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De Yar
o f

Jubilo

TTA.A  th r i l l-c ra m m e d  
sh o rt novel of the 
C iv i l  W a r, which 
w il l  appear, com
plete in  o u r next 

issue.

By

Carl M. 
Chapin

Say, darkies, hab you seen de massa 
Wid de mustache on his face?
Come ’long de road sometime dis mawnin’ 
Like he gwine to leave de place. . . .
De massa run, ha-ha!
De darkies stay, ho-ho!
Mus’ be now de kingdom cornin’
An’ de Yar of Jubilo!

TO begin with, my horse lay down. With 
the five weeks’ marching and fighting he’d 

had since Spotsylvania, he had a right to die.
A McClellan saddle is a load, without count

ing carbine, saber, pistol, blanket and what am
munition I had left. And cavalry boots were 
never meant to walk in.

It must have been ten miles down that road, 
with my eyes half blind from sweat, that I 
almost tripped over the body of Stump Par
sons. When my brain began to work again,

1 realized that Stump must have been carrying 
dispatches from Sheridan to Grant, to be off 
here alone, like this. The sun was setting 
when I rolled Stump Parsons into his grave 
and tramped the dirt down, and set out again.

Presently I came to a lane running through 
oaks to a great plantation house, far back. 
There was candle-light from a window and 
door but no one answered when I knocked 
and called. I  went to the dining-room. I 
leaned my carbine against the table, laid my 
pistol beside a plate and was just sinking into 
a chair when a woman’s voice said, from the 
doorway: “ Yank, put up your hands!”

From this point on, you are not likely to lay 
down this exceptional story. And with it will 
appear the best work of such writers as Fulton 
Grant, H. Bedford-Jones, Leland Jamieson, 
William Chester, Gordon Keyne, W illiam Mak- 
in and William M acLeod Raine.
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Prize Offer for
Real Experiences

THERE is material for a novel in every 
person’s life, it has been said. Whether 
this is true or not, we do believe that 

in the lives of most of us some experience 
has occurred sufficiently exciting to merit 
description in print. W ith this idea in mind 
we shall be pleased to receive and to print 
true stories of real experience, running from 
one thousand to four thousand words each. 
For each of those accepted each month we will 
pay, according to our appraisal of its length 
and strength, an average price of $50.

In theme the stories may deal with ad
venture, mystery, sport, humor,— especially 
humor!— war or business. Sex is barred. 
Manuscripts should be addressed to the Real 
Experience Editor, the Blue Book Magazine, 
230 Park Ave., New York, N. Y . Preferably 
but not necessarily they should be type
written, and should be accompanied by a 
stamped and self-addressed envelope for use 
in case the story is unavailable.

A pen name may be used if desired, but in 
all cases the writer’s real name and per
manent address should accompany the manu
script. Be sure to write your name and 
correct address in the upper left-hand corner 
of the first page of your story, and keep a 
copy as insurance against loss of the original; 
for while we handle manuscripts with great 
care, we cannot accept responsibility for their 
return. As this is a monthly contest, from 
one to two months may elapse before you 
receive a report on your story.
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free/
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aminations or executive accounting 
positions. Previous bookkeeping 
knowledge unnecessary— we pre
pare youfrom ground up. Our train
ing is personally given by staff of 
experienced C. P. A.’s. Low cost— 
easy terms. Write now for valuable 
64-page book, “ Accountancy, the 
Profession That Pays,”  free.

LaSalle Extension, Dept 3369H, Chicago
The School That Has In l u  Alumni 

Over 1 ,4S0 C .P .A .’*

WINS $150 PRIZE
“ /  teceived a check from the Can- 
field Oil Company of Cleveland for 
$150, for first prize in a contest 
which they conducted. I am per
fectly truthful in telling you that 
the manner in which the N.I.A. 
course has taught me to assemble 
my facts and the way of telling 
them was directly responsible for 
my success. The $150 paid for many 
things which 1 would not otherwise 
have had." Mary A Hauck
13976 Clifton Blvd., Lakewood, Ohio

W hy Can’t 
You Write?

