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This FREE BOOK
answers
guestions—

this famous PLEDGE
removes risk in
buying a used car/

At last, a real guide, to help you save money in buy-
ing a used car—and yours for the asking! “How
to Judge a Used Car” has been written out of the
experience of men who buy thousands of used cars
for resale—in 32 interesting pages and 19 pictures
these experts show you step by step how to pick a
good used car at lower cost! Send the coupon now
for your free copy.

This valuable free book explains in a simple,
graphic way how to judge a used car’'s actual con-
dition, how to learn the year model, how to set a
fair price on a car offered you by a friend, what
speedometer figures show, how to avoid “orphans,”

now the coupon below will bring all of this
expert counsel to you without cost.

Before you buy or trade a used car it will
pay you to read this free book,“ How to Judge
a Used Car” — use the coupon below now!

Pledge to the Public
on Used Car Sales

what code prices mean—why you get five days’
driving trial on a used car backed by the famous
Studebaker Pledge. Much of this trade information
has never before been made public at any price—

<Mail This Coupon Today!

H

THE STUDEBAKER CORP. CF AMERICA
Dept. 2911, South Bend, Ind.

Please send me my copy of your valuable free booklet,
‘Howto Judge a Used Car.”

Name..

1

Every used car isconspicuously marked
with its lowest price in plain figures,
and that price, just as the price of our
new cars, is rigidly maintained.

All Studebaker automobiles which are
sold as CERTIFIED CARS have been
properly reconditioned, and carry a
30-dav guarantee for replacement of
defective parts and tree service on ad«
justments.

Every purchaser of a used car may
drive it for five days, and then, if not
satisfied for any reason, turn it back
and apply the money paid as a credit
on the purchase of any other car in
stock — new or used. (It is assumed
that the car has not been damaged in

Street
the meantime.)
City e State
L
S T u D E B A K E R

Builder of Champions i



cWho was

ADVENTURE

£Man

the Bron dBVCak?

HIS mysterious prisoner on the ramparts of an

island prison has always
tense interest.

What was the

excited the most in-
life which he

exchanged for one silent as the grave ? What had

he done? Who was he?
The dissolute life of a courtier?
ways Of an intriguing diplomat?

What was his past?

Or the devious
Had some fair

one in the hallowed circle of royalty loved not

wisely but too well ?

Why during all these years

has he remained the greatest of all mysteries?

NONE DAREN TELL SECRET

Some believe that he was a twiirfcW
elder brother of Louis XI1V', a true he# to
the crown hidden from the time of his birth.
Others think that he was the eldest illegiti-
mate son of Charles U; or that he,and not
Louis X1 U, was the actual father of Louis
X1V. Some have thought that he was the
son of Buckingham and the Queen of France;
others, that he was the son of Louis X |V and
De la Valliere. To have revealed it would
have cost anyone his life. The regent admit-
ted when drunk that the prisoner was a sou
of Anne of Austria and Mazarin. Louis XV
refused tb tell Madame de Pompadour.
Madame Cam pan stated that Louis XVJ did
not know the secret. De Chamiilart on his
dettfhbed declined to reveal tire secret.

MASKED—HIS FACE HIS SECRET

In 1669 there was hurried across France a
masked man whose identity was shrouded iu
mystery. Never has a prisoner been guarded
wijjJi such vigilance and with such fear of his
Story becoming known. He was taken to an
island prison where the governor carried his
food to him; aconfessor saw him once a year,
but no other visitor ever laid eyes on him.
He nw*s always masked—kis Zace alone
would tell his secret.

He was well treated: supplied with line
clothing, hooks, andserved from silver dishes.
The governor stood before him uncovered,
and addressed him as Mon prince When
the prisoner wrote messages on his white
«linen lie was supplied only with Mack.

He is not amyth. as is proven by letter* be-
tween Louvnis, the minister .and Saint Mars,
the governor of the prison. These are all
written in veiled language; never once is he
given a name. No letter mentions his crime
or whether lie had committed one.

SECRET EVEN AFTER DEATH

This horrible punishment ended when, in
1703, the most mysterious of all prisoners
died and was buried in the dead of night,
under a false name, and given a false age.

His cell was carefully painted so that any
message he might have written would be
covered up, and everything he used was de-
stroyed lest any clew might be left. Thus
vanished a man whose name and identity
was unknown even to hisgaoler - some think
even to the prisoner himself.

WHY WAS HIS LIFE PRESERVED?

What was the reason for all this secrecy?
What crime, if any, did this man, evidently
of exalted rank, commit that he should he

buried alive for life? Why did the king
preserve the life of this prisoner? Why did he
not have him put to death? 'l he subject
becomes more mysterious as we investigate.

LONG BURIED RECORDS FOUND

The mystery has always terrified the im-
agination and excited speculation. With the
nineteenth century came an opportunity to
search long-buried records. Dumas did so
and told the whole story in one ot the
volumes of the strangest and most curious
set of books ever published which he called

CELEBRATED CRIMES

A collection NEVER BEFORE COMPLETELY TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH of stories of the most sensational crimes;
crimes prompted by illicit love, envy, ambition, religion—stories of poison plots, abductions, treachery, intrigue, and

conspiracies, gleaned from hidden archives.
assassin’s blade; we hear the muffled moan, the splash, hurried footsteps.
plete and unabridged translation of this series.

We pass through secret passages, see lurking figures and the gleam of the
It is the first and absolutely the only com-
Printed from the same plates as the edition de luxe, sold at $100.00 a

Set, the edition offered is illustrated by Jacques Wagrezof Paris and beautifully bound with emblematic design in gold.
NONE OF THE EDITIONS OF DUMAS CONTAIN THESE STORIES; AND NO SET OF DUMAS IS COMPLETE WITHOUT THEM

Intrigues of a Licentious Court

In one volume Dumas tells us of the vices
and crime* of that extraordinary family, the
Borgias, that furnished one pope and ,some
of the blackest pages in history. We see the
murderous, poisonous crew with their greedy
craving for debauchery, titles, and gold. We
Watch the career of the beautiful but depraved
Lucrezia. We see the intrigues of the medi-
aeval papal court—the murders, abductions,
poisonings—drawn from the chronicles ot eye-
witnesses which frankly call a spade a spade.

Nothing in the World Like Them

Let Dumas tell you about the beautiful but
indiscreet Mary Stuart as Queen of France
and Scotland, her amours, her barbarous im-
prisonment and murderous execution, one of
the greatest crimes of history. You learn to
know intimately the men and women whose
crimes have contributed the tragedy to the
history of the Old World.

Examine these Books Free

Think of afascinating series, of which only
a few have had any
knowledge, by Alexandre
Dumas, who gave you
your first real taste for
European history while
following the adventures
of D'Artagnan in The
Three Musketeers.

To appreciate their
value you must see the
books themselves and
read them. We will send
you the books for free
examination. You may
return them in five days
and the examination will
cost you nothing. If you
wish to keep them you
may pay for them by the
easy monthly payments.

You ma

Name _

Rittenhouse Square,

Just mail the Coupon to-day. At this es-
pecially low price they will be quickly sold.
Don’t miss this opportunity. Act at once.

THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS
Estab. 1873, 18 Medals and Diplomas

Philadelphia, Pa.

send me for inslg)ection, char%‘gs paid,
the8-volume setof CELEBRA TED CRIMES,
bound in dark blue cloth.
in 5 days or send you $l as a first paa/ment and
$2 a month for 9 months. anad?zi
add one $2 payment. Foreign
order.

I will return the set

uty paid
caxyhpwitlz

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers *r visiting your dealer.
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First aid
to Fine
Digestion e

Rates
HEN your digestion is a I>it
Woff, chew Beemau's Pepsin
Gum after meals.

When your digestion is perfeet,
chew Beeman's and keep itthat way.

W hen your mouth just yearns for
a smooth-and-soothing chewing
gum, try Beeman’s.

For 30 years ithas been the favor-
iteof millions of people who chew
it for flavor—and chew it to avoid
indigestion.

Try a package today. A FINER HOTEL

at lower rates.
Fordiscriminating travelers!

A smart yet homelike, quit*
atmosphere. Expert hotel man-
agement. A trained staff dial
assures vou the alert service
found only in the very best hotels.
Ideally located. Just north of ihe
“Inop”— A minutes to business,
thealre and shopping center by
bus or taxi—or an easy walk.

All spacious outside rooms with
bath, shower, circulating ice
water . . . Servidor service (min-
imizing tipping!). Furnished in
modern good taste. Every ap-
pointment for absolute comfort.
Dining room and Coffee Shop.

Write for descriptive literature

HOTEL KNICKERBOCKER
J. L McDONELL, Manager

At Walton Place, Just East of
CHICAGO I Michigan Bird.
Opposite The Drake

IS

Free Saxophone

Book tell*iRahivher

know about Sixo*
True-
PEPSIN g S
Easiest of all wind instruments to play and one of

the most beautiful. In one hour, you can learn the
scale. In two weeks, Blay popular music. In;
le"to take your place in a

days, you should be al Jl

Band. The Saxophone is unrivaled for entertain-
ment at home, church, lodge or School. Good Sax-
ophone pla'l_\)y(i‘zgs are in big demand with high pay.

FREE T L— Yon may have 6 days’ free trial
on any Buescher Saxophone. Trumpet, Cornet,

- - -
Trombone or other instrument. Small amount

I I down and a little each month makes it easy to

own any Bviescher. Mention instrument and enr

fi (546)

plete catalog will be mailed you free.
BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CQ.
2877 Buescher Block Elkhart, Ind.

Published twice a month oyihe Butierick Publishing Lomraiiy. Butterick Building. New York, Volume 7 ~

ADVENTURE N. Y. Yearly subscription £4.00 in advance: single copy 2~ cents. F.ntcrcd as second-class
Nov. 1st, 1929 matter Oct. 1, 1910, at the po-t-oflire at New York. N. V.. under the act of March 5 1879. M, »vKyvr J

Additional entry at Chicago, lllinois. iNUinocr 4



"JRRAKE more money than you
ever rr.ade before... in Radio
—the big-money business of today.
Hundreds of men just like you earn
from $2,000 to $25,000 a year.

Astounding World-Wide Oppor-
tunities Beckon To You

Get in on the ground floor of this
big-money industry. Broadcasting
stations and manufacturers are
eagerly seeking capable graduates.

Magnijicent Laboratory Outfit
Makes It Easy To Learn At Home

ADVENTURE

tytotlfo r small

RADIO

offers you vig pay!

FREE Book Tells How to
Fill the Job You Want
. ¢¢Many Do It in

By means of this marvelous, simplified home-
training course, sponsored by the Radio Corpor-

ation of America .

. .you can now prepare for

success in every phase of Radio. The remarkable
outlay of apparatus given to you with this course
. . enables you to learn by actual practice how

to solve every problem in Radio work.

RADIO

fsroMSQMP rr)

INSTITUTE OF AMERICA

Broadcastop-
erators earn
from $1,800 to
$4,800 A year.

Radio inspec-

tors $2,009 to
$4,500 a year.

only 9 Months

Only Training Course Backed by
Radio Corporation of America
Graduates of this school are always
in big demand. The progress of Ra-
dio is measured by the accomplish-
ments of the Radio Corporation
of America. This gigantic corpora-
tion sets the standards for the en-
tire industry... and sponsors every

lesson in the course.

Money Back If Not Satisfied
As a student, you will receive an
agreement signed by the president
of this school assuring you of com-
plete satisfaction upon completion

of your training—or your money will be instant-

ly refunded.

Freel

This fascinatingbook on Radio’s
glorious FREE opportunities..,
written byone ofAmerica’swell-
known radio experts.

RADIO INSTITUTE
of AMERICA, Dept. AFFI10.
326 Broadway, New York, N. Y.

Gentlemen : Please send me your

FREE 50-page book which illustrates the
brilliant opportunities in Radio and describes your
laboratory-method of instruction at home.

Name

Address

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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" MEN
HER
LIFE

By
WARNER
FABIAN

Read this throbbing
and passionate novel
by the author of

“FLAMING YOUTH?”

You will find it in

Everybody’s

BERMUDA

8 DAYS—$102 up

Including dll expenses_ fust-class ship
accvniniodations, hotel and
sightseeing trips.

Regular sailings on new 20,000 ton

motorship “ Bermuda** and the
famous “ Ft. Victoria**

FUItX I S S S

CBeimiuletjEne

565 Fifth Ave. New York

34 Whitehall St.

The dMonderful Autumn Season
IT'S ONE OF THE FINEST
PERIODS OF THE YEAR AT

ATLANTIC CITY

ST. CHARLES

With the finest location and the
longest porch on the Boardwalk,
offers the ultimate in service
with an unsurpassed cuisine.

THE HOT
MAGIC OF
DESERT SANDS!

There's no telling what its
seductive glamour will do to
human emotions! Read
BROKEN TOYS, a story of
movies made under the Egyp-
tian sun. By Giradys Hall

in the DECEMBER

Everybody's

On sale November loth

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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The Dependence of Great
National Institutions

Your
treasures, too,

Safeguarded

H1s Colt Official Police .38 cali-
ber Revolver is a fine example
ofthe unflagging care which, for 93
years, has signalized all Colt Fire Arms
facture.
Its production entails more than a thousand sep-
arate steps, consisting of 564 machining operations,
124 hand operations and 322 visual and gauge in-
spections, culminating in Colt’s expert target test.
Every part of each Colt Revolver and Automatic Colt’s Service Department will
Pistol is forged from selected, flawless steels of help solve shooting problems;

superior tensile strength, machined to micrometer ~ Suggest the Arm best suited to
your needs; assistyou in forming

exactness; finished, fitted and assembled by hand. or joining a Revolver Club.
The Colt Positive Lock embodied in Colt Re- Colt’s new Catalog No. 28 is the
volvers makes accidental discharge impossible. most complete Fire Arms Man-

It is upon these exclusive Colt features that  ualeverissued. Writeforit.

nations,.institutions and households place implicit
trust.

COLT’S PATENT FIRE ARMS MFG. CO.

SMALL ARMS DIVISION
HARTFORD, CONN., U. S. A.

PJiil. B. Bekeart Co., Pacific Coast Representative, 717 Market Street, San Francisco, Calife

J~the Arm of Law Order

Kindly mention Adventure in writing: to ;nlvertisers or visiting your dealer.



Vi ADVENTURE

FOUNDED 1899

EARN
$60 to
$200 a
Week!

Getin the field that offers you BIG PAY —Bean
Electrical Expert. Coyne is nota correspondence
school. Everything practical. No books or use-
less theory. You do actual work on huge outlay
of electrical equipment. You don't need educa-
tion or experience. Earn while you learn. Free
Courses in Radio, Aviation Electricity and Auto
Electricity right now. Also special offer.

WRITE FOR FREE BOOK and details of special offer
and Life Scholarship. Mail coupon.

COYN Electrical School

H.C. Lewis,Pres. Founded 1899
$00 S. Paulina St. Dept. 79-03  Chicago, 111

H.C. LEWIS, Pres. mommon |
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, Dept. 79-03

500 S. Paulina Street, Chicago, Il
Please send me FREE your big catalog and your special *
offer of free railroad fare.

SPRINGFIELD RIFLE, Model 1903

$19.50

Assembled and Refinished

8?4 pounds, 43 inches long, 24 inch barrel. Offered
without bayonet, $19.50. Packing charge 50c extra.
Hall cartridges ?3.50 per 100. New catalog, illustrated,
380 pages of Army-| a5\9/ equipment, pistols, guns,
uniforms, saddles, for 50 cents.

Special new circular for 2c stamp. Established 1815
Francis Bannerman Sons, 501 B'way, N.Y. City

You too can make

Writing ,a
Dividends

HE investment | made seVeralyears ago in the Palmer

T Course ispaying me hig dividends™. .. ewrites Miss Zora

A . LoVcland, in reporting the sale of another shortstory. Al-

ready she has had stories accepted by Red Book, American, Na-
tional Geographic, Photoplay and other magazines.

She is hut one of hundreds who arc daily making their writing talent pay
dividends with the help of Palmer training. The Palmer Institute can de-
velop that talent of yours until you too can write the kind of stories that
tug at heartstrings... thatgrip the imagination... thateditors buy!

Palmer Courses are endorsed by many famous authors—among them
Gertrude Atherton, Ruth Comfort Mitchell, Katharine Newlin Burt, Jim
Tully, Frederick Stuart Greene. Send the coupon for full information.

V,almYr Tn%titute"5 fT u'THORSH fP
CLAYTON HAMILTON . . . PRESIDENT
Dept. 127-Y, Palmer Building, Hollywood, California

I am interestedin:

O Short Story Writing Name
O English and
Self-Expression Address

O Photoplay Writing
O Writers'Criticism Service

sill correspondence strictly confidential.
No salesman will call.

You will enjoy luxurious comfort at
Tin; Drake, food unexcelled anywhere,
and this unusual added advantage'.
you will he out of the noise and con-
fusion of down-town Chicago, yet within
easy walking distance of its shops and
theatres. Rates as low as five dollars a
day single room with bath, six double.
Special discounts for extended stays.
Write for Illustrated booklet. Edition 20.

Under the Blackstone management
known the world over

Tr U D A F E

HOTEL Chicago

ILES

u need not suffer the
ily handicap of itching,
leeding piles! You can
ave quick, and often
ermanent relief by the
se of UNGUENTINE

RECTAL CONES.

m Don’'t suffer another

m day. All druggists—
1 75fth Write for FREE
.mtrial. Also use

\ NOROL-AGAR for
[mstubborn cases
| m needing a laxative.
1 m Sosafe and gentle
I 1 a lubricant doc-
| m tors prescribe it
m 1 even for chil-
m 1 dren. The Nor-
H 1 wichPharmacal
mCo.,Dept. AE-II |

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertiskrsl oNafigviohy MouY .gealer.

e TTMTTTTTEtTTTTFTTTMTTTTTTTTT

|l RUBY M. AYRES
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Every Saturday... in every stadium...
SORE THROAT!

Gargle with Listerine
when you get home...

HERE, as any doctor will tell you, is a
bit of sound wisdom for those who
attend late season football games.

Before going, and after returning from
them gargle with full strength Listerine.
This pleasant little precaution may spare
\on a nasty siege with a cold or sore throat
or their more dangerous complications.

Medical records show that after football
games, there is marked increase in the
number of eases of colds . . . sore throat

. influenza and bronchitis.

They are caused by germs in the mouth
which get the upper band when body re-

KILLS 200,000,000

GERMS IN

sistance is lowered by over exposure, change
of temperature, emotional disturbances, all
of which are coihcidental with seeing a
football game.

Listerine checks them effectively because,
used full strength, it is powerful against
germs—Kkills them by the million.

Even such stubborn organisms as the
Staphvlococcus Aureus (pus) and Bacillus
Typhosys (typhoid) in counts ranging to
200,000.000 are killed by it in 15 seconds,
repeated laboratory tests show. Yet Lis-
terine is so safe that it may be used full
strength in any body cavity.

Use Listerine systematically during win-
ter weather. It is a pleasant habit, a cleanly
habit, and one that may lengthen your
life. Lambert Pharmacal Company, St
Louis, Mo., 1J. S. A.

15 SECONDS

Kindly mention Adventure in writing,’ to advertisers or visiting your de.Jcr.
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Americas answer to
humanity's challenge



ADVENTURE IX

Stop
Coughing!

Rexall White Pine and
Tar relieves tight con-
gestionquickly.Soothes
and clears the throat;
brings you blessed re-
lieffrom that stubborn,
hacking cough. Sold
only at Rexall Stores.
Save with safety at your

There is one near you. You will recognize it
by this sign. Liggett's are also Rexall Stores.

SHOWING
TAYLOR HATS

If you are looking for an easy way to earn
I>I? money, be my partner. Show my Wool
Felt, and "Belgian “Fur Felt Hats to friends
and take their orders. Six latest colors:.
Smartest styles. You save them $2.on to

-nft and can make $12 daily for yourself.

WEAR SAMPLE HAT
A new startling plan for men with or without experience. | supply
everything and give you special sample hat offer. Rush your name
and ~ address for complete outfit. end no money. It's FREE!
I'U also stnd tinr line Haiti-Proof. Madc-to-Mcasure Caps in latest

stylos. 1 IV. Taylor, Pros.
TAYLOR HAT & CAP MEFRS.
DESK S-7§, CINCINNATI, O.

Free catalog shown actual machines
in full colors. Get our direct-to-you easy’

ayment plan and 10 free trial offer. i
Rmyazing ealues—send at)tl)nce. 231 W M Tr:'
- - . onroe -
International Typewriter Exch., Dept, n-n  Chicago

Writers of Song Poems

(or melodies)
Send for my bona fide Proposition

Ray Hihbeler, D36, 2104 N. Keystone Ave., Chicago

“The Boss Didn’'t Even
Know My Name”

“He said my face was more or less familiar and
he remembered seeing me around, but he didn't
even know my name until the I. C. S. wrote hint
that George Jackson had enrolled for a course
of home study and was doing fine work.

“‘Who's George Jackson?' he asked. Then
he looked me up. Told me he was glad to see
I was ambitious. Said he'd keep his eye on me.

“He did too. Gave me my chance when Frank
Jordan was sent out on the road. | was pro-
moted over older men who had been with the
firm for years.

“My spare-time studying helped me to get
that job and to keep it after | got it. It cer-
tainly was a lucky day for me when 1 signed
that 1. C. S. coupon.”

How much longer are you going to wait, before you take the step
that will bring you advancement and more money?

It takes only’a moment to mark and mail this coupon and send
it to the International Correspondence Schools at Scranton, but that
one simple little step may change your entire life. Isn't it better
to do this today than to wait a year or live years and then wish
you had?

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
Box 2020-F, Scranton, Penna.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book-
let. “Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about "the course
before which 1 have marked X in the list below:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

O Architect O Automobile Mechanic

O Architectural Draftsman O Aviation Engines

O Building Foreman OPlumber and Steam Fitter
O Concrete Builder O Plumbing_Inspector

O Contractor and Builder Foreman Plumber

O structural Draftsman Heating and Ventilation
O structural Engineer Sheet-Metal Worker

O Electrical Engineer Steam Engineer

O Electrical Contractor Marine Engineer

O Electric Wiring Refrigeration Engineer
O Electric Li htin? . R. R. Positions

O Heading Shop Blueprints Highway Engineer

O Telegraph Engineer Chemistry

O Telephone Work Pharmacy

O Mechanical Engineer OCoal Mining Engineer
O Mechanical Draftsman O Navigation ~ 00 Assayer

O iron and Steel Worker
OTextile Overseer or Supt.

O Cotton Manufacturing
“jWoolen Manufactur_lng .
~Agriculture D Fruit Growing

O Machine Shop Practice

O Toolmaker

O Patternmaker

Bglwl Engineer .
urveying ami Mapping

0O Bridge Engineer J Poultry Farming

O Gas Engine Operating O Mathematics O Radio

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES

O Business Management O Business Correspondence
O Industrial Management O Show Card ami Sign Lettering
O Personnel Management jStenography and Typing

O Traffic Management OEnglish *

O Accounting and OCivil Service

C. P. A" Coaching O Railway Mail Clerk

O Cost Accounting O Mail Carrier .

J Bookkeeping 1Grade School Subjects

O Secretarial Work O High School Subjects
OSpanish O French O Cartooning

] Salesmanship O lustrating
O Advertising O Lumber Dealer

AUIESS......ooe s s s
City SALe...ceiieiir

Occupation
If yon reside in Canada, send this
Correspondence Schools Canadian,

upon to the International
Limited, Montreal,

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



OES every hearty meal bring its
penalty of indigestion—with the
misery of gas and “overfulness”, acid

stomach and heartburn? It is un-
necessary.
Pepto-Bismol soothes the delicate,

membranes of the stomach and digestive
tract. Aromatic and pleasant to take,
gentle and mild in action, physicians
recommend it for children and in-
fants, too.

At your druggist's—50* in the dis-
tinctive triangle bottle. The Norwich
Pharmacal Co., Norwich, New York.

For 25 years prescribed
@ W fijatv Ilbydoctors for common
forms of gastric distress

One Gent a Day
Brings $100 a Month

Over 135,000 Persons Have Taken Advantage of Liberal
Insurance Offer- Policy Sent Free for Inspection.

Kansas City, Mo.—Accident insurance at a cost of
one cent a day is being featured in a policy issued by
the National Protective Insurance Association.

The benefits are $100 a month for 12 months— $1,000
to $1,500 at death. The premium is onl% $3.05 a year
or exactly one cent a day. Over 135,000 paid policies
of this type are already in force. Men. women and
children ‘ton years of ago or over, are eligible. No
medical examination is required. This may bo carried
in addition to insurance in any other company.

SEND NO MONEY

To secure 10 da&ls' free inspection of policy, send
no money, just send Name. Age. Address. Heneticiary's
Name and 'Relationship to National Protective Insur-
ance Association. 14S9 Scarritt Hldg., Kansas City. Mo.
After reading the policy you may either return it
without obligation or send $3.65 to put policy in force
for a whole year— 365 days.

ADVENTURE

161 Sixth Ave., New York, N. Y., Dept. A-11

I'm willing that you show me how I can cash
in on the popularity of Delineator and the
other Buttcrick magazines, and gain finan-
cial independence as Mrs. Ellsworth and
Jesse Lewin have done.

Name

Address

City State

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



CINCINNATI'S FINEST

Located in the heart of the business,

theatre and shopping sections, you will
find the Hotel Sinton an ideal stopping
place

RATES
$2.50
and UP

Hid Sron

CIN CIN NATI
John L. Horgan - - Managing Director

Mediterranean

“The Luxury Ships"

M V. SATURNIA
M V. VULCANIA

Sail Regularly to
CANNES-NAPLES-TRIESTE

also PRESIDENTE WILSON

From Italy the Fleet of

LLOYD TRIESTINO
Offers a Splendid Service to
NEAR EAST
FAR EAST
EGYPT

QOBUICH LUINEvesmsmucene

ADVENTURE

WHOOPEE

xi

on\Wheels/

HOOPEE that’s health'

ful motorcycling,

sport of a thousand thrills!

Whirling wheels on a wind-

ing road — motor that purrs

when it's working hard, and
whispers at racing speed!

Ride away on a “45” Twin,
1930 model, and revel in mo-
torcycling at its best. On long
tour or short ride, you'll en-
joy every mile—and the miles
will cost you almost nothing.

Your dealer wants to show
you the 1930 models. See him

today—ask about his Pay-As-
You'Ride Plan.

Mail the Coupon for lit-
erature showing our Sin-
glesandTwinsfor 1930.

Harley-D avidson
| Motovy”~cLes

Hadey-Davidson Motor Co.,

Addres:

Interested in your motorcycles.

Dept. M. (», Milwaukee, Wi>

Send literature.

My age is Q

n

31 years and up. Check your age group.

12'15 years Q

16'19 years O 20-30 yeal

rs

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

"Daddy’s gone a-hunting

His desk is clear. His office-door
is locked. The evening paper lies
heaped beside his chair. The detective
story has slipped to the floor beside
his bed, two chapters before the end!

The gate of dreams has opened—
and another hunter has joined the
happy throng.

How quickly and silently they
make that journey to dreamland —

those smiling men and women, boys
and girls, who end their busy day
with a soothing lvor)' bath!

But once there was a man who
took his midnight bath with a cake
o f sinker soap. And all night long in
his dreams he dived and dived. At
dawn he woke, gasping for breath
and weary with the struggle.

lvory floats!

. .. kind to everything it touches «99A&m % Pure "It floats”

1929, P. &G.Co.

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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Hashknife and Sleepy return to try

L uck of
M iguel

A Novelette of the
Arizona Range

By w. G

T WAS the last day of the fall
roundup, and the sun was only an
hour high above the Oregon hills.
Cowboys were unsaddling at the

corral, laughing, joking, looking forward
to the evening in town, when with
pockets full of money they might woo the
goddess of the green cloth and drink
enough to cut the alkali from their dry
throats.

Over in front of the bunkhouse squatted
Dell Stewart, foreman and part owner of
the Double Circle, a huge bundle of cur-
rency in his gnarled hands, ready to pay
off the boys in cash. Dell smiled a trifle
wistfully as he looked at the money. He
knew where it would go. Those wild
riding punchers wou™d not keep it long.

Dell thought they should, because
winter was coming on; but he knew they
would not. They would spend it on wine,
women and cards, caring little for to-
morrow. Now they were heading toward
him, and he began paying them off. It
was a simple operation. No payroll, no
signatures. 'Each man accepted his
wages, bobbed his head in acknowledg-

TUTTLE

ment, grinned and headed for the bunk-
house.

= The last man from the corral was Blue
Snow. In garb he was little different
from the rest of the punchers, except
that he wore leather batwing chaps, in-
stead of the woolskins. Perhaps his hat
was a bit higher in the crown, his boots
shorter.

In height he was about five feet eleven
inches, rather slender, narrow waisted,
but with good shoulders. He stopped
between the corral and the foreman, re-
moved his hat and wiped his forehead
with his sleeve, disclosing a well shaped
head and a mop of curling brown hair,
badly in need of trimming. His eyes were
a frosty blue, his nose well shaped; thin
lips and a stubborn chin. He was only
twenty-four, but looked older.

A string of wild geese were honking
high overhead, and he stopped to watch
their flight southward. Finally he came
on, dangling his big Stetson in his right
hand.

“Geese startin’ early,” he remarked.
“Looks like an early winter, Dell.”



“Pretty good sign, Blue,”’ replied the
foreman, as he handed the cowboy a
number of bills and a letter.

“Got it in town this afternoon,”
said, indicating the envelope.

Blue stuffed the money in his pocket
and opened the letter. For several
moments after reading it he stared rather
blankly, a queer, tight expression at the
corners of his mouth.

“A letter from the Old Man,” he said
slowly.

“Your father?”

“Yeah. Read it.”

The foreman took the

he

letter, noted

S

that it was from Sunset, Arizona. The

letter read:

Come home, son. Seymour showed me your
letter. 1 hope you get this one, because | need
you down here. They've about busted me.
Come home.—tour dad.

The foreman handed the letter back,
but stopped to glance at the address.

“Your name’s Blucher, eh? That's
why they call you Blue?”

“That's the reason, Dell.”

“Goin’ home?”

Blue sat down on the steps, rested his
elbows on his knees, as he idly shaped and
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reshaped his big hat.
yelled at him:

“Hurry up, Blue.
pretty quick.”

But Blue did not answer him.
turned to the foreman.

“1 reckon I will,” thoughtfully. “lain’t
heard from the Old Man for six years.
Couldn’t hear, 'cause | never wrote, and
he didn't know where | was. About a
month ago | got to thinkin' about him;
so | wrote to the banker in Sunset, askin’
him how the Old Man was gettin’ along.

“This is the answer—askin’ me to
come home. You know', Dell—” Blue
took a deep breath— “l never expected
the Old Man to ask me home. Me and
him had a quarrel six years ago. | was
eighteen—knowed it all. There was a
girl—daughter of a man dad didn't like.

“Lookin’ back, | can see a stringy sort
of a kid, with a stub nose and red hair—
lotta red hair. She was sixteen. | dunno
what | was thinkin’ about, when | went
and asked her dad to let me marry her.
| didn’t drink at that time; so | reckon
I was plain loco.

“Well—” Blue grinned shyly—“he
kicked me off the porch, and I lit on my
head in a rose bush. When | got out of
there, her dad was gone back in the house,
but the girl was on the porch. She asked
me if | was hurt. | was all scratched up
and | hit my head on a rock, but the hurt
wasn't in scratches and bumps. She said
to me:

“ ‘I don’t think pa likes you—but I do.
Let’s run away and get married.’

“Well, that looked like the only thing
to do. | went back home, and dad
cornered me. He wanted to know about
the scratches and bumps; so | told him
how | got 'em, and | also told him we
were goin’ to elope.

“Then he sat me down in a chair and
told me plenty—and | told him plenty.
I told him he was a damned old fool,
Dell, He got kinda white and walked
away from me. That night | packed my
warbag, saddled my own cayuse and
pulled out. Oh, I've been plenty sorry
over what I called him. Many and many

One of the punchers
We’'re pullin® out

He

a time I've wished t' God | hadn’t said
that.

“He’d kill a man for sayin’ that to him.
If it hurt him, it hurt me jist as much—
mebbe more. | worked my way up to
Portland and got me a job in a wholesale
house, where | stuck for a year. But you
can’'t make a stock clerk out of a puncher.
I went over to eastern Montana and
Dakota, worked back into southern
Idaho, always punchin’ cows. Went down
in Colorado for a spell, but finally came up
here. Every cent | own is what you jist
gave me; but it's enough for me to get
home on. 1'd like to stay and work foryou,
Dell, but I realize that your regular hands
are plenty to handle the work for the
winter.”

“That's right,” admitted Dell. “I
like you. Blue. You're a top hand and
you won't have no trouble landin’ plenty
jobs. But if I didn't have a darn man,
and you was askin’ for a job, 1I'd—well,
I'd rather see you pull out for Arizona.
You're the only son?”

“Yeah. Mother died when 1 was
twelve. There’s jist the Old Man and
me.”

“You ought to be together,
When are you pullin’ out?”

“Right now.”

“Sandy is goin’ in with the buckboard
pretty quick.”

“Fine. I'll bale up my saddle and
throw it in the back.” n

“And wake up in the mornin’ broke?”
asked the foreman.

Blue shook his head quickly.

“There’s a train to the Coast at eight
o’clock—and I'll be on it.”

The foreman held out his hand and
they shook solemnly, gripping tightly.’

“Good luck to you, Blue Snow.”

“Same to you, Dell Stewart—all th’
time.”

“There’s one of them big seamless sacks

Blue.

under my bunk, and there’s a sack
needle stickin’ in the wall near the
winder.”

“Thank you, Dell.”

“Write?”

“Shore.”

i
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“Huh! Mebbe so. I'll have heart
disease, if you do.”

“1'll kill you inside six months.”

“So long, pardner.”

“Hasta luego, compadre.”

It was a simple leave-taking. Dell
went back to the ranch-house, while
Blue found the sack, baled his saddle
inside it, and threw the bale into the
back of the buckboard which Sandy
MeKeown was taking to town. The
other cowboys pulled out ahead of them,
whooping their way to town, six miles
away.

“Leavin’ the country?” asked Sandy,
eyeing the baled saddle.

“On the eight o’clock train for the
Coast.”

“Uh-huh,” dubiously. “l’'ve started
six times m’self, Snow—and | ain’t never
got as far as the depot yet. Alius wanted
t’ go back to lowa. Bom there.”

“Been back since you was born?”

“Left there when | was six, and I'm
fifty. Gawd, ain’'t it funny how the call
of home comes to you at times? Git in.
You won't git past the first saloon, but I
admire your resolutions.”

But Blue Snow fooled them. He went
straight to the depot, bought a ticket
through to San Francisco, and sat in the
little depot until the eight o’clock train
came along. He did not even tell the
boys goodby— he did not dare. It was the
first time in six years that he had not
led the hilarity of pay night.

Blue Snow was drifting home.

i IT WAS several days later, and
| Jerry Falconer was also heading
J home; coming back from a trip
« to Phoenix, where she had been

her the most beautiful girl in San Miguel
Valley, by long odds.

Jerry was twenty-two, rode like a cow-
puncher, swore like one, when the occasion
demanded it, and did not admire her own
reflection in a mirror. In other words,
Jerry was not vain, detested adulation
and wished she had been born a boy.

Her father objected to her going alone
to Phoenix, but she went. The town of
Sunset City did not cater to prospective
brides. William Falconer, owner of
almost everything worth while in San
Miguel Valley, swore by all the Arizona
gods that no daughter of his could ever
make a trip alone to Phoenix to buy
wedding clothes. It is presumed that all
the gods of Arizona threw him dowm in
favor of Jerry. Now she was on her way
back, bringing a trunkful of clothes.

It had been a wonderful experience for
the girl, except that once in awhile she
would think calmly about the coming
wedding. And when she did think of it,
her eyes clouded a little and she wondered.
She had known Ed Reed three years, two
of which he had been foreman of her
father’s Double Diamond outfit. And
for three years he had made love to her.

Reed was thirty, a big, handsome man
in a swarthy way, and capable. Jerry was
forced to admit that Reed was capable,
that'he was good looking. There were
other good looking men in the valley, but
none dared cut in, as they said, on Ed
Reed. Perhaps Jerry did not realize
this. She was not egotistical. Perhaps
the lack of suitors had given her rather an
inferiority complex. Ed Reed or nothing
—and Jerry did not want to be an old
maid.

She arrived at the town of San Miguel

to purchase her trousseau. Jerry hadl&gein the evening, without sending word

properly christened Geraldine, but no one
in Sunset City, except the minister, ever
called her Miss Geraldine.

Jerry was rather tall, slender, with a
wealth of copper-red hair. Her eyes were
as blue as the Arizona skies; a straight
nose, tilted a little, and a laughing
mouth that almost drove the cowboys to
distraction. A vote would have proved

to her father at Sunset City, which was
eighteen miles away on a stage line. She
would take the Sunset stage the next
morning and have her father send in a
conveyance to Sunset City after her
arrival there.

She stayed all night at the San Miguel
hotel, and was at the stage station at
nine o’'clock, where old Chub Needham
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was loading the old fashioned vehicle.
Chub had known Jerry since she was a
little girl. Chub was sixty, bow legged,
bald headed, with a long nose and little
gimlet eyes above an enormous gray
mustache.

The wind was blowing a gale and the
old man’s eyes were so full of sand that
he rubbed them tearfully before recog-
nizing her.

“Dag-gone!” he grunted. “Hello,
Jerry. Got back safe, eh? Purty hat you
got on. Gawd, every time | look at you,
I cuss m’ age. Goin' up with me?
Yea-a-ah? Windy, eh? That was your
trunk 1 jist packed on, w&sn't it? Uh-huh.
Wind’s goin’ to be hell up along them
Rattlesnake grades. 01’ dust is pretty
deep, and this wind will shore fog plenty.
As much as I'd like to have you ridin’
with me, | s’pect you better ride inside
this trip.”

Jerry nodded, realizing the wisdom of
Chub’s prophecy regarding the dust and
sand along the grades. A man came
from the office and handed Chub a
sawed-off Winchester shotgun, which
Chub proceeded to load, while the man
talked to him in low tones. The old
driver nodded and tossed the gun up on
the high seat, before opening the door for
Jerry.

“1f the wind dies down, I'll ask you up
on the seat,” he told her.

“Thanks, Chub.”

“Got a lotta sense,” mused the old
man to himself, as he climbed up on the
seat, kicked off the brake and spoke
sharply to his four horses. “Lotta damn’
women would insist on settin’ here out-
side. Jerry’sgot plenty o’ sense, y'betcha.
Almost as much sense as a man.”

It was none too comfortable inside the
old stage. Dust filtered through the
creaking doors, and the old springs were
worse than none on the rough road. The
windows were too dirty for Jerry to see
through, but she did not mind that.

They struck the grades and began
climbing. It was really a one-way road,
with an occasional turn-out here and
there. Off to the right was Rattlesnake

Canon, and at times there was a per-
pendicular drop from the narrow grade to
the bottom, hundreds of feet below.

The Hairpin turn was the bad one,
circling one arm of the canon. Rounding
a cliff, the road doubled back for nearly a
half mile, made a sharp turn to the left
and ran back, paralleling itself for about
half a mile, where it again turned to the
right. From the cliffs, where it made the
right hand turn, across to the point where
it again turned to the right, it was not
over four hundred yards on an air line.
In other words, the road made a loop of
over a mile to progress four hundred
yards.

/ ™\  WHILE the stage was yet a
i ajjl/Vv quarter of a mile from the cliff
turn, a man climbed off the
road on the upper side,
crouched down in the rocks and re-
mained there until the stage had gone past
and disappeared. Then he climbed down
again and continued walking up the hill.
It was Blue Snow, a bit disheveled,
badly in need of a shave, limping a little
in his high heeled boots. Blue had
arrived early that morning on a freight
train—broke. He had underestimated
the amount of money necessary to bring
him home from the North, and a poker
game in Frisco town had reduced him to
the necessity of beating his way for the
last few divisions.

But Blue did not mind that part of it.
He was still too proud to ask any favors.
He had been away from the valley for
six years, and it was against his nature
to let any one know he had come back
broke. He did not know that Chub
Needham was still driving the Sunset
stage, until he saw that familiar face.
He was almost at the point of yelling to
Chub to give him a ride, but thought
better of it. No use advertising the fact
that he had started walking.

Blue was in no hurry. It was eighteen
miles to Sunset City, and three miles
more to his father’s Bar S Bar ranch.
He would circle Sunset City.

“I'll have a fine pair of feet by the
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time | get home,” he decided painfully,
as he reached the cliff turn and stopped
in the shade.

He could see the dust from the stage
across the canon. In fact, the stage had
left a dust screen behind it all the way
around the Hairpin, Blue sat down on a
rock and rolled a smoke. Tobacco was
running low, so he made a skimpy
cigaret. The wind was still blowing, but
he was out of the dust. He could not see
the stage; he decided it had made the turn
over there. Off came his boots, and he
sighed with relief as he removed his socks.

“Ain’t been barefoot for years.” He
grinned to himself. “Mebbe I'll bust a
few toes, but anything is better than
blisters on your heel.”

He leaned back, smoking thoughtfully,
working his toes in the cooling breeze.
Suddenly he sat up straight. From far
across the canon came the echoing report
of a shot. Blue squinted thoughtfully.
No hunting around there. Farther back
in the hills, perhaps—

Then came two more reports, their
echoes blending, banging back and forth
from the sides of the canon.

“That's danged queer,” muttered Blue.
Nothing to be seen, except some buzzards
circling high over the canon. “Nobody
on the stage, except old Chub. What
would he be shootin’ at, | wonder?”

Blue got to his feet and tucked his boots
under his arm. He had only taken a few
steps, when two more shots echoed across
the gorge.

“Sounds like Fourth of July,” he told
himself. “Mebbe some of the natives
got their calendar mixed up a little.
Anyway, | don’'t suppose it means much.
Mebbe old Chub met a bear on the road
and it wouldn’t give him the right-of-
way.”

But it was not a bear that met the
Sunset stage that morning. As old Chub
swung his four horses around the curve
at the finish of the Hairpin, a masked
man was on the edge of the grade,
covering the driver with a six-shooter.
With a grunted oath the old man threw
on the brake, swung back hard on the

lines, stopping the team short, caught
the tight lines between his knees and
lifted his hands.

“Git down,” ordered the masked man
hoarsely.

Old Chub dismounted slowly, wonder-
ing if it was worth while for him to resist.
He was debating the advisibility of this,
when the man stepped over and took
Chub’s revolver from his holster.

“Open the door,” growled the man,
and Chub obeyed.

Jerry, knowing nothing of what had
taken place, and thinking that Chub was
inviting her to ride outside with him,
stepped out of the doorway and down on
the step. Seeing the masked man she
stopped short and took a deep breath.

“Git down,” said the man harshly.

“You better, Jerry,” advised Chub a
little shakily, and Jerry obeyed.

The man seemed to study her closely
through the eye holes of his mask. She
was evidently a problem he had not taken
into consideration. Finally he said—

“Turn around and walk back the way
you came, miss.”

Jerry glanced back along the grade.

“You mean |—"

“That's right—walk. Jist keep on
walkin’.”

“You better, Jerry,” said old Chub
softly.

Jerry shut her lips tightly and looked
at the masked man, who swung the
muzzle of his gun to cover her.

“Git goin’,” he said roughly.
safe thing for you to do.”

And Jerry obeyed. A few yards took
her out of sight, but she kept going. It
was possibly five minutes later that the
first shot was fired, and Jerry stopped,
turned around and went back. A foolish
thing to do, perhaps. Then came the two
shots, and she stopped. Her eyes were
full of dust, and she was wearing pumps
which were already full of sand.

She sat down on a rock beside the road
and emptied the pumps, after which she
wiped the dust out of her eyes. Then
came the second shots. Jerry did not
know how many shots had been fired;

“It's the
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the echoes confused her. There might
have been a dozen shots, as far as she was
able to determine, because the echoes
seemed to come from every direction.

She sat there for quite awhile, but
finally decided there was no sense in her
walking back toward San Miguel; so she
headed in the direction of Sunset City.
The stage was not where she had left it;
but farther around the turn, on a straight
piece of grade, she found it.

The stage had been left, blocking the
road, with the horses headed into the
rocky wall at one of the few turn-outs.

Slumped sidewise on the seat, his head
and one arm flung over the side, was old
Chub Needham, his sightless eyes staring
down at the dusty road, a round blue hole
through his left temple, his face smeared
with blood. The old driver of the Sunset
stage had taken his last ride.

Jerry spoke to him, but she knew he
would never answer. She did not know
what to do, standing there on the edge of
the narrow grade, her clothes' whipping
in the wind. The four horses seemed con-
tented, the lines wrapped around the
brake. Jerry went around to look at
them from the right hand side. Her in-
tention was to drive the stage to Sunset
City. She had never driven four horses,
but she felt capable of doing it.

But the dead driver was sprawled on
the seat, one foot over the side. She was
afraid to touch him for fear he might
topple off, and she did not feel able to
take him off the seat and put him inside
the stage. Anyway, she remembered
that the sheriffand coroner should see him
first.

She was in the angle between the team
and the cliff when Blue Snow came into
sight. Jerry saw him as he came around
the curve. She did not recognize him, and
she was unable to say just why she did
what she did; but before he saw her, she
stepped inside the stage and softly closed
the door. The window on the left hand
side was nearly opaque with dirt, but she
saw and recognized him, as he came up
and stared at old Chub Needham. Blue
was still carrying his boots.

AFTER a long look at the dead

driver he sat down near the

edge of the grade and slowly

replaced his boots. Jerry
watched him through the dirty window.
Blue seemed at a loss what to do. He
scanned the road, the surrounding hills,
studied the depths of the caiion and
finally rolled another cigaret. He seemed
to take it for granted that the inside of the
stage was empty.

Jerry Falconer was the “stringy sort
of a kid, with a stub nose and red
hair” that Blue had told Dell Stewart
about in the Northwest. She had told
Blue she would wait for him until the
end of time, and here she was with her
wedding clothes, getting ready to marry
another man within a week.

“Why didn't you write to me?” she
whispered, her nose against the pane.

Blue spat reflectively, hitched up his
overalls and climbed up over the right
front wheel. Jerry could tell by the
jerking of the stage that Blue was doing
something with the body, and she was
afraid he might intend putting it inside
the stage.

But Blue had no intentions of that
kind. He swung the body around on the
seat, found a length of rope, which he
looped around the body and tied to the
back of the seat. Then he carefully
swung the team away from the wall,
kicked off the brake and headed for Sun-
set City.

Fifty feet farther along the grade the
leaders shied to the left, and Blue jammed
on the brake. It was the mouth of A&
little side canon, cutting back from the
grade. It was almost overhung by a
giant manzanita bush, to a limb of which
had been tied a sorrel horse, saddled and
bridled.

And lying at the base of the manzanita,
one booted foot almost in the wagon rut,
was the body of a man, face down, arms
outstretched, the right hand half clutch-"’
ing at a heavy Colt revolver.

Swinging the leaders farther in against
the wall. Blue set the brake solidly,
fastened the lines and climbed down, his
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heart pounding wildly. Even with the
man’s face obscured, Blue knew who it
was. The man’s hat was off, and there
was a huge mop of gray hair, which Blue
remembered so well.

He leaned against the wheel, sick at
heart. Finally, with a choking sob, he
went ahead and knelt beside the body,
turning it over tenderly. He had not been
mistaken—it was his father. Blue got to
his feet, staggering a little. He did not
hear Jerry Falconer leave the stage, did
not know she was within miles, until she
said—

“Blue, what happened?”

He turned and looked at her, but she
was staring at the body. There was no
greeting of any kind. It was as though
+hey had never been apart.

“That's dad,” he said chokingly.

“Yes, | know,” she replied. “What
happened?”

.“The horses shied,” he said, “and | saw
him there.”

“He—he's dead, Blue?”
,“Yes. He's been shot.”

Blue rubbed his eyes and stepped over
by the rocky wall, looking at his father,
his. lips twisted strangely. The sorrel
horse moved nervously, jerking back on

the tie-rope. Finally Blue turned to
Jerry.

“0Old Chub is dead,” he told her.

“1 know.”

He looked closely at her for several
moments, at the stage, back to her.

“Where did you come from, Jerry?”

“1 was on the stage all the way from
San Miguel. The holdup man made me
get out and walk back. Where did you
come fr«m?”

“l—1 was walkin’ home, from San
Miguel. Jist got back, you see.”

“Did we pass you on the road?”

“1 hid, when the stage came along.”

“Oh.”

“You've changed, Jerry.”

“But you recognized me.”

He nodded slowly.

“l guess | would—any time. Well,”
he continued, turning back to the body,
“1 guess there’s nothin’ to do, except take

him back. the
door—"

Picking up the body of his father, he
carried it over and placed it inside the
stage. He took the gun and dropped it
beside the body. OIld Chub was a more
difficult proposition, but he managed to
lower him to the ground, then place the
bod}- inside the stage.

For several moments he leaned against
the wheel, his face buried in his arms,
breathing heavily. Then he helped Jerry
to the seat, climbed up beside her,
gathered up the reins and drove slowly
along the narrow grade.

“I'm glad you~came back,” said Jerry
simply.

"I'm glad | did,” he replied.
said he needed me.”

“1 saw him about two months ago and
he said he had never heard a word from
you, Blue.”

“He hadn’'t—at that time. | came as
soon as | heard from him. [I've been all
over the Northwest country, Jerry. Never
stayed long in one place. Do you re-
member a song old Graveyard Jones used
to sing about ‘a rambling wreck of
poverty and a son-of-a-gun to boot’?
That's me. Broke flat. | came to San
Miguel on the deck of a box car, without
enough money to pay my stage fare to
Sunset City. Walked and dodged—
dodged so folks wouldn’t know' I was too
danged poor to ride. It's funny I'm
tellin’ you this. You see, | never in-
tended tellin’ it to anybody, except dad.
You don’t look like my old Jerry. |I've
thought of you a lot, but it wasn’'t about a
beautiful young lady. No, sir, it was
about a lean lookin’, red headed kid. |
can see you yet, Jerry; the day your dad
booted me off into the briars. Remember
it? | said I'd come back some day and
get you. But you can discount all that—
now. | couldn’t even take myself away,
unless | walked.”

If you’'ll open stage

“Dad

“1 remember it,” said Jerry. “We had
wonderful ideas, Blue.”
“Kids do,” sighed Blue. *“I reckon

your dad did the right thing.”
Blue's voice was strained, unnatural,
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but he wanted to talk; wanted to forget
as much as possible. Later on he would
be able to think calmly, but not now.
Suddenly he remembered he had left the
horse tied to the manzanita bush, but it
was too late to go back. He would ask
some one to go after it.

“Things haven’'t changed much around
here since you left,” said Jerry.

“You’'ve changed.”

“1 don’t feel any different.”

And then they struck the downgrade to
Sunset City, where it required consider-
able concentration on the part of the
driver to swing the four horses around
the narrow turns and keep the rear end
of the stage from parting company with
the team.

SUNSET CITY had been in

existence about thirty years,

and as some cowboy wag had

said, “The only paint they ever
had in the town was when a war party of
Apaches came in and swiped the post-
master’s hair.”

There was one main street, bordered
closely by false-front buildings, which in
turn were bordered with wooden side-
walks, undulating to conform with the
doorways of the buildings, none of which
were on the same level.

The total vote of Sunset City was less
than two hundred, but it was the county
seat and of great importance in San
Miguel Valley. William Falconer was
the big man of the valley, financially
and politically, somewhat of an egotist,
hard headed and inclined to domineer.

He owned the Double Diamond cattle
outfit and was a director of the Sunset
City Cattlemen’s Bank. Falconer made
an effort to control the politics of the
valley and probably did to some extent.
He boasted openly of his own honesty and
was somewhat flattered when anyone re-
ferred to him as “Honest Bill” Falconer.

But, big as he was in his own estimation,
he hated two men—Jim Snow, father of
Blue Snow, and Jeff Blondell. The
trouble with Jim Snow dated back to the
tirtie when Snow swore out a warrant for

the arrest of Falconer, charging that the
Double Diamond had stolen three horses
from him, alleging that the brands had
been altered. Reed swore they were part
of a shipment received from Texas. Snow
swore to shape, color and markings, and
said that the brand had been altered
so as to be unreadable; but the judge
declared the evidence insufficient for a
conviction.

Freed by the court of any and all blame
in the matter, Falconer still hated Jim
Snow for even hinting that the Double
Diamond would do such a thing.

His hate against Jeff Blondell was of a
different nature. No one knew much
about Blondell. He drifted into Sunset
City on a horse about a year previous to
the homecoming of Blue Snow. Blondell
was of medium height, swarthy of skin,
with a broken nose, a cruel mouth and
habitually bloodshot eyes. He was
typically a tough cowpuncher, a mighty
drinker and an inveterate gambler.

Sunset City looked upon him with a
certain suspicion at first. He put up at
the livery stable, apparently too short of
cash to afford a hotel room. He did not
get a job, but graduated from the stable
to the hotel, wore better clothes and
seemed to acquire a little money. He
was not a good poker player, but a con-
sistent one, and drank steadily, paying in
cash. Gradually he became one of the
men about town.

But Blondell did not like William
Falconer. He heard Falconer reciting his
own virtues one day, after a few drinks,
and Blondell remarked openly that he
would not trust any man who bragged of
his honesty. Falconer was indignant, but
he did not awe the broken nosed gentle-
man from nowhere.

“Crooks speak for themselves,” said
Blondell recklessly. “Honest men let
their deeds do the speakin’.”

And these words, spoken in the
presence of possibly a dozen men, galled
the soul of William Falconer. He went
to Singer Sanderson, the sheriff, and
told him to keep an eye on Blondell.
Singer found out why, and was amused.



THE LUCK OF SAN MIGUEL 11

It did not take much to amuse Singer
Sanderson. Neither did it take much to
amuse Smoky Woods, Singer's deputy.
There was little reason to watch Blondell.
No crime had been committed.

In fact, it had been a long time since
the sheriff's office had done more than
tack up reward notices and serve notices
in civil suits. There had not been a
prisoner in the jail for over a year.

Old Graveyard Jones did not like
Falconer; neither did he like Blondell—
but he did like Jim Snow. Graveyard
was nearly seventy, looked sixty and
acted twenty—a tough, wiry old rascal,
who handled his own little outfit alone
and feared neither man nor devil.

“That there Blondell is a danged
parachute,” he declared.

“What's a parachute?” queried Singer
Sanderson.

“Don’'tcha know what a parachute is?
It’s a feller that lives off'n his feller men.”

“You mean a parasite,” corrected one
of the gamblers in the Sunset Saloon.

“1 mean a parachute,” snorted Grave-
yard. “A parasite isonly a small form of
the animile.”

It just happened this day that Grave-
yard Jones and Smoky Woods sat on the
sidewalk in front of the sheriff's office,
lying to each other, as usual. Graveyard
claimed to have been a member of the
Royal Northwest Mounted Police aj
some remote time, while Smoky claimed
the Texas Rangers as his alma mater.
Both of them lied, and they both knew it,
but it made for conversation.

“1 'member one mornin’,” said Grave-
yard reminiscently, “when the general
calls me into his office. This was in
Vancouver. He says to me—

“ ‘Graveyard, I'm askin’ you to do
somethin’ that | wouldn’t even do m’self,
but she's got to be done for the honor of
the force.’

“Well, 1 knowed it was somethin’ ter-
ribly particular, but | didn't quail.”

“You didn't what?” asked Smoky
gloomily.

“Quail.”

“Oh, quail. Didn’t you mean duck?”

“l said quail and | meant quail,
Smoky.”

“Go ahead.”

“Well, he says to me, "Graveyard—'"

“Jist a minute. Did they call you
Graveyard at that time?"

“Shore. He says, "Graveyard, there's
a dirty murderer hidin’ out on the bank
of Athabasca. Go git him or die in the
attempt.” Jist like that he said it.”

“And you died."

“l got m’ man, that's what | done.
| alius got m'" man. | borrowed me a

couple dogs and 1I—"

“Bird dogs?”

“Man hunters.”

“Oh, yea-a-ah. You mentioned quail,
so | thought— Go ahead. Graveyard.”

“ It was about nine o’clock in the morn-
in" when | started, and | was up at the
lake about sundown; so I—"

“ Athabasca Lake?”

“Shore. It was about sundown—"

“Let’'s make it some other lake. |
heard you tell this one before, and |
been lookin’ at a map of Canada. She's
pretty close to a thousand miles from
Vancouver to Athabasca Lake, on a air
line.”

“Smoky, | didn't travel no air line,”
said Graveyard sadly, “and as far as you
lookin’ up that lake on a map—how old
was that there map?”

“Not over a couple years,«<anyway.”

“There you are,” triumphantly. “Cou-
ple years, eh? You go find a map that's
about fifteen, twenty years old. That
there country changed a hell of a lot in
that len’th of time.”

“Oh, shore, | realize that. 1 'member
one time when | was down on the Pecos

River, trailin’ some Mexican hoss-
thieves—"
“Here comes the stage,” interrupted

Graveyard. “Mebbe it's a lucky thing
for them Mexican hossthieves.”

Smoky got up and yawned heavily.

“Did you get your man on Athabasca
Lake?”

“Nope,” grinned Graveyard. “1 caught
him next day at the upper end of Hud-
son’'s Bay.”
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THEY walked across the street,
as the stage drew up in front of
tfKTpostoffice.  Several others

~* had come up to meet it, but
no one seemed aware that old Chub was
not driving until the horses stopped and
Blue Snow climbed down among them.
Jerry remained on the seat.

Graveyard was the first to recognize
Blue.

“Hyah, kid?” he grunted.
you come from, anyway?”

“Hello, Graveyard,” softly; and then
to the crowd, “Where's the sheriff?”

“What's wrong?” asked Smoky, shov-
ing forward.

“Plenty. You're Smoky Woods, ain't

T mS

“Where did

you? I'm Blue Snow.”
“That's right,” said Smoky. “Blue
Snow. You've changedalot. Butwhat's

gone wrong?
the-”

Blue opened the door of the stage, and
the crowd surged forward to see the two
dead men inside. A cowboy ran across
the street to get the sheriff, who came
running over, questioning the cowboy.
The sheriff paid no attention to Blue
Snow until he discovered that one of the
dead men was old Chub. Some one told
him Blue Snow brought in the stage.

By that time a goodly portion of Sun-
set City was there, and among them was
Charles Sejhnour, the tall old banker.
Some one helped Jerry down, and she
went into the postoffice to escape the
crowd.

They took the bodies out and a doctor
examined them carefully. Blue had noth-
ing to say until the sheriff asked for an
explanation.

“Better talk at your office,” suggested
Blue, and the sheriff nodded.

“How much does Miss Falconer know?”
asked Smoky.

“Better bring her along,” replied Blue.

Smoky brought Jerry to the office, and
the sheriff shut the door against the crowd.
Blue detailed everything he knew, and
Jerrytold her partofit, which corroborated
what Blue had told them. Their story
was already told, when the doctor and the

How come you're drivin’

banker came over to the office. The doc-
tor was carrying a package in his hand.
Smoky let them in, and the doctor placed
the sealed package on the table.

“This package was inside the shirt of
Jim Snow,” he said. “I found it in mak-
ing my examination.”

The sheriff looked at it, examined the
unbroken seals and the address.

“This is yours, ain't it?” he asked the
banker, who nodded gravely.

“Unless I'm badly mistaken that pack-
age contains twenty thousand dollars
worth of negotiable bonds,” he said.

“You found that inside my father's
shirt?” asked Blue.

“Yes,” nodded the doctor.

The banker cleared his throat harshly.

“We found the receipt book in old
Chub’s pocket. There were two pack-
ages receipted for at San Miguel. The
other one contained ten thousand in
currency.”

“Jim Blue didn’t have it, eh?” queried
the sheriff.

The banker shook his head.

“Didja examine the strong box?”

“Hardly a strong box,” said the banker.
“It never was locked. In case of a hold-
up, they would take box and all. No,
it was empty.”

Smoky Woods turned from the window.

“Here comes Falconer,” he said.

“Let him in,” grunted the sheriff, and
in a moment William Falconer, the big
man of San Miguel Valley, came in.

He was a big man, physically, slightly
gray, hard featured, with greenish gray
eyes deeply set under heavy brows. He
nodded shortly to the men and turned to
Jerry.

“Why didn’'t you send word of your
arrival? A nice mixup, this seems to be.”

Jerry merely smiled at him, and he
grunted angrily. Turning around, he
looked' at Blue Snow quizzically.

“Came back, eh?”

“Yeah,” replied Blue softly.

“Uh-huh.” Turning back to the sheriff,
“Well, what's happened, outside of two
men dead?”

“Ten thousand dollars missin’, itseems.”
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“Missing, en? Bank money?”

“Bank money,” echoed the banker.
“We found the twenty thousand worth of
bonds inside Jim Snow's shirt, but the
money is gone.”

Falconer was puzzled. The sheriff told
him what Blue Snow had explained, and
Jerry recited what she knew about it
Falconer drew the sheriff aside and they
talked confidentially for several moments,
after which the sheriff came back to Blue
Snow.

“You won’'t mind us searchin’ you,
will you, Snow?” he asked.

Blue flushed hotly and was about to
argue, but finally shook his head. The
search was fruitless.

“1 reckon that’'s all for you, Snow,”
said the sheriff. “You'll be around here
for awhile?”

“1 expect to,” replied Blue coldly, and
walked outside.

Falconer turned to Jerry and questioned
her closely.

“Jerry, how much time elapsed after
the stage stopped, until you got out and
saw Blue Snow with the body of his
father?”

“l1 don't know. Perhaps it was a full
minute.”

“What was he doing, when you saw
him?”

“He was standing there, looking down
at the body.”

“Did he have anything in his hand?”

“1 didn’t see anything.”

“Did he leave you and walk around the
other side of the stage, out near the edge
of the grade?”

“No.” ,

“You didn’'t see any package on the
seat, after you got up there with him?”

“No, | did not see any package.”

“Are you figurin’ he might have pitched
the package over the grade?” asked the
sheriff.

“It is missing,”
“Money hasn't wings.”

“All right,” growled the sheriff. “We’'ll
search every place he might have throwed
it away.”

“You don’t think Blue Show had any-

replied Falconer.

thing to do with that missing money,
do you?” asked Jerry.

“You bet he did!” snapped her father
angrily.

“Wait a minute,” drawled the tall
sheriff. “You don’'t know any more than
the rest of us, Falconer. It ain’'t square
to accuse a man thataway.”

“Don't be a fool, Sanderson. Jim
Snow held up the stage. He and old
Chub fought it out, both of them dying.
Blue Snow found his father, and it's a
hundred to one shot that he found that
currency. Blue is nobody’s fool. Even
if he wasn’t crook enough to want that
money, he'd get rid of it to protect
the old man’s name. Of course, he
never found the package inside the old
man’s shirt, or that would have dis-
appeared too.”

“1 don’t believe it,” said Jerry firmly.

Falconer laughed harshly, but made no
reply.

“We'll make that search right away,”
said the sheriff. “1 don’t reckon there’s
any more talking to be done.”

“As far as I'm concerned, no,” replied
Falconer.

“We will take the two bodies down to
my place,” said the doctor.

One of the boys brought in the two
guns from the stage, and an examination
showed that Jim Snow’'s gun had been
fired three times, Chub’s twice. They
were both single action Colt weapons,
Snow’'s being a .45, while Chub’s was a
.38.

The sheriffturned to Jerry.

“How many shots did you hear, Miss
Jerry?”

“1 can’'t say how many. The echoes—"”

“1 know. Maybe Blue counted ’'em.
Could you swear that the robber who
made you walk back from the stage,
was Jim Snow?”

“He was masked,” said Jerry.

“1 know that, but the size of him, the
clothes—"

“1 haven't the slightest idea,” smiled
Jerry. “It was the first time any one
ever pointed a gun at my head.”

Sanderson grinned.
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“l1 don't blame you; I know how it
feels.”

As he and Smoky went to the office they
passed Blue Snow, who was standing at
the edge of the sidewalk. Sanderson
stepped up to him.

“How many shots did you hear?” he
asked.

“1 think there were five.”

“That'’s right. Your father shot three
times and old Chub fired twice.”

“l didn't have any gun,” said Blue
bitterly. “1 pawned mine in Frisco;
so you can't hang me for doin’ any
shootin’.”

“Nobody wantin’ to hang you, Snow.”

“That'sgreat. Didja expect me to have
that money in my pocket?”

“1 didn't.”

Blue smiled grimly.

“1 reckon Falconer did.”

“Well, I wouldn't let that git me down,
if I was you.”

“Ain’'t nobody goin’ to get me down,
Sanderson.”

“That’s the stuff.”

“The Old Man wrote me that he was
gettin’ a bad deal down here—so | came
down to help him. 1 reckon I came too
damn’ late.” <

The tall sheriff squinted thoughtfully.

“Said he was gettin’ a bad deal?”

“That's what he said.”

“Who was givin’ him a bad deal?”

“That's what | came to find out.”

“Uh-huh. Well, I dunno anythin’about
it. Your dad was close mouthed, you
know.”

“He was a square shooter.”

“1 know it, and I'm sorry as hell about

this deal. | liked him and | liked old
Chub.”

“And they’'ve always been friends,”
added Blue. <

“Shore have. Well, I'll see you later,
Blue.”

“Goin’ to see if you can find where |
threw that money?”

The sheriff turned his head and looked
back at Blue, but did not reply.

“He’s no damn’ fool,” chuckled Smoky
Woods.

it WAS late in the evening in

the town of Gates Ajar, forty

miles east and across the San

Miguel range from Sunset City.
Gates Ajar consisted of a little depot,
a saloon, with possibly six rooms on the
second floor for transients, a combina-
tion store and postoffice, and a section
house.

It was too small to show on the map,
and passenger trains only stopped on a
flag. The only light in the town at this
time in the evening was in the saloon,
where a smoky old lamp hung a few feet
above the faded green cover of a poker
table. There were four men at the table,
two dressed in range clothes; the bar-
tender in shirt sleeves, bareheaded; the
fourth was a thin featured man, with a
closely cropped gray mustache, wearing a
gray business suit.

He was drinking steadily, and seemed
peevish over a run of bad luck. Several
times he had tom his cards across and
demanded a new deck. The stakes were
fairly high, and an observer might have
noted that the other men were, in the par-
lance of the initiated, whipsawing him
at every turn.

The man was not a clever player or he
would have realized that it was three men
against one, but the one man was getting
more intoxicated all the time, playing
recklessly. It was also apparent that a
small town bartender and two cowboys
were in no financial condition to be play-
ing for such stakes.

It was about the time when the gray
suited man emptied his billfold to pur-
chase more chips that two cowboys rode
into Gates Ajar, and guided their horses
to a hitch rack across the street from the
saloon.

One man was tall and thin, astride a
tall gray home, and the other was stocky,
broad of shoulder, riding a chunky sorrel.
They dismounted and stood on the short
length of wooden sidewalk in front of the
postoffice and store.

“This must be Gates Ajar,” remarked
the short one. “What a name for a
town!”
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The tall one laughed softly, throatily.

“Probably named by a psalm singer,
Sleepy. One light in the place, and that’'s
over a poker table, unless my eyes de-
ceive me; and unless I'm badly mistaken,
Jack Wilson will be under that lamp.”

“Beyond the shadder of a doubt, as the
lawyers say. Anyway, they’'ll know if
this is Gates Ajar, and where we can stable
these broncs.”

As they stepped off the sidewalk and
started for the saloon, both men stopped
short—the sound of a revolver shot
thudded within the saloon. There was a
sudden commotion in the place, a sharp
exclamation, a confusion of voices. Came
the sound of another shot, the tinkle of
shattered glass, and the bar was in
darkness.

The two cowboys stood rooted to the
spot, staring toward the dark saloon. It
was possibly twenty seconds later that a
match flared, as some one tried to light a
lamp. The two cowboys went toward the
doorway and, as they stepped up on the
wooden sidewalk, they heard the drum-
ming crescendo of running horses, head-
ing away from town.

They stepped inside; the lamp flared
up. The fat bartender, his forehead
beaded with perspiration, placed the
lamp on the poker table and looked at
them shakily. The gray suited man was
sprawled near the table, a chair lying
across his legs.

“What happened?” asked the tall cow-
boy calmly, his level gray eyes fastened
on the frightened face of the bartender.

The bartender licked his dry lips,
rubbed the palms of his hands on his
hips and looked down at the figure on the
floor.

“God!” he said softly.
him dead center.”

The tall cowboy stepped over and
swung the man on the floor around to
where the light would fall on his face.

e “Jack Wilson,” he said.

“That his name?” asked the bartender,
and the tall one nodded.

“Didn’t you know him?” queried the
short cowboy.

“Must 'a’ got

The bartender shook his head quickly.

The tall one had been making a swift
examination, and now he stood up.

“Who shot him?” he asked sharply.

“1 didn't know 'em,” replied the bar-
tender. “Couple punchers. Came in
this evenin’. Poker game and plenty
whisky. Accused ony*of 'em of stealin’ a
card.”

The bartender cut his sentences short,
taking a deep breath between.

“Is he dead, Hashknife?” asked the
short one.

“Not yet. Is there a doctor around
here?”

“Up at San Miguel. That's thirty-
five miles up the line. No doctor around
here.”

Two more men came in. One was only
partly dresssed. He was the postmaster
and storekeeper, and the other worked
in the store for him. They had heard
the shots. The bartender explained what
had happened, but they made no com-
ment,

“Did you know this man?” asked the
storekeeper, addressing the tall cowboy.

“Yeah. His name is Jack Wilson, and
he’s a buyer for Kinnear & Company,
Kansas City. We came here to meet him
tonight. We saw him day before yester-
day at Clinton, and he told us to meet
him here, because he was shippin’ a
bunch of cattle, and we were to go East
with him.”

“Shippin’ a bunch of cattle from here?”
queried the storekeeper. “Kinda funny.”

“What's funny about it?”

“Whose cattle?” '

.The bartender laughed shortly.

“1 guess he drank so much he imagined
he was shippin’ from here. There ain’t
a shipment of beef around here.”

From far down the line came the shrill
whistle of an engine. The tall one turned
to the storekeeper.

“We’ve got to get this man to a doctor,
and if that train stops here—"

“Freight,” said the other man, looking
at his watch. “It’'ll stop for water.”

The bartender secured a blanket, and
with it as an improvised stretcher, they
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carried the wounded man up to the little
depot, where the conductor let them place
him in the caboose. As they placed him
carefully on a wide seat, some papers
slid from a pocket of his coat, and the
tall cowboy picked them up. One was a
telegraph blank, folded, and was appar-
ently a telegram which he had written
but not sent.

KINNEAR & CO, KANSAS CITY.
SHIPPING ONE HUNDRED CROSS
EIGHTY-FOUR AND WILL SHIP AGAIN
NEXT WEEK FROM SAN MIGUEL IF
POSSIBLE.
-—--WILSON

“1 dunno whether he wanted that one
sent or not,” said the tall cowboy, as
he borrowed a pencil from the conductor.
He wrote another telegram on the back
of an envelope.

AL KINNEAR, KINNEAR & CO, KANSAS
CITY.

JACK WILSON PROBABLY FATALLY
SHOT STOP RUSHING HIM TO DOCTOR
AT SAN MIGUEL SO ADVISE ME THERE
AT ONCE.

— HASHKNIFE HARTLEY

HE HANDED this telegram
to the conductor and asked
him to send it from San
Miguel as soon as they arrived.

“We'll be there some time tomorrow,”
he told the conductor, and a few moments
later the train clanked away from Gates
Ajar.

Hashknife Hartley and Sleepy Stevens,
his stocky companion, went back to the
saloon, where they found the bartender
mopping up the floor.

“1 shore hate for a thing like that to
happen,” he puffed. “Kinda ruins trade.
Gives a place a bad reputation.”

“Keep thousands away,” smiled Hash-

knife. “You didn't know those two cow-
boys, eh?”

“Never seen 'em before. Couple of
drifters.”

The bartender did not look at Hash-

knife, as he denied knowing the Killers.
He had encountered the steady ga”g of
those level gray eyes just after the shoot-
ing, and they made him feel uncomfort-
able. Hashknife leaned back against
the bar, a tall, lanky figure, lean of face,
generous of nose and with a wide, thin
lipped mouth. His big sombrero was
tilted back on his head; his long fingers
deftly rolled a cigaret.

Both men were clad in well worn bat-
wing chaps, worn boots and battered
hats. Their belts were handmade, fitting
perfectly to the sag of their holstered guns.
Sleepy Stevens' features were blocky—
jaw square, blue eyes encased in grin
wrinkles. He seemed to be smiling with
the world—or at it.

“Kinda funny about this Wilson goin’
to ship from here,” said the bartender,
as he took his pail and mop behind
the bar.

“Uh-huh,” replied Hashknife thought-
fully. “Did he ever ship from here be-
fore?”

“1 never did see him around here.”

The bartender turned to the back bar
and replaced some glasses.

“Who owns the Cross 84?” asked Hash-
knife.

“The what?”
turning quickly.

“The Cross 84.”

“Oh, | dunno much about brands
around here. Don’t remember seem’
any.”

“Uh-huh. The man who was shot had
a telegram he was goin’ to send East, and
it said he was shippin’ a hundred head of
Cross 84. | thought mebbe he was
shippin’ from here.”

“Couldn’t have been here.”

“Prob’ly not. How about a room for
the night?”

“1 can fix you up.”

“Stable for a couple broncs?”

“Back of here’s a little stable you can
use.”

They put up their horses and went back
into the saloon. The bartender took them
to an outside entrance, where they
mounted some rickety stairs and went

asked the bartender,
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down a narrow hall to a small room. The
bartender lighted a lamp. It was an end
room, the one window looking out toward
the little depot.

“Ain’t much,” said the bartender, “but
you can’t expect much here.”

“This is all right,” smiled Hashknife.

“Can do,” grunted Sleepy, pulling off
his boots.

The bartender left them, and they
heard him go down the creaking stairs.
Hashknife sat down on the foot of the bed,
thinking deeply. Sleepy looked at him

curiously.
“Funny deal, eh?” he said.
“That's right,” nodded Hashknife.

“I'll bet anythin’ the bartender knows
who shot Wilson. He might have been
packin’ a lot of money. One of the men
shot him, and they had plenty time to
rob him before one of 'em was wise enough
to shoot out the light. Shot it out before
anybody had a chance to see who they
were. The bartender was prob’ly in on
the deal.”

“He’s got snaky eyes,” mused Sleepy.
“He’'d never identify 'em. Unless Wilson
lives, we'll never know who shot him.”

“Yeah, and it's a hundred to one shot
that Wilson don't live. That bullet
hit him just above the heart. | doubt if
he's alive now.”

Sleepy finished undressing and crawled
into bed. Hashknife fumbled in his vest
pocket and took out an empty tobacco
sack.

“You got any Durham?” he asked.

“That's the sack | let you have, Hash-
knife; I'm all out.”

Hashknife sighed and got off the bed.

“1'll go down and see if the bartender’s
got any. Be back in a minute.”

He went down the hall in the dark and
picked his way down the stairs to the out-
side door, which was slightly open.
There were voices out front, and he
stopped at the doorway. Two men
seemed to be in low toned argument on
the sidewalk, and he recognized the bar-
tender’s voice.

“1 tell you | don’t know who shot him.
They was a couple—"

“You said that before, and | don’t be-
lieve it even this time.”

“1 wouldn’t lie to you, Jeff.”

“You'd lie to your own father.
didn’t you stop 'em?”

“1t was all so danged quick. They shot
out the light, and—well, come in and see
that lamp, if you don’t believe me.”

“What about them two waddies that
showed up right away and sent the man
to San Miguel?”

Ensued a fairly complete description of
Hashknife and Sleepy.

“They said they was to meet Wilson
here and help him take a shipment of
cattle East,” said the bartender.

“You don’t know their names?”

Why

“Nope. | heard the short one call the
tall one Hashknife.”

“What?”

“Don’t yell. 1 tell you they’'ve just—"

“What was that name again?”

“Sounded to me like Hashknife.”

“The hell you say!”

There was a period of silence, broken
only by the soft scruffing of soles on the
wooden sidewalk. Then the bartender
said softly—

“What about 'em?”

“What you don’t know won’t hurt you.
This is a hell of a mixup, if you ask me.”

“You stayin’ all night?”

“1 shore ain’t—if you've got a fresh
horse to let me have.”

“There’'s my brown mare back in the
stable. There’s a couple broncs in there
that belong to them two strangers, but
my mare is in the rear stall.”

“All right. 1I'll swap back with you in
a few days. S’long.”

Hashknife heard the man go around the
building, while the bartender went into
the saloon. Hashknife slipped out and
followed around the building. He hoped
to get a good look at this party, but the
man brought out the brown mare,
switched his saddle from the back of an-
other animal, stabled the one he had been
riding, and left town, traveling west.
In the dark Hashknife was unable even
to get an idea of the man'’s size.

He went back around the building and
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entered the saloon, just as the bartender
was ready to put out the light and close
the place. He was a bit startled at sight
of Hashknife, but the tall cowboy’s alibi
for being down there seemed to satisfy
him. He sold Hashknife a quantity of
tobacco, closed the saloon and followed
him up the stairs.

“1 live in the bridal suite,” he grinned,
as he stopped at a door, holding a lighted
match in his fingers. Then, apparently as
an afterthought, “1 plumb forgot to have
you boys register for your room. It's the
law, you know.”

“Put us down as the Smith brothers,”
said Hashknife seriously.

“Oh, all right—thanks.”

/ m HASHKNIFE told Sleepy
what he had heard, and the
next tt10™ 11® they took a look
at the bay horse in the rear

stall. It was wearing a Cross 84 brand.

“Kinda makes me figure that the bar-
tender is a liar in the first degree.”
grinned Hashknife. “1 dunno what it's
all about, but there’s somethin’ danged
crooked about it. 1 wish | knew who the
stranger was. He shore knowed me by

name.”

“Nothin’ strange about that,” laughed
Sleepy.

Hashknife nodded gloomily, as he
leaned against the stable door. He did

not desire notoriety. In fact, he desired
nothing more than to be unsung and un-
cursed. Just to be known as a cowboy,
trying to get along. But, looking down
their twisting back trail, which led up and
down the West, from Alberta to Mexico,
he realized the truth of Sleepy’s remark.

Hashknife, christened Henry, son of an
itinerant minister of the Gospel in north-
eastern Montana, started early in life as
a cowboy, drifted from his home range
and eventually worked his way down to
the cattle outfit after which he received
his nickname. Bom with a keen mind,
a love of adventure, and an overwhelming
desire to see what was on the other side
of a hill, he met Dave—Sleepy— Stevens,
another drifting cowboy, and they rode

away together one spring morning, fol-
lowing the trail of Fate.

At times they would handle a case for
the cattle associations, clear up the case
and ride on, refusing further assignments.
They did not care to be under orders from
any one. Again, they would work a few
weeks on some cattle ranch, draw enough
money to replenish their outfit, and ride
on. Always the other side of tjie hills
called to them.

Both of them had known Jack Wilson
for years, and when they met him in
Clinton it was not difficult for him to talk
them into going East with his shipment
of cattle. They needed a change. But
that deal was all off now, and Sleepy
realized that fate had dumped them into
trouble again. With the tenacity of a
bulldog, Hashknife would dig up and cling
to every shred of evidence, until he proved
who shot Jack Wilson. Sleepy did not
analyze anything, but he had a dogged
faith in Hashknife’'s ability, a ready gun
and the nerve to use it.

