as the grass grows
and the water runs.” The territory

n April 22, 1889, at the border
Q of what was known as the

which included most of the land in
the present State of Oklahoma be-
came the new home of the Nations of
the Cherokees, the Creeks, the Choc-
taws, the Chickasaws and the Semi-
noles. Each was a small, self-govern-
ing republic. All except the Seminole
Nation had written constitutions. In
this fresh environment new high
levels of development were reached
by the Five Civilized Tribes.

Coming from the South, some of
the Indians had brought slaves with
them, and during the Civil War many
of them declared themselves for the
Confederacy. As a result, at the end
of the war, the Federal Government
demanded not only the liberation of
the slaves, but also the negotiation of
new treaties with the Indian Nations.

These treaties, concluded in 1866,
ceded much of the western part of the
original land-grants back to the
United States for settlement by other
Indians and Freedmen. Even after
the many grants to various Indian
tribes during the next seventeen years,
there remained unassigned the large
north-central section known as the
Cherokee Outlet, as well as nearly

2,000,000 acres of desirable land in
the center of the Territory.

Yielding to increasing pressure, the
Government in 1889 bought complete
title to the Unassigned Lands, and
witli the first “run” they were opened
to settlers. Greer County, claimed by
Texas, was added to the Oklahoma
Territory by a Supreme Court Deci-
sion. In 1906 a convention of 112
delegates from Indian Territory and
Oklahoma Territory met in Guthrie
and drew up the constitution for a
State to include both regions; on No-
vember 16, 1907, Oklahoma became
the forty-sixth State of the Union.

Petroleum is Oklahoma’s richest
natural resource, and in the produc-
tion of broom corn, grain sorghums
and zinc it ranks first.

Many Oklahomans are descendants
of the “Sooners” who were already
settled in the lands opened by the
“runs.” Many others are proud to
share Will Rogers’ boast that his an-
cestors did not come over on the May-
flower but were already here to meet
the boat. In the broadest sense Okla-
homa has every right to its familiar
name, the “Sooner State.”



Readers’ Comment

Justice for Thomas Dover

long-time Blue Book buyer, | have
A often assured acquaintances of Biue
Book's remarkably high level of accuracy
in its “fact” pieces. But your article about
Dr. Thomas Dover is a different matter.

The article describes Dover as a great
and cruel pirate; but by every law any-
body knew at the time, Dover was never
a pirate at all. He was not cruel; on the
contrary, he was notably kind. He came
near being disbarred for defending char-
ity patients; he faced drumhead court-
martial for taking up the cause of 'pressed
seamen; he was threatened because he was
equally the friend of Protestants, Cath-
olics, white and red and black men.

Mr. Gelb’s most disturbing misstate-
ment, however, is the declaration that
Dover did not become a doctor at all un-
til he retired on the evil gains of piracy.
Fact; Dover graduated at Cambridge,
practiced in London for 20 years, con-
ducted research in many medical fields,
before he was employed as a physician by
Bristol merchants who backed Captain
Woodes Rogers in a world-girdling pri-
vateering cruise that began in 1704. Pro-
moted as Captain of the privateer Duke,
Dover led the sacking of Guayaquil—as an
Englishman fighting Spaniards—he cured
172 soldiers of the plague and was among
the first to use lime-juice against sailors’
scurvy; with William Dampier rescued
Alexander Selkirk from Mas-a-Tierra in
the Juan Fernandez Group (and thereby
provided source material from which his
friend Daniel Defoe wrote Robinson
Crusoe); developed new methods in sur-
gical technique and frequently tested
opium and an infusion of coca-leaves as
anaesthetics; completed the writing of his
medical magnum opus, “The Ancient
Physician’s Legacy to His Country”; and
invented Dover’s Powder (still purchas-
able from any pharmacist) —all this" be-
fore he even returned to England.

R obert Hardy Andrews

egarding Your story “The Pirate Doc-
R tor” appearing in your current issue,
I would like to append a note: An official
publication “The Ship’s Medicine Chest”
was issued by the Government back in the
1860's as a guide to ship’s officers in the
medical treatment of seamen. It is still
issued, and | imagine that a copy of it is
on every U. S. merchant ship today.

The maintenance of crew’s health was
delegated to me, and while, as with all
officers, | had taken hours of first-aid
training, | was not fitted to cope with the
case of a seaman who came down with a
temperature of 104°.

Checking the observed symptoms with
the “Ship’s Medicine Chest,” | concluded
that the seaman was suffering from acute
bronchitis and administered the recom-
mended specific, Dover’s Powders.

For my money, the old doctor’s prescrip-
tion saved that boy’s life. Within two
hours his temperature was a little above
99°F. Later, checking the case with a
public health official, he gave full credit to
the old formula, but stated “it’s the first
time 1've heard of its use in thirty years!”

C. V. M. Sutcliffe
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Beside him, the
little colt
twitched nerv-
ously, as though
some sixth sense
of warning
made itself felt.
“11’s come
back!” Joey
told himself.
“The thing that
killed Molly!”



What chance had the boy to save the newborn colt when mountain lions prowled the night?

by KENNETH GILBERT

he Cascade forest, steeped in

the golden sunshine of late

spring, seemed wrapped in

profound slumber; yet Joey

Pell had the feeling that in
was wide awake, watching him with
inscrutable eyes in which there was
no friendliness. He felt that it was
holding its breath as though in dread-
ful anticipation. In the awesome
stillness the liquid cadence of a West-
ern grosbeak crashed out suddenly
like the clangor of a great bell. The
grosbeaks sang at dusk; slanting shad-
ows of the big trees warned that sun-
down was near. It would be black
night before Joey reached home three
miles away, and still he hadn’t found
the whimsical old mare who had the
annoying custom of seeking the deep
woods when she realized that she was
about to be blessed with a new colt.

It was a near-miracle that the an-
cient Molly should ever know the
joys and terrors of motherhood again.
Long spared even the lightest tasks,
she had roamed the wild meadows in
virtual freedom, a crotchety dowager
whose wisdom of broken fences and
trails did small good to the morale of
the other Pell horses she could per-
suade to follow her. It had been four
years since her last—and apparently
final—colt had been born. But the
old mare, with a senile serenity that
seemed to scorn the barren vyears,
proved that time can be turned back.

When the astonishing thing hap-
pened, when it became apparent that
once more she would be fruitful, Jim
Pell shrugged in resignation.

“Look, son,” he told Joey. |
promised you the next colt, but not
Molly’s. Never have been able to
keep her penned up at a time like
this. There was always a wild streak
in her. She’d kick herself through
the side of the barn in order to get to
the woods. Been tryin’ to make wolf-
bait of herself ever since she was a
two-year-old. Well, likely she’ll suc-
ceed this time!”

“But—her colt!” the boy protested.
“What’ll become of him? He’ll be
wolf-bait too!” Then the boy added:

"He’ll be Baldy’s colt, too. Baldy is
a great horse!” Joey looked hopeful.
Pell sighed. *“Yeah, | know, son.

But Molly’s last colt was sickly, and

died in a couple days. Likely this
one wouldn’t last, either. Anyway,
she’s come home before. Either she’ll

comp back now with her youngster,
or she won’t. Neither of 'em.” He

looked at Joey and said:

Baldy’s next colt. Forget about this

one.” He said it with finality. . . .
Two days had passed since Molly

“You’ll get

redlaty disappeared.

Yet Joey knew that at this moment
in the hushed depths of the ancient
forest, she was not far away. For one
thing, there were her tracks, clear and
sharp in the soft mold of the forest
door, and he guessed that they had
been made no later than the previous
night. Fingering the rope-halter he
had brought to lead her home, he saw
where her unshod hoofs had trodden
deeply into ground still moist from
the vanished drifts of winter.

The woods were hushed as though
waiting—waiting for something to
happen, something that was bound to
happen. He looked around. Never
before had he been this far into the
fastness of fir and hemlock giants
which seemed to march in route-step
toward the snowy jagged peaks be-
yond. He knew he wasn’t far from
where old Molly was hiding with her
colt, but his sense of triumph was
blunted by foreboding. He sbrt of
wished that he had told his folks
about it; yet he realized that if he
had done so, they would have put
their foot down against it. Better
that they didn’t know what he was
doing, until he returned with Molly
and her new colt, and then he
wouldn’t mind their scolding. That
colt would be his own, the first horse
he had ever owned. Likely it would
be a fine horse too, this son of Molly
and Baldy, not sickly like the other
one. No colt of his would be left in
the woods for wolf-bait!

He swung the halter in his right
hand and resumed the trail which
Molly had made in leisurely fashion.
Presently she had stopped to quench
her thirst at a shallow pool of surface
water. Her tracks were all about.
Now a whisper of wind came through
the tree-aisles, cool and warning of
the night-chill to follow when the sun
disappeared. The trees seemed taller,
bigger and more spaced; and it was
like walking in an empty cathedral
with a high-domed ceiling.

The woods were thickening with
deep twilight, for the sun was all but
gone. If he turned back now and
hurried, he would be well on the way
homeward before night really came.
Yet if he did so, he knew that he
would never find molly or her colt.
She had to be found now, or never.
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He kept going more and more
nervously, and then he saw a salal
thicket, tall and dense, raised before
him in what seemed to be an impass-
able barrier. Ordinarily a low-grow-
ing shrub, the salal had flourished
rankly in this moist, wild setting, so
that now it reached above his head.
Despite the density of the thicket,
Molly had plunged into the place,
breaking a trail for Joey to follow.

He knew that now she had been,
for some reason, greatly disturbed.

She had smashed her way through
the brush, and she had done so with
speed, for her widely spaced prints
indicated that panic had overtaken
her. Joey followed, wondering what
manner of thing could have aroused
the usually imperturbable old mare.
By and by he stopped where the salal
thinned out in a small clearing.

He puzzled out the sign, in the fad-
ing light. Something had scared her,
all right, but here she had paused,
and here a greater moment had over-
taken her. Among her tracks were
tiny imprints like miniatures of her
own. Here her colt had been born!
He found at last where she had left
the spot, but the little tracks were no
longer with hers. Holding to the
less-dense portions of the thicket, she
had broken into a trot which, he dis-
covered presently, led in a wide circle.
And that meant something to Joey.

She would not circle like that un-
less she was really scared. It could
only mean that she had discovered
the nearness- of an enemy, and was
seeking to draw the unknown foe
away from her newborn colt.

J oey stared around at the deep
woods, thick now with twilight, and
ominously still. Uneasiness flooded
back, more pronounced than before.
The danger which had threatened
Molly could still be near. Did it
mean danger to him? It was getting
dark, and night would overtake him.
He had to find her quickly. She
might answer a whistle; she had the
knack of doing that when he wanted
to summon her from the far end of
the pasture. He puckered his lips,
but they were dry, and no sound
came. Maybe, he thought, that was
because he was scared. But he kept
moistening them, arguing to himself
that he wasn’t going to be a baby, and
then the sound, unlike any bird-note,
reached through the woods, shatter-
ing the silence.
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Old Molly, obeying instinct implanted in her by
ancestors who shielded their young from savage

foes, had circled about widely.