I t ’s much simpler than you  thlnkl

S O many people with the “ germ” of writing in them 
simply can’t get started. They suffer from inertia. 

Or they set up imaginary barriers to taking the first step.
Many are convinced the field is confined to persons 

gifted with the genius for writing.
Few realize that the great bulk of commercial writ

ing is done by so-called “ unknowns.” Not only do 
these thousands of men and women produce most of 
the fiction published, but countless articles on business 
affairs, social matters, domestic science, etc., as well.

Such material is in constant demand. Every week 
thousands of checks for $25, $50 and $100 go out to 
writers whose latent ability was perhaps no greater 
than yours.

T h e  P r a c t ic a l  M e th o d
Newspaper work demonstrates that the way to learn to write 

is by writing! Newspaper copy-desk editors waste no time on 
theories or ancient classics. The story is the thing. Every copy 
“ cub”  goes through the course of practical criticism— a training 
that turns out more successful authors than any other experience.

That is why Newspaper Institute of America bases its writing 
instruction on the Copy-Desk Method. It starts and keeps you 
writing in your own home, on your own time. And upon the very 
same kind of actual assignments given daily to metropolitan re
porters. Thus you learn by doing, not by studying the individual 
styles of model authors.

Each week your work is analyzed constructively by practical 
newspaper men. Gradually they help to clarify your own dis
tinctive style. Writing soon becomes easy, absorbing. Profitable, 
too, as you gain the “ professional”  touch that gets your material 
accepted by editors. Above all, you can see constant progress 
week by week as your faults are corrected and your writing 
ability grows.

H a v e  Y o u  N a tu ra l A b i l i t y ?
Our Writing Aptitude Test will reveal whether or not you 

have natural talent for writing. It will analyze your powers of 
observation, your imagination and dramatic instinct. You’ll 
enjoy taking this test. There is no cost or obligation. Simply 
mail the coupon below today. Newspaper Institute of America, 
One Park Ave., New York, N. Y.
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A W anderer’s Scrapbook
High-lights in the memory of a noted writer and globe-trotter.

By James Francis Dwyer

HERE and there in these reminiscences 
I have mentioned my dislike to police
men. At the holy city of Kairouan in 

Tunisia, I scored on a policeman. With my 
dislike to police, I have also a dislike to guides, 
and in Kairouan I refused all the offers of the 
guides (who are a particularly insolent lot), 
who have been trained for their duties.

I  had seen a hundred mosques and had no 
desire to see more, so I drove here and there 
around the town, to the great annoyance of the 
guild of guides who begged me each time the 
car halted to get out and visit one of the holy 
places. It was a lean season for guides, and 
my contempt for mosques annoyed them.

We came to a spot near the market-place 
which the chauffeur, knowing that I was a 
writer, thought might have some interest for 
me. It was an old water-tower that had been 
worked by camel-power for four hundred 
years. The camel who operated the wheel 
lived in the top of the tower, and he never re
turned to earth till he died, when a new camel 
was hoisted up to take his place.

I wished to see the camel, and went up the 
stairs with my chauffeur. When I came down 
again, there were nine guides, a policeman and 
two thousand Arabs waiting for me. M y chauf
feur had broken the rules of the town. He 
had acted as a guide in taking me to visit the 
chameau. The cop decided to arrest him.

I bluffed and cussed, but it was of no avail. 
The guides wanted my blood. They urged the 
policeman to make an example o f me.

I  took the cop aside, having come to the de
cision that a bribe was cheaper than a police- 
court matter. At first he wouldn’t fall for the 
bait. He asserted, and it was the truth, that 
I was a man lacking in politeness and good 
manners. I had cursed him and the guides, 
and he could not see his way to accept money.

I raised the ante. I  whispered of a hun
dred francs, the eyes o f the guides and the 
crowd upon me as I talked. “ I'll slip it into 
your hand as I  say good-by,”  I murmured. 
“ No one will see me pass it.”

He agreed. I ordered the chauffeur into the 
car, then shook hands with the cop, four thou
sand eyes on me. D eftly he took the folded 
piece o f paper as our hands met, but the 
watchers made it impossible for him to look 
at it. “En route!” I cried, and we were off 
in the direction o f Sousse.