The bartender was still in bed when
they saddled their horses and headed up
the road which led to San Miguel. They
had, heard of the San Miguel Valley, but
neither of them had ever seen it.

There was not a town between Gates
Ajar and San Miguel, and at times the
road was little better than a trail. It
was nearly three o’clock in the afternoon
when they arrived at San Miguel. Hash-
knife inquired at the depot regarding
the telegram to Kinnear & Company,
and found a reply waiting for him.

VERY SORHY ABOUT WILSON STOP
ADVISE FURTHER AS HIS FAMILY LIVES
HERE STOP WILL YOU HANDLE DEAL
FOR US AND BUY ONE HUNDRED FIFTY
HEAD BEEF IN SAN MIGUEL VALLEY
STOP AM WIRING SAN MIGUEL BANK TO
COVER PRICE STOP ADVISE AT ONCE
STOP WOULD SURE BE GLAD TO SEE
YOU AGAIN

— AL KINNEAR

The depot agent directed them to the
doctor’'s house, where they had taken
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Wilson, but told them he feared Wilson
was dead when he arrived. The doctor
confirmed this, and Hashknife wired
Kinnear again to wire the doctor a dis-
position of the body, and also accepted
the order to purchase the one hundred
and fifty head of beef animals in San
Miguel Valley.

Hashknife also wrote out what he knew
about the shooting and gave it to the
doctor to forward to the sheriff, as Gates
Ajar was not in the same county as San
Miguel. The old doctor seemed to be
an active source of information, and
he gave Hashknife and Sleepy a resume
of what had happened to the stage be-
tween San Miguel and Sunset City, two
days previous.

He had his information from San-
derson, the Sunset City sheriff, who
had been in San Miguel, and who had
searched every likely spot for that
package of money between Sunset City
and the point where the stage had
been stopped.

Hashknife and Sleepy spent the night
in San Miguel, and Hashknife made dis-
creet inquiries regarding the Cross 84,
but no one seemed to know anything
about the brand.

The next morning they headed for Sun-
set City. Hashknife remembered what
the doctor had told them, and was able
to find the spot where the holdup and
double Killing had taken place.

“Not much mystery about this deal,”
said Sleepy. “Holdup man kills the
stage driver and is killed himself.”

“And,” added Hashknife solemnly,
“the holdup man, just before he died,
swallered the ten thousand dollars
worth of currency, and the coroner forgot
to perform an autopsy.”

“Yeah, 1 forgot about that,” said
Sleepy. “But wasn’t the son of this here
deceased bandit mixed up in it?”

“Shore. He came all the way from
Oregon to take the money and throw it
over the grade.”

“Aw, hell!” snorted Sleepy. “You
never believe anythin’ you hear.”
“And only half that | see, pardner.

Mistakes are the easiest things in the
world to make.”

“Uh-huh.  Well, I'm glad we're only
down here to buy cows.” .

“1'd almost forgot the cows.”

“1'll remind you of it every little while.”

About a mile north of Sunset City,
along the main road, was the old ceme-
tery, surrounded by a broken down fence,
grown up with weeds, many of the wooden
headstones sagging drunkenly. As Hash-
knife and Sleepy came in sight of the
cemetery they noticed four men standing
close together at a new grave, while a
short distance away from them was a
woman on horseback.

“1f that's a funeral, it shore ain’t well
attended,” said Hashknife, and by mutual
consent they swung off the road and came
up along the old fence.

The four men were Blue Snow, Grave-
yard Jones, Smoky Woods and the Rev-
erend Mr. Oscar Sundborg. The lady
on the horse was Jerry Falconer. As they
rode up, the minister closed his Bible and
motioned for Graveyard and Smoky to
fill the grave.

HE TURNED from the grave,

replacing his hat, but Blue

Snow spoke to him and he

stopped. Blue took a bill from
his pocket and handed it to the minister,
who apparently started to refuse, thought
better of it, and pocketed the money.
He was a sallow blond, with a weak chin
and a certain air of sanctimony. The
two cowboys had seen Blue give him the
money, and as he went past them, Sleepy
said seriously—

“What's salvation worth around here,
Parson?”

The ministerstopped and looked sharply
at them, a trifle belligerently, perhaps,
but turned away and walked slowly down
to the road. The girl had heard Sleepy’s
remark and was looking at the two cow-
boys when Blue Snow came up to her.

“Jerry, 1 want to thank you for cornin’
here,” he said. “It was mighty kind of
you,”

“He was always nice to me,” she said
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simply. “1 don’t see why folks act as they
do.”

“1 guess you can't blame 'em,” he re-
plied slowly. “I hope your dad won't
be mad about you cornin’ out here.”

“1 don't see what difference that could
make to him.”

“1 shore hope it won't, Jerry.”

“Don’t worry about that part of it
1'll be going now.”

“Goodby, Jerry, and thanks a lot.”

“You're welcome.”

She rode past the two cowboys at the
break in the fence, and they watched her
ride down to the main road, turning to-
ward town.

“Gosh!” exploded Sleepy softly. “Beau-
tiful red hair.”

Blue had gone back to the grave, where
he talked with Graveyard and Smoky.
Blue’s horse was tied at the far side of the
cemetery, and as soon as the grave was
filled he shook hands with the other two
and went to his horse. Hashknife dis-
mounted and walked over to the grave.
Smoky leaned on his shovel, perspiring
copiously, while old Graveyard tried to
arrange a crude headboard. A deputy
sheriff's badge attracted Hashknife's at-
tention when he looked at Smoky.

“You're the first Arizona deputy | ever
seen actin’ as a sexton,,s he said.

“Somebody had to do it,” replied
Smoky. “You'd think the old man had
cholera, instead of bullets, the way folks
act. There ain’t a damn one of us so good
we can’t shovel dirt in on top of a bandit.
| like that girl's nerve. Her old man and
the old man we jist planted have been
enemies for a long time. He'll prob’'ly
give her hell for cornin’ to the funeral.”

Hashknife smiled at Smoky.

“1 dunno the details, pardner.
see, we just got here.”

“There ain’'t much details,” said Grave-
yard, wiping his hands on his overall
clad knees. “Jim Snow held up the stage,
pulled a gun fight with the driver, and
they both got killed. They buried the
driver this mornin’ and this place was
filled with folks. This afternoon we
buries old Jim—and you saw the crowd.

You

That was his son who jist rode away.”
“Who was the lady?” asked Hashknife.
Smoky grinned widely.

“She’s Jerry Falconer. Her dad owns
most of this country, and he shore hated
hell out of poor old Jim Snow. Mebbe
Jim hated him plenty, too. You see,
that money was for the bank, and Fal-
coner jist about owns the bank. He owns
the Double Diamond outfit. Lots o’ folks
think Jim Snow stuck up the stage to git
some of Falconer’s money.”

“l heard about that in San Miguel.
Do you know anythin' about a Cross 84
outfit around here?”

“Ain’'t none,” replied Graveyard, spit-
ting at a lizard. The deputy shook his
head.

“How much of an outfit does young
Snow own?”

“Remains to be seen.”

“The reason | asked you was because
I'm buyin’ cattle for Kinnear and Com-
pany of Kansas City and | need a hun-
dred and fifty head of good beef.”

“Where's Wilson?” asked Graveyard
slowly.

“Somebody killed him over at Gates
Ajar day before yesterday.”

“The hell you say!” snorted Smoky.
“Who killed him?”

“Nobody seems to know. His body is
at San Miguel now.”

“Well, I'll be terror stricken!” ex-
claimed Graveyard. He shoved his
hands deeply in his overall pockets and
squinted at Hashknife.

_“And you're takin' his place, eh?
Hundred and fifty head of beef.” He
turned his head and looked closely

at Smoky. “I'll betcha Blue Snow can
jist fit you out with them there beef
critters.”

Smoky grinned widely, started to say
something, but changed his mind.

“Did Wilson ask you to do this here
buyin’ for him?” asked Graveyard.

“He didn’t live long enough. | wired
his boss, who happened to be a man |
knew several years ago, and he wired me
to do this buyin’ in place of Wilson. You
boys knew Wilson pretty well, eh?”
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“Pretty well,” agreed Graveyard sol-
emnly.

“Anythin’ against him?” queried Hash-
knife.

“No-0-0,” drawling.

“No0-0-0-0-0," echoed Smoky, scratch-
ing his chin violently. “Graveyard, you
better get hold of Blue and let these gents
talk beef with him. My name’s Woods—
Smoky Woods, deputy sheriff. This here
gent is Graveyard Jones.”

“Mine is Hashknife Hartley,” grin-
ning, as they shook hands. “The gent on
the horse is Sleepy Stevens. C’mon over,

Sleepy, and meet Smoky Woods and
Graveyard Jones.”

In the meantime Jerry rode back to
town. Ed Reed and Falconer were stand-
ing together in front of a store, and Reed
tied Jerry’s horse. She knew her father
was angry and that Reed was not at all
pleased.

“Kinda funny—you goin’ out to the
graveyard,” said her father coldly.

“It was anything but funny,”
Jerry.

“Folks will probably have plenty to
say about it.”

“It wasn’'t hardly the thing to do,”
added Reed. “Not under the circum-
stances, Jerry.”

“Circumstances have nothing to do
with it,” replied Jerry coldly.

“Buryin’ a murderer and a thief,” said
Reed.

Jerry flared quickly. Stripping off her
glove, she took off a ring and handed it
to Ed Reed.

“That will end any right you might
think you had to criticize mv morals,
Ed.”

And with that parting shot, Jerry
walked past them and entered the store.
Reed glowered at the ring, his lips shut
tightly, while William Falconer almost
exploded.

“Damn women! Her mother was that-
away, Ed. You let me handle it, will
you? I'll make her take back that ring.
My Gawd, everythin’' is ready for the
weddin’—and this had to happen!”

Reed smiled sourly.

said

“Young Snow is behind this. | happen
to know she saw him here yesterday, and
they talked quite awhile.”

“The hell she did! I'll stop that, too.
'—"

“She’s of age.”

“She’'s my daughter. Don’t you want
her?”

“1 was goin’ to marry her, wasn't 1?”

“Well—" angrily— “1 wouldn’t let
no son of a murderin’ thief beat me out
of my girl, I'll tell you that.”

FALCONER turned and walk-

ed into the store, leaving Reed

alone, looking at the tiny gold

circlet and small diamond in
his big hand. He shut his fist tightly and
walked across the street to the Sunset
Saloon, where he drank several glasses of
raw whisky. He was there when Hash-
knife, Sleepy, Graveyard and Smoky
came in. Smoky nodded to Reed, but
old Graveyard did not even look at him.
Graveyard and Smoky were carrying their
pick and shovel.

“Got him planted, eh?” queried Reed
sarcastically.

“We buried him,” said Smoky slowly.

Graveyard turned his head and shot
a venomous glance at Reed.

“Blue paid the preacher,” said Smoky,
“so there wasn’'t any charity mixed up in
the deal.”

Jeff Blondell came in, and Smoky in-
troduced him to Hashknife and Sleepy.
He accepted a drink, inquiring casually
about the funeral. Hashknife looked
Blondell over, talcing note of the broken
nose, cruel mouth and mean eyes, and
filed him mentally as a bad actor.
Blondell wore his gun low on his thigh,
the bottom of the holster tied down to a
rosette of his chaps.

A little later Hashknife walked down to
the office with Smoky and met Singer
Sanderson, the tall sheriff. Hashknife
told him about the shooting of Wilson,
the cattle buyer. Sanderson knew Wilson.
Smoky told Hashknife who Reed was, and
that Reed was engaged to marry the girl
who had been out at the cemetery.
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Hashknife asked about Blondell.

“Quien sabe?” replied the sheriff. “Been
here quite awhile, acted like he was broke
when he came, but got money from some-
where. Don’'t work, pays his bills and
plays poker most of the time. As far as
we know, he’'s on the square, and he
minds his own business.”

A little later Hashknife and Sleepy
stabled their horses and secured a room
at the Sunset City hotel. Old Graveyard
was still at the saloon, getting more in-
toxicated all the time. Finally he flour-
ished his pick dangerously near the pol-
ished top of the bar and announced—

“Gentlem’n, I'm goin’ and shell shome
cows.”

“Whose cows?” asked the bartender.

“Bar S Bar cows, 'f it's any of your
business.”

Ed Reed pricked up his ears.

“Yesshir,” nodded Graveyard owlishly,
“1I'm goin’ shell cows to Kinnear, an’ 'f |
ain’t, I'm a liar. Goin’ shell hunner'n
fify head. Gimme ’'nother drink, and
then I'm goin’ shellin’ cows.”

“There ain't even a buyer
Valley,” said the bartender.

“Zazzo? Huh! Hell of a lot you know.
He was in here with me. Wilshon got
killed in Gates Ajar, and thish is new
buyer. Well, here’s m’ regards, an’ may
you all die from a fishbone in your
windpipes.”

Graveyard swallowed his drink, took a
tight grip on his pick and staggered out to
his horse. Ed Reed scowled thoughtfully,
went outside and saw Hashknife and
Sleepy entering the hotel. He sauntered
over, and met them outside a little later.

“Are you the new buyer for Kinnear?”
he asked Hashknife, who nodded.

“My name's Reed—foreman of the
Double Diamond outfit.

“Yeah. Glad to meetcha, Reed. What's
on your mind?”

“You need a hundred and fifty head of
beef?”

“Somethin’ like that.”

“All right, we can fix you out.”

“That's fine—but I've kinda halfway
made a deal.”

in the

“With Graveyard Jones?”

“Well, it ain’t his beef, but—name’s
Snow, | think.”

Reed laughed harshly.

“Never mind him. | doubt if Snow
could sell you that many head right now,
and even if he could— Lerrime tell you
somethin’. The Double Diamond has
always furnished Kinnear with beef. In
fact, we had an agreement with Wilson to
buy nothin’ but Double Diamond in the
Valley.”

“And if he bought from anybody else?”
suggested Hashknife.

“We'd find another market—and we're
the biggest cattle raisers in this part of
the State.”

“In other words, you hogged the show,”
said Hashknife coldly.

“We delivered the goods.”

“What other buyers come in here,
Reed?”
“None. It wasn’'t worth their while.”

“Nice little game of freeze-out, eh?”

Reed shrugged his shoulders.

“Call it that, if you want to; but if
you're so dead set on buyin’ some Bar S
Bar stock, 1'd advise you to wire Kinnear
and tell 'em the situation out here.”

“They probably don’t know it,” agreed
Hashknife.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Al Kinnear is a mighty square
shooter.”
“ Square shooter or not, he wouldn't cut

off his own nose. Think it over.”

Reed turned and walked back across the
street. Hashknife grinned softly and
looked at Sleepy, who was looking at
Reed’s broad back.

“Well, what do you think of that?”
grunted Sleepy.

“1 think I'll look over some of them
Bar S Bar beeves.”

OLD GRAVEYARD was not
too drunk to remember what
he was to do, and early the
following morning Blue Snow
came in to see Hashknife. Smoky Woods
introduced them. Blue explained that he
had no way of knowing much about the
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Bar S Bar cattle, but he did want to make
a sale.

“Things have been pretty rotten
around here,” he said. “The Double
Diamond have hogged everything, kept
buyers away from us, until the Circle J
and our outfit are just about broke.”

“1 heard somethin’ about that,” smiled
Hashknife. “How about Jones’' cattle?
If you can’t furnish all the hundred and
fifty, why can’'t he run in some of his?”

“He could,” said Blue eagerly. “He’s
goin’ to help me round up mine, and if
you can wait a couple of days—"

“Shore—we’ll wait.”

Hashknife was willing to wait, because
he wanted to know more about things in
San Miguel Valley. Smoky was a good
source of information, and in one day
Hashknife had a fairly complete history of
the Valley. Smoky showed Hashknife
the two revolvers used at the holdup, still
containing the empty cartridges. Jim
Snow’s gun, a .45, contained three empty
shells, while Chub’s was a .38 and con-
tained two empty shells.

Blue Show had told of hearing the five
shots fired. Old Chub had been hit once,
and Jim Snow twice. Hashknife ex-
amined the guns closely, a queer ex-
pression in his gray eyes.

“You never found that package of
currency, eh?” he asked.

“Nope. Me and Singer hunted every
place along the grades, too. Pshaw, I
reckon every puncher in the country has
sneaked down there and looked. Old
Falconer kinda wants to arrest Blue Snow,
but he’s scared he'll never get that money
back if he does. If Blue hid it, he’'ll never
tell. Queer kid, that Blue Snow. He
wanted us to give him the old man’s gun.
I dunno—mebbe we ought to do it.”

“You keep that gun,” said Hashknife
quickly. “Keep 'em both.”

“What for? The case is—"

“Lock 'em up in the safe, Smoky.”

“Huh?” Smoky eyed Hashknife quizzi-
cally. “In the safe? F’r gosh sake, what
good are they now?”

“You keep 'em where nobody can get
at 'em.”

“Well, I'll tell Singer what you said,
but—what do you know, Hashknife?”

“This case ain't closed, Smoky.”

Smoky told the sheriff what Hashknife
had said, and the sheriff took the two
guns out and looked them over carefully.

“Funny idea,” he commented. “Ain’t
a thing about them two guns. What's the
tall feller got under his hat, anyway?”

“He says the case ain’t closed, and for
us to keep them guns hid.”

“He’'s a queer sort of a jigger—”
thoughtfully. “Well, we’ll foller his hunch;
lock 'em in the safe. | just saw Falconer
and Reed ride in, and Falconer had blood
in his eye. Mebbe he's sore about
Snow gettin’ a chance to sell some stock.”

“1 shore hope Snow sells 'em.”

Falconer did have blood in his eye, and
he went straight to the little law office of
Henry Van Dorn, who handled the affairs
of the Double Diamond. Henry was five
feet six inches tall, and weighed two
hundred and thirty pounds, stripped. He
was about forty years of age, nearly bald,
very florid and always short of breath.

When Falconer came from the office
he joined Reed at the store, and they
talked together for awhile. Hashknife
and Smoky came across the street from
the Sunset Saloon, and Reed spoke to
Hashknife.

“Hartley is your name, ain't it? |
want you to meet Mr. Falconer.”

Falconer merely nodded, not offering to
shake hands, and came quickly to the
point.

“1 understand you are thinking of buy-
ing some cattle from Snow.”

Hashknife nodded shortly, wondering
what Falconer might have to say.

“Before 1 went too far with that deal,
Hartley, I'd look at it from a legal point
of view. Those cattle belong to the estate
of Jim Snow, and until that estate is
settled Blue Snow can’t touch a single
head.”

“1 forgot about that,” smiled Hash-
knife.  “However, | think Graveyard
Jones will be able to fill my order with his
brand.”

» Falconer laughed heartily.
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“Graveyard Jones! He hasn’'t that
many.”
“Kind* stuck, ain't 1?” grinned Hash-
knife. “Well, how about your brand?”
“Come out and talk it over at the
ranch.”

“All right—tomorrow.”

“Suits me. Are you goin’ to buy for
Kinnear all the time?”
“1 dunno.”

“Well, you come out tomorrow and
we’ll talk beef.”

Hashknife realized that Falconer had
the best of the argument, and that Blue
Snow' had no legal right to sell the Bar S
Bar cattle. It would be a bitter dose for
Blue Snow, but he would have to swallow
it.

That afternoon Hashknife and Sleepy
rode out to Snow’s ranch, and found old
Skipper Franklyn, the cook, and house-
keeper of the Bar S Bar. Skipper was
seventy, skinny as a rail, with one single
lock of hair on his scalp. He was a little
man, hawk faced, with huge gnarled hands,
a pessimistic view of life and a wonderful
flow of profanity.

“Knowed you the minute | clapped
eyes on you,” he told Hashknife. “Blue
described you perfect. You're the buyer,
ain'tcha? Git down, both of you. Blue
is out, runnin’ down some dogies—him
and that ancient mummy of a Graveyard
Jones. C’'mon inand rest up.”

They followed him into the little
ranch-house and sat down on an old
horsehair sofa, from which the hair was
protruding in spots.

“We've had a lotta damn’ grief around
here,” offered Skipper. “Suppose you
heard ’'bout Jim Snow gittin’ Kkilled.
Yea-a-a-ah, Jim got leaded plumb t’
heaven. Lotta folks think he went the
other way, but I knowed him better than
they did.”

Skipper wiped away a rheumy tear and
picked up his old cob pipe. 4

“You don't think he robbed the stage?”
asked Hashknife.

“Robbed helll No! Jim Snow was
headin’ for San Miguel. Not that he
ain’t justified, if he did stick it up. That

there damn’ Falconer outfit have jist
about ruint everythin’' for anybody else
around here. They broke Jim, and they
broke Graveyard Jones. We're bangin’
by the skin of our teeth. Course I'm
sorry old Chub got killed. The Lord
givetfy and the Lord taketh away. If
you don’t believe it, look at m’ teeth. |
started out in life with a perfectly good
set, now look at the damn’ things. Only
three in m’ head, and they never touch.
For the last ten year I've been jist
punchin’ holes in m’ grub.”

“You look healthy,” grinned Hash-
knife.
“Healthy? Say, | can flop half the

smart punchers in this country, even if |
was a old bull skinner when they was
still wearin’ three cornered pants.”

“You've been around here a long time,
eh?”

“Long? My Gawd! They built them
San Miguel hills since I come here. This
wasn’t no valley in them days. Fact of
the matter is, the lowest part of. this
valley was a hill in them days. Yessir,
I’'ve been here a long time.”

“You've seen a lot of changes,” sighed
Sleepy.

“Changes? Well, I've seen all there is.”

“You knowed the cliff dwellers, eh?”
said Sleepy innocently.

e “Know 'em? Huh! | showed 'em
where to build their mud shacks.”

Sleepy subsided, while Skipper filled
his pipe.

“I'm sorry | didn't find Snow here,”
said Hashknife. “I just discovered that
it wouldn’t be legal for Blue Snow to sell
me any Bar S Bar.”

“Mind repeatin’ that ag’in?”

HASHKNIFE explained the
legal difficulty, and Skipper ex-
ploded with wrath.

“That's Falconer! Darn his
sneakin’ skin!”
“I'm sorry, but he's right. | shore»
wanted to buy Snow’s cattle.”
“And now you can’'t do it. Gawd,

that'll be hard on the kid.”
“Did Jim Snow leave any will?”
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“’Course not. He never knowed he was
goin’ to git killed.”

They sat around for an hour or more,
listening to Skipper’s opinion of things
in general, and Blue Snow rode in alone.
His horse was played out, and Blue was
minus his smile, as he shook hands with
Hashknife and Sleepy.

“Graveyard went
Skipper.

Skipper nodded and indicated Hash-
knife.

“He brought some damn’ bad news.”

“Falconer dug up a legal snubbin’ rope
on you,” said Hashknife. “Until this
estate is settled, you can’t even sell a horn
off one of your cows.”

Blue’ scowled for
nodded slowly.

“That'sright. Anybody ought to know
that much. But it don’t matter, Hartley.
Me and Graveyard have shore covered a
lot of territory, and we dug out less than a
hundred Bar S Bar. And none of 'em fat
enough for beef. There must be a lot
more in the hills, but they’ve probably
drifted on to the north range.”

“And Graveyard ain’'t got enough for a
shipment?”

“Not as many as we have. | reckon
we're stuck; but I want to tell you I'm
shore obliged to you for offerin’ to take our
beef. It was a lot more than this man
Wilson ever done, as far as | can learn.”

“Falconer owned him,” growled
Skipper.

“Did Falconer ever try to buy you
out?” asked Hashknife.

Skipper shook his head violently.

“Not him! He'd freeze usout first. Jim
Snow has been hangin’ on by the skin of
his teeth. What can you do? Kinnear
gits the cream of this country. We could
herd out to San Miguel and give the
things away, | suppose, or kill 'em here,
feed 'em to the coyotes and sell the hides.
Either way, we'd lose our shirt on the
deal.”

Hashknife understood the situation.
It was not the first time that a big outfit
had declared a boycott on small stock
raisers.

home,” he told

a moment, but

“Mind tellin” me what you know about
that holdup, Snow?” asked Hashknife.

“There’'s nothin’ to tell,” said Blue
gloomily.

“You heard the shots fired, didn't
you?”

Blue nodded and explained how he
happened to be on the grades, and his
reasons for not wanting to be seen.

“There was one shot fired,” he said.
“Pretty quick after that there were two
shots fired fairly close together. 1 sup-
pose it was more than a minute before the
other two sounded.”

“You found the driver on the seat,
dead?”

“Yeah, sprawled on the seat.”

“After you got up on the stage, could,
you see the other body—the body of your
father?”

Blue shut his lips tightly for a moment.

“No, | didn't see it until the horses
shied a little. He—he was lying at the
mouth of that little gully, and his horse
was tied to a bush just beyond him. You
couldn’t see him from where 1 first got on
the stage.”

“Did you have a gun with you at the
time?”

Blue reached in his pocket and handed
Hashknife a pawn ticket on a San Fran-
cisco loan office.

“1 needed the money worse than | did a .
shootin’ iron,” he said.

“What the hell are you—a detective?”
asked Skipper suddenly.

Hashknife grinned slowly.

“I'm buyin’ cows for Kinnear.”

“You shore ask a lot of questions,”
growled Skipper.

They rode back to Sunset City and
stabled their horses. Sleepy did not ask
Hashknife any questions, but he knew his
tall partner was doing much heavy
thinking. They found Smoky Woods at
the sherifFs office and sat down with him
to discuss the cattle situation. Smoky
was mad over the deal, as he wanted, so
he said, to have the trust broken.

A commotion had started over in front
of the Ace-High Saloon, on the east side
of the street, and the three men went out
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quickly. Several men were in front of the
saloon, and among them were Ed Reed
and Jeff Blondell. Blondell was mopping
his face with a handkerchiefand Reed was
removing his coat.

“Oh, oh!” grunted Smoky.
thin’ has gone wrong.”

Blondell threw the handkerchief aside
and stripped off his coat. Both men had
removed their belts and guns. More
men were hurrying up the street toward
the saloon. There was no preliminary
action. Reed, the larger of the two,
lunged straight at Blondell, swinging both
fists. No boxer was Reed—just a slugger.
For a moment it seemed that he had
Blondell pinned against the wad of the
saloon, but he got away, snapping Reed’s
head back with a short left to the jaw.
Perhaps the blow had more effect than it
seemed, because Reed turned awkwardly,
dropping his guard, and Blondell lashed
out with a straight right punch, which
seemed to catch Reed square on the point
of the chin. Reed’s shoulders thumped
against the wall, and he slithered down to
the sidewalk, knocked cold.

Blondell put on his coat, picked up his
handkerchief and came past the sheriff's
office, heading toward the Sunset Saloon.
His nose was bleeding a little.

Gradually Reed regained conscious-
ness, but even after he got back on his feet
he staggered weakly. One of the men put
on his belt, while another held his coat
and, after a short conversation, Reed went
to his horse and rode back past the
sheriff's office, heading toward the Double
Diamond.

One of the men came over to the office,
grinning widely. He did not know what
the fight was about. Reed and Blondell
had been drinking together, he said.
Neither of them was drunk. Suddenly
Reed smashed Blondell on the nose,
knocking him down. The men got them
outside, where they decided to fight it out
with their hands.

“1 reckon Blondell got revenge,” grinned
Smoky.

“That was a sweet punch,” laughed the
man.

“Some-

“Have they been enemies long?” asked
Hashknife.

“Hell, they’ve been good friends all th’
time. This shore was a quick turn.”

Ed Reed went straight to the Double
Diamond, feeling a bit sick. It was the
first time he had ever been knocked out,
and the dose tasted bitter. And to be
knocked out by a smaller man! The
Double Diamond ranch-house was a
rambling old building, nestled away in a
grove of ancient live oaks—a picturesque
old place, with flagged walks and thick
walls.

THE BUNKHOUSE, built
within the patio, was of adobe,
1 but the rest of the buildings

Iri— were of frame construction,
weathered to a neutral tone. The Double
Diamond hired six cowboys, exclusive of
Reed the foreman. An old Chinese cook
had been at the ranch since Falconer had
acquired it. He and Marie, an old Yaqui
squaw, ran the house and Kkitchen.
There was no servant problem at the
Double Diamond.

Reed stabled his horse, went to the well
beside the stable and washed his face.
His jaw was swollen a little, but he had no
marks, for which he was thankful.
Marks might require explanation.

Jerry was out in the patio, playing with
a pair of black kittens, when her father
came out to her. He had been in a vile
humor ever since she had given Ed Reed
back his ring. He watched her for awhile,
his hands shoved deep into his pockets,
lower lip protruding thoughtfully. Then—

“When are you and Ed goin’ to get
married?”

Jerry placed one of the kittens on a
bench and turned to her father.

“Am | supposed to answer that ques-
tion, dad?”

“You bet.”

“Never.”

“Oh, don’t be foolish. Just because he
mlidn’t like to see you—"

“Let’s not discuss Ed Reed.”

“Well, we're goin’ to, just the same.
Everybody knows by this time that you

mm



THE LUCK OF SAN MIGUEL 27

turned him down, and he's sick about it.
He never did anythin’ wrong.”

Jerry stroked the kitten thoughtfully.

“The matter is settled as far as | am
concerned, dad.”

“Yea-a-ah? | suppose the return of
Blue Snow settled your mind, eh?”

“Blue Snow had nothing to do with it.”

“And after you went and bought a lot
of weddin’ clothes and—"

“1 can make them over.”

“1'm not kickin’ about the money you
spent.”

Jerry laughed shortly.

“Well, I'm glad that is settled.”

“It is not settled. You're not givin*
Ed a square deal. Folks are talkin'.
They know you was—that you got stuck
on Blue Snow years ago. They know I
kicked him off the ranch. Now, he's
back, and you bust up with Ed. You
know what they're sayin’, don’tcha?
They say you're still stuck on Blue Snow.”

“You can't shoot folks for thinking,”
said Jerry slowly.

“You ought to—for thinkin’ that way.
Son of a murderin’ thief.”

Jerry shut her lips tightly and her hair
seemed to flame up from the roots.

“That is what Ed Reed called him,” she
said. “You are parroting Ed Reed. Why
don’'t Ed go and say that to Blue Snow?
I'll tell you this much—I'm not in love
with Blue Snow—but | detest Ed Reed.”

Jerry picked up the kitten and went
into the house, her father looking after
her, a scowl on his brow. Slowly he
turned his head and saw Reed in the patio
gate. Reed had heard what Jerry said.
He came in and the two men looked at
each other.

“1 reckon | talked too much,” said Reed
glumly, “and as far as that goes, you
talked too much just now. Let her alone.
You can’'t drive Jerry.”

“Damn it, you can’t even lead her,”
growled Falconer. “What happened to
your jaw, Ed?”

Reed felt of his swollen jaw. No use
lying about it.

“1 smashed Blondell in the nose today.
He mentioned the fact that | wasn't

goin’ to get married. He wanted to fight
it out, so we went out on the sidewalk. 1
guess | slipped—" lamely. *“Anyway, he
—aw—it didn’t amount to much. It's a
little sore.”

“Kinda swelled.
thin’ of the buyer?”

“They rode in just before the fight, and
| think they went out to tell Snow' that
the deal was off.”

“Did they see the fight?”

“1 dunno.”

Reed sighed deeply and felt of his chin.

“This deal has got me all unhooked,”
he said miserably. “1 know what they
are sayin’. | don't want to start any
trouble around here, and today | got to
thinkin’ 1'd go away for awhile—until it's
forgotten.”

Falconer nodded grimly.

“1 know' how' you feel, Ed.
a good thing.”

“1 think it is the only thing | can do to
keep out of trouble. If you don’'t mind
givin’ me a layoff. I'll pull out tomorrow
mornin’. Mebbe I'll be back in a couple
weeks—mebbe a month. It all depends.”

“Sure, that's all right. Where'll vou
go?”

“1 dunno. Mebbe I'll pull west, cross
the Divide and—"

“Why not go down to Phoenix or over
on the Coast to some big town?”

Did you see any-

It might be

“No, | don’t want big towns. |
dunno where I'll go. But I'll let you
know where | stop.”

“All right, Ed; I'll give you a check
tonight.”

“Thanks.”

Falconer watched the hunched should-
ers of his foreman go out through the
patio. He felt genuinely sorry for Reed.
A vacation would do him good. Falconer
decided that he would personally help
select the hundred and fifty head of beef
for Kinnear & Company. He felt better,
until he thought of Blue Snow.

“1f she wants to love him, she better
love him at a distance,” he told himself.
“1 kicked him off this ranch once, and I'll
do it again if he ever sticks his nose in-
side the place.”
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JEFF BLONDELL had
nothing to say about the fight.
His nose, already misshapen,
showed little signs of having

been hit by Ed Reed.
Hashknife had a chance to see the six
cowboys from the Double Diamond.
Smoky pointed them out—Harry Bond,
Dick Lasher, Molly Malone, Terry
McQueen, Bun Parker and Matt Sul-
livan.

McQueen was a wild eyed sort of
puncher, and Hashknife felt that he had
seen McQueen before. Malone was small,
scrawny, hatchet faced, with mean eyes
and bad teeth. The rest of the crew were
ordinary looking fellows, out for a few
drinks and a whirl at the games. Smoky
introduced McQueen and Malone to
Hashknife, but they did not linger long
with him. Malone asked Smoky about
the fight between Reed and Blondell. He
said he had only heard Reed’s version and
wanted the straight dope on it.

“Where’s Reed tonight?” asked Smoky.

“Too sore to come in,” grinned Ma-
lone. “I think he’s goin’ away 'tomorrow
for a trip.”

“Business?”

“Naw,” grinned Malone. “You know
his girl throwed him down, didn’'t you?
Well, he’s kinda sour on the world, sore
at everybody in it, and he's goin’ to go
away .for awhile.”

“1 heard she ditched him,” said Smoky.
“Wonder what was the trouble.”

“Another man. | reckon—owner of the
Bar S Bar.”

“Whateha know about that?” grunted
Smoky, as Malone walked away.

“He seems like a good kid,”
Hashknife.

“Yeah, he’'s all right; but Falconer
never would let Jerry marry him.”

“How old is this lady?”

“Well, | s’pose about twenty.”

“And she’s got red hair.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Want to make a little bet with me,
Smoky?”

Smoky shook his head.

“1 never thought about her age, and |

replied

done forgot about that red hair.
keep my money, pardner.”

“1 thought you was goin’ to try and
find out who shot Wilson,” said Sleepy

'l jist

That evetliag night as they were going to bed.

“You ain’t done a thing.”

“1'm not worryin’ myselfabout the man
who killed Wilson,” said Hashknife. “Do
you remember on jist what part of that
horse’'s anatomy we saw the Cross 84
brand?”

“You mean over at Gates Ajar? Right
shoulder.”

*Good!
sure.”

Hashknife still had Wilson’s telegram,
which was to notify Kinnear & Company
that he was shipping one hundred Cross
84. Where was he going to ship those
cattle, wondered Hashknife? The tele-
gram stated that he would try and ship
again next week from San Miguel. The
mysterious man who had ridden in late at
Gates Ajar was riding a Cross 84 horse,
and Hashknife wondered if this was
merely a coincidence.

“What's the Cross 84 got to do with
this deal?” asked Sleepy.

“Because,” replied Hashknife, “there
ain't a Cross 84 in this State. | looked
at the brand register at the sheriff's
office. Wilson was going to ship Cross 84
beef, according to this telegram, and next
week he expected to ship from San
Miguel. We were goin’ to meet him in
Gates Ajar and help nurse a train of cows
to Kansas City. Either Wilson was
crooked, or he had a touch of sun, 'cause
nobody knows of that Cross 84 outfit.”

They went out to the Double Diamond
the next morning and had a talk with Fal-
coner. The big cattleman was inclined
to be domineering, possibly because he
thought he had an advantage, and
wanted more than the market price.
Hashknife knew prices and he knew
cattle, which Falconer soon found out.

“Kinnear asked me to buy this beef,”
said Hashknife. “There wasn’t any prices
mentioned, but they wouldn’t expect me
to offer you a bonus. As far as I'm per-
sonally concerned, it don't make any

| thought it was, but | wasn't
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difference whether | buy your cows or not,
Falconer,”

“1 don’t have to sell to Kinnear,” re-
torted Falconer warmly.

“That leaves us deadlocked. I'll wire
Kinnear in a few days and tell him what
happened. If he wants to pay you more
than he does anybody else—"

“Well, 1 wouldn't quarrel over a few
dollars, Hartley. I've always sold to
Kinnear; so | reckon we can get together.
How soon do you want 'em?”

They settled the details of delivery at
San Miguel, and went back to Sunset
City, where Hashknife wrote a wire to
Kinnear and gave it to the clerk at the
stage station to send from San Miguel.
Later in the day some of the Double
Diamond cowboys were in town, and one
of them told Smoky that Ed Reed had
started on a vacation.

Blue Snow and old Graveyard came in
that afternoon. Both men looked tired,
as they dismounted at the sheriffs office.
Singer Sanderson was at the office, and
Blue sat down with him. Blue had his
father’s papers, showing the roundup re-
ports for two years, which he spread out
on the sheriff's desk. The fall count
showed five hundred and eighty-seven
head of Bar S Bar cattle, sixty head of
horses. The spring count only showed
three hundred and ten head of cattle and
forty horses.

“What's the answer?” queried the
sheriff.

“Shrinkage,” said Blue bitterly. “Right
now I'll bet there ain't over a hundred
head of Bar S Bar cows in these hills, and
—well, 1 won't swear to the horses, but
there ain’t no forty head left.

“Looks kinda funny,” nodded the
sheriff.

“Dad knew it, Sanderson. He wrote
me that he was gettin’ a bad deal.”

“Who from?”

Blue shrugged his shoulders and looked
up at Hashknife, who was in the doorway.

“Do you think your cows have been
stolen?” asked the sheriff. ?

“They’'re gone. Cattle usually stay
around their own range, unless somebody

takes 'em away. Hello, Hartley—”
nodding to Hashknife.

“Well, what's to be done about it?”
queried the sheriff.

“1 dunno. | thought I'd let you know
what it looks like. [I've got to see a
lawyer about the ranch. You knew the
Double Diamond stopped me from sellin’
beef to Hartley, didn't you?”

“1 heard they did. What lawyer are
you goin’ to get?”

“Van Dorn, | reckon.”

“He’s attorney for Falconer.”

“Yeah, | know he is; but he’'s a square
shooter.”

“That'’s true.”

“Well, he better shoot square with me,”
said Blue coldly, as he picked up his
papers. “1 didn't know how things were
goin’ down here with dad, or 1'd have been
here sooner. The Bar S Bar is goin’ to
belong to me now, and I'll stop losin’
stock, if | have to feed a few rustlers to

the buzzards.”

BLUE left the office and went
to find Van Dorn. The sheriff
was'going to San Miguel on a
matter of business, and Hash-

knife wrote out a telegram to Al Kinnear

and gave it to the sheriff to send.

HAVK YOU BOUGHT MANY CROSS
EIGHTY-FOUR BRAND AND WHERE.
WERE THEY SHIPPED FROM STOP
ANSWER AT ONCE AS IT IS IMPORTANT.

— HARTLEY

The sheriff brought the reply back with
him the following morning, and it read:

PLACE NAMED GATES AJAR STOP HAVE
BOUGHT TwWO HUNDRED SEVENTY-
FIVE HEAD.

It was signed by Al Kinnear. Hash-
knife smiled grimly and pocketed the
telegram. This was evidence that the
Cross 84, whatever it consisted of, was
near enough Gates Ajar to use that
station as a shipping point.

“This is how it looks to me,” he told
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Sleepy. “Wilson was as crooked-as the
rest of the bunch. He bought stolen
cattle cheap, probably payin’ cash, in-
stead of a check, and kept the difference.
The man who rode that Cross 84 bronc
was the man who was to make the sale—
but he was late. Wilson got into a poker
game with a couple punchers, prob’ly
two of the gang, while he was waitin’ for
the main jasper to show up; and they
framed to kill him for the cash in his
pocket.”

“And the bartender was in on the deal,
eh?”

“To the extent of trade, prob’ly—
mebbe hush money. He knew who done
the killin’, but he wouldn't tell. He
couldn’t afford to tell.”

“Don’'teha think Wilson was one awful
fool to want to hire me and you?”

“Mebbe Wilson wasn’'t such a fool, at
that. Lookin' at it from a cold blooded
angle, mebbe me and you wasn't sup-
posed to ever leave Gates Ajar.”

“Oh!” grunted Sleepy softly.
thought of that.”

i  “We’'ve stopped quite a lot of rustlin’,
Sleepy.”

Blue Snow came in that afternoon; he
was at the lawyer’s office when Jerry
Falconer came in, driving a spanking gray
team and a newly painted buckboard.
Hashknife saw Blue Snow come from the
office of Van Dorn and meet Jerry in
front of the stage station, where they
stood and talked for possibly fifteen
minutes.

A little later Hashknife met Jerry in a
store.

“Dad said if I saw you to invite you
and your friend out to supper,” she said.
“You see,” she added with a twinkle in her
eye, “Dad wasn’'t so sure about your
credentials; so he sent a wire to Kinnear
the other day.”

“Yeah?” curiously.

“1 guess he is satisfied now. Anyway,
he wants to talk with you.”

“All right, Miss Falconer,”
Hashknife. “We'll be out.”

“Come out tonight. Dad likes to talk.”

“Well, we can do that—and thanks.”

“1 never

grinned

“Supper about six o’clock, but come
before that, won't you?”

“Sure. We're always ahead of the
supper bell, ma’am.”

He and Sleepy rode out about five
o'clock, and Falconer welcomed them
warmly. He did not evade mentioning
the wire to Kinnear, but showed them the

reply.

HASHKNIFE HARTLEY BUYER FOR
US STOP IF YOU'VE GOT ANY HORSE-
THIEVES RUSTLERS OR GUNMEN IN
, YOUR COUNTRY THEY WILL STAMPEDE
STOP BEST REGARDS TO HIM AND
SLEEPY STOP YOU CAN BANK ON HIS
INTEGRITY

— AL KINNEAR

Hashknife grinned widely.

“That sounds like Al. We worked to-
gether, before he got into the meat
business.”

“That telegram interested me,” said
Falconer, as they sat down in the big
living room of the ranch-house.

“In what way?” queried Hashknife.

“About the horsethieves and rustlers.
The sheriff was out here today, and we
had quite a talk. Now, | don’t want you
to misunderstand me, Hartley. There
has always been bad blood between me
and Jim Snow. He’'s dead now, and his
son will probably take his place, 1've no
use for the boy. Jim Snow accused me of
stealin’ his horses. That wasn't true. It
hit me hard, bein’ called a thief; so |
blocked him from sellin’ his beef. |
wanted to break him, and | think I just
about put him pn the rocks. You've
heard about it, | reckon.”

“Yeah, | heard quite a lot about it.”

“All right. Blue Snow has been
makin’ a rough count, since you tried to
buy his cattle. He showed the sheriff a
roundup tally for last fall and this spring.
And—" Falconer shut hisjaw tightly for a
moment—*“ that count shows a big short-
age. It revives that old gossip, | tell you!
Blue Snow might just as well accuse me
of stealin’ his damn’ cows!”

Hashknife eyed him closely.
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“What has this to do with me,
Falconer?”

“Would a man in my position steal
cows?”

“Well,” Hashknife half closed his eyes
thoughtfully, “you might as well steal
‘'em as to keep him from realizin’ on 'em.
Accordin’ to my views, a boycott is the
same as a steal.”

“You're pretty damn’ frank with your
view's, Hartley.”

“You asked my opinion.”

“But | never stole his cows.”

“1 never said you did. What have you .

got against Blue Snow?”

“Against him!” exploded Falconer.
“He’s like the old man. 1—1 had a lot of
trouble with him,” he finished weakly.

Hashknife grinned widely.

“He thinks a lot of your daughter.”

“Yeah? What do you know about that
part of it?”

“What I've heard.”

Falconer leaned back in his chair.

“Well, I dunno,” wearily. *“Jerry was
to have married Ed Reed, my fore-
man, this week. Everythin’ was fixed.
Why, Jerry even went to Phoenix and
bought her weddin’ clothes. She was on
her way back—on that stage, when it was
held up. Now she won’'t marry Ed. It
busted him all up, and he’s gone away
for awhile. Couldn’t stand it. You see,
everybody knew about it, and he thought
they was laughin’ at him. He’s a serious
sort of a feller.”

“Do you think Blue Snow had anythin’
to do with that?”

“1 don't know. Jerry refuses to give
any reason. | sent Blue Snow a note
today, warnin’ him to keep awmay from
here.”

“Do you think that was the right thing
to do, Falconer?”

“That was my business.”

“Oh, shore. But put yourself in his
place; what would you do?”

Falconer scowled at Hashknife for
several moments.

“1f you thought a lot of the girl, and
you knew she thought a lot of you—"~
suggested Hashknife.

“We won’t discuss that part of it.”

“It’s worth discussin’. If 1 was you,
1'd ask Snow to come up here and have a
talk about it. Let your daughter in on
the discussion.”

“Not a damn’ bit of it! His father
murdered a man, robbed the stage. Why,
that currency belonged to me, | tell you!
Either Blue or his old man got that
money. And you ask me to let— You're
crazy, Hartley."

“Suppose his father hadn't killed that
stage driver, hadn't stolen that, money—"

“No supposin' about it—he did."

“Outside of that, the boy is all right,
eh? You merely disliked him because he
loved your daughter.”

“Well?”

“That closes the incident.
about somethin' else.”

“I'm willin’. Every time | talk about
it, | get sore.”

The conversation switched to shop talk
of the cow country. The cow'boys
finished their supper, and went out.
Hashknife heard Malone tell Falconer
that he and Terry McQueen were going to
town, and wanted to know if he wanted
them to get anything at the store.

Let's .talk

THE OLD Chinese was a good

cook, and the visiting cowboys

thoroughly enjoyed the supper.

Jerry seemed in good spirits,
laughing and talking with Hashknife.
Falconer eyed her closely. For the last
few days she had been rather quiet, and
this was a decided change.

After supper she went with them to the
living room and played a few pieces on
the organ. Falconer wanted to talk;
wanted to tell how he had made a success
of his business, and Jerry left the three
men together to smoke and talk. Hash-
knife was sitting near a window opening
on the patio, and he saw Jerry pass the
window.

From the bunkhouse came the tinkling
of a mandolin, the deeper strumming of a
guitar. Falconer talked on and on,
occasionally stopping to fill his pipe.
Neither Hashknife nor Sleepy were inter-
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ested, but were obliged to listen patiently.

It was nearly nine o’clock when
Falconer finished.

“1 reckon we’'ll be driftin’ back,” said
Hashknife, getting to his feet.

Falconer protested, got their promise
to come back again, and called to Jerry.

“She’d want to tell you good night,” he
said, as they walked out to the patio.

Jerry stepped up on the porch as they
came out.

“1 thought you was up in your room,”
said her father.

“1t was too warm, dad.”

“It is warm tonight. Hartley, I'll call
one of the boys to bring your horses.”

“Never mind that, Mr. Falconer,” re-
plied Hashknife.

He turned to thank Jerry for their
evening at the ranch, when something
seared across his cheek, thudded into the
wall behind them, and from somewhere
close at hand came the report of a gun.
None of them saw it flash.

Hashknife flung Jerry away from the
light of the doorway, sprang out at right
angles from the steps, drawing his gun.
The shot had come from somewhere in the
patio. The cowboys were running from
the bunkhouse, questioning.

Hashknife was hunched low, heading
for the angle of the patio, where a big oak
tree threw a heavy shadow. A man was
trying to get over the wall. Hashknife
heard the scrape of his clothes, the
thump of a boot.

“Stop where you are,” ordered Hash-
knife, and the noise ceased.

“Got him?” asked a cowboy hoarsely.

“Got somebody,” replied Hashknife, as
the man stepped away from the shadow,
his hands half raised.

It was Blue Snow. They led him over
to the house and took him inside. Jerry’s
face was white, her eyes wide with fright.
Falconer’s eyes narrowed and his voice
was vibrant with anger, as he faced the
young cowboy.

“Murderin’ folks must kinda run in
your family, Snow,” he said.

“1 never fired that shot,” replied Blue
evenly.

“Where's your gun?” asked Hashknife.

“Didn’t bring one.”

“Probably threw it away,” said a cow-
boy. “We’ll take a lantern and see if we
can find it.”

They ran to get the lantern. Hash-
knife's right cheek was bleeding a little
and he mopped away the blood with a
handkerchief.

“1 guess we'll take you to town, Snow,”
said Falconer. “I suppose that bullet was
meant for me.”

“1 never fired that shot,” repeated
Blue. “I never had a gun with me.”

“Right now is the time to settle this
proposition,” said Hashknife. He turned
to Jerry. “This is like gettin’ a tooth
pulled; it'll hurt for a minute. Today
you met Blue Snow in town and you
asked him to come out to see you tonight.
Mebbe he asked to come. Anyway, that
doesn’'t matter. You knew your father
would be busy talkin’ to us; so that
fixed the deal up fine. >Blue crawled
over the patio wall near that tree, and
you met him out there in the dark.
That's your business—not mine, but I

want to get it all straight. How about
it, Snow?”

Blue looked at Jerry, his lips shut
tightly.

“That is all true,” said Jerry softly.

“Damn’ fine business!” snorted Fal-
coner.
“Now,” continued Hashknife, speaking

to Blue, “after Jerry left you—she could
see me through that window, and she
knew her father would be busy until I got
up—what happened?”

“1 watched her go to the house and
meet you. Then | started to climb over
the wall, and that shot was fired from just
outside the gate. It wasn't over thirty
feet from me. | saw a little of the flash.
Well, it kinda stunned me. | didn't know
what was wrong. But | decided that my
best bet was to get out of there; so I—
well, you stopped me, Hartley.”

“That's a pretty good story to make up
in a short time,” said Falconer.

“And I'll bet big odds that it’s true,”
said Hashknife.
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e “Why would 1
asked Blue.

“Maybe you didn’t,” said Falconer.

“Why would | shoot at you?”

“l warned you to keep away from
here, Snow.”

“Yeah, | got your note. | suppose it
was from you. You see, you forgot to sign
it—or was you afraid to sign it?”

“1 reckon you knew who it was from.”
Falconer turned to Jerry. “You’'ve made
a nice mess of things, haven’'t you?”

“You can drop that,” said Blue coldly.
“1 insisted on cornin’.”

§7“She didn't have to let you.”

The cowboys came back in, carrying a
lantern.

“We can’'t find any gun,” said Matt
Sullivan. “There's none in the patio,
and he couldn’t throw it very far over the
wall.”

“That part of it's all settled,” said
Hashknife. “Snow never had any gun
and he never fired the shot.”

“1f he didn’'t, who did?” demanded
Falconer. “You're too danged quick to
exonerate him,,Hartley.”

“Well, | was the only one who got
marked.” Hashknife laughed.

Terry McQueen and Molly Malone
came back from town, and the cowboys
met them outside the house, telling them
what had happened. McQueen gave
Falconer the mail.

“You boys didn't meet anybody be-

shoot at Hartley?

tween here and town, didja?” asked
Hashknife.
“Not a soul,” replied McQueen. “We

rode slow all the way back, but we never
seen nor heard anybody.”
“Where's your horse, Snow?”
Hashknife, and Blue grinned.
“1've got him staked out in the brush.”
“You may as well ride back with us.”
Falconer swore under his breath, but
did not protest. He turned away, when
Blue shook hands with Jerry.
“Thank you, Mr. Hartley,” she said,

asked

as she shook hands with him. “You
saved the day.”
j>“The day ain’t all saved—yet; but

we've made a start.”

BLUE had little to say as they
rode back toward town, but
when they parted he shook
hands with both of them.

“1 was a fool to go out there,” he said.
“But | shore was lucky to have you
there to square the deal for me, and | ap-
preciate what you did. If you can ever
use me for anythin’, yell my name. [I'll
have a gun with me next time.”

“1 may need you, Snow. Hasta luego.

“Buenas noches, Caballeros.”

“Who do you reckon fired that shot?”
asked Sleepy, as they went on.

“1 haven't the slightest idea.”

“He’s a good shot.”

“How do you figure that out?”

“Takin’ a chance on pickin’ you out of
that group at that distance, and in a bad
light.”

“It shore was too close for comfort.
Well, they’'ve showed their hand, whoever
they are, Sleepy. Too danged much
publicity. We’'ll either have to change
our names or get out where nobody ever
keard of us. Scared, cowboy?”

“Tremblin’ all over.”

They went to the Sunset Saloon, and
Hashknife tried to find out what time
Malone and McQueen left town, but no
one seemed to have paid any attention
to the hour they left. The sheriff listened
to what happened at the Double Dia-
mond, but did not seem to have any
theory to offer, except that Falconer had
lots of enemies, and that the shot might
have been intended for him.

Blondell heard Sleepy telling Smoky
about the shooting, and came over to
Hashknife, questioning him about it
Hashknife told him what he knew of the
affair. Blondell had no comments to
make, and Hashknife wondered what
Blondell’s interest might be. He did not
trust Blondell, but he found that Blondell
had been around the saloon all evening,
which was enough alibi to clear him of
any hand in the matter.

Blondell was somewhat of a mystery
to every one, but Sunset City had be-
come used to him. To Hashknife he was a
sinister figure, getting a living from
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somewhere—but where? What kept him
in Sunset City? According to all Hash-
knife could learn about him, he seldom
left town. It seemed that Blondell drank
plenty of liquor, but kept a silent tongue
in his head.

“1f Blondell ain't wanted some place,
I'm a Chinaman’s unde,” Hashknife de-
cided. “And, if I'm wise, I'll keep an eye
on Mr. Blondell.”

Hashknife found that Blondell was in
Sunset City at the time of the stage rob-
bery; so that excused him. In fact, as far
as Hashknife could discover, Blondell's
only fault lay in the fact that he came
there broke, got money in some mysteri-
ous way, and continued to get it. He
minded his own business. His fight with
Ed Reed was the first time he had been in
any trouble in Sunset City. He never
mentioned what it was about, but the
general opinion was that Blondell had
joked Reed over losing his girl.

Hashknife and Sleepy rode out to the
Bar S Bar ranch the next morning, an$i
found Graveyard Jones there with Blue
and Skipper.

“Well, they haven't killed you off yet,”
smiled Blue.

“Give 'em time,” grinned Hashknife.

There were a couple of Bar S Bar
horses in the corral, and Hashknife took a
look at the brand. The brand itself con-
sisted of a short bar, a large S and another
short bar. Hashknife called Blue over to
him and they stopped beside a light sorrel,
on which the brand showed plainly. j

“What didja want?” asked Blue
curiously.
“Watch this.”

Hashknife drew his forefinger through
the first bar, continued the S to an 8, and
drew two lines on the last bar. Blue
scowled thoughtfully.

“Do that again, will you Hartley?”

Hashknife did it over again.

“Makes it a Cross 84, don't it?”
queried Blue. “Why—"
“Somebody,” said Hashknife softly,

“has been sellin’ Cross 84 beef to Kinnear,
and shippin’ 'em from Gates Ajar.”
“Yea-a-h?” Blue hooked his thumbs

over his belt, as he studied the lean face
of Hashknife. “Are you sure of that?”

Hashknife showed him the wire from
Kinnear.

“That was an answer to my wire,
askin’ him about buyin’ Cross 84.”

“So that’'s where the Bar S Bar has
been robbed, eh? They took 'em over the
range, altered the brands and shipped
‘'em as Cross 84. Well, I'm goin’ to
Gates Ajar, Hartley.”

“Wait a little while, pardner. I1—I
don’t think the time is ripe. There's a
lot of Cross 84 beef over there right now,
but they can’t ship 'em. It'll take quite
a while to dig up another buyer. Let
things drift for awhile, and we’ll go with
you.”

“Does the sheriff know about this?”

“Nope.”

Old Graveyard was all excited. He
wanted to go right over to Gate Ajar
and hang somebody. Skipper insisted
that he would go along and tie the knot.

“We'll go when Hartley gives the
word,” stated Blue. “I'm backin’ his
play from now on. Has this deal got any-
thin’ to do with somebody takin’ a shot
at you last night, Hartley?”

“I'm afraid it does.”

“Do you think somebody in San Miguel
Valley rustled our cattle?”

“Somebody in San Miguel Valley took
a shot at me. | don’t reckon any of them
Gates Ajar rustlers would ride plumb
here to shoot me. How easy is it to get
across that range?”

“Easy as shootin’ fish,” replied Grave-
yard. “All open country to Antelope Pass,
and a good trail through to the other side.
Why, you could almost drive a wagon
over there, without no road. The rail-
road aimed to come through and take in
this valley, but they finally went straight
north and swung around to San Miguel.”

BLUE decided to go back to
town with them, and they went
to talk with the sheriff. Hash-
knife took a pencil and outlined
the Bar S Bar, showing the sheriff how
simple it would be to alter it to a Cross 84.
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“But we've got to keep this quiet,” said
Hashknife. “If there's any slip, we'll
never get 'em for thejob. They could dig
out, leave the cattle and we’'d be holdin’
the sack.”

“That's true,” replied the sheriff.
“But what’'s our best move?”

“Do you know the sheriff of the county
over there?”

“1 do. His name is Dick Redman, and
I'm not surprised that they were able to
ship stolen cattle in his county.”

Hashknife laughed softly.

“1 wondered what kind of a person he
was. You see, he should have served me
and Sleepy with a subpena to appear at
the inquest over the body of Wilson.
Mebbe he passed it up cold.”

“Knowin’ who Kkilled him,”
Sanderson, “he prob’ly would.”

Old Graveyard came in later and he
went to supper with Hashknife, Sleepy
and Blue. The old man was wearing his
gun. Blondell came in to supgpr, nodded
to them and sat down at the back of the
room. Hashknife noticed that Blondell
watched the front windows fairly close,
and wondered if he was looking for some-
body.

Before they finished eating Terry
McQueen, Molly Malone and Matt Sulli-
van came in to eat. From their conver-
sation it developed that that was pay-
day at the Double Diamond, and they
were out to celebrate. As Hashknife and
his party went outside, they met Harry
Bond, Dick Lasher and Bun Parker, the
other three punchers from the Double
Diamond.

“Ain’t nobody killed you yet, | see,” re-
marked Harry Bond laughingly.

“Not yet,” replied Hashknife.
everythin’, boys?”

“Finer'n frawg hair,” said Bun Parker.
“Falconer’s cornin’ in tonight.”

“He alius comes in to pack us home,”
laughed Lasher, as they entered the
restaurant.

Smoky had eaten earlier in the evening
and he met them at the Sunset Saloon.
Sleepy and Blue started a pool game, and
the others sat down to watch the play.

nodded

“How’s

Blondell came back from the restaurant,
watched the play for awhile, and sat
down against the wall. At times he eyed
Hashknife speculatively, his sombrero
low over his sullen eyes; again he would
watch the front of the building.

“Nervous,” decided Hashknife.

The boys came back from the restau-*
rant, and soon a sizable poker game was
in progress, but Blondell made no mov,e
to get into it. A little later Falconer
came in. He seldom drank, but tonight
he asked Hashknife to join him at the bar.
He nodded coldly to Blue Snow.

“You asked somebody about the
Cross 84 brand, didn’t you, Hartley?” he
asked.

Hashknife nodded, wondering what
this would lead to.

“Today | ran across a horse with that
brand, out near my place.”

“Well?” queried Hashknife.

“1t was the first time | ever saw that
brand, and | knew you inquired about it.”

“Oh, yeah. When Wilson was shot he
had a telegram written out. It hadn't
been sent, | reckon. He mentioned the
Cross 84, and | was curious to know where
that brand was located. It didn't'
matter.”

Falconer laughed.

“1 thought | was bringin’ you some
news. The boys made another search
this mornin’, but they couldn’t find any
gun. It begins to look as though Blue
Snow had nothin’ to do with that shot in
the dark.”

“1 knew he didn’t.”

Falconer sighed deeply over his drink
and shook his head.

“l don't sabe women,” he confessed.
“l had a run-in with Jerry after you
left.”

“She’s got plenty red hair,” said Hash-
knife.

“Her mother had it, too. | wish Jerry
would marry Ed Reed. He’'s been like a

son to me. | could trust him with
everything.”

“She will marry Blue Snow,” said
Hashknife.

“Over my dead body!”
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“Yeah? Well, itain’'t no killin’ matter.”

“1 can't see what there is about that
damn’ kid. Reed was worth a million
like him.”

“That might all be true—and when
you married Jerry's mother, there was
probably a lot of men worth a million
of you.”

Falconer shoved his empty glass across
the bar, and studied himself in the
mirror of the back bar for several
moments.

“1 never looked at it that way, Hartley.
Mebbe there was. But damn it, all |
want is for Jerry to get a good man, and
I don’'t like Snow’s reputation. He’'s a
drifter. His father murdered a man |
liked and stole a lot of money.”

“That's a queer way to look at it,
Falconer. There’s nothin’ in heredity—
not that kind. If your father had
been a horsethief, would you give your-
self up to the sheriff? You let the
girl pick her man. She's got to live
with him.”

“He’s got nothin’.”

“What did you have before you got
married?”

“Things are different now,” evasively.

“1'll'bet you couldn't pay the
preacher.”

Falconer’'s eyes widened a little, as he
stared at Hashknife.

“Who told you that?”

“A good guess, wasn't it?”

Falconer laughed shortly.

“1 was afraid for a minute that you was
a mind-reader. | was thinkin’ the same
thing.”

They both smiled,
ordered the drinks.

“1 like you, Hartley,” said Falconer
slowly. “I1 don’t believe we'd hitch very
long, because you speak right out; but—
mebbe | need it. | want you to come out
tomorrow and look at the beef I've got
for you.”

“All right.”

“1t’'ll take all one long day to drive to
San Miguel.”

“Kinnear didn't say anythin’ about
bein’ in a hurry; it's all right.”

and Hashknife

RLONDELL got U from his

chair, stopped and looked at

the poker game for a few

moments, and sauntered past
them, going to the door. Hashknife was
standing with his back to the bar, leaning
back on his elbows. He saw Blondell stop
in the doorway, looking at the lights
across the street. Then he stepped down
the few inches to the sidewalk—stopped
short.

From the right hand side of the door-
way came the report of a revolver shot.
Blondell did not move for several mo-
ments. He seemed to hunch his shoulders
a little, took one slow backward step,
then fell half into the saloon.

Hashknife was the first man to reach
the doorway. He stepped over Blondell
and ran to the corner. The alley was
dark. Men were picking Blondell up,
carrying him back into the saloon. Men
were running from the restaurant, from
the stores, A cowboy went running from
the saloon, heading for the doctor.

They stretched Blondell out on the
floor. Hashknife quickly cut away his
coat and shirt. The bullet had struck
him on the right side just below the arm
pit, and apparently had ranged straight
through.

“Bad?” queried Falconer nervously.

“1 think he was Kkilled instantly,” re-
plied Hashknife. “Probably went on
through his heart. The doctor can easily
tell.”

The old doctor’s examination was.brief.
He shook his head, closed his case and
dusted off the knees of his trousers.

“The man is dead,” he said crisply.
“He never knew what hit him.”

Hashknife sighed and looked down at
the battered features of their mystery
man, wondering if he would ever know
what the mystery was. Some one.got a
blanket, and four of the cowboys carried
the body into a back room, where they
placed it on a table.

The cowboys took a drink and stood
around thoughtfully. It had ruined their
payday. The sheriffand Smoky came just
before the body was taken out.
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“What can | do?” Smoky asked help-
lessly. “No use runnin’ around in the
dark.”

“Not a bit,” replied Falconer.
wouldn’'t know which way to go.”

“Damn’ queer thing,” muttered Terry
McQueen. “Who would kill Blondell?”

“Shoot a man in the back,” growled
Malone. “Gawd, he never had a chance!”

“Don’t anybody know anythin’ about
Blondell?” asked Hashknife. “He must
have some relations somewhere—some-
body who would like to know.”

“He never told anybody,” said the bar-
tender. “I've known him ever since he
came here, but he never talked. Drunk
or sober, he kept still. Alius wore a gun.
Never smiled much.”

“Did he ever go away for any length of
time?”

“Kept a horse in the livery stable, but
he didn’t ride much.”

“What brand was on that horse?”

McQueen and Malone looked quickly at
Hashknife.

“l dunno the brand,”
tender.

“You

said the bar-

“l1t was a Double Diamond,” said
McQueen. “Reed sold it to him.”
“1 remember that,” said Falconer. “It

He told me he had
He also sold Blondell

belonged to Reed.
sold it to Blondell.
a saddle.”

McQueen nodded, and the boys re-
turned to the poker table, trying to force
their interest back to cards.

Falconer went across the street to the
biggest store, and Hashknife wandered
up the street a way, where he sat down
on the edge of the sidewalk. He wanted
to think, to try to puzzle out why any
one would try to kill him, and why some
one had killed Blondell. Who was

Blondell and what had he done, he
wondered? Did Blondell know some one
was looking for him? He had acted
nervous.

Why did Malone and McQueen look at
him so quickly when he asked what
brand Blondell’'s horse wore? All the
Double Diamond cowboys were in the
saloon; so none of them could have fired

the shot. It would be difficult to connect
Blondell with rustling operations over
around Gates Ajar.

Every one agreed that Blondell had
had no trouble with anybody, with the
exception of his fight with Reed. Reed
was gone from the Valley, Anyway, their
fight was nearly even. Both men had
been knocked down. In fact, Reed prob-
ably hurt Blondell worse. It was not a
matter to commit murder over; so Hash-
knife discarded any thought of that
incident.

As he sat there in the dark he saw two
men go diagonally across the unlighted
street above him. They reached the side-
walk and went on to the front of Van
Dorn’s little law office. Hashknife heard
them unlock the door and go in, closing
the door behind them. The shade was
nearly down, but he saw the sudden glow
of light, as they lighted a lamp.

There had been nothing furtive about
their movements; merely a couple of men
going into a law office. But something
urged Hashknife to go and see what it
was all about.

“That's a funny hunch,” he told him-
self, as he got to his feet. “l must be
gettin’ jumpy.”

He pulled his hat tighter—there was a
little wind—and went slowly down the
sidewalk. For several moments he stood
listening, but could hear no sound from
within the office. As he stepped in closer,
the lamp was extinguished, and a moment
later a man came out so suddenly that he
was almost against Hashknife before the
cowboy could move.

There was a startled curse, and a re-
volver was fired so close to Hashknife's
face that the powder burned him. In-
stinctively he ducked low and flung him-
selfforward, clawing at the man with both
hands. He collided with him and they
crashed back against the building; but
before Hashknife could get his balance,
the man swung at his head with the gun;
overswung a little, and his hand and gun
butt came down squarely on Hashknife’'s
head.

The blow was sufficient to knock the
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puncher to his knees, and in a daze he
heard the man running. Some one was
yelling over near the saloon, probably un-
able to tell where the shot had been
fired. Hashknife sat there long enough to
get back his scattered senses, swore at
himself for getting knocked down, and
finally got back to his feet. He balanced
himself against the door frame and
lighted a match, before opening the door.

On the sidewalk were several papers and
a letter in a legal size envelope, and
Hashknife picked them up. Stepping into
the office, he lighted the lamp.

Some one had seen him light the
match, and several men came running
over from the saloon. Hashknife uncon-
sciously shoved the papers into his
pocket and looked down at Van Dorn, the
fat attorney, who had been struck over
the head, and was just beginning to re-
cover. The men crowded in. Van
Dorn’s small safe in the corner of the
room was wide open, and several papers
were scattered about the floor.

THE SHERIFF came striding
in, and Hashknife turned to
grin at him.

“What's goin’ on here?” de-
manded the sheriff. “Who hit Van
Dorn?”

Hashknife rubbed his sore head and
tried to remember just what had hap-
pened. Van Dorn gaped vacantly at the
crowd, a trickle of blood running down
his nose. He rubbed it off with a pudgy
forefinger and looked at it.

“Mebbe the fat feller knows,”
gested Hashknife.

“Somebody socked you?” asked Sleepy
anxiously.

“Sat me down real quick,” grinned
Hashknife. “Powder burned me a little,
too, when his gun went off in my face.”

“What happened to you, Van Dorn?”
asked Falconer nervously.

Two of the cowboys helped Van Dorn
to a chair, and one of them mopped his
head with a handkerchief.

“He—he hit me on the head,”
Van Dorn foolishly.

sug-

said

“Who hit you on the head?” asked the
sheriff.

“A man.”

“Who hit you, Hartley?”

“Same party,” grinned Hashknife.

Van Dorn looked at the open safe, his
brows knitted thoughtfully.

“That is funny,” he muttered.

“Remember what happened?” asked
Falconer.

“Why, yes, I remember now.”

He rubbed his head for several

moments.

“Some one knocked on the door of my
house. | went to the door, and there was
a masked man. He threatened me with
his gun, warned me not to talk, and made
me go with him. I—I didn’t know what
to do. He brought me dowm here and
told me to open my safe. | tried to ex-
plain that there wasn’'t any money in the
safe, but he made me open it. And then—
I guess he hit me.”

“What do you know, Hartley?” queried
the sheriff.

“Well, | saw 'em go into the office,” re-
plied Hashknife. “1 dunno why | came
over here. It was just a hunch. | was
tryin’ to hear what was bein’ said in
there, when the light went out and a man
stepped out so quickly he almost bumped
into me. He fired his gun in my face, and
when | grabbed him, he socked me over
the head.”

“What was in your safe, Van Dorn?”
asked Falconer.

“Only private papers,” painfully. “Not
a cent of money.”

“It looks as though he had taken all of
‘em, except these,” picking up a fewrand
placing them on the desk.

Van Dorn was not attentive. His head
was his chief concern, and he did not seem
interested in any investigation.

“You better see a doctor,” advised
Falconer. “Want to go to his office, or
have him come up to your place?”

“1 think 1I'll go home; I'm sick.”

“How'’s your head, Hashknife?” asked
the sheriff.

“Oh, I didn’'t get hit so hard,” grinned
the tall cowboy.
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Most of the crowd went back to the
Sunset Saloon, where they crowded
around the bar and asked one another
foolish questions. A murder and a rob-
bery gave them food for conversation.
But Hashknife was not interested in their
arguments. His hunch was working
again, and that hunch told him to keep
out of the light.

He went past the hotel entrance and
stopped at the corner. From there he
could hear the.voices over in the Sunset
Saloon. Several men were in the hotel
office, talking things over. Hashknife
knew there was a rear entrance to the
upper floor of the hotel; so he went cau-
tiously around to the rear, halting at the
comer.

Some one was back there. He could
hear him crossing the yard. It was too
dark to distinguish objects very well,
but he was sure he saw a shadowy figure
going up the outside stairs. Of course, it
might be some one connected with the
hotel.

Moving cautiously, he reached the
bottom of the stairs and climbed up to
the open door. Peering down the dark
hallway he could see a faint glow of light
from the front stairway, and could hear
the dull buzz of conversation from the
office.

Slowly he went down the hall to his
door, halting against the wall. He knew
the door was partly open, because he
could feel the draught. It was evident
that the window was also open. It had
been shut when he left, and the door
had been locked. But the door would be
a simple matter for any one with a pass
key or a piece of bent wire. Still, the fact
remained that the door was partly open
and also the window.

“Queer,” said Hashknife to himself.
“1f somebody wanted to bushwhack me in
my room—why leave the door and
window open?”

These thoughts flashed through his
mind, as he flattened against the wail
near the door, and the answer came in the
smashing report of a revolver shot.

Wham! Wham! Wham,! Three more

shots, the flashes lighting the hall. A
space of two or three seconds, followed by
another shot—another. Six shots in the
space of ten seconds.

Another shot, a choking grunt, and a
man stumbled out of the room, backing
erratically in the dark. Hashknife dived
into him, like a halfback making a flying
tackle, and they went crashing down
along the wall. Quickly Hashknife
caught his arms, but the man made no
effort to free himself.

Men were running up the stairs, and
one came crowding from the rear, carry-
ing a lamp. Hashknife called for them to
hurry. Sleepy, the sheriff and Blue Snow
were there. They had been looking for
Hashknife. He let go of his captive and
got to his feet.

The man was of medium height,
swarthy, black haired. He blinked at the
light, his lips shut tightly. More men
came down the hall, and among them was
Falconer. They were all trying to ques-
tion Hashknife, who knew little more than
they did. He went into his room, which
was acrid with burned powder, found a
match and lighted the lamp.

LYING against the wall, his

head almost against the window

sill, was Ed Reed. He was still

alive, but hit hard. Hashknife
picked up his gun, as Falconer shoved
forward, his jaw sagging.

“Ed!” he almost shouted. “Ed, what
happened? My God, are you hurt bad?”

“Bring the other feller in here,”
ordered Hashknife, and they carried him
in, placing him near Reed. The two
wounded men stared at each other, blink-
ing in the light.

“What's it all about, Hartley?” asked
Falconer. “Can’t you talk, man?”

Hashknife laughed harshly.

“They got their wires crossed, | reckon.
Both of 'em layin’ for me, and they got
each other.”

No one made any comment. Hashknife
swung out the cylinder of Reed’s gun and
removed an empty shell. Glancing at it
quickly, he turned to the sheriff.
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“Go and get the gun Jim Snow
used.”

“1'll get it,” said Smoky quickly. “You
stay here, Singer.”

“You're pretty damn’ smart, Hartley,”

said Reed painfully.

“Not very. Why did you Kkill Jeff
Blondell and rob Van Dorn’s safe?”

“You don't know, eh?”

“Not yet.”

Reed laughed hoarsely.

“You’'ll never know from me.”

“You stole Bar S Bar cattle and
altered the brand to Cross 84.”

“Did we? Prove it, damn you!”

Hashknife smiled queerly and turned
to the other man.

“You're the man who killed Wilson,
eh?”

The man said nothing. Perhaps he was
too sick to deny anything.

“Didn’'t Wilson play the game ac-
cordin’ to your rules?”

“Tell him nothin’,” groaned Reed.
“He don’'t know a damn’ thing.”

“Let's see if | don’t. One of you was
delegated to kill me tonight. It wasn't
settled jist where the killin’ was to be
done; so this friend of yours decided to
pull it off here in my room, but didn’t tell
you, Reed. Evidently he wanted to keep
under cover. You killed Blondell, and
you recognized me when we tangled in
front of Van Dorn’s office. Mebbe you
thought | recognized you. Anyway, you
made a guess that your friend had
missed out on his end of the deal; so you
canie huntin’ me.”

At that moment Smoky came in,
bringing Jim Snow’s six-shooter. Hash-
knife opened the gun and examined the
empty cartridges, comparing them with
the one from Reed’s gun.

“That cinches you, Reed,” he said.
“Your gun is loaded with the same brand
of cartridges that you used to kill Chub
Needham and Jim Snow. For fear that
somebody might hear those shots and
wonder who fired all of 'em, you put two
empty shells in Snow’s gun, makin’ three,
with the one he shot at you.

“Blue Snow thought he heard five

shots. | figure there was six, and that
two were fired so close together that it
sounded like one. Chub never fired a
shot, but you shot his gun in the air
twice. Your first shot killed Chub in-
stantly. A moment later Jim Snow came
in sight, headin’ for San Miguel. You
swapped shots together, and you hit him.
Then you shot again real quick, and he
went down.

“But you made a mistake when you
put them other shells in Snow’s gun.
The firin’ pin on his gun hits dead center,
while the pin on your gun hits low on the
cap. You stuffed that package of bonds
inside Snow’s shirt and kept the money
for yourself.”

“That's what Blondell said,” mumbled
the other man. “He said Reed done that
job and never split with—"

“Shut your damn’ mouth,”
Reed. “You yaller dog!”

“What's the good of it? We're cinched.
Get a doctor, will you?”

“Who tried to kill me the other night

groaned

at the Double Diamond?” asked Hash-
knife.

“Reed,” replied the other man.
“Rotten shot. 1| told him—"

“Wait a minute. Who stole the Bar S
Bar cattle?”

The man laughed shakily.
getting weak from loss of blood.

“Hundred head at the old Ox-Bow
ranch near Gates Ajar. Me and Reed
and—Blondell . . . Find the rest if
you can.”

“What about Wilson?”

“He got-'em for half what they was
worth.”

“And you didn’t sell the last time, eh?
You killed him and took all his cash.”

“Have it your own way.”

“You dirty quitter!” grated Reed, but
the other man did not hear him—he had
fainted.

Falconer’'s face was white, his lips set
in a grim line. He would have staked his
life on Reed’s honesty.

“Somebody better get the doctor,” said
Hashknife. “1 don't think he’'ll be of
much use to either of 'em, but we better

He was
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get him. Now, Reed, tell us why you
cracked that safe?”

“1'll see you in hell, first, you dirty
snooper!”

Hashknife had shoved his hands deeply
into his pockets, and now his right hand
came out, holding the few crumpled
papers he had picked up in front of Van
Dorn’s office. He looked at them curi-
ously. One was a large envelope, ap-
parently containing a single sheet of
paper, and on the outside was written in
ink, JEFF BLGNDELL— PRIVATE.

Some of the men moved in closer,
wondering what was coming next. Reed
saw the envelope and his face twisted
curiously as Hashknife tore it open,
taking out the single sheet, folded once.
Swiftly he read it. Reed tried to move,
groaned hollowly and sank back.

“Will you quit now?” asked Hashknife,
but Reed refused to answer.

Hashknife turned to the crowd.

“Listen to this letter, folks:

“To be opened and read only in case | dis-
appear or am killed in a mysterious way. This
is my agreement with Van Dorn, who knows
nothing about the contents of this letter.

"My name is Henry Blondel! Jeffries. Two
years ago | was released from the Montana
State Penitentiary, where | served a full term of
five years for train robbery. While in the
penitentiary | met a convict named Reed Has-
kell, who was serving twenty years for robbery
and manslaughter.

“Reed Haskell is Ed Reed, foreman of the
Double Diamond outfit. He and another con-
vict named Tony Blackburn slugged a guard
and escaped. They both know,of this letter,
which | use as a safeguard. Either one of them
would kill me like a snake, if they wasn't afraid
this letter would be read.

“Reed Haskell, or Ed Reed, as he is known
here, is paying well for what | know, and if you
doubt my word, they can easily identify him
at the peéNn.—henry blovdell jeffries, or
JEFF BLONDEEL.

“And there you are,” finished Hash-
knife.

The crowd was silent. Reed was
staring at the floor, eyes nearly shut.

“1 suppose your friend is Tony Black-
burn, eh?” queried Hashknife.

Reed nodded shortly, as the doctor
came in, carrying his valise.

“One thing more,” said Hashknife.
“The night Wilson was Killed, wasn't it
Blondell who came over there, ridin’ a
Cross 84 horse?”

Reed nodded again.

“He wanted all the money, | sup-
pose?” |
“The dirty rat,” whispered Reed. “He

had me cinched.”

The crowd moved out to give the doctor
more room. Falconer took Blue Snow by
the arm and they moved down to the
hotel office with Hashknife.

“1'll make good on them stolen cattle,
Blue,” he said. “Il reckon your father
was right. I'm sorry as hell—and that’s
all I can say.”

“That's enough,” said Blue slowly.
“1'd like to ride out and tell Jerry what
happened.”

“Fine. She'll understand. You see,
she’s got a lot more sense than her dad.”

Blue turned to Hashknife and they
shook hands silently- Falconer watched
Blue go striding out through the door,
his chin in the air for the first time since
he came back to Sunset City.