He listened long, but no answering
whicker came. Now the darkness had
come down until he couldn’t see far
under the great trees with their tow-
ering spread. He went ahead a little
way, and turned to avoid a big clump
of salal, and then he stopped as he
made out what appeared to be a
curiously heaped pile of leaves.

| t had been lately made; he was
sure of that, for the forest mold was
newly upturned. What was under
the pile, if anything, he could not
make out; and he knew, abruptly,
that he had no immediate curiosity,
but rather an eerie feeling of horror.
He turned, feeling his heart beating
faster, and went back in the direction
he came. By and by he stopped, and
whistled again.

Once more he listened intently, and
this time he was sure he heard reply.
Not the familiar neigh of old Molly,
but a quavering almost reedy cry. It
came from the depths of the thicket
out of which he had emerged.

Joey felt his pulse quicken. Again
he whistled, and this time he was sure
of the reply and the direction whence
it came. He started off hurriedly in
search, stumbling over dead branches

and roots, but making his way surely
in the semi-darkness. At last he knew
he was close to the maker of the
sound, and he stopped, eyes trying to
make out a form in the velvet-dark
coverts. But he could see nothing
but the shadowy clumps of salal, with
here and there an old log, or the
tangle of limbs which marked a wind-
fall. He wanted to whistle again, yet
hesitated. The sound he had heard
could have been made by one of a
number of things which he might not
want to draw any nearer. Somewhere
he had heard stories that the more
dangerous predators of the deep for-
est at times made sounds which
sounded harmless. As he stood there
in indecision, he thought that the
woods were growing lighter. He
looked into the east, and made out a
pale luminescence which he knew was
the moon. . ..

There was a crackling sound in the
brush nearby, and heart thumping,
he tensed in preparation for flight.

Yet he was instantly aware that
flight was foolish. If that thing near
him intended harm, he would not
have time even to climb a tree—and
there were few of the latter small
enough for him to put his arms
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around. He heard the noise again—
the breaking of a twig underfoot, an
odd-sounding thump, and then a curi-
ous snuffling. Now he saw movement.
He made out form. And suddenly
his fears drained away. Less than
twenty feet from him was Molly’s colt,
trying to rise under a screening clump
of salal where he had been cached.

Joey went forward, making cluck-
ing sounds, and abruptly he heard
an infantile whinny of impatience.
The next moment he was on the
ground beside Molly’s baby, feeling
the moist, cool muzzle rubbing against
his face, while he put his arms around
the little stranger’s neck. The colt
was too young to know danger; all
he knew was that he was desperately
hungry. Joey felt a choke in his
throat when he realized that the colt
had been alone and unfed for hours.
What had happened to Molly?

The light was poor, .but he could
still make out the color of the colt, a
deep chestnut. There was a white
patch on the forehead, a whitish muz-
zle. Not at all like old Molly, who
was a strawberry roan. This was the
son of Baldy! And if his heritage in-
cluded the qualities of Baldy, this
would be a great horse. If he lived!



The youngster struggled to rise, but
hunger, or natural weakness of his
legs, made it impossible. He had
been left alone a long while. Joey
thought of Molly, and sudden anger
flooded him.- And then he thought
of that curious mound of leaves and
twigs, and fear came. He strove to
think of what must be done, what
could be done.

The woods were dark now, the pall
of night softened only by the strength-
ening light of the moon, a weird,
unearthly glow that sifted through
the thickly interlaced tree-tops and
searched out the coverts which had
been deep in shadow. Molly would
not come back—Joey was sure of that.
It seemed improbable that the colt
was strong enough to walk, and was
probably growing weaker every mo-
ment. Yet Joey knew that the young-
ster was too heavy for him to carry.
He could leave the colt and make his
way homeward as best he could in the
moonlight, to get help. But that
would necessitate leaving the colt
alone, and that was unthinkable. Be-
fore the night was gone, some
prowling Killer would discover the
youngster where Molly had hidden
him. Joey realized unhappily that
there was but one thing to do—he’d
have to stay, and hope that by day-
light his father, with such other help
that could be summoned, would find
him and Molly’s baby. Yet the un-
known terrors of what a vigil like
that could mean stirred fresh appre-
hension.

Not far away was that pile of leaves
and twigs scratched over a grisly se-
cret which Joey felt he did not dare
think about. He had a vague, form-
less idea of what had happened. But
before fate had overtaken Molly—the
fate which Joey’s father had predicted
—she had succeeded in hiding her
baby, and then had gone unflinching-
ly to her death. But the thing which
had struck her down—whatever it was
—would return to its kill. It would,
Joey believed, return tonight. This
time it would probably discover the
colt, and it would likewise discover
Joey. He shivered, feeling .the pene-
trating night-chill creeping through
the woods, and drew his thin jacket
closer about him.

T he colt had ceased stirring now,
as though convinced that there was
no immediate prospect of food. Joey
sat there in silence, listening, and
presently he heard the forest awaken
as night settled down. There was a
sudden soft pattering over the dead
leaves strewn under the salal clumps,
and the sound jerked his nerves. Yet
the next moment he knew the noise
was made by nothing more alarming
than some small creature, perhaps a
deer-mouse, in search of food. Once
there were two quick thumps on the

ground, and he surmised that he had
been discovered by a rabbit which
was warning all other forest dwellers
of his presence.

There was a faint whispering in
the trees overhead, and then a rasp-
ing metallic sound. But he knew it
was a little saw-whet owl seeking mice.
From afar came a hollow, fearsome
hooting. A horned owl, huge cousin
of the tiny saw-whet, likewise was
seeking prey.

The moon rose higher, and a quav-
ering, lonesome cry came from a near-
by rise. Joey gulped, even though he
knew that the caller was no more
than a cowardly coyote. But maybe
the coyote had already discovered the
nature of what lay beneath the raked-
up pile of debris, and was sum-
moning others of his clan before
investigating further. Worse still, the
coyote’s cunning probably would re-
veal to him and his fellows the hiding-
place of Molly’s colt, and even these
timid predators would make short
work of the youngster before morn-
ing. Whatever happened tonight,
whatever he had to endure, Joey
realized now that if he had aban-
doned the colt in order to get help,
the little fellow would not be here
when daylight came.

Stronger now came the moon-rays
through the trees, and at last the pale
orb peered into the clearing which
was surrounded by the thicket. Joey
fought now against the growing in-
tensity of the cold. He was hungry,
shivering. But the colt, unused to
this bitter world, and even more
desperately hungry than the boy, was
trembling not only with misery but
with, perhaps, the first awakening of
fear.

“Poor little fellow!” Joey whis-
pered. He pulled off his jacket and
drew it about the colt’s shoulders. It
seemed a foolish, rather useless thing
to do, and yet the act seemed to have
a comforting effect, not so much for
the slight warmth which the jacket
gave the colt, but the sense of protec-
tion he must have felt.

The moon flooded the clearing
now, and the night-air had a nip that
was almost frosty. Joey thought of
how a fire would have solved the

roblem; it would have warmed both

imself and the colt, and at the same
time it would have kept predators
away. But he knew that he had no
matches. All that he could do was
to wait, and hope.

The coyote sang again, nearer this
time, and Joey heard answers from
two different directions. The furtive
clan was gathering; something in the
very air told them that a kill had
been made. They would join and
search it out, and by their numbers
they would gain courage if their claim
to the prize was disputed. Joey was
none too certain what would happen
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if a pack of them discovered him
They would presently conclude thai
he was young, unarmed and helpless
If there were many of them, theii
hunger might drive them to attack.
Coyotes, he felt, were not so cowardly
as they were naturally cautious; they
could be bold enough if no risk were
involved.

Then, abruptly, came blank silence
throughout the woods. The quaver-
ing calls of the little yellow wolves
were no longer heard; the harmless
rustlings of small creatures died away.
Joey heard the faintest whisper of
hushed wings as a brief shadow flicked
across the moon. The horned owl
apparently had decided to take his
hunting elsewhere. Even the little
saw-whet had vanished. It seemed as
though the forest became breathless
with suspense.

J oey stared around; the old scari-
ness returned, for no reason which
was apparent. Beside him, the little
colt twitched nervously, as though
some sixth sense of warning made it-

self felt. “It’s come back!” Joey told
himself. “The thing that killed Mol-
ly!” Yet there was no sound, no

movement which he could see, but
he knew that It was there—nearby
perhaps, maybe regarding him with
malevolent eyes. The colt began
what promised to be a thin plaint
against cold hunger inside it, but the
boy” clapped his hand over the soft
muzzle, stilling the cry. “No sound!”
he thought. “Can’t make the slight-
est noise.” Within the thicket where
the two of them lay, the shadows had
deepened once more, for the moon
had swung across the clearing. |If
they kept moveless here, making no
noise, whatever manner of thing
prowling the gloom out there might
pass them by.

Joey had lost all track of time. It
had seemed many hours since the sun
had set. Certainly much time had
passed, for the moon had passed the
zenith, and still the forest was hushed
as though in apprehension. Wait-
ing was the most terrifying part of
the ordeal, waiting for something to
happen, something to appear. Sud-
denly he twisted sharply as he heard
sound behind him.

Yet the noise, a muffled crackling
of brush, came from the far side of
the clearing. Something black and
bulky loomed there, and like a dark
shadow moved between the clumps
of salal. Presently it stopped, and
Joey realized that something must
have warned it of his presence. Per-
haps the beast—surely a huge black
bear—had caught his scent and that
of the colt, for the cool air currents
were moving across the clearing di-
rectly toward the newcomer. There
was a long moment of silence, then
a loud “whuff!” and in relief Joey



observed the bear disappearing in the
brush.

Was this the slayer of Molly? Joey
guessed that the bear was big enough
and strong enough to have killed the
mare, and would not have hesitated
about doing it; but something told
the boy that the real menace had not
yet revealed itself. The bear was not
the reason why the forest had sudden-
ly become silent, nor why the boy had
felt vague fear—and still felt it. The
bear had discovered the presence of
a human, and prudently had drifted
away; but there was possibility that
hunger and curiosity would overcome
his fear, and he would return.

T hk boy shivered. Already he was
numb with the chill of the spring
night, and he guessed it would be a
long while before the sun lifted above
the eastern horizon. But the colt was
quiet, as though it felt perfect trust
and security in the presence of this
strange friend. Joey heard the brush
crackle again, in a slightly different
direction than that taken by the bear
when the latter vanished. The black
beast had turned back, and was ap-
proaching from a new angle, to in-
vestigate why the scent of the human
held from the same quarter. Perhaps
the human being was dead, or in-
jured, and there was no reason why
the bear should be alarmed. It
seemed to Joey that he cotdd read the
black prowler’s thoughts.