“ WThat did you give him?”  asked the chauf
feur when we had left the Holy City behind.

“ The bill for our luncheon at the Hotel 
Splendide,” I answered. “ It would be wrong 
to corrupt him by giving him money.”  . . . .

At a village on the Niger I  sat on the bank 
waiting for the bac to ferry the auto across 
the river. Within a stone’s-throw of me a 
score of black ladies stood hip-deep in the wa
ter scrubbing themselves with great lumps of 
common soap. The lather they got up was 
tremendous; great islands of soapy froth 
slipped off their broad black backs and floated 
downstream. The nearness of my presence 
didn’t interfere with them in the least. That 
was their particular bathing-spot.

M y native chauffeur was bored by the de
lay o f the ferryman. Suddenly he sprang to 
his feet, threw out his right arm toward the 
middle o f the river and shouted “ Caiman!”  
at the top of his lungs.

That drove o f dusky Dianas making hot
foot for the shore was something to see. And 
it was a treat to hear their language when they 
discovered that the chauffeur had tricked them.

ON another similar occasion I  brought down 
on my head the wrath o f a British matron. 

At Segou in the Sudan I and the lady— whom 
I did not know— were awaiting a private auto
mobile that was to take us to Bamako. W e 
were, on account o f our foreign appearance, 
the attraction of a number o f women and girls 
rather scantily clad. They stood around and 
stared as if they expected the English lady to 
throw somersaults for their amusement.

I grew tired o f the staring mob. In my 
pocket I  had a handful o f small coins, and 
with the intention o f satisfying them with a 
scramble, I tossed the coins into the air. Fifty- 
nine females went into the dust o f the road 
and they writhed and fought there in the most 
shameless manner. Half a dozen young wom
en had their tattered skirts torn from them, 
and the anatomical display was so shocking to 
the lady that she turned her back on the 
group, and in no polite manner told me what 
she thought o f my action.

“ I did it to please you, madame,”  I  said 
humbly. “ I thought it was tiresome standing 
here with nothing to look at.”

We didn’t speak again during the long jour
ney in the car. . . .
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UGLY ADOLESCENT 
PIMPLES?

Let millions of tiny, living plants 
help cleanse your blood of poisons

Stop suffering the curse of youth—a pimply skin. 
Get at the root of your trouble, unclean blood.

Between the ages of 13 and 25, you are at a 
time of life when important glands are develop
ing. Your system is upset. Poisons pollute your 
blood stream and bubble out on your skin in 
ugly pimples. You need to cleanse and purify 
your blood.

Let Fleisehmann’s Yeast help by removing these 
impurities the natural way. Millions of tiny, active, 
living yeast plants will help keep poisons from the 
blood and help to heal your broken-out skin. M any 
people get amazing results in 30 days or less. 
Neglect may ruin your skin for life. So start eating 
Fleischmann’s Yeast at once. Huy some tomorrow!

Copyright. 1938, Standard Brands Incorporated
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Send 4c for Large Coin Folder. May mean much profit to you.

B. Max Mehl, 108 Mehl Bldg., Fort Worth, Texas

At Gao on the Niger, the hotelkeeper dined 
with a tame cheetah tied to the leg of his ta
ble; two baby cheetahs played on the dining
room floor; an ostrich walked about the yard.

The “ dressy”  natives are very particular 
about their clothes. Dress-lengths go out of 
fashion. In Senegal I made a collection of 
cotton stuffs specially manufactured for Africa: 
Patterns that showed gorgeous elephants, palm 
trees, baobab trees, ships, open books, et cet
era. There was one design that I had seen on 
a dark lady. It showed a large lock with 
cross keys. I asked the Syrian merchant for 
a length of it. He said sadly: “ It has gone 
out of fashion. The ladies didn’t like it. The 
lock and key suggested slavery.”

These cotton goods are probably made in 
Manchester for the African trade, but they 
are never shown in England. I  found delight 
in them. It was nice to see a dark woman 
out shopping with a dozen large green and 
blue elephants crawling over her peignoir. . . .