“He’ll do well,” said Falconer softly.
“Blue knows cowss.”

“Knows girls, too,” said Hashknife
seriously. “It's a danged lucky thing he
came back to this country—Ilucky for both
of you.”

Falconer nodded slowly.

“Yea-a-ah, a mighty lucky thing for me
and mine, Hartley. But the luckiest
thing in the world that ever happened
for all of us was when a long legged
puncher came down over the Rattlesnake
Canon grades, lookin’ for a shipment of
cows,”

“And tried to bust the trust.”

“It’s busted. Hartley.”

Smoky came in from the street, still
excited.

“Terry McQueen and Molly Malone
pulled out south, just after all the shootin’
took place,” he panted. “The bartender
saw ‘em go.”

“1 wouldn’t chase 'em,” said Hashknife
slowly. “They’ll be dodgin’ all their life,
anyway.”
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Falconer put a hand on Hashknife's
shoulder.

“Hartley, | need a foreman, and | need
two more men. You're not a regular
buyer. Hang your hats at the Double
Diamond—you and Sleepy. One of these
days I'll want to step out, and | want a
good man to run the business.”

Hashknife squinted thoughtfully over
his cigaret.

“Well, I'll think it over, Falconer.
Will you see that Kinnear gets a good
break on them beeves? You know what I
mean.”

“1 shore will. But—"

“Thank you kindly; and I'll let you
know about the other.”

Some of the men were coming down the
stairs, talking, arguing. Hashknife stepped
outside, where Sleepy was standing be-
side one of the porch posts, holding the
reins of their two horses. Without a word
they mounted and rode down the street,

passing out of Sunset City in the darkness.
“1 dang’ near accepted a job,” said
Hashknife.

“No!”

“Yeah.”

“l seen Falconer talkin’ with you.
This deal kinda knocks his homs off,
don't it?”

“Complete.”

“Which way, cowboy?”

“Lemme see. North is San Miguel,

east is Gates Ajar. What's south?”

“A lot of tall hills.”

“Good—we’ll go south.”

And they went down through the dark-
ness of San Miguel Valley, chap knee
rubbing chap knee, while the distant
stars seemed to tumble down over the
tops of the southern hills, which beckoned
them on to see what was on the other
side. What had just happened was all
in a day’s work—tomorrow was merely
another day.



The Lost Legion 0fteK alahari

By LAWRENCE G. GREEN

IS FACE was the color of the veld

—a hard brown, baked by the

sun that can be so pitiless in the
open spaces of Africa. His lounge suit was
creased, as if it had been lying at the bot-
tom of a tin trunk for a long time. He
told me that he was on leave from the
Legion of the Lost.

The French Foreign Legion is not the
only band of adventurers condemned to
the hardships of desert exile. My visitor
was a trooper in the Bechuanaland police
—a hard bitten body of sailors, soldiers,
wanderers from all the fighting forces of
the British Empire and most of the pub-
lic schools of England.

The Bechuanaland police are responsi-
ble for law and order iiy the Kalahari
Desert, that great stretch of almost water-
less country into which you could drop
England comfortably, yet in which you
will find only a few score white people.

In the Kalahari, says my friend the
trooper, live the loneliest folk in the
world—farmers and traders who spend
years there with never a glimpse of a new
white face. Some of them live more than
five hundred miles from Mafeking; and
that is a journey of thirty days by ox
wagon, and not to be lightly undertaken.

Thirst, drought, distance and heat—
these are the enemies of man in the Kala-
hari. Lions and jackals are dangers too,
but they are more readily faced than a
desert trek in the dry season. From April
to August, when the pans are full of water,
any one can cross the Kalahari. In sum-
mer you need an airplane to make the
journey with reasonable safety. Yet
men snatch a living from this sandy
wilderness.

It was the late Cecil Rhodes who first
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opened the Kalahari south of Lake Ngami
for settlement. Many took their cattle
hopefully to the Promised Land, but very
few remained. News of the little lost
colony which decided to see the game
through seldom penetrates to Mafeking,
the nearest outpost of civilization. The
trooper who visited me is one of the few
who know the life they are leading.

They have no churches, no shops, no
schools, no doctors, not even a wireless
set. Yet most of them seem happy. Some
of the exiles have journeyed to Mafeking
only to be married—a month in an ox
wagon for the ceremony should be a
strenuous test of affection.

Cattle on the way to the market are
driven by native herdboys, and many
die on the way. The t'sama melon, which
contains a little moisture, is often their
only nourishment.

The only people who thrive in the Kal-
ahari are the bushmen. It is almost their
last stronghold in Africa, and they are as
shy of white people as the most timid
buck. They sleep under the sky, seldom
twice in the same place; and for clothes
they wear the skins of animals or nothing
at all. It is difficult to picture these
wizened little creatures with their bows
and poisoned arrow's as human beings. In
captivity they die after a few weeks, like
wild things in a cage.

Kalahari traders deal in skins with the
natives. The magnificent lIcarosses that
are sold in Johannesburg, the lion,
leopard and silver jackal skins, come from
these lonely traders, with long intervals
between supplies.

Life in the Kalahari, swears the trooper,
isan ordeal that many of the fittest do not
survive.
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E'VE got to find one,” the
broad shouldered private in
the lead said tensely.

He shifted the straps
crossing his back, and the leather creaked
faintly under the weight of the filled cart-
ridge pouches. Beneath the battered
vizor of his uniform cap small blue eyes
gleamed in a flat, unintelligent face,
tanned and coarsened by exposure.

Four men followed him up the wooded
slope, four men in the khaki of the French

~Udl

Colonial army. Two of them proceeded
as did the man who had spoken, cau-
tiously, bayoneted rifles grasped tightly,
necks strained forward. The other two
were a team of auto-riflemen. One held
the weapon ready, muzzle high, while his
mate lumbered at his side, laden with
ammunition. They appeared worried.
Anywhere in the undergrowth might lurk
Shloh tribesmen, a truculent, restless
breed of Moroccans, skilled in the wielding
of blades and the handling of modern rifles.
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It was growing late in the afternoon, a
thin fog clung to the vegetation, and de-
spite the strong sun, they felt cold.

“We've got to find one, because that's
the last thing we can do for the lieuten-
ant,” the leader repeated. He had a name
and number on official records, but was
best known as Thirsty.

“Yes?” Renouel queried sarcastically.
“Can’t say | ever found them growing on
trees, although I've been many places in
my life. We’re five miles from the column,
and if the mountaineers spot us—"

“They retreated this morning; the
fighters are miles away by now, over
there, somewhere.” Thirsty indicated
the distant blue crests of the Middle
Atlas, visible through a cleft in the lower
hills. “Anyway, listen to that!”

Far to the southeast volleys crashed in
the thick forest. The van of the French
column had reestablished contact with the

fleeing foe. The hammering, stuttering
shots of machine guns strung out. Clear,
metallic bugle notes echoed. By these

sounds the five troopers could follow the
progress of the engagement, knew when
such and such a company of the Legion,
of Colonials or Tirailleurs swung wide in
a flanking movement.

“There may be stragglers,”
objected.

“They keep pretty well bunched up
these days. But some of the women hang
back to bury the dead. Every time I've
gone on patrol after a scrap I've seen
some. We’'ve been out two hours now.”

They halted for a rest. They were un-
easy, for Renouel’swords had sunk deeply.
They were five, and they had an auto-
matic rifle. Being trained soldiers, three
of them veterans of the World War, they
believed themselves superior to their
enemies. But five men, no matter how
well armed, were just five men in the
woods. Tales of men butchered, memo-
ries of sentries discovered at dawn, slashed
up by night prowlers, were recalled. They
swore -softly, with side glances toward
Thirsty, stern, silent, waiting for them to
regain enough nerve to follow him.

“Funniest undertaking | remember

Renouel

being on, this one.” Renouel wiped the
perspiration from his face with his neck
cloth. “1 mean looking for one this way.
It’s an idea that would come to nobody
but Thirsty. And we stand a good chance
of being court-martialed.”

Thirsty rested the butt of his rifle on
the ground, hands locked on the grip of
the bayonet near the rifle muzzle, glanced
at the four pityingly.

“1 didn't force you to come. If you
want to go back, go. 1'm not scared.”

“You talk like a fool,” Renouel said
wearily. He drank from his canteen, rose.
“Come on.”

THEIR section commander, a

lieutenant, had been wounded

that morning. A nice chap,

Jean de Ploesmer, a Breton and
a gentleman, twice cited at twenty-one.
The beardless face of a lad perched on the
shoulders of an athlete; a kid, whose
voice rang shrill and excited as a girl’s, yet
who played a man’s part under fire, who
revealed keenness of wit and the craftiness
of a veteran.

In a skirmish fought at sunrise, at the
foot of the slope they were now climbing,
he had been hit several times. The braid
and epaulettes had marked him out for
snipers. Two bullets in his skull, two in
his bowels, one in his left arm. Five
wounds in five minutes.

He had stood for fifteen minutes longer,
directing the combat until reenforce-
ments arrived. The blood had seeped
through the cloth, made widening spots
on his neat uniform, with the enameled
badges on the left breast. A prideful, ego-
tistical kid, De Ploesmer, with his two
medals and his ironic smile. The girl's
voice had grown weaker, weaker, until his
knees had buckled, until his body had de-
serted his spirit. His detachment had
been left behind, to assure communication
and guard the wounded.

De Ploesmer had been laid on a narrow
cot in a tent. The military doctor had
visited him. The young officer demanded
the truth, was told that he would probably
be dead by the end of day. He had there-
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fore written to his family, cursed at times
because of his limp fingers, fumbling pen
holder and cigaret. Pride, pride—a pride-
ful kid.

Thirsty and his comrades had gathered
near the tent, anxiously. The doctor told
them the truth, bruskly, and invited them
to leave. But they remained, hovering
about uncertainly, puzzled that a time
had come when with all the good will in
the world they could not help.

A man can control himself under pain
until his brain is attacked and overcome.
De Ploesmer, delirious, cried and com-
plained. The doctor went in and came
out again shaking his head. The pri-
vates stood idle, while the endless talk of
their lieutenant revealed to them an en-
tirely new side of his personality: a man
who loved living, who loved women, who
played tennis.

Toward noon, De Ploesmer called for
his mother, called steadily, with the wail-
ing impatience of a five year old child in
a dark room.

“ M aman— maman— maman— an— an
—an . . .”

Not an odd cry for a wounded man
whose mind has left him, whose fear of
ridicule, whose poor pride have been van-
quished by delirium. Thirsty and his
comrades had heard many other men,
older and tougher than the officer, call for
their mothers. But De Ploesmer’s wails
brought him back within his proper set-
ting, matched his gentle eyes and his thin
voice, were more fit to come from his
curved lips than the curses and snarled
orders spoken in action.

“Maman—an—maman . . .

Regardless of the doctor’'s orders,
Thirsty and Renouel had entered the tent.
Thirsty sat on the folding stool at the head
of the cot on which lay his chief's torn
body. Taking Renouel’s small hand, he
placed it on that of De Ploesmer.

“Here's your mamma, Lieutenant.
She’s here.”

He must do something to end that cry,
to give the wandering soul of the young
man an earthly anchor before the end.
But De Ploesmer, delirious, was still the

observant lad who spotted a loose button,
a rusty buckle, a dry breechlock.

“That's not her,” he said angrily.
“That's not a lady at all.” His hand
groped upward, touched Renouel’s chest.
“Go away—go away—Maman!"

“Get out of here,” the doctor ordered,
arriving suddenly. He followed the pri-
vate outside, read their agony in their
eyes and relented, explained.

“His whole soul is in his hands. That
often happens when a man’s near his
finish. They feel long after they stop
seeing.”

“Would it do any good to have a wo-
man, Major?”

“1 don’t know, Thirsty.” The doctor
mused awhile, then looked up. “Wouldn't
save him. Might quiet him. But—there’s
no woman around. The column is out
only for a couple of days, so even the sluts
didn't come along. Bon Dieu, Thirsty,
you're not crying?”

“It's the sun, Major. Can’t you give
him something to ease him?”

“More than I've given him would kill
him.” The doctor shrugged. “I'm not
allowed to do that. Don’t worry, he's no
longer suffering physically. Just wants—
well, listen to him.” He laid his hand on
Thirsty’s shoulder with a quick surge of
fraternal understanding. “Beat it, now.
It won't do you any good to listen.”

“Would a woman fool him, Major?”
Thirsty persisted.

“Might,” the doctor admitted un-
guardedly. “Beat it.”

Then Thirsty had an idea which would
have occurred to no one but him. He was
a sentimentalist, a man of undivided, dog-
like affection. As a matter of fact, De
Ploesmer had never shown him especial
favor; the exacting friendship existed only
on one side. But it was real.

He gathered his four comrades, men
who had enlisted with him, who had
shared his early struggles in the Colonial
regiment. No one of them but was his
superior in education, in intelligence, yet
no one of them over whom he did not
hold authority, due to superior emotional
capacity, a queer, puzzling magnetism.
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The strength of his muscles and tendons
seemed to vibrate his will through his
less vigorous mates.

They had done a mad thing, the five
of them; gone forth into hostile territory,
into the hills, to seek a woman.

THIRSTY went on through
the woods, bayonet ready, eyes
straining, with the call of De
Ploesmer vibrating in his ears.

“Maman—"

The Shloh women were white, were
like all women, like French women. That
there was anything ludicrous in this quest
for a mother, arms in hand, occurred to
none of them. They marched on, five
men; four irresolute, doubting, the other
with a faith as strong as a steel plate.

Something stirred under the trees, two
hundred yards away.

The troopers halted; Renouel mechani-
cally lifted the muzzle of the automatic
higher. They waited for many minutes,
breathless. Even Thirsty appeared im-
pressed by the need for caution. With
such marksmen as the hillmen, to be dis-
covered first meant the end. A crackling
of carbines, a pattering onrush, knives.
They would be reported missing, their
bodies found mutilated long after when
the column had concluded its work of
pacification.

“Allans” Thirsty murmured at last.

Stronger sunlight ahead revealed a
clearing. They crept noiselessly to the last
fringe of shrubs. Thirsty parted the twigs.

Two women were working silently,
taking down a small tent. There were
rolls of straw mats on the ground, a bundle
to which cooking pans had been tied. A
few yards away was a patch of freshly
turned earth—a grave. One of the wo-
men was very young, thirteen at most.
The other was older, though Thirsty
could not guess her exact age. It was
difficult with mountain women whose
bodies waste, whose faces wrinkle accord-
ing to the labor they do, their station in
life. If a wealthy man’s woman, she was
near forty; if a poor man’s wife she was
twenty-five.

Both were garbed in faded, sacklike
clothing, which left arms and the greater
length of the legs nude. Where exposed,
the skin was tanned. Elsewhere, as they
moved, it was very white, delicately
veined with blue. White women both,
Berbers of pure breed. The faces were
alike in regular beauty of features—
straight noses, black eyes, firm lips and
rounded chins. Alike also in animal
timidity, animal fierceness.

Thirsty smiled. There were no armed
men about or the two women would not
have shown such caution, would have
chatted. He turned, peered at his friends
over one shoulder, his grin widening when
he read relaxation in their faces. They
had arrived at the same conclusion, were
breathing easier.

Thirsty rose and ran forward.

A startled cry came from the younger
woman, who sprinted for the shelter of the
trees and vanished. The older one hesi-
tated, saw that her retreat was cut off.
She produced a knife from somewhere in
her loose garments, half crouched and
waited.

“Never mind the little one,” Thirsty
called out.

He dropped his rifle, stepped forward;
the woman withdrew before him, afraid
but uncringing. Admiration for her cour-
age stirred him; for the first time, his
slow thinking brain informed him that she
could not guess his good intentions, that he
should have brought an interpreter. One
could not think of everything, however.

“Easy there, good woman,” he begged.

Renouel had handed his automatic
rifle to his mate, and was circling to ap-
proach the woman from the rear. She
turned slightly to keep her eyes upon him.
Thirsty took advantage of the diversion
and leaped forward. He dodged an up-
ward thrust, delivered with strength and
skill, which would have ripped his belly
open. Renouel clasped the woman about
the knees to tumble her in a heavy fall on
the grass. Thirsty twisted her wrist
until the fingers released the knife. The
two soldiers were scratched and bitten in
the brief struggle.
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She became motionless, her eyes closed.
Thirsty’s laugh startled her. She looked
at him, looked at Renouel who smiled as
coaxingly as he could. Thirsty tossed the
knife away. Once free, she rose and
stared at them defiantly.

“Don’t be scared, old girl,” Thirsty
advised her.

He pointed toward the foot of the
slope, made reassuring gestures. Afraid
she might bolt away and be lost, he
tied her wrists, kept the end of the

rope in his hand. She did not weep,
not being of a weeping race. Thirsty
ordered:

“Allez, hop! Baleh— balek!”

“Been in the hills?” the bewildered sen-
try at the camp greeted the group.

“Sure—" Thirsty shrugged—“what of
it? They don’'t eat men raw up there.
Where's the major?”

“Near the fighting.
charge here.”

“That doesn't bother me,”
declared, snapping his fingers.
the lieutenant?”

“Quiet, now. Yelping so loud awhile
back that | could hear him from here.
Listen—there he goes again.”

Thirsty led the way to the supply
wagons, found a native teamster, a Kaby-
lian, who could speak and understand the
dialect, being also a Berber.

“Tell her all she’s got to do is to come
into the tent with us and let the lieutenant
touch her. She’s not to talk a damned
word. Tell her, too—" Thirsty eyed his
captive critically—“that she better wash
up first. We’'ll let her go before night.
But if she speaks a word in there, we’ll
crack her on the head with a gun butt.
Tell her.”

“She says she understands,” the Kaby-
lian assured, after conversing a few
minutes.

Thirsty led the way to a brook, super-
intended her ablutions. It would be dark
in the tent, he explained to the others, but
one must be careful. A dark cloak was
procured, draped on the woman’s shoul-
ders. Her eyes, steady and hard, had not
changed expression.

A sergeant’s in

Thirsty
<‘How’s

SURDEZ

THE WHITE bandages around
De Ploesmer’'s head were con-
spicuous in the semi-obscurity
of the tent. Thirsty allowed

the flap to fall, showed the woman how to

sit on the folding stool. She obeyed
stiffly. He hesitated an instant longer,
shrugged, then gestured for the woman to
take the officer'shand. Again she obeyed.
Thirsty thought that probably, sometime,
somewhere, she had squatted near
wounded Europeans, and that her treat-
ment of them had not been so human.

The steady moaning of De Ploesmer
ended abruptly. He stirred, groaned as he
tried to move the hand of his wounded
arm. Then he chuckled contentedly and
Thirsty felt a flooding surge of happiness
running through hisown body. Eh! Wise
ones might call him a fool.

“Who's there?” De Ploesmer asked in a
whisper.

“Thirsty, Lieutenant. I've broughther.”

“Yes, she’'s here,” De Ploesmer said
dreamily. “It was a long way to come.”

His fingers crept up the woman’s arm to
her shoulder, slid along her neck, to her
throat. Thirsty could see her profile out-
lined against the thin streak of light peep-
ing through the closed flaps. Stern face,
set lips, eyes wide open and hard. Then
Renouel moved, the bulk of his body shut
out the ray. The lieutenant’'s murmur
rose like the hum of a satisfied child.

He brought the woman’s hand against
his cheek, held it there while he prattled.
Everything was going well—De Ploesmer
had not much longer to live. In a few
minutes, an hour perhaps, the orderly had
said, he would be gone. Thirsty was con-
tent, with a bizarre, all pervading elation.
The fools who said it did not matter—
who knew whether it did or not? Men
sought happiness all their lives. What
greater service could he have done his
chief than to bring him happiness in his
last minutes?

De Ploesmer had urged the woman to
bend close to him, clasped her shoulders
with his sound arm, her cheek against his
own. Good thing, Thirsty thought, that
he had made her wash!
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~[*Why don’t you talk to me?” the officer
asked suddenly. But he soon forgot, and
lived only for the touch of the woman’'s
hands on his burning skin. “You were a
long time coming upstairs, mother. |
called you a long time. I'm sick to my
stomach and my head aches. It’s scarlet
fever again, isn’t it, mother?”

Thirsty, watching alertly, became aware
of a new movement, that was not made by
De Ploesmer. The woman’s hand which
was not held by the lieutenant was on the
man'’s cheek, on his throat. Was she try-
ing to choke him? One never knew with
those savage fools! No, for the officer was
still talking, talking, endlessly.

“Petting him,” Thirsty thought. “Bon
Dieu, she has more sense than | believed!
She’s tumbled to what we want her for, is
doing her best to have us treat her good.
The guy who said women were smart that
way had good sense!”

The private admired good sense about
all things. A new sympathy welled in him,
a sort of liking for the creature. What if
she would have acted like her sisters had
she found this man wounded in the open?
The poor fools did not know any better; it
was the way they were brought up.

“IndhaTen— lament . . .~

Thirsty sought the source of this new
voice,deep,stirring. Thewomanwas speak-
ing, despite his warning. He touched her
shoulder warningly, but dared do no more,
for De Ploesmer held her close and would
suffer from the least effort to part them.
She shook off his hand, talked on, gently.

“She’s spoiling it,” Thirsty whispered
to Renouel.

He stood behind her, helpless. The
murmur in that alien tongue continued;
De Ploesmer would soon know he had
been tricked. The private rolled thoughts
of murder in Jus head.

Then the young man resumed speaking,
seemed to answer the woman’s whispers.
The weird conversation wenton. Instead
of shattering his illusion, the woman’s
voice had helped it.

Thirsty had the brutal sensation that
those two, the man of his own race who
was dying and the alien woman he had
captured, understood each other and left
him aside, feeling, for the first time, the
full extent of his ignorance and stupidity.
They whispered a long time, French an-
swering Shloh, Shloh answering French,
whispered until the young man’s voice
dwindled away steadily, became a gloat-
ing, throaty gurgle of pleasure, dwindled,
dwindled and died.

At last the arm fell; the woman straight-
ened and rose. She stood beside the cot
until Thirsty had drawn the blanket over
the face, then went out. The privates
followed her. All was ended.

Outside they saw that the slanting sun
was about to drop below the horizon. The
world seemed aflame, and the crests of the
distant peaks glistened red.

“They understood each other, 1
you,” Thirsty addressed Renouel,
heart heavy.

“What are you going to do with
her?” The other pointed toward the
woman.

“Wait here a minute,” Thirsty sug-
gested. He returned with the Kabylian
interpreter. In his hand he held a beauti-
ful knife, cased in a silver ornamented
sheath, for which he had given the bulk of
his meager savings. “Tell her | give her
this to replace the one | stole and threw
away. It'sthe bestl could find. Tell her
she can keep the cloak, too.”

For the first time, Thirsty saw a change
in the steady black eyes of thewoman, like
a faraway gleam of sunlight in a dark
path. Her full, firm lips lifted over her
even, white teeth. She spoke.

“She says he was young,” the Kabylian
translated.

Thfet was all. Thirsty escorted the
woman to the outposts, stood and watched
her straight silhouette disappear up the
slope, among the trees. Gone to join
her people, people who understood her
tongue.

tell
his
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e~An adventurer’'s own account of

his amazing experiences along the

uncharted reaches of the Amazon

By JOHN FRANKLIN

N THE year 1924 | decided to go to
South America. | read much about
the mysterious Amazon jungle, and
on a bright and sunny April morn |

started for that country. After a short
and uneventful voyage | landed in the
port of Buena Ventura, on the west coast
of Colombia. As | had no previous ex-
perience and did not know the language
of the country, | had a great deal of diffi-
culty with the custom officials. But after
two days of waiting | received a permit to
land, and took the first possible train for
Cali, Colombia, Department of Cauea.
There the industries in the main are
agriculture, cattle raising and mining.

| stayed at the Hotel Majestic, which
has all the comforts and conveniences of
any hotel in a civilized country. 1 de-
cided to stay there for two weeks to get
myself outfitted for the trip into the in-
terior, and also to learn what chance a
white man would have in business. |
hired a peon to look after my saddlehorse
and packmules, of which | had three.

The day before | left Cali I met in the
plaza a young Dutch sailor who MxI run
away from his ship. He was very dirty
and shabbily dressed. He told me what
hard luck had been his fate; hewas broke.
Sympathizing, | gave him the price of a
meal with the request to meet me at the
hotel. He wanted to know where | was
going and | told him | was going to hunt
for balata— rubber. So he begged me take
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him along. | promised to do so on con-
dition that he would do as he was told.

We left Cali, going by way of Popayan
to Pasto, six hours by horse to the border
of Ecuador.

We had to cross the terrible dead valley,
which lies a hundred feet below sea level.
It is so unbearably hot that a man can not
travel during the day. That night we
crossed the valley. | had hard luck. One
of my mules slipped over a precipice and
broke his leg. | had to shoot him to relieve



his misery. | unsaddled my only
riding horse and loaded him with the
dead mule’'s pack. We were told that
if we could not cross the desert in
eight hours we would lose our animals
and imperil our lives. The desert is
eight leguas— forty miles—wide. There
was not a drop of water all the way
through the desert, and we carried
several canteens of drinking water for
ourselves. Going through the desert
we found human skeletons.

We drove our mules for dear life to
reach the other side of the desert be-
fore sunrise. There is a disease known
as the black water fever which often
attacks a white man after the sun
rises. The moon cast ghostly shadows
along the way and the coyotes sounded
their lonely call—the only sign of life
in the vast expanse.

We were perspiring and cursing.
Our friend the Dutch sailor, who was
complaining of headache and pains in
his limbs, was sorry he ever started on
such a journey. The trip from Cali to
Pasto takes eight days of good travel-
ing. This part of the country is very
desolate and forsaken. About halfway
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we came to Catolick Convent and were
invited to a meal. We had to tell the news
of the outside world to the madres. We
met two American prospectors who
worked a claim somewhere in the moun-
tain, but they were broke and in need of
supplies. During the entire trip we were
only able to procure pan-de-mais—corn
cakes—and dried meat and platanos, no
other foods being available. At every
posada— inn—we had difficulty in feeding
our animals on account of lack of grass.
It was necessary to feed them sugar cane.
The posadas were thatched huts made
from leaves of the sugar cane and platano
trees. As a rule such a station was in-
habited by an Indian family who ran the
place. Outside of the huts there were a
few naked children, playing with dirty
mongrels in the sun, and sleepy looking
buzzards were sitting on top of the huts,
waiting for their meal. On the way we
met a dying American prospector who
had been robbed of all his belongings by
his peons; he was in the last stages of
starvation. We supplied him with food
and sent him back to the hospital at Cali
with one of our packmules.

When we arrived on the outskirts of
Pasto six Colombian policemen arrested
my sailor partner and put him in jail. |
asked the reason why and was told that he
was wanted for theft. The next morning
I went to see the judge and he said he had
a telegram to send the sailor back to the
seaport under heavy escort. That was
the last | ever saw of him.

I sold my packmules for half the price |
paid for them and engaged a teaming con-
tractor to bring my equipment over the
Andes into the valley of the Amazon
jungle. We traveled fourteen thousand
feet high over the top of the Andes. It is
the most desolate spot on God'’s) earth.
We had to cover our faces with handker-
chiefs on account of the high altitude.
Every few feet on the way we found a
grave of some poor peon who had died of
exposure. | was cold and frozen stiff in
the saddle. We found tracks of bears and
gazelles and we saw eagles flying over our
heads. The wind was howling like a mil-

lion demons and a heavy fog was partly
hiding the face of the mountain; you
couldn’t see three feet in front of you and
we had to go by the sound of our horses
and call to one another.

We had to cross a creek that came down
from above through a narrow crevice.
Often we had to cross waterfalls, with the
result that we got soaked and wet. When
we got to the other side of the mountain
we traveled over a trail that was very nar-
row. We had to walk carefully and close
to the wall, because one false step would
land us a thousand feet below. My horse,
being very nervous, had to be kept under
control. Above and below there were
bushes and small trees interwoven with
vines which bothered the horse, and | had
to ride in a bending position.

Often | had to cut my way with the
machete in order to proceed. | and Senor
Kawrera, the teaming contractor, were
mounted, while the four peons were on
foot. At times we would hear the peons
cry out at the top of their voices—

“Burro, macho, caracho, vaya.”

We had sixteen packmules all told and
each carried two hundred pounds of weight
in the pack. Every few minutes they had
to adjust a pack to prevent it from slip-
ping over an animal’s head.

We were continually excited until we
got down into the valley. We could find
no shelter anywhere or build a fire, since
the ground was wet, so we had to travel
until we got on the other side and down
into the valley. It took us four more days
of traveling until we reached the River
Caqueta which flows for thirty-five hun-
dred kilometers and then joins the River
Amazon.

| paid Kawrera and said goodby. All
of a sudden we saw the steaming jungle as
far as the eye could see. There was noth-
ing but countless trees of every descrip-
tion, species and color. The panorama
was a sight | shall never be able to de-
scribe in words. It was glorious. On one
side of us stood the highest peak of the
Andes and on the other side the steaming
jungle. We were standing over a gorge
spanned by a hanging bridge. | had a
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queer feeling for the unknown—the jungle
where no pioneer had ever trod the
ground, the unconquerable jungle and the
call of the wild. It said to me, “Stop,
stranger; don’'t go any farther or | will de-
stroy you.”

The moment we got near the jungle we
heard thousands of different noises such
as the blabber of the parrots, the thunder-
ing of cataracts, the whistling of kamerans,
the howling of monkeys and the chirping
of myriads of strange birds. The monkey
is the loudest noise maker in the jungle.

On the edge of the jungle there was a
small Indian village consisting of fifteen
families and as many thatched huts built
round a schoolhouse and a church. It
was run by a Catholic priest. He was the
supreme ruler of the region of Cacita.
His name was Gaspar de Pinnel, a de-
scendant of an old aristocratic family in
Catalonia, Spain. He was the second
highest priest in rank in the Republic of
Colombia, a sub-prefect. He was as-
sisted by six sisters. There would be one
or two monks traveling among the Indian
tribes to teach them religion. They are
very brave apostles. They teach the little
Indian children how to read and write in
Spanish.

When we arrived in the village all the
maidens and boys surrounded us as if we
were an object of great wonder. At the
invitation of the sub-prefect | went to his
house and was questioned as to my busi-
ness and where | came from and what
nationality | was. After | had satisfied
his curiosity he became cordial. He gave
me a few good points on how to travel and
how to avoid bad Indians. He said there
was a tribe of savages who practised can-
nibalism not very far away from there,
about six days distant. Sometimes the
government sent small expeditions of sol-
diers to round them up and punish them,
but they never had a chance to see any of
them.

He told me that rubber hunters in com-
pany of two monks from his station left
on a visit to a friendly tribe. They were
lost in the bush and were surrounded by
savages. They put up small fight, since

the monks never carried any arms and the
two hunters had single barrel shotguns.
The monks raised their hands but were
cut to pieces. One of the hunters man-
aged to shoot at close quarters and killed
an Indian. The other hunter was drilled
by a poisoned arrow and fell dead. The
first hunter fled like a madman to the
river where he found his canoe. He was
badly wounded but got back to the station
to tell what had happened. A few months
later a strong party under the command
of a police officer tried to find the bodies
of the slaughtered men. They found only
a few bones lying here and there in the
jungle. There were indications that the
Indians had had a cannibal feast.

AFTER staying a week with

the priest to get rested up from

the hard ride over the moun-

tains, | succeeded in locating a
suitable dugout canoe, about eighty feet
long and three feet wide. | placed my
boxes and bags inside and told the Indians
to build a thatched roof in the center of
the canoe for protection against the sun
and rain. Then we tied a log on each
side of the canoe to prevent it from turn-
ing upside down. We were loaded to
capacity. We had to leave a space open
in front and at the stern for the bogas so
they would have ample room to handle
the long sticks when pushing off. After
the Indians had wished me good luck and
bon voyage, | started early in the morning
with a halfbreed interpreter and two
young Indian bucks, for the unknown.
During the first day on the river we had to
cross several miniature waterfalls. This
was very troublesome. We had to unload
the cargo and carry it over the trail to the
other side of the river. vThen they would
pull the canoe with a rope.

The river in many places was shallow
and we could not make any headway. We
traveled about two leagues that day. The
two Indians knew every inch of the river
for many miles, since they often went on
hunting trips far inland. We saw many
beautifully feathered birds, and monkeys
and small and large snakes basking in the
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sun. We were traveling very close to the
bank of the river. One big red monkey
was sitting on a branch right above our
heads. | took my .22 Winchester and
shot him. With a squawk he fell into the
water and sank like a rock.

A little later | shot a panchil. This is
a big black bird that weighs about four
pounds. The panchil seems to be related
to the cameran, but they differ in size and
form of the head. The male cameran car-
ries a beautiful silky crown of feathers.
I cured these crowns and later sold them
in Para. Camerans are very wild and diffi-
cult to shoot. At sundown they go to roost
on a branchabout a hundred feet above the
ground. This is the best time to get near
them as they can not see in the dark. The
wings of this bii*l when flying make a
whistling sound which can be heard for
quite a distance.

About an hour before sundown we
found a playa—a dry sandy island—in
the center of the river. In the hot season
when the river is low it is possible to see
many small islands rising out of the water.
They are freeof mosquitoes and very clean.
Those islands are the breeding ground of
turtles which bury their eggs from one to
two feet in the sand. A two hundred
pound turtle will lay as many as three
hundred eggs in a night. The shell of the
egg is very soft and bursts if squeezed
lightly. Very often the jaguar and pan-
ther raid those islands during the night.
A panther will eat as many as five hundred
eggs in one night. These egg pockets are
difficult to find; the turtles leave no tracks
in the sand. The Indians, however, know
where to find them.

When we saw this island it looked good
for a camping ground, so | told my three
companions to go back to the mainland
and cut some young saplings and leaves
for a roof. They cut four sticks about six
feet long with forks at their ends and three
poles of ten feet with which we built the
hut. We fitted the sticks into the forks
and covered them up with wild banana

leaves. These can be found all over the
jungle. In half an hour they had the hut
erected. While the Indians were en-

gaged in this task | unloaded my cooking
utensils and prepared a meal.

We had sufficient meat of the panchil
for the four of us. We cleaned the bird
and boiled it in water for two hours. Then
we put some yucca roots in the pot and
cooked that for another half hour and
then had our stew ready. The meat
tasted better to me than chicken. By
six o’clock it was very dark, so | lighted
my lanterns and hung them up inside the
shack. We sat around until about eight
o’'clock and then prepared to turn in.

I lay on my back feeling quite con-
tented, looking up at the stars. A fresh
breeze was blowing from the mainland. |
kept awake for a couple of hours, listening
to the concert of the wild beasts.

When | was almost asleep something
woke me up. | didn't know what it was,
so | grabbed my pistol and jumped out of
the hammock. The minute | landed on
my feet some grunting creature brushed
past my leg. | saw a dark shadow moving
toward the water and fired six shots in
succession. This woke up the whole
camp. The intruder dived into the water
with lightning speed. | questioned the
Indians as to the beast. They said it was
a capybara—a sort of water hog. They
can stay under water for a long time. At
night they come ashore and feed on grass
and leaves. Some are yellow and others
have gray fur. Their meat is not edible.
They are about the size of a six months’
old domestic hog.

THE NEXT morning we got up

early and made a meal of pld-

tanos and cassava. When | left

Pasto a “cautchero” told me not
to takeany flour along because it would get
moldy. So | took only canned goods such
as pork and beans, rock salt, loaves, sugar,
coffee, tea, hard biscuits, oatmeal, a good
supply of eggs, yucca, cassava and pla-
tanos. Cassava is made by the Indians
out of a root and tastes like bread without
yeast and salt. The liquid is extracted
and the residue dried and pulverized to
flour. This is placed on a hot flat stone
and mixed with tapir grease. After roast-
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ing it for a few minutes you have a cake
that looks like a Jewish matzoh. This
preparation has been known to the Indians
for thousands of years.

They say that a dead Indian chief on a
full moon night came to a young Indian
princess when the tribe and herself were
dying of hunger on account of scarcity of
game and roots. The chief told them how
to make cassava cake and so saved the
Indian nation.

After the meal we broke camp, loaded
the canoe and started off. The half-
breed Indian began to complain about
the mosquitoes. These are small flies
which can penetrate the small mesh of a
mosquito netting; they are a great nui-
sance. It's hardly possible to breathe or
talk when they are about. They cover
the whole face with their slimy bodies, en-
ter the mouth, nose and ears. After they
sting they leave a little black spot on your
skin and it can not be washed or rubbed
off and will stay there for a week. My
face and hands were covered with these
black spots. Also, they are great germ
breeders of malarial fever.

After sundown another breed of mos-
quitoes relieve the others. These are
called zancudos in Spanish and are far
worse than their little brothers. When
they sting they leave blood on the skin.
After awhile you feel itchy and you start
scratching until it swells to a boil. Often
a mosquito bite of this kind will cause a
tropical ulcer that never heals until the
foot or hand rots away. The natives in
the interior often suffer from this malady.
Most of the Indians, though fairly healthy,
are subject to malaria fever like the white
man, but they don’t know what ails them.
When they are attacked by the fever they
will not touch any food and they use some
herbs of the jungle. If they get well, all is
well, but if there is a high temperature
they jump into the river to cool off. Con-
sequently, they die of pneumonia; and |
have known one whole tribe of men, wo-
men and children to die out.

The zancudos are the most persistent
bloodsuckers | have ever known. As soon
as one of them, a sort of advance

guard, finds your camp, in a few minutes,
as if he had given a signal, the whole
horde comes along and you hear the
maniacal buzzing of countless zancudos
around the camp. The bigger you build
the fire the worse they become. They are
not afraid of smoke. | was sitting all
night near the fire, fighting these mos-
quitoes. | couldn’t stay in my hammock,
as they stung through the blankets and
entered the meshes of bar. The second
and third nights | was also up; | couldn’t
sleep and was on the brink of insanity.

We hung up part of the bird that was
left over from the supper ten feet from the
ground and next morning there was noth-
ing left but bones. Big black ants went
up and down the string and ate the meat.
The halfbreed interpreter and the Indians
could not stand-the pests either and were
awake half the night. They wanted to go
back home. | reminded them of the con-
tract they had made to take me to another
tribe of Indians where | could get sub-
stitutes. They had mosquito nets made
of linsey cotton but mine was of the type
made of material manufactured in civi-
lized countries. They had two sticks
tied to the top of the netting to keep the
borders straight and lift the net three feet
from the ground. There is room for two
persons under one net but the air is very
hot and foul.

The natives feared only the big tiger
ants. Their sting is worse than that of the
bee, and a big swelling forms at the tender
spot. They advance like a legion of sol-
diers and destroy everything in their
path. They eat clean to the bone and
leave nothing. They have sentinels
posted at every hole that leads to their
underground chambers. They don’t work
like the common ants but fight among
thcmsdlves and devour any insect that
crosses them or intrudes.

There is a big spider about the size of a
dollar that climbs up and down the tree in
the daytime and sleeps at night. God
help the man who touches him unknow-
ingly, because his sting is even more
poisonous than that of the coral snake.
Then there is a reddish gray scorpion that
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can not be found after stinging. The first
sign of the trouble is a feeling as if an elec-
tric current is passing through the fingers,
followed by three days of fever and severe
sickness. This is the jungle where count-
less vermin crawl out of the ground and
plague beast and humanity.

The spirit of the jungle! The eyes that
can see in the darkest recesses of your soul.
Then there is the groaning night bird.
After it is dark it begins to groan and
lament as if the woods were full of ghosts.
It reminds one of a graveyard, what with
the chorus of the big white owl joining in
the concert. There is a nameless bird that
walks most of the time on the ground and
his “u-hu~ooo-hol” keeps up to let every-
body know that he is there. Fleet butter-
flies of flaming colors, with four eyes,
brush one’s cheeks. Then the creeping,
treacherous bat that attacks human
beings when they sleep. It gets up close to
the body and sucks blood without the
victim’s knowing it. In severe cases men
are known to have died before morning
from such a sting.

All of a sudden the penetrating cry of
the black panther, stalking his prey.
You hear grunts and snapping of teeth
when the male and female fight over their
feast. Time after time one hears the
whistling love call of the tapir for his mate.
Then some disturbance in the under-
growth, and like magic they all disappear.
Everything is still once again.

The third day out, we came across a
swarm of otter with their dog-like heads
jutting out of the water. They were
playing like children. They are larger
than the North American species and
have short reddish brown fur. 1 raised
my Winchester, aimed and fired, making
three hits. But | only wounded them.

The Indians are gifted with the talent
to imitate the calls of the various beasts
of the jungle and for the first time | had
occasion to hear them give the battle cry
of the otters. By holding the palm of the
hand to the mouth and working it to and
fro while shouting “iva-wa-wa” they
could give a surprisingly good imitation of
the otters’ call. The otters, on hearing it,

turned round and swam straight for the
canoe to attack. Raising their bodies
halfway out of the water, they came very
close up to the boat, snapping with their
razor-like teeth.

The Indians bent over the gunwale,
cutting and slashing into the bleeding
mass. The scrimmage lasted about a
minute and then the whole swarm turned
helter-skelter in flight. Since we went
with the current, which was about seven
or eight miles strong, we could not maneu-
ver as we liked. We managed to Kkill
three otters. We skinned them, stretching
the skins out on sticks. Ordinarily, one
makes a small incision in the fur on either
side and forces a sharp stick into the holes.
Some arsenic lotion is rubbed on the in-
side of the skin to prevent worms from
spoiling the fur, and then it is put out in
the sun to dry.

| felt so happy over our catch that I
issued a tot of aguadiente—rum extracted
from sugar cane—to each Indian. They
got drunk, since they were not accustomed
to strong drink, and went to sleep in the
bottom of the canoe.

In paddling the canoe one sits in the
bow and another in the stem. The one in
the stern paddles and steers at the same
time. When moving against the current
when the river is low and narrow you take
a long aspen branch, about fifteen feet
long, scrape the bark and polish it smooth,
sharpen one end to spear point, and stand
on the bow of the canoe and dip the pole
till it touches the bottom. This is a very
slow way of traveling, but there is no

(other way. It is necessary to have an
extra pole with a fork instead of the sharp
point. In the case of a strong current you
go near the bank, hook the pole to the
nearest branch above your head and push
off. Sometimes it is very perilous to keep
near the bank, since branches hanging over
the water are often level with the gunwale
and therefore may upset the boat. One
has to keep bending all the time to avoid
being caught by the branches. Often
there are a lot of poisonous snakes hanging
among the branches, to fall on your head
or into the canoe. That is why rivermen

—— s
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do not like to travel in the night except
in cases of emergency. Many a fine man
has lost his life that way.

All along the bank one sees small tur-
tles, and the moment one gets near they
all jump into the water.

THOSE river Indians are called
; bogas and are experts at han-
£ dling canoes. Sometimes one
- can not fathom the strange na-
ture of the Indians. They will leave you
without any notice and are very super-
stitious and often run and hide in the jun-
gle. For three days we made camps on the
edge of the banks; we could not find any
‘playa, and the river was flooded and on
either side of the river the trees were under
water for miles and miles inland. We
traveled on the average from thirty-five
to forty miles a day.

On the fourth morning | decided not
to break camp. | wanted to look around
for game, so | told the Indians to get busy
and find a suitable spot to hunt. We
turned off the main river and went to a
laguna. The water changed color to black
and | couldn’t see the bottom. Those
lagunas were full of big black snakes
which measured forty to fifty feet in
length and were as thick as a full sized
man’'s body. They make a lot of noise
—rattling—with their tails; it can be
heard for miles away. They are not poi-
sonous but are very dangerous. They
will lie in ambush for hours at the edge of
a lagoon near a trail.

In the evening the beasts come for their
drink. The snake raises its head a few
inches above the water. It resembles a
dead log without a motion. When the
beast gets close to the edge of the water
one smack by the snake with its tail
knocks the animal over. Then the snake
coils its long body around the victim’s
body and crushes it to pulp. Then with
one long gulp the snake devours its prey,
and after its feast the snake dives back
into the water  Rarely will these snakes
attack a man in a canoe; only in a few
instances have they ever been killed by a
human being.

As we traveled on the laguna we sighted
big gray monkeys. The Indians said they
were good to eat, so | told them to halt,
and we made the canoe fast to a tree. |
left the interpreter to watch the canoe.
The two young bucks and | went ashore.
In the beginning we had to cut our way
through the jungle. It was very slippery
and we made slow progress until we
reached higher ground. Then we sighted
monkeys immediately above us about
one hundred and fifty feet away in the
top of the trees. There were about twenty
pairs. They jumped from branch to
branch and tree to tree, in some instances
a distance of fifty feet or more. They
landed on the branches with a crash,
keeping their tails around the branches to
steady themselves.

| told the Indians to keep quiet and to
pass over the rifle. 1 loaded it with .30-30
soft nose bullets. The monkeys were
covered over with leaves—difficult marks
to hit. They walked back and forth, but
finally 1 got my mark on a monkey,
pulled the trigger and fired. Down came
the monkey, making somersaults as it hit
the branches in the downward rush. When
I examined the carcass | found the bullet
had nearly severed the head from the
shoulder. It was a male and weighed
about forty pounds. The others above us
turned and fled, jumping from tree to tree
so fast that a man could not follow, and
| had to let them go. We hung the mon-
key up eight feet from the ground by the
end of a rope.

As we went deeper into the bush the
underbrush gave way to a clean carpet of
grass, malting progress easy. The trees
were getting sparse. We could see for
quite a distance and pretty soon we could
follow the tracks of pigs. It must have
been about noontime, but in the jungle it
was twilight. The sun could not penetrate
the close web of the leaves. The wind
began to blow from the north and we
could smell hogs.

“Puerco del monte,” cried one of the In-
dians, and began to run.

| followed in my heavy lace boots as
fast as | could, but could not keep pace
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with the Indians, | was so heavily
dressed. Soon | began to perspire and
fear that 1 might get lost in the woods.
I lost sight of the young bucks and had
left my compass with my effects in the
canoe. | started to worry and fired a
couple of shots in succession which
brought the Indians back. 1 rebuked
and cursed them and told them to go
slower.

This was the first time | saw the Indian
method of hunting. A man might walk
about five paces in an upright position in
order to keep the game in sight. On either
side he would place a twig, leaving it on
the ground, and at a turning a couple of
twigs close together to show that one
went in another direction. So, when
trekking back for the canoe, we followed
the markings and got safely to the river.
This is the quickest way to keep close to
game.

As we got nearer to the swamp where
the hogs were hiding the odor began to
get stronger. We had to avoid all un-
necessary noise. The two Indians carried
machetes. For awhile we followed a tapir
trail to make it easier going. Often had |
to run with my head bent down close to
the ground to avoid becoming entangled
in the vines. | fell several times on my
face; my shirt was in tatters, hanging
from my body, my face was scratched
from the thorns till it was bleeding. My
breath came in gulps—and no game in
sight. Ahead of us | heard grunting,
squealing and the snapping of the boars’
tusks. There must have been about five
hundred of them in the vicinity of the
swamp. We crossed a trail trodden over
with deep hoof marks of countless hogs.

Both the Indians were naked, except for
a loin cloth. Their faces were painted red
and white, and long parrot feathers were
placed in their ears, the lower part of their
noses pierced by wooden disks. Around
their ankles they had rings made from the
bark of a tree; around their necks they
carried strings of red and blue glass beads.
They told me to stay and wait, as they in-
tended driving the wild hogs toward me.
So they went in opposite directions and

very soon | heard a racket. They beat
the machetes against the trees and started
to howl like a pack of wolves. The hogs
became so scared they would not follow
the leaders and broke from cover, running
in all directions. It was so sudden that |
had no time to get my rifle, which was
resting a couple of paces away against the
tree.

One big boar ran straight for me. Its
eyes were red as fire; froth oozed from its
nose. It was a full grown boar with nar-
row flanks and tusks measuring about
four inches. For the moment | was dumb-
founded, but eventually came to action.
In a flash I drew my gun from the holster;
the boar was almost on top of me before
| fired from the hip, sending a bullet
through the spine. With a grunt it fell
on its side and died.

| fired a couple more shots at two hogs
that tried to run me down. | Kkilled one
and the other tried to slip between my
legs. | gave it a powerful kick in the ribs;
it turned its head sidewise and slashed at
my leg. | lost my balance, falling against
a tree. The minute | slipped | fired a
third shot at the hog which had tried to
rip my leg but missed. It jumped over a
fallen tree and went out of sight.

I looked in another direction and saw a
bunch of hogs running away. | steadied
myself and fired the three remaining
shots and killed three hogs. | was so ex-
cited that | felt no danger.

The Indians, being just young boys,
were very scared. When the hogs started
to run they climbed a tree. The whole
affair did not last any longer than a
minute.

In five minutes the Indians made bas-
kets out of leaves strong enough to hold
the hogs, which weighed about a hundred
pounds each. We turned around, found
the trail and headed back toward the
river. When we got back to the canoe |
told them to fetch the other hogs we had
shot, also the monkey | had hung up in
the tree. While | looked after the canoe
| also sent the interpreter along to help
the others. He objected, saying he could
not go, because he had “paludismo.” |
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kicked him in the shins and told him not
to come back without the hog.

After an hour or so | heard them coming
back at top speed, all excited and talking
to one another. The only thing | could
make out was that a jaguar had taken
advantage of our absence and made off
with our dead monkeys. 1| took my gun
and went ashore to the spot where | had
killed the monkey* but there was nothing
in sight. | saw the broken string hanging
from the tree. We found tracks of a full
grown jaguar and blood—the monkey’s—
on the ground. We followed the track
for awhile until we lost it in the under-
brush.

We returned to the canoe, put the dead
hogs in the canoe and left the laguna. By
the time we got back to camp it was dark.
I was feeling very tired and | told the In-
dians to build a fire, cut the meat into
chunks and smoke it. After that |
turned in. N

As we had sufficient meat now to last
for quite some time | decided to spare my
ammunition.

As a side line | was prospecting for gold.

I had fifty dynamite sticks with enough
fuses and caps to do some fishing. |
had brought an extra amount along with
me in case of emergency. In that region
there is a fish known by the natives as
baranca. When full grown it weighs be-
tween two hundred and two hundred and
fifty pounds. It is a fighting type of fish
fend can only be caught at night. The
natives know well how to hook it. Some-
times the Indians spear them from a canoe,
and have to work for two hours before
finally landing one. The easiest way to
kill the baranca is to use dynamite, al-
though we can not regard the method as
being very sportsmanlike. One cuts a
stick into three pieces, attaches a cap and
fuse to a cartridge and throws it into the
water where the fish are thickest. The
Indians dive into the water and fetch the
dead fish, which are eventually cut into
long strips, salted and rolled. In this
way they can be preserved and kept for
at least six months. Most of the salted
fish is shipped to Manaos and Para.

BY NOW the traveling was

becoming monotonous. Every

five miles or so we sighted a

forest which, at a distance,
looked like a wall. When we got up to the
supposed barrier we found that the river
simple made a turn. The River Cacita
runs almost in a straight line as far as a
big waterfall, then changes its direction
slightly and eventually empties into the
Amazon. The River Putamayo runs in a
zigzag course, joined by thousands of
small streams and lagoons before reaching
the Amazon. To get to the Putamayo via
the Amazon River, one takes a one hun-
dred ton flat bottomed steamer from
lquitos, Peru. From the latter place to
the mouth of the Putamayo River takes
four days by steamer. First of all one
crosses Brazilian territory on the left bank
of the Putamayo, followed by ten days’
travel by steamer before arriving at the
Peruvian Amazon Rubber Company con-
cessions.

In 1910 during the time of the wild rub-
ber boom this company produced the big-
gest output of rubber in the world. Since
that time, however, the production of raw
rubber in this region has dwindled, due in
the main to the competition of the vast
output of rubber in the British territories
in the Far East. In 1925 | spent a month
at the headquarters of the Peruvian
company. They shipped about a hun-
dred tons of balata every three months
to Iquitos. They have a big radio station
there and are able to send messages to
all parts of the world. The superintendent
of the company has been stationed at this
post since the time rubber was tapped on a
small scale—1908. They once used the
Putamayo Indians as slaves.

At one time a strong, unprincipled force
of company employees raided the Indian
villages, surrounded the inhabitants and
drove the male members in batches to
headquarters in slavery. The women
were commandeered by halfbreed Peru-
vian employees to act as wives. Some
time after that the day of reckoning ar-
rived. A strong force of savages of a
strange tribe broke through the wire
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fences of the various stations and mas-
sacred all the Peruvians in camp, freed
the prisoners and burned the houses.

We had an instance of that in 1915 at a
place situated on the bank of the Jaguanee.
The native Indians attacked the camp in
the still of night and murdered hundreds
of Peruvians. To retaliate, the Peruvian
employees shot down the Indians at the
slightest provocation if they did not do as
they were told or did not bring enough
rubber to headquarters. There were
several Peruvians to every group of fifty
Indians between the Rivers Cacita and
Putamayo.

Often the native Peruvians would cross
the border into Colombian territory, over-
power the natives in that region and bring
them back to work as slaves. That was
one of the causes of the misunderstanding
between the two countries in 1910 and
very nearly resulted in the declaration of
war between the two republics. There
were several guerrilla fights, however,
between the Colombian and Peruvian
rubber hunters. The Peruvians claimed
the right and left bank of the Putamayo
River and the territory situated between
the Cacita and the Putamayo, which
in reality is Colombian soil. When the
declaration of independence was signed
a Colombian commissioner traveled in
those regions and made an agreement with
the native Indians, finally declaring that
they were natives of Colombia.

The Indians tap the rubber tree to ex-
tract the “milk” which is taken to a cer-
tain place to be “cooked”. The mass of
rubber is treated thus until the liquid
evaporates and forms into flat twenty-five
pound cakes. A native is able to carry
four or five of these rubber cakes—on his
shoulder or in baskets made out of leaves—
for days and days through swollen rivers
and over slippery trails without any real
food. Coca leaves will keep him on his
feet. It is from these coca leaves that
cocaine is extracted. They grow wild in
the jungle. In time of famine every In-
dian—man, woman and child—carries
a small brown bag around his neck con-
taining coca leaves. They roll a couple of

these coca leaves and chew them, and can
be regarded as dope fiends.

The drug maintains them through hun-
ger and hardships. After great suffering
they arrive at headquarters and line up
into queues at the company commissary.
Here they are cheated out of months of
hard labor. The remuneration is some-
thing like a bottle of cheap drink, a small
amount of powder for their shotguns, a
can of two to three year old sardines and
a handful of candy for their children. It
is atrocious, and yet the Peruvians call it
civilization.

For days and days we traveled in a zig-
zag course. On all sides of us there were
tall trees. All around us on the horizon,
as we may say, was an ocean of trees.
We sighted mahogany trees, cedar trees
and numerous other hardwoods. All the
turns in the river are given a name by the
Indians. For instance, one corner they
called “Mother Of Christ” ; another, “The
Monkey Without A Tail” ; and so on.

We found a lot of delicious fruits known
only to the Indians, and | must admit that
they improved our appetite immensely.
One fruit resembles a lemon in color, but
the skin is like an eggshell. A slight pres-
sure on the outside shell will split it and
expose the fruit. Inside one finds two
pits and around these a thin layer of a
milky substance. This melts like candy
when placed in the mouth and is sweeter
than any fruit | have ever tasted. The
Indians call it shaki. There are numerous
other fruits that are quite edible and
known only to the natives,

THE WITTOTO and Cure,
quache tribes manufacture a
beverage called by them ci-cia.
The women bite a chunk of the
fruit, mix it with their saliva and then
spit it into a tub. To this they add sugar
cane treated in the same way. They
cover the tub with banana leaves and
expose it to the sun. In fourteen days
the beverage is ready to be drunk,
and | can assure you that it has a
powerful kick. With this drink they often
celebrate special occasions, such as when a
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boy takes a wife. It is very interesting to
see them preparing themselves to receive
the young bride and to view the cere-
monies they go through before the bride is
handed over to her husband.

The women of the village have a special
thatched hut reserved for this purpose.
They rub wood ashes into the bride's
body. This is done continually for three
days except when the maiden eats. To
get the ashes off the body they use tapir
grease. The object of this is to hound the
evil spirits out of the body. In seven days
she is ready for the ceremony.

When a baby is born the whole tribe
gets together and participates in an orgy
of drinking ci-cia all day and far into the
night. Consequently they afterward lie
on the ground in stupor for several days
and nights.

Often a massacre grows out of a slight
argument. The Indian tribes practise
both monogamy and polygamy and some
tribes have young women who are the
property of the tribe in general. The
Wittoto is one of these tribes. They build
long community houses on high poles
situated about six feet above the ground.
Inside are hammocks lying side by side,
with no partitions to separate the room
into divisions. In this way as many as
twenty-five or thirty families can sleep in
the room, with no privacy of any kind.

These Wittotos inhabit the region be-
tween the Rivers Cacita and Putamayo.
They number anywhere from ten to fifty
thousand and are divided into sub-tribes,
each with a chief. Some of these Wittotos
are hired out by white men to seek rubber.
Money has no value to them, except silver
pieces out of which they make necklaces.
These are the tribes who often live close
to mission houses.

There is a town on the border of Colom-!
bia called Florencia which the Wittotos
often visit to sell their wares and make ex-
changes. The Wittotos are very filthy in
their habits and somewhat mean. Some
of them practise a very primitive mode of
agriculture by cultivating pineapples for
which they charge exorbitant prices.
Some of the tribespeople, both men and

women, wear cotton shirts. They are
sometimes visited by missionaries.

They are very easy to befriend. About
fifteen years ago they were regarded as
cannibals. There are still some Wittoto
tribes which practise cannibalism. The
women are very ugly looking and dirty,
for they seldom wash themselves. The
men are short, stolidly built, with Mon-
golian features, such as a flat nose, sleek
eyes and high cheekbones. They are
very clever at weaving hammocks and
baskets. When a man goes hunting he in-
variably carries with him a blowgun and
poisoned arrows. They use two kinds of
arrows, short and long; the former are
used for killing birds and for boys to play
with, while the long arrows are about two
feet long, with sharp needle-like tips,
dipped in the poison extract of a secret
plant growing in the jungle.

They also use a weaker poison made
from the cassava plant. The root of the
cassava is crushed to pulp, placed in a long
leather or cotton bag which is hung in a
tree. At definite intervals they squeeze
the lower end of the bag to get the juice
out. Later on the bag is taken down, and
by this time the cassava pulp is free of
poison and ready to be made into cassava
bread.

The Wittotos are cowardly, treacherous
and dishonest. Notwithstanding their
evil habits they are great rivermen and
experts in building and manipulating
dugout canoes. The only tool they pos-
sess is a machete with which they do
everything. It takes them two days to
cut a big hardwood tree down. Then they
pull the log to a nearby river and com-
mence to build a canoe. They build a
small fire on the top surface of tbe log and
gradually bum it down to the required
size and shape. After that they finish and
trim the outside with their machetes.

AFTER a week of traveling
we tended in a mestizo— half-
breed Indian—village. The in-
habitants are descendants of
the original negro slaves who ran away
from their Spanish tormentors. They
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killed their masters, burned the planta-
tions and fled into the jungle. They es-
tablished a settlement on the bank of the
River Cacita and kidnapped Indian wives.
They speak Spanish and are very super-
stitious. Once or twice a year a Catholic
priest pays them a visit.

In time of danger they transmit mes-
sages by tom-tom. If there isany meeting
of importance to be held they beat the
tom-tom, having specific beats to repre-
sent a code language.

About fifty families live in this mestizo
village and their houses are built on poles
about eight feet above the ground. They
make their entry by means of a round
pole, fixed at an angle of 45°, with notches
cut on one side to serve as steps, while the
other side is smooth. The last person
entering the hut turns the pole around
so that the smooth surface is facing out-
wardly in order to prevent intruders from
entering. The huts are arranged in a
circle, with a hard trodden yard in the
center. In the middle of this yard there
is a big wooden cross, alongside of which
an altar is placed for outdoor prayer
meetings.

These people are gifted with a sense of
humor. One species of South American
monkey closely resembles a mestizo child.
These people claim a superior culture, a
similarity to the monkey and regard the
latter as a member of the family. It is
their belief that several thousand years
ago their ancestors and the gray monkey
came from the same stock.

This village is located on the right bank
of the Cacita River and from here a nar-
row trail leads through swamp land to
another village inhabited by a tribe of
Indians called Borros, a distance of about
four leagues away. At present these two
tribes are on friendly terms and trading*
of such material as rubber and hides is
carried on between them.

The Borros are quite different from the
Wittotos in that the Borros are taller
and heavier built, the eyes typically
Indian and they lead nomadic lives, mov-
ing from one location to another as con-
ditions require. They are fighters at

heart. Except for a loincloth worn by the
men, both sexes go nude. The married
woman paints her cheeks and forearms as
a sign that she has a husband. The
maidens bear beautiful and varied designs
on their bodies. The young warriors adorn
themselves with parrot and eagle feathers
and many coils of glass beads around their
necks.

Their chief occupations are fishing,
hunting and fighting with other tribes.
They are far more primitive than the
Wittotos. They manufacture vases from
clay and paint these over with beautiful
designs. They are not so adept, however,
at weaving hammocks and baskets as the
Wittotos. They marry when very young.
As a rule a boy fourteen years of age pos-
sesses a wife; and a middle aged Borro has
two or three. Their weapons are prac-
tically the same as those of the Wittotos.

About ten years ago a very ferocious
battle took place between the mestizos and
negroes as allies against the Borro Indi-
ans. The mestizo tribe was the victor be-
cause it was better armed with such wea-
pons as blowguns. They drove the Borros
away from the river. At the present time,
however, they live in peace.

The negros and the mestizos are closely
related, as | have already mentioned.
The former live in single families on the
left bank of the Cacita River. They raise
yucca plants, sugar cane, a little maize,
plantains and a curious kind of potato.
Two months in the year they migrate into
the heart of the jungle in search of ball and
haloid rubber trees. They know how to
tap the trees and extract the milk. They
inhabit a region extending for about fifty
kilometers on the left bank of the River
Cacita. Usually they are hired by white
people and will migrate as far as the
Amazon River, Manaos and Para. They
are more dependable than the Indians,
although not willing to travel at night.

The mestizos are simple minded but
good natured. They are always obliging
to strangers who require their services.
If any attempts are made to abuse them,
however, it is well that one pack up and
clear out while the going is good. They



HORRORS OP THE JUNGLE 68

are very cautious in their dealings with
strangers, although they will often accept
a few silver pieces. At the time of my
arrival in the village a big crowd had as-
sembled to see me arrive. The headman
of the tribe placed the best house in the
village at my disposal. This is used by
the priest during his stay for a few days
every year. Otherwise it is unoccupied.
| felt this to be intended as a great honor.

They were surprised that one man car-
ried so much baggage about with him.
During the first night in the village | oc-
cupied myself with opening the boxes that
contained trading goods. These wares
were laid on the ground for inspection.
The news went round like wildfire that |
was ready to do some trading. Very soon
all the members of the village were loafing
around and admiring the goods | had. In
my collection a few Spanish shawls were
included and | made a gift of one of these
to the wife of the chief.

All the inhabitants of the surrounding
region were there, with the exception of
the negroes who lived across the river,
which is about three-quarters of a mile in
width at this point. The negroes would
not visit the first night but promised to
call on the following day to do some trad-
ing. | gave the children some candy and
the men received cigars.

Gradually the crowd dwindled and
went back to their huts, promising to give
me a busy time on the following day. As
it was my intention to stay but a few days
| felt very anxious to begin bargaining as
soon as possible. On the day following |
traded my old canoe for a new one which
was ten feet longer and made of a better
quality of hardwood. It was indeed a
work of art, considering that they had
made it with only a machete. They never
rush work, but take as much time as pos-
sible. With the old canoe | gave a muzzle
loading gun and one pound of powder.
For the guns | had paid twenty-eight dol-
lars a dozen.

Two years before my arrival an epidemic
had wiped out half the population of the
village. The nearest doctor lives a month’s
traveling from Florencia, Colombia. This

doctor is a graduate of the medical school
in Bogota and his favorite prescription is
purgatives. Since this region is in Colom-
bian territory the government of that
country provides the natives with so
many pounds of Epsom salts and a few
ounces of quinine, to combat malarial
fever, which lasts them but a few months.
I gave them sufficient medicine to last
them some time.

After trading some beautiful, hides of
snakes, beavers, otters and spotted ja-
guars and about five hundred pounds of
balata, | decided to inoculate the children
against smallpox. Their parents were
very grateful, although somewhat sus-
picious. When | returned to that same
village in about ten months’ time, on my
way back to civilization, they told me
that there was now not a single case of
illness among them. | always carried
a medicine chest along with me in addition
to medical books on first aid treatment
which helped me to take cafe of my own
health in case of sickness.

EVERY month or so the na-
| tives have big gatherings of a
mysterious nature. Some of
5~ ~ the negroes living on the left
bank of the river practise African voodoo
worship. As a rule they build a big fire in
the woods away from possible intruders.
Then one hears the beating of tom-toms
all through the night. A week before the
meeting they go out into the forest in
search of game for the big feast. They
roast and cook meat day and night in
preparation for the ceremony. Their
favorite meats are monkey, alligator, igu-
ana—a lizard about three feet long—
turtle and three toed sloth.

When living with the mestizos | tried
every means possible, such as making
handsome presents to the women, to get
to one of these mysterious and strange
meetings, but without success. When
these meetings, lasting two nights, were
going on, my hut was closely guarded all
night. The second night my curiosity got
the better of me. | sneaked out unob-
served and found the path clear. | had a
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.45 Colt revolver strapped to my hip and
went quietly toward the river to the place
where my canoe was tied up.

Just as | was raising my foot over the
gunwale somebody fired a shot behind me.
| felt the burning powder on my face,
turned round swiftly with my gun in hand,
determined to punish this daring assassin.
I found four shotguns trained on me. |
raised my left hand as a sign of surrender.
| asked them the reason why they had
shot at me. They answered that | had
been given a warning and that the other
side of the river was taboo, forbidden.

My stay in the village was brief, and on
the fourth morning I prepared myself for
further travel. The mestizos had several
hunting dogs and | procured one in ex-
change for a new machete which had cost
me at the wholesale price of eight dollars
and fifty cents per dozen. | was given a
great farewell by the whole village; the
people congregated on the bank of the
river to see me off. They assured me that
if | needed any bogas | could have the
best man in the village. Smilingly, | re-
plied, “Muckoe gracias, senores,” realizing
at the time that | might need their ser-
vices at any time.

After | returned the salutations by
shouting “ Gracias, families, adios,”’ they
fired a salvo of shotguns in the air as a
farewell. My halfbreed interpreter tried
to desert me in the last minute, but I
caught him by the neck and pulled him
back into the canoe.

The two Indian boatmen took hold of
the poles and pushed off into the current,
setting our course for the River Caguan—
a river never visited before by any white
men or traders. According to the river-
men the distict was inhabited by a fero-
cious tribe of hunters. | was told that if
a person landed in this region he had prac-
tically no chance of getting away with
his head.

That, however, did not deter me, since |
was so well armed that | could start a
little war of my own. My rifles and am-
munition consisted of two high power
rifles, an automatic rifle with explosive
bullets, a 94 model .80-80 carbine, a .22

Winchester rifle, one thousand rounds of
high power ammunition, four kegs of
powder containing six pounds each, fifty
sticks of dynamite, four dozen muzzle
loading shotguns for trading and about
fifty pounds of buckshot. In addition, I
was supplied with two hunting carbide
lamps, one hundred pounds of glass beads
and many other useful things which, to
the Indians, appeared attractive.

After proceeding for about two hours
the Indian boatmen began to talk in low
tones, giggling occasionally, and once in
awhile cast vicious looks at me. Gradu-
ally they reduced the speed and eventu-
ally stopped paddling altogether. The
canoe was drifting toward shore, but the
boatmen took no notice and sat in the
bottom of the boat. | did not say any-
thing until | realized that we were coming
up to a heavy log appearing above the
water which might upset our canoe. |
told the Indians to set to work and they
obeyed my command by paddling until
we were clear of the log; after doing this
much they rested their paddles again.

As we were drifting with the current
and whirlpools | realized the necessity of
doing something, so | got into action. |
drew my gun and aimed at the Indian
standing in the bow and told the inter-
preter to explain that if he did not get
down to work immediately | would be
compelled to shoot them.

He grinned, but his eyes showed hate.
To prove that I meant what was said |
pulled back the hammer of the gun. When
they heard the click they became fright-
ened and started to grunt and talk ex-
citedly to each other. Since | did not
speak the Curaquache language | could
not follow their conversation. | fired a
shot in the direction of the boatman
standing in the bow in order to scare him;
this had its desired effect.

Both of them, in unison, placed them-
selves on their knees and commenced to
paddle as they had never done before.
They had seen on the last wild hog hunt
what could be accomplished with a pistol
and they knew well that it was not a thing
to play with. | did not care so much
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about attaining a high speed as for having
the boat under control, so | requested
them to slow down a little and to take it
easy. We were proceeding at a good rate
by now, since we had the current in our
favor, and when things had quieted down
a bit | opened one of my boxes, took out a
cup and a bottle of agvadiente and gave
each Indian a drink.

In addition, | gave each one a handful
of cheap cigars, which caused them to as-
sume a better disposition. 1 asked the
interpreter to explain the curious be-
havior of the boatmen. From his story |
gathered that both the boatmen and him-
self were afraid of the head hunters and
tint they would not proceed up the River
Caguan with me but would rather go
home.

We had traveled for about four hours
when a tropical thunderstorm threatened.
Dark clouds hovered in the sky and it
went dark almost immediately. Terrific
lightning flashes illuminated the sky;
blasting thunder rocked the jungle, fol-
lowed by a heavy downpour of rain such as
is experienced nowhere but in the tropics.

It seemed that the whole Oriente was
in the grip of nature’s elements. We all
got drenched. 1| had my rubber poncho
packed away in one of the boxes. We
could not see any island; it was very dark
and the rain continued.

We had some sort of roof in the center
of the canoe, but it was not sufficient pro-
tection against that cloudburst. The
leaves that formed this roof were abso-
lutely dry long ago from the continual
heat of the sun and it was high time that
another one was built.

At the first suitable landing place we
made our boat fast to a tree. Stepping
ashore, | slipped but with the aid of one of
the Indians managed to scramble to
safety. A narrow path led to higher
ground and there were signs of human
habitation. We followed for awhile a
trail that ran alongside the river until we
came to an apparently much used path,
with trees cut down on either side, until
we found ourselves eventually at the hut
of a rubber hunter.

THE HUT was empty. A

couple of baskets containing

farina hung from the roof, a

few dirty pots and blankets
lay here and there and a hammock was
slung across the room. | requested the
boatmen and interpreter to unload the
cargo and carry it into the hut, which was
about five hundred feet away from the
landing place. | gave them assistance.
The ground was very slippery, but after
an hour's hard work we succeeded in
transporting all the cargo, leaving the
dugout canoe empty; as an additional
precaution | pulled an extra rope through’
the ring and made it as secure as possible
to the tree.

In the meantime one of the Indians had
built a big fire on the hearth inside the hut,
while another occupied his time in clean-
ing and preparing a monkey for cooking.
I should have said that on the way down
from the last village 1 had shot a monkey
perched on a tree in order to supply my
Indian staff with meat. To them a mon-
key was a first class feast.

We sat down to a meal composed of
coffee, preserved pork and some beans.
The time was now rather late. When we
first sighted the hut we happened to see a
jaguar or tiger running out and this was a
certain indication that the hut was not
inhabited by the rubber hunter. 1 de-
cided to search for this intruder, whatever
beast it was. So | fixed my hunting lamp
on my head and put in enough carbide to
last for four hours. As arms | carried my
12-gage shotgun loaded with heavy slugs.
Ordinarily 1 filled and loaded my own
cartridges, since | possessed a loading ma-
chine and twenty-five empty brass shells.
After loading up | decided to apply some
candle grease to make it waterproof.

I applied a light to my lamp and walked
into the woods, following a wide, well
beaten trail, and with the aid of the car-
bide lamp | could see for about a hundred
feet ahead; in fact | could see the eyes of
the smallest insects. | kept on walking
till, suddenly, on one side of me | could
hear a tap-tap-tap. .1 realized immedi-
ately that it was our customer of recent
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acquaintance and turned round to play
the light in the direction whence the sound
came. | discovered myself face to face
with a big spotted jaguar.

It did not move an inch, and the big
diamond-like eyes were plain in the light.
| raised the shotgun, aimed at a spot be-
tween the eyes, pulled the trigger. A
crash, and down went the jaguar like a
log. The beast had taken the full charge
of buckshot in the head. 1 was glad to
find that no damage had been done to the
fur. Deciding that 1 had done enough
hunting for the night, I left the corpse on
the ground and trailed for the hut.

When | arrived at my place of rest
there was not a single soul to be found.
I whistled and called at the top of my
voice but received no reply. | realized
that something was wrong and ran at top
speed toward the river, slipping and slid-
ing and knocking my head on trees and
branches as I ran. When | reached the
landing spot | found my big canoe was
gone with no sign of the interpreter or the
Indian boatmen. The cowards had de-
serted me.

They had taken advantage of my ab-
sence to abscond with my hunting dog,
saddlebags filled with tobacco, cigars,
some provisions and a muzzle loading
rifle, together with the canoe, my most
valuable property.

I was alone in the woods.

What could I do now? | knew that |
had to stay in this spot and wait until
some hunter came alongand picked me up.

I walked back to the hut, placed some
more fuel on the fire, rolled in my blankets
and went to sleep. The following morning
I woke up with a chill and fever. My
limbs and muscles were stiffened and
wouldn’t respond to movements and | knew
I was in for a bad attack of rheumatism.
With the greatest effort did | succeed in
assuming a sitting position. Having had
help all along on my trips | thought there
would be a fire going and hot water ready
for my coffee. | had trained the halfbreed
interpreter and two Indians to under-
stand my needs in the morning and, of
course, finding nothing prepared, | thought

it was a badjdream. Suddenly, | realized
that it was not a dream— 1 was alone.

| felt as helpless as a baby. The day
before, during my travel down the river,
I had been exposed to the elements for half
a day; this was the consequence. Every
white man who is unfortunate enough to
be caught in a downpour in the jungle
should take extra precautions to keep his
body dry. This was the penalty for my
simple carelessness.

As | was sitting in an upright posture,
reviewing the situation, I came to the
conclusion that without outside assistance
in such a predicament | would be alone
and imprisoned for some time, and might
perish. 1 turned around and crawled on
my hands and knees to the medicine chest;
every move was agony. With the utmost
effort 1 succeeded in opening the box to
get the medical book that would give some
advice as to how | should treat myself.

After studying its contents for awhile |
diagnosed my symptoms as rheumatic
fever. | took a bottle of laudanum and
from another case a bottle of Hennessey
brandy. | made a concoction of one cup
of brandy and fifteen drops of laudanum
and swallowed it. In about half an hour
| felt relieved, so much so that | was able
to start a fire. On hands and knees |
boiled some hot water and prepared tea
with lemon, mixing the latter with a por-
tion of rum. | rolled myself in my blank-
ets, and in a short time | was slumbering
peacefully.

A HEAVY crash in the trees

near the hut woke me up.

On looking round, | foundsa

group of big gray monkeys

jumping from tree to tree, migrating from
inland to the river. | was in a sweat, al-
though feeling much better. Convinced
that the fever had left me, | tried to move
about. But my joints were still stiffened.
During the day | took two more doses
of brandy and laudanum, and busied my-
self with keeping the fire burning. Natur-
ally, being stranded in the jungle with no
means of getting out and having no help
in time of sickness, the day seemed to drag.
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About five o'clock in the afternoon | fell
to sleep and what a lovely dream | had.
I was on a four masted bark going round
Cape Horn and the experiences | had had
when a sailor on fine old sailing ships in
the days of youth were lived once again.
I came out of the slumber about four
o’clock in the morning. It was damp and
dreary. Rising slowly to my feet, | found
the stiffness had abated.

The second day was much the same as
the first with no means of relieving the
monotony. _

On the third morning | cooked myself
a breakfast of oatmeal, bacon, beans and
coffee. | was almost famished. After
satisfying my appetite | searched for a
suitable piece of wood to make a crutch
and managed to limp as far as the river.
I looked in all directions for signs of hu-
man beings, but to no avail.

I built a fire from which emanated a
great deal of smoke which would serve
ideally to draw any passerby’s attention.
The sun began to rise in all its glory and
made me feel very cheerful, with the
howling monkeys starting their usual
morning concert. Keeping a sharp look-
out for any strange canoes, | kept the fire
well fueled close to the bank of the river.

The next five days were passed in the
same manner, and by the seventh day I
felt my old selfagain. Looking round the
jungle, | discovered several rubber trees
which had been tapped by the missing
hunter. | did not dare venture too far
away from the camp, considering the
valuable cargo and equipment | had there.

On the eighth morning of my enforced
stay something in me urged me to start
out again on the trail. | listened to this
urge and decided to venture out. So, arm-
ing myself with an automatic rifle and
hitching a belt of cartridges round my
hips, together with a handful of farina in
my pockets, a little dried meat and a
pocket compass, | set out on a two-hour
hike. On the way | shot a jungle fowl, a
type of bird that is unable to fly. It
weighed about three pounds and its plu-
mage was composed of gray and brown
feathers.

Attaching my prey to my belt, | went
forward until | arrived at an open clearing
where a few trees had been cut down. In
the middle of this clearing was a hut about
the size of the one | had taken possession
of near the river. Approaching this
shack, | found the air contaminated with
a powerful odor, and on getting to the
doorway | found two bodies lying on the
ground in an advanced stage of decom-
position. One of the bodies was that of a
white man, dressed in short cotton pants
and a shirt of the same material. The feet
were partially covered with leather san-
dals. The other body was that of a half
breed woman, probably a member of the
Wittoto tribe.

I came to the conclusion that they were
rubber hunters and in all likelihood the
owners of my hut close to the river, and
no doubt had been murdered by Indians
about three months previously. Their
faces had been devoured by some animals,
and the back of each body had been
pierced by a poisoned arrow.

I dug a grave with my machete and
placed the two terribly mutilated bodies in
it together. After awhile | began to real-
ize the cause of that urge within me to go
into the jungle—probably nature’s com-
mand for me to go and do my duty for the
dead. After the burial | set back for the
hut. *

A few hundred yards away from my
destination | heard voices. Immediately
| stiffened, brought the rifle up to the
shoulder, with my finger on the trigger.
Whether enemy or friend lay in wait, |
would not be caught napping. Stooping
down, I went round the hut as stealthily
as possible. When | came close to the
shack and almost on top of the culprits,
to my surprise, I found two familiar fig-
ures whom | recognized at once as mem-
bers of the mestizo village 1 had left some
days previously. Itwas a great relief, and
I could not help but salute them gladly.

They turned round, ran up to me with
broad smiles on their faces, so glad they
were to find me alive. They shook my
hand warmly and then asked me about
my future projects. | told them | would
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need at least four bogas and a new canoe,
due to the old boat’s having been stolen.
| described to them how my other boat-
men and interpreter had deceived me and
left me stranded in the jungle. On hear-
ing this my newcomers began to curse,
calling them everything under the sun
and demanding reprisal,

When | suggested undertaking a puni-
tive expedition after the absconders they
shook their heads, saying they were lost;
even the priest of the mission would not
be able to locate them as they would hide
themselves in the jungle for a year or so
and would not even return to their
wives.