Time suddenly became important.
Soon the bear’s cunning nose would
reveal the situation. If the beast
realized that its human foe was help-
less, it would at least attack the colt.
The thought made Joey panicky.

He might make his own escape, but
if he did that, it would mean he would
be abandoning the colt to its fate.
Frantically his mind groped for the
answer. He thought of old Molly—
and suddenly the answer came to him.
It was a desperate venture, and it
would require more courage than he
seemed to possess. Yet it was all he
could do unless he decided to find a
tree and climb it, and leave the little
colt to chance.

Old Molly, obeying instinct im-
planted in her by ancestors who
shielded their young from savage foes,
had circled widely about the point
where she had hidden the colt. If
Joey did that, he might succeed in
drawing the bear away! He might
even draw away that other unknown
killer which the other forest-dwellers
seemed to fear. But he would like-
wise be drawing danger to himself.
Still, it was no worse than remaining
here and waiting for danger to stalk
him. He got up carefully, stared
around.

The woods were once more silent.
He stooped and patted the neck of
the little colt, then stepped cautiously

Sounds of battle were terrifying, as
Joey sat hunched, eyes round with

away from the place, until he stood
plainly in the moonlight. The colt
made no attempt to follow, and Joey
surmised, with a pang, that the young-
ster was weak with hunger, and had
resigned itself to whatever the next
moment held.

Joey took a deep breath and steeled
himself for the ordeal. He walked
briskly across the clearing. On the
far side he crashed noisily into the
brush; then, making his way as best
he could by the light of the moon, he
began the wide circle. But he went
in an opposite direction from that
taken by the bear; he didn’t want to
meet the beast, but rather to draw the
latter on his trail. But it was a hair-
raising task, plunging through the
brush, coming into clear spaces where
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the moon lighted his way, only to
lose himself in the dense thicket a
moment later, and always aware that
at any instant he might come face to
face with the bear or that other Killer,
which was somewhere near.
Sometimes he stopped to listen, but
the woods were steeped in silence.
He thought of the colt, wondering if
the little fellow had been discovered.
He dare not return to where he had
left the youngster, because that might
draw the bear to the same vicinity.
He went on, making as much noise
as possible, hoping that the sound of
his progress would intimidate any
predator that might be following. He
had completed his second circle of
the clearing when he paused again,
gripped by a sudden feeling of dan-



ger. Something was following him,
and very close! Likewise, danger lay
ahead; a sixth sense told him that.

He had the impulse to run, but
fought against it; this was no time to
show fear, nor lose his head. He was
trapped, yet there might be a way out.
Just to the left of him was a second-
growth fir with a trunk not too big
for his arms to span. Breathlessly,
and making as little noise as possible,
he climbed the tree and settled him-
self among limbs twenty feet from the
ground.

There was only a brief wait; then
he heard that muffled sound in the
brush once more. The moon had
dipped behind the tops of the bigger
trees, but he could make out a dark
shadow moving on the ground which

he had just quitted. Probably out of
curiosity rather than with any inten-
tion of attacking, the bear had struck
his trail and followed him. The
shadow advanced, apparently puzzled
momentarily at the ending of the
boy’s tracks. It vanished behind a
clump of brush—and pandemonium
broke loose.

Joey heard the bear, whose whining
squeal was like a speeding circular
saw biting through green timber; yet
there was another sound, a blood-
chilling cry which began on a low
note and swept to a screaming cre-
scendo. Then the two explosive out-
bursts blended into a grisly duet that
made him tremble. The bear, intent
on trailing the boy, had walked into
the ambush intended for Joey.
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But now the boy knew the identity
of Molly’s slayer, not alone because
of that savage scream, but because
a patch of moonlight revealed the
two fighting beasts. “Cougar!” he
breathed in awe. He caught a
glimpse of a lithe, cattish form locked
in combat with the bear, and under-
standing came. The great cat had
slain Molly, and, characteristically,
had raked debris over what remained
of his kill. He had returned to it,
and the wilderness folk had learned
of his coming and had prudently be-
come silent. He must have discov-
ered the bear’s presence, and regarded
it as a threat to possession of his kill—
and between bear and cougar there
is a natural age-old feud as undying
as between dog and cat. These sav-
age rivals had clashed, mutual hatred
driving all else from their minds.
Joey’s ruse in drawing the bear into
the ambush, and then climbing the
tree, had brought into violent con-
flict the two most dangerous actors
in this primitive drama.

Sounds of battle were terrifying, a
discordant medley of bawls, squeals
and screams, and Joey sat hunched up
there in the tree, eyes round with awe
and apprehension, trusting that he
would be forgotten. So long as these
killers fought, the colt would be safe.
How the battle was going, there was
no way of knowing; all that he saw
was fragmentary movement now and
then—shadowy forms upreared, meet-
ing, then fighting on the ground, but
never silent. Their hair-raising de-
fiance of each other seemed as impor-
tant as did fang and claw. Minutes
slipped by, but the battle-sounds di-
minished.

Then it was done, and silence came.
Presently Joey heard a crackling of
brush, which he guessed would be the
bear moving away. Farther off, in
another direction, the cougar coughed
as though in pain. No issue had been
decided by the battle, but both beasts
had been severely mauled, and they
wanted nothing more now than to
sulk in quiet and repair their in-
juries. Joey felt secure in the pres-
ence of a miracle.

By and by, when the east was gray-
ing with the, false dawn, he slid down
the tree and made his way to where
the star-faced colt lay hidden in the
thicket, weak but still alive, the jacket
still buttoned about his neck and
foreshoulders. Faintly, the boy heard
his father calling; apparently he too
had followed Molly’s track. The boy
feasted his eyes on the colt, and pride
of possession brimmed in him. This
colt was his, won through ordeal,
saved from being wolf-bait. Joey
recollected that he had found Mol-
ly’s motherless baby just as the for-
est shadows were growing long, and
he thought that “Sundown” would be
a mighty fine name for his prize.



etween gate-tower and cur-

tain wall, a narrowing alley

led to a bricked-up doorway

—part of the precautions that

had not saved Cirencester.
Eidol the Tall came, lone and limp-
ing. Halting, he looked at the blocked
portal, and smiled his crooked smile,
then turned to face the oncoming
white-shirted spearmen of Gloucester.
Here was the end of all his wan-
derings!

They came at him eagerly, with the
confidence of conquerors. They jos-
tled one another, and their long shafts
rang against the walls. Eidol’s tiny
buckler of black bull’s hide fended
their points, while his long-sword’s
notched gray blade flashed and grew
ruddy. Dust rose from trampling
feet. Men grunted, swore, gasped.

Steel clashed. Lopped spearheads
flew, pinwheeling. Sickly-sweet fresh
blood tainted the air. Gray blade

singing, Eidol sang with it, the old
song of his race:

Blood, wine and glee
Sun, to thee—
Blood, Wine and Glee!

Word by word, he dealt his stabs
among them. His blade built a ris-
ing rampart of flesh and fallen spears.
Still the rpen of Gloucester pressed in.
Fighting without pause, Eidol knew
he neared the end, as his arm tired.
Then a warhorn brayed. The stub-
born Gloucestrian infantry drew back
to the alley’s mouth.

Behind his barrier, Eidol waited.
It was good to rest his arm, but there
was menace in the pause. His leg

would stiffen, and—were they sending
archers or slingers along the wall-top?
If so, he would not wait passive for
the blow, but charge and cut his way
lefar into the enemy as he could. . ..
Clashing sword on buckler-boss of
dented bronze, he sang on:

I've drunk wine and gore
In the war—
I've drunk wine and gore!

Men came shouldering through the
Gloucester spearmen —fresh men,
helmed and shirted in bright metal,
long-mustached, sword-bearing, blue-
trousered, stepping proudly with
green shields lifted. Eidol the Tall
waited their coming, chanting softly:

Fight of the fell steel
Death to feel—
Oh! Fight of the fell steel!

These would be the picked warrior-
companions of the King of Glouces-
ter. Weapon-skilled, panoplied like
princes, they eyed him calmly. They
would be noting the gashed leathern
buckler, the sprung blade of his
sword, his shaggy vest of black bull’s
hide, the blood clotted on his trews-
leg-——-—-

q‘My boon, Lord Wortemir!” spoke
one, his voice boyish and eager.

A gilded helm nodded. “Yours
he is, Moryen.”

Moryen came in, lithe, quiet, dead-
ly quick. His lifted shield of vivid
green flashed with bronze and bright
enamel. Behind it, his eyes flashed
with a light Eidol had seen before.
For all his calm student’s face, here
was a killer. . ..

The tall man waited. Moryen’s
point flicked at his knee, at his face-
then whipped backhand at Eidol’s
bare lean neck. An inch from his
throat, Eidol parried. Steel screamed
on steel. Moryen’s blade went up and
up, in glittering circles, to vanish over
the wall. Eidol heard the amazed
gasp of Moryen’s comrades.

As if he had planned it so, Moryen
sprang and grappled. Shield-arm en-
circling Eidol’s waist, he bored his
helm’s crest into the tall man’s chest
as his hand sought the hilt of his
dagger. Unable to slash, Eidol
gained an instant as Moryen’s
numbed fingers fumbled at the jos-
tling hilt. In that instant the long-
sword’s heavy pommel chopped down-
ward at the gap between helm and
mail. The dagger spilled from Mory-
en’s fingers. Eidol shoved him back-
ward. . .. His rampart had a bright
coping.

There was silence. The golden-
helmed man stepped forward, right
hand upheld. His voice boomed in
that narrow space. "W.ill you hold to
the fair play of fighting men?”

“What do you want?”

“To see if my rhiallu—my host-com-
rade—is beyond leeching or no.”

“Take him,” said Eidol.

T he wide-shouldered man came
striding warily among the fallen. He
glanced at Eidol, who stood with
point to pavement, equally wary. The
Lord Wortemir bent forward quickly.
His hairy heavily braceleted arms
lifted Moryen easily. . .. The Glou-
cestrians clustered about him, as he
put the stricken warrior down softly.
Then, a keening cry:

“Moryen is slain! The raven-
feeder, the foremost shield, the red-

handed battle-reaper! Dial! Dial!
Vengeance for brave Moryen! Hew
the lank rogue in gobbets! Di-al!”

The Lord Wortemir silenced them
with lifted hand. “You say well.
This vengeance is mine.”