At a little village between Mamou and Kan- 
Kan in Guinea I saw a tiny monkey that had 
been trained to look after a blind man. He 
was an animal with great self-control. Any
thing tossed to him he picked up and placed 
in the hands of the blind man. Even a nut 
or a banana for which his own mouth must 
have watered he gathered up and handed to his 
sightless master. I had a desire to take him 
off the chain and buy him a bushel of nuts 
and five dozen bananas as a reward for his 
fine quality of self-denial.

TRA IN  FO R

RADIO
IN  M Y BIG CHICAGO SHOPS

fu

“ LEARN BY DOIN G ”  
IN 12 WEEKS

Here in Chicago, where my big Coyne 
Training Shops are located, you can train 
for your start for a good pay job. NOT by 
correspondence...or embarrassing reciting 
. . . but by Actual, Practical Shop W ork, 
on real Radio, Television and sound 
equipment. You don't need previous ex 
perience or a lot o f  education, with our 
Learn-by-Doing Methods. You are first 
told how to do a thing—Then you are 
shown how to do it —Then you do the 
work yourself under the guidance o f ex
pert instructors.

P A Y  T U I T I O N
AFTER GRADUATION
Send the Coupon today and I ’ll tell you 
all about my quick, easy way to train for 
four start to a good pay job and a real 
uture in the giant Radio Industry. I ’ ll also 

tell you how you can get training first 
. .  . then pay tuition in easy m onthly 
payments starting 60 days after your 
regular 12 weeks’ training period.

Earn While Learning 
Lifetime Employment Service
If you need Part Time W ork to help pay 
living expenses while training, m y Em 
ployment Department will help you 
get a part tim e job. Then after gradu
ation, we will give you FREE Lifetime 
Employment Service.

E L E C T R IC  R E F R IG E R A T IO N
Training: A t  N o  Extra  C o st

This combination training (Radio and Re
frigeration) can be of great value to  you. 
Many Radio manufacturers also make 
Electric Refrigerators and men with this 
combination training are much more valu
able. You can N OW  get this training 
without extra cost.

S E N D  C O U P O N  T O D A Y !

H. C. LEWIS, President,
Radio Division, Coyne Electrical School,
500 S. Paulina St., Dept. 38-5A, Chicago, 111.
Dear Mr. Lewis: Please send me your Big FR E E  Book, and 
details of your “ Pay-After-Graduation”  Plan.

N AM E.

C IT Y ................................................................ STATE .
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A remarkable novel of tremendous 
adventure in a newfound wilderness 

beyond the Aurora Borealis.

“  > t a n l e y  K ir k , so far as w e ’re
con cern ed , you r l i fe ’s not w orth  
a n ickel if  you  m ake the trip 
y o u ’re ta lk in g  o f. T r y  L loyd s . 

T h e y ’ll insure anyth ing. B ut i t ’ll cost 
you  d ogg on e ’ h igh, m y  la d .”

So spoke m y friend and o ld  insurance 
cou nselor, w hose nam e I  w on ’t divu lge 
fo r  sim ple reasons. W e  sat at a fter- 
d inner coffee in the P rom enade C afe . 
Spray from  the fountain  beside  P rom e
theus w hisked  co o l upon  us now  and 
then. Spiring tow ard  the even ing sky, 
there rose the giant o f  the fam ous N e w  
Y o r k  rendezvous w hich  bears the nam e 
o f  R ock e fe lle r  C enter. O u t on  F ifth  
A ven u e g a y  throngs strolled  up  and 
dow n , or lingered  abQve and around us, 
look in g  dow n  upon  the diners w ith  the 
tireless cu rios ity  o f  sightseers.

M y  frien d  took  no n otice  o f  this. 
“ Y o u  are ask ing us to  underw rite a ven 
ture outside the field  o f  insurable risks.”

Copyright, 1938, by McCall Corporation (

“ W ell, let it go, then ,”  I  said , w ith  a 
trace o f  unw arranted resentm ent. “ Y ou r 
darned insurance com pan ies have n o  im 
aginations an yh ow .”