We sat down to discuss matters. After
some talking one of the mestizos de-
cided to go back to his village to put the
matter before the head man. They prom-
ised to help me get back to the mission,
but | assured them that | would never do
that. | promised them valuable gifts if
they would secure a new canoe and four
bogas for me to go to a point where | could
get Indian bogas to relieve them.

Since | was so well armed, | convinced
them that there was nothing to be afraid
of if they accompanied me as far as the
River Caguan. In the tropical jungle the
mestizos or negroes think more of their
wives, homes and children than all the gold
of the world put together. A man who is
not married is detested and ignored.
Some time before this an Indian belonging
to the Curaquache tribe asked me if |
had a wife and when | replied in the nega-
tive, he proudly led me to his wife, barely
more than a child. She could not have
been more than twelve years old. On her
shoulder she carried a basket, with a baby
in it, with a strap made of bark placed
over her forehead to suspend it. The
head was slightly bent to prevent the
strap from slipping over her face.

In addition to attending to their do-
mestic duties, the wives accompany their
husbands on long hunting trips; not in
any case, however, will they desert their
babies. Any animals that are killed dur-
ing these hunting tripsarecarried by them.
These women never complain but do their

duty without whining. Ifa husband, once
in awhile, offers to carry the burden, it is
usually taken as an insult. The favorite
pastime of the husbands is to while away
their time in their hammocks, chattering
like parrots. The women perform all the
menial work in the yucca patches and in
the house.

In eating they sit on their haunches
around the fire, the men always taking
care that they get the most tender meat
out of the pot. What is left is given to
the wives, children and dogs. His primary
consideration is to keep a good stock of
poisoned arrows and his blowgun in trim,
and also to acquire the technique of a
good shot.

I have met boys ten years old who
could puncture a card right in the center.
| spent a whole afternoon with them once,
watching them go through their training.
To test their ability | fastened a card with
the ace of spades on it, to the top of a
twenty-five foot pole and requested the
warriors to stand fifty yards away and
aim at the mark. Every time a boy
would make a direct hit, he was presented
with a cigar as prize. Ultimately the
battle between the older men and the
boys became very keen, and in one hour
my stock of cigars was depleted.

After making an agreement that one of
the mestizos should remain with me in the
hut and the other two go back to their
village to get assistance, with a promise
to return in two days if possible, my pros-
pects became very bright. Traveling
against the current takes twice as long as
with the current, but the canoe these men
had brought along was of a racing type, a
light boat; and with such experienced
boatmen it would not take them very long
to return with the necessary help.

In manipulating the canoe one of the
bogas stands in the stern in a perfectly
erect position. He advances a few steps
toward the bow, swings the pole over his
head, dips the pointed end of the pole
alongside the canoe till it touches the
bottom. He then bends the body for-
ward and with a strong push the canoe
shoots forward like an arrow.
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I HAD to cook the evening

meal. The fare consisted of

the usual items, such as bacon,

beans, coffee and a handful of
farina. 1 invited the other men to par-
take of the food. After satisfying our
hunger, and placing more fuel on the fire to
keep wild beasts at a distance, we turned
in and dozed off to sleep. Waking up
early the following morning, while still
dark, | saw one of the bogas getting ready
to depart. He took his blankets, mos-
quito bar, and a few plantains, and with a
salute to his comrades away he went on
his journey. With that | turned and fell
into a slumber again.

On waking up the second time it was
broad daylight, and | decided to wash and
dress myself while one of the mestizo aids
was busy attending the fire. Settling
down to a long wait for help from the
nearby village, | decided to attend to my
equipment; so | took the rifles apart,
cleaned and oiled them, as well as repaired
my torn breeches. Among other things |
had a dozen watches. Taking one of them,
I showed it to my Indian friend, who stood
aghast when he heard it ticking as |
placed it to his ear. This was the first
time he had seen a watch. When he
heard the tick4icJc he jumped to one side,
his eyes bulged and he retreated step by
step. He was absolutely scared of it. |
motioned with my hand and laughed, and
finally convinced him that it was not a
thing to be tabooed but something to
keep time.

The sun was now over our heads and
in explaining to the Indian | told him the
watch should register twelve o’clock.
Whether in the daytime or nighttime, it
would be possible to tell the time from the
watch. Removing the cover, | tried to
explain the intricacies of the mechanism,
how it worked and that it had been manu-
factured by human hands. After he was
convinced that the timepiece was not
dangerous the mestizo held out his hand
and wanted to keep it.

On condition that they would accom-
pany me as far as the River Caguan |
would present each boga with a watch and

a machete. The one half promised to go
along but would not vouch for the other
men. To change the subject he began to
talk about hunting, and informed me that
he knew of a salty marsh where we could
hunt tapir. Not having seen one of these
animals in all my travels, | became greatly
interested and wanted to set out immedi-
ately. He gave me a setback, however,
by saying that the tapirs did not visit the
marsh until nighttime, and so we had to
postpone the trip until late in the day.

My chief desire was to have a good
supply of meat in stock. Before setting
out, we extinguished the fire and the
goods we possessed for trading purposes
were covered over with tarpaulin and
leaves. Among the paraphernalia we
took along were a 12-gage shotgun, a
hunting lamp filled with carbide, a blanket
and some matches. We followed the
course of the river for some distance and
then turned in a westerly direction.

From the time we left the hut progress
was difficult, for we had to circle lagoons,
cut our way through undergrowth and
cross many small creeks. Very often our
way was barred by tree stumps; and great
discomfort was caused by mosquitoes.

Having high laced boots, I could not
walk briskly and often had to seek the aid
of a pole to cross the creeks. | found the
water inhabited by numerous small fish,
and at one spot | saw some electric eels.
| stepped to the edge of the water and one
eel approached slowly. Not wanting to
be stung, | stepped back. This type of
eel resembles a snake in many respects.
Desirous of securing one of these eels as a
specimen, | shot the best | could lay my
eyes on; it measured about four feet in
length, with a flat head.

We started again on our trail in search
of tapirs. Since these paths for the most
part are covered with undergrowth | had
to walk with my head and shoulders
bent forward. It was twilight and some-
what difficult to see very far ahead. My
face was bleeding from scratches caused
by thorns and hanging vines. The mes-
tizo, however, appeared to have natural
ability to avoid these obstacles and tear



70 JOHN FRANKLIN

his way through. It is a gift of all inhabi-
tants of the jungle. Several times my
jungle friend stopped to amuse himself
by watching me fight the network of
barriers, stumbling over slippery roots;
more than once | came very near stran-
gling myself in the twining vines. Per-
spiration ran down my face, my hair and
clothes were covered with slimy worms
and insects; and in trying to brush them
off, my hand would be covered with blood.

Indeed, | felt so miserable | thought of
giving up the idea of hunting. On the
other hand, I did not want to give the
native the impression that | was ex-
hausted. After two hours of slipping and
stumbling we came to a wide, open trail
covered over with a carpet of grass, with
tall, stately trees, mostly hardwood of
varied species, growing on either side.
Most of these trees were exceedingly tall
and hard, especially one that made me
think of Eiffel Tower. The wood was as
hard as steel and with an ax it was im-
possible to leave even a scar.

After an hour’s travel from this spot
we arrived at the “sallow.” The area
around this marsh land was traversed by
numerous trails. All the wild beasts of the
jungle visit the spot every two or three
months and approach it only during the
night. One finds practically all the quad-
ruped animals together, grazing peace-
fully, and such a spot can be regarded a
the meat storage of the jungle people.

There are many of these salty marshes
all over the Oriente. At one time, watch-
ing from a lookout, I saw hundreds of
tapirs feeding on grass and leaves.

In calling on its mate, the tapir makes
a whistling sound. It is said by the
Peruvians that after eating tapir meat for
five years blue spots will break out all over
the body. The average animal is three
and a half feet high and the skull is very
hard; a .30-30 bullet will not penetrate it.

At the marsh | sank up to the knees in
slimy water. There were evidences of oil
everywhere, and by dropping a lighted
match we could have started a fire imme-
diately. We cut some trees, branches and
leaves to build a watch tower near a trail

close to the edge of the marsh. | lighted
my hunting lamp, but took care not to
expose the light, and then settled myself
down to wait for any game to put in an
appearance, keeping as quiet as possible.

It was very dark and rain started to
fall. Now and again big bats flew past
my face, their wings flapping my cheeks.
My watch registered eleven o’clock, but
we decided to carry on the vigil. After
awhile we heard something on the trail
above us. The native gripped my hand
and whispered in my ear—

“Tapir.”

The tapir, by the way, is an exceedingly
wary animal, and will move about with
very little noise. | heard the beast brush-
ing against leaves as it made its way to-
ward the “sallow.” When about ten feet
away the animal stopped, opposite our
trail; it must have scented us. Immedi-
ately |1 exposed the light and turned it
round in the direction of the animal. It
appeared hypnotized, standing in the
same spot as if it were helpless. 1 could
see everything distinctly and, bringing my
loaded shotgun to my shoulder, I pulled
the trigger. The animal made a slight
movement, proceeded a few steps, then
rolled over on its side, dead.

It was a full grown tapir, with a freakish
front hoof composed of five toes. Ordi-
narily one finds only four toes. After
having such luck, we built a platform
three feet from the ground and made a
fire under it. The tapir was cut into
pieces, laid on the stage and allowed to
roast. Since this first experience, | -have
shot several tapirs, and regard myself as
quite an expert.

The following morning my mestizo aid
made a couple of baskets with straps of
wild banana leaves. Loading only the
choicest parts of the tapir into these bas-
kets, we started back for camp. It took us
five hours without any undue exertion.
We felt very tired, with no desire to eat.
I threw myself on the ground and fell
asleep.

In the morning I went down to the
river and, gazing in a particular direction,
saw three specks in the distance. As they
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came closer | found they were three
canoes, each manned by two begas. In
the largest canoe there were two women.
As they approached the landing place |
hailed them. They recognized my voice
and came alongside. After fastening their
boats to a pole on the bank, they came
ashore and shook my hand.

From their conversation | gathered that
the head man was suffering from malarial
fever and had sent another man as his
representative. He had agreed to sell me
the biggest canoe he possessed; in reality
it was the largest boat of its kind I had
seen since leaving the mission.

The representative was a tall man,
about six feet two inches, and very well
built. On his leg he had an ulcer that
needed attention. My first duty was to
give the necessary treatment. Then they
all sat down, with their legs crossed, to
discuss plans. While the women were
preparing the meat of the tapir for a meal,
the fmen, including myself, argued over
various things.

Eventually they all agreed to take me
back to the mission, but | insisted they
should accompany me on an exploration
of the River Caguan, and perhaps the
River Orinoco in Venezuela.

I had been on the road for about two

and a half years, traveling, exploring,
hunting and prospecting; but in reality
my chief object and interest was to do
some trading with the Indians.

After making some very tempting
offers—a muzzle loading rifle, one pound
of powder, a new machete, twenty-five
bars of black and white cotton cloth and
plenty of food, to each boga for three
months’ service—the women overruled
the men by saying that they would have
to get the cotton cloth. That, of course,
put a stop to the offer that | originally
made. | told them that | had never
included women in my party. In order to
gain my permission to accompany the
men, they promised to do the cooking
and washing for their food. They per-
sisted in their demands, so that | had
to grant the request, much against my
wishes.

The object of this final trip was to make
headway for the River Caguan and back
to civilization by way of Venezuela, for
the purpose of securing equipment and
provisions for further explorations in the
jungles of that part of the world, where
very few white men have ever trod, and
especially to study a certain tribe of Indi-
ans about which little or no information
is available.



Forgets E asy

By R E HAMILTON

Ghost Fingers and Bad Memory
enact a Drama of the West

DOGIE broke away from sixty
cows in the middle of the road
i and romped back into the Wick-
ham yard, tail aloft. Ike Wick-

gate. “1'd remembered it in another min-
ute. Yes, suh.” He smiled ingratiatingly,
the slow smile of Tennessee. “Ain't no
man can forget so many things as | can.

m emptied his mouth of an impedirgarnt | always remember them before long

to his speech, in the shape of several
mangled inches of chewing tobacco, and
swore.

“The gate!” he roared. “Forgets Easy,
you poor cow nudger, you left the gate
open again. What the hell?”

“Yes, suh,” said Forgets Easy gently.
He had been intimately conversing with
two point men but he ambled into the
yard, retrieved the heifer and closed the

and perform 'em with all the more dis-
tinction in the end.”

The point men laughed.

“Sure,” said Wickham with heavy sar-
icasm. “Sure. Nothing to worry about.
Our land jest lays along a little old rail-
road track. If we leave a gate open we
can go back couple hours later and close it.
Half our stock may be veal cutlets a-laying
on theties by then, but that don’t matter.”
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With withering contempt he turned his
back upon his men and resumed conver-
sation with the foreman of the Boxed
Horseshoe.

The sixty cows had been cut out of
Wickham’s main herd and were milling
in the road to Caliente. They had at that
moment changed owners and become

Boxed Horseshoe stock, but because the.

Boxed Horseshoe was short handed, lke

Wickham had obliged by lending two.

boys from his own outfit to point them
into their new range. As for himself, he
had arranged to ride up by train, call on
the owner of the Boxed Horseshoe and
spend the night celebrating the deal over
several dark bottles. But now he hesi-
tated.

He held a canvas sack between his
hands. It was very heavy, and where it
did not clink pleasantly it crackled with
an even more interesting sound. Inside
the sack were the entire proceeds of the
sale.

“1 never see so many silver dollars be-
fore,” said lke. “It looks like cleaning
day at the mint. What you want to bring
it to me this way for? Didn’t the Boxed
Horseshoe never hear of a little piece of
white paper known as a check?”

“No one never criticized me before for
bringing spot cash,” said the foreman,
aggrieved. “Anyways, the Boxed Horse-
shoe has quarreled with all the banks in
the State and now they banks in their own

flour barrel. But | don’t see no cause to
complain. You got a safe. What else is
a safe for?”

“Yes,” said lke Wickham dubiously,
“1 got a safe. But the ranch is sure goin’
to be deserted, what with me on the train
and Blaine and High Heel both ridin’
into Caliente.”

He surveyed his ranch with a worried
frown. His land followed the railroad
bottoms—a long narrow stretch of grass
fed by underground springs—with the
desert threatening to encroach on either
side. Cottonwoods sprinkled it, the rail-
road bordered it on the north. Up this
railroad track, three hundred vyards,
stood a water tank where trains took on

water, and where bums, riding the bum-
pers, occasionally swung off to beg for
jobs or handouts from the Wickham out-
fit. The ranch buildings sprawled in the
dusty sunshine. Three men were going
to be left behind, in charge. ke Wickham
looked them over. Of these three—

First, there was the bum, now engaged
in whitewashing the chicken coop. He
called himself Mounce. He had dropped
off No. 4 one hot morning two weeks ago
and had asked for a job. Rode out from
Ogden in an empty box car, he said. He
could do carpentering, mend leather,
whitewash the buildings—would learn to
fork a horse. Anyway, he was hungry and
Wickham had taken him on.

Second, there was Forgets Easy, the
rider from Tennessee. lke Wickham,
looking at him, swore. He stood there,
this youth, draping his long body against
the fence, his hat pulled over his sun-
burned nose. He was addressjpg remarks
to Blaine and High Heel in a gentle voice
that drawled on and on in a monotone
and convulsed his hearers.

“Likely,” said Wickham aloud, “he’s
forgot to mend them pack panniers and
straighten the railroad fence and ride to
Los Ingratos for them nails. He won’t
think of them until day after tomorrow
when he’s in the middle of something
else.”

Ike could remember times when For-
gets Easy had crawled out of bed in the
middle of the night and ridden five miles
after something that had slipped his mind
—the damn’ fool! He grinned in spite of
himself. Oh, well, he was a good kid after
all. Honest? Sure. And in an emergency
he was right there. There was the time the
man-killing bronc took after Blaine. And
the day of the sandstorm . . .

“Easy,” he called.

“Orders?” inquired the delinquent one.

“You know the rifle in the kitchen?
Load it and leave it lay there. Never
know when it might come in handy.”

“Yes, suh.”

“Do it now, while I got my eye on you.”

Forgets Easy grinned and departed to
obey, circling around the rear of the ranch
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to the kitchen, a separate lean-to that
had no connection with the other rooms,

IKE WICKHAM turned to

consider the third man who

would be left behind, and was

reassured. This was Quiros, the
old Mexican cook. His one shortcoming
was that every second month, on payday,
he rode enthusiastically to town and drank
himself into insensibility, returning three
days later, disheveled but at peace with
all the world. However, his conduct on
the ranch was exemplary; he had a naive
sense of justice, he was trustworthy, he
could handle a gun.

“Oh, hell! said lke. “There ain’'t no
real reason | shouldn’t go.”

He marched into the ranch-house
through the front door. The safe stood in
his bedroom, on the ground floor. Into it
he tossed the sack, with its cheerful sound-
ing contents. He closed the safe carefully,
listened for the click, then whirled the
dial. He stepped outside.

Quiros, the Mexican, stood waiting for
him.

“Today,” he reminded delicately, “it
is payday.”

“Huh?” said Wickham.

“Sure, yes.”

“Lookahere,” said Wickham. “It is

payday, for a fact. But it can’t be helped.
The calendar, as far as you and the boys is
concerned, is got to stand still untii I come
back.”

“But it is payday,” reiterated Quiros
tranquilly.

“Everyoneofyou has got to stay hereon
the job,” continued lke relentlessly. “So
try and hold your patience. Tomorrow
morning | will arrive on No. 4 and ladle
out that cash which you all so misguidedly
thinks you deserves.”

“But it is the first of the month,” said
Quiros blankly, “and—"

“Oh, shut up, will you,” said Wick-
ham, “and listen to what I'm a-telling
you. If | pay you today, you will streak
for Los Ingratos and the Palace Cafe
where you will become non compos mentis.
Easy will forget every obligation he ever

had, take a high dive behind a pile of red,
whiteand blue chipsand stay there until the
tide’s receded—if it takes a week. Well,
| ain’t going to stand for it—not today.”

“But—" said Quiros.

“For the love—" began Wickham, but
at that moment Forgets Easy came run-
ning.

“The train,” he yelled. “I heard her
whistle beyond Whipcord Pass. You bet-
ter beat it, Boss.”

Wickham cursed and ran. The train
crawled across the desert and halted at
the water tank. The boss, enthusiastically
cheered by his outfit, made a final spurt
and caught the last car as it was moving
away.

“That was a right good jump for fifteen
stone,” said the foreman of the Boxed
Horseshoe critically.

“Likely he seen a handsome female
a-settin’ in the observation car,” said
Forgets Easy. “That might inspire sech
a kangaroo caper. Well, bon voyage, boys.”

Blaine and High Heel began to drift the
she-cows down the trail.

“Adios, Easy,” they said. “We’'ll bring
you back a alarm clock from Caliente.
Now don’t go workin’ too hard and wear
yourself all out while we're away.” Be-
fore he could frame a retort they were out
of earshot.

As the herd dissolved into a cloud of
dust, which in turn vanished on the hori-
zon, Mounce, the bum, straightened his
back and let the brush slide down into
the pail of whitewash. Guardedly he
looked about him.

The heavy hush of the desert lay every-
where. Glittering in the sun ran the rail-
road track, extending east and west out
of sight, curling gently like a sleepy snake
across the warm floor of Nevada. Beside
it ran parallel the brownish green swath
of Wickham’s land, and beyond that,
where the springs gave out abruptly, the
desert. There was no place where a man
might hide except in the tangles of mes-
quite that sprawled across the desert, and
here there would be no need of hiding,
except from buzzards, after twenty-four
hours without water.
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Intersecting the railroad track at the
point where the ranch house stood, there
ran a thin trail to Caliente, nearly a day’s
ride away; to Los Ingratos in the opposite
direction, a six-hour ride, a little sun
broiled town where the Wickham outfit
bought its supplies. But beyond this
town lay the desert again with not even
the railroad to point the way. And even
to Los Ingratos a man must ride—and the
bum had never been astride a horse.

So the only way of escape for Mounce
was the railroad. He turned his atten-
tion to it again. Three hundred yards
down the track rose the tank. The time
was now eleven minutes past one. At
four o’clock a train would come from the
west, stop briefly at the water tank and
thunder on. It would be No. 3, the last
train until tomorrow—and tomorrow lke
Wickham would return from the Boxed
Horseshoe.

The canvas sack was locked in the safe,
in Wickham’s bedroom. Mounce, seem-
ingly so intent on his whitewashing, had
never taken his eyes from that sack dur-
ing the entire transaction of the cattle
deal. When it had disappeared into the
bedroom he knew where it had been put.
He knew the plan of the house; he was
aware of the rifle in the kitchen. Concern-
ing the safe itself, he was almost more fa-
miliar with it than lke Wickham. He
had noted its size, number, make—its
considerable age. Among the dark and
devious passages of Mounce's mind was
a groove set apart for such knowledge. He
had always found good use for it.

BETWEEN the canvas sack

filled with money and the eager

Mounce there stood the safe

itself, whose combination he
had not yet learned, and the two men
—Quiros, the Mexican; Forgets Easy, the
rider from Tennessee. These obstacles
must be passed by four o’clock that
afternoon.

Quiros had a pony, a wall eyed pinto,
saddled in the corral, in anticipation of
his trip to town. Now as Mounce cov-
ertly watched he walked sadly down the

lane of pepper trees, unsaddled the horse
and opened the gate to let it go. Then he
toiled back to the ranch, his saddle under
his arm.

Mounce approached.

“Wanted to go to town, didn't you?”
he inquired in sympathy.

“Si," said Quiros regretfully.
payday.”

“Dirty deal y’got,” pursued Mounce,
feeling him out.

“The boss t'ink | wished to get drunk,”
explained Quiros, “but no, it was not so
today. The boss, he do not understand.
Today | have promise to pay a man sixty
dollaire, second payment of a small piece
of land and a shack. Maybe | would get
drunk afterwards, who can say? | hope
not. But now, maybe | will lose that land
where | wish to retire by and by.”

“Say,” said Mounce, “that’'s raw. It

“1t was

sure is. | wouldn’'t work for a man like
Wickham. 1'd get back at him, some
way.”

“Oh, no,” the Mexican hastened to as-
sure him. *“lke Weekham, he is a good
boss. 1| have work for him twenty year.
He did not understand, that is the mat-
ter.” Resignedly he began to whittle a
piece of wood.

Mounce swore silently and sank back
on his heels to meditate upon another
procedure.

There was that loaded gun in the kitch-
en. If he could persuade one of these
men to ride away on an errand, then
he could shoot the other.

“Why don’t you ride to Los Ingratos
and explain the situation to the feller
that's holding your land?” he asked.
“And after you done that, why, if you've
been cooking and riding for outfits around
here for twenty years, you ought to be
able to get drunk on credit.”

“No use,” said Quiros. “The word, he
is not so good as cash. The man say,
‘Today you must pay,” and that is that.
Besides, the boss order me to remain
around the ranch until he come back. To
be sure, if I had the money, | take the
chance and go. It is sad to lose my little
piece of land.”



76 R. E. HAMILTON

“It’s worse than sad,” said Mounce.
“It's a dirty shame. It’s hell.”

He thought swiftly to himself, “Now
I'm on the right track. He’s playing into
my hand. But | got to work fast.” He
could feel the minutes ticking away.

“You think he would have understood,
do you?” he egged the Mexican on.

“Sure,” said Quiros. “But then the
train come. Dios, there was no time.”

“Well,” said Mounce, “if he would
understand, maybe you and | could fix
away. Ifyou was to take out your salary
from the money he’s got in that safe, why
it's owin’ to you, ain’t it? And we could
put the rest back and it would be all right.
You get what's cornin’ to you and save
your land.”

The old Mexican stared at him.

“Out of the safe?”

“Sure, just your salary—what's com-
ing to you. Or only sixty dollars. Put all
the rest back.”

A light dawned on the Mexican.

“And it is payday. To every man his
salary should come, on payday, no es ver-
dad? You think it no harm, then?”

“Of course not,” said Mounce. “It’'s
what Mr. Wickham would want you to do
if he knew the facts of the case.”

“But how can we open a safe?” per-
sisted the Mexican. “It is very difficult,

no?”

“1,” said Mounce cheerfully, “will open
that safe.” His mouth fairly watered. He
laughed. “You wouldn’'t understand,

Quiros, old boy, but that's my racket.
Ever hear of Cracker Moses Mounce? No,
I hope not. Anyways, I'm him.”

“You mean that you make safes?” said
Quiros. “That is your business?”

“l make them open,” said Mounce.
“Sure. Sometimes it is a very profitable
business; at other times, not so good.”
He grimaced, thinking of a recent speedy
exit from Omaha, with the aid of a box
car.

“Well, then,” said Quiros cheerfully,
“we go tell Easy. He will help us.”

“Hell, no!” shouted Mounce so sharply
that Quiros jumped. “That's what |
wanted to talk to you about. We got to

get him away from here. You got to
think of something that will take him
away.”

Bewilderment, also a faint spark of
suspicion showed on the face of the Mexi-
can.

MOUNCE doused the spark
instantly.
“He’ll want his pay, too. If
he knows that you're gettin’
your money, he’'ll want the same. Then
he'll go to Los Ingratos and gamble it,
and there won’'t be nobody here but me.
And when Wickham comes back, there'll
be hell to pay. Now, there ain’t no reason
why Easy can’t wait until tomorrow. He
ain’'t got no piece of land. Why, look at
me,” continued Mounce nobly. “I ain’t
asking for my pay, am 1? Yours is an
emergency case. We'll take your sixty
dollars out of the safe and put the rest
back and lock it up. That's simple.
Why,” he finished with a burst of wide
eyed candor, “you can stand by and be
sure it's all done proper.”

Quiros considered.

“That is so. Somebody should remain
behind. Well, to keep Easy from knowing
that we open the safe, maybe | remind
him to mend those pack panniers in the
tool house?”

“Not far enough,” said Mounce
promptly. “He might come back.”

Quiros hung his head in thought. Fi-
nally:

“My horse,” he exclaimed. “The little
wall eye pinto—the one | release from
the corral. No one can %¥atch that horse
but me, but few know that. | send For-
gets Easy to catch the little wall eye horse
and | will say I must have him pronto, |
wish to take him to town to sell. Sangre
de Dios, that is a scheme! See—"

He shielded his eyes and pointed along
the bottom land. Four hundred yards
away the wall eyed pinto was grazing
peacefully beside the railroad fence.

“That ain't very far,” said Mounce,
doubtfully.

“No,” said Quiros, “but it is plenty far
enough.” He laughed. “When Forgets
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Easy reach that point, the little wall eye
horse will be one hundred yards farther,
and after that still one hundred yards, and
so on, forever.” He slapped his leg and
laughed. “If we had the time, it would be
very funny to watch. Ha-ha!”

“Yeah?” said Mounce grimly. “Well,
you know more about it than me. Shoot.”
To himself he thought, “It ain't a very
sure plan, but I can’'t think of nothing
better.”

Forgets Easy had gone to sleep under
a pepper tree. Quiros approached and
woke MNm gently.

“Forgets Easy,” he said, “my wall eye
pinto has broke loose from the corral.
Will you catch him, please?” He pointed
down the track.

“Can’t you go yourself?” said Easy, and
yawned. “Ain’'t often a cowman gets a
chance to lay down and sleep in the day-
time—not with this here outfit.”

“Me,” declared Quiros, “1 have to pre-
pare supper.”

“What's for supper?”

“Mulligan,” said Quiros rapidly, “and

hot biscuits. Of course—" he spread his
lower lip, shrugged his shoulders and
turned out his palms indifferently— “if

you do not wish that, | can heat up some
can of beans very quickly, and still have
time to catch that horse. Maybe, with
so many away for supper, that would be
better anyway.”

Forgets Easy galvanized.

“Hash slinger,” he declared, “remain

here. | would go out and wrangle a
hippopotamus for mulligan and hot
biscuits.”

He ambled briskly toward the corral
and climbed aboard his own horse, taking
a rope and hackamore.

Mounce, the bum, watched him doubt-
fully. He was not yet satisfied with the
ruse. Suppose the Mexican should be mis-
taken? Suppose for once the wall eye
pinto should be caught? The Tennessean
would be back in half an hour and
then

So he too approached the corral.

“Say, bo,” he said confidentially, “to
get that horse, you have to pass down

near the crook in the railroad fence. Ain’t
it so?”

“Why, sure,” said Forgets
“What's a-preyin’ on your mind?”

“Well,” said Mounce reticently, “1 was
overhearin’ the boss a few minutes before
hqg took that train, and he was remarkin’
that you'd probably neglected to mend
that fence. ‘If so,” he said, ‘I'll fire him to
hell, the loafer."”

“Oh, he did?” said Easy coldly.

“So0,” went on Mounce, “I thought if
you was to get the pliers out of the tool
honse and fix the fence while you was
down there, why, it might save you some
trouble. | just thought I'd mention it.”

“Oh, yes?” said Easy. “This concern
for my welfare is sure accommodatin’ of
you, brother.”

The hint of sarcasm was not lost upon
Mounce. He lowered his own eyes to hide
an answering gleam of malice. A sudden
inspiration seized him, tickled his fancy.

“And 1 thought, maybe, if you was
goin’ to the tool house, you'd oblige by
bringin’ me back a piece of sandpaper.”
His eyes were still humbly downcast, his
voice endeavoring to be friendly. “It's a
long walk down there in the sun, and I
ain’'t used to this desert light, yet. I|—
got a bad sun headache.”

Forgets Easy was disarmed.

“Why, sure, bum, I'll bring it. Why
didn’'t you say so? What yo’-all goin’ to
do with sandpaper?”

“Just a little odd job,” said Mounce,
enjoying himself. “I1'm going to surprise
the boss with it when he comes back.”

“You sure are a son of a gun for work,”
said Forgets Easy. “Doin’ extry jobs with
Wickham away and a sunstroke. Stars
in your crown, brother. Stars in your
crown.”

He rode to the tool house, brought the
sandpaper back to Mounce and drifted
away, out into the white sunshine, in the
direction of the wall eyed pinto. As he
moved off, the clock inside the ranch-
house struck two.

“Now is the time,” said Mounce softly.

“Sure,” said Quiros pleasurably, over-
hearing him. “And | will help you.”

Easy.
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THE MEXICAN'S part in the

proceedings, however, proved

to be slight. In fact it dwindled

to a no more important role
than holding the shirt of Mr. Mounce
while that individual struggled in the
heat with the safe.

The bum’s first move was to sandpaper
his already thin skinned fingertips. Next
he touched the dial with a delicate hand
and pressed his body as close as possible
against the safe door. His ear was flat-
tened against the metal.

Quiros waited expectantly. With the
faintest perceptible pressure, the least per-
ceptible movement, Mounce slid the dial
around. Nothing happened. He slid it
farther, delicately forward, delicately
back, his ear acutely sensitive to the first
shifting of the weights.

The clock in the kitchen struck the
half hour—half past two. Sweat rolled
from Mounce’s face. As he knelt before
the safe his naked back glistened.

At 2:45 the Mexican’s attention began
to wander.

“Tomorrow,” he said, “how the boss,
he will be surprise. ‘Mistaire Weekham,’
I will say, ‘please pardon me. What you
theenk? We got your safe open, | take
sixty dollaire out of what you forgot to
pay me, and | save a nice piece of land—'"”

“Shut up, you damned fool!” cried
Mounce, nerves shattered. “Shut up!”

Quiros stared, amazed. The little sparks
of suspicion kindled again. Why should
this man be so crazy to recover sixty dol-
lars belonging to some one else?

At that moment, without a creak, with-
out a whisper, the door of the safe swung
open.

Quiros crossed himself.

“A scnnbra, a ghost,” said he.

“Ghost fingers, you mean,” said
Mounce. “Safe fingers. That's what I
was born with, Mexican. Safe fingers,
safe ears.”

His voice and his hands trembled
eagerly. He clutched the sack.

“Now, the sixty dollaire,” said Quiros,
troubled. “Then we put the rest back,
verdad?”

“It's heavy,” said Mounce. “Mostly
silver and gold. | can’'t hardly lift— Yes,
sure, your sixty dollars.”

He untied the sack and adroitly spilled
some coins on the floor, as if by accident.
He stooped, pretending to pick them up.
Quiros bent down to help him, feeling
under the bed, beside the chair.

Mounce grinned and straightened. He
swung the sack over his head and brought
it crashing down on the skull of the
Mexican.

Quiros dropped upon his face. The few
dollars he had retrieved flew from his
fingers and scattered on the floor. He
rolled half over and lay still, his fore-
head against a castor of the bed, his
arms flung out. He made no sound.
Drops of blood began to ooze from under
his thick, grizzled hair.

Mounce picked up the fallen coins. He
threw them on to the neat bed and, dump-
ing the rest of the money from the sack,
spread it over the bed too, and began to
count. Once, while he was counting, he
jumped violently, but the sound he heard
was only the clock, striking three. When
he had finished he replaced the money in
the sack and retied the mouth. Then he
put on his shirt and closed the door of the
safe.

He stooped for a last look at the Mexi-
can. There was no change, except that
the slowly welling drops of blood had
ceased.

He began to think of the train. In
thirty minutes it would be time to start
for the water tank. He wondered whether
Forgets Easy, pursuing the horse some-
where near the railroad fence, would be
able to see him. Probably not, he decided,
for the ranch buildings lay between. Al-
though it was much too soon, his ears
were subconsciously attuned for the dis-
tant roar of the train. He sat down on a
chair to wait.

Suddenly cold perspiration sprung out
on his forehead. There was a sound in the
distance. The train? For a sharp second
he wondered whether the clocks were slow
—then realized that what he heard was
not the sound of wheels.
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;Tr-r-rup — tr-r-rup — tr-r-rup — He
istumbled to the window just in time to
see Forgets Easy come galloping back,
past the corral and up the long lane of
pepper trees, approaching the house.

Mounce spun around swiftly. He seized
the form of Quiros by the shoulders and
rolled it over, under the bed. The quilt,
hanging down, concealed it. There were
drops of blood on the rug. Noting that
the pattern was the same on the under
side, he reversed the rug. The blood no
longer showed.

Forgets Easy had ridden around to the
rear of the house. Mounce could not see
him through the window, but he could
hear the horse stepping in the yard and
hear the swish of the pepper trees as he
passed. He remembered the rifle in the
kitchen. If it came to a showdown he
wanted to be near that rifle.

He pitched the heavy sack of money
behind the door and dropped a blanket
over it; then, desperately trying to show
no nervousness, he left the bedroom and
walked out of doors, around to the back
of the house, toward the isolated kitchen.
In the glare of the yard he came face to
face with Forgets Easy, who had just dis-
mounted.

“Hi,” Mounce hailed him as casually as
he could manage.

“Hi,” returned Easy.

Mounce turned away from him and
stumbled across the threshold, into the
dark kitchen. The gun stood in the cor-
ner. He pulled a chair in front of it and
sat down, facing the door, pretending to
examine the sole of his shoe. Maybe
Easy would go away again.

He heard the creakof leatherbootsasthe
Tennessean stepped toward the Kitchen.

Mounce wet his lips.

“1 notice you didn’t catch that horse.”

Forgets Easy laughed.

“Say, they ain’t any man got so slip-
pery a memory as | have. Listen to this
one: | chased that fool horse an hour, and

then | thinks, ‘I'll set down and rest, and
while | rests I'll be a-tinkering with that
fence.” And then I discovers that here I'd

forgot to bring the pliers.”

“The pliers?” repeated Mounce, red
with vexation at the result of his own
meddling.

“That’'s what,” said Easy cheerfully.
“Now, if you hadn’'t asked me to fetch
that sandpaper while 1 was in the tool
house, why, 1'd remembered them sure.
What's that you're sayin’?”

“Nothing,” said Mounce savagely, ex-
amining his sole.

“Where's Quiros?”

“1 don't know.” Mounce sat upright in
dismay. “Why?”

“While I'm here | aim to ask him what's
the secret words he whispers into the ear
of that paint horse. 1'd as soon wrangle a
greased catfish as that animal. Like-
wise—" he looked around— *“I don't see
no vestige of that mulligan it was goin’ to
take all afternoon to sling together. How
come?”

Mounce’s hand moved an inch toward
the rifle. Should he shoot now? But even
if Easy should look in the bedroom for
the cook, a cursory glance would reveal
nothing wrong. While he hesitated the
Tennessean moved away.

He heard Easy walking through the
house, calling vainly. Mounce watched
the kitchen clock. The minute hand was
racing. In twenty minutes the train would
be at the tank. He should be starting now.

“He ain’'t nowheres,” said Easy, return-
ing, “unless he's sleeping on the chicken
roost. Well, I'll get my pliers and be on
my way.”

“Oh, yeah?” said Mounce, rising in re-
lief. “Well, while you're gone I'll find the
Mexican for you and give him a prod to-
ward suppei*.”

“You do that thing,” urge$ Easy. “And
tell him that catching this horse will cost
him two cans of peaches extra. Stom-
ach—" he rubbed his middle— “set up
and commence anticipatin’. Good news,
friend, good news!”

“Sun’s gettin’ lower,” croaked Mounce
feverishly.

“I'm on my way,” replied Easy.
—why, what the hell!”

Mounce followed his glance and stif-
fened.

“1'm
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Dragging himself across the yard, lean-
ing heavily against the pepper trees, came
the apparition of Quiros—Quiros, who
had been left for dead. His face was yel-
low as wax. There was matted blood in
his hair and a streak of dried blood ran
down his neck.

“A sombra!” Mounce repeated the
Mexican word in horror. “A ghost!”

“Easy!” the hurt man called with weak
lips, “Easy—" Quiros fell across the
threshold of the kitchen.

“Why, he'sfainted,” said Easy. “What's
all this? He has a lump on his head like a
grapefruit.”

His eyes turned, wide and hot, upon
Mounce.

“You filthy bum! What's the answer to
this? 1 might know, it’s the money in the
safe! Here, leave that gun lay!”

But Mounce already had the rifle in his
hands—was sighting.

“Back toward that door,” he snarled.
“Back out. Hesitate once and you'll get
this in your guts—or your eyes, whichever
| decide on. This is my racket, cowboy.
Understand? You're out of it.”

EASY was covered. The prac-

tised hand of Mounce kept the

sights trained alternately on his

stomach and on his face. The
muzzle of the rifle looked a mile wide to
the cowboy. He began to back.

“Faster,” said Mounce. “There's a
train | have to catch, and I'm goin’ to
lock—"

Easy’s retreating foot struck the arm
of Quiros. He stopped, blocking the door.
At that moment the faint whistle of the
train sounded. No. 3 was crawling out
of Whipcord Pass. Easy’s eyes lighted.

“Go on!” shouted Mounce. “Go on,
move! You'reblockin’myway. No? All
right then, it's O.K. with me.”

With the sights trained fairly between
the eyes of Easy—who could not resist a
gasp—Mounce pulled the trigger. Four
sounds came almost simultaneously—a
sharp click from the rifle, a curse from
Mounce, another click and then a laugh
from Easy.

The gun was empty—quite harmless.

“1 win,” Easy yelled.

He seized a chair and flung it. It caught
the stock of the empty gun which the
bum was about to raise as a bludgeon, and
knocked it out of his hands.

Mounce reached backward, blindly,
grasping for any weapon—encountered a
flatiron that Quiros had left on the cold
stove. Easy ducked, and as he did so he
snatched up the fallen gun. Mounce
aimed his missile low and the iron caught
the Tennessean below the knee. Easy
groaned but managed to keep his feet.
Picking up a second chair to shield him-
self, he edged toward a shelf.

Another iron sailed through the air and
shattered the protecting chair. Easy
dropped the broken pieces of it. Like
lightning his free hand flew to a china
bowl on the shelf behind him. Mounce
saw that he had picked up a cartridge.
Faintly, a long way off, the bum could
hear the muffled roar of the train. He
gathered himself and leaped for the gun in
Easy’s hands. There was a flash and the
whole kitchen shook with the explosion.

Forgets Easy leaned limply against the
wall.

“Hot mama!” he said . “ Fastest loading
I ever done.” He drew his hand across
his eyes. “Oh, Lordy, how my leg hurts!”

Mounce, the bum, lay sprawled on the
kitchen floor, unquestionably dead.

With an effort Forgets Easy limped to-
ward a comer to a pail of water. He found
a towel, dragged the pail over to where
the Mexican lay and, sitting down beside
him, began to wash away the blood—to
bathe the swelling.

“Looks like your hair saved you,” he
said. “l never see any one with so much
hair as a Mexican.”

“My head,” groaned Quiros, opening
his eyes.

“And my leg,” echoed Easy. “If that
iron had been a pound heavier it'd broke
the bone. Looks like you and me has got
at least two weeks’ vacation cornin’ to us.”

He squeezed out the towel and smiled,
the slow smile of Tennessee.

“Listen to that train a-roarin’ by. 1'd
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sure like to get up and wave at her. Might
be a pretty girl in the observation cur.”

“He did not shoot you!” Quires made
this surprised discovery.

“Not me,” said Easy. He shifted his
hurt leg to a more comfortable position.
“1t was this way. The boss, he gives me
orders at noon to load his rifle. Well, just
as I'm about to fill her up | hears his train
approachin’ through Whipcord Pass, and
I runs out like hell to tell him. Now,
when this here fracas happens and Mounce
is preparin’ to blow off my scalp lock, I
hears No. 3 whistle down the Pass and
it reminds me like a Sash that | never
did load that gun. So | decidesto face
itout.”

“Very brave,” approved Quires.

“Brave nothin’',” said Easy. “My
knees could have struck out sparks the

way they knocked together when he
pulled that trigger. After all, how did |
know but maybe he had loaded that gun
himself? How did | know but maybe
Wickham might have left some shells in
her? Butl took achance.” He whistled.
“1s my hair turned snow white, Mexican?
Well, if it ain’t it had ought to be.”

He pulled the boot off his bruised leg.

“And Mistaire Mounce, you are sure he
is dead?” persisted Quires, his credulity
much shattered by the afternoon’s events.

“He is emphatically no more,” said
Easy. “After | got that gun back into my
own hands | didn't waste no time. |
loaded and fired her with one flicker.” He
laughed. “Ain’'t I always said that no
man could forget so many things as | can
but when | do remember 'em | perform
'em with all the more distinction?”



cEe bon Dieu certainly
picks queer men to
make his finest

flyers”

By H P. S GREENE

IGGY VAN ANTWERP thrilled

as he stood at the entrance to the

promenoir of the Folies in his

brand new ambulance driver’s
uniform, donned for the first time that
afternoon. His chest, which was round
and hard like a keg of nails, expanded.
Then he stalked forward on his thick,
sturdy legs.

Often there was a thrill about'the Folies
in wartime. The vitiated air of the place
vibrated, as if to the organized cheering
of thousands at a football game. Many
cold, thin blooded people saw only a dis-
gusting debauch; but there was something
there besides that.

It was the scene of the last fling, the
desperate groping for joy of hundreds of

miserable, hopeless men, who knew they
were going to their deaths in a welter of
flame and steel and blood and mud—to-
morrow, or next week, or next year. The
war had gone on for two years, and for all
they knew it might go on a dozen more.

No, the scene was not edifying; but
there was a gripping vital quality about
it. Piggy felt as he had when he had heard
a long cheer with his own name three times
at the end, when he was grunting his way
through the opposing guard and tackle.
He shook himself and passed on to the
seat in the theater for which he had
bought a ticket.

There the atmosphere was different.
The music seemed lifeless, the girls on the
stage machine-like. A man sang a song
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in French. It must have been comic, for
the crowd laughed. Then in the middle
of a verse the spotlight left the singer
and focused on a box which held a single,
brilliant figure. A wild cheer rose from
the crowd.

The man in the box seemed slender, but
tough and strong, like fine steel. Tho
blue cloth of his tunic glittered with
medals in the light. He raised one hand
to his kSpi, which was cocked over his
right eye above a flashing smile. He was
the epitome of that gay jauntiness which
a Frenchman can attain better than
any one else.

“Arsene! Arsene!” the crowd roared.

Piggy Van Antwerp gasped at the
name. It was familiar—who had not
heard of the remarkable rapscallion who
had blazed his fame across the sky? The
man who was supposed to be king of the
Apaches of Paris, and a “gentleman
burglar” ; who was known as Arsene to the
Parisians, loved for his very crimes, as
well as for his many victories over German
airmen. The cheering went on for minutes
before the spotlight went back to the
stage and the ace sat down.

With the mob Arsene enjoyed to the
full “La Gloire,” which, to the French
means glory and fame and honor, and
other things, besides. Piggy Van Ant-
werp, like the other men in the theater,
envied him.

The performance seemed flatter than
ever to him, and he soon left his seat and
went back to the promencdr. From one
of the high stools at the bar he looked at
the crowd.

He saw hard bitten, dangerous men
from Australia and other far spaces of the
earth. Foppish, dangerous men from
luxurious French chateaux. Ferocious,
whiskered, dangerous men from Central
Europe. And women—women—women.

One was at his elbow talking to him,
and ha looked down. She had a sweet
face and innocent eyes, except for some-
thing which flickered deep inside them.
She was saying that she was Belgian,
and telling of the horrors of her escape
from the Germans in their drive. Piggy

wondered how much was true and just
what caused the look of tragedy he
thought he saw in her eyes. Another
voice cut in upon the girl—a hard,
American voice—

“Get away from that tart.”

Piggy looked up. He saw a tail, thin,
marble eyed man in a uniform like his
own, except that it bore three blue stripes
on the sleeves. It was Major Higglesby
of the ambulance office in Paris. Major
Higglesby was a cold man.

“Get away from that tart, or I'll have
you thrown out of the Ambulance
Service,” he repeated.

“To hell with you and your Ambulance
Service,” said Piggy Van Antwerp.

Next day he enlisted in the aviation
section of the Foreign Legion. He was
in pursuit of La Gloire.

Several months later his chase took him
to the Osprey Squadron on the Front.

He was the only American at the time
in that corps d’elite, and he was there be-
cause he had been the best flyer in his
class at the school of Paupote. The
Ospreys were a very famous squadron in-
deed, under the command of the famous
Captain De Vincennes. One of its mem-
bers was the great Arsene, greater than
ever now, promoted to lieutenant and
second in command in obedience to the
clamor of his Parisian audience against
the wishes and better judgment of the
French army authorities.

The Parisians loved Arsene. Had he
not stopped the show at the Folies three
times by throwing gold pieces among
the chorus girls? Had he not pulled a
gendarme’s mustaches out by the roots
and rammed them down his throat in the
Champs Elysees? Had he not knocked
down a member of the Chamber of
Deputies who was reputed to be hoarding
and profiteering in sugar, and robbed him
of thousands of francs on the Boulevards,
besides bringing down sixteen more
Boches?

After the last exploit the citizens of
Paris demanded and received his im-
mediate release from jail. They loved
him twice as much as the aristocratic,
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immaculate Captain De Vincennes, with
his countless generations of knightly an-
cestors, and an even longer list of enemy
planes brought down.

PIGGY VAN ANTWERP was
unpopular from the first with
the Ospreys. The Frenchmen
did not like his broad, blond,
flattish face, his stolid air, or his slow-
ness at comprehending their language.
And there was something else besides.

After he had been in the squadron two
weeks, and during that period had brought
down four German planes to De Vincennes'’
three, and Arsene’'s two, the captain
called h'im to his office. He looked at the
American curiously for the hundredth
time and thought:

“Le bon Dieu certainly does pick out
gueer men to make his finest flyers. That
procuring Apache, Arsene, and now this
barrel of a man!” Aloud he said:

“Why did you attempt to conceal the
fact that your mother was German and
even now is German in her sympathies?
Didn't you know you would be found
out?”

“1 was afraid that | wouldn't be al-
lowed to enlist if they knew,” replied

Piggy. “My father is Belgian, and | am
American.”

“Yes, | know,” said Captain De
Vincennes. “It is not the fact of your

German motherhood—La France is like
a beautiful woman whose lovers come
from all over the world to fight and die
for her.” The man’s obvious, passionate
sincerity robbed this statement of any
histrionic quality. “It is not the fact
alone, but that you tried to conceal it.
That is why the others in the squadron
were warned to watch you. Now that
you have done so well, marvelously, in
fact, 1 am sorry that occurred. But I,
at least, am your friend.” He held out
his hand with a charming smile.

Piggy was young, and his eyes smarted
as he left the office. But his jaw was
broader and harder than ever. He went
to the canteen.

Arsene was there, and he was very

flush with francs and quite drunk. He
had been to Paris the night before, and
when he came back he had much money,
and the bar was covered with champagne.
Arsene talked loudly. He made broad
hints to the effect that he had pulled off
a famous coup, and that he was a re-
markable man. Frenchmen admire a
bluffer more than a quiet man—if he can
make good his bluff. Piggy Van Antwerp
did not. He noticed Arsene’s white
face and the pinpoint pupils of his eyes.

“1 believe he is a dope fiend after all,”
he thought.

The Apache turned and saw him. His
ordinarily debonair countenance set in
the cruel glare which it must have worn
when he spotted an unsuspecting piece of
German “cold meat” in the air. He
hated the newcomer who had downed
more Boches than he in the last two
weeks. He sneered:

“So the boar was Beige, the sow Boche.
I hardly know which is worse, but the
offspring certainly is dirty.”

Then, as Piggy started forward, the
gangster’s body whirled, his foot shot out,
and the heavy heel of his boot caught the
American on the jaw. He fell like a steer.
But he dragged himself to his feet and
came on.

That was more cold meat for Arsene.
Besides a savate artist, he had been a
flash as a middleweight boxer before the
war. Cunningly he set out to cut the
dazed man'’s face to pieces with his ringed
hands. Blood spurted at each slashing,
twisting blow. But Piggy came on.

The Frenchman grew just a little care-
less, and the *American lunged with
astounding quickness. One big fist struck
just below Arsene’s breastbone, and he
went down. Later they earned him
away. He was in bed for a week.

Piggy left the canteen unmolested but
followed by a dozen pairs of angry eyes.
That night he sat in his room alone, and
the next day, with only one eye open, he
brought down another Boche. But not a
naan in the squadron except Captain De
Vincennes spoke to him.

Two days after he was able to get op
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and around and fly again, Arsenc seemed
quite gay. In the canteen after lunch and
before the afternoon patrol he drank
champagne. Tearing sheets of paper into
small pieces, he scribbled various messages
on each one, while three or four of his
satellites read them and laughed:

With my best hate, dirty pigs of Bodies.
. — ARSENE.

Look out, Wilhelm. I will visit you profession-
ally some night at your palace after the war, if

not before. How’s your sister?
— ARSENE.

“My little messages will be well re-
ceived, no doubt,” chuckled the Apache
ace, as he wrote these, and others much
less polite, and very much more vulgar.
Piggy Van Antwerp was sitting alone in
a comer, watching him silently, when an
orderly came in and called them for patrol.

CAPTAIN DE VINCENNES

led a formation of four which

included Arsene, Piggy and the

fat, jovial Du Plessis. Four
aces are sometimes quite unbeatable.
But not when the opposing player pro-
duces a dozen aces from his sleeve—or
from the sun. They had hardly a mo-
ment's warning when the Jagdstaffel was
upon them.

A moment’s desperate dog fighting, and
Du Plessis went down in flames, with a
German to keep him company to his
destination. Given a chance, the Nieu-
ports could have outclimbed the heavier
Albatrosses, but they had no chance.
They could not climb and fight too. They
had to fight for their lives, and Germans
were always above them.

Piggy caught a robin’s egg blue Alba-
tross through his sight and let him have
it in one rake from his Vickers from nose
to tail, and the German went down spin-
ning. Then the American saw another
Nieuport going down. It was De Vin-
cennes, and he was spinning too. Arsene
was clear, and he was cutting for home.
It was the part of wisdom, Piggy knew.
But De Vincennes had called him friend.
He stuck and fought above his falling
captain.

The Germans got in one another’s way.
Piggy worked on the little manettes which
controlled his rotary motor’s air and gas,
the trigger on his stick, like a musician
on a loved instrument. His tracer bullets
streaked the sky and an Albatross fell,
and another. They came down fast all
the time, until he could see the trenches
below. And then he could see myriads of
little figures moving there. It was the
poilus waving their arms and cheering
his gallant fight.

As Piggy brought his shattered, strain-
ing little Nieuport level and headed for
home, he saw that the German planes had
cut away from the French guns on the
ground. He saw nothing of Captain De
Vincennes, and his heart was heavy as he
skimmed his ship along over the trees and
brought it down on the Osprey 'drome.
He felt that he had lost the only man
among his comrades who was his friend.

But a few minutes later another splin-
tered, beribboned Nieuport came to earth.
It was Captain De Vincennes, and his hel-
met was cut by an oozing, blackening
furrow. Yet he smiled as he said:

“For minutes | must have been stunned.
| found myself flying toward Berlin.”

He climbed out from between the wings
of his little ship and stood upon the
ground. Then, still smiling, he crumpled
into a heap. They carried him to his
room and laid him on his bed and called
for surgeons. When the doctors came out
their faces were grave. Later the general
commanding the army corps came and
carried the captain away in his own
limousine to Paris, whence he sent him to
Nice.

It was announced that he would be on
leave for at least a month, and Arsene,
who had landed almost unnoticed during
the excitement over the captain’s wound,
assumed command. He and Piggy found
nothing to- say to each other until the
next day. Then Arsene spoke.

“We must be growing to be bad shots,”
he said. “We need practise. Perhaps
there are some among us who shoot very
badly indeed. We must find out. We
will all shoot at the sausage between
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patrols. Let me see—” he paused and
looked around over the assembled Os-
preys, as if attempting to decide some-
thing—*“ Sergeant Von—1 mean Van Ant-
werp may first tow the sausage.”

Piggy did not start at this news, for he
had been expecting it from the moment
Arsene had made his announcement. He
knew only too well what towing the
sausage meant. At flying school he had
seen disgraced pilots, who were being
punished for some serious offense, tow-
ing a cylinder of light cloth ten or twelve
feet long by two wide at the end of
a cord, while enthusiastic student marks-
men poured machine gun bullets at and
all around it. Occasionally they came
very near the tower indeed, which was
Where the punishment came in. Arsene
was watching him, and Piggy saw a lust
for his death in the Apache’s cruel,
glittering eyes. We knew that he was
marked.

But he flew, and towed the sausage after
him without a word.

Arsene went up first to show them how
it should be done. Ordinarily pilots at
the Front would have had a great deal to
say about such extra flying and target
practise, pointing out emphatically that
there were much better targets only a few
miles away. But the Ospreys did not
guestion the orders of Arsene.

They respected and admired Captain
De Vincennes, but they had to “hand it”
to Arsene. He got away with things that
made them envy him, and they basked
in the glory of being in his squadron. Be-
sides, had he not just won three more
victories while defending their Captain
De Vincennes, victories joyously and
enthusiastically confirmed by the admir-
ing infantry?

And where had this American upstart
been then? Observers said that at the
beginning of the fight one Nieuport fled.

As he towed the sausage Piggy thought
of those things, but as far as he could see
there was nothing he could do. Captain

/D e Vincennes had been unconscious dur-
ing the latter part of the fight, and the
infantry could not be expected to know

the differences in the markings of planes
tearing and twisting around the sky.
Indeed, they often did not know friend
from foe. And who would take his word
against that of the great Arsene? He
knew that his claims, if he made them,
would only bring ridicule upon himself.
So he kept silent and towed the sausage
through the air.

A machine gun crackled behind him,
and he knew that Arsene was shooting
his target full of holes. He faced straight
ahead, full of grim hate for the man be-
hind him. Then his hate turned to chok-
ing rage. A stream of tracer bullets cut
the air a foot above his head, and he in-
voluntarily shoved his Nieuport forward
into a dive.

As he brought it out, another ship
passed him, driven by a grinning fiend.
Piggy knew then that Arsene was playing
with him and that death was as near as
it had ever been over the lines or would
ever be again. But he straightened out
and towed the sausage back over the
airdrome.

The next day and the next he towed it,
and Arsene played. His toys were flaming
bullets traveling at thousands of feet a
second, and a human body in a flimsy,
inflammable, motorized Kkite.

Piggy wondered whether his mother
had not been right after all—the French
a race of cruel, treacherous dogs. He
wondered whether he were not fighting on
the wrong side. How easy it would be to
cut his motor and glide down into Ger-
many when he was over the lines. The
worst would be a prison; perhaps they
would do him honor—Ilet him fight against
Arsene. *

What a blow it was to all his dreams
that had come the night he had first seen
Arsene at the Folies and told Major
Higglesby to take his Ambulance Service
and go to hell. Only one thipg kept
Piggy from deserting—the thought that
perhaps Arsene feared him and was trying
to goad him into doing that very thing.

Piggy often wondered why Arsene did
not kill him and get it over with. Was
it only because of the Frenchman's lose
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of torture? Or did he fear that it might
appear suspicious?  Still, the Apache
had his chances over the lines in some
furious dog fight, when no blame could
attach to him.

But had he, after all? In a dog fight
things move so fast with planes whirling
at more than a hundred miles an hour
through the air that perhaps his chances
had not been so easy after all.

IT WAS over the lines that

things broke at last. It was a

quiet, high patrol. The Ger-

mans were not in the sky,
Piggy thought, as he looked around, and
up, and down incessantly, without seeing
a ship, or even the glint of the sun on a
wing anywhere in the vast reaches of the
sky. Even the anti-aircraft guns had
given it up for a bad job and were quiet
for the time.

Bang! Wheeeeeeeeeeee! A report and
the sound of a projectile tearing a ragged
hole in the air—Iloud sounds to be heard
above the whining drone of the rotary
motors.

Piggy jumped and glanced hastily
around. No Archie shell had burst near,
and he started at once to fall behind the
others as his tachometer showed a slowing
of his engine’s speed. He knew what had
happened; the same thing had occurred
to him at school.

A spark plug in the rotary motor had
blown out or broken off, and been hurled
screaming through the cowling which
covered the engine. The other five planes
of the patrol, led by Arsene, did not slow
up, so, rather than fall behind, Piggy
piqued a little to gain speed and tried
to keep a position below the others.

Arsene had been in fine spirits that
day, drinking champagne like a tourist in
his native Montmartre and writing his
little insulting notes. Now he was
throwing them over the side of his ship,
and the white scraps of paper fluttered
back from the blasts of the propellers,
and passed instantly from sight. Some-
thing hard and heavy struck Piggy on the
head, an<{ he slumped forward against

the instrument board. The ship went
down in a swift power glide, the missing
motor still full on.

Bang! Wheeeeeeeeeee! The sound of
another spark plug blowing out roused
him. He shook his hard head and
quickly cleared it. Where was he?

In the air. There were the eternal
trenches not far below him. But what
trenches? He looked around, and saw
another Nieuport shepherding him down.
The grinning face of Arsene seemed to be
right at his left elbow. Far above, the
four other Nieuports were circling on
guard.

Piggy pulled up and to the right—
away from Arsene. Immediately the
Apache ace pulled away in an Immelmann
turn. The whole thing flashed through
Piggy’s mind even before the other came
for him, hurling his streaking lead. He
had turned toward Germany to widen
the distance between himself and the
Apache. That would be the excuse for
shooting him down—that he had been
going to try to make a landing in the
enemy lines.

Now the showdown had come at last.
He would have to fight for his life in a
crippled ship against one of the first”
aces of France. What a prospect opened
before him, even if he won! But he must
fight, none the less. Here was his chance,
such as it was. Quickly he dived to gain
speed, and then pulled up in a reverse-”
ment. Arsene’s bullets missed him and
tore his wing, and then the fight was on.
But to maneuver at all, Piggy had to keep
going down.

Losing altitude terribly, the two planes
dived and zoomed and gyrated. Each
man was filled with a bitter, personal
hate for his adversary, and the fighters
stood their Ijttle ships on their tails, like
horsemen on mettlesome steeds. The
other Frenchmen hovered uncertainly.
The Nieuports were too agile and too
nearly identical for them to risk a shot.

And then it happened, so quickly that
no one knew what, except the two fighters,
and one did not know for long. One of
the battling twins caught the other before
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the sights of its Vickers, the gun rattled,
the tracers and solid bullets streaked, and
a little Nieuport crumpled, smoked and
flamed, and joined the other debris in
No Man’s Land. The survivor staggered
southward a mile or so, losing altitude
all the time, until it splattered itself over
the surface of a rough field.

Piggy Van Antwerp sat stupidly in the
wreck. In the bottom of the twisted
cockpit was something white—some-
thing he had not seen there before. He
picked it up and found a flattish stone,
wrapped in white paper, with a streamer
of white cloth attached. He unwrapped
the paper and read the words inscribed
on it. Then, as he was suddenly sur-
rounded by the babbling crowd of soldiers
with which all France seemed to swarm
whenever a plane landed, he stuffed it
into his pocket.

All around him were poilus, all ridicu-
lously alike; short, sturdy legged men,
with hard bearded faces.

“What was it? Whom did you bring
down?” they all were shouting.

“Arsene,” Piggy said dully.

“Quoi?" shouted several who thought
they had caught the name, but did not
believe their ears. A sudden, miraculous
hush came.

“Arsene,” said Piggy.
down.”

Several strong hairy hands seized him.
They tugged and dragged him out into
the field. Men hit and slapped him. He
fought back and knocked them scattering.
They piled upon him like the sea.

“Arsene!” they shouted. “The pig has
killed Arsene!”

They got him down and trampled on
him, and it took a two-star general to
poll them off his senseless body.

“Stand back, my children,I the general
shouted. “You are Frenchmen, not
barbarians. Hie man must be insane.
He must beexamined. He must be tried.
We must learn his accomplices. Be as-
sured that | shall see justice done.”

Piggy came to himself in a dark prison
near Paris. He was braised and .awe
from head to foot, m every esasdks and

“1 brought him

every nerve. His pockets were empty.
He could hardly move to dig an iron spoon
into a plate of lentil soup. In the capital
crowds were howling for his blood. He
was guillotined in effigy on Montmartre.

His jailer, a very patriotic Frenchman
who looked as if he should have been east
of the Golden Horn, told him all about it
and spat in his soup.

It has been discovered that even in
America he was known as “Le Peeg,”
which meant cochon. He had treacher-
ously killed the great Arsene. The news
was easily verified. The pilots of the
Ospreys flew around and talked. He was
a spy. The message he had tried to give
the enemy had been found on him. It
told of movements of artillery and troops.
He was a German-American sent to
France especially by the kaiser for his
foul purpose. Why had not he been torn
to pieces at once? He must be tided and
executed immediately.

Piggy Van Antwerp was in prison for
days. Different officers came and tried
to make him reveal the identity of his
accomplices. Piggy said nothing. He
was bitter and hard.

At last he did not look up when people
came to the door of his cell. It opened
one day and a man came in and em-
braced him. It was Captain De Vin-
cennes.

“My friend,” he cried, “1 came from
Nice at once. | have convinced them at
last. First | proved the letter found on
you was in the writing of Arsene. But
that was not enough. | had to find the
agent from whom he received the reward
for his treachery—from a woman he'd
abandoned. Come, you are free.”

Piggy followed him slowly. The cap-
tain took him to a tailor’s shop where he
was poured into a uniform designed for
some oneelse. Then he had to go to the
Invalides to be decorated and kissed and
later to a dinner in irishonor. fThe French
never do things fey halves.

Americans in the Aviation and the
Ambulance were promt! to rbrim acquaint-
ance WE& fSggy Van Antwerp new. 'Hie
name bad CKUNst«u evesywiere and an®
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the toast of Paris. Was he not an
American, and was not great America
coming into the war?

That night, in spite of his weary pro-
tests, Captain De Vincennes dragged him
to the Foiies and into the same box on
the right side where he had first seen
Arsene.

“It is your duty,” the captain said
simply. “Our people are weary of the

war and the air raids, and we must en-
courage them all we can. They need an
idol—an air idol. You destroyed one,
now you must take his place.”

Piggy stood up stiffly in the spotlight
and the mob cheered.

“Vive le Peeg! Vive VAmerique!
le Prcitidong Veelsong/”

Piggy Van Antwerp was tasting “La
Globe,” and it was like ashes in his mouth.

Vive

N anigo

By C A FREEMAN

ANIGO! The very name of Cuba’s
N voodoo gangster secret society,

which the government is trying
to wipe out, strikes terror to the hearts of
those who have incurred its enmity.
Of African origin, the first rites of the
bloodstained lodge were observed by
slaves who sought to revolt against cruel
and tyrannical taskmasters, and they have
persisted down to the present day.
Originally all members of the cult were
negroes, but now it includes not a few
whites who are either as debased by
superstition as the blacks, or who have
joined it for the protection it gives to
criminals.

Aside from its voodoo element, which
includes devil worship and sometimes the
sacrifice of human victims, the Nanigo
society militates against law and order.
Its machinations are not confined to the
large cities. It operates in the campo—
the countryside— much in the manner of

the Black Hand or Mafia. The strain of
negro blood which predominates in Cuba
is perhaps responsible for the fear in
which the Nanigos are held, and it is
common report that a few high officials
are secretly its members.

Nanigo social meetings are always
watched closely by the police and rurales,
and the use of the bonga is prohibited by
law, the bonga being the conical African
drum believed by the authorities to rouse
savage passions in the breasts of those
who listen to its throbbings.

But few of the British West Indian
negroes who throng to Cuba to labor in
the cane fields are Nanigos, nor are the
Haitian negroes who have their own form
of voodooism.

Native Cuban negro men and women,
and other blacks who speak Spanish, form
the great majority, the whites being
almost entirely Spaniards of long resi-
dence in the republic.



A Story of a Strange

Meeting on the High Seas

ELL, are you going to
watch them drown?” Gus
Fichtel snarled.

With utter disregard for
the spray which drove across the Arroyo,’s
boat deck, of the wind, of the cold of a
North Atlantic November gale, he faced
the skipper and the lifeboat crew, hatless,
without oilskins—just as he had rushed
from below when the SOS of the Grosse-
wald, had been received.

ON BEAM ENDS SINKING
LONG 65-37 HURRY
— VON HOHENBURG

LAT 48-20

It was three o’clock when the wireless
operator of the Arroyo picked that appeal
out of the ether. |t was four o’clock, with
the gray dusk of gale and rain thickening
into the gloom of night, before she heaved-
to to windward of a hulk wallowing in the
trough of the seas.

Throughout that hour Fichtel had
tramped the boat deck like a madman.
His lean figure quivered with passion, in
his gaunt face his eyes burned, for before
them the name “Von Hohenburg” danced
in letters of fire. Not a common name.
Could it—could it be his Von Hohenburg?
Was the vengeance he had sought vainly



HATE 91

through a year of war and ten years of
peace within his grasp at last?

The sea was very rough, but to square
accounts—to use Von Hohenburg as the
Prussian had used him, to make him taste
the same fury and despair, Fichtel would
have taken a lifeboat into the heart of a
typhoon. He waited for no answer to
the challenge flung at his shipmates. He
sprang to a lifeboat and ripped off the
cover.

The gale tore the canvas from his fingers
and Kkited it, flat and stiff as though the
cloth were a sheet of tin, halfway to the
Groesewald. A wave, flattened by the
wind, gray and creamed with foam, en-
gulfed the cover; broke an instant after-
ward upon the doomed wreck.

“Keep your head, Gus,”
skipper of the Arroya.

It is not pleasant to watch fellow sailors
drown, but it is harder for a captain to see
his own lifeboat smashed and the sea lick-
ing clean above the spot where his own
crew has failed in the fight to accomplish
a rescue.

Through binoculars the skipper studied
the dangers. The Grossewald lay on her
beam ends, exposing the red paint of he*
bottom. Around her a mass of wreckage
—broken cargo booms, the remains of her
lifeboats, a hatch grating—heaved and
battered at her iron plates. Her foremast
was gone, her bridge was a wreck. The
crew, what was left of them, clung to the
bridge framework and the weather rail.
Their heads could be seen even without
glasses, tiny black dots against the gray-
white of the sea.

In such weather the Arroyo's boat
would probably be swamped before it was
clear of the davits. To row three hundred
yards would tax the strength of the most
powerful men; and to take sailors off that
hulk without getting the boat smashed by
floating timbers—

“Too rough now,” the skipper decided.
The group of boatmen awaiting his orders
stirred; he sensed their approval. “We’'ll
stand by till the sea moderates.”

“When the sea moderates there’'ll be
nothing left afloat,” snarled Fichte!.

replied the

From the skipper's hand he snatched
the binoculars. He looked for the flag
first—discovered it to be the red, black
and gold of the German Republic. Von
Hohenburg would be in a German ship.
With an effort. Fichtel steadied his hands.
One by one he trained the glasses on the
sailors clinging to the rail. The powerful
lenses brought face after face seemingly
within arm’s length. Faces wrung by
terror, pallid from exhaustion, blank with
despair. But all were strangers. Next,
the men on the bridge.

As Fichtel shifted the glasses he cried
out, and his knuckles whitened from the
convulsive clutch of bony fingers. So
close that he might have seized the thick
throat, the face seared into his memory
rose to confront him. The aquiline beak
of a nose, the high cheek bones, the strong
willed, implacable lips were unchanged by
the passage of eleven years.

Von Hohenburg’s features exhibited no
fear now, as they had shown no pity then.
Fichtel had last seen that face disappear-
ing down the conning tower hatch of a
U-boat. The hatch had closed, leaving
Fichtel and the eight other survivors of
an Allied cargo steamer standing ankle
deep in water on the narrow U-boat deck.
Around them was a gray sea, slick with
oil, dotted with flotsam from their sunken
ship. A hatch grating, a cargo boom,
a lifeboat splintered by a shell. Off
on the horizon an Allied torpedo boat
charged toward them, belching black
smoke.

Gently the U-boat sank from beneath
their feet. The nine survivors fought in
the cold gray water. Those who could
swim were dragged down by those who
could not. Only Fichtel managed to
reach a floating oar. His buddy, helpless
from a shell wound, was tom out of his
arms by a drowning shipmate. He elung
to his oar while the destroyer circled,
threw his head back and screamed when-
ever a depth bomb sent a column of spray
and Mack smoke aloft. If hatecould have
guided the bombs Von Hohenburg would
have died then, in gurgling, chlorine
stinking dark.
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PPPK* BUT THE destroyer failed.
*'  fW She returned to pick Fichtel up,
and he cursed the bluejackets
who pulled him from the water
for coming back with their job undone.

“He never gave us a chance!” Fichtel
raved. “We fought him when we never
had a chance, but he can’t do murder and
never pay up. My turn will come.
Listen to me, you! [I'll get him, | tell
you!”

The pharmacist's mate who acted as
doctor aboard the destroyer ascribed that
threat to shock and hysteria. He wrapped
Fichtel in hot blankets, administered a
hypodermic, and was satisfied because the
gaunt seaman fell asleep.

“I'll get him!” Fichtel said when he
awoke.

The pharmacist did not want his pa-
tient to brood.

“Snap out of it!
you're going to get?

Who do you think
The whole Heinie

navy?”
“His name is Von Hohenburg. | savvy
Deutich,” said Fichtel. “He sunk, our

ship and drowned my buddy.”

“All right! 1 ain’t arguing he’s not a
damned murderer. But that ain't so
unusual in this man’s war. Didn’t we go
after the sub without waiting to pick you
up? If we'd been close enough when he
started to submerge we'd have dumped
an ash can on the whole kit and boiling of
you. That's orders. Bomb submarines.
If you ain’t sure whether a sub is Boche or
Allied, bomb it anyhow. Maybe this
Von Hohenburg knew that.”

“What do you know about it?” said
Fichtel. “He wiped us out like you'd
step on a bug, without caring one way or
the other. Don'’t tell me not to hate him.”

The gaunt seaman sat up in the bunk,
flushed by excitement and fever.

“The sub was cruising along the surface
when we sighted it,” he burst out. “Von
Hohenburg didn't even submerge. He
knew he had us cold. His crew came up
on deck—no hurry at all—and manned
their gun.

“We sw'ung our old ship around and ran.
The chief engineer screwed down the

safety valve, and the ship began to shake
all over with the speed she was making.
Speed! Yeah—just nine knots to outrun
a U-boat that could easy do fourteen!
The skipper sends a wireless. He conies
running to us, back at the three-inch gun
we mounted aft, to say there’s a Yank de-
stroyer on her way. | guess that was
you?”

“That was us,” said the pharmacist's
mate. “We told you to fight.”

“We fought—Ilike an anvil fights the
hammer,” answered Fichtel bitterly. “We
set the sights for extreme range. Our
shot fell short. They saw the little plume
of spray; the U-boat was far beyond. Out
of range.”

Fichtel's fist clenched on the blankets.

“But we weren't out of range. That
sub was four miles off on the gray sea.
It was safe from us. We knew it and Von
Hohenburg knew it. He stayed out of
range like a coward, and smashed us shot
by shot.

“The flash of their gun was like a stab of
orange fire. We'd fire back, and wait.
First a leap of spray where our shot
struck. Then we'd hear theirs coming.
Wh-0-0o0-wham! We’'d duck. A shell ex-
ploding on your deck makes an awful
noise. We’'d look aroufid to see what was
gone, to see what men were down.

“The galley was blown to splinters.
A shell made junk of the smoke stack and
our speed went down. We hoped Von
Hohenburg would come closer. But he
was smart; he reduced speed, too.

“A flying piece of iron broke my buddy’s
hip. | dragged him clear of the recoil of
our gun. 1'd sailed with him for years and
I couldn’t do more for him than that. |
was too busy passing ammunition—shells
that fell short in the sea and tossed up a
bit of spray ten times a minute.

“And on every exchange—wham! A
little thin smoke drifting over our decks.
Another jagged hole. Maybe a man that
screamed, or sobbed. The sobbing is
worse.

“At the gun we kept on passing shells.
I f we could just have hit the U-boat once.
If we could even have gone a shot over,
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so Von Hohenburg would think he might
be hit! Nothing doing. We could just
take what they sent.”

“It’s over now,” interrupted the phar-
macist’'s mate.

“1t won't be over while I'm still alive,”
emsnarled Fichtel. “Our ship went down
awfully quick. A shell ripped through our
stern without exploding. It went clear
to the boilers. The deck heaved, and
broke in two amidships. Steam billowed
out at us, but we were flung into the sea
before steam grew hot enough to burn.
| grabbed my buddy’s shoulder, and then
the suction took us down. | don’t know
how far. Everything went black. | came
to on the surface, with an oar in my grip.
That gave just support enough to keep
Billy’s nose and mine above the water.
Probably | should have been glad when
the U-boat came nosing through the oil
and ashes that floated on the water. We
were drowning, all nine of us.

“Von Hohenburg stopped the sub as
close to us as he could. The gun crew
tossed us lines and hauled us aboard.
We huddled together on the open deck.
Underfoot the plates were slippery, and
we were so all in that standing up was
hard. The Heinie's crew went down a
hatch, and Von Hohenburg leaned out of
the conning tower to watch us.

“ ‘Why didn’t you surrender?’ he said.
His English was good. No more German
accent than |'ve got, though he spoke like
a Britisher.

“ ‘Who wants to know?’ | answered.

“ ‘Overlieutenant Franz Von Hohen-
burg,’ he answered, with a smile that was
like a crack m the wooden block of his
face. ‘You are the captain of the—’

“ ‘Chief Officer of the Nokomis, if that'll
do you any good, | said. | was fighting
mad because he’'d never given us a chance,
4mt | was thinking of Billy, then. 'Sit
down, Bifly. | can't hold you up, 1
whispered.

“ ‘Nik, Gwsl That'll bring me too dose

the water,’ he whispered back, and
shook a little inany arms. Then | sighted
-fan. Soslidvon Hetatfewg. Be began
t* fcwar the lhatahew®r over I n lassi.

“He knew Billy was hurt,” continued
Fichtel. “He didn't say a word. That
wooden face didn't change a muscle.
Straight in the eye he looked at me
through the crack as the hatch came down.
He wouldn’t give us a chance. He might
have told us to jump. There was my oar
floating somewhere around. Other drift-
wood. But he—all he thought of was his
own skin.”

“Maybe,” said the pharmacist’'s mate,
for Fichtel had dropped back on to the
pillow, exhausted by emotion.

“You think I'm out of my head,”
gasped the gaunt seaman. “Maybe | am.
I f we could have fought him back—if he'd
let us go down with our ship, 1'd be willing
to call itwar. But he gave us a little hope,
and then did murder. 1'm going to get
square—on some German.”

“Ain’t you German yourself?”

“Born in Stuttgart. Is that my fault?”
Fichtel snarled.

The pharmacist's mate made no answer.
Gradually Fichtel's eyes closed. He slept
again, and by the next day he was able to
move around the destroyer. He was hol-
low eyed and taciturn. To no member
of the destroyer’'s crew, nor to any ship-
mate subsequently, did he ever refer
again to his hatred.

YET THE desire for personal
vengeance never left him. Years
of frustration only strength-
ened it into a fixed and over-
mastering idea, so that, standing hatless
on the Arroyo,'s boat deck, where Captain
Oliver saw a rough sea, Fichtel was con-
scious only of a bit of water separating
him from Von Hohenburg. While the life-
boat crew shrank from danger he regretted
only the delay which must precede the
consummation of his vengeance. Disre-
garding the captain’s order, he stepped to
the patent davits and commenced to
crank the boat out over the Arraya't side.
“Going alone?” the captain demanded.
“Ins going somehow,” said Fichtel.
“Ym don't have to. Are you stopping
volunteers?”

"Afreckledctdnr pos&ed  «f liftlife-
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boatmen and whirled the forward davit
crank excitedly.

“Here’'s a Galway lad will go wid ye!”
he sang out.

“Who's coming beside Connor?” Fichtel
appealed. “What say, sailors? We need
five more on the oars. You rowing stroke,
Jim? You've been in the Coast Guard!”

“1 doubt we can make it,” replied the
big lifeboatman thus singled out.

Jim Gill was a slow moving, slow spoken
man from the sands of Cape Cod. He was
forty, with a broad flat face and a small
pug nose. His hair was the ash blond
color that is almost white, and while his
strength would be invaluable on an oar, he
was spurred neither by the enthusiasm
which flushed the Irish lad’'s freckled
countenance nor the secret hate which
made Fichtel tremble.

The gaunt seaman was on the brink of
failure. He swung the lifeboat out, pre-
pared it so that the crew had only to take
their places before he replied.

“That might be you and me over there,
Jim. They're watching us every time
they shake the spray out of their eyes.
Are you going to stand here safe and let
them hope, until the sea comes along that
tears their fingers loose? Maybe it ain’t
too rough, Jim. We won't know till we
try.”

Fichtel ended with a snarl, stepped into
the boat and seized an oar to fend off from
the Arroyo,’s hull.

Jim drew a long breath. With leaden
feet he moved reluctantly from the ship
into the lifeboat. With almost equal
slowness four more oarsmen seated them-
selves on the thwarts.

“S'pose we got to go,” Jim muttered.
“1 think you're crazy.”

“Not me,” Fichtel whispered back with
fierce triumph. “l was near drowned
once, and I'm squaring up.” Aloud he
shouted, “Lower away!”

The skipper scarcely had need to slack
the tackles. That launching was the
gale’s work. A wave heaved up, and the
lifeboat staggered on the crest, fell as the
wave dropped with a swoop that turned
Fichtel weak from stomach to knees.

One instant the Arroyo's wet plates
loomed above the crew like the side of an
iron wall, the next they crouched as the
boat was towed upward toward the dang-
ling falls which swung ready to brain
them. Fichtel lunged against his steering
oar to throw the boat stern in. Jim was
pale as paper, yet he planted his oar butt
against the ship’s side at exactly the right
moment, and fended off till the veins
swelled on his forehead, till the oar
cracked.