“No!” An older man sprang for-
ward. “Lord, it is unmeet for you to
bicker with such a churl. Let me—"

Wortemir’s hand thrust him stag-
gering. “God’s curse in the kitchen!”
Wortemir bellowed. “Little sport



I've had this day, with the fat burgh-
ers bleating for mercy at the sight of
sharp steel. And now you’d cheat
me. Who of you is set over me?
God’s curse in the Kkitchen!” He
glared at them, and there was no an-
swer. He turned to face Eidol.
*Eidol took a hobbling step forward.
Archers were filing along the wall-top,
trim white Gloucestrians, coming with
bows bent! This was it, the end, the
final fling. . . . He sang:

Glee of dance and song
And of battle-throng.
Battle, dance and song!

Let the sword-blades swing
In a ring!

Let-

“God’s curse in the kitchen!” Wortemir bellowed.
sport Fve had this day!” And swung blue-burnished sword
in a hissing circle, tossed it tower-high.
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The Lord Wortemir of Gloucester
lifted shield of green and gold, low-
ered crimson-feathered crest, swung
blue-burnished sword in a hissing cir-
cle, tossed it tower-high. It fell, turn-
ing over and over. Wortemir caught
it by the hilt, and rushed.

Prince of warriors and pallid wan-
derer, they closed with the rush of
swooping eagles. Sparks bloomed
from meeting blades. Shields boomed
hollowly. Eidol writhed away from a
stab that grazed his cheek. His coun-
ter bit crimson feathers from Wor-
temir’s crest, and the Gloucestrian
staggered, but his strong shield turned
the following thrust. Eidol bobbed
under a slash, thrust again—the linked
mail held. The wanderer grimaced.
Under the gold, hard steel!

S tep by step, Wortemir drove him
back, till Eidol's shoulders touched
the bricks of the filled-in postern. His
stop-thrust missed the prince’s grin-
ning, mustached face. The blue blade
licked at his legs. Off balance, he
tried to cover with thP*buckler. . . .
Too late, he knew it for a feint, saw
his foe’s sword whip up, around and
down, whistling toward his un-
guarded head. Clang! Brick-dust
showered on his bent head. Amazed
that he still lived, Eidol lifted his
eyes. Wortemir's plump face was a
mask of dismay, as he stared at the
sword-hilt clutched in his right hand.
Swinging in an overhand chop, he had
shattered his blade on the projecting
bricks of the old postern. Arm ex-
tended, shield away, the war-lord was
for that instant, defenseless.

Ncnv, said the swordsman’s instinct.
Now, strike and slay! The battered
gray blade of Eidol whistled up, and
poised.

Perhaps it was the comedy of the
goggling blue eyes of his foe, the
round mouth open under the brown
mustache. Perhaps it was his lifelong
feeling for the fair play of fighting
men. It happened so quickly that
Eidol could not be sure, but some-
thing checked his striking arm. Gray
eyes looked into blue—and Eidol
laughed, ringingly, heartily.

The green-and-gold shield swung
between them. As if that movement
released some invisible restraint,
Eidol slashed. The shield boomed,
and chips of enamel flew. Wortemir
threw the heavy bronze hilt. Bob-
bing, Eidol felt it brush through his
black hair. Slashing as he straight-
ened, his edge met only air, and he
went to knees and elbows as his
wounded leg buckled. His foe was
breaking ground nimbly, still facing
him with shield high. Backward he
sprang, over the tangled barricade,
back to the ranks of his men. And
Eidol laughed.

“Can ye laugh with a saeth in your
tripes, tall fellow?”

Eidol stared up. Standing twelve
feet above his head, back braced
against the serrated battlements, a
stocky archer showed white teeth and
a cocked bow aimed downward. So
did a half-dozen farther along the
wall-top. The black buckler jerked
up—Eidol knew with what futility.
At such range even the best mail was
useless, and they could scarcely miss.
He gritted teeth, bracing himself for
the piercing shock of yard-long iron-
tipped shafts, driven by those rough
yew bows, which only one trained
from boyhood could bend. Like a
trapped beast, he awaited the finish-
ing blow.

No arrow flew. And the men on
the wall laughed heartily. Eidol real-
ized that had he struck down Wor-
temir, in that moment he would have
been transfixed by many shafts. And
he wished that he had struck—then
they would not have laughed!

Wortemir did not laugh. His voice
pealed like a trumpet. “No, you
dolts! Hold firel He is mine to
fight. Watch the wall and roofs for
snipers.” And the bowmen on the
wall bobbed their heads. “Aye,
Lord,” answered one. “We were but
sporting.”

A new sword in his hand, Wor-
temir was coming back. Eidol got to
his feet. So that was his doom. A
sword-death if he lost to the pano-
plied Gloucestrian, an arrow-death if
he won! Some of the archers were
sitting, legs dangling, peering down.
His end, to be their sport! He, Eidol,
who. ... He shut that out. Clashing
blade on shield-boss, he chanted de-
fiance.

Earth, Earth, Earth and Fire!
Fire, Fire, Waves and Oak!
Waves, Earth, Fire and Steel!

It was an old, old song. It had
come in with the men who built the
gigantic stone-piled ring fortresses of
the West Country. Few could sing
it now. Its end was near, and his.

Wortemir of Gloucester was in no
hurry to close. He paused to flex his
right wrist, jarred by the impact that
had broken his blade. “You sing
your own death-song, tall man,” he
observed grimly.

“l sing the old song my forefathers
sang,” answered Eidol, very solemnly.
“It is a good song, and a lifter of
hearts. Blood, wine and glee—do you
know a better, for a man with his
back to a wall?” He smiled his lop-
sided smile.

"Am | a bard?” growled Wortemir
impatiently. “Why are you so happy,
you with your bane before you?”

“l  will tell you, golden man.”
Eidol’s voice held the rhythm of his
chant. “A homeless, kinless, wander-
ing man—that is what | have been.
To Cirencester | came, offering my
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sword to King Claudius. His steward
turned me away, for the leanness of
me, and the meanness of my gear.
Aye, and he said that his king had no
need of more rascal soldiers, because
he was now strengthened by his al-
liance, offensive and defensive, with
the King of Gloucester. Truly, a
profitable alliance!”

“Speak of what concerns you!”
rumbled the Gloucestrian.

“That concerned me. For | would
have been on my way this morning,
but ere cockcrow your folk came over
the wall, swords out, and never a one
asking whether | was paid to fight or
not. So | fought. | was a man again,
and the old song came to hearten me
on. | fought with armored men, and
I was not afraid. So in the end | was
driven into this place, and it a good
enough place for a rambling man to
die, with the wide sky overhead. It
is good with me, this way. You rfiay
slay me, if luck is with you, but | do
not think you will break my courage.
And that is good with me.”

Wortemir looked him over again.
Savoring these moments, he had no
wish to hurry the game to its ending.
“It is a bold man you. are, and you

not paid to fight. Will you put a
name to yourself?”

Eidol’s pale eyes shone oddly, but
his grin was a boy’s grin. “Will you,
golden man?”

The heavy chin lifted. “Wortemir

am |, son and Captain of the House-
host to Wortigern, King of Glouces-
ter. That is who | am. Now, who
are you?”

“It is not a name that a King’s son
would know. Eidol, a free swords-
man.”

W ortemir showed white teeth un-
der his shaggy mustache. “Good
is knowing who you face! Now Eidol,
you are no man of this Caer, nor of
him who was its king.”

“True for you. | am no man’s man
but my own.”

Wortemir looked him up and down.
A long man, and gaunt, but not easily
broken. You could not tell his age.
No fear was on that seamed hatchet-
face, and the eyes. . . . Wortemir had
to know what the fire that burned
there meant. He had to know for
sure.

“Good,” he said, at last. “Now, it
might be friendship between us, if
you were the man for my work.”

“l will hear of the work.”

Wortemir chuckled; yet his shield
and sword were ready. “That is not
hard to tell. | have many prisoners,
taken with no promise given. It is
ill to guard so many. Now, all of
them have necks.” His smile broad-
ened happily. “And you have a
sword. With their hands tied, it is
easy work, and the fine pay in it.
What is your word?”



“This is my word!” Eidol lunged
in, sprung blade hissing. Hacking
and slashing, he panted: “Free born
— die free—no man’s butcher! Come
on, play the game out!” For the
prince of Gloucester, blocking skill-
fully* was retreating faster than his
lame leg could follow. He paused,
glanced up at the archers. They
watched, as at a play.

Wortemir held up his sword, cross-
wise under his chin, asking for par-

ley. “Think, man!” he urged. “Your
life is in it.”
“A man lives after his life,” said

Eidol, “but not after his honor.”

“An old saying,” nodded Wortemir.
"But is it yours?”

“For life or death or whatever, it
is what | say! W.ill you stand there
gabbing all day?”

Wortemir of Gloucester, that jolly,
careless killer of men, laughed a laugh
that rang back from the high walls.
“Put down that sword, hero!” he com-
manded. “If you had said yes, you
would have been the one to die. . . .
Free you are, and all the roads of the
world open to you. But— need stout
men in the House-host. Eidol, free
swordsman—would you follow me?”

Eidol gazed at him somberly. He
was taller than the gold-bedecked
prince—yes, and older, he thought.
But Wortemir’s mailed shoulders were
wide as a door, his jaw like jutting
rock. A young man, hard, quick to
strike—dangerous as fire in a dry
wood. With him, it would be no
easy life. . .. Eidol lifted his sword,
pressed it against the black bull’s hide
over his heart. Then he took the
bent, wet blade in his two hands,
offering the hilt to Wortemir, who
took it silently. Then Eidol spoke;
"To the end, Chief, and the last end
of it!”

E idol stood beneath the Red
Dragon standard, in the broad, clean-
paved Forum, facing the huge Ba-
silica that was city hall and palace in
one. He knew himself for a scare-
crow figure among the trim gentle-
men of the House-host. He stood
patiently as the long business of the
re-ordering of a taken city passed be-
fore his eyes—eyes that were gray,
thoughtful, observant, seeking.

The great Basilica, pride of Roman
Corinium, now Caer Cerin, Cirences-
ter to be, was of warm tan Cotswold
stone, faced with snowy marble. Full
three hundred and thirty feet in
length, its classic lines spoke of
Rome’s far heyday, but it bore little
sign of three centuries of use. Close
to the broad steps leading to the en-
trance portico stood the glittering
warriors of the House-host. Beside
and behind them were company on
company, spearmen, bowmen, sling-
ers, swart-bearded Gwentians, Kkilted
Gaels, the little armies of the client

Eidol gained an instant. ...

princes who followed King Wortigern
for the crumbs from his table of con-
quest, each marshaled under its own
standard. Other groups were still
filing in to take places for review.
Men talked and laughed loudly, gay
with relief after danger. Centurions
strode back and forth, bawling or-
ders, tightening up the ranks, disput-
ing precedence with their equals.
The host was jubilant with easy vic-
tory. All but Eidol. He stood silent,
wondering if his sudden impulse to
accept Wortemir’s offer had been a
mistake.  After what he knew of
kings—

A trumpet sounded, and the chat-
tering troops came to rigid attention.
Men came out onto the Basilica
porch. Eidol did not need to be told
that their central figure was King
Wortigern. Purple-robed and cased
in gilded mail, his wrinkled brow
circled and his neck torqued with
gold, the King was stiff, unsmiling
amid fawning courtiers. His head
had the same arrogant tilt, his chin
the same jut, as Wortemir’s, but where
the son was fleshy, the father was
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Then the dagger spilled from Moryens fingers.

lean, hollow-eyed and hollow-cheeked.
Eidol recalled the nickname of Wor-
tigern—Worteneu, the Very Slim. But
he knew that it bore a double mean-
ing. The crafty, restless eyes were
those of a man exceeding “slim,” not
to be held by any pact. By today’s
conquest, he was now the strongest
of the many kings and kinglets of
what had been Roman Britain. He
knew it. . ..