“ B e rea listic ,”  w as the answer. “ W e  
d o n ’t deal in the im aginary. W e  deal in 
risks that show  som e lik e lih ood  o f  goin g  
right— not a voyage  to  an unknow n land 
that is bou nd  to  end in disaster. W e ’ve 
carried  you  at reasonable rates w hile you  
w ere p row lin g  in In d ia  and h a lf the other 
countries on  the g lobe . B u t those p laces 
are know n, at least. T h is  lan d  y o u  rant 
abou t— N a to ’wa— it m a y  ex ist, fo r  all 
w e know . B u t deliberate ly  to  take a 
sh ip  in to  the ice -pack s in  the A rctic  is 
su icide— and su icides are n ot insurable .”  

“ Insurable or  n o t,”  I  answ ered, “ M u n - 
r o ’s lost up there som ew here, and  I  p ro 
pose to find h im . H a n g  the risks.”  

“ M u n ro  w as an exp lorer and a  scien 
tist,”  m y  friend  rem inded  m e unnecessa
rily . “ H e ’d kn ow  h ow  to  take care o f

? Blue Book Magazine). All rights reserved.



him self. Y o u  ought to  realize that. As 
m anager o f  his M u seu m  y o u ’ve  know n 
h im  lon g  enough .”

W e  finished our co ffee  in silence, and 
parted w ith  a p er fu n ctory  handshaking. 
H e  to o k  a  path  paved  w ith  insurance 
figures and w alled  w ith  interest-tables, 
the path  o f  safe-and-saneness. M y  course 
began  b y  leading up o ld  F ifth  A venue 
and ended in trem endous adventure in a 
strange new  land. M y  friend , I  later 
learned, d ied  v ictim  o f  a m otor a c c id e n t ; 
w h ile I ,  brushed b y  death  a hundred 
tim es, lived  on  to  record  these extraor
d in ary  events.

MA K E  no m is ta k e : I ’m  n ot its  hero.
I  on ly  tell a  strange tale, m uch  o f 

w h ich  I  saw, part o f  w h ich  I  was. M ore  
o ften  still I  recou n t facts as they were 
later to ld  to  m e, and frequ en tly  in fer 
details w h ich  never have been told. 
W h en  the story  is finished, and a  lon g-

b lan k  spot is filled in on  the m ap, the 
n ew fou n d  land o f  N a to ’w a, d iscovered  
early  in this century and know n to  w hite 
m en less than a decade, w ill be  a  syn o
nym  fo r  adventure on a last frontier.

T h e  nam e o f  L in co ln  R an d , a p h y 
sician b y  strange fate  turned d iscoverer, 
w ill rank w ith  those o f  other greats 
w h om  death  deprived  o f  the h igh  honors 
due to great ach ievem ents. F or R and  it 
was w ho cleared an o ld  ridd le  from  the 
slate o f  science b y  p rov in g  N a to ’wa to  be 
the crad le  o f  the red-sk inned  race ca lled  
Indians.

R a n d ’s d ia ry  first to ld  o f  the tim bered  
m ountainous w ilderness, o f  its fierce w ild  
beasts and savage m e n ; and o f  its c l i 
m ate, tem pered b y  w arm  cu rren ts ; and 
o f  h is little  son , ca lled  b y  the Indians 
K io g a  the Snow  H aw k , born  to  rove a 
w ild  haw k o f  the w ilderness, indeed, an 
outcast w ith  on ly  shaggy forest denizens 
for com p a n y , until qualified  b y  h is  fight-
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ing sinew s to  becom e the greatest w ar
rior in  a ll the Shoni tribes.

A d d ed  to  R a n d ’s accou nts w ill b e  the 
jou rn a l o f  Jam es M u n ro , exp lorer-arche
o log ist, w h o  jou rn ey ed  to  N a to ’w a on  h is 
ow n  accou n t to  v e r ify  the natural w on 
ders o f  w h ich  R a n d ’s w ritings told . Far 
m ore  than a  d ry  array o f  scientific facts , 
this jou rn a l is a  docu m en t w hose pages 
overflow  w ith  strange adventure. I t  tells 
o f  B eth  L a  Salle, the you n g  A m erican  
girl w h o dared to seek and be reunited 
w ith  K io g a  w h om  she lo v e d ; o f  D a n , her 
you nger broth er w h o sailed upon  the 
Narw hal too , and o f  a ll the others o f  a 
fearless com pan y .