Strong as a bull, he held the boat clear.
As they lifted on the third wave ten feet of
water foamed between them and the
Arroyo’s side. They got out oars, and
Jim set the stroke.

“You done good, Jim,” Fichtel said.

“How are we going to get back? Never
hook a boat on to them falls. Swinging
like whip lashes, they be,” muttered the
big sailor.

Fichtel crouched over his steering oar.
His left elbow was crooked over his face to
shield his eyes from the spray that blew in
level volleys off the surface of the sea.

“l don’'t know, Jim,” he answered in-

differently. “Ride out the gale in the
open boat, | expect.” Fichtel’s moment
had come.

He rose, swaying to the pitching of the
lifeboat. Fifty feet away the Grossewaid
drifted with astonishing speed. Jim had
to row steadily to maintain their position.
Even without glasses Von Hohenburg's
features -were distinct, and Fichtel knew
that his own figure was conspicuous, that
his voice would carry clearly down the
wind.

“Von Hohenburg! Do you know me?”
he shouted. “Remember the sailors on
your deck in 19187?”

The Prussian lifted binoculars. Incre-
dulity, astonishment, recognition flitted
across his face. To Fichtel the slight
movement of the lips were like shouted
words; he was disappointed only that
when the glasses were lowered Von Hohen-
burg’s expression was wooden. He pointed
toward the stern of his ship.

“Wants you to row aft.
alongside,” muttered Jim.

We can’t come
“So you know
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him, huh?
us out.”

“No, you don’t. | came because the—"
Fichtel checked the expletive on his lips.
To tell Jim this man had drowned his
buddy was impossible. “Of course he
wants us aft!” he said, and threw his
weight upon the steering oar.

Now | see why you brought

THEY reached the stem before
the first sailor was able to work
his way along the rail. The
decks of the Grossewald were
pitched at an angle so steep the sailor could
not keep his feet, even by clinging to the
rail with both hands. Twice he slipped,
and once a big wave buried the rail and
forced him to hang on desperately. His
feet twisted in the wash like bits of rag.

Fichtel sent the lifeboat as close be-
neath the overhang of the stern as his
crew would take her. Connor braced
himself in the bow, holding a boathook.
The sailor leaped for the boat. Though he
elanded in the sea, a life preserver kept him
afloat. Connor grappled him with the
boathook, drew him alongside, and hauled
him aboard.

“How many of you?” shouted Fichtel in
German.

“Fourteen left,” the rescued man
answered. *“Seven were in the hold trying
to shift cargo. They never gpt out when
the ship was thrown on her beam ends.
Two more were on the well deck. | tied
a rope around our captain. He tried to
reach them, but a great wave flung him
against the bulwark. His arm and leg—"

“Did Von Hohenburg know me?”
Fichtel interrupted.

Hoarsely Jim whispered to learn what
this jabber in a foreign language was
about.

“Shut up. He can't speak English,”
mid Fichtel, who hoped none of the boat’s
crew could speak German, He behaved
they could not.

“He knew you,” said the rescued man.
“He told me, ‘Never have | forgot that
flkce.” "

“And thatwas au?"

“That was all. Our men ai» a&ud.

They have held on in one place so long
they fear to move. But the captain knew
you could not come alongside. He told
me to go first, because | was second mate.
When the men see me in the boat, they
will dare to jump also, no?”

“It’s a wonder he didn’t come first
himself!”

“Ach, neinl Do you not understand?
He can not!” cried the rescued German in
startled protest at Fichtel's savage tone.

“1 can wait. His coming last makes it
easier to leave him,” the gaunt seaman
muttered to himself. “If the wreck will
just float that long.”

He might have added, if the strength of
the boat crew held out, for each individual
rescue involved a minute of intense exer-
tion and peril while the lifeboat maneu-
vered close to the Grossewald’s stern. The
wonder was that Connor’s boathook drew
ten men in succession from the water be-
fore there was an accident.

For a long time the eleventh man re-
fused to jump. Ropes draped from the
Grossewald’s taffrail floated in the water
to entangle him. A big timber washed
and thumped against the stern, and
Fichtel's boat was thirty feet away.
Waves hurled it forward almost upon the
ship. Jim’'s oar would bend as he set the
pace for a dozen fast strokes, while in
the bow Connor shook his boathook, en-
couraging the German, cursing the sea as
though the water had ears to hear and a
purpose to thwart the rescue.

Perfect timing was essential, and the
man jumped unexpectedly. Connor had
to reach too far. He was overbalanced
when his hook caught in the sailor’'s oil-
skins. Instead of drawing the man aboard,
he was pulled himself into the sea.

“Pull!” Fichtel shouted to Jim.

Dropping his steering oar, he leaped
from stem to bow, skipping somehow from
thwart to thwart over theoars, and slipped
over the side into the water. He held on
to the boat's lifelines; he caught Connor’s
foot, hut the boat slid down the steep side
of a WaVe and crashed against the ship.
Wood cracked and water spurted through

the bottom.



96 RALPH R. PERRY

Jim and the other oarsman kept their
heads. They rowed furiously, without
losing stroke. Their steadiness prevented
the boat from turning broadside to the
waves and capsizing, though on the fol-
lowing sea a second collision was averted
by a marginof inches. The rescued sailors
reached over the bow and drew. Fichtel
aboard. He had clung to Connor; Connor
to his boathook. The eleventh sailor was
pulled aboard, but his teeth chattered
from shock and terror. The others were
all exhausted and on the verge of panic,
for the ten successful rescues only magni-
fied the peril of attempting more, now that
they had glimpsed disaster.

“One more man!” Fichtel shouted.
“Jim, you steer. |'ll pick him up.”

“There’s water in the bottom!” shouted
the big lifeboatman.

“1 told you to steer,” Fichtel said.

He realized he had revealed his actual
purpose, for there were still two men
aboard, and yet from the rescued sailors
huddled between the thwarts came no
contradiction. The twelfth German was
waiting to jump, but Von Hohenburg was
not yet in sight.

“Gimme me hook! [I'll git all these
square headed slobs if | gotta dive to the
bottom!” shouted Connor, fighting mad.

“You'll sit down, lad,” Fichtel con-
tradicted.

He wanted the boathook in his own
hands when Von Hohenburg appeared.
Skilfully he caught the last sailor, pulled
the man aboard with one heave of a pow-
erful arm, and waited.

No one came.

BEHIND Fichtel a German
cursed, ripped off a shirt, and
tried to stuff the cloth into a
spouting crack.

“We’'re sinking, Gus!” Jim called from
the stern. “Come on away! He must
have got washed over trying to get aft!”

“No,” said Fichtel hoarsely. He caught
the last man to be rescued and shook him
to and fro. “Where’s Von Hohenburg—
your captain?” he shouted in German.

“Not coming.”

Fichtel's arms relaxed. He gulped, un-
able to speak coherently; his eyes probed
the German’s uplifted face.

“Ja wohll” the sailor affirmed. *“His
will is to go down with the ship. Did the
second mate not tell you? There were two
Von Hohenburg tried to rescue. He
broke his left leg and arm. He could not

hold the rail. For us to carry him he
would not permit.” -
HWhy?H

“His orders we do not question. But,
because no man could bring another. |
could barely hold on alone.”

“Damn -what he wants,” said Fichtel.
“The skipper’s crippled!” he shouted to
Jim.

The flat faced seaman shrugged. He
gestured at the crowded boat in which the
water was above the bottom boards. The
rescued men had begun to bail with their
hats, but without saying a word Jim im-
plied their efforts were futile, that the
lifeboat must start at once for the Arroya.

“l can swim, Gus,” yelled Connor.
“1 can climb up one of them ropes hanging
over the stem.”

“You'll stay here,” Fichtel answered.
“That ship’s sinking. 1—” the gaunt
seamen rose—“don’'t get me wrong,
Connor. | hate this skipper worse than
hell. Take Jim’'s orders, and don’'t play
the hero. | won't be doublecrossed after
eleven years!”

As the boat was flung close to the
Grossewald by the sea Fichtel leaped for
one of the dangling lines. He managed to
climb it, and worked his way with reck-
less haste toward the bridge. The Grosse-
wald was on the verge of her final plunge,
and Von Hohenburg must not go down
with the belief that he drowned by his own
choice.

The Prussian sat on the steeply slanting
bridge. His broken leg stuck straight out
along the deck; his arm was bound inside
his life preserver.

“l1 could save you,” Fichtel said. “I
will not. Do you remember why?”

“1 remember.” Von Hohenburg’'s ex-
pression was wooden, though behind the
mask muscles twitched from the pain of
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broken bones. “l remember other faces,
too. Many things | had to watch. My
teeth clench, but my face shows nothing,
lest my own crew think me weak. It was
war; what | did was duty.”

“It was murder!”

“Not eleven years ago. But war hates
pass, while between man and man hate
lives, is it not so? | have seen faces in my
dreams, and woke in sweat. But were
there war | would do the same again.
You have seen only my face, nicht
ivahr? Punish quickly then, for the ship
sinks.”

“I've dreamed of tearing out your
thick throat. Of grinding my heel into
your eyes,” Fichtel said, yet he made no
move to execute the threat.

He would be revenged, but that wnuld
give him no pleasure. Von Hohenburg's
leg stuck forward helplessly. His left
arm was wrapped inside the life preserver,
his right had to grip a stanchion to keep
him from sliding off that sharply slanted
deck.

“You can do both.” Von Hohenburg's
stolid expression altered. Grim humor
came into the pale blue eyes and twitched
his stern lips. “You can not rescue me,
nor will you be picked up this second
time. It will hurt me no more than my
leg. Why not?” he asked.

“Can’t you grovel, damn you?” snarled
Fichtel.

Von Hohenburg's eyes widened, but
before he could answer the ship lurched
and rolled ponderously over. He was flung
into Fichtel's arms, and the two slid into
the water. A wave broke upon them.
They were carried down wind, hurled
over and over as a bather is flung about

by the surf. Fichtel felt the suction drag
him backward. His lungs were bursting.
He held Von Hohenburg in the frantic
clutch of one who is half drowned, and
when at last the buoyancy of two life
preservers began to drag them upward,
when Fichtel's head broke through the
surface for a mouthful of blessed air, he
continued to hold on. Von Hohenburg
was limp and unconscious. The venge-
ance sought for eleven years had become
puerile.

Of rescue Fichtel never dreamed. Some-
thing struck him a heavy blow on his
shoulder, but he thought of nothing but
drift wood, and only grasped at it in-
stinctively. Yet what he had gripped was
the head of a boathook; he was seized
and hauled upward. Dimly he realized
that other arms had snatched Von
Hohenburg, but he did not care. For a
moment he fainted. When he came to he
lay in the stern sheet with his head be-
tween Jim’s knees.

“Didn’'t you—row back?”
gasped. “You were scared—"

“Sure | was scared, but | had to stick,
didn't 1? I've been scared all along,”
growled the big lifeboatman. “When the
water rose high enough to bail it, we could
keep it from rising any higher. We'll
float until the sea calms enough for the
Arroya to pick us up.”

“Von Hohenburg—"

“He’s living. | thought you hated
him?” Jim answered.

“1 did,” said Fichtel wearily. “War
and peace. Kill them one year, save them
the next. | don’'t know why. A man has
to do what he must, however he feels, eh.
Jim?”

Fichtel



Poo Lorn the

Terrible

A Tale of the Teak Forests

By REGINALD CAMPBELL

OO LORN the Terrible, his work
over for the day, brooded alone in
the teak forest. Round his great
forelegs were iron hobbles which,

though allowing hirn to move slowly for-
ward while grazing, prevented him from
straying too far from the humans he
served and hated.

His hatred for these humans, implanted
in his fierce soul since he had been a tiny
butcha elephant, had of late doubled in
intensity; for queer, nameless instincts
were beginning to urge him to make a
long journey to the north.

Poo Lorn rapped his trunk against the
ground, swished with ears and tail his
formidable, gigantic body, and strove
fruitlessly to rend apart his hobbles. The

iron links seared into his flesh, and he
rumbled with wrath. Why had he been
kept in durance vile for all these years,
when there were other elephants who
roamed free and wild through the jungle
ranges?

Many, many seasons had passed, so it
seemed to him, since he had been broken
to harness, and his mind went dimly back
to his youth. He remembered the first
four years of his life when, as a little,
squeaking bvtcha, he had run by the side of
hid'gentle mother, who had worked for the
same teak company of which he himself
was now the slave. These years had been,
perhaps, the pleasantest of all, for then at
least he had been free of the shackles
that since had bound him. During this
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period he had invariably kept close to his
mother as she prodded and thrust the
great teak logs down the rolling forest
hills into the swirling rivers below.
Neither by day nor by night had he ever
left her side, for she was his sole protector.
By day she shielded him from the heavy,i
unwieldy balks of timber that might5
crush his little body, and by night she was
his sure safeguard against the yellow
ghosts with amber eyes that rippled
through the darkened jungle.

At last, however, on one never to be
forgotten day, some of the dusky Siamese
and Lao natives who worked for the com-
pany had come to him. Under the direc-
tions of a white man, they had roped and
dragged him away from his gentle mother.
He had squealed and fought and given
them more trouble than any small ele-
phant they ever could remember, but all
his struggles had been in vain and soon he
found himself securely bound between
four stout posts that had been sunk in the
earth. Tied fore and aft to these posts,
for three whole days and nights he had
fought to be free, till, worn out by ex-
haustion, he had ceased his plunging and
suffered himself to be approached by a
mahout.

Thus did Poo Lorn, taught by bitter
experience that men were stronger and
wiser than he, enter into captivity.

There followed for him a long period of
howdah work, the howdahs and weights
in them increasing in size as he himself
grew in stature, and by the time he had
reached the age of fifteen the white man
who ruled the company’s teak forest ad-
judged him strong enough to commence
his real task of dragging timber.

Poo Lorn almost liked this change in his
duties, for the terrific exertion of pulling
the inert, dead weight logs of teak gave

him something on which his rising
strength could bite. Nevertheless, as one
by one the seasons passed, so did his

hatred of servitude grow and grow. He
began to give trouble to his mahouts,
with the result that only the most skilful
and fearless among them could handle
him. As for the remaining elephants be-
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longing to the company, even they held
him in considerable respect, for once a
certain Poo Se<n, who was a bully and one
of the most powerful animals in the force,
had attacked him for no apparent reason.
Though years younger than his aggressor,
Poo Lorn had fought back with a cold,
silent ferocity that had soon driven Poo
Sen, humbled and panic stricken, out of
the clearing in which they had battled.

The news of this exploit went the round
of the company’s coolies and mahouts;
and, mindful of Poo Lorn’s fierce mien .and
magnificent gait, they had named him the
Terrible.

Of this Poo Lorn was naturally un-
aware, though of his bodily power he had
recently come to be fully conscious. For,
as he now stood brooding alone in the
forest, he had reached his twenty-sixth
year, and thus was in the first bloom of
that gigantic strength that was soon to
make him famous throughout not only
the length and breadth of Siam, but also
the lands of the Leu, Karen, Kamoo and a
dozen,other jungle dwelling tribes.

Poo Lorn the Terrible swayed his vast
bulk and brooded on the wrongs done to
him by mankind.

AS EVENING mellowed over

the earth, Poo Lorn grunted,

for his ears had caught the

sound of bare footsteps ap-
proaching. A moment later his mahout,
Ai Kham, came into view. Ai Kham was
lean, swarthy, villainous and without
doubt the most daring of all the company
elephant riders. Poo Lorn hated him, as
he hated, with one exception, the rest of
humanity. But Ai Kham was possessed
of a spiked iron goad and a wicked little
dagger, both of which weapons were cap-
able of inflicting unpleasant, smarting
wounds. Poo Lorn therefore suffered the
hobbles to be taken off his legs and swung
across his broad back, after which the
mahout climbed on to his massive neck.
Guided by deft touches behind the ears,
Poo Lorn was then headed through the
silent forest in the direction of the native
village of Mong Ngow, a fact which told
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the elephant that the weekly inspection
by the great white man of the company
was taking place thatvery evening.

Soon the towering jungle foliage gave
way to a broad path, and five minutes
later Poo Lorn was muffling noiselessly
through the dusty, crowded marketplace
of the village. Surly pariah dogs, with
fleabitteh heads and cringing flanks, slunk
away at his approach. Gaily appareled
Lao girls, laden with fruit, salt and to-
bacco, ran timidly into their huts, while
even the menfolk shrank to one side, for
was not Poo Lorn the Terrible walking
in their midst?

The village ended, and the white gates
ofthe company compound came into view.
Poo Lorn swung through the gates and
entered the garden, where the evening
sun was casting tints of rare beauty over
the emerald green of the lawns and the
coconut palms that waved their stately
fronds in the rapidly cooling air.

The remaining company elephants had
already gathered in the compound, and
Poo Lorn took his place at the head of
them. A short period of waiting ensued,
then from a large bungalow built on the
right of the premises there emerged three
human beings. They were the white
manager of the company, his wife and
their little girl of twelve. All three passed
along the line of elephants and finally
came to a halt before Poo Lorn, where-
upon a strange thing happened. Though
the two elder people remained at a safe
distance from his tusks, not so the little
girl of twelve, for she ran up to him and
gave him a thick, sticky ball of the
pounded tamarind he loved.

Poo Lorn slowly chewed the ball, the
while she stroked his heavy teak scarred
trunk, and soon a deep rumble of satis-
faction came from the depths of his gi-
gantic body, for he was now with his only
friend. Her father he hated, since he
knew by instinct that he was the man re-
sponsible for this long captivity of his;
the mahout he hated; humans of all kind,
whether white, black or brown, he hated
with the whole strength of his being. But
the one exception was this little girl who
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for eight long years had never failed to be
kind to him whenever they met.

Poo Lorn rumbled again, and perhaps
his thoughts went back to that first
meeting with her. He, then seventeen
years of age and already gaining a reputa-
tion for fierceness, had come into the com -
pound for the usual weekly inspection.
The child, a tiny tot of four, had broken
away from her mother and, after the man-
ner of children, run right in under his
tusks. The onlookers, fearful of enraging
him, had signaled to his mahout to remain
absolutely motionless, and Poo Lorn,
undisturbed by the goad, had made no
effort to savage the child. Instead, he had
gazed down curiously at this strange little
creature below him. She had laughed,
and with chubby hands that knew no fear
endeavored to seize the tip of hiswriggling
trunk. The baby hands had tickled, and
at their touch Poo Lorn had been con-
scious of some strange emotion arising
within him. He had touched her with his
trunk, which made the child laugh again
and prattle in delight.

She had finally run back to her mother,
who, weeping, caught her to her bosom.
Poo Lorn’s mahout had then swung him
off to the forest, but the child had waved
goodby, and that had been the beginning
of a friendship which had increased with
every succeeding year.

“Mother— " the girl's face,,tanned by
sun, flushed with excitement, now turned
to her parents— “1 don’t believe he's fierce
at all. Why, | believe even you could
feed him. Come and try. |1'll stand by
him while you do.”

“Your mother,” broke in the manager,
who was a practical individual, “will do
nothing of the sort, Elise.”

The speaker paused, then flung up his
arms in admiration of the animal that
towered above his daughter.

‘““My God,” he breathed, “if Poo Lorn
isn't just the grandest thing alive!”

Now there was reason for this remark,
as the last rays of the setting sun were
shining fully upon Poo Lorn the Terrible,
revealing every inch of him. Though not
yet full grown, he stood nine feet ten
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inches at the shoulder, and his weight was
well over six thousand pounds. The great
curved tusks, gleaming in the sunlight,
showed up in vivid relief against the dark
background of slate colored skin. In the
giant head, that had the driving power of
a slow motion sledge hammer, his two
little eyes were molten, reflecting the un-1
conquerable soul within. Behind the
head his broad, shapely back swept down-
ward in one long line of symmetry, ending
in a pair of thickset, stocky legs that were
capable of dragging the largest teak log
ever extracted from his native haunts.

“1 can't get into the mind of that ele-
phant,” said the manager to his wife, as he
gazed thoughtfully at Poo Lorn. “He’'s an
enigma to me, and | did think I knew ele-
phants. However, one always learns.”

Elise came running back and took her
father’'s arm affectionately.

“Whatcan'tyou understand about him,
daddy?” she asked.

“His mind, as I've said before, for good-
ness knows I've never ill treated him, yet
he seems to hate the lot of us.”

“Well, he doesn’t hate me.”

“You're the one and only exception,
little lady.”

“Perhaps Poo Lorn wants his freedom,”
ventured the manager’s wife timidly.

“1'm sure he does,” said Elise in positive
tones. “Whydon'tyoulethimgo, daddy?”

“What? And lose the best timber
working elephant the company possesses?
No, I'm not a fool! Still—"

The manager bit his lip and a frown
crossed his forehead, for he had heard cer-
tain tales from the natives concerning
Poo Lorn. Though his mother had been
the very gentlest of females, rumor had it
that Poo Lorn’s sire was a wild elephant
which had got in among the tame workers
as they grazed at night in the forest. He,
the manager, had at first been inclined to
smile at the story, but now, in view of
Poo Lorn’s apparent hatred for all things
human, he was beginning to place some
credence in what he had heard.

“Ai Kham,” said he finally, “from now
on take double care that Poo Lorn’s hob-
bles are well secured.”

101

The mahout salaamed and then, as the
light was failing, returned Poo Lorn to
the forest. There he slipped on the shack-
les, and the leviathan was left to graze his
fill before another morning’'s work should
come in the rushing, teak strewn jungle
streams.

AS THE darkness deepened,

so did that strange desire for

the north come upon Poo Lorn

with double force. Presently
clouds swept over the sky, and growls
of thunder began to roll sullenly over
the tree clad hills. The rain and the
wind tore through the storm tossed foli-
age, and the thunder and lightning bel-
lowed and flared in tune with the wildness
of the night.

Electrified, well nigh maddened with
the shrieking of the tempest, Poo Lorn
fought with the hobbles as never he had
fought before. Under the terrific strain
the stout links bent, twisted and finally
snapped. With his great trunk, which
had the strength of a live steel cable, he
wrenched the broken ends from off his

legs. He was free.

Immense, mysterious, he surged for-
ward through the shouting darkness,
heading northward. He traveled all

night and far into the next morning and
then halted to rest in the heatof the day.
He drank from a jungle pool, squirted
streams of water over his body, and with
his forefeet he kicked up some loose earth
into a little mound. This earth he seized
with the curled end of his trunk, and then
sent it flying all over his dampened form.
Covered thus with a thin layer of mud,
he was now protected from the myriads of
stinging pests that constantly harassed
him, and therefore at leisure to graze in
peace and comfort. He fed for four hours,
slept for two, then on he went again.
Just before dark he passed a herd of wild
elephants and some young bulls; they
swung round at his approach and looked
at him in threatening fashion.

Though the desire to join this herd was
strong within him, he took no notice of it

for the moment and, passing unchal-



m

lenged, continued on his long journey to
the north. On, on, on he went, guided
by the blind, nameless instinct that had
been implanted in his soul for as long as
he could remember.

Thirty days later Poo Lom returned to
that very same herd. The journey being
over, and the object of his quest discov-
ered, his wish was now to consort with his
wild brethren and become their lord and
ruler. He rolled slowly in between the
huge bulks on either side of him, where-
upon the herd abruptly left off grazing
and called to one another. The females,
as ever vastly pleased to have some cause
for fright, squeaked in terror, but not so
their old leader, an enormous bull stand-
ing well over nine feet. He challenged,
and Poo Lorn accepting, the pair metin a
large natural clearing in the forest with an
impact that literally shook the earth.

And then, for three whole hours, there
took place one of the most terrific battles
that had ever been waged in the jungle
mazes. The old bull was wily and, being
the winner of a dozen other fights, at the
beginning he took this young intruder to
be an easy prey. As for Poo Lorn, who up
till now had only experienced one contest
worth mentioning, he soon found himself
fighting for life against this tremendous
antagonist.

As usual, he battled in complete silence,
using every ounce of his fresh young
strength to overcome his enemy. They
fought all through the clearing, then
lurched and stumbled into the surround-
ing forest. Great trees were sent crashing
to ruin by the shock of their gigantic,
straining bodies, the noise of the falling
branches mingling with the shrill trum-
pets of the old bull in one vast paroxysm
of sound. Bamboo clumps were torn up
and flung to one side as if by a whirlwind,
but in the end by sheer, downright
strength Poo Lorn prevailed, and the old
tusker, staggering and bleeding from a
hundred wounds, shambled off through
the trees to disappear forever from the
sight of those he once had ruled.

Poo Lorn then returned to the terrified
herd. He flung up his tusks, gleaming red

REGINALD CAMPBELL

and white in the fiery rays ofthe sun, and
let out one great screaming trumpet Of
challenge. Though he was not yet full
grown, none of the remaining bulls dared
to oppose him, and thus did Poo Lorn
come into his kingdom.

The months that followed passed pleas-
antly for Poo Lorn. Since his defeatofthe
old bull no animal questioned his right
to leadership, and consequently he was
free to take the herd to whatever haunts
he might choose. In the main, he elected
to stay in the locality where first he had
found them, for the position was favor-
able. There were large jungle streams
with deep pools in which they could bathe
every morning and evening; there were
cool, inviting clumps of bamboo under
which they could rest in the worst heat of
the day and, best of all, the grazing every-
where for miles around was plentiful.

Thus a whole year passed without inci-
dent, and then danger threatened in the
shape of some men under the command of
a native chief. This chief had tracked
down the herd, and now, with the aid of
flares and tomtoms, he was hopeful of
driving it down a steep nullah into a large
bamboo stockade he had built for the
purpose of trapping the beasts. But the
chief had reckoned without Poo Lorn,
who held the advantage over other wild
elephants in that he had behind him a full
twenty-five years’' practical experience of
man.

Though in most herds females are usu-
ally to be found in the van of the grazing
animals, Poo Lorn had always been care-
ful to occupy this position himself, and
now, as he heard the clamor behind him,
he slowly moved forward, only to arrive
shortly at the head of the nullah, which
had steep, unscalable banks on either side.
Here he halted abruptly, for along that
nidlah was danger, he reckoned, else why
did these men desire the herd to enter this
creek?

Poo Lorn swung round his bulk and,
passing through his flustered herd, ap-
proached the line of humans behind them.
They were shouting, vyelling, beating
drums and making every kind of noise;
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but to Poo Lorn they did not appear so
very formidable. Poo Lorn gave one
great bellow and, at a fast shuffle, charged
straight at the thin line of beaters. The
remainder of the herd, after a momentary
hesitation, followed him, with the result
that the dusky Laos and Kamoos who
formed the gang were cast aside like chaff
before the wind.

Dropping their weapons, they fled for
their lives, and when the last of the ele-
phants had disappeared from view they
hastened to the stockade, where the chief
was patiently awaiting the arrival of his
victims. The Laos then spoke to this
chief, and their words were short and to
the point. They had been engaged, so
they said, to help in the work of trapping
elephants, but not super-elephants.

“Super-elephants?” the chief had asked
in puzzled surprise.

Yes, for at the head of this herd was an
elephantof the size of ten whole elephants
in one. Here the Laos exaggerated, but
may be pardoned for so doing, since they
were very, very scared. It had been ut-
terly fearless of them, they continued,
and had charged them in spite of the fact
that they had yelled and shouted till their
lungs had well nigh cracked. They there-
fore signified their intention of taking no
more part in the affair, and the chief,
being wise in his generation, acceded to
their wishes and abandoned the attempt,
leaving Poo Lorn and his companions
free and unmolested in the forest.

BY THE time Poo Lorn had
fwift? J heen three years with the herd,
f.WjjnfLr that strange, restless urge to go

mKgs*®* northward assailed him again.
Accordingly, one dark night he stole from
the midst of his herd and with giant legs
strode off to his secret destination. He
reached it safely, then returned the way
he had come, but a month had elapsed be-
fore he was back in the grazing grounds.
And of the herd he found no sign.

He wandered around in the neighbor-
hood, sensed their trail, and followed it.
It led in the direction of the village of
Mong Ngow, fifty miles distant. Pausing
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only for briefintervals to rest and feed, he
swung through the forest glades till he
was within two miles of the village, where-
upon the sound of bellows and trumpet-
ings smote upon his great waving ears.
He now advanced more cautiously, and
soon, peering from the shade of his leafy

. screen, he saw that his herd had been cap-

tured and was enclosed inside a large
stockade.

The stockade was bristling with wicked
bamboo spears, and all round it were the
tame elephants of the very company for
which he had worked himself.

For awhile Poo Lorn watched the scene.
Then he noiselessly retreated and put a
good five miles between himself and the
stockade. Halting in a thick clump of
evergreen, he brooded. So his herd, the
herd he had ruled for three long years, had
been captured in his absence— by the
white man, of all people. That the hated
manager was responsible for this he knew
by instinct rather than by reasoning, and
gradually Poo Lorn’s fierce soul was con-
sumed with a wrath that was as cold as it
was terrible. To rescue his companions
was impossible. One course, however,
did remain, and that was to wreak dire
vengeance on the humans who were the
natural enemies of his kind.

Though the desire for vengeance was
hot in his mind, he did not hurry. In-
stead, he remained near his place of con-
cealment for the whole of one week, by
theendofwhich time the moon had waned
and the nights were at their blackest.
Choosing his hour well, he then stalked
through the jungle. An hour’'s walking
brought him to the well known path that
led to the village, and shortly the sleeping
marketplace loomed up on either side of
him. Here he came to a standstill, tow-
ering upon the dusty track like a huge
shadow, as black as the night that clothed
him. On the last occasion when he had
been in this selfsame village a mahout
had sat astride his neck and chains were
upon him. Now, however, he was free,
free to use his gigantic strength as and
how he liked.

He approached the tallest of the huts,
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which happened to be the headman’s.
It was built on tail stilts, which served to
protect the inmates from the dampness
of the rains and any possible attack from
wild animals. Curling his trunk round
one of these stilts, he pulled. The post
snapped like a twig. Then a second was
split asunder, and the flimsy hut swayed
and toppled to the ground. The headman
and his wife, by the merest chance escap-
ing with nothing worse than bruises,
fought out of the wreckage and fled
screaming down the path.

Poo Lorn, having trampled the broken
hut well under foot, then proceeded to
further demolishment. One shanty after
another the whole way along the line was
hurled down and pounded to pieces with
a slow thoroughness that was ail the more
destructive, thewhilethe villagers, aroused
by the frantic shouts of their headman,
rushed wildly for some place of safety,
without so much as a thought for their
scanty possessions left behind.

When the last of the huts was a mere
twisted heap of splinters, Poo Lorn made
off for another destination. This was the
hated white man’s compound, which he
would now lay waste as he had the village.
In his cold, callous rage the memory of the
little girl who had once been his friend
was lost upon him. He was now a pul-
sating engine of destruction. Immense,
implacable, he stalked on through the
velvety night toward the compound
where, unknown to him, the majority of
the villagers had fled, seeking the white
man’'s protection.

The Laos had assembled in the middle
of the huge garden, and at their head was
the company manager, clad in a dressing
gown he had thrust hastily over his paja-
mas. His features were pale and drawn,
though in his heart was a silent prayer of
thanksgiving. His wife and daughter
were absent on holiday and were now
hundreds of miles away in civilized
Bangkok, but—and here Fate smiled
grimly— with them had gone his only
heavy rifle, which he had given them to
have repaired. The weapon he now
grasped was an ancient Winchester, al-
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most useless against an elephant, and
since the night,was very dark, he had little
hope of stopping Poo Lorn should the
elephant choose to attack the compound.

The manager frowned and, after giving
directions to the crowd to scatter if Poo
Lorn appeared, he held his gun ready.

Poo Lorn arrived at the white gates of
the compound. They were shut, but this
did not trouble him; they dissolved in a
sharp crackling, and a moment later he
was striding across the lawn. He saw the
black mass of people ahead, curled his
trunk over his tusks, and charged. The
humans scattered to left and right,
whereupon the dim shape of the white
man’'s bungalow rose up in the distance
behind where they had been. Poo Lora
made for that bungalow. As he did so
a loud report sounded and he received a
sharp sting in the side, of which he took
no notice whatever. He shuffled straight
on, intent on the bungalow.

Arrived there, he immediately began
operations. The building was, like the
headman’s, supported on posts, though
the latter were made of heavy squares of
teak and were stronger far than any in the
village. Poo Lorn therefore made no at-
tempt to pull at them, but, stooping,
placed the thick root of his trunk, at a
point nearly between the eyes, against the
stoutest of the posts. He then heaved
with the whole might of his body, and the
post split and fell.

After two more had been dealt with in
the same manner, he drew back a few
paces from the bungalow, for he was no
fool. Many atimeduring his servitude to
man had he cleared stacks of teak logs in
the rivers, and he knew the danger to life
and limb that arose as they came tum-
bling and crashing down. This bungalow,
too, was large and heavy, and accordingly
he realized that it behooved him to keep
at a safe distance when it fell. He there-
fore went round to the jutting front
veranda and pushed at the outside edge
with his tusks. The whole building
swayed, then a second report rang out.
The sting of the bullet served merely to
give Poo Lorn added impetus, with the
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resalt that the bungalow toppled over
sidewise like a pack of cards.

He trod and thrust savagely at the
ruins and, When destruction was complete,
turned his attention to the last remaining
large building in the compound, which
chanced to be the company’s office. This
having gone the way of the rest, he then
made for the forest again. As he re-
crossed the lawns he was vaguely aware of
figures flying hither and thither, and of
confused crying and shouting, but he
took no heed of the tumult. He, Poo Lora
the Terrible, had had his revenge.

He swung through the ruined village,
where no one dared to hinder him, and
plunged into the jungle. He passed the
hobbled elephants of the company, who
called nervously, but these also he ig-
nored; and after forty-eight hours’ travel
he was back in the deserted grazing
grounds.

There he resolved to remain alone for
the rest of his natural life. No more
company for him. The presence of wild
companions might bring humans to the
spotagain, the humans who threatened to
prevent him from returning to that dis-
tant goal far away in the north. No, he
would remain alone, but—should these
humans attempt to recapture his own
giant body, he, being free and unham-
pered by any timid herd, would deal with
them in dire and terrible fashion.

Poo Lorn brooded, then resumed his in-
terrupted feeding.

M E had wrought changes in Mong

Ngow, for, though the buildings of

the village and the company com-
pound had been quickly rebuilt after Poo
Lorn’s raid, a new master had come to
rule the little community. The old man-
ager and his wife had retired to England,
leaving Elise to be the mistress of the
compound. Married to the young assis-
tant who had succeeded her father, she
was now a comely woman of twenty-five
and the proud possessor of a daughter of
her own, a wee tot of four years who was
a miniature replica of herself.
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She, Elise, often spoke to her husband
of the great Poo Lora, whom she remem-
bered well, and the husband, being young
and enthusiastic, thought long in the
lonely watches of the night, for many
were the tales he had heard whispered
among the Lao coolies and mahouts of the
company. It was rumored, so they said,
that Poo Lorn still roamed the forest
ranges but two days’ travel from Mong
Ngow, and that by now he had reached a
fabulous size and strength.

If, reasoned the new manager, he could
recapture Poo Lorn, the feat would be a
feather in his cap and would undoubtedly
bring him into the good books of the
firm. He therefore turned the matter
over in his head, and finally, when the
hot weather had arrived and the jungle
was a bare wilderness of parched trees, he
judged it time to act. The rainy season
having long since passed, the tame ele-
phants of the company were free from
timber work, as also were the coolies and
mahouts. Accordingly, he sent for his
headman, and soon runners were scouring
the forest in all directions.

Their task was made easier for them by
the scorching March sun, which had
burned out the tangled masses of creeper
and vegetation that flourished in the rains.
The runners returned to Mong Ngow at
the end of the month with important in-
formation. Poo Lorn, they reported, had
been located in a thick patch of evergreen
some sixty miles from the village, where-
upon the manager ordered an immediate
palaver and the compound buzzed with
activity.

POO LORN the Terrible was
standing, alone as ever, in the

thickest part of the forest,
where dark evergreen trees
shaded him completely. He had been un-
molested for ten long years, and with

every one of those years his stature had
increased. Being now thirty-eight, he
had reached the very prime of his health
and his strength. He stood a full ten feet
at the shoulder; his tusks were just short

of one hundred inches on the outside
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curve, and in the whole of the vast jungle
ranges extending from India through
Burma to Siam there was no elephant
mightier than he.

He had led a peaceful, easy going exis-
tence, for during this period he had re-
mained completely undisturbed by the
men he hated. There were the jungle
people, of course— queer, stunted little
beings who sometimes passed near him as
he grazed, but these he knew were very
different from the natives who dwelt in
villages, and accordingly he made no
effort to pursue them.

These jungle people were mostly no-
mads. They built precarious huts, then
left them for others, and at all times they
lived in great fear of elephants. Poo
Lorn in particular they revered; they soon
made a god of him and worshipped him
from afar. As time went on, and he
showed no inclination to savage them,
they became bold enough to approach
him timidly with offerings of choice
jungle fruit. He suffered them to do this,
for he liked the fruit, and thus the seasons
passed for him in quiet, restful freedom.

Every now and then, however, that
strange desire for the north would return
and, quitting his favorite grounds, he
would make the long journey there and
back again. On these occasions every
living creature of the forest gave him
wide berth, though once a rogue elephant
had attacked him. The rogue was a
large, powerful beast, made doubly strong
by solitary brooding that had reached the
point of madness. Its eyes glowing wick-
edly, with a hoarse bellow it had surged
forward upon Poo Lorn, but from the
very start the brute never had a chance.
Moreover, it never had a real opportunity
of giving battle, since Poo Lorn had sim-
ply annihilated it. With one mighty
smash of the head he sent the animal
sprawling, then with trunk, tusks and
forefeet he pounded and tore till the body
was a mere mass of flesh and blood upon
the ground. This done, Poo Lorn the
Terrible, with scarce a wound upon his
body, resumed the even tenor of his ways.

But now his freedom was to be dis-
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turbed at last, for he sensed that men,
together with the tame company ele-
phants, were approaching him- -So, after
all these years, they were pufsuing him
again? Well, let them come, for he, se-
cure in his own strength, would disdain
even to move as yet. He therefore waited
and, with his head in an even line with his
body, listened intently.

Presently he saw that a cordon of tame
elephants, mounted by mahouts and men
carrying ropes, had completely surrounded
him. His method of dealing with this
situation was simple and direct. He
charged straight at the cordon, knocked
over the elephant that happened to be in
his way, and escaped, leaving the others
gaping.

Slackening his pace, he moved leisurely
on for a mile or two, but he had not reck-
oned with the plans of the young and en-
thusiastic manager. The latter, being
fully aware of Poo Lorn’s terrific strength,
had arranged for constant relays of fresh
men and elephants to harry him by day
and by night and thus bring him to the
pointofexhaustion. In consequence there
followed for Poo Lorn forty-eight hoursof
continual movement. Again and again he
broke through the cordons, shifting gradu-
ally to the westward as he did so, but the
only resultof his efforts was that, after a
briefinterval, moreof hisenemiescame up
and surrounded him.

As the third day dawned a great weari-
ness overtook him, though his proud
spirit was still unconquered. Now he
knew of a swirling river, with countless
waterfalls and rapids, that still ran fast
and deep in spite of the hot, dry weather.
He had crossed this river once before, and
he knew that he could do the same again.
He therefore made a final charge against
the line of elephants, then made for the
river with speed. He arrived at the river
bank and was preparing for the plunge,
when the crackling of bushes sounded
behind him, and he whirled. A tall, rangy
elephant, with long, clean legs that had
enabled it to get well ahead of its com-
panions, was bursting out of the fringe of
jungle and was almost upon him.
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Now Poo Lorn was tired out, and the
river had yet to be crossed. He therefore
resolved to take to the water at once,
when suddenly the mahout on his aggres-
sor’'s head caught his eye. The mahout
was none other than Ai Kham, the man
who in the past had ridden him, bullied
him and given him a dozen stinging
wounds.

Weary as he was, Poo Lorn charged.
As usual, the rangy elephant was knocked
clean off its feet and rolled bellowing on
the ground. Ai Kham and the three men
he had with him for the purpose of roping
were thrown clear, and all four rushed for
the safety of the nearest tree, up which
they skimmed. Poo Lorn, arriving at the
footof their refugea moment too late, had
to be content with pounding and thrusting
at the base. The tree, however, was a
huge forest giant and beyond the strength
of any elephant to bring down; so he soon
gave up the attempt and then, on hearing
sounds that denoted the arrival of more
pursuers, turned round and entered the
cool embrace of the river.

Seven more tame animals, including
one on which rode the young manager of
the company, burstout on to the bank in
time to see Poo Lorn’s giant form surging
across the boiling stream. They saw the
whirling eddies, they heard the deep
rumble of the waterfalls, and they knew
that there was only one elephant alive
who could cross that fearful expanse of
hidden snags and death traps. With their
hearts in their mouths they watched Poo
Lorn’'s gallant struggle. Every few min-
utes he would completely disappear, save
for the tip of his trunk that still showed
above the sun dazzled water. Then up he
his broad back re-
For a

would come again,
sembling the top of a huge whale.
full half hour he fought with every ounce
of his last remaining strength, and when
he finally gained the safety of the opposite
bank an involuntary sigh of relief went
round the spectators.

“Of a truth,” said one of the mahouts,
as Poo Lorn swayed into the wall of
forest that clothed the farther side, “Poo
Lorn has earned his freedom.”
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The others echoed approval, and even
the manager bowed his head in silent

agreement.

TWO DAYS later the white
man, having marshaled his
elephants and dispatched them
to rest camps, was back in his
comfortable bungalow in Mong Ngow,
where he told his wife the whole story.
Several of his best tuskers were lamed,
his men were exhausted, much company
money had been expended, and still Poo
Lorn roamed free as air. As a dutiful
wife Elise at first sympathized with her
husband’s misfortunes, but when he had
come to the end of the tale her pretty fea-
tures took on a determined expression.

“And now leave him, Ernest, leave
him,” she said passionately. “Don’'t |
know Poo Lorn? Don’'t | remember how
much he used to hate every one who
worked for the company? Why, he
might attack the compound as he did
once before, and now we’'ve got little Elise
to think of.”

“1'll have a heavy rifle ready for him if
he comes,” answered her husband grimly,
“but I'll leave him alone as you say, my
dear. And now to pay my mahouts.”

Leaving the bungalow, he crossed over
to the company office, where he found his
mahouts and coolies awaiting the extra
pay promised them as a reward for their
exertions. He handed each of them the
sum of ten ticals in Siamese Treasury
notes, and the last to come before him was
Ai Kham, the erstwhile riderof Poo Lorn.

“Lord,” said the mahout, as he pock-
eted the cash, “1 desire a reward above
the others, for was | not the first to reach
Poo Lorn when he stood on the river
bank? Lord, this was so, and thereby |
incurred much danger.”

The manager considered the
There was no mention in the contract for
any outstanding reward to be paid, what-
ever the risk of life or limb. Nevertheless
Ai Kham had undoubtedly shown great
bravery,andanexception might be made in
his case. Five more ticals were therefore
handed the mahout,who then spoke again.

remark.
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“1 also desire a rise of ten ticals a
month in my wages,” he said in easy tones.

To have asked the old forest manager
for this unheard of sum Ai Kham would
never have dared, but this new white lord
was comparatively young and inexperi-
enced, and the mahout was going to take
full advantage of the fact.

“Thou talkest monkey’'s talk, Ai
Kham,” answered the other after a pause.
“Dost thou not know that no mahout on
earth receives the wages for which thou
hast asked?”

Ai Kham was ready with his reply.
Having served the company for as many
years as he could remember, he felt that
he was master of the situation. How, in-
deed, could the company get on without
him, for was he not quite the greatest
mahout in all the world?

“Lord,” said he, “1 ask for this sum be-
cause there is no other mahout like me
on earth.”

The manager glanced at the villainous
features of the native, and read him like
an open book.

“Thou hast a swollen head, Ai Kham,”
he told the man.

“lt is the master who has one,”
swered the mahout surlily.

Now if there isone thing that no white
man at the “back of beyond” can allow
the natives to do, it is to answer in insolent
fashion. The white man in the depths of
the wilderness lives by prestige, and pres-
tige alone. Once that has gone, honor,
security, even life itself is at stake, and
consequently the manager's sunburned
features reddened in anger. He was in
half a mind to strike the man, but that
would merely serve to lower his prestige
still further. He therefore pointed to
the open door of the office, and his words
were short and to the point.

an-

“Ai Kham, thou art dismissed from
my service forever!”
The full significance of this remark

seemed lost on Ai Kham for awhile, but
finally, as the horrible truth dawned on
him, he swung on his heel and walked
outofthe compound. He passed through
the village and soon reached the forest,
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where he sat down beneath a shady tree.

He, once a great mahout, even at one
time rider of Poo Lorn himseLLovas now a
man without a job and of Ife~more im-
portance than the lowliest pariah dog that
ever sniffed round a garbage heap.

The sun climbed down in the heavens,
and by the time evening was dreaming
softly over the land a great desire for
vengeance enveloped him, vengeance up-
on the white lord who had humbled him
to the dust.

Now how best accomplish this? Steal
his late master's money? No, that was
always safely locked and guarded. Mur-
der him, or his wife, or his child? No,
murder was a nasty word, and at the
thought of an executioner’s sword in dis-
tant Bangkok, Ai Kham paled under his
tan. Then what else remained?

He could think of nothing for the mo-
ment and soon, as the light was beginning
to fail, he returned to the village and en-
tered the local grog shop. He tossed down
a dram of the fiery rice spirits, and then
inspiration came to him.

He would steal the child.

By so doing he would wreak the most
terrible revenge possible on the man he
hated, but, having once captured the in-
fant, what should he do with it? Kill it?
No, that was murder again. Soon, how-
ever, the influence of the liquor helped
him, and he remembered how once he had
seen a queer village situated some four
days’journey away from Mong Ngow. It
had been a strange village, built right in
the heart of the jungle and cut off en-
tirely from the haunts of normal men, and
to this place he would take the child.
Arrived there, he would secretly deposit
itatdead of night near the headman’s hut,
after which he would flee for the border,
and once in Indo-China a position as
mahout in a French company might be
obtained.

As for the child, the parents might or
might not find it. In either case, many
moons would elapse before they would be
able to trace it, and meanwhile the vil-
lagers would take care of it. They might
leave it to die, of course, but that was
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their affair and he, Ai Kham, would be
guiltlessof that nasty word murder.

Having come to this decision, he laid
his plans for the capture. The white lord
and his wife were, he knew, in the habit
of going for rides on their Shan ponies in
the cool of the evening, leaving their
daughter under the care of the Lao ayah.
On occasions the ayah would walk through
the village with the child and saunter a
short way up one of the paths leading
right into the jungle. This she was ex-
pressly forbidden to do by her white mis-
tress, but the ayah, being young and
pretty, was possessed of a lover, and what
better meeting place could there be than
the cool, green glades of the towering
forest?

The habitsof the ayah being the subject
ofcommon gossip among the native popu-
lation of Mong Ngow, Ai Kham had often
heard of these stealthy meetings, and now,
he reflected, they would aid him greatly
in the kidnapping of the child. As for
the four days’ journey that would follow,
a bag of rice and some buffalo milk would
suffice for both him and his captive, and
his lean, wiry strength would accomplish
the rest.

Ai Kham grinned maliciously, then
gulped a third totof fiery spirits down his
parched throat.

it TWO days passed without
favorable opportunity, but on
the third Fate smiled on him,
for, from his hiding place, he
saw the ayah come out of the compound
for her evening walk with the child. He
followed the pair till they reached the
forest path, whereupon he cut through the
jungle until he was opposite them. He
saw the ayah glance round for her lover,
who had evidently not yet arrived on the
scene. The child, profiting by her nurse’s
inattention, ran to pluck a flower that
grew on one side of the track.
Like a tiger Ai Kham sprang.
flash he had seized the child, and a mo-
ment. later he was safely under cover
again and was fleeing through the jungle.
He heard the scream of the ayah as she

In a
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noted the disappearance ofher charge, but
without so much as turning his head he
raced forward through the rapidly in-
creasing gloom.

Little Elise struggled at first, then
her movements ceased and she began to
cry in a sustained, hopeless kind of way
that would have cut the heartstrings of
any one save Ai Kham. He, however,
spoke not a word to her, but pressed on
ahead, intent on putting as many miles as
possible between him and Mong Ngow.
Though middle aged, he was still as tough
as whipcord, and the weight on his shoul-
der troubled him not at all. The hot
season, too, favored his advance in more
ways than one. Save for the thousands
of tall trees that grew everywhere, the
jungle on the whole was burned clear and
open. Moreover, the earth, parched by
the blistering rays of the sun, was as hard
as a rock and would leave no telltale foot-
prints behind. Still, a nameless fear lent
wings to his feet, and not until midnight
did hecome to a halt. Utterly exhausted,
he lay down and slept, the weary child
lolling beside him.

At dawn he was awakened by Elise’s
crying, whereupon he set himselfto be as
pleasant to her as he possibly could, for he
realized that should the child prove rebel-
lious his task would be all the more diffi-
cult. He washed her face at a neighboring
pool, then fed her with rice and buffalo
milk, and in spite of her misery she ate
the mess hungrily. When she had fin-
ished, he talked to her in the Lao lan-
guage, which she could prattle almost as
well as himself. He told her that the ayah
had been a very, very wicked woman from
whom he had rescued her. He said also
that her mother was at present in a far-
away village to which they were now' trav-
eling, and that in two days’ time she
would join both her parents again.

Little Elise gazed at him wide eyed as
she heard the w'ords. She wanted to be-
lieve him, for no child understands lying;
nevertheless there was an expression in
Ai Kham's villainous features that she
feared by instinct and, torn between terror
and belief, she remained quiet for the rest
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of the day, so that Ai Kham was able to
make good progress toward his secret
destination.

By eleven o’'clock the following morn-
ing he came to a thick patch of evergreen
jungle that made traveling more difficult.
This evergreen was, he knew, part of the
range where Poo Lorn had been wont to
graze, but now, he was glad to think, the
elephant was in all probability miles away
on the opposite side of the deep, swirling
river it had swum when pursued. He
therefore pushed on fearlessly through the
tangle of thick vegetation and, after half
an hour’'sdesperate scrambling, he reached
the limit of the evergreen. Clear, open
forest glades now stretched again before
him. Heaving a sigh of relief, he advanced
a few paces and put the child on the
ground.

He rubbed his aching arms and took a
deep breath of the fresher air, but a mo-
ment later he froze, still as a statue, for
some fifty yards ahead of him a great
elephant was standing.

A slight puff of wind blew, and at the
scent the elephant swung round and faced
him. It needed no second glance to tell
Ai Kham that it was Poo Lorn who
loomed up in the sunlit air and, as he took
in the elephant’s baleful glance and its
gigantic size and stature, fear caught the
man with icy hands. Ignoring the child,
he turned and fled through the dense
jungle maze.

The elephant followed on incredibly
swift feet.
t: PS \ POO LORN grunted and, leav-

> big the trampled man, resumed
his interrupted grazing. After
a ghoj-t period of rest, he had
recrossed the dangerous river, and now
he was back in his favorite haunts again.
Here he would thoroughly recuperate af-
ter the terrific exertions to which he had
been subjected, and then he might raid
the village of Mong Ngow once more.
Today, however, some strange chance
had brought the hated Ai Kham right
into his power, wherefore had he slain
him. His desire for revenge sated for
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the moment, Poo Lorn concentrated on
feeding.

He broke off the branch of a tree and,
with one clean sweep stripped- the leaves
from the stem and placed the luscious
foliage in his mouth. He chewed slowly.
Then a strange noise smote on his ears
and, curious, he approached the spot from
which it came. Some sixty yards’ prog-
ress brought him to an open patch of
ground, in the center of which was a small
human being, wailing its heart out in for-
lorn, helpless crying.

Poo Lorn strode up to this queer ob-
ject, and felt it with his wriggling trunk.
His brain groped vaguely and soon mem-
ory winged back through the years. Here
was the same little girl who had been his
friend so long ago. True, this friend when
last he had seen her had been very much
bigger, but— Poo Lorn’s brain stopped at
that— without doubt it was the same little
girl, become unaccountably smaller.

Elise, the younger, had by now stopped
crying, and with the fearlessness of ex-
treme youth was gazing up at him.
Though lonely, tired, almost dumb with
unspeakable misery, she yet felt that in
the giant beast above her at least she had
no enemy. She smiled through her tears
and called him in Lao a great, whopping
elephant.

Poo Lorn towered over her, in his mind
a nameless wish to do something for this
small human who talked to him in that
fearless and beguiling fashion. Presently
he was aware that the position in which
he was standing was uncomfortably hot
and, lifting the child tenderly in his trunk,
he set her down in the shadow of a tall
yang tree. There he pondered, and soon
a desire for some long grass he saw in the
distance assailed him.

Leaving Elise for the moment, he shuf-
fled toward the grass and plucked some.
As he returned with a large bale in his
trunk and mouth, a peculiar scent wafted
through the air. Quick as a gigantic
kitten, he lurched, bellowed and charged.
The great tiger, which had been slipping
like a shadow toward its prey, snarled, and
with flattened ears and gleaming fangs
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slunk hurriedly away from the one he
knew to be king of the forest.

Poo Lorn went back to the child and,
perhaps with a vague idea of giving her
food, placed the bale of grass beside her.
The grass, however, served its purpose.
It was cool and inviting, and Elise was
sleepy, for she had already had her rice
and milk that morning. She rolled over
on to the grass and slept immediately.

Poo Lorn remained on guard. How
could he leave her, when danger ever
threatened from those slinking, yellow
shadows?

The hours passed and presently queer
guttural duckings sounded behind him.
The jungle people had come to make him
an offering. They salaamed reverently to
him,and oneofthem advanced and placed
a large papaya timidly at his feet. Poo
Lorn ripped open the fruit and the child
awoke. She stretched out chubby hands
and grasped the fruit, which she began to
eat thirstily.

Poo Lorn watched her, and the fact
that she ate this papaya made his brain
almost capable of deduction. Though,
being an animal, he could not reason from
one stage to another and thus arrive at a
definite, logical conclusion, yet here were
facts that were plain. The jungle people
were humans. The child was a human.
Both ate papayas. Both made the same
noises and were possessed of the same
smell, at least to him. Instinct said,
therefore, that they should live together.

W hen Elise had finished her meal, Poo
Lorn pushed her very gently toward the
jungle people, who had been staring in
breathless astonishment at this remark-
able white infant. At his action they
glanced nervously from the elephant to
the child. It was evidently their lord’s
wish that they should take care of this
newcomer; accordingly, one of the biggest
of the men picked up Elise, who screamed
and fought to be free. The jungle man
held on, however, for Poo Lorn was show-
ing no sign of remonstrance, and it was
obviously his command that they should
take her to their home.

They turned and began walking toward
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their little colony, Poo Lorn following.
They came to their leaf hut, into the larg-
estof which they carried the child. Elise
the younger had entered her new home.

E JUNGLE people proved kind to
little Elise, and gradually the mem-
ory of the compound at Mong

Ngow, her parents, and the Lao and Eng-
lish languages became dim ghosts of the
She learned the jungle dialect, a
monosyllabic language full of clicking,
animal-like noises. She learned to accus-
tom herself to the diet of fruit and berries,
relieved by occasional feasts of pig and
barking deer, which formed the fare of her
companions. She learned also to imi-
tate the soft whoo of the hairy gibbons
that capered among the branches high up
against the tropical sky, and soon mostof
the cries of the forest beasts were known
to her.

The sound she loved most was the deep
rumbling that warned her of Poo Lorn’s
approach, for it was then, and then only,
that she was allowed to venture far from
the safety of the huts. Running out to
meet him, she would prod and pound him
with her baby hands. Sometimes he
would lift her with his trunk to allow her
to scramble on to his neck, and then the
two would go for long saunters down the
silent forest glades. He seemed to know
that he held a precious little life upon his
gigantic head, for he never forgot to tear
out of his way any overhanging bamboo
that might wound the child above him.
As for Elise, secure and happy on her
lofty perch, she loved these journeys
above all things, for many strange sights
came then to her eager eyes.

Great antlered followed by
packs of yellow, bushy tailed wild dogs in
would come blundering past
them. Sleepy brown bears, awakened by
Poo Lorn’s proximity, crashed through
the bamboo brakes, frantic with terror.
Animals of every kind gave way to their
lord and king, and little Elise was justly
proud of him.

past.

sambhur,

pursuit,
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Being only a child, there were days,
however, when she grew very angry with
Poo Lorn should he happen unwittingly to
displease her. Seizing a stick, she would
beat him with the whole of her tiny
strength, and Poo Lorn loved it all, for he
liked being scratched. Then Elise, weep-
ing bitterly for having hurt her greatest
friend, would feed him with papaya and
bananas, and generally make a great fuss
over him till the waning light warned her
it was time to return to her hut.

On occasions, notably at the change of
the seasons, the jungle people would leave
their dwellings and build others a few
miles distant. With them went Elise, and
Poo Lorn, following the trail at leisure,
never failed to put in his appearance be-
fore she had been in her new abode a week.

In this manner there passed two years,
and then, when Poo Lorn had reached the
age of forty and the girl was six, the call of
the north returned to him.

As before, he made the journey there
and back in a month, but when he arriv ed
once more in the colony, there was no
sign of Elise.

The jungle people, fearful of mien, pros-
trated themselves many times before him.
They told him how, shortly after he had
left, a Lao forest hunter had chanced to
pass near their huts. He had evidently
seen the white child, for seven days later a
large company of Laos had arrived and
surrounded the settlement, giving the
dwellers therein no chance to flee.
Among these Laos there had been a great
white man and a woman who was his
mate. These two had taken the child,
and the woman had wept exceedingly,
which was strange, for should nota mother
be glad to regain her long lost offspring?
The party had then disappeared, carrying
the child with them, and they, the jungle
people, hoped Poo Lorn was not angry
with his servants.

All this Poo Lorn heard, but naturally
could not understand. Strangely, though
he looked for the little girl and was dis-
turbed at her absence, no anger against
the jungle people was aroused in his baf-
fled brain. Instead, the vague resentment
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he felt at losing her somehow became
linked with the one undying hatred he
knew—that for the company that had
enslaved him and for all the 'White race.

He brooded. First, a white man had
kept him in bondage for the whole of
twenty-five years. Second, a white man
had taken his wild herd away from him.
Third, a white man had nearly recap-
tured him again. And now a white man
had stolen the little creature whom he had
come to love more than anything else on
earth. It must be a white man, for no
other dared incur his anger.

Poo Lorn, leaving the jungle people
unmolested, swung through the forest,
heading for Mong Ngow. The village he
would leave alone this time, for he would
go direct to the company compound.
There he would not only lay waste the
buildings, but he would kill. He would
kill the white man and any human being
he came across. In his cold rage the fact
that by so doing he would, in all prob-
ability, slay the very thing that he loved
was lost upon him, and he stalked on,
terrific, implacable, the most colossal
engine of destruction the forest had ever
known.

AT MIDNIGHT thirty-six

hours later he was within two

miles of Mong Ngow. Here a

large tree, blown down by a

storm, barred his path, and to avoid it he
would have to make a slight detour.
Heavy though it was, he jabbed his tusks
under the tree and hurled it bodily into
the surrounding jungle, where it fell with
a crash. Then on he went. He passed
through the village and arrived at the
white compound gates, which were open.
A moment later, unseen by the sleepy
Indian watchman, he was striding noise-
lessly across the lawns, over which a faint
moon was shining. He reached the bun-
galow in which were the people he hated.
He heaved mightily, and one post,
which was nine inches square and made of
solid teak, snapped like a twig. Crack!
A second post was down, then a shouting
came to his ears and the figures of a man
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and a woman burst from the budding and
fled across the grass. Poo Lorn, desisting
from his efforts, turned and shuffled after
them; the bungalow could wait for the
time being.

The compound was a large one, being a
full two hundred yards in length, so Poo
Lorn knew that he could easily catch the
fugitives. Should they gain the tempo-
rary safety of any other houses, these
also he would knock down; should they
make for the forest, he would slay them
just the same. He was almighty, all
powerful, as sure as death itself.

The man was running with the child in
his arms, while beside him ran his wife.
He had no weapons capable of protecting
them for, lulled by a long senseofsecurity,
he had given up the practise of keeping
his heavy rifle in the bungalow, and it was
now locked away in the strong room of the
office.

W hen halfway across the compound, he
glanced over his shoulder to see that the
elephant was gaining rapidly on them.
Still running, he thrust the child toward
his wife.

“Take her!”
for the village.”

Elise, the mother, slackened in her
stride, and thought flashed like summer
lightning in her brain. Her husband was
offering to act as a decoy, and would meet
almost certain death. Still, mother love
seized her and she grasped the child, at
the same time casting a swift glance be-
hind her. The elephant was almost on
top of them now. With the child still
in her arms, she swung round and faced
the oncoming leviathan.

“PooLorn!” shescreamed.
Haouw!”

It was an old command she had taught
him, taught him when she had been a little
girl of twelve, and at the words the train-
ing of years prevailed and involuntarily
Poo Lorn found himself halting. He
glared at these humans, and then, in the
arms of the woman, he beheld the little
creature whom he loved, whereupon san-
ity partially returned. How could he
hurt this woman without hurting his tiny

he shouted. “Then make

“Poo Lorn.
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what was that
in his

friend also? Moreover,
voice that awoke distant cords
memory?

“S-s-s-h,” whispered Elise to her hus-
band, who was standing white lipped be-
side her.

She began to talk to Poo Lorn in quiet,
soothing tones, and soon the elephant was
conscious of a strangeness in events.
There was the little girl he loved, but with
her was some one else of whom he had
been fond, and he had thought them to be
one and the same. Puzzled, yet still hos-
tile, he advanced a pace, and the humans
stood their ground, for they knew their
only chance was to remain quite motion-
less.

And then did little Elise stir into activ-
ity. She strove to be free from her mother,
and began speaking to Poo Lorn in strange,
clicking, animal-like sounds. Poo Lorn
rumbled with satisfaction and finally, at
her shrill behest, knelt humbly on the
ground.

Poo Lorn the Terrible was terrible no
more.

One hour later, the broken bungalow
posts having been shored up for the night,
little Elise was fast asleep again in her
tiny cot.

Beside the cot stood her father and
mother, and their features were pale, for
they had been inwardly giving thanks for
a great deliverance.

“1t seems,” whispered the wife pres-
ently, “that Poo Lorn and Elise know one
another. Whatever can it mean?”

“We must wait,” answered her hus-
band, “wait till Elise has picked up our
language again and forgotten her jungle
talk. Then she’ll be able to tell us every-
thing. Meanwhile, | wonder ifit's safe to
leave Poo Lorn where he is, though | don't
see what we can do to move him. We'll
have to let him alone.”

He glanced out through the open win-
dow to where Poo Lorn was standing, a
vast black shadow, intent on keeping the
bungalow free from all harm now that his
loved ones slept therein.

“I'm sure it's safe,”
mother—gently.

said Elise— the
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THERE is now an elephant in
the teak company’s service
who is not like other elephants;
he works when and how he likes.
Sometimes, when the rivers are in flood
and the teak logs booming and piling up
at rock strewn bends, he will plunge into
the torrent and join his tame peers. No
mahout is on his head, yet, aided by the
terrific strength that only he can muster,
he will clear stack after stack, sending the
huge balks of timber riding like fleets of
matches down the boiling current.
On the other occasions, when
pleasure, he will push log upon log down
the steep, forest clad hills toward the
creeks below, whereby the company prof-
its greatly. Yetwfllhemever drag a log,
for to drag means “‘lIfaS dhains must be
put round him, arid *this he will never
suffer. *- <
There are weeks when he will return to
his favorite grazing grounds, but more
often than not he will be found in the
Mong Ngdw compound, where a strange
sight will be seen. Little Elise has now
two small brothers, and of an evening,
when the sun is mellowing over the world
and the screening flocks of minas and par-
rakeets are flying to their nests, the chil-
dren will bully Poo Lorn. At their stern
orders he kneels, with his hind legs bent
and his forelegs out before him. They
cluster round. They play hide-and-seek
on either side of his giant body. They tug
at hisgreatwaving ears. They pound him
with their tiny fists, and he, who could
slay them with one careless movement, en-
dures it all gladly, for they are his friends.
At times, however, even they can not
bend him to their wills, and this is when
that strange, nameless instinct for the
north assails him. Perhaps the urge will
come when they are playing all around
him. He will rise ever so gently, lest he
Kurt them and, softly pushing them to one
side with his trunk, make for the com-
pound gateway. The children stare after
him, and there is mingled sorrow and un-
derstanding in their eyes, for they know
that Poo Lorn has temporarily passed
beyond their ken.

it is his
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He strides silently through the dusty,
crowded marketplace of the vjllage, arid
the inhabitants bow low before him, for
ishenotPoo Lorn the Terrible, the mighti-
est in all the land, bound now on some
secret mission of his own?

He enters the quiet forest, and there-
after for fourteen whole days and nights
he pushes northward, stopping only to
graze and for the three hours’ nightly
sleep that is necessary to his kind.

On the fourteenth day he reaches a
vast stretch of thick thorn jungle through

which, though impenetrable by human
beings, he pushes his great bulk with
ease. The jungle soon gives way behind

him, and he comes to a huge wall of rock,
some sixty feet high and a mile broad.
This rock is in the very heart of the wil-
derness, and no man living has been
within a hundred miles of it, as it is situ-
ated in the wildest portion of the Salween
Me Kong watershed.

In the center of the wall is a gaping
hole, leading to a vast cavern within, but
Poo Lorn does not enter that mouth—
not yet. Instead, he halts before the
opening and raises his trunk. Though a
silent animal as a rule, he now gives forth
one great, screaming trumpet that, caught
up by the barrier of rock, rolls round and
round in stupendous clanging echoes.

They seem to speak, those echoes. They
seem to say:

“l am Poo Lorn the Terrible. 1 have
fought with man, and conquered him,
thereby earning my freedom and my
right to the burial place of the wild.”

Gradually the echoes die away. He
stands motionless for a time before the
entrance to the cave, then, confident that
the locality is as safe and undefiled as
when he first visited it, he swings his mas-
sive head and with noiseless, majestic gait
starts on his long journey back to the
humans who are his servants.

For thirty, forty, even fifty more years
he will stay with them, but when the
final call comes to him, the call that tells
him his days are drawing to an end and
the last sickness is at hand, he will return
to the north and enter, for the first
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and only time, the mouth of the cavern.

For in that cavern lie the remains of
his wild sires, from those of his father to
those of his mighty ancestors who stalked
the earth when history was dim. Where-
fore had Poo Lorn the Terrible, guided by

the sure, unerring instinct of his race,

11S

fought with the whole of his gigantic
strength for the right that is every wild
elephant's right, namely, to die in the
place appointed, where neither the hand
of man nor the tearing beaks of the
jungle vultures can disturb his last, long
rest.

Pride

By HAROLD WILLARD GLEASON

ERE'S a white fleecy cloud where the sun disappeared,

(Break out more cloth, and batten her down!)

The Old Man is squinting and scratching his beard,

His beetle-brows knit in a frown.

And likely she’ll wallow, and likely she’'ll strain

Ere morning breaks over the ocean again;

She’ll creak and she’ll groan, poor old lass—but in vain—

(Break out more cloth, and batten her down!)

Ruffle of wind off her bow to the west,

(Lash down her boats—clear decks with a will!)

Gallant old lady, though stern be the test,

Keen for the struggle she’ll thrill!

Salt and apprentice, stand by in the gloom,

Braving the smother of spindrift and spume,

Sharing wholehearted her glory—or doom

(Lash down her boats—clear decks with a will!)

Seven days out, and a rival to lee—

(Trim all her sheets, and make her gear fast!)

Old as she is, Callao shall see

The broom at the head of her mast!

W hat if she pitches and plunges and moans,

Awash with green water and racking her bones?

She’ll drop her hook first—or we'llmeet Davy Jones!

(Trim all her sheets, and make her gear fast!)



By STANLEY JONES

cCARRON never quite suc-

ceeded in banishing the blind

terror of that foggy June

night. The stealthy scuttle

along walls gray with the sweat of souls

confined. The frantic scramble when the

pacing figure reached the far end of its

beat. The shouts, the spurts of flame,

the keening bits of lead which ripped past
with the quick zzzst! of torn canvas.

He had run his heart out that night.
Had run until the breath tore at his raw
throat and he floundered drunkenly into
the fastness of the canebrake. There he
lay panting, fingers clenched in the wet
moss, until the awesome wail of the siren
whipped him up and sent him plunging
still deeper into the swamp like the
hunted animal that he was. When his
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legs dragged and buckled, knee deep in
the brackish water, McCarron cursed
them like a crazy man.

Deeper and deeper he had stumbled,
driven by the most elemental of instincts,
that of self-preservation. Behind that, in
McCarron’s case, spurred a corroding
sense of injustice.’ Circumstantial evi-
dence had netted one more innocent,
though McCarron himself had to admit
the ironic perfection of the pattern.
Admitted it, while he raged inwardly and
watched his chance with the silent, catlike
concentration of those about him.

“1f | ever get out,” he assured himself,
on a thousand bleak occasions, “if | ever
get free of this, nobody’ll ever get the
chance to point at me again.”

Well, he had gotten free of it, and with
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the scars of only two years, instead of ten,
on his gaunt young face. Had waited
them out in that cursed swamp until
every man of them had given him up, with
the possible exception of Mike Madden.
Mike had put McCarron in, and he never
gave up any man until he saw him in the
morgue, properly tagged. That was Mike
for you, all right. A big heavy shouldered
“harp” with the soft voice of a woman and
eyes like blued steel gimlets. Mike took
nothing for granted; he was the concen-
trated essence of skepticism, that basic
quality in every first class detective.

McCarron used to dream of him, for the
first two years after his escape. He
w,uld jump from his bed, sweating, wrap
himself in blankets, and sit peering out
into the early morning hush of the little
New Hampshire mill town. Looking and
listening, his heart thumping to a faster
cadence at the footfall of some belated
worker yawning home from the night
shift. And next day the superintendent,
a kindly old German, would pat his
shoulder.

“Hanlon—" waggling a knobby finger
under McCarron’s nose—“it iss not good
for promising young man like you to miss
oudt on sleep. The boss, he hass hiss eye
on you. You will do well if you don't
break down. A leedle schnapps you need
before you turn in, yess?”

McCarron, or Hanlon, was promising.
The very haunting fear of a hand on his
shoulder drove him into the daily routine
with a mild fury incomprehensible to his
easy going fellows. He was first on the
job and last to leave. He jolted fifteen
miles on the rattletrap trolley, three
nights a week, to take the course in wood
working at the Lebanon Trade School.
He minded his own business. The mill
people liked him, from Silas Alger doyvn
to Gimpty, the lame and toothless night
watchman. He grew a bristling black
mustache and consciously cultivated the
habit of drawing one eyebrow far down,
until it became a muscular fixture. He
ate prodigiously and padded his naturally
spare frame with sixty-five pounds in the
course of two years. Nobody, he was
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sure, would have recognized in him the
emaciated fugitive who had dragged
himself out of a Georgia canebrake and
made his painful way North via the side-
door Pullmans. That was a closed book,
never to be reopened.

FIFTEEN years slipped by.

Good years they were,for John

Hanlon, too. OIld Schultz had

gone to his reward beyond the
celestial Rhine, and in his place Hanlon
ran the works. Not just the one mill, now,
but four. On the ground glass door of
Hanlon’s spacious office, “General Man-
ager” was inscribed, in neat gold letters.
He was on the way to being made a di-
rector—the youngest who had ever sat
around the table in that august assem-
blage of graybeards presided over by
Silas Alger. And he was married.

To do him justice, he had been spirit-
ually torn for five years before asking
Betty Wilson to share his life. Had tried
to picture every eventuality which might
arise. Had even tried—more than once—
to blurt out the truth of his past from the
agony which so wracked his soul. But he
loved her too deeply—or too selfishly—to
dare risk losing her. And surely, he told
himself, the danger was now no more
than a disappearing phantom on the
horizon of his new life. They were very
happy.

One Saturday afternoon they drove
over to the courthouse in the neighboring
town of Lyme. A stolid farm hand,
starved of everything save food, had
committed a particularly revolting ax
murder which had commanded headlines
from Maine to Florida. With belated
animal cunning he had directed sus-
picion elsewhere until tripped up by sheer
chance and some unusually smart de-
tective work. His trial, which could
have but one outcome, had proved a lure
for the morbidly curious from five States.
Hanlon and his wife arrived just as a
recess was declared. They strolled
around, exchanging nods and common-
places with friends.

“Come on, Jack,” urged Betty, tugging
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at his arm, “there’s a man going to blow
a whistle, and if we don’t hurry we shan't
hear a thing.”

“Well,” smiled Hanlon, “we might
possibly live through it, even if we didn’t.
Personally, these things don’t appeal to
me.”

His wife smiled up at him and squeezed
his arm, her dark eyes mischievous.

“Like hearing that thrilling siren on the
new fire engine, | suppose? Or Greg
Demont’s hounds tonguing it off across
the river bottom? Goodness, | never
thought 1'd marry a man who'd bury his
head under a pillow at such sounds as
those!”

Hanlon grinned, but it fell a bit flat.

They found themselves herded into the
third row as proceedings were resumed.
Hanlon did not reKsh any part of it
The old familiar tenseness pumped up his
heartbeat until tiny beads of sweat
popped out on his face. He frowned at
the seat in front and gripped it in order
to concentrate more effectively. He
could not bring himself to look at the
frightened wretch who stared and stam-
mered so dumbly at each barb of the
prosecuting attorney. Why on earth had
he come? With a fierce desperation,
Hanlon forced his mind to consider the
problem of four new lathes which had to
be installed in the chair section of the
mill. He had achieved a measure of de-
tachment when Betty’s hand pressed his
arm.

“Don’t turn right now, dear,” she
whispered, “but when you get a chance
look at that man just to the left of the
sheriff. He keeps staring at you—or
somebody right back of you—in the
strangest way.”

Hanlon raised his eyes with a jerk.
Couldn’t help it to save him. And de-
spite Ills iron self-control he knew that
the color was draining from his face.

Mike Madden had not changed much.
The black shock of hair had silvered.
He had two chins suspended from his
hard Irish jaw, and the squint lines
radiating from the keen blue eyes were
more deeply etched. But he still cocked
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his head and hooked one thumb in the
familiar attitude in the pocket of his ex-
pansive vest. Even the stub of cigar—it
might have been the same one which
Mike had carried the very first time
Hanlon had seen him.

Their eyes met in a protracted clash
which was no less a clash for being
wordless. Hanlon, gripping the chair
back, forced himself to lend as casual a
character to it as his jumping nerves
would permit. Let his glance wander
unhurriedly past to the grave face of the
judge after the proper interval. He had
read no flash of certainty in the blued
steel gimlets—rather a questioning sur-
prise.

Hanlon wet his lips covertly under his
black mustache. If only Madden would
look away now all would be well. But
Madden did not look away. And when
they filgd out of the courtroom into the
fresh coolness of late afternoon, Hanlon
felt eyes on his back as he climbed behind
the wheel of his big sedan.

Inching out of the driveway in the
stream of cars, his heart skipped a beat
as a glance into his mirror revealed a
powerful figure making unobtrusive note
of his license number. Hanlon’s young
wife rallied him from his frowning pre-
occupation on the long ride home through
the purple twilight.

A few days later, Madden came to
Bradford. Armed with the prestige of his
work in the case just concluded, and a
letter of introduction to Silas Alger from
an official in the Department of Justice.
He took a room in the Bradford House,
and Hanlon saw him for the first time
when Alger was showing him through the
mill. They came into Hanlon’s office,
followed by the boss of the planing
section.

“John,” beamed old Silas, “want you
to meet Mr. Madden. He’s just settled
here for a little rest after his great work in
apprehending that farm hand over to
Lyme. We want to make him feel at
home.”

Somehow, Hanlon gained his feet and
murmured conventions. Behind the
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sound of his lips his brain was working
furiously. This man had nothing on him
—not a thing. He was just gambling on
the tenuous thread of a memory—a
nagging suspicion which would not allow
his bloodhound sense to rest until he had
run it down. Just gambling, but the
stakes were staggeringly high to John
Hanlon. The other—sizing him up so
quietly—had nothing to lose. Why
couldn’t Madden let well enough alone?
God knew that he, Hanlon, had at last
won to a place in the world by untold toil
and self-denial. Who was this man to
stumble across him now and threaten to
send the whole beautiful structure crash-
ing to earth? A healthy reaction of
anger surged through Hanlon, strength
and confidence pulsing in its wake. He
faced the other with a frank, disarming
smile.

“You do us honor, Mr. Madden,” he
said. “It isn't often that a real celebrity
finds his way into this sheltered spot.
We shall do everything—” turning to
Silas Alger—*“to make your stay as
pleasant as possible.”

“That's right, Jofin,” approved Silas
paternally. “And now, will you take
Mr. Madden through the new plant? He
is tremendously interested in industrial
machinery, he says.”

“Certainly,” smiled Hanlon, and held
open the door. “It must be quite a relief
after dealing so exclusively with flesh and
blood, isn’'t it, Mr. Madden?” Madden
started, conscious that he had been
staring.

“It certainly is,” he said, in his curi-
ously gentle voice, “Mr.—what was the
name again, please?”

HANLON'S waking hours, in
the ensuing six weeks, were
taut with nerves. Madden'’s
quizzical squint seemed to be
forever turning up to send his heart
pounding against his ribs. There was no
decent way of avoiding him except by
running away, and this Hanlon dared not
do lest it strengthen the other’'s sus-
picions. They were always meeting. And
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always, it seemed, by chance, though as
time wore on Hanlon knew that it was not
chance, but rather the most adroit of
planning which brought about these
trying contacts.

“The Zachs are giving a little dinner
tonight,” Betty would inform him, on his
arrival home, “and they want us to come.
I told them we'd love to.”

Hanlon would groan inwardly, but
could not well refuse in a community so
small. He knew that Mike Madden
would be there. Had probably instigated
the affair by urbane Celtic compliments
to buxom Katie Zach on the pure genius
of her cooking. He would be watching
Hanlon from the moment of arrival.
Studying his face, his head, his every in-
significant gesture. Forcing opportu-
nities to engage him in conversation—
asking polite questions which forced
Hanlon to be constantly on guard lest he
drop some hint which might somehow
supply a piece of the missing pattern
which Madden sought.

He had to keep constantly in mind the
revised story of his life which he had re-
hearsed so many times that it had be-
come all but truth, even to Hanlon him-
self. He became moody, preoccupied, and
night after night his wife would awake to
find herselfalone in the bedroom. Hanlon
would be trying to read himself into an
hour or two of restless slumber in the
library, or prowling ceaselessly about the
house on slippered feet.

Madden spent much time in the mill,
where his bluff manner and quick repar-
tee soon made him a prime favorite with
everybody save Hanlon. He was forever
“happening in” on the latter, and since he
was generally quite content to sit by the
window and smoke and pretend to read
the newspaper, John had no good reason
to object. But he was forever conscious
of the big man’s quiet scrutiny, until
sometimes it seemed that he could no
longer restrain the overwrought impulse
to spring up and cry:

“Well, why don’t you come out with it?
If you think you’'ve got anything on me,
get it over with, for God’s sake!”
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“Ever been South?” Madden asked
him once, as they lingered over a late
luncheon.

He carefully knocked off his cigar ash
into the empty coffee cup. Hanlon froze
to a rigid watchfulness.

“No,” he replied, as casually as he
could. “Never south of Louisville.
Why?”