The voice of the King rasped out.
He told his men how great they were,
how superlatively great he was. To
the outer fringe of cowed but curious
townsfolk, he promised a new ruler,
better than Claudius had ever been.
He also announced a levy of one-third
of all movable property, to be paid
by nightfall on pain of death. It was
a long speech and a poor one, the
fighting men listening resignedly, as
to an oft-told tale. He finished at
last, and was dutifully cheered, the
townsmen echoing feebly.

A page, his curling auburn hair
shoulder-long, made a nimble knee
before the King. Wortigern snatched
the long, silver-mounted horn," and



drank greedily, his thin tuft of black
beard rising, Adam’s apple bobbing
in his scrawny neck, until the horn
was drained. A courtier solicitously
wiped red wine from his whiskers
with a linen napkin. Wortigern re-
turned the empty horn to the kneel-
ing page, and then belched loudly.
His men cheered.

Wortemir took his father’s place on
the portico. He called each com-
mander forward in turn, to report on
casualties. He gave billeting orders.
Eidol began to feel very tired. His
wounded leg throbbed, his slashed
cheek stung. He had not eaten since
last night, and it was now midday.
The thrill of combat had died, leav-
ing only weariness and apprehension.
He had the Prince’s word, but the
Prince was the son of Wortigern the
Very Slim. . ..

The trumpeter bawled out a name.
Eidol wondered who would come for-
ward. No one did. Another roar—
Eidol’s lordly neighbor gave him a
shove. “You’re Eidol? Is the name
so new ye can’'t remember it? Get
up there!” Then he chuckled loudly
to the others: “He oughta lammed
while he had the chance!”

Eidol stepped out of the ranks of
the Housemen, into the open space
before the portico. His legs were em-
barrassingly shaky. A ripple of
amusement followed him. The warm

sunlight, flashing on the stone facade
of the Basilica, would also be em-
phasizing his raggedness, calling at-
tention to his matted hair, the grime
silted into the hollows of his gaunt
face. He must appear a forlorn, un-
kempt, shambling figure.

Fojs all-that, he was Eidol, free
swordsman. He stood for a moment,
legs wide apart and head flung back.
He breathed deep of the breeze,
sweeping fresh and cool off Cotswold
Ridge. Then he took a long, slow
stride forward, and another, letting
the Prince wait for his coming. He
did not kneel or bow, but stood, one
step below the porch, hands on lean
hips, shaggy head tilted. He wore
insolence like a royal, cloak. And
wondered: Can they see how |I'm
quaking? The faces before him were
not friendly—ot even that of Wor-

temir. There was little hope left in
Eidol the Tall. Yet he stood boldly.
He stood. . . .

Young face hard, Wortemir spoke
at last. “Did you not come, seeking
entrance to the Caer’s guard?”

“That is true.”

“It could be that you will have
your wish. When my dad goes back
to Caer Gloew, it is | will rule here.
For that | must have a teulu, my own
house-host. | must have steadfast
men. Eidol, are you such a one?”

“You could try me.”

Wortemir nodded. “I shall. And
now as good a time as any. Are you
ready for the Test?”

“And what is that?”

“It is not yours to know. You can
decline it, and go your way. Or you
can take it—yours it is to choose.”

Eidol took another deep breath.
“Run while you can, lath of a man,”
intoned someone behind him.

“l will—take the Test,” said Eidol.

The brown mustache twitched.
“Good! It is little you have to do.
Stand at the foot of the stairs, arms

at your sides. Stand firm!”
Eidol obeyed, in growing puzzle-
ment. In many a chief’s house-host,

the candidate for admission must fight
an older member, usually with
blunted weapons. This was different.

The' hairs of his neck bristled,
and he mocked his own unease with
a twisted smile. How little menace

“Wine of the
Gauls, from the
cellar of King
Claudius, who
won’t be need-
ing it—God rest
his soul.”
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.best in all

it took to put the cold mantle of
terror on a man, when mystery was
added!

Wortemir descended with slow
steps. He drew sword, and held the
edge before Eidol’s eyes. “See that?”

Eidol nodded. “A good blade, and
well burnished.”

“It is my brother Gattigern’s. Nino-
can forged it, the smith of Gloucester,
Britain.” He plucked a
hair from his head, dangled it against
the whetted edge. A breeze that
scarcely ruffled his scarlet mantle
pushed hair against steel. They
scarcely seemed to touch, but the hair
was severed. The hilt in his left
hand, Wortemir took the point in his
right, carefully keeping his fingers
away from the edge. Deliberately,
slowly, he bent the blade until point
and pommel met. He has rtnned it,
thought Eidol. Then, with a deft
gesture, Wortemir released the point.
With a whisper as of rippling water,
the silver-burnished blade whipped
out, quivered—and stood true as be-
fore. “A named blade- is this,” he
continued. “Fury is his name.”

Eidol touched the worn hilt at his

left hip. “Mine is called Little Key.”
\Wortemir ignored him. "Ninocan
is a smith of many spells. None but

himself know what ranns he chanted
as Fury was forged, or what the brew
in which Fury was tempered. But
this is known: Fury will make two
halves of a warrior, and he not know-
ing it until he falls apart. Some say
there is a devil-spirit prisoned in the
steel, filling its wielder with slaugh-
ter-fury. That | do not know, but now
with Fury in my hand, | feel a long-
ing to stir the red broth of battle—
Eidol! Would you trust your life to
Fury?"
“At which end of him?”

TrEPrince only chuckled softly,
moving the sword before his face.
The play of light on the smooth metal
held his eyes. He stood on a moun-
tain-peak, gazing down, down into
rippling sunlit water, a leaping tor-
rent. It drew him. ... With a great
effort he forced himself to look away,
and the spell broke. Again he saw
the wide semicircle of amused, un-
sympathetic faces. If Wortemir was
not his friend, he had none.

“Eidol, man!” The Prince spoke
as if a new idea had struck him. "It
is a shave and haircut you are need-
ing. Is it not true, my friends?” The
House-host guffawed. “And no time
like the present. Few men have a
King’s son for their barber. Eidol,
will you stand firm while | shave you

—¢lose? It is yours to choose.”

Eidol fought within himself, to
hold his voice calm. “If it is the
Test.”

The sword Fury leaped high, hov-
ered over his head, came whispering,



closer, closer. And, as he plied the
sword, Wortemir talked on;

“Now that | have a sharp sword in
my hand, | see a lone, ragged gangrel
fellow, and his ugly, lean, whiskery
face looking crooked at me, out of
the corners of his crafty gray eyes. It
comes to my mind that | have a score
to settle. Moryen, a fine lad, a noble’s
son, a gallant in the mead-hall, and a
mighty man of his hands—Moryen is
dead. A sore tale that, to the maids
of Gloucester! And who slew Mory-
en? Why, this same impudent ruffian
who now leers at me, with his long
snout awry. And what should a chief
do, with such a man before him, and
Fury in his hand?” The steel whisper
silenced, and he stood, peering up
into Eidol’s face.

“A true Prince would know,” said
Eidol flatly.

“True for you, wandering man!”

Wortemir smiled a hard smile. “And
I know— Hold stilll Good barber
am |, but I make no allowance for

your moving. Stand still as stone!”

E idol set his teeth. The keening
blade sang louder, flashed closer. If
he could shut his eyes—but no! Then
he would lose balance, sway into the
blade’s path. He fought against diz-
ziness. He looked past the flickering
steel, past the wide-shouldered prince,
up to the bright-tiled roof of the tow-
ering Basilica. His cheek was fanned,
then the other. There were gentle
pluckings at his hair. He tried to
ignore them, to fix his eyes on the
trousered lady who smiled from the
bas-relief above the portico. She
would be Britannia, for in the Roman
time this had been the capital, and
the council-house of Britannia Prima.
Yesterday he had read the insipid
Latin verses in which the Rector Sep-
timius prided himself on his restora-
tion of the gigantic Jupiter-column,
in the days of Julian the Apostate, a
century gone. Now the giant-column
lay overthrown again, by the pious
burghers. “Aaah!” said many mouths.

Eidol glanced down. The Prince
now stood behind him, but he could
see the shadow of his sword on the
cobblestones, as with easy, sweeping
strokes Wortemir trimmed his back-
hair." Then Eidol saw what others
had seen: . ..

Ten paces from his side, a man had
stepped from the neat ranks of the
House-host. A young man, lithe, si-
lent, deadly quick, with slender, in-
tent face and oddly shining eyes—
Moryen. Dead Moryen stood
poised, right hand lifted as in salute.
But between thumb and forefinger
shone the slim blade of a dagger,
brown staghorn hilt uppermost. Dead
Moryen swung back his arm, and his
gaze never left Eidol’s chest.

What wizardry was this?
Moryen only feigned death?

Had
Was it

“Good barber am |,

but |

make no allowance for your

moving. Stand still as stone!™

illusion? What a test! Eidol’s be-
wildered mind raced like the wheels
of an overturned chariot, but only his
gray eyes moved. It was only for an
instant, but in that instant his nerve
held. He stood tall and lean and un-
flinching. Moryen took one swift
stride forward, and threw. . . .

The knife went end-over-end, in
almost flat trajectory. Slim blade out-
raced staghorn handle, and the
needle-sharp point drove into Eidol’s

body, just under the breastbone.
Metal clanged as the knife-thrower
fell under the weight of a thrown

shield. But Eidol stood, the knife
jutting from his body. .

“By Lludd and Nudd!” swore Wor-
temir. “Pinion him! Hold him!
Death is small for such a deed. . . .
Eidol, man?"

“Yours is a Test,” said Eidol.
over now?”

“Yes—no!” raged the Prince. “That
was no part of my Test, but foul mur-
der. | will hang every son of Mor-
geneu if you die—"’

“Die?” Eidol laughed. He set
hand to the staghorn hilt and tugged.
The blade came free. He held it up,
and it was clean, but the point was
turned a little.

Wortemir eyed the tall man, his
heavy jaw slack. “lron plate under
your vest?” he guessed.
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“Is it

Eidol shook his head. “It touched
the edge of the buckle on my sword-
baldric. That turned it a little.” He
tapped the heavy leather belt that
hung from right shoulder to left hip.
“It pierced baldric-slack and baldric,
two thicknesses of stout boiled leath-
er. The hide of the black bull
stopped it at last.” He slapped his
shaggy vest appreciatively.

“Holy Saint Alban!” Wortemir’s
expletives were eclectic. “Well, he
has had his chance. Now it is his to
pay for.” Sword Ilifted and head
thrust forward, he strode toward the
man who had thrown the dagger. The
lithe young man stood proudly,
though both arms were twisted be-
hind his back by burly Housemen.
“Why did you befoul my honor, and
yours?” he roared.

The captive did not flinch from his
wrath. His sleek head flung back de-
fiantly; “Moryen was my laloc—twin-
brother. That is reason enough.”

“You are not Moryen?” asked Eidol.

“Moryal am |, son of Morgeneu!”
boasted the captive. His fine face
twisted. “A curse on my hand that
failed of its purpose! Moryen would
not have missed your heart.”

“Moryen would not have taken a
coward’s chance,” said Wortemir.
“Take a strong belt, and bind his
arms well. Now, Eidol—"



“Yes-Chief?”

"You have his dagger. Stand where
you were, and give it back to him—in
the throat! | will stand beside him,
and if he dodges, he will feel Fury’s
edge.”

Eidol shook his half-trimmed shock
of raven hair. “It would be better
with me if his hands were free.”

“His hands were free enough!”
raged Wortemir. “God’s curse in the
kitchen! Waill you throw, or must 1?”

E ido1 balanced the slender, wicked

blade in his bony hands. “I was his
target— will give it back to him.
Stand fast, Moryal!” He turned,

strode back to where he had stood,
turned again, and flexed his arm.

“A son of Morgeneu never flinched
from steel!” called Moryal. “Andras
blast you, ragged pauper—throw!”

Eidol threw, with practiced ease.
The slim blade shattered on a cobble-
stone, between Moryal’s feet.

“You missed purposely!” bellowed
Wortemir. “You dolt! You—oh,
Flames of Uffern!”

“It was mine to choose,” reminded
Eidol. “He stood boldly. If | took
a son from old Morgeneu, | have
given one back to him. Set him free,

Prince!”
“It’'s a wittol you are, Eidol!”
Wortemir laid Fury’s edge against

Moryal’s throat. “Listen, false com-
rade-will you take galanas?”

The dark head tossed in disdain.
“The sons of- Morgeneu have never
taken goltl for blood. We will have
vengeance, or die.”

“Then die!” Fury flashed up, then
checked. A btdky Houseman had
stepped between them. Dark and
proud like Moryal, his hard face was
seamed with wrinkles, his gold-ringed

arms heavy with muscle. His voice
boomed. “Chiefisten! Remember
the day at Red Rock Pass? | took a

javelin that was meant for you, that
day. It was a year before | walked
again, and the wound is still hot in
my side, when | am tired. Set that
against Moryal’s misdeed! And if it’s
not enough, I am Mordav, his elder
brother. Slay me; let the lad go!”

Wortemir glared at him. “Flames
of Uffern! Mordav, you are head of
his kin here. Will you take galanas
for Moryen?”

Mordav shook his head slowly. “I
cannot. It is not our custom.”

“It is no use,” spoke Eidol. “I
could not pay the indemnity, and
even if | could, they would remember.
It is bad with me, to set knights
against their lord. Let me be on my
way. Aurelius of Sorviodun might
need an extra swordsman.”

Wortemir slammed Fury back into
the sheath, stood with big fists balled
in baffled anger. “You shall not go!
I would never have a man in my
House-host who had shamed me as

Moryal did. Hear me, sons of Mor-
geneu! | have set Moryal’s evil deed
against Moryen’s death in my service,
and Mordav’s wound, taken for me.
It is a balance. ... | know you will
stand together. So go free, but GO!
Be out of my Caer by next sunrise!”

Mordav nodded. “You were ever a
goodly lord. Remember to keep your
shield high, as | taught you—it is
easier to drop than to lift. Here are

my arms.” He tossed his sword at the
Prince’s feet, began to roll up the
skirt of his mail-coat. “—If some-

body’ll give me a hand with this
cursed lorica—’ His deep voice was
shaking.

Wortemir slapped his shoulder,
then stooped and picked up the sword
in its sheath. “God’s curse in the
kitchen!” he boomed. “Keep your
hardware—you’ve earned it a hundred
times.”

Mordav bowed, took the sword as
a mother might take back her child.
Moryal, arms freed, spat on the cob-
blestones. "That for your bounty!”
Sword-belt, helmet, mail-coat, greaves
were torn off and flung down. Wor-
temir half drew Fury, then slammed
it back. “Get him away from me,
Mordav!” he choked. The veteran
took his brother’s arm, dragged him
away, across the Forum. As he went,
young Moryal twisted to face Eidol,
puffing his cheeks round to blow
toward him insultingly. “There are

In Honor O f—

By Ed Dembitz

HE self-styled spinach capital of
the world—Crystal City, Texas—
boasts a statue of "Popeye,” erected ten
years ago to honor the comic-strip sail-
or who brought prosperity to the re-
gion’s spinach-growers.
.
(DISTRIBUTIONS of wheat as-
sisted in defraying construction
costs of the monument to wheat at
Newton, Kansas. This statue of “King

Wheat” commemorates the arrival
from Russia in 1874 of a band of
Mennonite pioneers who brought

with them six bushels of Turkey-red
hard winter wheat. The 200,000,000
bushels of winter wheat grown last
year in Kansas are descended from
those first six.
H*HH

S a tribute to thirty-eight patient
Ai friends and creditors, a business-
man who finally paid off his notes and
became highly solvent erected the
“Friendship Monument,” located in
Cartersville, Georgia.
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many sons of Morgeneu, dirty wiz-
ard!” he called. “While one lives
you are not safe—it is not called a
wood for one tree!” His brother
urged him out of sight and hearing.

“How many sons has Morgeneu?”
asked Eidol.

Wortemir counted on his fingers.
“Fourteen, | think—there may be
other young ’uns back in the hills.”

Eidol whistled. “I’ll give Glen
Morgeneu' a wide berth. Well, my
way lies East—"

“That is for me to choose,” said
Wortemir. “You are my rhiallu, my
host-comrade now.”

“After all this? | would not be
welcome.”

“Do you think everyone loves the
sons of Morgeneu? Don’t be a wit-
tol! Here, lads! Shake hands with
your new rhiallu!*

“And this is Eochu the Irishman,
whose blade felled King Claudius. . ..
Here is Congen, a noble swordsman
out of Powysland, who bears the
standard. And Rinnoc the Little,
who will race the wind, and beat it
by two lengths. And—"

Eochu cleared his throat. “All
these formalities are a little dry, don’t
ye think, Chief? A little dry.”

Wortemir laughed. “True for you,

old Gael! That has a remedy. . . .
Minogan! Minogan! What’s kee]>
in’ you?”

Minogan the Steward was weaving
toward them, an enormous drinking-
horn held in both hands. “Coming,
heart’s darling! Couldn’t let you
drink till 1 tesh-taysh—toosted it t’
see if it was safe. But don’ worry.
It’s wonnerlu’!”

“And you the man to know!” said
Wortemir.

As the horn went round, Eidol
looked up. The trousered lady over
the portico smiled at him. Britannia
she was, the spirit of the British land,
who had seen the Romans come, and
had seen them go. But . . . maybe
she was Fortuna too—Lady Luck.
The horn was in his hands now. He
lifted it high toward the smiling lady,
spilling a few fragrant red drops, just
for luck, and in case she had helped

him. Her smile went blurry.
Eidol drank, blinking to clear his
eyes.

“Wine of the Gauls,” said Eochu
the Gael. “From the cellar of King
Claudius, who won’t be needing it—
God rest his soul. Wine of the Gauls.
. . . What is your judgment on it,
Eidol rhiallu?”

The sharp red wine burned Eidol’s
throat, and was warming his empty
stomach. He lowered <the horn,
looked up at the blue sky, the drifting
white clouds, the sun-gilded tiles of
the Basilica, and the smiling lady. It
had been long—

He swallowed hard.

“It is good with me,” he said.



NO HERO

hen | could look over at

the bright lights of Lands-

burg, | stopped to catch

my breath and do some

thinking.
unfruitful hills where my crops had
failed. And in a shack among these
hills, seven miles away, |I'd left Mollie
with our three little ones. “Hester, we
have to have bread,” was the last thing
she’d said to me. “We can’t go an-
other day without some kind of re-
lief.” And when | started walking to
Landsburg in the late afternoon, Mol-
lie couldn’t understand. | couldn’t
tell her what | had in mind.

For nature had been against me.
It wasn’t that | wasn’t willing to work.
I was willing to work. The drouth
had killed my crops. | couldn’t make
it rain. There just wasn’t anything |
could do about it except see my gar-
den truck, corn, potatoes and tobacco
wilt in the hot June and July sun. All
I'd worked for was lost.

Nature was against me in another
way that | couldn’t help. 1°'d grown
up tall as a beanpole and slender as a
poplar sapling. In August I'd tried to
get work with an extra force, when the
railway company was needing men.
The foreman took one look at me and
said: “Not heavy enough for your
height. Lifting crowbars, crossties and
T-rails would break you in two.”
Then | tried to get a job at the iron
works, where they needed men. They
gave me an examination and then put

me on the scales. “Underweight,” the
doctor said. “We can’t use you.” It
was that way every place | tried to get
work.

For behind me lay tHéadark was against me more ways

than one. And now | had to do some
more thinking about Mollie and our
three little ones before | tackled what
| had in mind to do. Jim Harris told
me about something in Landsburg. It
was something they begged a man to
do. It was hard to get a man to do it.
But it was great fun for the people to
see. Jim said the Landsburg law had
threatened to close the place up since
one man, Hawk Weaver, was sent to
the hospital.

In the distance below me | could see
the bright lights along the streets, and
I could see one real bright spot in the
town. This was the spot where | was
going. For this was the fair-ground.
I could hear the shouts of happy peo-
ple coming from this spot and | could
hear the music of the merry-go-round.

“This way, this way,” | could hear
a man shout. “Three balls for the
little dime, ten cents. Knock down
three kitties and get yourself a quar-
ter!” But this wasn’t what | was going
to do. It was harder than throwing
balls at the kitties. It was something
all the brave boys were afraid to do.
And | wasn’t brave, either. | just
needed the money— had to have some
money. And when | thought about it,
my heart went right up into my
mouth.
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But I'll be game, | thought. [I'll try
it. If they’ll only let me try it after
they see how tall | am, and almost as
light as the wind.