“1 thought you might have bought that
last yard shipment of yellow pine down
there,” he remarked. “Don’t see much
wood as sound as that up North, here,
today; but nobody knows it's down there
unless they’re familiar with the South.
They use it a lot in the big factories

in Georgia and—"” the blue gimlets
lifted sharply to Hanlon—"in the prison
shops.”

Hanlon’s heart stopped dead for so
many awful minutes, but he rallied from
the barbarous cut. His hand trembled
only a trifle as he summoned the waiter
for the check. And he met the intense
gaze across the narrow table with what—
to a less observant man than Madden—
would have passed for interest in a bit of
casual information. But he knew, as they
left the club, that Madden had made
triumphant note of the momentary shock
which he had registered. And that night
the big detective checked out with no
word as to his destination, or when he
might return. Yet Hanlon knew that he
would return to force things to a decision.
Madden was built that way.

Five days passed. Six. A week.
Hanlon was almost to the point of daring
to hope that Madden might have decided,
after all, that the game was not worth his
time and energy. Then, one morning, his
wife’s voice on the telephone.

“Mr. Madden is back, dear, with an-
other man named Raynor. Yes,
he's nice, but not so nice as Mr. Mad-
den; doesn’'t have much to say. . . . Mr.
Madden wanted you and me to take lunch
with them today at the hotel. | thought
it would be fun, if you could make it. . . .
Oh, please try, dearest. Mr. Madden
made me show Mr. Raynor all through
the house—he seems as much interested
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in it as we do. They liked your
study so much— 1 could hardly shoo them
out. . . .V

The animated chatter rambled on, but
Hanlon heard no more. Indeed, he
scarcely collected himself in time to say
goodby when Betty ran down through
sheer exhaustion. His mind darted over
the conversation like a bright needle.
Who was Raynor? Why had he come
back? Was he some one whom Madden
banked on to identify him? Probably.
What were they doing, running through
his house under pretext of a friendly call?
Snooping about his study? Hanlon
jumped nervously to his feet and paced
the floor, hands locked behind his back.
Well, he would not join them at lunch,
that was flat! He was through playing
mouse to Madden’s catspaw.

Hanlon slammed back into his chair,
chin on fist. But he could not concen-
trate on the work before him. Madden's
rugged face flickered tantalizingly be-
tween his eyes and the neatly tabulated
estimates. What did the pair of them
have up their sleeves?

SHORTLY before noon, Han-

lon seized his hat and started

for the Bradford House. He

hated and feared the idea, yet

found himself still more uneasy when

facing the unknown. Better come to

grips and try to match their game, what-

ever it was. He passed friends whose

faces were no more than smiling pink

blurs, and rendered a mechanical salute
as he hurried past.

“Yes, sir,” said the respectable clerk at

the sedate old Bradford House. “Mr.
Madden’s in No. 40, Mr. Hanlon. Shall
I phone him?”

“No, thanks,” said Hanlon. “1’'ll just
run up.”

Stepping lightly along the worn

crimson carpet of the dim corridor,
Hanlon paused at No. 40. The door was
slightly ajar, and from within drifted the
murmur of low voices. Heart pounding,
Hanlon cast a quick glance up and down.
The corridor was empty. He stepped
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close and cautiously laid an eye to the
opening.

Madden, his broad blue back to the
door, was sitting on the bed. Raynor, a
thin, tight lipped man with furrowed brow
and a rumpled gray suit, was beside him
in a chair. They were intently scrutiniz-
ing something on the little table between
them. At first glance Hanlon thought
they were playing cards, but Raynor’s
first words dispelled that impression. He
shook his head and tapped some pieces of
white cardboard which bore dark
smudges.

“Only sure way to match 'em up,” he
said, in a clipped nasal tone, “is to match
'em up, Mike. This other business—" he
pushed some small objects impatiently
aside— “is too chancey. It's sloppy. |
don’t like it for a damn, if you ask me.”

“l1 know it,” nodded Madden, and
fingered his second chin. “Still, | sort of
hate to really bear down until I'm sure,
though I'm as certain now as anything
lacking the actual prints could make me,
Bill.”

Raynor
fingers.

“Hell!l Then go to it. You can always
apologize and all that sort o’ boloney in
case you've pulled the wrong one out of
the hat.”

“Well, all right, then,” decided
Madden, after a long minute of deliber-
ation. “After lunch—and we mustn't
forget to return these things, either.”

He scooped up the articles on the table,
which Hanlon’s straining eyes immedi-
ately.recognized as his hair brush, paper
knife and a small copper ash tray which
he kept on his desk at home. Fighting
down an insane impulse to fling open the
door and confront the pair, he tiptoed
hurriedly down the corridor and left the
hotel.

Scarcely able to think coherently, he
strode blindly back to the mill. Once in
his office, he held out his trembling
hands, palms up, and stared at them as
though hypnotized. So that was the idea,
was it? A fingerprint expert— Why,
they had even stolen things out of his

snorted and snapped his
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house in the hope of finding the damning
evidence. And after lunch they were
coming. Out in the open at last. He had
fooled Mike Madden on all but the acid
test; there was no disguising those tiny
concentric circles on their little pads of
flesh. To the rest of the world he might
bo John Hanlon, on every other count,
but a single roll of inky finger across a
paper, and he was Bartley McCarron, out
fifteen years and still wanted. Hanlon
paled and dropped into a chair.

Wild ideas rocketed through his brain,
knocking over the solid furniture of his
mind like a blind man in a strange room.
He would flee—he had the money right
there in his strong box. But he would be
caught. He would kill Madden. He
would kill himself. He would—Hanlon
cursed himself for his indecision as the
hands of the clock moved inexorably
round to half past twelve. They would
be coming soon. He jumped up and step-
ped to the window. To his over-sensi-
tized perceptions, the usual noon hour
quiet took on the air of malignant ex-
pectancy, of breathless waiting for the
inevitable.

Hanlon peered out, to duck back in-
stantly. Madden and Raynor were
coming up the brick walk, their footsteps
echoing loudly in the hushed air. Hanlon
heard a workman call a genial greeting to
the big detective—heard Madden’s bluff
response. They both laughed.

Hanlon groaned and buried his face in
his hands in an agony of suspense. Fif-
teen years shot to hell—and all the rest of
the years to come. Betty—position—
friends—the respect and love of a great
many worthwhile people, hard won by his
own efforts—fifteen years—

“Here they come.” Hanlon's
formed the words.

A hand on his door knob galvanized
him to panicky action. As it turned,
slowly, he stepped lightly out of another
door and into the piney smelling expanse
of the planing mill, closing the door softly
behind him.

The workmen were resuming work.
Wiping mouths on the backs of capable

lips
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hands as they filed in and started the
wheels a-whirring and the long belts on
their singing undulations after the brief
respite. At the far end, as Hanlon
walked hurriedly toward it, one of the
smaller circular saws whined savagely
and tore into a knot. He stepped behind
a stack of chair rungs and looked back.
Madden and Raynor must have seen the
door close, for they were coming through
now. Walking a little faster, eyes darting
about, mouths set. Hanlon was cornered.
Keeping the stack between them, he zig-
zagged to the far corner of the long room
and slipped behind one of the slowly
swinging planes. There he paused, white
and desperate. He could go no farther.
The man tending the long knife as it
passed and repassed over the fragrant
yellow sticks looked at Hanlon curiously.
“Go tell Earley I want him,” ordered
Hanlon hoarsely. “I'll tend the ma-
chine.” The man hurried off, looking
back over his shoulder.
“Hurry!” snapped Hanlon, eyes blaz-
ing. The man broke into a startled lope.
Mechanically, Hanlon slid the sticks
under the razor edge. It was an old story
for him. Adjusted to a hair, the blade slid
back and forth, dripping lazy vyellow
shavings from the end of the table.
Hanlon stared at it, fascinated by a sud-
den wild idea. His breath came faster,
and he licked his dry lips as he tiptoed to
the corner of the machine. Mike Madden
and Raynor were coming down the
center. Walking like eager cats, on the
balls of their feet. Mike caught a fleeting
glimpse of him as he withdrew.

Hanlon jumped at the plane. Mur-
mured something, half prayer, half curse.
Whirled the adjusting wheel expertly,
narrowing the clearance of the gleaming
blade. Kneeled until he was on the
same level. Then, his face a strained
plaster mask, he steadily extended his
hands.

Mike Madden lifted him inertly from
the floor. Staunched the gush from palms
and fingertips with his own white handker-
chief. Carried him between rows of
wondering carpenters to his office, where
the mill doctor scolded as he bandaged
and bandaged.

“You shouldn’t be getting curious about
machinery now,” he snapped, in his
querulous Yankee twang. “Ought to
know better—let the Swedes and hunkies
run it. Be weeks before you can even hold
a knife and fork.”

Hanlon’s eyes flickered weakly past the
leathery little man to Madden’s great
bulk. Hanlon’s hands were raw tortures,
goaded by a thousand devils, but there
was ease in his mind and heart for the
first time in months. And though his
words were for the doctor, Madden
grinned down a broad, ungrudging grin at
him.

“Guess you're right, Doc,” said John
Hanlon faintly. “You always get into
trouble when you get too doggone curious,
don’t you?”

Madden gave his leg a spontaneous pat
of tribute.

“You said it, but you’'ll get over it; and
you'll never have to get curious again.
My hat’s off to you, Mr.—Hanlon.”



A Tale of the Java

T WAS Jevons and Vincente who
cut her out—Melissa Harlow, |
mean—from her party of sightseers
in Macassar, and snatched from her

neck the little chamois leather bag with
the stone init. It was Miles Kenyon who
went to the Dutch police about it and in
so doing came across that rather remark-
able little Hollander, Cornelius Van
Tromp. And it was a person from Am-
boyna, by name Otto Braun, who stole
the stone from the original thieves, as the
three of them were Jeaving the hue and
cry behind them, deckhands on old
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Andries’ Hendryk Van Dam, most ac-
commodating of tramp steamers.

Jevons shot him—the person from Am-
boyna—in four different places as he ran
frantically down the steamer’s deck, and
Andries was not pleased.

“Now see what you haf done,” he
grumbled. “There is no doctor on this
ship profided and the man will die, and
there will be a—how you say?—shtink!
Not?”

Jevons looked up at him from a hurried
search of the limp form on deck.

“Lend us a boat a couple of hours,”
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he said. “There’'s a feller inshore here'll
do ourjob all right. Put the three of us off
with a crew to bring the boat back, an’
that’'s the last you'll 'ear of this little
caper.”

Andries considered a moment.
nodded.

“Ja, in the name of God, go! | can
mark you as deserted on the log. | do not
like murder.”

“Murder my auntie.” Jevons grinned up
at him while the sallow Vincente fumbled
iu his turn for the stone. “ 'E ain't dead
—not by no means. Just’s well 'e ain't,
the blighter. We ’'aven’t finished with ’im
yet.”

So the llendryk Van Dam, most ac-
commodating of tramps, ran inshore
awhile and dropped the three of them over
the side—the gentleman from Amboyna,
by name Otto, extremely unconscious—
just as Miles Kenyon, that most rising
young physician, and Cornelius Van
Tromp began to burn the wiresto Andries’
destination with descriptions and demands
for the arrest of the two original thieves.

“Go the limit, Inspector,” Kenyon said
fervently.

Van Tromp turned ruminant blue eyes
on Melissa, then exhausting her memory
and patience in answering the questions of
a meticulous Dutch police clerk; the dia-
mond’s size, whether it was eighteen
carats or twenty, its value, color, pro-
venience and past history; above all, what
she was doing carrying a stone of that size
round the world with her.

“For all the world,” the flushed Melissa
told Kenyon, “as if 1'd been the thief
myself!”

The inspector turned seriously to the
telephone at his elbow and called the
harbor master.

Jevons, the Limehouse dock rat, and
Vincente, who was some incredibly com-
plicated mixture of Latin and Asian out
of Goa, looked at each other as Andries’
men pulled them shoreward, and their
look was not one of content. They had
each of them thoroughly frisked the per-
son of the unconscious Otto, but to
neither of them had been vouchsafed so

Then he

much as a glimpse of the diamond he had
lifted from them. It was gone, vanished,
and the two faced each other with the
same suspicion unspoken on their lips.

“This 'ere’s a fine game!” Jevons spat
over the side and regarded Vincente
blackly. “An’ what's more, | ain’t a bit
sure— ’'Ere, turn them damn’ pockets
0’ yours put,” he added suddenly.

Vincente drew back.

“Why?” he asked, with a quick stiffen-
ing, as if for a spring.

“'Cos | bloomin’ well don’t trust yer,
Mister Dago!” Jevons snapped. Then,
with a swift change of front, and a yel-
low toothed grin, “ Fair’s fair, all the same;
we'll just go through each other, so's to
'ave no ill feelin’ about it, eh? Don't
reckin you love me any more’'n | do you.”

The Goanese looked at him vindictive-
ly, but submitted with some form of
grace—conscious innocence, it might have
been; and the two solemnly went over
each other with a small tooth comb, so
to speak. The results, entertaining
enough to a specialist in minor crime,
were zero as far as the missing stone was
concerned; and the boat grounded on the
beach with the pair once more contem-
plating each other with looks of blank
disgust.

11

ALF a mile up the beach, appar-
H ently quite incurious of their ar-
rival, a tall man was stumbling
back and forward, talking to the land
crabs in a high pitched, cultured voice.
The subject of his discourse appeared to
be pathology; as a matter of fact it was
a jumble of scraps of old lectures on that
subject, delivered fifteen years before by
a professor to certain audiences twelve
thousand miles away. The man who was
now addressing the crabs was the pro-
fessor in question.

Wing Lo, the decrepit Chinaman who
was at once butler, factotum, maid-of-all-
work, and now and then theater assistant
in the bungalow sardonically named
Saint's Rest, received Jevons and Vin-
cente with their burden and hooted
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gloomily in the direction of the figure on
the beach. The ex-surgeon waved a
grimy hand and scrambled clumsily up
the muddy slope to the veranda.

He was exceedingly drunk, this medico.
In fact, exceeding drunkenness had been
his normal condition for as long as that
coast had known him. He had dropped
off a liner in Macassar one fine day,
thrown off the decencies of civilization as
a man throws off a coat, gone on a violent
drunk for a month, and then come down
coast to take over the ramshackle bunga-
low that stood on a little promontory
backed by the forest. Since then he had
lived there, alone except for the China-
man and his liquor, doing a little doc-
toring as occasion arose, but normally in
an alcoholic haze. They were father
proud of him in those parts, and had long
ago given up speculating on his past; as
Whisky Jack he was an accepted part of
the landscape, along with one or two other
human curiosities who made their habita-
tion in that region of conveniently short
memories.

He staggered into the house, taking no
notice of Jevons and Vincente at the door;
he threw a dull glance at Otto, stretched
flat on the table, and shuffled into a frow-
sy little den filled with dusty bottles.
Wing Lo followed him.

“You opelate?” he asked hopefully, as
the doctor poured a couple of fingers
from a vial into a beaker. Wing Lo had
seensome curioussurgical achievementson
that table in the bungalow’s living room.

Whisky Jack jerked the contents of
the beaker down his throat, gasped as if
from a cold plunge, and turned to the
Chinaman.

“Not this time, Wing,” he said with a
smile. “You’ll have to restrain that pas-
sion of yours for the knife, old man.
This fellow’s too far gone.”

“Him die?” Wing Lo asked the ques-
tion with the complete impassivity of his
race.

“Him very much die.” Whisky Jack
took out a battered probe, tested a blunt
scalpel on his fingernail and hunted round
for something to serve as dressings. “In
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fact, unless I'm a good deal wrong, my
amiable friend, him dead already. Still,
we'll see.”

He went out into the dirty living room,
where the unfortunate Otto still lay on

the table. Jevons met him.

“’'Qw long’'ll 'e be, Doc?” he asked
with a forced cheerfulness.

“How long’'ll he be what?” Whisky

Jack turned a whimsical glance on the
tattered little cockney.

“Before 'e’s on ’is feet again, Doc.”
Jevons let a trace of anxiety creep into
his voice.

Whisky Jack chuckled indulgently and
turned to the table. He was surprisingly
sober now, and the hands with which he
made his investigations were steady.
He was gruesomely alert over the still
figure for a few minutes; then he turned
to Jevons once again.

“Feet aren’t any use to him where he
is,” he pronounced. “He's dead—dead
as Dennis. You kill him?”

Whisky Jack fired the last question
abruptly at Jevons, but the other was too
occupied to hear him. He burst into a
flood of profanity, and dragged the glum
Vincente out on to the veranda to a con-
ference in excited whispers. The doctor
looked at the pair for a moment with
curiosity.

“Now, | wonder,” he said, half to him-
self. He turned to the body on the table
and inspected it carefully again.

“H'm,” he went on. “Not much doubt
what got you.”

He picked up his rusty probe and began
an idle hunt for bullets. Jevons and the
Goanese still whispered outside the win-
dow.

Suddenly Whisky Jack looked up,
and shifted his position slightly, so as to
put his back between what he was doing
and the two outside. He worked gingerly
for a second or so with'his instrument;
then he was looking down at something
lying in the palm of his hand. His sallow,
aquiline face turned a shade whiter.

“So0,” he murmured, and glanced up ata
shuffle on the floor, to meet the ophidian
brown eyes of Wing Lo.
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E THREE of them, Kenyon,

I Melissa and the stocky little Dutch

captain of police, stood behind the
coamings of the government launch
Utrecht and watched the low coastline
fly past them. Pursuit of the thieves had
been immediately imperative, since wher-
ever they were overtaken Melissa must be
present to identify her property; and,
since Van Tromp himself was the kind of
policeman to handle affairs in person
rather than send subordinates on the task,
and Kenyon trailed Melissa assiduously
for reasons of his own, there were three in
the party standing talking in the after-
noon light.

Inshore, a mile away, Whisky Jack’s
bungalow showed against the sky, crouch-
ed on its low promontory. Van Tromp was
telling Melissa some of the peculiarities
of its owner, just when, with glasses, he
might have seen on the bungalow’s ve-
randa that which would have brought the
Utrecht to an abrupt halt in her feverish
course.

“One of our curiosities—” Cornelius
spoke with a certain pride— “an English-
man, a doctor and, Almighty, a drunkard!
He is harmless, but he patches up half the
rogues that get cut up hereabouts. They
call him Whisky Jack, and there are plenty
of reasons.”

Kenyon looked over his shoulder.

“Englishman, eh? And a doctor?
What's his proper name?”

Van Tromp appeared to search in his

memory.
“Na, | have forgotten. Some Englisher
mouthful, pardon—" He turned to the

guartermaster at the wheel. “Jan, what
is his name there?”

The stolid sailor grunted.

“ ShirrifF, mynheer inspektor, he used to
call himself, before he went down the
coast.”

Kenyon pricked up his ears.

“Shirriff?” he said, half to himself.
“Now where—"

Melissa laughed.

“Another of your long lost friends,

R. V. GERY

Miles?” she asked. “He seems to find
them all over the East,” she added to Van
Tromp.

Kenyon frowned thoughtfully.

“1've heard that name before, some-
where,” he said. “But | can't tell you
where "

Cornelius looked back at the bungalow
astern, silent and menacing under the
strong sunlight, and shook his head.

“This coast is full of such lost friends,”
he said quietly.

\\\1][If/ WHISKY JACK looked atWing

IV$E Lo with a quizzical twinkle in

his deep set eyes, Melissa’s dia-

mon(j glittering in his palm.

The Chinaman bent over the stone, as if
in salutation to it.

“Aih,” he breathed reverently.
plitty. Where you find him?”

“Give you three guesses, Wing, and
you'll be wrong.” The doctor turned
again to the ripped body on the table.
“Well, old man, you chose a funny hiding
place for your loot; but it seems to have
worked well enough.”

He drew the coverings over the un-
fortunate Braun, and the bullet wounds
into one of which the desperate man had
thrust his plunder, and glanced through
the window at the two muttering on the
veranda. Wing Lo touched his elbow.

“What you do, Doc?” he asked softly.

Whisky Jack stared once more at the
diamond. Then he slipped it into his poc-
ket.

“Finding’'s keeping— hereabouts,” he
said grimly. “There’'s a lot | can do with
this . . .”

Wing Lo followed him into the little
surgery, full of anxiety. He watched the
doctor fill himselfa tumbler of spirits and
drink it down; then he addressed him
again in tones of entreaty.

“You go 'way, maybe?
place—leave Wing Lo here?”

Whisky Jack laughed.

“Why, you old sinner! What's that to
you?”

The Chinaman bowed, with fluttering
hands.

“Him

Leave this
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“In China | have dead father, dead
mother, brother—all fambly. No see
them—" he spread his palms to emphasize

the length of his absence—“dead maybe;
live maybe. Wing Lo want die in China.
You go 'way, you send him China too,
maybe?”

There was an earnestness in the old
man’s manner that made Whisky Jack
open his eyes. He held out his hand.

“1f 1 go, you go too, Wing,” he said, a
bit huskily. “You've been a good boy
to me.”

Wing Lo was beginning a flowery ex-
pression of his thanks, when the door of
the surgery was rudely burst open and
Jevons stood on the threshold with Vin-
cente.

He eyed the two insolently.

“See ’'ere, Doc,” he began, “there's
something fishy about all this.”

“Extremely so, | fancy.” Whisky Jack’s

tone was that of Harley'Etreet. Jevons
glared at him.
“None o' that,” he snarled. “Where's

that stone?”

Whisky Jack stood seventy-five inches
off the floor, and rowed No. 6 in a certain
university eight long ago. Moreover,
neither whisky nor slack living can al-
together deprive a strong man of the
punch that is his, or the ingrained habit
of staring down an inferior.

“You damned little backstreets rat!”
The doctor took a pace toward Jevons,
and his voice boomed with a long un-
practised imperiousness. “What's that
to you?”

He hit the very astonished Jevons a
sharp half-arm jab on the point of the
chin, and that individual, being taken
unawares, dropped forthwith to sleep in
the arms of his dusky satellite. Vincente
spat something venomous in Portuguese,
and to his further unlimited shock and
horror found himself summarily treated
in like manner.

Whisky Jack stood looking down at the
two limp figures for a full minute. Then
he smiled amusedly.

“Good gad!” he remarked, asif toWing
Lo, who was staring at him transfixedly.

1S7

“It’s thirty years since | did that .

He inspected his knuckles with care, as
if to make certain there was no damage
done; then he grinned again like a school-
boy and turned to the Chinaman.

“Come along,” he suggested. “These
fellows go armed, I'll wager. Look ’'em
over, Wing.”

The yellow man bent for a moment
over the two on the ground, and pro-
duced a flat and wicked looking blue
automatic and a sinuous knife. Whisky
Jack dropped them both into a drawer of
his lamentable desk, then hauled the re-
viving Jevons to his feet.

“Now,” he boomed in a parody of a
bedside manner, “your complaint, my
dear fellows, calls for one remedy only.
Change of air, coupled with exercise.
That's my prescription for you, so get oul”®
while you can, my boys. Your friend on
the table’s dead, if it's any news to you;
and as for the question one of you had the
damned impertinence to ask me awhile
ago, I'm not clear what stone you mean.
If it's a diamond, why, here it is.”

And he fished the glittering thing out
of his pocket, tossed it jauntily in the air,
caught it and replaced it. The two thieves
goggled at him.

“Now git, imshi, scat, futsack—what-
ever way you like it best—out of here!
And if ever I come across you two again
I'll—" He shook his bony fist threaten-
ingly at them and vanished into his den,
whence came the pop of a drawn cork in
celebration of his victory.

Jevons and Vincente looked at each
other, and at old Wing Lo standing im-
passive at the door. A rapid run over
themselves revealed their unarmed con-
dition; and with curses many, black and
melodramatic, they limped out of the
house in the strong afternoon sunshine,
as discomfited a couple of rogues as the
Java seas could produce.

Nevertheless, Wing Lo looked after
them with something like anxiety as they
staggered down the path. Then he turned
into the house, where the doctor was once
again devoting himself with gusto to his
favorite pastime. As he drank, he laughed.



128

v

FTY yards down the promontory
Pide, there was a tiny pocket in the

enveloping woods; a little green
glade among the trees, as it were, Jevons
and Vincente sat on their hunkers in its
confined space and swore violently and
with point.

“The dirty thievin’—” Jevons broke
off, almost with a grin at his own epithet.
Then he went on seriously.

“Listen ’'ere, you! We've got to 'ave
that sparkler. See why, don’t yer?”

Vincente looked at him with the stupid-
ity of the East when it desires to baffle,
and there is no blanker stare. The cock-
ney leaned forward and spoke almost into
the other’s face, shaking an agitated fore-
finger under the Eurasian’s nose. His
voice was hoarse with excitement.

“Wot kind of a life’s this, up an’ down
this 'ere damn’ coast—a trick on a cargo
boat now an’ again, an’ mebbe a little
smugglin’ as a sideline, like; sneak thievin’
inan’ out o’ these dirty little Dutch towns,
and prayin’ 'eaven some potbellied cop
ain’'t after us. Drinkin’ rotgut, when we
can get it, an’ eatin’ like pigs. ’Avin’
anythink white in petticoats lookin’ down
its nose at us—we ain’'t fit to associate
with 'em, thank yer!”

He paused and fairly spat in rage.

“An’ why? Why, me copper colored
jewel? Because we ain't got no boodle.
That's why. Cripes, let me lay 'ands on
'arf—a quarter o’ what 'e’s carryin’ in’is
pocket up the ’ill there, an’ it ain't no
bloomin’ East for me no more. No, it's
a P an’ O 'ome from Singapore, an’ the
stewards sirrin’ me, an’ good old London
ag'in, an’ the lights an’ pubs an’ decent
lush an’ girls—” He broke off, licking his
lips at the thought.

“An’ for you, Vincente, me buff col-
ored amigo, what'd it mean to you?
Rupees, eh—'undreds of 'em. ’'Ear 'em
chink, me lad! An’ you’'ll go back to your
fambly 'ome, which is Gawd knows where,
but you’'ve got one, an’ set up as a bloom-
in’ king there, wiv lashin’s to eat an’
drink, an’ call on any man’s daughters to
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fill your '"arem— Ain’t it so, me buekaroo
of a chee-chee rajah?”

The Goanese stared at him inscrutably,
with the sleepy, yellow tinged eyes of his
kind.

“And, senhor?” he inquired gently.

“Well, why don’t we go in an’ get that
stone off of 'im? 'Twouldn’'t take no
doin’ at all—there’'s only 'im an’ the lousy
chink.”

Vincente rolled a cigaret and nodded
slowly.

“And then, senhor?”
maddening deliberation.

Jevons swore'again, vehemently and
between his teeth.

“Wot the 'ell’'s the good of beatin’ about
the bush like this?” he demanded plain-

he asked, with

tively. “Are you cornin’ up with me to
puckarow 'im up the 'ill there, or ain’t
you?”

The other smiled as if in gentle toler-
ation of his violence. Then he spread his
hands apart in the gesture of helplessness
common to all Latins.

“We are unarmed, senhor,” he stated
simply. “On the other hand, he has his
own weapons as well as ours—and | see
his yellow man watching us from the door
at this moment.”

Jevons screwed his neck round the
edge of the undergrowth.

“An’ that's a fact!” he agreed, with a
further exercise in blasphemy. “Well,
what about it?”

“Have you a plan, senhor?” Vincente
took a blade of grass and began to plait it

between delicate brown fingers. Jevons
frowned.

“No,” he confessed at once. “’Ave
you?”

The Goanese expanded into an oily leer.
“Of a certainty, senhor!” he said dif-
fidently. “If the senhor will listen to
me. . .
\%

HISEY JACK lay flat on his
back, snoring thunderously, his
impressive nose the channel for
mighty blasts that echoed through the
empty bungalow. Wing Lo looked at him
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anxiously from his post in the doorway,
one eye on the pair down the hill.

“It is written that in wine is a strong
man’s consolation,” he said to himself
sententiously. “Also, that it is well to
assist the incapable.”

He hesitated a moment and then
slipped to the doctor’s side. Cautiously he
fumbled in a pocket, removed the great
glittering stone and returned to the door,
his inscrutable brown gaze on the path-
way. The sun slipped westward, and the
shadows lengthened into evening; but
there was no sign of the two ruffians down
the hill, nor sound, except the faintest of
murmurs now and again.

Whisky Jack snored on, muttering to
himself now and again, and stirring some-
times in the half stupor of the alcohol
addict. Wing Lo went in to him, to pack
the pillow higher under his head; the doc-
tor murmured a petulant imprecation at
him.

Suddenly from outside came outcry,
the babble of two voices, high pitched in
furious altercation. The Chinaman ran
to the doorway, and Whisky Jack sat up
slowly, rubbing his eyes.

Down the path, amid the dappled
shadows, Jevons and the Goanese were
locked in a desperate embrace, cursing
each other fluently and gasping and trip-
ping on the slippery matted grass. Wing
Lo grinned at the doctor.

“Damn’ fools fight!” he chuckled.
rid of him, maybe.”

Whisky Jack scrutinized the struggling
pair indulgently.

“Let 'em alone,” he said. “They can't
do each other much harm. Begad, though,
look at that, Wing!”

Jevons tore himself loose from the
Eurasian with an effort and struck once
and tw'ice with something that glittered.
Vincente clapped a hand to his shoulder,
stumbled and collapsed in a heap.

The doctor ran heavily down the glade
to where Jevons was standing panting
over his victim, a reddened pocket knife
in his hand. He turned a yellow toothed
grin on Whisky Jack.

“That’s done for the swine!” he gasped.

“Be
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The doctor knelt over the Goanese.

“No such thing,” he pronounced.
“Next time you stick a man with a toy
like that, my friend, try three inches
lower down. This fellow’s half scared to
death, that's all.”

He turned to Wing Lo, attentive at his
side.

“Pick him up, the two of you, and
bring him in. I'll fix him in five minutes.
What was all that about?”

Jevons bent over Vincente, anxiety be-
ginning to be apparent on his face; the
Eurasian opened his eyes once, thought
better of it and closed them again with a
moan.

“'E ain't 'urt bad, Doc, is 'e?” the
cockney inquired solicitously. Whisky
Jack snorted.

“Not he. Bring him up to the house
and I'll have him on his feet in a jiffy.”

He shrugged his big shoulders and pre-
ceded them through the veranda into his
surgery. They laid Vincente on a couch,
and the doctor bent over him once more.

Jevons stood in the doorway, hesitat-
ing as if in doubt of the proper attitude for
him to adopt. Wing Lo awaited orders.

“Hot water, Wing!” Whisky Jack
stripped the singlet from Vincente's
shoulder, and the Chinaman passed into
his kitchen.

Then, in a flash, the two leaped on the
unsuspecting doctor. Vincente, mirac-
ulously recovered from his swoon,
caught at his feet and jerked him to the
floor, while Jevons, the small knife in his
hand, pinioned him round the neck and
drew back to strike. The Goanese cried a
warning at him.

“Wait, senhor, wait! The stone first!”

Wing Lo padded swiftly to the door,
a rusty skillet in his hand. Jevons
reached across to the bureau drawer and
yanked out the revolver.

“You savvy hands up!” he snapped,
and the yellow man’s crooked fingers flew
skyward.

For an instant the group remained im-
mobile, as if struck to a tableau; then the
doctor began to struggle furiously, thresh-
ing the Goanese about the floor like a
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hooked fish. Jevons scowled wickedly at
him and shifted the revolver to his left
hand.

“'0Old ’'ard, Vincente!”
“Lemme 'ave a dekko at 'im!”

There was the empty whisky bottle on
the floor, rolling ready to his hand. He
grabbed it, and struck with vicious ex-
pertness at Whisky Jack’s graying head.
Then he rose to his feet, drove Wing Lo
before him into the kitchen, locked him
in, and returned to Vincente, in time to
find that ingenious opportunist busy with
the pockets of the inert form on the floor.

Jevons kicked him without undue pas-
sion.

“'Ere! None o’ that,” he said.
dos for both of us.”

He stooped and caught Whisky Jack
under the shoulder blades.

“C’'mon,” he went on.
outside.

he panted.

“Fair

“Let’s get 'im
'S too bloomin’ dark to see in

\

MILE to seaward the power launch
was flying east, with Cornelius
Van Tromp, Melissa and Miles
nyon crouched under the cowl.
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He was at once made aware of what that
cause was.

“Ja, mynheer inspektor,” he said in
some agitation, “there was trouble, and |
put the three of them ashore.”

“Where?” Van Tromp fixed him with
a cold official eye.

Andries told.

“One of them was injured, mynheer,
and they said to me they w'ould get him
doctored.”

Without a word Cornelius dropped over
the side again.

“Full power!” he cried to the engineer.
He pulled Kenyon apart into the bow.
“You are a stranger to these parts, sir?”
he said in English.

Kenyon nodded.

“Why?” he inquired.

“There are strange things to be met
with in these seas.” Cornelius set his head
on one side and regarded the other with a
twinkle. “You have maybe some influence
with—" He nodded toward Melissa sway-
ing to the rush of the seas.

Kenyon grinned a trifle sheepishly, and
Van Tromp went on.

“See to it that she remains on board to-
night,” he said shortly. “You are capable

Tée handling firearms?”

light was beginning to fail, and it wouldHe handed Miles an automatic and

have taken sharper eyes than theirs to
have distinguished the form of Whisky
Jack, strapped to a chair, and carried into
the veranda by Jevons and Vincente.
Ahead, the Hendryk Van Dam came
lumberingly to an anchor in a tiny har-
bor, and Andries, having seen his cargo
beginning to be broken out, retired to his
cabin and schnapps, with a grumbled
thanksgiving at being clear of thieves,
murderers and other like fry. He pre-
pared to devote himself to an evening of
Schiedam and scat with his burly mate.
Two hours later the good skipper's
peace was rudely disturbed by the roar
of the power boat’'s engine and the sud-
den arrival over the side of that much re-
spected official, Inspector Van Tromp.
Andries rose, his brow corrugated into
wrinkles, for Cornelius did not leave his
base in Macassar without urgent cause.

went aft to confabulate with his engineers.

Melissa greeted Kenyon’s announce-
ment with speechless attention; when he
came to his earnest end, she laughed de-
lightedly.

“Do you think you can keep me out of
it—now?” she said. “1'd like to see you
try!”

THE DARK hung clammily

about the bungalow. In the

surrounding woods, blacker

than the moonless night itself,

beasts moved with faint rustlings, and

there was now and then the crash of

branches as some preying animal sprang

to its kill. Beyond that and the murmur
of the sea on the beach, silence.

Jevons and Vincente padded softly

about their victim, by the smoky light of

a hurricane lamp. Whisky Jack still sat
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inert and unconscious in his chair, lashed
to the arms with ropes, his head on his
breast, while the two strove to rouse him
to consciousness. In the kitchen, Wing
Lo had ceased his frantic efforts to escape,
and now, doubtless, awaited events with
the easy fatalism of the Orient.

Jevons flung another bucket of water
over the doctor and stood off, watching
its effect.

“Gawd!” he remarked piously. “I must
'ave clouted 'im one! 'Ere, you ’'ave a try.
at 'im.”

The Goanese stooped over the still
form, set his ear to the heart and flicked
up an eyelid with his forefinger.

“He lives,” he said unconcernedly. “In
a little he will recover, and then—" he
eyed Jevons malevolently. There was
mistrust instinct in the look, and the
cockney was quick to feel it.

“An’ then wot?” he asked brutally.
“Then | s’pose you'll do yourself proud,
finishin’ 'im. Well, go ahead an’ do it, me
murderin’ beauty—'e’s tied up, ain’t 'e?”
He spat contemptuously and Vincente
started as if he had been stung.

“Have a care, senhor!” he growled.
“This is not the time for jesting.”

Jevons curled his lip at him scornfully
and was about to pursue the subject a
great deal farther, when Whisky Jack in
the chair stirred, and the pair turned their
attention to him once again. Another
bucket of water, skilfully doused over his
head and shoulders, and the doctor came
to himself with a groan.

Jevons bent over him solicitously.

“'Ow d'ye feel, Doc?” he inquired.
“ 'Struth, you must ’'ave a good ’ard
skull.”

Whisky Jack shook his head muzzily, as
if to clear the cobwebs from his brain.
Then, as the light dawned upon him, he
glared fiercely at Jevons.

“Well?” he asked in a thick voice.

Jevons pulled a battered old deck chair
up to him and sat down.

“See 'ere, Doc,” he began ingratiating-
ly, “me an’ me yeller pal 'ere ain’t on this
job for a joke, as you may well lay to. So
you'll 'ave to listen careful to what I'm
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goin’ to say to you, 'cos it ain’t said in
play, nor in kindness neither, by Gawd!
Where’s that damn’ stone?”

Whisky Jack met his ferret's eyes with
a stare from which the uncertainty of un-
consciousness was fast vanishing. A grim
little smile twisted the corners of his
mouth.

“So that's it, is it, my little friends?”
he asked steadily. “Well, since you've had
the opportunity of going over me, I've
no doubt you should be able to tell me
that better than I can.”

Jevons showed his teeth in an unpleas-
ant grin.

“Oh, no, yer don’t!” he jerked out.
“None o’ that closed-up stuff for us, mis-
ter. It's either you or us—an’ | reckon
you’'ll know pretty fair which it’ll be, if
it comes to it. We ain’t neither of us the
stuff to stick at little things like 'urtin’
people to get what we want.”

He paused menacingly. Whisky Jack
threw back his head and laughed till the
bats fled out of the eaves.

“Why, you poor little rats!” he cried.
“1 believe you're threatening me.”

Jevons fell abruptly silent, and the two
thieves sat face to face with their victim
for a long minute. Then the cockney
jumped to his feet.

“Come 'ere!” he called savagely to Vin-
cente, and the pair vanished into the
house.

For a long twenty minutes they were
absent, and Whisky Jack had leisure to
consider his position. There was not much
doubt of its nature; his years on that
coast had taught him to recognize scul-
duggery, and dangerous sculduggery,
when he saw it. And in his own mind
there was no particular uncertainty of
what might be awaiting him at the hands
of the two ruffians inside the bungalow.
A few moments tentative struggling with
hjs bonds convinced him that mere escape
was out of the question; and his mind,
practical by instinct, turned to the only
possibility—Wing Lo the Chinese.

As for the stone itself, it was clearly
vanished. An instant’'s thought narrowed
its whereabouts to two quartern—either
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the Chinese himself, or one of his assail-
ants. Probably, he thought to himself,
the latter; if so, and one of them was
doublecrossing the other, the outlook for
him was a poor one indeed. Obviously
they would apply whatever ingenious
form of violence they were now maturing,
until— With an effort he drove his mind
down the other trail, that of the China-
man.

Wing Lo, he argued, might well have
abstracted the stone while he slept— pos-
sibly as a kind of security for his pledged
return to beloved Cathay. In any event,
where was the old man now? Killed,
maybe; although he had a faint but clear
notion that it .would take more than
Jevons and Vincente to trap that wide-
awake old fellow to his end. At any rate,
what hope there was, and it was a slight
one, rested in him.

His mind turned, as men’s minds will
in the face of imminent peril, to old and
faraway scenes—Guy’s Hospital, Harley
Street, and the familiar London lights; the
rattle of the traffic in the Strand, the hush
and iodoformed efficiency of the operat-
ing theater . .

He almost drowsed off to sleep in the
midst of his reminiscence, while the sea
rippled placidly on the beach a hundred
yards away, and a low moon swam slowly
upward, throwing a patch of silver light
on the veranda floor.

Then there came the sinister padding of
naked feet on the boards, and the two
men returned, Jevons carrying in his arms
a brazier of glowing charcoal, and the
Goanese swinging an iron rod. The cock-
ney set his burden down before Whisky
Jack and regarded him triumphantly.

“Now then,” he began in a low, venom-
ous whisper, “where’s that stone?”

VI

ING LO sat on the floor of his
Wdark kitchen, and meditated ami-
ably on the folly of the white man.
Between his fingers there was the soapy
feel of Melissa’s diamond, and his placid
smile grew yet more expansive as he pic-

tured himself at ease for the rest of his
life among the joss sticks and paddy
fields of distant China.

The mere fact of his being at the mo-
ment incarcerated in a pitch black kitchen,
and with something more than an outside
chaiice of a violent end at the hands of
Jevons and Vincente, worried him not at
all. There was always the way out of
things, and Wing was not a Chinaman
for nothing. Whichever turn the Fates
gave to affairs was all one to Wing Lo.

But of one thing he made up his old
mind as he squatted on the floor; the two
thieves should not lay hands on the dia-
mond, whatever treatment they might
choose to mete out to him. He mumbled
a Chinese saying to himself about the
vengeance prepared for the iniquitous.

In the rest of the house there had been
silence for a long time. Now it was broken
by the murmur of voices, and the pad of
feet in the empty rooms, and he heard
Jevons and Vincente on the veranda.
With an effort, and by laying his ear to the
wall, he could just catch the words; and
for ten long minutes he remained immo-
bile, his wrinkled yellow face a study in
changing emotions. s+

The sounds that come to him through
the wall were not calculated to maintain
his composure unruffled. The cockney’s
voice changed from wheedling to threats,
from threats back to cajolery again, and
finally rose to brutal menace. Wing Lo
grasped the situation promptly, and his
hands crimped with new anxiety as he lay
flattened out, his ear to the woodwork; a
new light broke upon him, and his vis-
ions of the celestial kingdom began to fade
before it. Whisky Jack was in desperate
case, and the old Chinese had all his
countrymen'’s ideas of loyalty.

Jevon’s voice suddenly gave place to
that of the Goanese, silkily incisive and
with deviltry in its smooth tones; it had
a Carrying quality not present in the
cokney’s, and Wing Lo could catch every
word.

“Enough of this, senhor! You will dis-
cover nothing by threats. Permit me—"

There was a pause, and then a mut-
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tered “ Gawd!” from Jevons. Followed a
deep, irrepressible groan, and through the
door filtered a horrid and not to be mis-
taken smell of burning flesh. Then once
again Vincente's voice, deadly and per-
suasive.

“You will speak now, eh, Doctor? Re-
member, this is only a little—how do you
say it?—Ilark! From this we proceed—
Senhor Jevons, blow a little on the char-
coal—to more interesting experiments.
Red pepper, for instance, or the bastinado
on the feet. Ah, believe me, Doctor, we
in India know a little about persuasion!”

Another pause, and then again:

“No? You arc a little obstinate, surely.
Senhor Jevons, the iron once more, if you
please. Now, Doctor, a small touch here
—a trifle only, eh?—but it has its merits
as a maker-up of minds, does it not?”

Wing Lo heard Whisky Jack fighting
hia bonds, and the chair creaking under
his struggles. Then there was a deep and
bitter curse from the doctor, a high cackle
of laughter from Vincente, and another
agonized groan. The Chinaman suddenly
hauled himself to his feet.

“In a friend’s misfortunes is the re-
vealing of generosity,” he said to himself
sententiously. “Nevertheless, this in-
dividual parts from the treasure with re-
gret.”

He thumbed the stone again lovingly,
and commenced to hammer on the door.

“Hi, you damn’ feller outside!” he cried
in his pidgin English. “You makee leave
dolctol alone. Him no have diamond—
Wing Lo have him here. Open door!”

Outside on the veranda Vincente looked
up from his grisly work; Jevons jumped to
his feet from his position over the brazier,
and their eyes met.

“Stay here, Vincente—I'll let the old
devil out.”

Jevons started for the door, but the
other raced after him with a snarl. Among
these thieves, honor was all very well,
but vigilance profited a great deal more;
and the two of them almost fell over ea,ch
other in their mutual anxiety to prevent
any of the overreaching either would
have been delighted to attempt. Jevons
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wrenched open the door, and Wing Lo,
came out, blinking in the lamplight.

“Well,” Jevons shot at him, “where is
it, you damn’ yellow idol? 'And it over,
now, or I'll marrow the life out o’ you!”

The Chinaman was looking at the half
conscious doctor with horror. He turned
to Jevons, who swung the pistol threaten-
ingly, and then to Vincente, suggestively
busy over the glowing charcoal.

“You two vclly much no-good man,”
he observed severely. “Suppose p’lice him
come, you catchee plison quick—savvy?”

Jevons grinned at him cheerfully.

“Yus, | don’t think,” he replied ironic-
ally. “Now, come on, chinky—out with
it, or we'll 'ave to attend to you as well as
‘im!”

He nodded at the doctor in the chair,
and Vincente idly advanced his iron to
the victim’s scalp. Whisky Jack, scarred
and blistered, writhed helplessly and
opened his eyes.

“That you, Wing?” he asked hoarsely.

The Chinaman turned on Jevons.

“You let dolctol go—1 give you stone,”
he said hurriedly.

Whisky Jack found his voice.

“You'll do nothing of the sort, Wing!”
he said in something of his old decisive
tones. “You stick to it, my boy—savvy?
And as for you gentlemen—" he favored
his torturers with a twisted smile— “go
on, if it amuses you!”

Vincente gave a kind of yelp of fury
and advanced the white hot iron again;
Jevons covered Wing Lo with a hand that
shook with rage. For an instant the group
stood as if transfixed, weirdly illuminated
by the smoky lantern; then the China-
man, with a pitying glance at the doctor,
reached into the folds of his jacket.

Outside, underneath the steady lap of
the waves on the beach, came an almost
inaudible stutter, the roar of the Utrecht's
hard driven engines. None of the four
heard it, since Jevons had leaped for the
stone, snatched it, and fled out of the
veranda into the darkness; Vincente fol-
lowed him, swearing in an admixture of
brimstone Portuguese and Tamil; and
Wing Lo bent over the doctor, cutting his
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bonds and rendering hasty first aid to
the seared and blackened flesh of his head
and face.

VIl

E UTRECHT took the beach with

a rush, and Melissa tumbled into
Kenyon's arms. They had been
deep in an acrimonious argument, Miles
ordering and Melissa laughing at his pre-
tensions; and the sudden involuntary
physical contact loosened restraint in the
half angry man, with inevitable results.
Melissa slipped out of his embrace and
landed on the beach, in high indignation.

“Now just for that you’'ll see!” she
called back to Kenyon. “Stay behind?
Indeed! Who d'you think you'reordering
about— kisser of unprotected females!”

There was that in her tone which
brought Miles over the launch’s side in
adoring subjection. Cornelius Van Tromp
turned from an excited Chinaman.

“Robbery,” he said shortly. “They
still have your stone, mademoiselle. It
remains to be seen where they have—"

He whipped round suddenly at a sound
in the darkness of the forest a hundred
yards away—snarls, oaths, a yell and,
clear above the waves, a shot. Van
Tromp jerked out his automatic.

“We are answered,” he said. “Adriaan,
take the left; Jan, the right. Mynheer,
with me in the center— "

Melissa stepped to Kenyon's side, but
Van Tromp laid his hand on her arm.

“No,” he said, with much authority.
“You will kindly remain here, mademoi-
selle. This isno work forwomen.”

*Melissa would have protested, but the
little Dutchman brushed her aside un-
ceremoniously. The four men advanced
cautiously toward the dark woods, and
the girl was left with Wing Lo and the
empty power launch at the water’s edge.

Thirty yards away, where the trees
abruptly ended and the beach, pitted with
land crabs’ holes, began, Jevons lay mo-
tionless, watching the group tigerishly.
In his hand was the pistol, still smoking;
and somewhere in the blackness behind
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him lay what was left of Vincente, one
obstacle out of his way. He saw Van
Tromp and his companions move off
cautiously, and under the moon Melissa
and Wing Lo standing by the launch; a
wild scheme took possession of him. Very
quietly he began to snake forward across
the beach.

Melissa, still warm from Van Tromp's
summary treatment of her, and inci-
dentally in a tremor of anxiety for the
young doctor away in the darkness under
the mysterious trees, strained her eyes
after him, and had no thought for a
nearer menace. Wing Lo sat with his
back against the power boat's bow, ap-
parently lost in thoughts of his vanished
China. Jevons wormed his way along the
sand within ten feet of them, and then,
collecting himself, made a sudden leap
for the boat.

Melissa’'s scream and the Chinaman’s
exclamation were simultaneous with Jev-
ons’ curse as he found the boat’s nose
wedged in the sand. He threw the whole
of his weight frantically against the bow,
in an attempt to thrust it into deeper
water; but the old Chinaman— stung out
of his race’s dislike for personal combat—
flung himself upon him. Jevons turned
swiftly and shot him, the pistol muzzle
almost touching his body. Wing Lo
dropped, a limp heap, and the cockney”
hurled his weight once more on the boat’s
side.

Melissa subsequently denied, to Miles
Kenyon and the world at large, that she
had taken any violent hand in affairs at
that juncture; but the fact remains that
the scarecrow figure that dashed stum-
bling across the sand found the cockney
savagely attempting to tear himself loose
from a pair of remarkably strong young
arms, and just sufficiently hindered there-
by for Whisky Jack to get in a crushing
blow on his skull with Vincente’'s iron bar,
picked up at random on the veranda.
Jevons fell over Wing Lo, and the doctor
turned to Melissa.

“Hurt?” he inquired.

“Not a bit,” Melissa panted. Then, as
W hisky Jack bent hastily over the cock-
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ney and rummaged in his clothes, she
added, “Has he got it?”

W hisky Jack straightened himself sud-
denly and faced her, the diamond in his
fingers.

“What did you say?”
creaking voice.

“Has he got my diamond?”

W hisky Jack stood impassive for a sec-
ond; the moonlight playing on his seared
and scorched brow, the two motionless
figures at his feet, and Melissa before him.

Then he gave vent to something be-
tween a sigh and a grunt.

“Apparently,” he said gravely, and was
presenting it to her as Van Tromp and
Miles Kenyon hurried anxiously to the

he asked in a

scene.

Once more there was a body on the im-
provised operating table in the bunga-
low’s living room. Whisky Jack bent over
it, instruments in hand, while Kenyon
watched him admiringly.

“Lucky for him he’s a thick cranium.”
The elder man delicately raised a sliver of

bone. “I hit him hard enough to brain an
ordinary case!”

He worked on, finished his task,
strapped up the cockney’'s head, and

stood erect, to find Kenyon with out-
stretched hand.

“Congratulations, Sir Alexander!”
There was something like reverence in
Miles’ tone. “We've a lot of technique to
learn yet— some of us!”

W hisky Jack stepped back, stared at
Kenyon, and his face clouded.

“You have my name, | see, sir,” he said
stiffly. “1 had hoped it was by now for-
gotten.”

Kenyon smiled.

“W e still talk of you in Harley Street,
Sir Alexander.” Then,with ayoungman'’s
daring, “Why not come back to us?”
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Sir Alexander Shirriff strode to the win-
dow and stood looking down on the moon-
lit sea, and the beach of his lectures to
the land crabs. There was a long silence.

Then he turned to Kenyon again.

“No, my boy,” he said gruffly. “Bet-
ter leave Alec Shirriff here as Whisky Jack
= it's more his line now.”

“Nonsense, sir!” Miles laid a hand on
the other’'s bowed shoulder. “There are
a dozen men in London who'd meet you
at Tilbury Docks, and more than gladly.”

W hisky Jack smiled at him, a trifle rue-
fully.

“Kenyon,” he said, “this thing is a co-
incidence—and one of fortune's little
practical jokes. An hour ago | had made
up my mind to do just what you say, and

I held in my hand the passport to it.
Now—" he spread his hands apart, and
looked round the dirty room— “no, my

boy, you take the girl off, and leave us
here— W hisky Jack, and old Wing. Il
patch him up in a month.”

Kenyon went to the door by way of

reply.
' “Melissa,” he called.
ander Shirriff, dear,” he announced, as
the girl came in, wide eyed. “You've
robbed him of his chance of getting home
by recovering your stone, he says.”

“What do you mean?” the girl asked.

Miles told her, while Whisky Jack
looked on, a grim little smile on his
scarred face. Melissa colored pink with
embarrassment. Then she ran to the old
man, and fairly dragged him from the
room.

“Leave him to me, Miles,” she said over
her shoulder.

Miles Kenyon glanced at Jevons on the
table, grinned, and followed the pair with
his hands in his pockets, and a look of
complete content on his face.

“This is Sir Alex-



HE KID was scouting along the
rim of the Big Bench, playing

his mouth harp as he rode.
Softly, because yo’-all had to
be mighty careful nobody down in the

valley noticed and took a long shot at
you just for luck. Lead hornets buzzed
quite plentiful down there where the cow
thieves lived and a man had to be careful
how he rode. But shucks! Y o’-all
couldn’'t hear that mouth harp any far-
ther'n you could flip a rock with your
thumb and finger.

So the kid played “My Bonnie Lies
Over The Ocean” with variations he had

The Rim
R ider

A Story of Young
Tiger Eye and the
War of the Nesters

By B M. BOWER

made up all by himself while he rode the
long trail from Texas. Any mouth harp
player could play “Bonnie,” but nobody
played it just like the kid. Same way
with the “Mocking Bird.” Yo’'-all had to
know mockers before you could play that
piece so it sounded like anything at all.
The kid could do it. He could start the
chorus same as anybody, “Listen to the
mocking bird— " and from there on he
could trill and warble and twitter and
cheep that old mouth harp for half a
mile, Pecos going at a walk with his head
swinging low, half asleep.

The kid didn't play the mocking bird
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now. You had to have your mind at rest
and nothing to do but ride the long trail

when yo’'-all put the mocker into that

tune. Couldn’'t play it worth shucks
when you didn't know what minute
yo’'-all might have to quit playing and

grab your gun and shoot. So the kid
played “My Bonnie” softly and his eyes
glanced warily this way and that as he
rode.

Bad country up this way. Worse than
down on the Brazos when pap and Buck
Thomas got to fighting the Gonzales
boys. Never knew what minute a Gon-
zales might try to pot-shot you just
‘cause you were one of old Killer Reeves’
boys. Up here it was worse, because the
whole blamed country was out gunning
for each other. Nice country, but plumb
full ofornery, no account cow thieves that
wouldn’'t wait to see if a fellow was all

right but would holler, “Draw, you
coyote!” and come a-shooting, plumb
crazy-like.

Rode at the kid like that, one of them
did. That was day before yesterday. The
kid was riding down off the hill, meaning
to ask the first rancher he met for a job.
Singing along, plumb happy and content.
Never thought a word about having
trouble, when here comes this feller riding
and hollering—

“Draw, you coyote!”

Well, the kid drew, all right. No boy of
old Killer Reeves could be slow with a
gun and keep his hide on his back. Not
while pap was alive, he couldn’'t. Didn't
kill the fellow, though. Didn’'t have to.
Didn’'t aim to kill a man, never no time,
no matter how the play came up. Pap
done Killing enough for the Reeves family,
and the kid had left Texas just to keep
from Killing somebody. Folks know
your old papwas a killer, they think yo’-all
have just naturally got to be a killer too.
Force you into it. Pull out and go North
— that was the kid's way of solving the
problem.

Funny, though. If Nate Wheeler
hadn’'t come riding and shooting thata-
way, the kid wouldn't have met up with
Babe Garner. Wheeler fell off his horse
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dead, but it wasn't the kid that killed
him. That was Babe shot him in her
head with a rifle when he saw Wheeler
was going to kill the kid right there in the
road. Shucks! Itshuah wasworth riding
all the way up from Texas to Montana,
just to meet up with a fellow as nice and
friendly as Babe Gamer was. Took the
kid right to camp with him and made him
feel to home. The kid felt a warm wave
of gratitude shoot up his spine at the
thought of Babe’'s fine hospitality and
friendship. Couldn’'t beat that nowhere,
not even back home on the Brazos.

Shuah was a snaky kinda country the
kid had got into, though. The kid didn't
know just all the ins and outs of the fuss,
for Babe Gamer didn’t tell any more than
he had to and the kid had been taught to
ask blame’ few questions. But Babe
seemed to think the kid ought to be told
enough so he wouldn’'t go riding straight
up to a man again in this country. The
way Babe told it, the cow thieves that let
on like they were nesters had banded to-
gether to wipe out the Poole, which was a
big Eastern outfit. Babe was a Poole
rider. He said the nesters were stealing
the Poole blind and the bosses back East
wanted it stopped. Babe said the Poole
wouldn't stand for no more and they now
looked on all cow thieves same as they did
on wolves. Varmints to be got rid of.
Nate Wheeler was gunnin’ for Poole
riders, Babe said, and that was why he
rode at the kid thataway.

Babe said the kid could stay right there
in line camp W'ith him and ride for the
Poole. He said the kid would be on the
payroll because the Poole shuah needed
good honest men and Babe would send
word to the boss he had one over here.
That was shuah white of Babe, and again
the kid felt that warm, boyish glow of
gratitude.

THE KID played absently, his
thoughts dwelling on what Babe
had said. Babe seemed to
think Poole riders had to be
fighters. Maybe he ought to tell Babe he
wouldn’'t kill a man for nobody; he'd seen
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too much of that back home. But Babe
never asked him if he'd kill a man. Babe
knew he could shoot and would shoot,
and he seemed to kinda take it for granted
that meant shoot to kill. The kid hated
to lay down on Babe, but it was kinda
hard to explain just how he felt about
killing. Anyway, Babe never asked him a
word about that part. |If he did, the kid
would tell him straight out where he
stood.

Poole riders kinda expected to down a
man for keeps if it came to gun play be-
tween them and nesters, the kid reckoned.
Babe said ranching was just a blind with
the nesters, and they really were outlaws
that made a business of robbing and kill-
ing and slapping their brands on Poole
stuff. Brand the calves and beef the
cows and peddle the meat to butchers in
the towns around that stood in with the
gang. Babe said the Poole had tried the
law and it wouldn't work, because the
Poole was an Eastern firm and all the
nesters and town folks hung together.
No jury in the country would convict a
cow thief, Babe said. So the Poole was
going to shoot it out with the gang. He
said the kid must keep his weather eye
peeled and not let any rider get within
gunshot of him unless he was a friend and
a Poole man.

What the kid should do
turned out to be a rustler, Babe didn't
say. Reckon he thought a man just up
from the Brazos would know without any
telling. Draw and shoot—and be darn’
shuah yo’'-all do it quicker than the other
feller. That was the way
Nate Wheeler rode at him.
sample of what the folks in the valley
were like, the kid decided that Babe
Gamer didn't make the story half strong
enough against the cow thieves.

Riding slowly along the rim of the
bench land as he thought things over, the
kid stared curiously at the country spread
below. Little hills and wide valleys all
covered with grass and flowers, and
meadowlarks singing on every bush and
weed, and a creek running along the bot-
tom of every wrinkle between the hills—

if the man

it was when
If that was a
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all down in there was cow thief country.
All that wide stretch away north to the
Missouri was cow thief country, too, ac-
cording to Babe. Back up here on what
Babe called the Big Bench was Poole
country. Nesters in the low land, Poole
in the high country, and the cattle drifting
back and forth between—or being driven
back and forth, as the case might be. All
mixed up, going where the grass looked
greenest and the winding creeks coolest,
and only the brands to say which was
which.

That rough country away
next the river, that was Bad
cording to Babe. That was where the
cow thieves drove the cattle they stole.
Had their little ranches back up here in
the coulees and planted oats
and

over there
Lands, ac-

and wheat
ran their fences where all the best
water and grass would be inside. Looked
like honest nesters getting a home fixed
up for their families and never harming
anybody— but they were all banded to-
gether against the Poole, stealing cattle,
running off horses, shooting Poole riders
on sight.

The kid'sjob was to ride along up here
on the rim, just lazy-like, and watch
through field glasses for any bunch of
cattle being rounded up or driven along
in the nester country below. Anything
that looked like a roundup down there, or
even a bunch of riders going anywhere,
the kid was to ride to the top of a small
pinnacle standing back from the rim of the
bench and signal with a little round look-
ing glass Babe Garner had given him.

It wasn't much of a job. The Kkid
would rather ride with Babe, wherever it
was he had struck out for at daylight.
But Babe didn’'t act like he wanted any-
body along. Just gave the kid the field
glasses and the little looking glass and
told him where to go and what to do, and
to look out no nester went to bouncing
bullets around him. Watch the valley
and report any movement of men or
cattle. Three quick flashes for a bunch of
riders, and three—two—one for riders
driving cattle. Then one flash if they
went toward the Bad Lands, two for the
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river, three for the Big Bench. Poole
headquarters was back somewhere on the
Big Bench and it was somebody at the
ranch would get the signals, Babe said.
Easy. Too blamed easy for Tiger Eye
Reeves from down on the Brazos.

The kid watched faithfully for awhile,
halting Pecos behind boulders while he
got off and focused the glasses on this
ranch and that ranch and the tranquil
rangeland in between. Quiet as Sunday
afternoon in a Quaker village, down there.
Chickens walking around hunting grass-
hoppers in the edge of the grain fields—
dam’ good glasses, that would show you a
hen after a grasshopper three, four miles
off. These belonged to Babe. The kid
hoped hewouldn’t be needing them today.
He liked Babe Garner. Shuah would
hate to have anything happen to him.
Any cow thief got Babe— The kid did
not follow that thought to its conclusion,
but his yellow right eye—the one that
looked at times like the eye of a tiger in
the face of a boy—took on a menacing
stare altogether deadly and misleading.
They shuah better not touch Babe Garner!

HE MOUNTED and rode

slowly on to where new vistas

presented themselves. Coulees

whose high, sheltering arms
had blocked his view lay wide open to his
sight and the kid once more dismounted
and settled himself comfortably on a rock
while he inspected each ranch in turn
and compared itwith a map of the valley
he had found that day when he first met
Babe Garner. The day Nate Wheeler
was shot. Every ranch was marked on
the crude map, and the man’s name and
brand set down by each little square.
Most of the names had an X in front;
the kid didn’'t know why, unless it meant
cow thief. Or maybe it meant honest
nester—only that would make most of
them honest and Babe said they were
most all thieves.

Nobody seemed to be stirring in the
No riders bobbing around on the
nobody working in the fields, no
showing where cattle were

valley.
levels,
dust cloud
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being held in a roundup. Babe thought
there might be some action today, but
there wasn’'t. Reckon the nesters were
laying low; waiting for dark, maybe.
Over across there was Nate Wheeler's
place, back in a deep coulee. The Kkid
could see the trail down off Big Bench
where he had been riding along down,
singing or playing his mouth harp or
something— anyway, not looking for trou-
ble— when Nate Wheeler came spurring
straight at him, hollering—

“Draw, you coyote!”

The kid’'s mouth drooped a little at the
corners as the very spot seemed to spring
right at him through the powerful glasses.
Damn’ fool, cornin’ at him thataway
without waiting to see who he was meet-
ing up with. Clipped a lock of the kid’s
hair, that's how close he came to killing.
All the nesters like that one, it shuah did
pay a man to watch out for 'em.

The kid swung the glasses farther, into
the coulee and along the trail to the gate
and on up to Wheeler's cabin. There he
held them steady, little puckers showing
in the skin around his eyes, he squinted
so. His lips fell slightly apart while he
watched. No wonder the valley was
empty and no nesters stirring! Having a
funeral for Nate Wheeler, that was why.
Yard full of wagons and saddle horses,
men standing around outside the house,
not talking but just standing there look-
ing sour. Every one packin’ guns. A
Poole man wouldn’'t stand no show a-tall
in that crowd. About as much show as a
brush rabbit with a pack of hounds. If
they knew who it was shot Nate Wheeler
—if they knew it was Babe Garner and
Tiger Eye Reeves— hell shuah would be
a-popping right soon!

“Nate Wheeler shuah must be a right
populah man,” the kid murmured to
himself in his soft Texas drawl.

But his forehead pulled into deep lines
of puzzlement while he gazed. Something
about that crowd over there in the coulee
nagged at him with a sense of strange-
ness, but it wasn't the guns and it wasn't
the harsh quiet of the men.

The kid sharpened the focus a little,
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still gazing with his forehead wrinkled,
trying to figure out what was wrong.
Now the men- were edging back from
the door— plain as if he stood in the yard
with them he could see all they did.
Plain as looking at a play on the stage.
Fetching the coffin out, now. Just a
board box with strap handles nailed on,
nesters all stretching their necks like
turkeys in a grain field, minding their
manners but wanting to see it all. Some-
thing mighty strange, though. And then
the kid knew what it was. There weren’t
any women at that funeral. N ate
W heeler had a wife and a baby, but they
weren’'t there, either. Just men, not
dressed up in their Sunday clothes but
wearing colored shirts and overalls. Not
shaved, either. Looked like they had
just stopped by from their work. Plenty
of guns, though, and belts full of shells.

Seemed like he could hear the wagons
rattling. Never knew yo’'-all could bring
wagons so close with glasses you could
hear 'em rattle. The kid stared for two
seconds longer and took the field glasses
from his eyes.

Instantly that grim gathering in the
coulee receded into the slight movement
of vague dots three miles and more away.
The scene was gone, wiped out by the
distance. Instead, the kid was staring
down off the hill at a wagon that came
rattling down a long slope directly to-
ward him. The driver was standing up
lashing the horses into a run with the long
ends of the lines which he swung like a
flail upon their backs. The wagon was
jouncing along over hummocks and a
woman with her bonnet off and her hair
flying straight out behind her like the
tail of a running horse was hanging to the
seat like grim death.

E KID needed no field glasses

to see what happened next. A

man on horseback came tearing up

over the top of the little ridge. He
started shooting, but he didn’'t hit any-
thing at first and the team came on, leav-
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ing the road at the first turn and streak-
ing it straight down the slope. The
driver didn't seem to care where they
went so long as they kept going.

Then the horseman rode closer, still
shooting. The driver of the team made a
sudden dive down on one of the horses
and rolled off on to the ground and lay
still. The team turned a little and
snagged the front wheels in a big clump
of buck brush they tried to straddle.
Right lucky they stopped there— they'd
have piled up in a deep little gully in
another ten feet. The girl jumped out
and started running for the hill, the man
taking after her, yelling for her to stop.
But she didn't do it, though. She kept
right on along the edge of the wash.

She was a girl, all right. The kid knew
that as soon as she jumped out and
started running. She didn’'t run like a
woman, kinda stiff and her shoulders
jerking, taking little short steps and may-
be hanging to her skirts with one hand,
holding them up out of the way. This
one legged it for the hill like a boy.

The fellow after the girl was trying to
catch her before she got in the rocks
where he couldn’t ride. He’'d have to go
it afoot then and she’'d have a better
chance. It kinda looked as if she might
make it all right, especially when she
went over that wash in one long jump like
a deer and the fellow’'s horse balked and
reared back on the edge. That made the
man mad and he pulled down with his
gun and sent a bullet kicking up the dust
right in front of her. That scared her so
she stopped, not knowing which way to
turn. The fellow didn’'t shoot again but
took down his rope and jumped off his
horse.

The kid was waiting, with his blue left
eye squinted nearly shut and his yellow
right eye open and staring like a tiger
watching til! his supper walks a little
closer. They Kkept coming, closer and
closer, and the kid’'s gun barrel jabbed
forward and spat its opinion of such do-
ings.

The man was widening his loop as he
ran, but he dropped it as his arm jerked
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down to his side. Wore two guns, though.
He started to draw his gun with his left
hand, and the kid's gun spoke again.
The man gave a jerk and turned and
started running off up the slope, ducking
this way and that like a coyote dodging
a wolf hound. Then suddenly he sat
down right where he was and leaned over
sidewise, acting kinda sick.

W hen the kid took another look at the
girl she was lying on the ground all ina
heap like she'd fainted or been shot or
something. The kid watched her for a
minute and saw she didn't move, so he
slid down the bluff like a rolling rock,
bringing smaller stones, gravel and sand
along with him and gathering momentum
as he came. He wished he could travel
airline like his bullets; he could go so
much quicker and easier. Still, he wasn't
long on the road.

Then, just as he was slipping and sliding
and digging in his heels to stop himself
beside the girl, a shyness seized upon the
kid and dyed his face a deep crimson.
He was awful sorry for her and he hoped
she wasn’'t hurt, but he hung back and
didn't want to touch her or turn her over
to see if she was dead. Her hair was all
down over her face. One foot, clad in a
boy’'s heavy shoe, was thrust straight
out beneath her plaid gingham skirt.
The kid thought of a thoroughbred colt
when he glanced at her ankle, and looked
quickly away. Then he heard her give
a deep, gasping sigh and stepped back a
little farther. 1f she had just fainted she’'d
be coming to in a minute and she shuah
wouldn’'t thank him for standing there
gawping at her thataway.

The kid went on down the hill, a little
surprised to see how far the girl had run
from the wagon. Maybe he could do
something for her pappy; he reckoned
it was her old pap driving the horses, be-
cause he had long whiskers blowing out to
one side of his head when he stood up
pouring the gad to the team. Shuahwould
be hell if the old man was Kkilled. Fine
doings, taking after an old man and a girl
like that!

The kid walked over and stood looking
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down at the fellow on the ground. The
man glared up at him like a trapped wolf.
A tall, lean man with a high thin nose
and his eyes set too close together, mean-
ness emanating from him like a visible
thing. Both ears were swollen and red,
a puckery round hole showing in the
outstanding shell of each. The Kkid eyed
those ears with the peculiar and personal
interest of one who gazes upon his own
handiwork and is rather proud of the
job.

“When | plugged them eahs,” hedrawled
contemptuously, “1 shuah thought yo’-all
was just a plain skunk. | wisht I'd known
then yo’'-all was half skunk and half side-
windah!”

He turned and looked over to where
the horses stood panting on the brink of
the washout, the wagon tilted perilously
over the stout old bush. It seemed as
though the man huddled on the ground
moved his legs a little; a feeble motion
hardly more than a twitching. The kid
walked over there and lifted him into the
shade of a bush.

Old man, all right. Her old pappy,
shot in the back without a chance in the
world to help himself. Didn't even have a
gun on him. OId farmer, by the look of
him. Bald headed and little and old.
Skinny old neck wrinkled like an apple
that's laid out through a cold snap.
Wasn't dead, though. The kid pulled
the old man’'s shirt out of his overalls
and took a look at the wound, small and
bluish at the back, torn and bleeding
in front. Too far over to one side to Kill
him, looked like. Reckon it was that
knock on his head, right to one side of the
bald spot where the hair was thin, that
laid him out.

The kid investigated the head injury,
exploring with gentle fingers too wise for a
boy. But he had grown up in a harsh
school and he had looked upon many
hurts in the twenty years that he had
lived. That shot in the side— that
looked like it wouldn't amount to much.
The knock on the head might or might
not be serious, the kid thought. Didn't
seem to be any crack in the skull, but
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still you couldn’t tell, with an old man
like him. Have to wait and see how it
panned out.

THE KID got up and looked in

the wagon. A sack of flourwas

there, and a box of groceries

ail jumbled together, and a
demijohn lying on its side. The Kkid
hoped it held whisky, and reached a long
arm for it. Shuah enough—old pappy
liked his eye-opener when he got up in the
morning, and was taking home a jugful.
The kid gave him an eye-opener now, hold-
ing the old man’s head up and tilting the
jug to the ashy lips pinched together in
the long beard. Then he poured a little in
his palm and rubbed it on the blue lump
in the thin gray hair, and after that he
trickled a pungent little stream on the
bullet wound, front and back. Pap al-
ways claimed whisky was good for hurts.

Kept out bloodpoison. Carbolic acid
or whisky— pap always favored the
whisky.

The kid was thorough. He tilted the
jug again to the old man’'s mouth, and
this time there was a definite attempt to
swallow the stuff. The man’'s faded blue
eyes opened and he stared vaguely up
into the kid’'s face.

“Reckon yo’'-all's feelin’ some bettah,
suh,” the kid said shyly. “Right smaht
crack on the haid, but the whisky’ll keep
down the swellin”.” And when the old
eyes still questioned, the Kkid offered
further encouragement. “Bullet dug it-
se'f a trail in yo’'-all's side, but it ain’t
deep nohow.”

The old man opened his mouth and
moved his jaw uncertainly, trying to
speak. His eyes never left the Kid's
face.

“Pete Gorham, he ain’t feelin’ so peart
himse’'f,” the kid observed mildly, glanc-
ing over to where he had left Pete.

Abruptly he laid the old man down and
stood up.

“Yo'-all ovah theah, seddown/” he
called sharply, and went over and sat
Pete down rather violently. He yanked
off Pete's suspenders and tied his feet
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together with them before he returned to
Pete’s victim.

“Where's Nellie?” The man was still
dazed, but at least he could speak once
more.

The kid gave a sigh of relief.

“Why, suh, she—" he turned and
looked back toward the hill— “she’s corn-
in". She’ll be heah directly, suh.”

And he bethought him to tilt the jug
again to the old man’s lips, quick, before
the girl got there. Women were queer.
They'd know there was a jug in the house
and they’'d sweep all around it, but they
made a fuss if their men took a drink out
of it. The kid had always wondered at
the way his mother and sisters had always
acted about pap’'s whisky jug.

The drink revived the old man a little,
but he seemed to have only a vague idea
of what had taken place.

“Team run away,” he mumbled.
“Throwed me out. Where's Nellie? She
was in the wagon when the team run
away.”

She came, wearily choosing the easiest
way through the rocks and brush, her
long yellow hair pulled forward over her
left shoulder and her fingers moving
mechanically with three strands big as
a well rope, braiding them together as she
walked. Her face was pale and finely
sprinkled with freckles and her mouth
drooped at the corners, but the Kkid
thought she was beautiful and he blushed
a dark red as he tipped his hat to her.
When she came up he retreated to the
nearest horse which stood with sweaty
flanks heaving spasmodically after the
The kid stood at its head and pulled
the forelock smooth under the browband
while he watched the girl with sidelong
glances from under his hat brim.

“You hurt, pa?” The girl sank on her
knees beside the old man. “Pete shot
you, didn't he?”

“Pete? Pete who? The horses run
away. Guess they throwed me out.
Where was we goin’, Nellie? Wasn't we
goin’some place?”

“We was goin’ home, pa.” She was
kneeling there looking at the blue lump on

run.
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her father's head, and from there her
staring eyes turned to the bullet wound in
his side, which the kid had left uncovered
ready for further ablutions of raw whisky.
“Don’'t you remember when Pete Gorham
took in after us, and you remembered
you never got your gun back from the
bartender before you left town?”

“Town? What town?” The old man
lifted a shaking hand to his head and
winced as his fingers touched the lump
there. “Horses run away, | remember
that. Did we go to town? |
member any town we went to, Nellie.”

“You don't?” The girl sat back and
stared at her father with a puzzled look
of horror. “Don’'t you remember we
went to Nate Wheeler’'s funeral yesterday
and you read a chapter in the Bible there
at the grave over by Hans Becker’s house
where they had him?”

“Becker, Becker? No-0, | can't—"

“Well, don't you remember we drove
right from Becker'son into Badger Creek,
and stayed all night at Uncle Jim's place?
And don’'t you—"

“Jim?” The old man’'s groping was
painful to see. “Jim— kinda remember
something about Jim—don’'t know who he
was— "

“Uncle Jim tried to make us stay in
town till the Poole outfit is cleaned out.
And you wouldn’t, because you was afraid
they'd steal everything off the ranch;
You—was drinkin’.” In spite of her
worry and her pity her voice sharpened at
the charge. “You was so mad at Uncle Jim
you forgot to go back and get your gun,
so when Pete Gorham come after us—"

“Pete Gorham! Who's he? | don't
remember any—"

The kid’'s hand left its slow stroking of
the horse’'s sweaty jaw. He walked over
and stood beside the kneeling girl, bash-
ful but determined.

“ 'Scuse me,” he said diffidently, gun
hand going to his hat brim when she
looked up. “Did vyo’'-all say Nate
W heelah’s funeral taken place yeste'day?”

The kid stood there, paralysed at his
own temerity. He almost wished he
hadn’'t spoken.

can't re-
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GIRL stood up, her yel-
low head just about even with
the Kkid's pocket where the
mouth harp stood on end along-

side his bag of Bull Durham. The kid’'s
ears turned a slow and angry red under her
gaze.

“Why, of course, it— " She checked her-
self abruptly, one swift, troubled glance
going to her father on the ground. “You
must be a stranger in the valley if you
don’'t know—"

She cast a swift, suddenly enlightened
glance upward.

“Areyou oneof them Poole rim riders?”

The kid turned his head and sent a
glance back up the hill. It looked pretty
high from down here, and the rough ledge
formation at the top did much resemble
a rim. His eyes turned to the girl and
the red slowly faded from his ears and
neck.

“1 happen to be up theah when Pete
Gorham shot yo' pap,” he said with slow

meaning. “1 taken it upon myse'f to
stop Pete befoah he could carry out his
plan.”

“Well, wasn't you rim riding on the
valley?”

“l1 just happen to be theah at the
time.”

“You're a Poole rider, ain't*you?”

“Poole! Poole rider!” The old man
scrambled to a sitting posture, his face
working furiously as memory came back
with a rush. “One of them Texas Killers,
| betcha! Was it you dry gulchcd my son
Ed? Where's my gun?” He clawed
futilely at his hip where no gun was hol-
stered. “If it was you killed my boy—"

“No, suh, it wasn't me.” The Kkid’'s
thumbs went instinctively to his gun
belt, hooking themselves negligently over
the edge; as negligently as a tiger draws

its front paws back toward its breast
when it hears a strange sound in the
bush. “I1f | was a killah, Pete Gorham

would be daid right now, 'stead of settin’
ovah theah with both arms broke.”

Both the girl and her father looked in
the direction indicated by the kid’'s lan-
guid left thumb. The girl gave an invol-



144

lintary shudder and closed her eyes for a
second.

“Even if he's a Poole rider, pa, he—
done us a big favor,” she said, a little
color staining her cheeks. “We got to be
grateful for that.”

“Yo'-all needn’'t be,” the kid said
shyly. “I1 got a plumb dislike fo' that
hombre, anyhow.”

“Are you the feller that shot Pete in

the ears? They was talkin’ about that
yesterday at Nate Wheeler's funo—" She
caught herself up, biting her lip.

“Nate Wheelah's funeral,” the kid

finished softly. “Yes'm, | had the pleas-
uah of earmarkin’ Pete the othah even-
in'.”

“Then you'reone of them Texas Killers,
all right. They said it was a Texas Kkiller
done that. Pa, ain't you able to get in
the wagon? | can drive, if you can set
and ride.”

She was in a hurry to get away from
him, even though he had saved her from
that skunk, Pete Gorham. Saved her
old pappy’s life, too, most likely. The
kid swung on his heel and gave all his
attention to backing the wagon off the
buck brush so the team could be turned
around. They wanted to get away from
him. Well, he was anxious too that they
should go.

The old man kept bewailing the loss of
his gun while the girl was tearing cloth
from her petticoat to bandage over the
bullet wound. The kid kept his back
turned until he knew she had finished.
Her pap wanted another drink, and the
girl didn't want him to have it. Just like a
woman. Rode with the jug in the wagon;
knew it was there, knew it was full of
whisky, and yet she didn't want her old
pap to have a drink now when he needed
it to brace him up for the ride home.
Plumb simple, the way women acted
sometimes.

The horses refused to back into the
scraggy branches of the bush, and only
reared and struck at him with their front
feet where he stood with his hands on
their bridles, trying to force them back-
ward. The Kkid calmed them with soft
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words and a pat or two. Then he un-
hooked them from the wagon and led
them out of the way while he lifted the
wagon off the bush with a powerful heave
or two. The girl left her father to come
and help him cramp the wagon and back
it around so it headed up the slope again.
But she didn’'t say a word, and when he
went for the horses she returned to her
father, her long yellow braid swinging on
her shoulders as she walked. The kid
caught that detail in a swift glance as
he drove the horses to the wagon.