Then | started toward the brightest
spot in Landsburg. My long bean-
pole legs soon covered the ground.
The Greenwood County people and
the city people of Landsburg had filled
the fair-ground. People were almost
running over each other. They were
standing in line to buy baseballs to
throw at the kitties. They were stand-
ing in line to buy rings to throw over
pegs where knives, alarm clocks, blan-
kets and pans were hanging. They
were waiting to ride the merry-go-
round and the merry-mixup. They
were standing packed like sardines in
front of a tent where two women
danced and where a man beat a drum.
And when the drummer and the
dancers went into the tent, and the
announcer told them the “greatest
show on earth” would be inside the
tent, they pushed each other down try-
ing to get tickets before the tent was
filled. Money was flowing like water,
and everybody was happy. | wished for
a little of the money | saw coming
from the fat pocketbooks. But my time
was coming.

Lefty Simmons, Landsburg’s local
boy, stepped upon the platform in
boxing trunks and sparred with Slug-
ger Martin.

“Ladies and gentlemen, last evening
Lefty Simmons and ‘Slugger’ Stevens



fought an even match,” the announcer
shouted through a megaphone, “and
this evening they will fight to a finish.
It’s your local boy, Lefty, against the
great and powerful Slugger Stevens!
Ladies and gentlemen, right this way
to see one of the greatest fights of all
times!”

When Slugger and Lefty went inside
the tent, the crowd rushed for tickets.
| knew that my time would come next.
It would come after this fight. For
the people who loved to watch a fight
would love to watch what | was going
to try to do. Some of them might
want to see a man killed. Though |
wasn’t sure about that. Yet, for years
afterward they would talk about see-
ing Hester King’s body mangled at
the Landsburg Fair. But | didn’t want
to die. 1’d thought this thing through,
and it was the only way | could see
to make some quick money. 1'd heard
all my life, “Where there is a will,
there’s a way.” | had the will—and
I'd thought of the way.

There was one more night of the
Landsburg Fair. And when | waited
outside for the fight to be over, 1heard
screams and shouts of the people in-
side. “Kill ’im, Lefty, kill ’im!” 1
could hear men and women shout and
scream. It must have been some fight,
and a lot of people got worked up
about it. For the Landsburg marshal
and two deputies had to go inside the
tent. But when the manager brought
the fighters back onto the platform, he
held up both their hands and said it
was another draw, and they would
fight it out to a finish tomorrow night,
the last night of the Landsburg Fair.
They had fought to five draws.

“Your local Lefty is some fighter,”
the announcer said. “He’s stayed with
the mighty Slugger for five nights!”

A great roar of applause went up
from the people. For Lefty’s face
looked red and beaten, and there was
blood on his lips and nostrils.

“Don’t leave now, folks, don’t
leave,” the announcer shouted through
his megaphone. “Stand by for an im-
portant announcement!”

I knew what was coming now.

I'WC are looking for a man to stay
with old Bruin five minutes tonight,”
the man shouted. “Is there a man
in the crowd that will wrestle the
greatest wrestler in the world? Is there
a man that will take a chance wres-
ling this three-hundred-and-eighty-six-
pound bear? |If there is a man that
will stay in the cage with him five min-
utes, he will receive twenty-five dol-
lars! If a man will stay with him ten
minutes, he will receive fifty dollars.
He will receive twenty-five dollars for
every five minutes he stays with old
Bruin! That’s a lot of money, folks!
And if he wrestles Bruin*” he shouted,
“he will get an extra one hundred
dollars.”

“I’lIl try it, sir,” | said, holding up
my hand, which was high, above the
crowd.

| looked around me, and not an-
other hand was up.

“That damn’ bear’ll kill you, man!”
a big fellow said to me. “Hawk
Weaver is in the hospital over a-tryin’
to ride that bear! Ain’t you afraid of
'im, Slim?”

“Yes, | am,” | said.

“What are you a-gettin’ in the cage
with ’im for then?” the man asked.

I didn’t answer him. And | heard
sighs go up all over the fair-ground.

“Another victim,” said a little man
standing near me.

“Then come up here, Slim,” the an-
nouncer said. “Let the crowd have a
look at you!”

When | walked upon the platform,
everybody laughed. The announcer
looked me over, aad he laughed.
Maybe he laughed at my big feet and
long hands. But the whole crowd
laughed, and they pushed up closer.

“How tall are you, and how much
do you weigh?” the announcer asked.

“Six feet five, and weigh one-thirty-
five,” | said.
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“Ever do any wrestling, Slim?” he
asked me.

“Never did,” | said.

“What do you do for a living?” he
asked me.

“Right now
said.

The announcer asked me my name
and where | lived, and | told him.

“This is Hester King from Buckrun
Hollow back in Greenwood County,”
the announcer shouted to the crowd,
through his megaphone. “He’s six-
feet-five, weighs one-thirty-five, and
he’s never done any wrestling! And
right now he’s unemployed.”

"He’ll be employed when old Bruin
gets a-hold of ’'im,” some man shouted
from the crowd.

“Stomp old Bruin with your big
Number 13's,” another man laughed.

“Slap his face with your big fire-
shovel hand,” another man screamed.

Then everybody laughed. More
people gathered in to have a look at
me. It was the first time 1'd ever faced
a crowd like this. Everybody on the
fair-ground was shoving closer.

“Nobody’s stayed with that bear
three minutes,” said a big man that

I'm unemployed,” 1



stood below me resting his hand on
the platform. "That’s the catch. See,
you don’t get anything unless you stay
five minutes! Hogg Morton stayed
the longest. He stayed two minutes!
Had the bear down once! But it like
to’ve kilt old Hogg before the referee
could get 'im off! It’s a mint of gold
for this fair!”

“Buddy Walker didn’t stay ten sec-
onds,” said a man standing beside the
man that had spoken of Hogg Morton.
“Bear just knocked him against the
cage once, and that was all there was
to it!”

“How long do you think you can
stay with Bruin?” the announcer asked
me.

“Five minutes,” |
longer.”

“Hester King says he can stay with
Bruin five minutes, maybe longer,”
the announcer shouted gleefully.

“That’s what Hester King thinks,” a
man shouted from the crowd. “That
bear’s a man-killer and shouldn’t be
allowed to trestle civilized men at a
street fair!”

"Then Mr. King says he’ll stay with
the bear five minutes or longer, and

said. “Maybe

you say he won’t,” the announcer said.
“Let’s see who is telling the truth!
Maybe this tall man will surprise us!”

“Old Ichabod, the beanpole, will
soon find out,” somebody shouted
from the crowd. “There won’t be any
draw in this wrestling match!”

“He wants to wrestle mighty bad,”
another man shouted. “Or, he must
need the money!”

“Wait until you see this man in
wrestling trunks,” the announcer said.
“You’ll see something. Worth the
price of admission, folks!”

| followed the announcer from the
platform down into the tent. The
crowd surged up to buy tickets. When
I went into a little dressing-room and
started taking off my clothes, | thought
about Mollie, little Naomi, Sophie
and Hester, Jr. Then | thought about
going into the cage with the bear. |
wondered just what would happen.

And what if | could stay with him
five minutes, | thought. Ten min-
utesl Fifteen, twenty, twenty-five
minutes! One hundred and twenty-
five dollars! What a fortune!

While | put my skinny legs into the
big wrestler’s trunks, | heard people

17

“He's six-feet-five, weighs one-thirty-five,
and he’s never done any wrestling!”

pouring into the tent like honey bees
into a hive. Only the people made
more noise. It was a louder buzzing,
and there were so many jumbled words
that | couldn’t understand what any-
body was saying, except the word Kill
pretty often.

When | was ready, the manager told
me the referee, Johnny Norris, who
owned the bear, would see that Bruin
didn’t hurt me, for he could handle
him. He warned me not to be too
scared, and to stay with Bruin two
minutes if | could.

“l must stay longer than that,” |
said. “l must stay five minutes!”

The manager laughed as he pushed
back a flap of the tent, and we walked
into the arena beneath the big tent
where the people were crofvded close
to the cage. The big black bear was
inside the cage, walking around, look-
ing between the iron bars at the peo-
ple. He’d hold to the iron bars with
Iris paws as he circled the cage and
looked at the crowd.

“He’d like to get among us,” said
a well-dressed woman. “My, if | was a
man, | wouldn’t want to wrestle that
ugly thing!”

When 1 walked among the crowd,
everybody screamed with laughter.

“An Ichabod Crane wrestling that
heavy bear!” someone screamed.

People looked at my long skinny
legs and wondered how they’d hold
me up. They looked at my little waist
measure.

“Not any bigger around the waist
than the coupling pole in a jolt-wag-
on,” a big man said as | passed him.

“But look what feet and hands,” an-
other man said.

“Bear won’t care for them,” said a
freckle-faced man with a bow-tie that
went up and down with his Adam’s
apple as he talked.

“Hate to see that poor man get
what Hawk Weaver got,” | heard
someone say in a low voice. For |
was near the cage door.

"Timekeepers here?” the announc-
er asked.

“Yep, we’re here,” said a tall man.
“Kim Kiefer of Landsburg will help
me keep the time!”

“All right, Al, you and Kim start
your watches,” Johnny said as he un-
locked the-jcage door.

I thought Of Mollie and my three
little ones. That was the last thought
I had before | stooped nearly double
to-go through the cage door.

“Shake hands with Bruin,” Johnny
said. “He expects it. If you do, it
will be easier for you!”

Bruin knew what his duties were.
For he came up to meet me, and John-
ny stepped aside when he reached me



his paw. | shook his paw gently. And
everybody in the tent became so quiet
you could have almost heard a pin
drop on the dirt-packed floor outside
the cage. And my shaking Bruin’s
paw gently didn’t help matters a bit.
He backed away, and then he came
clumsily toward me with the full
force of his three hundred-odd pounds.
He pushed me against the side of the
cage with a wallop. He acted like he
wanted to finish me in a hurry.

“Won’t be long,” said the freckle-
faced man with the bow-tie that
worked up and down on his Adam’s
apple. He held his face close to the
cage and peered between the bars.
But he was surprised when 1 got back
to my feet and ran in between old
Bruin’s outstretched forepaws. That’s
the spot all the wrestlers didn’t want
to get. OId Bruin tried squeezing on
me, but | was too small for him to
get the full power of his powerful
arms. | hugged close to Bruin and
put my hands gently on his back.
Then he shoved me back and slapped
at me again. He knocked me against
the side of the cage. But it didn’t
hurt me, and | didn’t stay long. |
ran back into his arms.

“Three minutes,” said Kim Kiefer.
“Longest anybody has stayed yet!”

The people surged closer. They
packed around the cage.

“Down in front!” | heard them
yell from the far sides of the arena.
"Down in front!”