He worked swiftly, surely, his capable
hands never wasting a motion, never un-
certain of the thing they should accom-
plish. The spring seat had jounced loose
from its grip on the wagon box and he re-
placed that with two yanks and a shove
that set the clamp in place. The wagon
tongue had a splintery crack down half
its length, and he sliced off the ends of the
long reins and strapped the tongue so
that it would hold together for the trip
home—wherever that was.

HE PICKED up the scattered
grocery packages and replaced
them in the box, found the old
equilt that had been folded to
serve as a cushion on the spring seat,
and refolded it lengthwise, shaking off
the dirt it had collected when it fell from
the wagon. This must serve as a bed for
the old man. Not much better than the
bare wagon box, but it would help a little.
The team was restless, wanting to go
home, and the kid turned to the girl.

“1f yo’'-all would be so accommodatin’
as to come hold these hosses a minute,”
he said stiffly, “1'd be shuah pleased to tote
yo' pap ovah and lay him in the wagon.”

A hot streak wentcrimpling up his spine
when her hands touched his in taking the
lines, and because of it he turned away
so that she could not see how red his face
was all of a sudden. Burned like fire. He
stooped and lifted the old man up in his
arms like a child.

“1  kin
pettishly.

But he couldn’t, except with the help of

walk, dang vye!” he cried
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the kid's arm under his shoulders, taking
all the weight off the wobbly old legs.

The kid had brought the jug along,
dangling it awkwardly beside his legs so
the girl wouldn't see it if she should hap-
pen to look that way. When he had the
old man around at the back of the wagon
he gave him another swig of whisky,
hi$ broad shoulders blocking the girl's
view of the reprehensible proceeding.
And when the old man’s hands reluctantly
let go of the wicker covered jug, the kid
poured whisky into one palm and bathed
the high lump alongside the bald spot be-
fore he corked the jug and lifted him into
the wagon. It wasnot going to be a com-
fortable trip, but it was the best he could
do.

“We're much obliged,” the girl said
constrainedly, as the kid walked past her
to the horses’ heads so that she might
safely climb up to the seat. “Even ifyou
are a rim rider for the Poole | want to
thank you for—all you've done.”

“Don’'t mention it,” said the kid, in
the carefully polite tone his school teacher
had taught him not so many years ago.
“1t was no trouble a-tall.”

She looked at him doubtfully, lifted a
foot to the hub of the front wheel and
hesitated, glancing in upon her father,
who was babbling incoherent threats
against the Poole riders who had shot
his son. Then she looked at Pete Gorham,
who sat cursing beside a sage brush, took
her foot down off the hub and came over
to where the kid stood stroking the nose
of the horse he was holding by the
bridle.

“1fyou don't kill Pete Gorham he’ll kill
you,” she said in a fierce undertone.

“1t'll be a right smaht while befo’ he's

able.” The kid did not look at her.
“That don't make any difference.
Pete's part Injun. He'll wait.” She

glanced again toward the querulous mur-
mur of her dad’s voice. “You better quit
the Poole and get outa the country,” she
said hurriedly. “The valley folks 'll kill
you—" From the comer of his eye the
kid saw the quick, anxious look she gave

him. “1 dassen’t tell you— " she took a
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long breath— “but the valley's wise to
you rim riders!”

She seemed to think even that was
saying more than she dared, for she turned
sharply away and climbed into the
wagon. The kid stood back and tilted
his hat for goodby and the team lunged
forward in little rabbit jumps until the
slope and the girl's firm hands on the lines
slowed them down. She could drive, all
right. The kid waited until he was sure
of that before he turned to other matters.

He went over to Pete Gorham and sac-
rificed an almost new bandanna and his
neckerchief to make bandages, and ad-
justed them with crude efficiency while
Pete snarled threats and curses. But the
kid didn't care for that. He had so many
otherthingsto thinkabout that he scarcely
heard what Pete was saying. He re-
moved the suspenders from Pete’s ankles,
lifted him to his feet and faced him about
toward the valley.

“Go huntyo’'se'f a coyote den and crawl
into it,” he advised harshly, and started
back up the hill, climbing like one in a
great hurry.

E KID crouched again on the
rim of the Big Bench, scanning the
valley through field glasses that

seemed irresistibly drawn to one certain
spot no more than half a mile distant.
She could drive, all right. That darned
pinto was a mean devil—shying at his
shadow and always biting at the sorrel,
trying to pick a fuss. The girl could
handle 'em all right, though. Yellow
braid blowing across her shoulders like a
great rope of gold shining in the sun—
The kid caught himself maundering and
moved the glasses away from the team
and wagon just dipping into a hollow.
There went Pete Gorham, heading
straight out across the valley to some
ranch on the other side. Staggered like
he was drunk, but the kid reckoned that
two shot arms was enough to make a man
feel kinda sick. Bullets through both
ears, bullets through both arms— have to
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start in on his legs next, if Pete tried any
more eussedness.

The Kid’s lips thinned and straightened
when he remembered that girl running
for the hill, Pete after her with his rope.
Any other man would have shot to Kkill.
Pap shuah woulda laid Pete out too daid
to kick. But somehow this thing of Kill-
ing— it was plumb easy to do, but yo’-all
never could put the life back in a man
once you'd shot it out. Pete Gorham
would shuah get his some of these days;
but the kid didn't want to be the one that
did the doing.

Funny, about the nesters being wise to
Poole rim riders. The kid wondered if
the girl meant there was somebody hiding
out among the rocks waiting for a pot
shot at him. Didn’'t seem to be—not
right along here, anyway. They could
have downed him like a rabbit while he
was climbing the hill. Would, too, if they
had been cached within shooting distance.
Funny the girl didn’'t realize that. Reck-
on maybe she was just giving him a hint
same as Babe did, so he wouldn't ride
along too careless. |If the nesters really
were wise to the riders on the rim watch-
ing the valley, why didn't they have some-
body up here to take a shot at one? If
he was a nester and knew the Poole had
somebody keeping cases, he shuah would
guard the old rim. He'd fix it so they
couldn’'t come snooping along and see
everything that went on down in the
valley.

The very silence and emptiness and ap-
parent safeness of the rim troubled the
kid. They knew, all right, or the girl
wouldn’'t have told him so—and be so
scared to tell. Rim rider—a Poole rim
rider. That shuah sounded like they were
known and talked about, or the nesters
wouldn’'t have a name to call them by.
Didn't bother her any to think of it,
either, any more than it did to call him a
Texas killer. That's what Pete Gorham
had called him, too, that time he ear-
marked Pete. Well, if they talked about
'em so much they had names all made up
to call 'em by, it shuah did look plumb
strange—

B. M. BOWER

The kid abruptly swung his glasses
over to where the funeral procession had.
been starting away from Nate Wheeler’'s

place. That funeral was another strange
thing. Buried Nate Wheeler yesterday,
she said. Then what did they want to

carry out a coffin and start another pro-
cession today for? The Kkid couldn’t see
any sense to that. Plumb crazy, it
looked like to him.

Now' the coulee across the valley lay
empty, open to the sun and the wind that
swayed the tall weeds and bushes. With
the glasses he swept a prairie dog village
and saw the fat little rodents running from
mound to mound, comically busy with
their own affairs, stopping to chitter and
gossip while one stood up beside his bur-
row keeping watch over the town. No-
body within halfa mile of them, that was
sure, or there wouldn't be so many out of
their holes. The funeral procession was
gone. Nate Wheeler's place was deserted.

The kid searched the valley with eyes
keen as a hawk’'s. He glanced up at the
sun and made a swift mental calculation.
He hadn’'t spent more than an hour down
there at the foot of the hill. Less than
an hour, according to the sun. A funeral
wouldn’'t go far in an hour. Two miles,
three miles, maybe, if the horses stepped

right out.
Plumb strange, that was, having a
funeral twice for the same man. At

Becker's place,” yesterday, the girl said.
Didn't mean to let that slip, either.
Said he was buried right on the ranch.
The kid got out his map and looked for
Becker's place, then tried to locate it in
the valley. AIll he could see was the crab-
like claws of a coulee so nearly closed
that even from the rim he could not look
in upon Becker's ranch. No Poole rider
could see what was going on at Becker’'s—
at least from this side of the valley.

The kid rode slowly back the way he
had come, watching this way and that,
mindful of the girl's warning but keeping
an eye on the valley, too. Especially on
the wagon crawling up a long hill, the old
man in the back sitting up and trying to
steady the jug to his mouth. The Kkid
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chuckled boyishly at that performance,
and he grinned when the girl finally set
the brake and stopped the team, and
climbed into the back of the wagon and
took the jug away from her dad, arguing
furiouslywithhim. The kid'seyessoftened
when he saw her stop and bite her lips, on
the brink of tears.

Darned old fool, what'd he want to go
and make her cry for? Must have hit
that jug of booze pretty often before the
kid looked, because he shuah did act oary
eyed, waggling his darned old fool head
and arguing and gesticulating with his
hands. Side couldn’'t hurt him much, or
his head either, the way he acted. Man
as old as him oughta have some sense.
Getting drunk right in front of his own
daughter! Shuah didn’'t show much re-
spect for her, making her cry like that,
after all she’'d had to stand for— Pete Gor-
ham trying to kidnap her right in broad
daylight thataway.

THE KID turned away from

the vivid pantomime in the

wagon, and looked for Pete.

Might as well make shuah he
wasn't trying to trail the girl. No, Pete
was still going straight across the flat,
making a beeline for Becker’s coulee, as
nearly as the kid could judge. Satisfied,
he turned the glasses again upon the
wagon.

Shuah was a pretty girl. The kid never
had seen such yellow hair in his life. Shuah
wasn't much like that darned stuck-up
girl back home that had made fun of
his yellow eye. This girl Nellie never
noticed his eye. Never gave it a second
look. Ladylike little thing— and that old
rip of a pappy of hers was making her
cry. The kid wanted to go down there
and give the old man a shuahenough
talking to, but he'd need Pecos and there
wasn’'t much chance of getting a horse
down off the hill right along there. Take
an hour to catch up with 'em afoot. Long-
er than that; it was farther than it looked,
when you took into consideration all the
hills and hollows that would have to be
crossed.
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He sighed, and gave another sweeping
glance at the valley. Shuah was a funny
thing about that funeral. Maybe they
were just trying to fool him with it.
Maybe they wanted to go all in a bunch
somewhere and couldn’t figure out any
way to keep from being seen, and maybe
they just had a fake funeral to fool any
Poole rim rider that happened to be keep-
ing cases. Plumb foolish. Easiest way
was to send somebody along over here to
bushwhack him. The kid gave a sudden
grunt of understanding. The nesters had
sent somebody, all right. Or they thought
they had. They'd sent Pete Gorham.
And Pete had kinda got sidetracked,
thinking he could kill off that old man and
get the girl.

The kid's face darkened at the sim-
plicity of the crime. Pete had thought he
could do a thing like that and lay it to the
Poole. The nesterswould never thinkofa
valley man doing it. .They'd blame the
Poole, and they'd go gunning after them
harder than ever. Ifhe hadn'tcome along
and stopped the thing when he did Pete
would have a fine frameup on the Poole.
Shooting an old man in the back and
carrying off a girl would shuah stir things
up around here. But Pete didn't make it
stick. The kid had come along and fixed
Pete good and plenty for a right smaht
while, and the girl and her pappy knew
just what kind of a skunk Pete was.
There'd be a hanging bee, he reckoned, as
soon as the nesters found out about it.

Now the girl was up on the seat again,
driving, and the jug was up there along-
side her out of the old man’s reach. The
kid wished he could change places with
that jug—and blushed at the thought.
But he watched her, riding along the rim
in the direction she was taking so that he
kept nearly opposite the wagon. He was
not afraid of being ambushed from the
rocks. He had settled that possibility
when he settled Pete Gorham.

Little by little the kid pieced together
the sentences she had spoken.

“Are you a rim rider? . Even if he
isa Poole rider, he’sdone us a big favor—"
This to her old pappy on the ground. She
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meant the way he stopped Pete Gorham.
She—when she was going to get into the
wagon, she stopped long enough to come
right up to him and tell him—well, maybe
she didn’t tell him anything much; any-
thing Babe hadn’t told him. But it was
the way she said it. It was her voice.

There was something in her voice that
was like her hair. Something like gold.
Of course, yo’-all couldn’t say a voice was
yellow, or had a shiny sound, but yo’-all
could kinda imagine it was like gold.
That girl down in Texas— her voice was
like a tin pan. Funny about voices; they
say more than the words, sometimes.
More than a person wants their voice to
say. Hers did. Hers said she’d shuah
hate to have anything happen to the rim
rider.

The kid rode dreamily along, watching
the wagon as it bumped over the dim trail
in the grass. Watching just in case she
might need help or something. Team
might run away, or her old pappy might
take and fall out of the wagon, the old
fool. Girl like that suah oughta be wear-
ing pretty clothes and sitting in a rocking
chair making lace, or playing the organ or
something like that. Girl like that didn’t
belong with no nester outfit. She oughta
have some big rich cattleman for a
pappy and ride around on a nice, gentle
horse.

But the kid soon changed that imagi-
nary setting for her. If she were the
daughter of a rich cattleman, he wouldn’t
be her equal. She’d be so far above him
he wouldn’t even have the right to go and
sit in her parlor on Sunday. All he could
do was tip his hat when she rode by. No,
he reckoned she was all right just as she
was. Time enough for a silk dress and a
nice parlor when—well, when she got into
a home of her own. She wasn’t so far up
in the world she wouldn’t look at a fellow
just because he was a cowboy working for
wages. Even if he was a Poole rider. Her
voice shuah didn’t sound as if she'd hate
a fellow for that.

The wagon finally turned into a shallow
depression and was seen no more from the
rim. The kid marked the place where she
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lived; marked it with a special significance
in his mind. It wasn’t down on the crude
map he carried, but he could have ridden
straight to her ranch in the blackest night.
Over across the valley a fellow might be
able to look down into that basin from the
rim. The kid’'s eyes chose a point where
he meant to try it first chance he got.

He got off Pecos and found himself a
shady place under a shelving rock and sat
down, resting his elbows on his knees that
he might hold the glasses steadier. Now
and then he swept the valley with a per-
functory glance, but most of the time he
was staring at the ridge which hid her
home. A thin line of cottonwoods ran up
along a creek there. There were places
where the tops of the trees showed above
the ridge. One place where the ridge
dipped a little, the kid thought he could
make out part of the roof of a building.
Might be rocks, but it shuah did look like
a roof.

THE SHADOW of the Big

Bench crept farther out into

the valley. The kid traced its,

bold outline dreamily, his gaze
wandering here and there; but like a com-
pass needle swinging to the north, it al-
ways came back to that line of cotton-
woods running up behind the ridge, and to
that brown splotch which might be the
roof of a house. He wondered if there
were hired men on the ranch to do the
chores. Nesters didn’t hire much help—
not if they were honest. Good looking
team and a pretty good harness and
wagon, though. No poor trash would
have an outfit like that. Maybe there
was some fellow there, somebody she
liked—

The kid stirred uneasily and let the
glasses drop from his eyes. A shadow was
sliding stealthily down the rocks beside
him, a big hat and a pair of shoulders
growing larger and longer as he looked.
The kid sprang up like a startled deer, his
gun in his hand and pointing straight at
the man who stood looking at him. Then
suddenly the kid smiled sheepishly and
tucked the gun back in its holster.
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“Come alive like a rattler, didn't you?”
Babe Garner grinned. “Saw a leg stick-
ing out from behind the rock and | thought
they’d got you, Tiger Eye. Say, that's
the second time you’'ve throwed down on
me. You always that quick?”

“Reckon | try to be, Babe,” the kid
drawled diffidently. “Pap always told
me | nevah’'d have to be too slow moah’n
just once.”

“1 could 'a’ got you that time, Tiger
Eye, if I'd wanted to. Any nester want to
slip up on you, he could 'a’ done it.”
Babe eyed him curiously. “You been
asleep?”

“No, | been watchin’ the valley.” The
kid lifted the glasses by their rawhide
thong to show Babe, but he did not lift his
eyes to meet Babe's keen glance.

“Hunh!” Babe’'s tone sounded skep-
tical. “See anything?”

“Saw a funeral ovah to Nate Wheelah's
place.”

“You didn’t report it to the Poole,”
Babe charged grimly. “What was the
matter? Paralyzed, so you couldn't git
to the pinnacle?”

The kid’s yellow right eye took on the
curious, cold stare of a tiger. That was
because of Babe’s rebuke. But the eye
softened immediately, and that was be-
cause the kid loved Babe.

“No, suh, | was right busy soon aftah,”
he said mildly.

“Doin’ what?”

“Shootin’ a rustlah, suh.” Funny, but
the kid never had called Babe “sir” be-
fore; but then, Babe never had used just
that tone to the kid.

“Hell! Why didn't you say so0?”
Babe's tone had warmed amazingly.
“Some one tryin’ to dry gulch you, Tiger
Eye?”

“l reckon he was aimin’ thataway,
Babe.”

“You son of agun!” Babe stepped for-
ward and clapped a hand admiringly
down on the kid’s shoulder. “1 knowed
there was some reason why you let that
damn’ fake funeral get by. 1 told the
boys you had a good reason for not giving
the signal. Got you a rustler, hunh? |
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knowed you was the goods, Tiger Eye!”

“Yo'-all says it was a fake funeral,
Babe?”

“Shore, it was a fake. One of the boys
got wise they was goin’ to pull off some-
thing. You was sent over here to keep
cases, but one of the boys over at the
Poole happened to see 'em when they
come up on the bench. OIld Man, he sus-
picioned something was wrong about that
percession, so he sends us all over to the
buryin’ ground over on Cotton Creek.
That’'s where they was headin’ for. Shore,
had more mourners than what they figured
on!”

“Yo'-all didn’t fight 'em, Babe?”

“No—shore, we didn't. Ain’t p’lite to
fire on a funeral, Tiger Eye. But we
shore beat 'em to that there buryin’
ground! Thirty-five punchers was settin
on their horses back on the ridge about a
hundred yards away when that funeral
percession come along. There wasn’'t no
grave dug, but we set there and watched
‘'em dig it.

“They shore acted mournful, Tiger
Eye! Them with six-guns and us with
rifles laid across our saddles and never
sayin’ a damn’ word. They never, either.
But you bet your sweet life they was
thinkin’ a-plenty! Nervous as cats. Ina
damn’ hurry, too. Didn’t dig that grave
more’'n two feet deep.”

“Yo'-all shuah they buried Nate
Wheelah ovah theah?” The kid was try-
ing to keep his glance away from a certain
line of cottonwoods in the valley.

“Nate Wheeler? Naw, they never
buried Nate Wheeler there. Jim Poole’s
nobody’s fool. He saw through their little
scheme right off. They buried something
all right, because we set up there on the
ridge and watched 'em so they had to. |
guess you don’t savvy, Tiger Eye. You're
a stranger in the country. It's like this.
Right up the creek about four miles from
that burying ground is the Poole ranch,
and it's a good nine miles across to Cotton
Creek from here. If they got over on
Cotton Creek with a funeral percession
they could sneak on up the creek to the
Poole. Nine miles in plain sight of the
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ranch, and four miles under cover.
now?”

“Shuah so, Babe,” said the kid, his
thoughts flashing to the girl and what
little she had dared to say.

“They thought nobody’d ever think a
funeral would turn itself into a raidin’
party. They know they’'re watched, and
they know the Old Man is kinda hangin’
back and don’t want to start nothin’. So
they frames up a little s'prise party of
their own. They shore had it,” Babe
chuckled, pulling out his bag of tobacco
and his little yellow book of papers.
“Nothin’ to do but go on and bury what
they brought and go off about their busi-
ness. And that’s what they done.”

“Shuah hope yo’-all didn’'t have no
trouble, Babe.”

“Never had a word of trouble, Tiger
Eye. OIld Man, he was runnin’ this and
he won't start nothin’.” Babe's eyes
veiled themselves suddenly from the kid's
guestioning stare. “Know what they
done, Tiger Eye? They knowed they had
to go through with that buryin’ or we'd
smell a rat. So they did. They buried a
coffin full of rifles they aimed to use.
When they was gone the Old Man had us
dig up the box and open it.”

Babe folded a paper into a trough,
sifted in a little tobacco, evened it with a
careful finger tipcrolled it deftly and drew
the edge of the paper lightly along the tip
of his tongue before he pressed it down
and folded up one end. He fished a
match from a pocket, flicked his thumb
nail across the head, got a flame and
lighted the cigaret. The kid watched
him, his mind piecing together certain de-
tails of the story which Babe did not know.

“1 shore was worried about you, kid,”
Babe said finally, breaking the match stub
in two before he threw it away. “The
Old Man was kinda dubious about you.
But | told him you’'re on the square and
you'd ’a’ signaled from the pinnacle if
something hadn’t happened.”

“Shuah would, Babe. That funeral
looked plumb strange to me. | had the
glasses on 'em and | was watchin’ to see
wheah they went.”

Savvy
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“Where'd that feller jump you”™ Tiger
Eye—if it's a fair question?”

“Back down the rim about a mile.”

“Unh-hunh. Must 'a’ took you quite
awhile.” Babe fanned the smoke away
from hisfacewhile helooked hard at the kid.

“Takes a right smaht while, Babe, to
trap a wolf.”

A strange, implacable look came into
the kid’'s boyish face. Babe looked at
him and looked away again.

“Well, let’s go,” he said after a silence,
and there was a new note of respect in his
voice. “I’ll tell the Old Man how it was.
You done the right thing, Tiger Eye.”

IN THE cabin at Cold Spring

line camp that evening Babe

Garner lay on his bunk with a

novel held before his face, but
he didn't turn two leaves in an hour. He
was listening to the kid play his mouth
harp and he was wondering a little at the
breed of men that came up from the
Brazos. Hard—that's what Babe called
the kid. Smooth cheeks and wavy red
hair, always ready to give you a smile for
every pleasant word you spoke, not much
to say but with a voice soft and mellow
and full of music. But hard. Hard as
nails. Kill a man in the afternoon and sit
and play the mouth harp like that all the
evening. Babe was pretty hard himself,
but he wasn't as hard as that.

Over by the stove with his booted feet
cocked up on the hearth which he had
neatly brushed with a wild dflck’s wing,
the kid was playing the mouth harp, his
slim brown fingers cupped and touching
the metal where the nickel was worn
through to the brass. He played “Listen
To The Mocking Bird” with all the trills
and warbles and low mating calls and
shrill pipings he had ever heard from the
mockers flitting about in the hackberry
bushes of Texas. He played “My Bonnie
Lies Over The Ocean” three times, with a
haunting wistfulness in the tones that
made Babe Garner chew his underlip and
think yearningly of a girl he used to know
in Wyoming when he was about as old as
Tiger Eye.
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And then the kid played another tune
which he had never cared much about
until today, and his mind clung to the
words until his cheeks were hot to the
touch of his fingers:

Come, love, come, the boat lies low,

The moon shines bright on the old bayou;
Come, love, come—oh, come along with me
And I'll take you down-n-n to Tennessee!

“Say, Tiger Eye, you shore can make
a mouth harp talk,” Babe said from the
bunk, when the kid's dreams could no
longer be compassed by the music and he
sat staring at the smoky bottom of the
dishpan hanging back of the stove—and
seeing a girl running toward him, her
yellow hair flying out like a golden pen-
nant behind her.

“ Shuah talks to me, sometimes, Babe,”
the kid murmured in his soft Texas
drawl.

“Time to roll in, though. We got t’ be
ridin’ at dawn.”

“Cornin’ right now, Babe.” The kid
set one foot on the floor and laid the
other across his knee, tugging gently at
heel and toe. “Moah rim ridin’, Babe?”

“Why? You like rim ridin’, Tiger
Eye?”

“Shuah do, Babe.”

Hard. Just a kid—twenty last winter,
he said—couldn’t even raise more than a
little reddish fuzz on his upper lip. But
hard. Why, men with half a dozen
notches on their guns had more feeling
than he showed. Play like that on the
mouth harp right after— Oh, hell!
Babe sat upon the edge of the bunk to
pull off his own boots, but instead of do-
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ing it right then he sat staring at the kid's
dreamily smiling profile.

“You shore look happy tonight, Tiger
Eye.”

Roused from his thoughts, the kid stood
up and stretched his strong young arms to
the ridgepole. From his slender middle
his leather cartridge belt sagged to the
right with the weight of his heavy six-
shooter in its holster. His yawn was
healthily sleepy but still smiling.

“Shuah feel thataway, Babe.”

Babe pulled off a boot with a vicious
yank and sat holding it in one hand while
he eyed the Kid.

“Damned if | can see what there is to
be happy about, Tiger Eye.”

The kid stood with his thumbs hooked
inside his gun belt and stared reflectively
at Babe while he considered that remark.

“Damned if | can eithah, Babe.”

Babe looked at him, gave a grunt of
complete bafflement and dropped the boot
with a thud. Hard. A Kkiller that loved
to kill. Born in him, most likely. Babe
frowned as he turned back the blankets to
crawl in. He liked the kid, but damn it,
he was too cold blooded. Too hard.

“ Stahs are shuah big and close tonight,
Babe,” the kid said later, lifting the lan-
tern chimney in its wire cage to blow out
the flame. *“ 'Peahs like yo’-all can most
reach up and touch 'em with your hands.”

Babe rolled over and looked at the kid.

“Some folks can easier touch hellfire
than stars,” he said significantly.

“I'm shuah reachin’ fo’ stahs, Babe.”

The kid’s lips looked tender and smil-
ing still as he pursed them to blow out
the light.
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fret, protecting the British Empire
against invasion, the high commis-
sioner listened to Major Glint's story.
Glint had been horsewhipped by Gup
McLeod. Then the high commissioner
heard Tom O’Hara, veteran secret agent,
promise to find Gup. All present knew
that Gup McLeod was in Jullunder.
Jullunder was a sore spot in the ad-
ministration’s routine, because it nestled
in the hills between Afghanistan and
India, more or less holding the key to
Khyber Pass. It was supposed to be
ruled by a rajah, but the widow of the
late rajah held the balance of power.
Gup was a puzzle to the British. He
had resigned his commission in the Indian
service in a climax of disillusionment
which had been eating into him since
the cruel days of the Great War when
his company had been destroyed and
his wife |had proved faithless. Since
Gup had whipped Glint, he was a
fugitive. And, since he had been led
into that indiscretion by Rahman,
aide of the ex-Ranee, his path led
toward Jullunder.
What a mad path it was! Tunnels,
hidden trails winding down narrow ledges
where camels had to be blindfolded—
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IN PESHAWAR, where India’s forces
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finally leading into a mountain fortress
as fast as Gibraltar, and larger.

There the dominant ex-Ranee of Jul-
lunder had gathered her forces against a
day of ominous decision. Inevitably she
must cast her lot—with the British; or
with -the Emir of Afghanistan, who
planned to invade India; or with Jullunder
as an aggressive state. Her soldiers had
been reared on plunder and had to fight
in some direction.

Before this Ranee had married the
late Rajah of Jullunder she had been a
noted singer in London. She was English
by birth, and her name—once upon a
time—had been blazoned from a thousand
electric lights: Lottie Carstairs. When
Gup discovered her as the leading spirit
of Jullunder he was astonished; the next
instant he was in love with her. But,
being Scotch, sensitive and stubbornly
moral in spite of rebellious tendencies, he
refused to forsake Britain for the sanctu-
ary of an ambitious woman.

She wanted Gup to command her army.
He refused.

“Come and sing,” said Gup. “That is
something you understand.”

“Very well,” she replied. “And to-
morrow you answer—whether you com-
mand my army or return, a prisoner, to
Major Glint.”

CHAPTER XII

“i PREFER MY VICTORIES TO LOOK LESS
LIKE A ROUT!

UP STRODE into the great
room, where there was yet no
sign of morning through the
tinted window panes. Music

was still coming from the balcony, but it
was tired stuff without inspiration; the
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unseen musicians appeared to be merely
killing time. Gup counted heads; there
were eleven women in the room, of whom
three were yawning and one was asleep;
she awoke with a start. The dark com-
plexioned girl, who had met him in the
door when he first entered, arose from a
heap of cushions and came toward him,
extending her right hand.

“1 am Harriet Dover to you,” she said,
smiling. “1 have an Indian name, too,
but never mind that. | may not have
even a head a month from now. Let’s
not be formal.”

“Formality is good for people who
think they know just what's going to
happen, isn’t it?” said Gup.

The others clustered and she intro-
duced them— three with English names—
a Russian—a fair haired Swede or Nor-
wegian. The rest were high caste Indian
women. One had the Brahmin caste mark
on her forehead. They were all in Indian
costume.

“Take the throne,” said Harriet Dover.
“We will sprawl around and worship.”

“1 might look like a comic opera king,
but 1 don't sing well enough,” Gup
answered.

“Better take it. Men of your build
don’t look dignified on scented cushions.
'If it should happen that we've been ad-
miring the wrong man we’ll all be pretty
little corpses in a row so soon that nothing
will matter anyhow—not even ridicule.”

They all smiled at that. They looked
brave enough for anything and rather
proud of being in rare danger.

“You have been told, haven't you,
exactly what to say to me?” Gup sug-
gested. “Say the rest of it. I'll listen.
Thanks; no, I'll stand up.”

He was already wondering whether he
had not let himself move too swiftly in
the other room; shock tactics are good,
but he knew there is a proper time and
place for them, as well as an opportune
moment and a wrong place. Inevitably,
by a law as unavoidable as that of gravity,
all captains of suddenness suffer reaction
and wonder whether slow caution would
not have been wiser after all. Slow men,
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in the same way, suffer pangs of self-
doubt, wishing they were swift. Only
fools and fanatics have no doubts, it
being out of the blinding dust of doubt
that the artillery wheels of destiny come
rolling. Bliicher arrived in a cloud of dust
at Waterloo.

Harriet Dover met Gup’'s eyes and
smiled in the Celtic way that is called in-
scrutable. Whatever that smile was in-
tended to do, it made Gup suspicious of
her. He sensed treachery; and he
thought her eyes looked tired from too
much thinking.

“We are loyal,” she answered. “We
are all in the same predicament. Why
shouldn’'t we use the same arguments?”

“The predicament is?”

“We are women!”

“And the argument?”

“We need a man, though we hate to
admit it. We can do any man’s job—
except make women believe in us! We
thought we could stir Moslem women,
so that they, in turn, would stir their
men. What happens is we stir the men
and make the women sullenly suspicious.
We don’t need you to devise our strategy;
three of us in this room know the theory
of war at least as well as Sandhurst, or
West Point, or the ficole Militaire can
teach it. We don’t even need you to lead
men into battle; a Joan of Arc can out-
lead a Julius Caesar. But we need a
spectacular man, to make women rally.
We need a Rustum-—an Iskander.”

Gup knew the Himalayan superstition
that the great Alexander of Macedon
shall return to the world and lead the
Hillmen to a holy war. He knew the
theory that nothing is more sweet in
Allah’s nostrils than the smoke of idola-
trous cities, nothing more holy than Hill-
men enriched by the plunder of India’s
plains. He smiled as a man might who
hears an old song repeated.

“1f you will stand like that, and smile
like that, and let the Moslem women see
you, India is ours,” said Harriet Dover.

“l1 don’'t want India,” he answered.
“Do you?”
“Not an India re-civilized? Not an
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end of injustice and superstition? Aboli-
tion of caste! The release of four hun-
dred million people—perhaps the release
of all Asia from bondage to outworn
ideas!”

He smiled again.

“Sweetness,” he suggested, “out of
savagery? Sweet water from a bitter
spring?”

“Nonsense!” she retorted. “That is

one of the old moth eaten phrases that
we intend to teach men to forget! No-
body in his senses imagines that more
than a fraction of Asia is ready for self-
rule. We will take those who are ready
and make them rulers of the others,
teaching the others gradually.”

“Let’'s see,” he said. “Aren't they
trying something of the sort in Russia?
Why not watch the Russian experiment
before trying it out on such a grand
scale?”

“Ours won't resemble the Soviet sys-
tem. Ours will be absolute monarchy,
benevolent in aim and motive and ob-
serving rigid principles of right and
wrong.”

“1f I knew right from wrong,” said Gup,
“1 might agree with you—or | might not.
I don’t know.”

Harriet Dover’'s brown eyes darkened
and the line of her lips grew straighter.
It began to be obvious who was the
Ranee’s chief adviser.

“What would your solution be?” she
asked him.

“1 haven't one,” said Gup.

“You won’'t command her army?”

Something warned Gup not to answer.
No man knows what intuition is. It
sealed his lips. There began to come
glimmer of morning through the tinted
window panes.

THEN the voice of Lottie
Carstairs — strangely different
from that of the ex-Ranee of
Jullunder, though shl”was the
selfsame woman; the voice was younger
and had more mirth in it, although it
vibrated with a thrill that might mean
nervousness. He turned to watch her
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enter through the door between the
rooms, but her back was toward him;
she was speaking between the curtains;
some one in the other room was talking
rapidly in a language that Gup hardly
understood.

The startling thing was, that she was
dressed as Lottie Carstairs now—not in
a stage costume but in something fresh
from Paris and a Paris hat. Gup won-
dered why she had ever been willing to
hide such legs within the shapeless folds
of Moslem trousers.

When she turned she was smiling. She
was a vision in cream and pale blue, as
radiant with life as he had ever seen her.
He could almost have held out his arms
to her, but the other women in thej'oom
made him self-conscious.

“You look marvelous,” he said. “But
the dress isn't enough. Sing! Bring
back the old days and the old ideals.”

But her bright face clouded. Harriet
Dover and the other women were silent,
glancing at one another. Harriet seemed
to gather the others’ discontent into her
own dark eyes; she broke the silence.

“What would happen to us all if you
were seen in that kit?”

Lottie Carstairs vanished. The ex-
Ranee of Jullunder stood there in the
same dress and the same high heeled
shoes. They were the same eyes, too,
but they blazed indignantly, where less
than a second ago fun had looked forth.

“Stop that music!” she commanded.
“It will drive me crazy! Send the musi-
cians away! You may all go too,” she
added, controlling herself with an effort.
“Go—go anywhere!”

“1f you are seen in that dress, it will be
all over the Hills, within a day or two,
that you are only an impostor pretending
to cherish their ideals. Here, use this,”
said Harriet Dover. She took a sari of
cloth-of-gold from the throne chair and
offered to drape it over the offending
dress.

“You may go. Did you hear me?”

Lottie Carstairs snatched at the sari.
It fell to the floor. She put her foot
on it
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Harriet Dover led the retreat, which
was sullen and not graceful; but they
turned and curtsied one by one as they
filed out through the door by which Gup
had entered when he first came. It

looked like a climax of long hidden
irritation. There was an unseen struggle
going on.

“And now sing,” said Gup, “before
you murder some one.”

For a second he expected her to do one
thing or the other. Her lips moved and
the Lottie Carstairs radiance almost
trembled into being. She almost yielded
to him, or so he thought. But the sound
of a gong came through the curtains and
she shook that mood off.

“To hear them—and you—talk, one
would think | was incapable of thinking.
One would think it was not | but a com-
mittee that had this vision and made it
come true.”

“You promised to sing.
dressed for it.”

“Did 1?7 Am IP The mood has passed.
I will sing when you give me your promise.
Why sooner? Shall | sing about their
fears and your Scots religion? | feel
more like Kkilling some one! When | have
won you—"

“You won me years ago,” said Gup.
“You can’'t un-win me! | address myself
to Lottie Carstairs.”

“1 prefer my victories to look less like
a rout,” she retorted. “However, | will
win. Do you mind picking up that sari?
| dislike asking you, but I'm supposed to
be a queen. | mayn’t wait on myself.
But those idiots were right, I must wear
it; this dress won't do—not yet, but I will
change all that. Now | suppose | must
send for them again, and | suppose I must
apologize. Do you ever feel like crying?
No, of course you don’t, you enormous
mass of Calvinistic egoism! Oh, | hate
you! Daylight—and a dozen chiefs
have come—the brutes expect to be re-
ceived at this hour! Does it penetrate
through your obstinacy what a difference
it might make if I could introduce them
to my new general?”

“You may say | am your new coun-

You are
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selor,” Gup suggested, smiling down at
her.

He knew she was as lonely as himself.
He felt an impulse to take her in his arms,
but in spite of his recent boldness he was
almost childishly shy with women. She
might have misinterpreted his motive.
He did not in the least mind smashing
her house of cards, but her self-respect
was as important to him as his own.
Besides, he did not suppose that kind of
woman was to be won or weakened by
any assault on her personal dignity.

“1 will tell them that, if you will con-
sent to command my army,” she retorted.
“Oh, | hate you and | admire and pity
you! What a man you are, and what a
pawky little penny-wise Scots conscience!
Those twelve chieftains out there, who
are eating bread and honey in my back
hallway and glad to get it, have more
real resolution in their little fingers than
you have in your whole strong body!
They have more to lose than you have—
they are chieftains, each with a little army
of his own. They have the courage to
come and discuss war. They would fol-
low a man like you to the ends of the

earth after one swift look at you. And
you? You stand there afraid to lead
them! Yes, you are afraid! You are

afraid of the old nurse’s schooling that
you call your conscience! You forget that
John Knox was a fighter, and Robert
Bruce and Wallace. So was every one of
your national heroes.”

“You look splendid,” he said, “when
your eyes blaze, but | like you better
when you smile.”

“1 will never smile at you again unless
you yield! | loved you when you threw
three men out of the room. | hate you,
I despise you when you are afraid and
when you preach! Go; leave me to do a
man’s work! Jonesey will show you the
way. You may go where you like—yes,
to the devil, or below the border, where
Glint will—"

It was possibly Gup’s face that made
her pause. ,

“1 will not go below the border,” he
said calmly. “I will stay here and do
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what | can to save you from the conse-
quences of your own mistake.”

“Why not say sin? The word was on
your lips, you preacher! 1 tell you, you
shall not stay here except on one con-
dition. You know the condition. I
promised you twenty-four hours. If you
yield, you shall never have to yield to me
again. If you vyield, I will put such a
sword in your hand as no man ever had
before. If you refuse—well, you will be
another of my cherished illusions gone up
in smoke, that's all. | will turn my back
on you forever and try to forget you; and
when | can’'t help remembering you, |
will think of you as the coward. There,
| have said it. Do you like the word?”

“Not much,” said Gup. It brought the
blood to his temples, but he made no
retort.

“Then go, and leave me to talk to men
of courage! You will find Jonesey out-
side that door. He is to guide you any-
where you please and he is to answer all
your questions.”

GUP BOWED to her. He felt
he was missing an opportunity,
yet he was so old fashioned in
his prejudices that he saw no
way to improve the situation. She was
his hostess, never mind now she had in-
veigled him to be her guest. And he
loved her. There was no logic in that.
He had no right to love her. Certainly it
conferred no right on him to say more
than he had done; in fact, he had even
stretched a point. If love was what the
poets say it is, then was he not, by loving
her, condoning everything she stood for?
But can a man prevent himself from
loving?—or was it untrue? Was he only
feeling an emotion due to too much mental
torture followed by sudden relief? He
would find that out. So he strode to the
door with a smile on his lips that gave the
lie to bewilderment. He was too well
mannered to appear indifferent, too proud
to turn again and plead. He did not
glance over his shoulder.
He pushed the door open and almost
stumbled over Jonesey, squatting like a
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Hillman on the mat outside. The
Pathans, whose heads he had recently
cracked together, stood with their backs
to the far wall. They grinned at him;
his method suited their notions perfectly;
so would they, too, have treated eaves-
droppers, only that they might have used

steel in place of bare hands. They
admired his prowess.
Nor was Jonesey resentful. He got up

and began leading the way through an-
other door and along rock hewn corridors
that echoed to the tread of the Pathans
who followed at a decent distance, tramp-
ing like boot shod infantry.

“Ex-Indian army soldiers,” said
Jonesey. “All such savages are proud of
being drilled, although it bores them to
learn. Thank you for not kicking me.
Any man may get punched or chucked
out, if Allah wishes. But there is nothing
either in the Bible or the Koran about
being meek when you're kicked. What a
colossally strong man you are.”

“You seem to me to be a ridiculous
person,” Gup answered, prejudice no
longer urging him to be polite.

“l am indeed. It is my business,” said
Jonesey. “l am the hardest worked court
jester that the world has ever seen. |
even keep the charts with all the pins in
them that show where our food for powder
frets in unmapped villages. Care to see
them? | will show you charts that the
Indian government would pay for by the
inch. They would cover each inch with
sovereigns as high as you could pile 'em
without spilling—and cheap at the price!
Come and look.”

He led into a low rock room where
tables stood, and on the tables there were
British-Indian survey maps, corrected in
colored inks and with colored pins stuck
all over them.

“Even airplanes, you know, can’'t get
that information,” said Jonesey. “See,
there are all the footpaths, mule tracks,
caverns, villages, water, stores of proven-
der, numbers of rifles and ammunition,
names of headmen, names of mollahs,
time required for messages to go by run-
ner, numbers of camels and mules avail-
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able, census of men, women and children
=—and—most important of all—tempera-
ment, affiliations and politics of every
headman, village, district, tribe and
group of tribes. Me—I—Mollah Ghulam
Jan—opprobriously known as Jonesey,
did it.”

It was hard to believe him. He looked
like a monk, with his stiff black beard
and his shaven head, the long brown
smock and sandals, and the staff on which
he leaned, a monk who might have been
a poet or a maker of stained glass win-
dows. If he had stepped down out of a
picture of the middle ages he would have
been more credible.

“Why did you do it?” Gup asked him.
“If you'd wanted money, the Indian
government would have paid you. You're
not the sort of man who seeks power—"”

“Passion!” Jonesey interrupted. “The
selfsame reason why | played the organ
in chapel at home when | was ten years
old, with whooping cough and chilblains.
Passion! They used to have to stop the
service while 1 whooped with my head in
a bag behind the organ. Even so our
Ranee of song and dance has had to hold
up her campaign for a less spiritual em-
pire while 1 plodded over mountain
ranges and made notes with pin pricks
under the Arabic letters of the Koran |
carried. It was the only safe way; they
would have skinned me if they had seen
me writing anything. | detest being
skinned. | have skinned myself on
nearly every crag of the Himalayas.
Necessity knows no law. Hillmen have
no sense of a stranger’s privacy. So |
invented a kind of pin prick shorthand,
spoiled a Koran—bad luck, so they tell
me; but | never did have luck, so what's
the difference?”

HE INVITED Gup to see the

radio.
“We can send and receive,
but we don’t dare send. The
Indian government might listen in. How-
ever, we pick up a lot of their messages,
and we have a Russian who is good at
decoding. Let me show you our plant;
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the antenna is as artfully hidden as my
virtue.”

Gup did not crave an exhibition of
the Welshman’s showmanship. He was
not a customer for a throne. He would
have liked a horse—the big black stallion
again for choice—on which to ride away
to some place where he could think
uninterrupted.

“To the devil with your radio,” he
objected. “Introduce me to some soli-
tude.”

Jonesey looked swiftly sidewise at him.

“Come and see our gas plant. We've a
Russian who makes poison gas from stuff
we dig from the old mine workings. He
is an artist—loves it—he is well worth
studying. And it's wonderful poison.
One sniff, and you have all the solitude
you wish, in the realm from which no
traveler returns. You wouldn't wish to
return, not into the same body; bodies
that have sniffed it don’'t look pleasant.
A sort of cyanide, | think he said, but |
don’t know chemistry. We couldn’t use
it unless the wind were just right; the
second hand gas masks that some muni-
tions dealer sold to our Ranee’s agent let
it through like water through a sieve. It
cost us nearly ninety men to make that
discovery, but it did good in the long
run; there is now a wholesome supersti-
tion that it might not pay to trespass into
these caverns. Sometimes it’'s not easy
to get even the right people to call on
us. However—~

He became aware by no particularly
subtle process that Gup was becoming
angry. The staff was snatched out of his
hand; one end of it poked him rather
shrewdly near the liver.

“1 said solitude!”

“This way, sir. Pray accept my
apology. | had catalogued you in my
mind as a suitable king. | retract. You
will make a perfect emperor—a Caesar.
After you are dead, if it is not lese-
majesty to speak of death with reference
to you, they will deify you. It was a
violent temper, you know, that made
Charlemagne, Nero and Henry the Eighth
so successful. This way, please. | could
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kill you very easily, but | don’t want to
become a fugitive from injustice.”

He led in and out of ancient passages
that were sometimes squared and finished,
with padlocked doors to right and left,
and sometimes rough with the original
pick marks. They were shored in places,
but not with timber; whoever the pre-
vious owner had been, he was a man who
commanded plenty of skillful masons;
wherever the roof of a tunnel was weak
it had been supported by a beautifully
built stone arch. Some one else had
fitted doors into the arches, but all those
doors were open at the moment, to let
the fresh air flow.

“We could barrack a hundred thousand
men unseen,” said Jonesey, “but we
couldn’t feed 'em. Some one invent
riflemen who don’t eat, and I'll conquer
the world—and then the moon and Mars.
Bellies are worse than bad feet. You can
fix bad feet with worse whisky, but
you have to feed bellies. However, there
are five thousand men eating their heads
off, now, within a quarter of a mile of
you. You couldn't find 'em in a week.
It's a great place, this. My own beliefis,
some of Alexander’'s men got lost up here
and took to mining, but the mine was
already ancient when they got here. And
there has been some one else since their
day, but who he was, only Allah knows.
Sometimes | think not even Allah knows
all of it. Here's the entrance. How do
you like the view?”

Gup stood under a huge stone arch
and srtared at the blistering whiteness of
the boulder strewn valley floor. The half
that was in shadow was more tolerable
to the eyes, but gloomier than hell’s gate
—shuddersome, comfortless. The half
that lay in sunlight was a wilderness of
agony. It suggested one of the dead
craters of the moon. There was even a
sort of island near the center that might
have been left there by a final spasm of
the fires within a dying earth. On the
side on which Gup found himself, half in
shadow and half in sunlight, a bulge of
the enormous wall projected overhead to
a distance, in places, of about two hun-

1
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dred feet, so that it would be impossible
from above to see the entrance to the
caverns or the almost countless openings
that had been cut into the wall. The
waste rock dug from the mine had been
used for a fill, and had been leveled, so
that there was a terrace, about a hundred
feet wide and more than a mile long,
curving around that end of the ravine.

“It isn't only ants that work!” said
Jonesey. “How would you like that job,
without machinery?”

The windows of the Ranee’s fan shaped
chamber were in plain view, half a mile
away. From the mouth of a nearby
tunnel came the mutter of a muffled
Diesel engine and the faint purr of a
dynamo.

“How did you get your machinery
down here?” Gup demanded.

“Ah!” said Jonesey. “If you knew
that, you would know the way out!”

Gup’s jaw jerked forward.

“Does that mean I'm a prisoner? You
were to answer all my questions.”

“1 answered that one. No, you're not
a prisoner, but you don’t know the way
out. A king in prison would be a danger-
ous nuisance, whereas an ignorant Kking
is nothing out of the ordinary. But let
me ask you a question. What do you
suppose caused this pock mark in the
earth’s hide? Does it occur to you that
an enormous meteorite may have struck
the earth here and exploded? Something
spectacular happened. Too bad that it
happened before there were men in the
world to witness it. | wouldn’t mind
dying if I could be snuffed out by such
a thunderbolt as that. It would make me
feel important, and it's our feelings that
matter; nature insults us when it wipes
us out with microbes or a one-inch bullet
—not that we don’t deserve ,the insult,
but who wants what he deserves?

“Look up—up there against the sky.
It's seven thousand feet from the floor to
the top of that crag. Do you notice how
the explosion, or whatever it was, threw
up a lip like the splash of a bursting
bubble? It leans outward. It makes this
place almost impregnable, almost undis-
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coverable. Airplanes can’'t see much.
Except at noon there’'s always enough
shadow to make photography impossible.
They daren’t fly low because of the danger
of forced landings; and if they fly high
they can't see detail. How do you like
our parade ground?”

He indicated the wide terrace, but Gup
took no notice of the question. He was
almost spellbound by the huge, raw horror
of the place, although he noticed that it
had no such effect on the men within
sight. He could count about a hundred
individuals, each attending to some task
or other; there were several cleaning
mules at a cavern mouth at the far end
of the terrace; others in the distance ap-
peared to be women carrying bags of
grain toward the great central mass of
boulders, from which he could now see
thin blue smoke ascending. Twenty or
thirty men were cleaning rifles near an-
other tunnel mouth. Somewhere close at
hand a man was singing.

GUP STRODE out on the ter-

race. Jonesey followed him

and the two Orakzai Pathans

came striding along behind. It
was Gup’'s first taste of the lack of
privacy that makes crowned heads re-
semble gold fish in a glass jar. He re-
sented it. He ordered Jonesey to keep
out of reach unless he wanted to be
pitched off the terrace, so Jonesey fell be-
hind. Having no hat, Gup did not care
to expose himself in the glare; he turned
to the right, in shadow, and walked
rapidly to where the terrace ended in a
flight of rough steps leading to the
boulder strewn floor of the gorge.

“It’s like an open sore in earth’s side,”
he reflected. “If there’s anything in the
theory that like produces like, it's a suit-
able throat to spew forth death and ruin.
Is destiny intelligent? And if so, why am
I here? Why is she here? Are good and
evil synonymous terms? Can good come
out of evil? What's to be done? What if
I do nothing? What then? Why is it
that a man can’t see the proper thing to
do?
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“1t would be so simple to do the right
thing if we only knew what it was. Death
doesn’'t matter; nobody minds dying if
there’'s a decent reason for it. There's
probably a decent reason for living, if we
only understood it. There's a decent
thing to do now—but what? Why should
I love thatwoman? God knows. 1 don't.
I only know | do love her. Are love and
destiny the same thing? If so, why the
perfectly unnecessary hell when two tides
meet? Perhaps this world is hell, with
heaven to be won by enduring the tor-
ment, as the Moslems seem to think. If
so, let's clean up hell—that's obvious.
But how?”

He hardly looked where he was going.
The way before him was between huge,
tumbled boulders that cast shadow within
shadow. Theywereallunclimbable; there
was nothing to do but follow the winding
track between them; it was a maze where
a hundred thousand men, if they had
food and water, could hide indefinitely.
They could not even be shelled effectively
by long range cannon; the surrounding
crags were too high and there was too
much cover between boulders. They
could easily hide from airplanes; a hun-
dred bombs might Kill a few, not many.
Nothing less than poison gas could drive
them out.

He shuddered at the thought of poison
gas. If it were true that they were con-
cocting some devil's brew with cyanide
within those caverns, duty was plain; he
must prevent that, at whatever risk.
However, Jonesey was an imaginative
liar and it seemed hardly likely they
would have the necessary knowledge or
appliances. If they made the stuff, how
could they store it? Anyhow, he hoped
that it was a lie. And if it was true, he
hoped that she had had nothing to do
with it.

“God, what a weird world! Ruin—
outlawry—this place—offer of an army—
offer of a kingdom—and in love with the
woman who trapped me into it! Can you
beat that?”

He arrived at a place where a track led
up the cliff side. There was a ledge, no
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great distance up, from which he should
be able to see the entire grim panorama,
so he climbed the track. Jonesey called
to him that the track led nowhere, but
followed him, since he insisted on taking
it.

He soon discovered that Jonesey had
not lied, or had apparently not lied; there
was the ledge, and beyond that nothing,
so he sat down on a boulder, staring at
the view.

Hearing Jonesey’s approaching foot-
steps, he gathered a handful of small
rocks and began to pelt them at him.

“Stay below there!” he commanded.
“Damn you, | want solitude!”

Jonesey turned back.

“All right, Tiberius!” he answered. “All
right! Consider yourself on Capri! But
if you try to move out of my sight, | shall
follow even if | have to shoot you in the
leg to slow you down a bit.”

Gup watched him scramble up a boul-
der from which he could see the ledge,
and for a moment or two he wondered in
which direction he might move in order
to escape out of sight, but he could see no
way.

The great cliff rose sheer behind him.
On his right, and in front, the ledge ended
in air. It was only a big rock projecting
from the cliff side. And he had been
wrong in supposing he would be able
to see the entire floor of the gorge; he
could see less than half of it.

However, it was a good enough place
in which to sit and puzzle out what he
ought to do.

And Love has more resources than the whole
Vast aggregate of nature and all things
That force has made and gathered. As the

hole
Is to the spade, or as the song the diva
sings
Is to the source of music, so are all
Thefruits of being to the spiritual Cause
Which makes men be. Lo, he who loves may
calf
Oh That, whose instance knows no pause.
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CHAPTER XIII

«

‘swallow youb dosel!”

OWN the face of the cliff was a
D gash like the scar left by a thun-
derbolt. It ended in a jumble of
broken rocks in which scrawny thorn
bush and starved weeds fought for a
living. Gup sat near that, since it camou-
flaged him. There was no object in being
difficult to see, except the satisfaction of
annoying Jonesey—that and the habit
that humans share with certain animals
of liking to lie hidden in the intervals of
one mood and another.

For awhile he watched men like insects
moving among boulders. They were as
hard to explain as insects—streams of
them going both ways to and from an
opening in the cliff face near the Ranee’s
windows; it looked purposeless, and yet
there was a suggestion of purpose. The
silence was almost stupefying; the great
gorge seemed to swallow sound and to
change it, by an unearthly alchemy, into
something of which space is made. The
feeling of vastness and unreality kept on
increasing. It was nightmare land.

So a voice meant nothing, not for a few
moments. It was almost like the voice
of conscience or a memory of speech
heard long ago. It issued from behind
him, as it might be from the air or
from the solid cliff and it was almost
toneless. It was so free from emphasis
that it stole on the ear rather than spoke
into it, with the result that Gup did not
turn his head, even when he recognized
it as the voice of some one hidden in the
bush behind him.

“Think you’'re out o’ luck, | suppose!
You're lousy with it! All the luck of
every idiot in India added into one heap
wouldn't match yours! If you look my
way before | tip you to, I'll brain you with
a lump of rock, you ostrich! Got your
head so stuck into the luck, you can't
see daylight! I'm Tom O’'Hara.”

“Cheerio, Tom.”

“Shift yourself. Sit on that other rock,
so that you can see me sideways. Put
your elbow on your knee—chin on your
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hand—hide your mouth and talk, don’t
whisper.”

Tom O’'Hara’s owl face peered out from
a maze of weeds and thorns. He had on
a turban with the green patch of a hajji
who had made the holy pilgrimage to
Mecca, and he appeared to be dressed in
the rusty brown garb of a Moslem mottah.
His owl eyes were aglow with the fever
of love of hisjob, a glow that any one may
interpret as he pleases; under that turban
it looked like religious frenzy, a sure pass-
port in the Moslem hills.

“How did you find me, Tom?
did you get here?”

“Easy. Knew of this place long ago.
I knew it'd come to this. | said it. |
wrote it. By and by they’ll blame me for
it. Who cares? I've a girl in Copenhagen.
They can send me the sack for a wedding
gift, and I'll turn farmer. Hell of a good
place for raising cows is all that country
around Copenhagen.”

“But how did you get in?”

“Curious, aren’t you? | rode in, along
with a dozen Shinwari headmen who
would sell their souls for a half chance to
go raiding. They'rewar hungry—haven’t
seen a sight of loot since the emir poisoned
his uncle. Your friend Rahman found
‘'em up-pass somewhere asking the way
to this place. He brought 'em along; he
had Pepul Das with him. And I'm a
very holy gent from Samarkand, where
I've been all winter, preaching ghaza—
holy war. They naturally brought me
with ’'em. I'm that holy, though, I had
to say my prayers, and | say 'em solitary,
that being a special extra vow | took in
Mecca, where the Prophet spoke to me in
a dream by night; and any one who sees
me praying has his luck queered per-
manent. | came and sat up here to look
for you; and if your Luck weren't Allah’s
own with diamonds on it, | might be
looking for a week. Who's your friend
on the rock?”

“One of his names
Ghulam Jan.”

“Not Jonesey? Lord, we are in luck!
Has he finished those charts, | wonder?
He's been making 'em for three years.

How

is the Mollah

I'd give one eye to copy 'em. Maybe I
will. Maybe I'll swipe '’em. There were
only two thieves crucified—I'm still liv-
ing by my wits. Now gimme your news.”

“1 am offered,” said Gup, “the com-
mand of an army.”

“l said it! You accepted it? You
snapped it?”
“Naturally not. What do you take me

for?”

“1 gave you credit for being two eyed,
you long faced Caledonian! | wrote it
| said all that fellow Gup McLeod needs
isajob o’ work. I told 'em: he’s a Cove-
nanter out of employment. | said give
him something difficult and dangerous to
do, with peas in his boots and a hair shirt,
and he'll spike hell's cannons; but if you

don’t, he'll spike yours. And | made
‘em listen—dammit! And here you are—
and you turn the job down! You

ostrich!”

“You want to see me invading India?”
Gup asked, his lips white with contempt.
There was no humor in him at the
moment.

“Sooner see you try it than see you sit
here like a virgin Andromache waiting
for your modesty to save your virtue!
Nobody needs virgins nowadays. Listen,
you anachronism—you Highlan’ hellcat
with#. Covenanters’ muzzle! Get your
claws out—get 'em busy!”

“How?” Gup askedthim.

“First I'll tell you why. They've kep’
this subshyrosavitch, which is Russian for
a ten ton censorship. The Punjab is
seething; ninety per cent, of the Sikhs
are ready to revolt and raise hell; and
that’'s not half of it. There's lots more,
spoiling for self-rule. You know what that
means—how many cutthroats that means?
All right. The Emir of Afghanistan, with
a new throne under him, mind you, that
makes him feel like Pharaoh on a hot
stove, knows about the Punjab. He's
no Solomon, but he can pick 'em when
the cards lie face up. He’s heard of
Mustapha Kemal and Mussolini. He
knows Europe is stone broke and sick
o’ fighting. He’'d be crazy if he didn't
cut loose. He's all ready to come howling
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down the Khyber with a quarter of a mil-
lion Afghans into the Punjab—and up with
the Sikhs—Allah strafe India! Get me?”

“Yes,” said Gup, “1 know that.”

“And you sit there mooning! And you
offered the command of an army, by the
best looking woman east of Europe, full o’
money and notions—and the meat on the
table—dammit! All you have to do is
grab it! You ostrich! Can’'t you see
that if you take her army by the snoot,
and you a known outlaw, nobody knows
where you'll lead it! Will you march on
Kabul? That's what the emir wants to
know. And who tells? Ls it likely he'll
waltz into India, with you and maybe
fifty thousand Hillmen sweating blood for
a chance to fall on his rear and loot his
baggage trains? And are the Sikhs so
crazy that they’ll take a chance until
they know whether you're for the emir
or agin him? Not much! Sikhs have had
a taste or two o’ being bad boys all on
their little lonesome! Oh, you ostrich!
Think o’ Glint’'s peeve when he learns it
was Gup McLeod who saved Indial We
might pull strings and fix it so that Glint
has to be on parade when they make you
K. C. M. G! They'llsuredo it! You can
make 'em do it! If they didn’t do it, they
might think you'd cross the Rubicon like
Joan of Arc and rub their smellers in the
dust!”

“Not so simple,” said Gup.
army, not mine.”

“And she a woman? And you looking
like a flame headed Launcelot out of a
book by Dumas? Is there anything
simpler? Ain't it cushy? What do you
want—a bath chair and a trained nurse?
Dammit! If I had your good looks and,
say, half o’ your luck, 1'd lead a raid on
Kabul that'd make her army sick o’
fighting for a couple o’ generations! I'd
make the emir sick, too. And I'd make
her sick o’ spending money! After that,
if 1 liked her well enough, 1'd set her to
cooking and keeping house and milking a
cow or two o’ mornings. If not—1'd let
the Government have her for Exhibit A,
Example B, o' playing poker without
knowing who she’s up against.”

“It's her
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GUP SCOWLED, although he

liked the theory and he loved

Tom O’'Hara. He suspected

Tom would give him no false
tips, even for the sake of statecraft. But
it is not easy for a man like Gup to love
a woman, lie to her, betray her and then
laugh, not though he save her from ruin
and death by doing it.

“1'd have to pledge my word,” he said,
gritting his teeth.

“Go ahead then and pledge it! Me,
I'd pledge it on a stack o’ Bibles—and I'd
kiss her on the mouth and call her puss-
in-the-corner names. 1'd put a helmet
on and get myself a ramping big horse.
I'd talk about plundering India’s plains,
to get the army gingered up—and 1'd act
that treasonable that they'd find a new
name for it! And all for the love of—"

Tom O’Hara hesitated. He was watch-
ing Gup’s face, his owl eyes wide and
his weird nose moving like an owl’s beak.

“For the love of country, honesty, or a
woman—which?” Gup asked him.

“Nix on any of 'em! For the love of
acting like a man. Will you do it?”

Gup sat silent. It was not argument
that reached him; it was contact with a
friend whose purpose and integrity were
flint-like. A spark had struck. He felta
new flame burning in him, as he sat toying
with a rock that he tossed from hand to
hand. He stood up. Suddenly he threw
the rock; it smashed on the boulder below
within a foot of Jonesey, who scrambled
to earth in a hurry.

“1 will do it,” he said calmly.

“1 knew it.”

“But listen, Tom, 1—"

“Dammit, don’t talk slop to me; I've a
girl of my own in Copenhagen! You'rein
love with her. | knew it. Any ostrich
could see that with his head in a barrel o’
sawdust. Take a tip; if you're only in
love, get it over with and get out. But
if you love her, use your whip. | don’t
mean that too literal, but let her know
who cooks the hash and who finds fault
with it—you get me? Women are like
horses. Let 'em know who's master, let
‘'em know it, mind you, and no guessing—
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and there ain’t a thingthey won’t do, nor
a fence they won't face for the sake of
proving 'emselves fit to look you in the
eye.”

“Thanks, Tom. | daresay you know.”

“And here’s another tip for you: the
Afghan emir means it. He means to in-
vade India. He's coming quick. Lottie
Carstairs of Jullunder has a pipe dream of
a kingdom of her own between Afghanis-
tan and India. Am | right? The emir
wants an empire—all the way to Delhi.
Don’t argue with me. | know' it. And
if you think the emir hasn’t tried to win
her alliance you're as crazy as she'd be if
she fell for it. And if you think he hasn't,
got some treacherous specimens cuck-
ooed into her own nest, working against
her, you're just plain ignorant of how
they play that kind of game.”

Gup paced along the ledge, stood star-
ing and strode back. Then he picked up
another rock for Jonesey’s benefit in case
the Welshman should start up the track.

“Now listen, Tom. If | do this, I've
got to lie to her. I've got to explain my
change of front. An hour or two ago |
refused her offer point blank.”

“Easy. Glint has had you posted.
There's a reward out—five thousand
rupees for you, dead or alive. You can
say you saw me and | told you how your
own crowd have condemned you withouj;
giving you the benefit of doubt.”

“Isit true?”

“True as I'm sitting here. The only
friends you have left are the few you’d let
sell you if it'd save a ticklish situation.
How many might that be—two, three men
in Asia? Are you going? Take that
fellow Jonesey with you and keep an eye
on him; he knows me by sight, and I
want to get my fingers on his charts.”

“All right, Tom.” Gup stared straight
at him. “And thank you.”

The owl face nodded. The curved,
beak-like nose spread slightly and a maze
of wrinkles rippled upward as white
teeth flashed in a cherubic smile. Then
the face resumed its solemnity.

“Swallow your dose and get a move
on!”
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“All right, Tom.” 1

“And listen: watch that Dover woman.
She's as treacherous as Talleyrand and
Judas Iscariot rolled in one, and she’s
got more brains than either of 'em! Don’t
forget now that | said it.”

* * *

But he must love. It is not written that his
lust
Shall be the law of heaven.
the fruit
Who tilled no tree—the weariness and dust,
The seeming for a moment and the
fruit
Of tasteless victory are his, since Fortune
drew
Him to the lists of disillusionment to
earn
Through failure Faith—that P luxnix, barn
anew,
Whose magic is so simple to apply, so
hard to learn.

Crave hefor

CHAPTER XIV

“you ABE THE LEAST TOUCHY-—-—THE LEAST
VIOLENT-—THE LEAST UNREASONABLE

MAN I KNOW! j

OU ARE to come with me,” said
Gup. '
He was another man; he whistled
as he walked and Jonesey had to hurry to
keep up with him.

“Why this sudden interest in my
society?” asked Jonesey. “It is merely
minutes since | was a spiritual stink
under your nostrils. | suspect you of
enmity, by Allah, veiled and vile.”

“1 have slightly changed my mind
about you,” Gup answered.

“Oh. What shall | do about that, I
wonder? Allah! Nothing is more un-
certain than the temper of these Nordic
blonds; the only certainty about it is
that they will first get thoroughly self-
righteous and then commit atrocity in the
name of virtue. | prefer animals as less
exasperating; however, you were going to
tell me—"
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“This,” said Gup. “From now on I
expect you to report to me direct. If
I as much as suspect you of not doing
that—"

He hesitated. However, he had to
begin. A commander-in-chief—more par-
ticularly of an army of lawless mount-
aineers—must be ruthless in enforcing
discipline. He must apply the very
principles he hated. In the name of
right he must do wrong.

“1 will send you,” he said, “to where
you may discover which is the true reli-
gion, even if I have to kill you with my
own hand.”

Jonesey’s brown eyes wondered at him,
but Jonesey’s face was lighted with mis-
chievous amusement, two sides of his
character, almost like two colors, vying
for supremacy, not blending, not able to
blend, ,and both controlled by something
else.

“You Nordics,” he retorted, “are in
love with violence. That is because you
violently hate your own shortcomings, in-
stead of being amused by them as a sen-
sible person would be. However, | can
lie like Ananias. Very well, sir, | am at
your service. | will report to you direct.
I swear | will report to you direct. Shall
I call you your Majesty, Caesar, Imperial
Highness?”

“You may call me Gup Bahadur.”

“That is rather a good name, Gup
Bahadur. It doesn't mean anything,
but in the long run nothing means any-
thing, so what’'s the odds? Shall | tell
you the actual truth for once—just this
once—naked truth as near as | can
tell it?”

He stopped, persuading Gup to face
him. He leaned on his long staff, peering
into Gup’s eyes. He resembled a monk
more than ever; the wrinkles on his
weathered skin were like writing on parch-
ment—cryptic written statement of his
unbelief in everything that the beautiful
brown eyes had seen, and that the satyr’s
ears had heard; nevertheless of his faith
in something. The faith had baffled him;
it was there but he could not grasp it
with his intellect.
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“1f you make good as Gup Bahadur |
will serve you as one man seldom serves
another. By your eyes | can see you have
crossed a Rubicon. And you won't turn
back. | am as big a fool as you are; | also
refuse to turn back. And fools are happier
than wise men, until folly and wisdom
meet in one big melting pot; we call it
death. | have studied all religions and
all governments. | have read and talked
philosophy until my eyes burned and my
throat was dry as leather. Fortunately
spittle comes to its own rescue, even after
such a course as that, so | spat on all of
them.”

He spat by way of illustration, exceed-
ingly wetly and loosely, in the Moslem
fashion that expressed scorn beyond con-
trol. Then he went on:

“1 eliminated all the nonsense. There
was this left: every man his own hero, his
own guide and his own redeemer. But |
am a bad guide except over mountains.
As a hero, | find there are holes in me;
I don't hold heroism. And | can't re-
deem a billygoat. Nevertheless, | refuse
to be fobbed of amusement; and | find
life interesting. Then what?”

He prodded the ground with his staff,
leaned on it, straightened himself and
continued:

“Nothing left but this: I will find some-
one else who shall be a hero, a guide, a
redeemer. | will not believe in him, of
course; that would be too stupid. But I
will act as if believing in him. When he
falls down, | will leave him flat and find
another. Or look for another; they are
not easy to find. In that way | shall
amuse myself, and | may learn something
worth knowing. | will place at the service
of such a man all my incredulity, my
knowledge of things that are not what
they seem to be, my expensive experience
of man’s ingratitude, my immodesty,
my genius for lying, my irreverence, and
no small zeal. But beware of my zeal; |
leave nothing undone; I make mistakes as
accurate in detail and as hard to undo as
a treasury statement. Do you wish to
be that hero? Would you like me to
think myself—”"
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“1 don’t care a damn what you think
about you or me, so long as you obey me,”
Gup interrupted. “1 don’t propose to
waste one thought on you except as being
a useful person who does what he's told.
Do we understand each other?”

“Perfectly. You are the hero! You
shall be that until you fail me by becom-
ing sentimental or in some other way
arousing my contempt. 1 am free with
my fancies. However—~

“What?”

“1 am commanded not to let you out of
sight. | shall return you to the heroine
—this side up, unbroken so to speak—
before | put the hero in her place in my
heart. In at one door, out the other!
You will go the same way when a better
man, or better woman shows up. But
you are the most interesting yet.”

“You are to come with me,” said Gup.
“What are those men doing, streaming
back and forth near the Ranee’swindows?”

“They are carrying silver rupees.”

“Why?”

“From a hole where they were buried
and cemented up, into a treasury room
near her apartment. It was | who buried
them. We were a long time making this
place ready. Do you realize how much
money it takes to keep a Hillman army
sitting still? Overlook one payday, and
then count how many men you have
tomorrow morning. The unpaid re-
mainder will be tough and hungry, spoil-
ing to be led toward the plunder and very
mutinous. Money, money, money! The
rupees were safer buried in the open,
where they could be swept by machine
gun fire, than in the caverns, until we
were thoroughly organized. We have a
properly underpaid guard for them now
that is stupid enough to be loyal, so into
the cavern they go. But they melt, O
Allah, how the money melts! And there’s
no way now of cashing drafts on Europe
and then smuggling the silver across the
border. Time is the most expensive
commodity in the market. If you asked
me, | should say action is indicated-
very sudden and not limited by other
people’s feelings.”
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“But you weren't asked,” said Gup.

He climbed the rough steps to the ter-
race and entered the huge arched tunnel
mouth, alert now to his bearings and
striding with a step that echoed down
the passage ahead of him. He was not
conscious of dramatic movement; he did
not know that his stride had changed or
that his face was now a picture of de-
termination. He was not even thinking
of himself or of his own predicament.
Whether he was ridiculous or heroic,
wise or unwise, he neither knew nor
cared. He had made up his mind. He
had accepted a job and he was going to
finish it as swiftly as he could and with
the aid of every faculty he had. And
strangely enough, the prize was not Lot-
tie Carstairs. The goal was as suddenly
clear in his sight as the sun on the rim
of the world at daybreak, but the prize
was nothing to be told in words or
even to be ~thought in communicable
phrases. It was something abstract and
intangible that he might, or might not be
able to share with the woman whom he
knew now that he loved; that depended
on her. What depended on him, he
would do. For the time being he was
determined not to think about his love
for her.

So he strode along intricate passages,
noticing on the way what had escaped
his notice on the way out, because he
had then been interested only in his
own way out of an infernal difficulty.
Now it was the difficulty that was in-
teresting and not a detail of its set-
ting escaped him. New admiration for
Lottie Carstairs swept over him, a new
respect for her.

The few men he passed were on their
rounds inspecting something for which
they were responsible to some one higher
up. There was organization here and a
master genius controlling it. Control, he
reflected, is not physical; if it were, the
bulls and elephants would rule; nor is it
merely intellectual, or the scholars would
govern the world. In essence it is genius.
He wondered whether he himself had
genius. He was going to find out.
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WHEN he reached the door of

her apartment, he struck it a

blow with his knuckles that

rather disconcerted him; he
had hot meant to make so much noise.
However, he was kept waiting a long
time and it was a suave little Bengali
clerk who opened it at last—a lean man
with brown intellectual eyes, who smiled
as men do who have had to do much
thinking behind a mask of disarming
pleasantries.

“Her Highness is not able to see you
at the moment,” he said in fluent, beauti-
fully pronounced English.

“Who are you?” Gup demanded.

“Her treasurer.”

“Does she know | am here?”

“1 suspect not. But she is holding a
jirga—conference.”

Gup turned to Jonesey.

“Leave those Pathans outside and
follow me in,” he commanded. Then he
strode into the hallway, pushing aside
the astonished treasurer. “Go in to the
jirga and say Gup Bahadur is out here
waiting. Or shall I go in unannounced?”

The treasurer glanced at Jonesey’s
face for an explanation, but Jonesey had
closed the door behind him and was star-
ing at the wall, apparently seeing, hearing,
saying nothing, but nevertheless exuding
mirth.

“1 will not wait long,” said Gup in a
voice whose restraint suggested steel
springs and a trigger. The treasurer's
surface serenity wilted and the inner man
appeared.

“1 suspect you will wait until she wishes
to see you,” he answered, glancing over
his shoulder at two Pathans who stood
by the door of the fan shaped room with
bayonets fixed on modem British army
rifles.

Gup nodded.

“1 will report you,” he said, “for a
plucky attempt to do your duty.”

He thrust him aside and strode across
the square antechamber toward the Pa-
thans, who barred the door against him,
bringing down their bayonets to the
charge. Without turning, he reached
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for Jonesey'’s staff, snatched it and thrust
at the door between the sentries, striking
two resounding blows.

“Announce Gup Bahadur!”
manded.

The door opened from within, a scant
six inches. A man’s voice asked angrily
what the noise was all about.

“Gup Bahadur!” said one of the
sentries.

“Gup Bahadur!” the voice inside the
room repeated.

There was a moment's pause. The
door opened wide. Gup strode in, with
Jonesey at his heels.

It seemed a different room, now that
the sunlight streamed in through the
tinted windows. Rahman was there,
with Pepul Das, both of them robed in
rich silk over their traveling clothes. They
and twelve bearded chieftains sat in a
semicircle on the floor before the throne,
each with a silver tray in front of him, on
which was coffee in Dresden china cups.
They were all arrayed like Rahman; it
was rather obvious that the silken robes
were either a loan for the occasion or %
gift.

But she—and she was neither the Ranee
now nor Lottie Carstairs but some one
who combined the qualities of those two
with something spiritual added—out-
shone them all. A screen of peacock
feathers had been set behind the throne
chair. She was wearing no turban now;
her hair was loosely coiled beneath a
golden sari. Her coat was blue, over a
rose colored smock and Moslem trousers.
Her diamonds flashed like dew on roses
in the sun.

One glance at Gup’s face satisfied her.
Her lips moved in a slow smile and her
eyes laughed triumph. Gup thought she
caught her breath, but that might have
been his own imagination. Her voice was
in perfect control.

“My commander-in-chief,” she said,
almost casually. “He has come in haste
to attend this jirga. Therefore | excuse
him, and | request you nobles to excuse
him for not wearing more suitable clothes
—are my servants asleep?” she added

he com-
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suddenly. “Why is he offered no chair?”

Therp was a servant in every window
recess and four more stood with their
backs to the rear wall. Gup wondered
how many of them were spies in the
British service. Two of them brought a
chair and set it, obeying a royal gesture,
where the sunlight formed a pool of light
on a Persian rug. Gup bowed and sat
down, with a window recess on his left
hand and the semicircle of chieftains on
his right. On his right there was also
the balcony over the door; it was full of
women, but they were veiled and he could
not be sure that Harriet Dover was among
them. Rahman’s face was an enigma.
Pepul Das blinked at a window pane.
Jonesey sat and leaned his back against
the door.

“And now,” said the Ranee, “I will lis-
ten to your views if each noble will speak
in turn.” But there was a long silence.

Gup noticed that she spoke the uncouth
northern dialect with difficulty, but he
admired her, nevertheless, for not using
an interpreter, although he thought he
saw two of the chieftains almost shudder
at the mispronunciation of their cherished
gutturals. Then, for no reason whatever,
it dawned on him that she was much
more helpless than she knew. She was
alone—more utterly alone than he was,
in spite of her women—in spite of her
army. He remembered the poison gas.
He almost doubted that she knew about
it; he could not imagine her using such
stuff against savages for the sake of
her own ambition. There was something
tragic about her loneliness, as if she were
surrounded by false friends whom she
had begun to suspect. He sat watching
her eyes and wondering why he had been
such an idiot as not to know he loved her,
in the old days when he might have saved
her—and himself—from so much anguish.
Together they could have lived a life
worthwhile.

At last a chief spoke, cross legged on a
rug and very upright, but not able to look
royal as she did. He was only self-
assertive. She was aware of essential
dignity, which is different.
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“By Allah,” he began, “we believe it is
true that there are fifty thousand who
have sworn to follow you. And some say
more. But you offer to set up a govern-
ment here. But we know it is true that
the Punjab hungers to rebel; and that
means opportunity. The Sikhs, it is said,
would rise like one man if a lashkar came
down from the North to their aid.
Peshawar is in the way, like a rock in the
way of a mountain torrent, but a torrent
can flow past such obstacles. No fortress
and no artillery can prevent the will of
Allah.”

THERE was a murmur of

assent. The Ranee watched the

chieftains’ faces with eyes that

betrayed only interest. Her
still hands rested on the chair arms. The
blue, unswollen veins of her bare feet did
not suggest excitement or anxiety. Gup
crossed his legs and noticed that the
pressure of his own heart’s beating made
it impossible to keep the free foot still;
he set it on the floor again. The chieftain
resumed:

“You should make cause with the emir
and march with him into India. The
emir of Kabul offers us more than you
offer.”

“1 offer you nothing,” she answered,
“except honor and what comes of that.
I make no promise in advance to men
whose courage and good faith | have not
yet tested. |If you prefer to trust the
emir you have my leave to go.”

It was a royal answer and it even made
Gup’s blood go leaping in his veins.
There was a murmur from the women in
the balcony. The chieftains glanced at
one another. Rahman sought Gup’s
eyes, met them and nodded three times.
Then another chieftain spoke up, rougher
of voice and gesture than the first.

“By Allah, | say a thousand men will
follow where | lead. But shall | lead
them as a stream flows, knowing neither
why nor whither? Allah gave men under-
standing for their use, so let there be
understanding. Therefore, | say this:
that the emir would pay a high price for
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our friendship. Aye, and, by Allah, he
leaves Kabul for a pledge behind him!
Let him play us false or lead unwisely—
lo, we turn and plunder Kabul to re-
imburse ourselves! Furthermore, if we
follow him into India, and if Allah wills
that our arms are successful, it is stipu-
lated in advance that this one shall have
so much gold and so many women and so
much land—and this other shall have so
much—and this other. All is written.
You should make us a better offer.”

“1 did not even invite you to come and
see me,” said the Ranee.

Gup rose out of his chair and cleared
his throat with a noise like the crash of
command on parade. She nodded to him
to speak and her eyes glowed as if light
shone through them.

“It is not I,” said Gup, “who make
agreements—" and he used their gutturals
as harshly as they did; his vowels were
solid and rounded; his voice was resonant
and deep; it was as Hillmen love to hear
their language spoken—*“but it is I who
will lead this army in the field. And I will
lead it northward, against Kabul, if | see
fit. 1f 1 go by way of your valleys some-
one’s grain shall feed the horses, some
one’s sheep shall feed our fighting men
and some one’s gold shall pay them! It
is for you to say whose grain and sheep
and gold it is to be. As Allah is our wit-
ness, if Allah wills that this Ranee shall
sit on the throne of Kabul, is there any
man here who can prevent it? Ye speak
of understanding. Which of you can
prophesy whether | lead north, south,
east or west? And when | begin? And
how swift my marches?”

Silence fell. Dark eyes watching Gup
from beneath overshadowing turbans
tried to hide consternation. The Ranee
sat motionless, that look of ancient
Egypt stealing over her face until she
seemed like Hatshepsut in an hour of
mystic meditation. Gup resumed. He
used no gestures and not much emphasis;
he understated the strength of his new
found arrogance, thus multiplying its
effect.

“1 need no more men. | have enough
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friends. It is agreeable to me now to
learn who my enemies are. One false
friend is worse than a hundred manly
enemies who name the cause of their
quarrel and take up arms. If ye prefer
the emir’s promises say so, and let the
emir keep them if he can.”

A man who had not yet spoken stroked
his beard by way of calling attention to
himself.

“As Allah is my witness,” he said,
“this is a page from another book.”

Gup sat down, praying that this bluff
had not succeeded too well. The speaker
continued:

“It is not our custom to be ruled or led
by women. The emir is a man, but he
neither fills the eye, nor the ear, nor makes
the spirit burn within a man as you do.
What we lack in this land is a leader. By
Allah, if you can lead as you speak, you
are he! And, by my beard, I am no de-
pendent of Kabul. Speak again. Tell
us more of this matter.”

Gup took his time. It is a mistake to
be in too great haste to speak, in any
northern gathering; men like deliberate,
slow phrases, weighed in the mind before
the mouth utters them. And Gup was
not sure of himself; he was banking on the
scant advice and information he had had
from Tom O’Hara. He wanted no more
men, lest the Ranee’'s army grow un-
manageable and break through into India
in spite of him. What he did want was
disaffection in the ranks of the Emir of
Afghanistan’s adherents—that, and he
also wished the news to filter through to
Kabul that there was at least dickering
to be done, and perhaps a stiff fight to be
faced, before the emir's army could pouf
down the passes into India. He sus-
pected that every word he uttered would
be reported in Kabul within a week or
ten days, exaggerated almost beyond
recognition; spies would pick up his
words in Kabul and relay them to the
Indian government. He hoped, but
doubted, .that the Indian government
would put a right interpretation on them.
Oddly, he did not think that Tom O’'Hara
might be sending word through.
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“1 have spoken,” he said, when he did
stand up. “It seems to me, ye think ye
know more than | know. If so, | will
eagerly match my ignorance against your
knowledge!”

He sat down again. The chieftain who
had spoken last stood up. He bowed—
twice. The second bow was deeper than
the first but Gup took no notice of it.

“Knowledge and ignorance, who shall
judge between them?” he said senten-
tiously. “Nevertheless, it is a reasonable
thing that men who are to risk their
lives should know why and whither and
what next?”

“Do you know tomorrow’s events, or
can you cancel yesterday’'s?” Gup re-
torted. “Who is there in the world whose
life is not hourly at stake? And what
matters, so be that a man dies fearless?”

“True. Allah judges our hearts. And
none knows whom the dark angel shall
overtake next. But though a man be
fearless, it is just that he should know
what to expect in this world. Let us at
least learn of the reward.”

GUP RECOGNIZED the be-

ginning of one of those endless,

half philosophic and wholly
noncommittal arguments that

Hiilmen love.

talk in that strain until midnight, where-
after they would weigh each phrase in
search of something on which to base
further discussion. He decided to end
it abruptly. He wanted the news to
reach Kabul that he was bold and con-
fident enough to reject overtures of aid.
“1t is written,” he said, “that in this
world there is nothing worth striving for.
The Prophet wrote that Isa saith this
world is a bridge; pass over it but build no
houses on it. There is no goal that a man
can reach in this world, nor any reward,
that shall not be as dust and ashes. |
am a Ghazi. It is Ghaza that I make.
| seek a spiritual goal and the reward of
Allah! Men who question me concerning
payment and reward for the loan of their
rifles in Allah’s name, belong not in the
ranks of Allah’s loshkar. Let them join
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our enemies and learn whether or not
God guides my fighting arm.”

He sat down in awful silence. Not a
finger stirred. He looked calm, but his
heart was beating like a trip-hammer and
he was wondering how long he might be
able to keep up that role of Ghazi. He
had read the Koran many times but his
theology was woefully weak; almost the
first question was likely to expose his
weakness. And it came, Gup wondering
why he had blundered into such an in-
discretion. He could read fear in the
Ranee’'s eyes. A sidewise glance at
Jonesey revealed mischievous amusement.
The oldest chieftain stood.

“Your Honor is of our faith? Circum-
cized and properly provided with a letter
saying at which college and by whom he
was accepted as a true believer? It is
lawful to demand that such a letter be
produced.”

Gup took his time again, wishing he had
bitten off his tongue before he used
phrases that were only meant, in the heat
of a moment, to explain ideals in a
language they would understand. Ex-
asperated by being taken literally, as he
ought to have known he would be, he was
on the verge of letting ill temper get the
better of him. If they should call him

They would be willifigld® Ghazi and send that accusation

leaping from mouth to mouth of fanatics
who knew nothing but the dry dead letter
of their faith, the game was lost before it
was begun. The Ranee’sown army would
melt; there would be no one to hang on
the flank of the invading Afghans. They
would burst into India, the Punjab would
rise in revolt, there would be a swath of
rapine and of dead and dying, all the way
from Khyber mouth to Bombay.

He rose very slowly to his feet, his
brain as blank as if he had been stunned.
But intuition is not seated in the brain;
it merely uses it, and uses it more readily
when the brain is not busy with sugges-
tions.

“Where,” he retorted, “is it written
that Allah made you, but not me? And
if | swear that there is one God, shall God
deny me? And if God deny me not, do®
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your unbelief matter? Shall I answer to
God, or to you? And which is better?
A written testimonial that any clever
rogue might forge, or a man’s deeds?
Which of the two shall Allah justify?”

He stood, with his teeth set so tightly
that the muscles of his jaw rose in knots.
The chieftain’s pointed question had been
a thrust that pricked him where he kept
his fury against all dry bones of bigotry
encumbering men’s inward faith. The
very thought of bigotry could make him
as bigoted as anybody else. He hated
cant with such a livid hatred that he had
formed a new cant of his own. He de-
spised intolerance to a point where in-
tolerance entered into him and made
him furious. But his fury was magnetic.

And in the ensuing silence the Ranee’s
calm voice spoke, from the peacock
throne, the ancient formula that none
may ignore and not name himself an
ignorant, ill mannered fool—

“Ye have my leave to go.”

Again silence. Had she opened her
lips, that would have amounted to per-
mission to speak while taking leave. They
bowed, hesitating, hoping for the chance
to get a word in. Stately and solemn and
dignified then, they filed out from the
presence. It was not until the door had
closed behind them that the voice of
Jonesey broke on the stillness.

“Allah!  The Omnipotent made in-
genuity! 1 will forge you the letter you
need. It shall be signed by the Imam of

Istamboul. | will spread it across Asia
that you are a true believer!”

“Not ifyou're eager to live, you won't,”
Gup answered. “If you tell 'em one lie
about my religion, I'll break your head
with that staff you carry. That's the
only point on which I'm touchy,”

“You are the least touchy, the least
violent, the least unreasonably man |
know,” said Jonesey. “May | wait

outside?”

* * *

And they are ignorant who think that Love
is meek.
No arrogance, in all uncounted realms
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Of endless universes spiraling, can speak
With magic such as Love’s, that over-
whelms
All opposites and pours its course
So full of tributary forces that a stream
Flood-swollen from a trackless source
Is as a shadow to it, in an idler's dream.

CHAPTER XV

‘what do you mean, sir, by disaster?”’

ut JONESEY changed his mind—

something that only a corpse may

not do. It was the servants who
filed out one by one, obedient to a gesture.
One veiled figure remained in the gallery,
four ivory white fingers on the edge of the
stone betraying nervousness. Then the
Ranee stepped down from her throne; she
laid her sari aside; instantly the woman in
the gallery removed her veil, revealing
-Harriet Dover, dark eyed and intense.
There was no sound now. Jonesey ap-
proached, his bare feet silent on the three-
deep rugs, and they faced one another,
Jonesey leaning on his staff.

“What has happened?” she asked. Her
eyes were liquid with a triumph that in-
cluded doubt and saw beyond doubt to a
victory not yet won. Delighted, she was
also suspicious and doubly on guard.
“You yield as breathlessly as you refused
to yield. What has happened?”

“1 have been told,” said Gup with grim
lips, “that my countrymen have con-
demned me unheard and have posted a
reward for me, dead or alive.”

“Soyou turn on them? You accept my
offer?”

He nodded. There was silence again
in which his windy gray eyes looked into
the depths of hers—a long silence, in
which even Gup’s steady breathing was
hardly audible.

“You lie lamely,” she said at last.
“You are too honest. You can think
treason, but you can’t hide it.”

Silence again, until Jonesey spoke—

“Oh, the power of silence!”

It was true. Silence was giving Gup
time in which to turn words over in his
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mind. He hated lying, even after he had
recognized the necessity. If he could,
he preferred to tell the truth so subtly
that she would misinterpret it. Afterward
he would be able to quote his own words,
in his own defense. It was not yet clear
to him that love between two strong
characters is a battlefield in which no
quarter may be asked or given, but the
strength of each devours the weakness of
the other until only love is left. He had
to conquer her, not explain himself. He
could feel that, but he did not understand
it yet.

“It is they,” he said, “who have done
treason against me. They shall regret it.”

“Who told you this news?”

He evaded a direct answer—

“1 will discuss that with you when we
are alone.”

She glanced at Jonesey.

“Did he speak with any one?”

But Jonesey had no opportunity to
answer. They were interrupted by the
voice of Harriet Dover, ringing low con-
tralto, ominous, as she leaned over the
gallery:

“In one short paroxysm of grandiose
boasting your Nordic blond has undone
the work of weeks! | warned you to test
him before you trusted him!”

The Ranee ignored that but her eyes
darkened angrily. She spoke to Gup
again.

“Did you mean what you said about
marching on Kabul?”

“How can | answer until I have seen
the army | must lead?”

“Are you willing to take oath before
the army?”

Gup did not dare to hesitate.

“Certainly,” he answered.

“You shall review the army, and you
shall swear yourself in at the same time,”
she said, staring at him. “However,
I have not forgotten how your country-
men sold Mary Queen of Scots to Eliza-
beth, and Charles the First to Cronrweil.”

Gup winced. He hated history; it is
too full of the lapses from common de-
cency of every nation under heaven.

“Let us draw up that oath with cau-
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tion,” she went on. “Harriet Dover shall
make a draft of it that won't leave you
even a beggar’s loophole.”

He smiled at that. He knew that if he
should ever decide to break an oath he
would need no loophole. He would smash
the thing in fragments.

“All right, draw it,” he retorted. “If
it suits me, I'll swear it. If it doesn't |
won't.”

“Any stipulations?”

“None,” he answered. “l have de-

cided to take up the sword and by the
sword | will win or fail. 1f 1 win, you win.
If I fail, you will very likely die with me.
If you don’t give me your complete con-
fidence, 1 will treat you in the same way.
Accept my sword or leave it.”

“It isn't your sword that | doubt,”
she said, looking straight at his eyes.
“Nor do | doubt you; you are of the stuff
of which heroes are made. But | do doubt
your Covenanter’s conscience.”

“Doubt it then,” said Gup.
have to command your army.”

But if she had taken him at his word,
he had already made up his mind to seize
command. It may be that she understood
that. She was reading him as if his eyes
and his face were the score of new, in-
triguing music. \Y

“1f you play me false—was ever an-
other woman, placed as | am, rash enough
to run that risk? You have nothing to
lose, no pledge to offer. As a pledge,
even your life is worthless; you would
throw it away as some men throw the
stump of a cigar. If you should fail me,
do you know what | would do?”

“1 can guess,” said Gup.

“1 would realize that my own judgment
and my own ideals, my own wit and my
own reason were all worthless. 1 would
realize that my life’'s work is nothing,
can amount to nothing and has gone down
like a pack of cards. And | would have
no compunctions left of any kind.”

“Most of us feel like that,” said Gup,
“until the house of cards falls. Mine fell,
so | know the sensation. The trick is,
not to try to build another dreamland.
Build with bricks next time. Or build

“l don’'t
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some other fellow’'s house. Our own
don’'t matter much.”

“1f you fail me, I will never again trust
any one,” she answered and Gup wondered
at her emphasis.

It did him good to hear it. He recog-
nized familiar symptoms. It made him
realize that not only he had had to face
a crisis, in which the devils of despair had
done their utmost. He was emerging,
robbed of nothing except trash. He
wondered how she would emerge. He in-
tended to spare her all he could.

“Who steals my name,” he thought,
“steals nothing. But if he should steal
my own opinion of myself—”"

He smiled at his own sententiousness,
reminding himself it was a time for
deeds, on which the fate of India might
hinge, not for self-examination. Let the
lords of destiny make use of him as he was;
he could not change himself in that hour.
He decided to begin mow, instantly, to
force the underlying secrets to the surface
so that he might judge the situation and
develop plans. But to do that he had to
deal in words first; he had to drive a
wedge into the split that he discerned
between the Ranee and Harriet Dover.

“How much authority has Miss Do-
ver?” he asked.

“She is the first woman secretary of
state who ever lived,” the Ranee answered.
“Her authority is not very clearly de-
fined; we have had no time for definitions.
She and | have worked together from the
first.”

“ Always together?”

“Sometimes we have not had time for
conference. | have trusted her implicitly.”

“You will have to trust me. You will
have to work with me,” said Gup, “if
you propose to look to me to save you
from disaster.”

“What do you mean, sir, by disaster?”
She looked more royal than he had seen
her yet.

“l have not yet seen your army.
But you lie between two armies, each of
them stronger and better equipped than
yours. | know that. You will be ground
between two millstones unless some one
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wiser than Miss Dover manages your
foreign policy. As commander-in-chief |
have a right to know what Miss Dover
has been doing.”

The Ranee glanced at Jonesey.

“Ask Miss Dover to come here.”

She and Gup then faced each other in a
strained, uncomfortable silence.

“Do you think,” she asked at last,
“that | would be afraid to have you Kkilled
if you should play me false? | suspect
you already. Why did you insult those
Shinwari tribesmen?”

“Do you call what | said an insult? |
don’t think they did. | took my cue from
you.”

“You said too much. It will reach the
emir. You intehded that?”

HARRIET DOVER came in
with Jonesey before Gup could
answer. As a matter of fact he
did not know what to answer:
whether to take the credit for a deliberate
attempt to offend the emir, or to admit
that he had merely spoken at random,
intuitively taking a downright attitude
toward men who he thought were bluffing.
Harriet Dover’s soft, dark Celtic eyes
observed him calmly, but he thought he
detected something other than calmness
in their depths. The Ranee spoke first—
“Harriet, what understanding have we
with the emir?”
“None yet.”
“Anything tentative?” Gup asked her.
“We have been in communication for
some time, through unofficial channels—
through spies and so on.”
“What was the subject of negotiation?”
“None. He wanted to know what our
intentions were. There was some very
cautious inquiry as to whether we would
make common cause with him if he should
decide to invade India. Also he wanted
to know what our claims amount to— how
much territory we pretend to govern.”
“What was your answer?”
“Very evasive. Practically nothing.”
“What did you mean just now by say-
ing that | have undone the work of
weeks?”
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“1 regret having said that. | am almost
on the verge of a breakdown from over-
work. | was annoyed by your taking the
reins in your own hands.” Suddenly she
flared up. “You were chosen for brawn,
not brains. It is your business to com-
mand the army, subject to the Ranee’s
orders; mine to attend to negotiations.”

“What are your plans? Why was I
chosen, as you call it? What do you
wish me to do with the army?” Gup
asked her.

“1f you wish to know' the truth, | had
nothing to do with choosing you. That
was Rahman’s doing. | objected to it,
and to you. Nevertheless, | have loyally
concurred, since | was overruled.”

Gup turned to the Ranee.

“Thanks,” he said. “That is as much
as | need to know at the moment.”

But Harriet Dover was not to be dis-
missed so easily. She declared she was
feeling faint and asked whether she might
be seated. At a nod from the Ranee she
took the chair on which Gup had sat
during the conference with the Shinwari
chiefs. She sat sidewise, so that Gup saw
her in profile; he decided she was sus-
picious and keyed to alertness, not faint.
He turned to the ranee again.

“You expect to establish a kingdom
here? Am 1| to use this army for de-
fensive purposes?”

He knew that was an awkward ques-
tion. There is only one kind of defense
for a new kingdom between two ancient
adversaries. Even a dreamer would
understand that. Rahman entered and
stood silent.

“Harriet and | are not quite in agree-
ment,” said the Ranee. “She has tried to
persuade me to make an alliance with the
emir. | prefer to let him invade India if
he chooses. | see no advantage in an
alliance with him. | have forbidden
overtures.”

Then Rahman spoke:

“By Allah, Gup Bahadur, now you
know why | was at such pains to choose
a man to lead us! By my beard, it is
right to let the emir run his race; and he
intends to do it; he will shoot down
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Khyber like a landslide. Then, say I,
fall on his rear! And, lo, we have a king-
dom. Who shall deny us? The British?
They will be grateful. The emir? He
will be caught between two armies and
routed. And | say—by my beard, | say
it—march on Kabul. Half Afghanistan
would welcome us; the other half would
submit and be taught to be glad we had
come. By Allah, | say, march on Kabul
while the emir runs his head into the
Indian noose!”

Harriet Dover leaned back in the chair
looking tired of an endless argument,
but her eyes were bright and her voice
was almost savagely dynamic:

“Do you think the emir is such a fool
as that? Well—wait and see. | have
done my best. Remember, this army
has no artillery.”

“We will take the emir’s,”
assented cheerfully.

Gup decided he had driven in his
wedge; if he should go too far just yet he
might cease to be the unknown quantity
that it was necessary he should be. He
even tried to patch up temporary peace
with Harriet Dover, although instinct as
well as reason warned him that she was a
dangerous friend and a deadlier enemy.

“There is time for us all to agree yet,”
he said, smiling at her.

“Time?” she retorted. “Much you
know! The emir won't wait.”

“How do you know that?” he asked
her suddenly.

Perhaps he spoke too sharply to a
woman who had been living on her nerves
for weeks. She winced and glared at him
with hatred. For a moment there was
almost triumph in her eyes, or so Gup
read it; it was as if she forefelt triumph
and tried to mask it. However, she
mastered herself and when she spoke her
voice was calm.

“One expects to be able to guess things
after studying a situation as long and mi-
nutely as | have studied this one. We will
see whether my guess is right or not.”

She got up and went to the Ranee’s
side, putting an arm around her.

“Let Lottie decide it. After all, we

Rahman
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must follow her fortune, mustn’'t we?
What do you say, Jonesey?”

“Something funny, | suppose,” said
Jonesey. “1 think Gup Bahadur will
spring a surprise on us. Is that funny?
Or will it be?”

As a woman who owned an army and
was bidding for a kingdom that Iskander
of Macedon won and lost, the Ranee
surely was entitled to the last word, but
Gup deprived her of it.

“Lunch—" she began.

He saluted.

“Send me out a sandwich, tea in a
bottle, no cream or sugar. Jonesey and
Rahman shall show me the stores, am-
munition and so on—possibly the men,
too. You and Miss Dover can draw up
the oath thatjyou want me to swear. Am
ljexcused?”

He saluted again and backed toward
the door, where Jonesey and Rahman
joined him, Rahman bristling like a hedge-
.hog with belligerent emotion, but exuding
friendliness. However, Gup noticed that
Jonesey exchanged glances with Harriet
Dover before closing the door behind
him. He wondered why. He pondered
that.

* * *

Within this life no moment and no man
May boast the long war icon. Each
victory reveals
Another view, another challenge in the van,
New opportunity. Faith's magic heals
Old wounds and weariness, relights old
fires
That died untended, shows in vision vast
A new goal, new resources—then requires
Accounting of today, tomorrow, not the
past.

CHAPTER XVI

“WE MOSLEMS ALSO BELIEVE THAT EVE
PERSUADED ADAM.”

UP HARDLY believed his eyes.
G— Afterward, almost nobody ex-
cept Tom O’'Hara and a few

Indian government spies believed what
preparations had been made within those
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caverns for a war that should alter
the map of Asia. There was even a
factory for making smokeless powder.
There was no artillery, but there were
machine guns by the hundred and
enough ammunition to outlast weeks
of heavy fighting.

In a cavern near where those were
stored was a Pathan ex-British-Indian
army infantryman with six subordinates,
who instructed the tribesmen in squads of
twenty, all day long, until squad after
squad was sent home competent to handle
machine guns in action. All they needed
was mechanical instruction; they were
born fighters, of much experience, who
knew every trick of taking cover and
every yard of their rock strewn mountain-
sides and valleys.

Some one had studied the secret of dis-
cipline, not of a standing army in rigma-
role routine barracks, but of an irregular
army in the field whose whole genius and
only chance of living must consist in
ferocious attack; an army that should
live off an enemy’s country and contain
within itself small units that could auto-
matically absorb recruits from conquered
territory; an army that could move like
lightning and strike venomously. Lessons
had been learned from Iskander of Mace-
don and Genghis Khan.

Each squad of twenty had elected their
own leader, to whom they swore implicit
obedience. Those leaders were taught in
a school in the caverns. Each ten leaders
presently elected one to whom, in turn,
they swore obedience; and that one was
initiated into a sort of secret aristocracy
that flattered vanity while at the same
time providing an atmosphere of mystery.
Thus the higher ranks were closed against
sedition seeping from beneath.

It is mystery, of course, that wrecks
conspiracies. Successful ones are those
whose leaders avoid the mystery that
calls attention to them,too soon. Never-
theless, they must have mystery, since
without its dramatic cloak their followers
would soon lose faith and interest. So
each initiate of the inner circle, elected
from below, was sworn to secrecy in the
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presence of his own subordinates, who
were required at the same time to take
oath not to question him or to discuss his
secret comings and goings. From this
inner circle selection was made from above
with vows of secrecy again, renewed, until
there were actually only ten men justi-
fied in believing themselves in the Ranee’s
confidence; of the ten, one was a Russian,
one was Jonesey and another was Rah-
man.

Rahman and Jonesey showed Gup
through the caverns, introducing to him
the individuals who had charge of the
various stores. Rahman had been cap-
tain of the smuggling of supplies across
the border; his horse business was the
excuse for passing to and fro. And his
pride as he viewed the stuff in store was
something that he had to let escape in
words, lest it choke him.

“By Allah, we used our wits! It was a
simple matter for her agents to buy guns
and ammunition, hospital supplies and all
sorts of engines for making things. By
my beard, the money hunger and the
craving for meat and women are one;
they cause men to sell what they have,
for what they have not; they will sell in
the face of the Prophet and in spite of all
the laws that were ever made by govern-
ments. It was easy to buy. It was easy
to bring the stuff to India. But how do
you suppose we got delivery?”

Gup betrayed suitable wonder.

“Well, this was my thought: we
ordered the greater part of it consigned to
the Emir of Afghanistan, in Kabul, to be
routed by way of the Khyber Pass. And,
by Allah, on its way up the Khyber we
stole it! He knew nothing. He knew
less than nothing. | have a friend in
Kabul who is in the emir’'s ministry, so
when the Indian government sent tele-
grams and documents the answer came
swiftly; the goods were ordered cleared and
sent on up the Khyber. They were sup-
posed to be the emir’s troops that came to
act as escort to the camel trains. Wallah!
It was | who led them, and | led them
hither! There was not a man in the escort
who had ever seen Kabul; and, by my
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beard, nine-tenths of them are in these
caverns now.”

“What has become of the other tenth?”
Gup asked him.

“ Mashallah! It is marvelous how
easily a talkative man dies,” he answered.
“And that is an important matter, con-
cerning which it is well that we should
speak now.”

They were standing in the jagged
mouth of a tunnel, with the huge, grim
gorge below them, and behind, in a cavern
at the tunnel’s end, millions of rounds of
British army ammunition in the original
boxes. Rahman stroked his beard and
drew attention to the fact that he in-
tended to speak with great discretion and
in confidence. He laid a finger on his
nose and rubbed it for a moment. He
touched his dagger hilt and glanced at
Jonesey. He stared down into the gorge,
then up again and met Gup’s eyes.

“When a man falls from the summit
yonder—to the bottom of this place—he
is dead, by God.”

Gup nodded.

“We have had such accidents.”

Gup tried to measure with his eye the
sheer face of the cliff that Rahman in-
dicated with a gesture. He guessed it
at several thousand feet without a visible
foothold.

“Hitherto,” said Rahman, “since we
lacked a man with enough spirit and
force of character to rule our Ranee, she
has ruled us. And, by the beard of him
whom Allah loves, we have had to rule
ourselves in spite of her, much of the
time! For she has issued strange orders,
such as no man in these mountains ever,
heard of. She, who expects to send her
lashkars screaming into battle, com-
manded that none shall be slain for dis-
obedience!”

JONESEY, leaning on his staff

and framed in the opening

against a blue sky, so that he

looked like a saint in a stained

glass window, spoke, with raised eye-
brows and scandalized lips:

“Do you realize the full significance of
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that? The full enormity? The only
really popular sport in these mountains is
murder. True, there is a secondary sport
—that of cutting off the nose of one’s
rival in love; but that is on the whole more
dangerous and is a game that is only
played by the strictly Corinthian set.
The universal outdoor sport during nine
months of every year is murder, without
any rules, and no quarter asked or given.
It is such sportsmen as those who are to
be chidden, not slain, for disobedience!
And, by the Prophet’s beard, the strange
thing is that we don’'t dare to disobey
her!”

“No,” said Rahman, “since to disobey
her would end in no man’s obeying any
one. And after all, it is she who holds the
purse strings. And it was she who thought
of all this and who had the courage to
seduce us into it.”

“We Moslems,” Jonesey remarked,
“also believe that Eve persuaded Adam.”

“Therefore,” said Rahman, *“seeing
that her law was inconvenient, we ap-
pealed to the law of Allah, who made
universes and decreed that such as have
no wings shall not fly. Who is she and
who are we that we should change the
law of Allah?”

“Unthinkable!” said Jonesey.

“And so0,” said Rahman, “they who
disobey in little matters, such as Killing
each other in anger or stealing each other’s
goods, are chidden; but they who talk
are blindfolded, lest they should behold
the fruits of sin and repent too swiftly.
It is not good for a bad man’s soul to re-
pent in too much haste. And their hands
are tied, lest they should do themselves an
injury, owing to great grief caused by
naughtiness. But since Allah decreed
that men shall walk, not fly, their legs
are left free. And they are led to that
summit yonder, where they are turned
around several times and then allowed
to walk in whichever direction Allah
chooses.”

“What if they walk the wrong way?”
Gup suggested.

“Bahadur,” said Rahman, “there is
nothing wrong and no wrong way in all

.contempt for his own emir.
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God'’s universe. There is a precipice on
both sides. Ten steps, one way or an-
other, and they test the law of Allah
which says weights fall downward. And
at the bottom they are dead.”

“Well,” said Gup, “what
point?”

“It pleases us that a man has been
found who shall command this army.
Let there be no more nonsense about not
killing. An army is not the blossom in a
cherry orchard breathing perfume for
birds to sing about. An army stinks! An
army marches! An army fights! And,
by my beard and by my father’'s beard,
an army slays or it is slain! It is neither
wise nor merciful to wean on pap such
children as must fatten on the raw wind!
Neither is it wise or merciful to wean
young fighting men on punishments that
would make an Afghan woman smile!”

Gup avoided argument.

“What they probably need,” he said,
“is to have their noses rubbed into a
fight.”

Fighting was probably unavoidable,
there had been so much preparation for
it. He could certainly not prevent it by
preaching peace to people who think
peace is merely a time of making ready
for the next invasion of some one’s else
country. The tide was rising; at the best
he could only guide it, narrow its course
and make it expend its violence in the
direction where it could do least harm.
He began to feel sorry for statesmen, in-
stead of rather despising them.

“And the news from Kabul?” he asked.
“When will the emir move?”

He was wondering why Rahman, an
Afghan who owned property in Kabul,
should be at such small pains to disguise
No law can
make a man admire his king, but kings
who hear rumors of disloyal speech can
confiscate, and rumors fly like birds
where there is neither road nor telegraph.

“God knows,” said Rahman. “He is
only an echo in the skin of Abdurrahman,
who was a ruler whom Allah loved. It
was Allah’s will that the great Abdurrah-
man should eat what he could earn in

is your
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poverty and exile until the time came
when he had learned how to rule. And,
by my beard, when that time came he did
rule. Neither did he poison any one to
reach the throne. But when he died,
came Habibullah Khan, who was a weak-
ling. He died by poison. And then
this man, who is like a valley bred stallion
fed on poor hay, full of big notions but
without stamina and swiftly wearying of
hardship. He will snort at a challenge
afar off and ignore the danger close at
hand. When he does move he will be
swift, but he will spend his effort swiftly.
He will burst into India and win a victory
or two perhaps; and then, because none
has faith in him, his generals will get out
of hand. From informing him they will
turn to advising him, and from advising
him to letting him consult with them.
And from that it is one short step to
ruin—and our opportunity. For | tell
you, Gup Bahadur, as Allah is my wit-
ness, men whose leader has failed them
by being as feeble as themselves desire
another leader as dry men thirst for
drink.”

“True,” said Jonesey. “And a leader
must conquer his friends before he may
safely tackle enemies.”

-Gup was thinking furiously, as both
men knew; they were watching his every
gesture. He was beginning to feel now
the reins of this team he must drive. He
suspected Jonesey of being the originator
of the whole plan, but no matter; Jonesey
and Harriet Dover possibly concocted it
between them. Rahman was an incident,
like himself. They had chosen the ex-
Ranee of Jullunder for their purpose be-
cause she had youth, charm, wealth and
the necessary resentment against the
Indian government to make her welcome
the suggestion and accept it as her own
idea. Perhaps they had never even
thought of it themselves until they saw
her. And she had run away with them;
she had had too much character and
independence to suit Harriet Dover, not
enough cynicism to suit Jonesey, and she
was of the wrong sex to suit Rahman’s
notions of what might be accomplished
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with an army in the field. They had
chosen himself to provide the missing
element. Well and good; he, too, would
run aw'ay with them! Rahman and
Jonesey exchanged glances, noticing the
new expression on his face. They lingered,
expecting him to explain himself, but all
he said was—
“What are we waiting for?”

PRESENTLY they introduced

to him a Russian—a dun

whiskered man in smoked

glasses, whose fingernails were
nearly destroyed by chemicals and whose
whole body had been twisted by privation.
He spoke very little English but was
anxious to talk in fluent German about
his soul and about psychic forces that,
he said, were changing human beings into
something else. He was not mad, but he
had run from Czarist and succeeding
reigns of terror, southward through
Siberia and into Tibet, where they had
flogged him and then shown him mys-
teries that stirred imagination. Enor-
mous altitude and bad food had con-
tributed.

Escape from Tibet had been an ordeal
that destroyed all interest in anything
but psychic life and he saw that in terms
of chemistry, because chemistry had been
his first love. Gup was a chemical
compound. So was he, and the hills and
men’s souls. Everything was chemical.
But Gup, who had been paid sixpence a
day extra in the army for knowing Ger-
man, wanted to know what the product
of all that theorizing was.

“How much gas have you made?”

“Come and see.”

He led through tunnels that made
Rahman shudder and howl whole verses
from the Koran, so that the tunnels
boomed and re-echoed with Arabic and
voices seemed to come forth suddenly
from caverns that they had gone explor-
ing, driving in front of them gibbering
djinns. The Russian’s electric torch
showed hideous, fantastic crag and som-
ber shadow. There was a warm wind
that felt like the breath of some fabled



THE INVISIBLE GUNS OF KABUL

monster; it was sour with the same
faint venom that Gup had noticed on
the Russian’s clothing, a suggestion of
bitter almonds. At the mouth of one
cavern he paused and sent the torchlight
streaming in, not offering to enter, but
motioning to Gup to step forward and
look.

There lay eleven human corpses in a
row, but they hardly looked human.
They were naked and resembled mum-
mies, only that they were yellow and
most of the skin, parts of the dried flesh
and even some bone had been eaten
away.

“Who are they?” Gup demanded.

“Some of my men. Nitchevo,” said the
Russian. “They were disobedient. But
it doesn't matter. They touched what
was forbidden, and now what are they?
The same, doubtless, only chemically
changed. And where are their souls?
Nitchevo. They are somewhere. Possibly
they have gone into the cyanide. But |
will show you others, older ones.”

He led along a wider tunnel, down-
ward now by steep hewn steps that had
been worn by the tread of human feet.
They reached a shaft and descended it by
a wooden ladder into a cavern that had
no other entrance than a hole in the roof.
It was a huge place, its floor covered with
sand that bore no close resemblance to the
rock which formed the roof and walls.
There were the rusted remains of what
appeared to be a very ancient iron ladder.
And around the cavern, their backs to
the wall, like ghosts in conference, sat
more than a hundred dead men. They
were all naked. Some of their heads had
fallen to the floor, but some were grinning,
their dry, draw'n lips exposing yellow
teeth in shrunken gums.

“Some more of your men? Why are
they all naked?” Gup demanded.

“Look,” said the Russian. “Some of
their hair, their nails and their skin has
also vanished. No, these were never
my men. | am not so ancient. They
have jewelry. Some of them have
weapons. Go .closer and look, but don't
touch! That short man in the center,
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whose head has fallen into his lap, appears
to be the chief.”

What with the sand underfoot and the
cavernous silence, the weird attitudes of
the dead and the light pools formed by
the electric torch, there was a sensation
of being under water. Footsteps made no
sound. The echo of the Russian’s voice
and of Rahman’'s endlessly repeated
verses from the Koran suggested the
sound of water slopping into far off
crevices. But in sharp contrast to that
the dry air made the lips crack and the
eyes feel prickly. Gup strode nearer and
knelt on one knee to examine the man
who, the Russian had said, was the chief.

He appeared to be holding his head in
his hands. It had fallen and. lay looking
upward at the place where it had been,
suggesting an unseen phantom head still
in position and gazing down at it. The
features were not recognizable, but there
were Persian rings on the fingers of both
hands, a Persian bracelet on the right
wrist, and there was an ivory hiited,
double bladed Persian dagger on the sand
near the withered feet. Wherever metal
touched, the flesh was eaten to the bone
and the bone seemed rotten with a green-
ish yellow fungus.

“Come away,” said the Russian. “And
don’t stir the sand as you walk.”

Gup returned to the foot of the ladder.

“Who are they? How did they die?”

“Who knows? Nitchevo. They are
dead,” said the Russian. “They are
possibly some of Iskander of Macedon’s
men, and | think they committed suicide.
There was an earthquake. You know,
this is a great neighborhood for earth-
quakes; there have been dozens in this
place in two thousand years. There is
one cave where | have found the feet and
hands of men who were crushed under a
wall that simply folded down on them.
But as | say, | think these committed
suicide.”

“Why?”

“Who knows, and what does it matter?
The hole overhead was open when I
found it but the iron ladder had been
unhooked and laid on the sand. It may be
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they were starving, or surrounded by
enemies. They were here for the gold,
| suppose, but there is no sign of their
having found any; most of the gold had
been dug out long before their time.”

“But what .do you think killed them?”

“This sand underfoot. Don’t disturb
it. There is an inch or two on the surface
that is more or less harmless, nowadays.
In their day, even the surface was
probably poisonous. | think they sat
there, said their prayers to whatever
gods were fashionable at the moment,
kicked their heels into the sand—and
died.”

“In Allah’'s name,
here!” Rahman exploded.
in this place!”

He began to climb the ladder. Jonesey
followed, protesting he was not afraid of
devils but of foul air.

“Which is the same thing!” said the
Russian. “Watch lest that fool drops
his staff into the sand! He might stir
something. Some of the ancients had
more knowledge than our scientists credit
them with. Long before these men’s day
this cavern was a cyanide tank, although
I haven’'t had time to examine it and
study out the process that they used.
This sand is a sediment left by evapora-
tion; the lower layers are probably ex-
tremely rich in gold; | intend to find out
when | have time, but one has to be care-
ful with such stuff. Cyanide is deadly.
Let us climb.”

Gup followed him up the ladder, de-
manding his torch for a last look at the
hundred and one dead men seated where
they had sat, perhaps two thousand
years ago, for their last conference.

let us get out of
“Devils are

THE RUSSIAN had grown

garrulous; he hung like an ape

from the ladder and chattered
M  his views in German:

“These are the most amusing caverns in
the world. There was everything here
formerly, even radium, but there is almost
nothing left except death and deadly
poison. It is the most incredible geologi-
cal mixture; it is as if all the leftovers
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were thrown here when the world was
finished and hell was not yet thought of—
I mean, of course, before men came and
made hell necessary chemically and in
every other way. It may have been
bell's architect who did the original
mining here! There were all the in-
gredients!

“Most of the cyanide comes from potas-
sium ferrocyanide in contact with sulfur
at high temperature caused bv burning
oil, but I can’t tell you how the distillation
takes place; Satan himself could not enter
those caverns! Take a last look.

“Can’t you imagine those poor fools,
more than a thousand miles away from
home—they may have been deserters
from Iskander's army—heartbroken at
finding no treasure in here—perhaps
hungry and hunted by the sweet philoso-
phers who live in these mountains, sitting
down perhaps to share their last crumbs,
probably thinking that the fumes and
burning oil and boiling water were the
work of Pluto and his devils— perhaps
ignorant that the sand was full of deadly
poison, or possibly knowing that and—
oh, what a pity we can’'t look back and
see—

“But they’ll invent a machine one day
for doing that, and then we’ll know what
idiots our ancestors really were, which
will explain why we are idiots and it will
all seem so hopeless that we will destroy
ourselves and let the insects try to run
things. Have you a cigaret?”

Gup had to urge him up the ladder.
They followed Jonesey and Rahman to
a breathing hole hewn through the rock
where twenty men might stand and stare
into the gorge. They were a thousand
feet above the boulder strewn floor, and
from another tunnel, nearby, came the
alternating sob and muffled thunder of
underground boiling geysers. Neverthe-
less, there was no steam.

“There is a natural retort down there,”
said the Russian. *“It condenses against
almost ice cold rock and—but you ought
to come and see the stalactites!”

“How much poison gas have you
made?” Gup asked him.
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“Very little. Twice enough, perhaps, to
destroy all the life in this gorge in ten
seconds. | can figure it for you mathe-
matically if you wish.”

“What is it in?”

“Glass containers. Simply smash them
and there you are, wherever that is.
Everybody in hell or heaven instantly—
in other words, in a different chemical
combination. I sometimes think of
doing it.”

Gup gave him one of the Ranee’s eiga-
rets and held a match for him. Never,
even when he thrashed Glint, had he
felt so impelled to do murder; one quick
shove, and the Russian would have tested
Newton’s law of gravitation and Allah’s
rule that only they with wings may fly.

“Before we try to use that stuff,” he
said slowly in English, “1 will have to get
some instructions from you.”

Even Rahman gasped. No ordinary
death could trouble Rahman, but—per-
haps he was astonished at the sudden
change in Gup’s attitude; he had not
imagined him capable of such thought.
He seemed not to know whether to ad-
mire or shudder. Jonesey merely blinked.
The Russian became genial—

“1 am at your service.”

“Do me a favor now,”
“Where are your quarters?”

The Russian pointed down into the

said Gup.
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valley, toward where thin smoke rose
above a pile of tumbled boulders.

“1 used to sleep here but it made me
nervous, | have a hut down yonder.”

“Writing materials? Good. Then go
now and write me a report—in German,
if you like—on your poison gas and how
to use it. Have it ready when | send for
it tonight.”

The Russian walked off, looking happy,
and Gup waited until his irregular foot-
steps died away in the distance; he had
noticed it was never safe to trust the
echoes in those tunnels; sometimes they
repeated words distinctly at great dis-
tances, and sometimes not.

“Cement?” he asked at last, looking
at Jonesey.

“Lots of it—in bags.
you.”

“Take a dozen men and cement up the
cavern where he keeps that damned stuff.
Use plenty of small rock and make it
solid—one cement, two sand, three rock
should do it—several feet thick. If you
leave an opening that | can find 1 will
stuff you through it. Report to me as
soon as you've finished. Come along,
Rahman, let's look at something whole-
some. Let's see the stables. Oh, and
by the way, Jonesey, take away that
Russian’s boots and pants and lock
him up.”

I showed it to

TO BE CONTINUED
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Jungle Etiquette

ginald Campbell,whoseyam,
- “Poo Lorn the Terrible”, you will
read in this issue, reminds us that, up to
the present writing, no one has discovered
that mysterious region where all good ele-
phants go to die. Somewhere, according
to theory, there is a tidy sum to be picked
up in old ivory—that has been accumu-
lating since the Flood! Mr. Campbell
remarks in part:

(1) It is known that wild elephants occasionally
absent themselves from their herds for long periods.

though the reason for this has not been discovered.

(2) Save in a few isolated cases when a plague has
swept the jungle, no human being has ever come
across the body of a wild elephant that has died a
natural death in the forest. The natives of the vari-
ous jungle villages that are scattered throughout
India, Burma and Siam have never been known to
see one, nor have any of the numerous white sports-
men who have shot big game for years. *

Considering the size of an elephant’s body, this is
remarkable, and the natives have therefore many
theories as to what becomes of these animals. One
particular story is told by dozens of different races
inhabiting the three countries mentioned above, and
the tale is that elephants have some vast burial
ground in a valley of rocks situated miles away from
the haunts of man.
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Sanderson, probably the greatest authority on ele-
phants that has ever lived, mentions this native
theory in one of his books. He ventures no opinion
on it, however, because he can think of no better
explanation himself that can contradict it.

Hence the ending to my story, “Poo Lorn the
Terrible” —beginald cakpbeia.

Kruger’'s Millions

A PROPOS of Mr. Ribbink’s novelette in
-cV the July 15th number of Adventure,
Mr. J. Hudson from faraway New Zealand
has kindly forwarded us the following
clipping on Oom Paul’s Gold:

Colonel Deneys Reitz recently cleared up the
mystery of the missing Kruger millions. He said
people believed that when the late Paul Kruger,
former President of the South African Republic, was
leaving Pretoria, on 4th June, 1900, the day before
British occupation, he took with him bar gold to the
value of £1,000,000. The tradition persisted to this
day, and had caused the most astonishing train of
disasters. At least fifteen people had lost their
lives searching for the treasure, and it had led to
murders, drownings, and death by hanging.

It was true that when President Kruger, accom-
panied by the speaker’s father, Dr. F. W. Reitz,
former Transvaal Secretary of State, left Pretoria,
they took with them £80,000 worth of gold bars.
That was all they had left for the purpose of found-
ing a new capital at Machado Dorp in the Transvaal
near Delagoa Bay, but the gold was sent to France,
where it was sold.

“1 asked the late General Louis Botha,” said
Colonel Reitz, “how he accounted for the delusion
that the gold was buried somewhere. He replied
that it was due to soldiers believing that bar gold
was contained in wagons sent into the wilds, while
these really contained ammunition.” Colonel Reitz
referred to one version that said the gold was sunk
with a schooner in St. Lucia Bay. Many lives were
lost in trying to salvage the wreck.

Newspaperman’s Lament

OST old-time newspapermen, like
M old sailors, begrudge their romantic
profession its despotism. The question
of how to escape from the reporter’s job
into some other equally inky career is a
difficult one. Perhaps in the dim future
it will be possible for authors to phone
in their fiction to the magazine editors—
and all the old reporters will be famous . ..
That there story in the August 15th issue called
“ Gangster Town” is by an old-time newspaperman,
| see in the author’s letter to Camp-Fire. And it
sure is a catsy story.
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Theodore Dreiser, Irvin S. Cobb and a lot of other
famous writers got their training chasing news. It
is said by many "experts” that there is nothing like
newspaper experience for the young man who is
going to write fiction, and since they can point out
instances of men who began as newspaper reporters,
everybody seems to think that this is the only way
to prepare for a writing career. Of Adventure's
writers, Newsom, Pendexter, Raine and Spears,
among others, have at some time or other worked
0N Newspapers.

All right.
But if you ask me—and I have knocked around on
papers for more years than | care to admit—I'll say

this: If a fellow hangs around on a paper for a year,
say, it may do him a helluva lot of good, because
that isn't a long enough time for him to fall into a
groove.

But if the reporter sticks around for a longer time
he'll never get the right slant on writing fiction. To
begin with, by the time he has written 1500 words
he will be all written out, because newspaper training
teaches a man to “boil it down.”

Besides, the first thing that they teach a cub is
how to write a lead. That is, how to tell who, what,
where, when and how in the first paragraph. Could
any instruction be more harmful for a prospective
writer of stories? You bet your boots it couldn't!
I know from my own attempts to write fiction that
what | do is give a synopsis of a story instead of the
story itself.

But of course a fellow like F. P. A. (New York
Morning World) writes in his column that he hates
the chaps who say that they're going into newspaper
work for just awhile. He thinks they ought to stick
around (like | did, fool that I was!) until they have
acquired a stock of hack habits that make them
hopeless. Look at F. P. A. himself. Or Heywood
Broun. Both of them have tried to write fiction,
but if you ask me—well, quoi dis-tu, monsieur?
What is your opinion?—hnheeman olney pabsons

State’s Evidence

R. B. turned State’'s evidence, im-
M plicating his accomplices in a
murder." They and Mr. B. received the
death sentence. Our correspondent goes
on with the story, and asks the question:
What should the Governor have done?

The detective who arrested Mr. B went before
the Governor and asked him to commute Mr. B'’s
punishment to life imprisonment. Now, | want to
ask Adventure readers— What should the governor
have done? Without B'’s evidence the others would
have gone scot free. In my opinion B should have
received the death sentence. | can see no reason
why B’s sentence should have been lightened for
murder.

Perhaps | may see another’s opinion.

— GERALD BIEDEKMAN
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ADVENTURE!

THE CELESTIAL SWAP

If | attain to Paradise

When | at last make my demise,
An ad will shortly then occur
In the Celestial Courier,

Like this:

To Swap

In Heaven’s Estate

A mansion fair, with Pearly Gate

And Jasper Walls that stretch afar,

Upon a newly gold paved street.

Also a crown, untrimmed but neat,

Will trade for one small private star.
Must have a trout stream cold and clear,
Where drink the brown bear and the deer;
A hill that shoulders out the sky,

A cabin neath a fir tree high,

A view; no others need apply.

And if my terms do not quite suit
I shall with courage resolute
Throw in my golden harp to boot.

The Legion

miniscences of amemberof the
Ra original American Legion. The
letter is a copy of a letter to the American
Legion Monthly, which Mr. Gospo has
kindly given us permission to print.

COPT

Mr. John J. Noll, Associate Editor,
The American Legion Monthly.

I have been reading with some interest the letters
between yourself and Commander J. J. Burke in
the Sept, issue of Adventure Magazine. About the old
and the new American Legion. Yes, the American
Legion was first organized in Feb. 1916—and | was
one of those who joined. At the time | was a member
of The Adventurers' Club, of New York City, and |
still hope to be one. | joined at one of our meetings
of the Club, which same was held at Keene's English
Chop House, on Broadway opposite the Metro-
politan Opera House At the time there was
present, Theodore Roosevelt, Sr. and Jr.; afeo
Major General Wood, Captain Johnson, his aide.
Albert Payson Terhune, Paul Thompson, City
Photographer, and quite a few other prominent
men. We also organized what we called Boyce's
Tigers. We all drilled at Governor’'s Island under

— MABLE 1. CLAPP

Capt. Boyce, President of the Ellis Adding Type-
writer Machine Co. We started to drill with broom-
sticks. 1 am enclosing my receipts for my dues and
receipt showing | was a member of the old American
Legion, also a letter | received from Capt. L. K.
Van Dusen, Capt. Ordnance Dept., U. S. R. The
letter came too late. | was then in the army at
Camp Upton, Yaphank, L. 1. Hoping this will
prove to you all, that Comrade Gibbs is wrong and
very much wrong too, in his claim that the name
originated in the 97th Battalion Canadian Expedi-
tionary Forces. | also have my button from the old

American Legion. —thomas b. gospo

E SHALL conclude this friendly

discussion of the origin of the
name “American Legion” with the fol-
lowing letter from Commander Burke,
who reminded the “Then and Now” de-
partment of The America?i Legion Monthly
that Adventure's legion was the first
American Legion. Of course, it was pre-
war—and the present American Legion
is an entirely different organization.

| just wish to acknowledge having observed the
article in the Camp-Fire, September 1st, 1929,
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issue of Adventure Magazine, dealing with the
American Legion, and | wish to express my thanks
and gratitude to you for your so fine acknowledg-
ment of the correspondence.

I was somewhat under the impression that you
were not interested in the matter. The Legion, of
course, | imagine, resented the fact that it took the
Veterans of Foreign Wars of the United States to tell
them something about their organization.

Regardless of the statements of their comrade,
Mr. Gibbs, that the name originated in the 97th
Battalion, CEF, and was adopted in Paris, France,
for the first time, when they got together after the
Armistice to start a permanent organization, | just
wanted to correct them.

I was among the first, together with my ship-
mate, Paul A. Kline, and a host of other men, to en-
roll in Adventure’s “American Legion,” prior to the
World War. There was no equivocation, delay,
waiting for draft or other coercion in our case; we
“shipped,” April 6th, 1917, on the declaration of
war, for service at sea, and I'll say that fully 60%
of the Philadelphia Boys, who shipped as the crew
of the United States Ship chicago, the gallant and
famous old flagship of the White Squadron, were
men who were enrolled in Adventure's “American
Legion.”

How gallantly they upheld the traditions, of the
famous old cruiser is on record in the Navy Depart-
ment, Washington, D. C. This, to my mind, was
the real “ American Legion” ; everyone of them saw
service overseas, during the winter of 1917 and 1918,
and naturally, all of them, with the issuance of the
September 1st, 1929, issue, read what you had to say
with great interest. We thank you.

—“jim” bcrke, Commander
Captain H. G. Sparrow Ship, No. 1269, All-
Naval-Post, Veterans of Foreign Wars of the U. S.

Speaking For John

OMRADE WILLIAMS, of the Field
Museum of Natural History, Chi-
cago, obligingly comes forward with some
engaging information about John Frank-
lin, who makes his d6but in Adventure s
pages with “Horrors of the Jungle”, this
issue. Evidently our author is an advo-
cate of the old adage, “Actions speak
louder than words”.

John Franklin was recently referred to in a Chi-
cago paper as “ A New Trader Horn”. He was a sea-
man in the British Mercantile service before the
Great War. On the outbreak of that catastrophe he
joined the 8th Battalion, Middlesex Regiment, and
served in France.

Imbued with the spirit of adventure and having
read so much about the mysterious Amazon jungle,
he decided to set out for that region and see for him-

self.
, After purchasing equipment in New York he
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sailed for Colombia, landing on the west coast.
Having secured native aid, he crossed the mighty
Andes, plunged into the burning jungles of the
Peruvian Amazon, suffered the nerve racking effects
of malaria fever and heat, he eventually reached the
coast of Venezuela. During the Cur years spent in
those desolate regions exploring, prospecting and
adventuring his only companions were natives, ex-
cept for an occasional rubber hunter met in desolate
regions.

A few weeks ago this man, in Chicago to see rela-
tives or friends, came to the Museum and has given
us some valuable advice regarding the conditions in
various parts in South America, which, it is hoped,
will be visited by an expedition conducted by this
Institution in the near future.

Franklin anticipates returning to the jungles of the
Amazon within a few weeks.—1. wittiams.

Gold Bug

HE policy of Adventure does not per-

mit us to serve as recruiting agents
for junkets into strange parts. But we do
not see any harm in giving you Comrade
Albert de Baer’s letter in which he an-
nounces his project. Comrade de Baer
is a geological engineer of Hollywood.

I am intending to go to the Territory of Baja
California, Mexico, for the purpose of prospect-
ing for placer gold. Instead of using the old time
rule of thumb routine | intend to apply modem
geophysical methods to placer prospecting.

As Baja California is about the wildest and least
known section of the world and practically unpopu-
lated except in relatively few places along the Gulf
Coast and the Pacific shoreline, this work can only
be carried out by a small party.

Among the readers of Adventure there are un-
doubtedly some who would like to undertake a trip
of this kind and | would like to get into touch with
them, with a view to getting together a small party
to go down there.

If you can assist me through the pages of Camp-
Fire I will greatly appreciate the favor.—aitbert de
baeb.

Code

HE SERIES of Military Intelligence
Tstories by Ared White (there’s one
slated for the next issue) has inspired
some very interesting remarks on secret
communication by Brother Schwartz.

Since espionage intrigues me immensely, it was
with much enjoyment that | read Ared White's very
excellent “The Spy Trap.” Of all the war stories
that | have read during the last ten years, those
which dealt mainly with spies and codes interested
me most.
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I wonder if any of the readers have ever delved
very deeply into the systems of communication used
by the various Intelligence Departments during the
World War. The code Mr. White sets forth so
cleverly in his novel brings to my mind the “stencil
code” in use in the late war.

This particular code consists of a stencil, which is
nothing more unusual than a sheet of paper with
slits cut into it long enough and wide enough to
allow a two or three syllable word to show through.
The stencil is placed over a dull and diffuse letter hnd
the words which show through the cuts in the stencil
form an independent message. The slits themselves
form a regular design and their distances from the
margin and from each other must be memorized by
the spy, who will then have to compose his letters
and the interior message with careful relation to
the cuts in the stencil. Each had six or seven varia-
tions of the trick to accommodate all sorts of word
combinations necessary in his secret reports.

The receiver of the letter would have the different
stencils on file. Perhaps mention of a day in the
week informed him which combination to use. He
would place the proper stencil on the letter and the
intelligence transmitted by the spy would be
exposed to his view.

Ciphers and codes were also used by the Greeks
and Romans. They used pigeons, and, it is said,
they even trained swallows to convey military mes-
sages. A resourceful Greek, the Tyrant of Miletus
I believe it was, wishing to stir up a revolt against
Darius, but fully aware of the Persian vigilance, had
the head of a slave shaved and wrote his message on
the bald pate. He then let the slave’s hair grow
again and then dispatched him to Aristogoras the
lonian, who acquainted himself with the message
by the simple process of shaving the slave's head
again.

Pretty ingenious, nicht vrahr? Anyway, let's have
many more spy stories by Ared White.

— MAURICE M. SCHWARTZ

Could You Name A Month?

The world is thinking seriously of mak-
ing itself a new calendar. If sometime
it is accepted, it will have:

1. Thirteen months each of 28 days.

2. Each year one extra day, possibly to
occur at (or before) New Year's Day.

3. Every four years another extra day,
somewhat on the principle of our present
February 29th.

* * * * *

The advantages of this proposal are
sound. If a man wanted to forecast a
happening to occur four months in the
future, he could tell you the day of the
week—because all days would correspond
to their monthly dates, alwaysl

ADVENTURE

To illustrate:

Every week starts on Monday. Every
first Sunday is the seventh day. All right.
What day will be Christmas, 1935? Let's
see. It will have to be Thursday, under
the new system. Anyone can figure it
out; any man can carry the calendar in
his head, instead of having to consult art
atrocities put out by the life insurance
or brewery companies.

Frankly, 1 do not expect this change
to occur very soon. The world still is
having stubborn difficulty adjusting itself
to the metric system and daylight saving;
and bringing the inhabitants of a planet
out of their ingrained habits usually takes
two or three generations or aeons. Sud-
denly insisting, no matter what some
people believe, in the thirteen-month year,
probably would cause a dozen or more
tea-kettle revolutions. | have no desire
to start them. Let's never have a fight
over the calendar!

Yet the new thirteen-month year
probably will come about. Some time—
not right now.

And what will we name the new month?

What will we call it? Are you able to
name it? If so, and you win the contest
which Adventure is going to run, you will
receive a splendid prize—and this will be
announced soon. Any letters which come
in from this date on will be considered

for our prize contest.
* * * * *

Every year there will be one extra day,
for which we have no name. What will
you call that? It can not be Sunday,
Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thurs-
day, Friday or Saturday. But what will
you call it? We will have a prize for the
best name.

Every fourth year there will be one
other extra day. What will you call this
other extra day? You will have a prize
for that.

Of course it is necessary that all of these
titles be adopted by all nations on earth;
and therefore no matter what Adventure
does, the world may use something else
it wishes. But in the meantime, it looks

like a good game. —Anthony m. bud
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Boulder Dam

RIEFLY, here are the conditions in
the Las Vegas area.

Request:— “ I am writing to ask you some questions
concerning Boulder Dam.

What are chances there for work? Have they
started working on it yet? Condition of country?
Schools? Climate? s it a snake country?

Is there land there that a working man can afford
to buy that will stand a chance of getting water?”—

Hahold HuoorNS, Hoguiam, Wash.

Reply, by Mr. F. W. Egelston:—There will be
nothing doing on the Boulder Dam for at least an-
other year. Las Vegas is full of people looking for
work, and none to be had.

That is a desert country and very hot. Las Vegas
is a good town, with excellent schools.

You can get desert land under the Pittman Act
near Las Vegas. There is an artesian belt there and
under the Pittman Act the settler is allowed to fileon
four sections so that he may develop water on one of
them, relinquishing the other three. This develop-
ment by drilling is rather expensive, but once water
is secured all kinds of subtropical fruits, such as
dates, figs, grapes, etc., may be grown.

There will be little or no irrigation water furnished
to Nevada land after the dam is built.

Write to the Agricultural Extension Service,
University of Nevada, Reno, Nevada, for informa-
tion upon reclaiming desert land by drilling wells in
the Las Vegas'area.

Venom

N THE virulence of various snake
toxins. An alligator story.

Request:—" Is the snake which the West Indian
Negroes in Central America call a name which
sounds like ‘tommygoff the same thing as the

Information and Services You Can't Get Elsewhere

bushmaster | read about? | don't remember ever
hearing of a bushmaster anywhere in Central
America, but heard plenty about tommygoffs, and
saw more than enough.

How far apart would it be reasonable for fang
marks on avictim to be? A doctor in Panama swore
the fang marks on a dead child that he examined
were three inches apart. That sounded like a long
way to me, and others there, but old-timers—I
started to say old liars—here in Arizonaclaim
they've seen rattlesnake fang marks as wide apart
as that.

If, as | assume, the tommygoff and bushmaster
are identical, how do you rank them in regard to
poison in relation to the rattler and cobra, say?
Would a bite to an adult be fatal, provided he had
his tools with him, permanganate, etc., and knew
how to usethem? There used to be argument about
that.

Here is a story that was as well authenticated as
possible, and I'd like to hear your opinion on it:
Man swimming near river bank. Something grabs
him by foot. He grabs small tree on bank. Both
hold on and pull. Something has to give, and in
the end, the man’s foot comes unjointed at ankle,
an unseen attacker walks off with it, and the flesh
of the man's leg as far as the knee, leaving bare
bones as far as ankle joint. By that time, men who
have been attracted by victim's howls arrive and
pull him out. Grateful corporation buys him
wooden leg, and he had the wooden leg to offer in
proof of the story. There was always argument as
to what had hold of him. | maintained that it must
have been an alligator, if anything, and bar sharks.
Did you ever hear of an alligator doing such a
thing? The river was full of them, and they did
very well on dogs.”—s. greene, Douglas, Arizona.

Reply, by Mr. Clifford H. Pope:—I do not know
the name you give for the bushmaster. It is some-
times called “surucucu” or “mapepire.” It occurs
in Panama and southward to Bolivia and Brazil.
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This snake may be told by the presence of small
scales on the ventral side of the last fifth of the tail.
Other vipers have the usual regular plates to the
very tip of the under surface of the tail.

I measured the distance between the fangs of a
large diamondback and find it to be barely an inch,
so certainly the story about the fang marks three
inches apart is a gross exaggeration, to say the least.

Amaral gives a list of sixteen deadly snakes,
rating them according to the amount of poison
produced by each. The bushmaster takes the
laurels. It is also named by this same investigator,
along with Russell's viper, as requiring the maximum
dose of serum to counteract its bite. We may con-
clude that the bushmaster is a highly dangerous
snake. If one had the proper serum along and knew
how to inject it and remain quiet afterward, there
might be good chance of recovery. However, |
would not say as much for one’s chances if per-
manganate and ordinary bleeding were relied upon.

I do not believe that an alligator or a crocodile
would pull straight against a foot that it had seized
under water. These creatures have a method far
more effective, i.e., they instantly revolve rapidly on
themselves and then in a jiffy twist and wrench
anything into submission if not into parts. | would
give the most powerful man two seconds as the
greatest length of time possible to retain hold on an
object after seizure of his foot by a crocodile or
alligator bent on business.

Rooi Nek
NJpHE genesis of an epithet.

Request:—What is a rooi nek and where did the
term come from?—c. jarvis, Orlando, Fla.

Reply, by Mr. F. J. Franklyn:—The term rod nek
so often met with in stories written about South
Africa means “Red Neck” and was given to British
Soldiers serving in S. Africa in the campaigns pro-
ceeding the Boer War. During the Boer War the
term became go generally used that even an English
settler or an Africander would speak of a soldier
with British uniform on as a Red Neck. Years ago
the British Soldier wore a high stiff collar, or neck
band, attached to his uniform. The rays of the
African sun quickly made the soldier's neck very
red, hence the word evolved by the Boers. A great
many of the Boer songs so much sung on commands
are about the “verdonimed rod neks.”

Employment on Steamships

O MANY questions relative to obtain-

ing employment on steamships are
regularly received by Mr. Reiseberg, in
charge of the “American Waters” section,
that he has taken occasion to cover the
subject in the following brief treatise. A
helpful list of steamship companies is
appended.

ADVENTURE

HE term, “Merchant Marine” is a broad

abstract term meant to cover all the merchant
shipping, whether privately or publicly owned. The
crews on regular merchant ships do not enlist as in
the Navy but sign articles of agreement at the
beginning of each voyage for a round trip and are
paid off when the ship returns to this country. If
their services are satisfactory and they so desire,
they can “sign on” for another voyage.

During the World War, the U. S. Shipping Board
conducted a school for training seamen. This
school has been abandoned, but the Shipping Board
has created the position of “deck boy” for the
purpose of affording an opportunity for training to
young native born Americans who desire to follow
the sea for a livelihood. These positions are re-
stricted to young men of good moral character be-
tween the age of 18 and 23 years, who desire to stick
and make good, as there is no more room for the
drifter at sea than in any other occupation. In
starting to sea, therefore, work, strict attention to
duties, and application are required.

In the position of deck boy, the boy is required
to do regular sailor's work on deck. He is a member
of the crew. Shore leave is granted in home and
foreign ports at regular intervals, depending upon
the requirements of the vessel.

After he has served six months as deck boy at
$25.00 a month (in addition to food and lodging),
he is promoted to the grade of “ordinary seaman”
at $47.50 per month, provided deportment and work
are satisfactory. After serving six months as ordi-
nary seaman, he is eligible to take the examination
for “able-bodied seaman” in which grade he re-
ceives $02.50 per month. All of this time will count
on his subsequent examination for deck officer, the
lowest grade of which is ‘Third Officer,” which
position pays from $140.00 to $155.00 per month.
At the end of one year as a Third Officer, he may
take the examination for Second Officer, then for
First Officer and then Captain. The above applies
only to U. S, Shipping Board vessels, and informa-
tion on rates of pay, etc., on foreign owned ships must
be obtained direct from the operating companies.

APPLICATION for a position on a privately
- owned ship should be made direct to the com-
pany which owns the vessel. A list of some of the
principal steamship companies is given below:

Admiral Oriental Line, 1519 Railroad Ave., S.,
Seattle, Washington.

Alaska Packers Ass'n, 111 California St.,
Francisco, California.

Alaska Steamship Co., 120 Broadway, New York,
N. Y.

American-Hawaiian Steamship Co., 8 Bridge Street,
New York, N. Y.

American Seantic Line, 5 Broadway, New York,
N. Y.

American South African Line, 39 Cortlandt St.,
New York, N. Y.

American-West African Line, 17 Battery Place,
New York, N. Y.

San
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Atlantic Refining Co., 860 S. Broad Street, Phila.,
Pa.

Baltimore & Carolina Steamship Co., Pier 5, E.

>Pratt St., Baltimore, Md.

Bull Steamship Co., 40 West St., New York.

Cities Service Transportation Co., 60 Wall St.,
New York, N. Y.

Clyde Steamship Co., Pier 36, N. R., New York,
N.Y.

Dollar Steamship Line, 311 California St., San Fran-
cisco, California.'

Dougherty Co., Hearst Tower Bldg., Baltimore,
Maryland.

Eastern Steamship Lines, Portsmouth, N. H.

Eastern Transportation Co., Ford Bldg., Wilming-
ton, Del.

Export Steamship Co., 25 Broadway, New York,
N. Y.

Grace Steamship Co., 10 Hanover Square, New
York, N. Y.

Gulf Refining Co., West 7th St., Port Arthur, Tex.

Inter-Island Steam Navigation Co., Fort & Mer-
chant St., Honolulu, Hawaii.

Los Angeles Steamship Co., Wilmington, Calif.

Luckenbacb Steamship Co., 44 Whitehall St., New
York, N. Y.

Mallory Steamship Co., Pier 36, N. R., New York,
N.Y.
Malston Co., Dover, Del.
Matson Navigation Co.,
Francisco, California.
Merchants & Miners Transportation Co., 112 S.
Gay St., Baltimore, Maryland.

Munson Steamship Line, 67 Wall St., New York,
N. Y.

Mystic Steamship Co., 250 Stuart St., Boston, Mass.

Nelson Co., 230 California St., San Francisco, Cal.

Ocean Steamship Co., Savannah, Ga.

Oceanic & Oriental Nav. Co., 215 Market St., San
Francisco, Cal.

Pacific Steamship Co., 1519 Railroad Avenue, S,
Seattle, Wash.

Pan-American Petroleum & Transport Co., 714
West 10th St., Los Angeles, Calif.

Southern Pacific Co., 165 Broadway, New York,
N. Y.

Southern Steamship Co., 321 Commercial Trust
Bldg., Phila., Pa.

Standard Oil Co., 225 Bush St., San Francisco,
Calif.

Standard Shipping Co., 7 West 10th St., Wilming-
ton, Del.

States Steamship Co., 810 Porter St., Portland,
Oreg.

Submarine Boat Co., 5 Nassau St., New York, N. Y.

Tacoma-Oriental Steamship Co., 915 Washington
Bldg., Tacoma, Washington.

Texas Co., 7 West 10th St., Wilmington, Del.

United Fruit Steamship Corp., 17 Battery Place,
New York, N. Y.

United Steel Products Co., 30 Church St., New
York, N. Y.

215 Market St., San
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Machine Gun

HE principle of the water cooling
I system.

Request:—"“ How were the machine guns cooled?
| understand that they were water cooled, but I
can't see how the gunners carried enough for that
purpose during a drive like the Meuse-Argonne.

Was the automatic rifle used to any extent during
the World War?”"—jr. M, Compton, Cal.

Reply, by Capt. Glen R. Townsend:—The Brown-
ing Machine Gun is water cooled. The amount of
water used is small. Three and one-fourth quarts
fills the waterjacket and the evaporation is not
rapid at the ordinary rate of fire, and a condensor
serves to reclaim some of the evaporated Water so,
that the water supply was not a serious problem in
France, although it might be in a dry desert coun-
try. In the World War the American troops did not
get the Browning gun until mid-summer of 1918.
Divisions sent across before that time were armed
with the Vickers, a water cooled English made gun,
or the Hotchkiss, an air cooled French made gun.

The automatic riflewas used to a very considerable
extent. However the Browning automatic was not
completed in time to be issued to more than a few
divisions. The Americans in France chiefly used the
French Chauchat, (Sho-sho).

British Columbia

HE Cariboo District truly seems to
be a “happy hunting ground” for the
sportsman.

Request:—" | am interested in securing information
regarding a hunting and fishing trip in British Co-
lumbia.

As far as possible, and in as much detail as you
may give me, here iswhat | wish to know:

1. Various kinds of game and fish.

2. Best equipment to be used in the way of rods

and guns (not so much the make, but calibre and
weight).

3. Proper clothing and camping equipment.

4. Approximate cost of hunting licenses, guides,
duties, etc.

5. Names of deportations, responsible guides.

6. Best scenes for hunting and fishing.

7. Accommodations in debarkation city, rate and

names of most desirable hotels, inns, camps, etc.,
and any other data that will go to make a trip as
complete as possible.”

frank winch, New York, N. Y.

Reply, by Mr. C. Plowden:—The best fishing is in
summer and hunting is in fall and winter months.
I hardly know how to advise you to combine the two
but here goes:

1 Fish trout (ail kinds), salmon (ditto), cod, hali-

but, bass. Game: deer, mountain goat, bear and elk
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in Coast districts. Central Interior—cariboo, moose,
mountain sheep and goat, mule deer, and bear.
Grizzly bear in mountain districts. Timber wolf,
coyote, cougar and wild cat. Birds include grouse,
many kinds of duck, ptarmigan, wild geese, snipe
pheasants and quail.

2. Five kinds of salmon frequent the tidal and
fresh waters, the “spring” taking the troll; ordinary,
stuart; and steelhead, a salmon fly. Equipment
strong salmon rod and tackle and light trout rod.
Best rifle .30-30, and 12 bore shotgun.

3. This entirely depends on where you go and
when, for we run from moderate climate south to
the Arctic north. If the latter, when you select your
district, write to provincial police, who will put you
in touch with a guide who would find you camping
equipment and transportation. Otherwise you can
have all the sport you need in reach of hotel. Write
to police of district you select.

4. Full license isone hundred dollars. Cost of guide
again wholly depends upon where you go as well as
upon what he has to find in the matter of horses,
tents and equipment hangs.

5. When you've selected your district write Game
Commissioner, Gov't. Buildings, Victoria, who will
send you names of guides for that place; also write
Bureau of Information, Gov't. Buildings, Victoria,
for their free maps and printed matter in game an
fish and general sport.

6. Cariboo District, Climate moderate; easily
reached by rail and car and offers all the sport the
soul of man can need,

7. Vancouver is your debarkation city. Hotel
Vancouver is the best, rooms from $4. Hotel St.
Regis from $2, and scores of others. Population over
200,000. Map of Cariboo District shows many towns
and villages all of which offer accommodation
averaging $5 inclusive.

In conclusion | advise the Cariboo District. Book
to Quesnel by P.G.E.Railroad from Vancouver, pick
up a local hunter there as guide, get a pack horse,
tent and supplies and go where sport and spirit
moves you. Plan nothing. You can get all a man
needs two days from there. Countless streams
swarming with fish and game everywhere, or char-
ter a launch from Vancouver, all supplies aboard and
accommodation, and go up coast stopping anywhere
you please. All the shooting you need within reach
of your boat, and salmon up to 60 Ibs. This would
cost about $10 a day and in my opinion is better
still. We have some 4000 miles of inland water for
your efforts, deer shot off the boat if you feel lazy.

Stamps

W HERE to sell them, and the best
general catalog.

Request:—"“1 have an old collection of U. S. and
foreign stamps, about 50 or 60 years back.

Can you furnish me with name and address of any
person or firm who would buy such if of any value?

Do you know where | can procure a list of valu-
able stamps?’—yjames n. c1ews, Paterson, N. J.

ADVENTURE

Reply, by Mr. H. A. Davis;—You may procure a
catalog of all stamps ever issued with their prices
from the Stamp & Coin Shop, 406 15th St., Denver,
Colo. The price is $2.00 postpaid. This concern also
buys stamps and stamp collections. Write them giv-
ing a description of what you have.

Rifles
J~"EFINING two special types.

Request:—" Will you kindly tell me inyour column,
the exact meaning of ‘express’ and ‘magnum’ rifles?”
—a.e. rambaur, Atlanta, Ga.

Reply, by Mr. Donegan Wiggins—The express
rifles are those propelling the projectile at a some-
what higher rate of speed than is customary with
rifles of that caliber; take for instance the hollow
point bullet fired at about two hundred feet more
velocity in the old .30-30 cartridge than was origi-
nally designed for.

Magnum refers to a rifle using a cartridge case
with a considerably greater powder capacity than
was customary in that size, as well as a heavier
bullet. These weapons, originally European ex-
clusively, are now made by Hoffman and Griffin &
Howe in United States, and are becoming yearly
more popular for larger sorts of game.

Hubble-Bubble

T HAS always struck us that this

Turkish version of a pipe ought more
truthfully to be called a machine, but
then, we've never smoked one.

Request:—" | would appreciate information in re-
gard to making hookahs or water-pipes. If possible
I would also like to know where the different mate-
rials may be purchased so that | can make a cheap
one as an experiment before making an expensive
one.” —P. A. 1ane, Miami, Fla.

Reply, by Mr. George E. Holt—The principle of
the water-pipe—hookah, narghili, hubble-bubble—is
extremely simple. First there is a bottle serving as
a container for water. Second, there is a tobacco
container, usually of meerschaum, set into the cork
of the bottle, a glass pipe extending from it down
into the bottom of the bottle. Third, there is at
least one rubber tube (more if the pipe is to be used
by several smokers at the same time) which is con-
nected to a second small glass pipe running through
the cork; the lower end of this glass pipe must be
above the water line in the bottle; on the other end
of this rubber tube is the mouthpiece. The action
is merely this: the smoke from the tobacco 1s drawn
from the tobacco container down through the pipe
into the bottom of the bottle, whence it arises
through the cooling water and is drawn off through
the second pipe and rubber tube, being cooled en
route.

This being the principle of the pipe, it follows that
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it can be made of any materials which permit of the
principle being followed; but at the same time it
would probably be just as cheap or cheaper for you
to buy a water pipe ready made. | would think that
you should be able to find one among the tobacco
shops of Miami; if not, one would certainly be avail-
able for something less than $5.00 in New York. |
would suggest you ask the United Cigar Stores and
other of the larger tobacco houses in Miami, and if
you fail to get one there, try Schulte, or other of the
big tobacco houses in New York, or most any of the
houses importing Turkish goods—although an im-
porter will charge you more for such a pipe than will
i tobacco company. You ought to be able to get a
pipe for $4.00 or $5.00 that will be perfectly satis-
factory, the only difference between the least expen-
sive and the most expensive being not at all the ser-
vice that it gives, but the materials of which it is
constructed. Some of them are very beautiful, the
bottle being encased in silver or gold filigree, the
mouthpieces of real amber, often jeweled, etc. But
the $5.00 pipe gives you precisely the same kind of
a smoke as the $5000 pipe.

Now a word about tobacco for these pipes: Ordi-
nary tobacco can not be used successfully. 1 used
such a pipe for some years, in Tangier, and only
other tobaccos could be used. | always used the
Persian leaf, which is stronger than the Rock of
Gibraltar. Such tobacco has to be washed before
being smoked. You take a handful of the leaf, crush
it up and slowly pour at least a quart of water upon
it as you hold it, squeezing constantly as you would
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asponge. At first the water which runs off is almost
black. Gradually this lightens until it is almost
clear. Then the tobacco should be squeezed dry,
packed into the pipe bowl with care, so that it will be
neither too loose nor too tight to burn well.

The smoker must now have available glowing
charcoal (usually served by an attendant). This
small lump of fire is carefully deposited on the to-
bacco in the center of the pipe bowl and the smoking
begins. The charcoal must be replaced by hotter
pieces from time to time in order to keep the pipe
working successfully. That is the regulation water
pipe smoke. Some of the milder tobaccos are smok-
able without washing and without charcoal fire;
merely lighting with a match, but it is very difficult
to keep the hubble-bubble going with that kind of
tobacco, because one can not smoke it rapidly
enough to keep the tobacco ignited.

You must understand that in the smoking of the
water-pipe you do not “drink" the smoke in the
same way that you do in an ordinary pipe, but in-
hale it directly into the lungs. With the ordinary'
pipe, cigar or cigarette, one first fills one’s mouth
and then does the inhaling; but with the water-pipe
you inhale directly into the lungs with nojntermedi-
ate inhalation. This means that you get one hun-
dred per cent, kick from the tobacco and that three
or four inhalations—of the Persian tobacco at least—
is quite sufficient for some little time. The first
time |1 smoked a water-pipe | nearly fell off the bal-
cony at the third inhalation. But it may be said of
it, “It satisfies”.

Our Experts—They have been chosen by us not only for their knowledge and experience but with an
eye to their integrity and reliability. We have emphatically assured each of them that his advice or infor-
mation is not to be affected in any way by whether a commaodity is or is not advertised in this magazine.

They will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using their own discretion in all matters pertain-
ing to their sections, subject only to our general rules for “ Ask Adventure,” but neither they nor the maga-
zine assume any responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do the best that is possible.
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THE TRAIL AHEAD The next isse of
N\/venru'Re

November i)th

/Ciphers in sheet
L, music, in innocent
appearing photographs, in
quinine capsules and the
petals of flowers— Captain
Fox Elton, of the Military
Intelligence, had solved
them without difficulty.
But now came the most
mysterious message of all.

T heH ouse

on

RueCarnot
By ARED WHITE

NAnd—Other Good Stories

W ot f Bait, a powerful complete novel of an English nobleman who came to
the sunburnt West, by William WestWinter; In Russian W aters, astory of
the Arctic ice fields, by R. W. Alexander; Choco Story, adventures in the
wild marsh country of Colombia, by General Rafael de Nogales; The
Faring Forth, a glamourous tale of the Crusades, by Harold Lamb; Tiger
Eye, a novelette of a nesters’ war, by B. M. Bower; Hell Quenchers, astory
of the Texas gushers, by Foster-Harris; The Bucko Sergeant, a story of
the Northwest Mounted, by John Beames; and another splendid instalment of
The Invisible Guns of Kabul, a novel, of Khyber Pass, by Talbot M undy.



lour
face knows
Iit’'swinter..

And s0 does your
Gillette Blade, for it
has extra ivork to do

THE biting winds of winter
contract your skin, make it
rough—hard to shave. Your razor
then has a far more difficult job
to do than it his in summer.

Yetyoucanalwaysgetacomfprtable
shave, no matter what the weather
does to your face. Why?

Because your smooth, sure Gillette
Blade never changes, under any condi-
tions. It can't Machines, accurate to
one ten-thousandth ofan inch, ensure
its even precision.

Four out of every nine employees
in the Gillette blade department are
skilled inspectors who actually receive
a bonus for every blade they discard.

You may not wear the same face in
November that you do in May, but
count on Gillette Blades to shave
you smoothly, swiftly, surely. They
keep your face feeling young, and
looking it. Gillette Safety Razor Co.,
Boston, U. S. A

Gillette *

RADIO—"The Gillette Blades' ‘—entertainment that is really
different. Hear the "Original DoubleEdges" atthepianos ;the
"Five Gay Young Blades" with their popular bathroom
ballads; the "Ten Gallant Blades" and their novel musical

There'salotofdifference
between the cold, wind-
stiffened skin of late au-
tumn and the tanned,
freely perspiring face of
July - and it makes a lot
of difference in shaving.
Yet it's easy to enjoy
shaving comfort all the
year round. Simply take
ample time to soften your
heard. And use a fresh
GilletteBlade frequently.

THE only individual
in history, ancient or
modern, whose picture
andsignatureare found
in every city and town,
in every country in the
world, is King C. Gil-
lette.

This picture and sig-
nature are universal
sign-language for aper-
fect shave.

tone ; the sparkling orchestra ; the Sports News Review by
Graham McNamee. Tune in every Friday evening at 7:30 to
8:00 Eastern Standard Time, over the National Broadcast-
ing Company’s Blue Network, WJZ and associated stations.



AN ANCIENT PREJUDICE
HAS BEEN REMOVED

Today, legally, politically and socially
womanhood stands in her true light.
AMERICAN INTELLIGENCE
has cast aside the ancient prejudice

that held her to be inferior.

TOASTING DID IT”—

Gone, too, isthat ancient prejudice
against cigarettes... Progress has
been made...We removed the
prejudice against cigarettes when
we removed harmful irritants
from the tobaccos...

It’s toasted’

No Throat Irritation- No Cough.

TOASTtO
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