“W ill he stay five minutes?” | heard
wrestling fans asking each other.

I have to stay five minutes, |
thought. And if | can just do—

But old Bruin slapped me awfully
hard, and | hit the bars of the cage
and saw stars.

“Four minutes,” Kim Kiefer said.

“Three minutes and fifty seconds,”
said Al, the street fair’s timekeeper.

“You’re a little off,” Kim Kiefer
said. “My watch is right.”

I was clinched with Bruin again,
and | let my hands fall gently up and
down his back like you'd rub a piece
of silk on a washboard. Bruin wasn’t
as rambunctious with me as he had
been. Johnny Norris looked at us
clinched there, and my chin down on
old Bruin’s head. We stood in the
middle of the cage, and the long lanky
muscles in my beanpole legs heaved
higher than they ever had before. It
looked like we were ea™h trying to
throw the other on the cage floor.

“Five minutes,” Kiefer shouted.

“Seconds yet,” Al said.

We stood there paw-locked and
arm-locked, and time was fleeting.
Once Johnny Norris passed around
us, and he had a worried look on his
face. But | watched the referee to
see that he didn’t prod the bear to
make him try to finish me. Spectators
were watching through the bars. Wom-

I did a little footwork around the cage until his front paws

en were sitting upon men'’s shoulders
so they could see into the cage. They
were watching Johnny Norris, too.
Hundreds of eyes were trained on him
as he moved around through the cage
with a mysterious air and a worried
look on his face.

"Nine minutes,” Kiefer

Al didn’t say anything.

One minute more, | thought.
one minute more!

Then Bruin started pushing me.
And | braced my feet away out from
him, and | leaned like a prop. Yet,
I had my chin on his head.

“Ten minutes,” Kiefer said.

“Lacks ten seconds of being ten
minutes,” Al grunted.

Then Bruin put his red tongue out
like a tired dog. | felt his hot breath
sizzle past my ear. The sweat was

shouted.

Just

pouring from my face and running in’

little streams down my body. Hold-
ing up a bear as big as Bruin wasn’t
an easy task.

“Has he hypnotized that bear?”
someone shouted.

And just about that time, Bruin
pushed me to the floor. But he didn’t
come down on me. He panted harder,
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and everybody could see his long red
tongue and his full set of pretty white
teeth. He stood in the middle of the
cage like a wrestler that had won.

“Fourteen minutes,” Kiefer said.

Then there were shouts that went
up from the people.

“He might even wrestle old Bruin
yet,” the fellow said who was wearing
the bow-tie. He said the words so
fast the bow-tie jumped up and down
his neck with his Adam’s apple like
a tree frog.

I came back to my feet, and Bruin
came to meet me slapping gently with
his paws. | did a little footwork
around the cage until his front paws
were spread apart, and then | rushed
in and clinched Bruin.

“Fifteen minutes,” Kiefer said.

S eventy-five dollars, |
Give me five minutes more.

And when | put my chin back on
Bruin’s head and braced my feet, with
my big hands planted on Bruin’s back,
this time, Bruin went down, and |
went down beside him. Johnny Nor-
ris ran up to look at our shoulders.
Al ran up and looked between the

thought.



were spread apart; then | rushed in and clinched Bruin.

bars. And the crowd screamed loud
enough to raise the tent.

Bruin’s weight on my left arm hurt
a little. But my right arm was
around his neck. My chin was still on
top of his head. And we lay there,
stomach to stomach, side by side, in
wrestling embrace.

“What’s wrong here?” Johnny Nor-
ris said to the fair’s timekeeper. “Al,
you go get the boss!”

“But who will keep time with Kief-
er?” Al asked.

“l will,” Johnny said as Al started
pushing his way through the crowd.

“Referee can’t serve in two capaci-
ties at one time,” a big man with a
handlebar mustache said as he put his
face against the cage bars.

Shouts went up again from the peo-

ple.
“Nineteen minutes,” Kiefer said.
“Ten seconds till,” Johnny said.
“Who said old Ichabod Crane

couldn’t wrestle,” said the man with
the Adam’s apple. “He’ll ride that
bear yeti”

They didn’'t know it, but | knew
Bruin was ready for a rest on the floor,
even if we were in a wrestlers’ clinch.

When the boss, Solway Meadows,
came running into the tent, his face
looked as sour as if he’d bitten a green
persimmon when he looked inside the
cage and saw us lying side by side.

“Twenty minutes,” Kiefer shouted.

“What’s wrong, Johnny?” Solway
Meadows asked.

“Old Bruin just can’t ride
Johnny said.

“Now you’re a-talkin’,” somebody
shouted. “Old Ichabod Crane will
ride that bear yet! He’s some wrestler!”

“Old Bruin didn’t find Hawk Weav-
er when he got hold of old Ichabod,”
'said the big sports fan with the han-
dlebar mustache. He tried to stick
his face between the cage bars, and
he worked his mustache like a rabbit
works its whiskers.

“Twenty-four minutes,” Kim Kiefer
shouted.

“Old Ichabod said he’d stay with
old Bruin five minutes and maybe
longer,” the big sports fan shouted
and wiggled his handlebar mustache.
“He’s a-doin’ more than he said he
would!”

“Twenty-five minutes,” Kim Kiefer
shouted.

,im,”
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Then the bear rolled over on his
back.

The loudest scream of all went up
from the crowd. There were screams,
shouts, and whistles.

“Look at the shoulders there, Ref-
eree,” the old sports fan shouted.
“Let’s have the count. Bruin’s down!
He’s down!”

Bruin didn’t offer to get up. His
big mouth was open, and you could
count the white teeth in his mouth
and take a look at his pretty red
tongue.

“You must have played my bear
foul,” Johnny Norris said.

“l did not,” | panted. “You’'ll see
Bruin’s not hurt. He’s tired but
happy!”

“First time that bear was ever rid-
den,” Solway Meadows said.

“First time anybody ever stayed
with ’im over two minutes,” Al said.

B ecause of the shouts of the peo-
ple, it was hard to hear another word.
When Johnny Norris got Bruin up
from my arm, he found out whether
he was hurt or not. Bruin gave him
a lick on top of his head that sent
Johnny reeling toward the other side
of the cage, where he did a little
dance on wobbly legs as he slumped
to the floor.

“What do you know about that?” Al
asked.

“] didn’t hurt old Bruin,” | said to
Solway Meadows.

“What did you do to him?” Solway
asked.

“Two hundred and twenty-five dol-
lars!” cried the freckle-faced man
wearing the bow-tie. “Ichabod Crane
rode old Bruin.”

Solway Meadows led me through
the cage door, while Al dragged John-
ny outside.

“Same thing old Bruin done to
Hawk Weaver,” a tall beardy-faced
man said as the old sports fan with
the big mustache and the young man
with the bow-tie and as many others
as could gather around me lifted me
up on their shoulders. They -car-
ried me out of the tent, and over the
fair-grounds, shouting: “Here’s Icha-
bod Crane—he rode the bear!”

Everybody was laughing and shout-
ing. Some of the girls waved their
hands at me and threw handkerchiefs
toward me. | was a hero for that
night, and | didn’t even get a chance
to tell them how | did it. | didn’t
have a chance to explain that | once
owned a pet bear in the Wofer Pen-
insula of Michigan, when | was trying
to cut cordwood, and that | found out
then how much a bear liked to be
rubbed and smoothed between the
ears and on the stomach. Besides,
how did | know that this bear would
let me do it? Maybe | was a hero—
maybe | wasn’t. Anyway, for that
night, 1 was.



One for the Jammer

HE clubhouse at Eastern
University had a visitors’
wing, and Doug Vaughan
could see the Tech men

come in the bus, debark and

through the door to the dressing-
rooms: big men, with the reckless air

that all Tech. football men seemed
to possess. He had seen Tech teams
before. He had seen Ducky Roberts
before.

Ducky was the biggest quarterback
in college circles. He was one of the
best, too. He was handsome in an
ugly fashion; he was slope-shouldered
and slope-browed. He was quick as
an ape and strong as a bull. He got
down from the bus and stared arro-
gantly around, spraddling long legs.

Mary Snow came; hurrying a little,
crying: “Hi, Ducky! Hi, you big
character!”

“My little chickadee!” said Ducky
in his quarterback’s carrying voice.
He swung her off her feet, held her
in the air a moment, returned her to
earth and kissed her lovely cheek.
They stood holding hands, talking.
They were gay; they were happy.

Doug Vaughan felt the familiar ill-
ness in the pit of his stomach. His
hatred of Roberts, his love for Mary
Snow mingled in a devil’s broth
within him. He writhed, his lean
features convulsed in pain.

He turned away, demanding bit-
terly of himself why he had to take
things the hard way. He steadied
himself with a hand on the wall. He
was a slender man, almost six feet
tall, but light-boned. He was a cen-
ter, the lightest center in the Confer-
ence. He was the Jammer, a steel
rod of a young man, beloved of foot-
ball fans and sports-writers because
he jammed up plays no lightweight
should be able to stop. He was the
Jammer—and now he was acting like
a high-school jellybean, and he was
well aware of it

He set his lips against the hard sur-
face of his teeth and walked away from
the window and down the hall toward
the dressing-room. He entered the
miasma of leather and wintergreen
odor, loud talk, clashing cleats, creak-
ing pads; it was serious today, with
the Conference title hanging in the
balance, and the Techs with their
Ducky Roberts and Otto Miller and

Baldy Freda—and that husky, veteran
line. Granny Grey, the old Eastern
head coach, cocked an eye at Doug.

Doug went across to the rubbing-
tal@lech Granny was bending over Pat
Kelley, the other varsity center. Big
Pat’s ankle was not so good today. It
was puffy and discolored.

Granny said to Doug: “He can’t
see much action. You’ll start—and
finish.”

“No,” said Pat. His round red face

showed his dismay. He was a fine
big sensitive guy, game as buttons,
Doug thought with a rush of feeling.
"No, he can’'t do it against Tech.
You know the Techs hate him. You
know they threatened to murder him.
That Roberts last year—”’

“Whoa, Pat,” said Doug gently.
“It’s just a football game, kid.”

“Just a football game!” Pat sat up,
staring. But Granny Grey was nod-
ding and smiling, and the tautness
had gone out of Doug, and they all
grinned together. Doug said: “Who’s
scared? Besides me, that is?”

Pat said: “You fool, you! ... Il
be in there behind you, kid. We’ll
be watching that dirty so-and-so—’

As a matter of fact, Ducky wasn’t
dirty, Doug thought, going to his
locker. He took out the freshly laun-
dered black jersey with its gold stripes,
and stared at the number 65 on its
back. He had worn 65 in high school,
too—in his freshman year, when he
had first bumped into Ducky Roberts.

|t had been a sunny day on the
practice field down at Tech,