B o ld ly  th ey  set forth , attained their 
goa l, set u p  their fortress in the w ilder
ness and  m et K io g a  on ce again , on ly  at 
the last to  see the Narwhal, seized b y  a 
d iscon ten ted  few  am ong the crew , pu tting  
ou t to  sea.

M a roon ed , their fate  m ight w ell have 
com e  to  be  another m ystery  o f  the N orth , 
b u t for  the lu ck y  ch ance w h ich  brought 
the Narw hal ba ck  in to  the ken  o f  c iv il
ized  m en. T h e  fa ith less crew  aboard  had 
lon g  been dead w hen w e  fou n d  them  on  
that frozen  funeral ship. B u t b e fore  the 
Narw ha l cau ght fire, burned and sank, 
Jam es M u n ro ’s jou rn a l was recovered  
a lon g  w ith  other papers, and w ith  it un
developed  ph otograph ic  film s, exposed in 
far N a to ’w a. A n d  in to m y  hands these 
records p rop erly  cam e, to  b ecom e a part 
o f  the fam ous co lle ction  o f  N e w  W orld  
h istorica l ob jects  housed in the M u n ro  
M u seu m  in N e w  Y o r k  C ity , o f  w h ich  I  
exercise con tro l in  M u n ro ’s absence.

U n til the n ight tw o years ago w hen I  
w as sw ept in to  the rushing events o f  
great adventure, I  had  not lost a  single 
item  o f  M u n ro ’s co lle ction — o f  w h ich  per

haps m ost priceless w ere a  m ap  an d  chart 
fou n d  on  the Narwhal.

N o  ord in ary  m ap and ch art w ere those 
tw o preciou s papers. T h e  one pertained 
to new  land in the A rctic  ca lled  N a to ’w a ; 
the other to  the ice -g irt reefs and storm y 
seas w hich  held  the ou ter w orld  at b a y  
from  that dark  land  until the present 
cen tu ry . U pon  that m ap and chart, 
survivals o f  M u n ro ’s ship Narwhal, w ere 
pinned m y  hopes o f  su ccorin g  m y  fam ous 
friend.

A nother ship , the w haler Bearcat, and 
her sk ipper C aptain  S cott, w ere at m y  
service— o f  that S co tt ’s telegram  had ju st 
in form ed  m e.

DA Y S  o f  feverish  preparation  were 
p a s t ; little  rem ained b u t to  c lose  

the M u seu m , set the burglar-alarm s fo r  
w h ich  the b u ild in g  is in trica te ly  w ired , 
and gather up the m ap and ch art b y  
w h ich  our exped ition  w ou ld  b e  gu ided. 
T hese  w ere in a vau lt b e low  street-level, 
w here I  n ow  w ent.

E n terin g  the vau lt-room  b y  the great 
oa k  d oor , I  paused in stin ctive ly , con 
scious o f  som ething untow ard . T h e  vau lt 
yaw n ed  open , ju st as I  had le ft  it, bu t 
su dden ly  the answ er c a m e : T h rou gh  the 
vau lt-room , usually  d ry  and stu ffy , there 
b lew  a  breeze, co o l and  fresh  w ith  the 
tang o f  ra in y  dam p. T h is  d ra ft  cam e 
stead ily  from  a p lace  behind  the open  
vau lt door. Sw inging the d oor  through a 
qu arter-circle  d isclosed  a  little  heap o f 
b rok en  m ason ry  b e fo re  a  h o le  leading 
ou tw ard  from  the bu ild in g— the unused 
in let o f  a  coa l-ch u te  to  the b ins w hich  
the vau lt h ad  lon g  ago  d isp laced . T h e  
bars across the cem en ted  open ing had 
been  saw n through  w ith  a hacksaw , at
tested b y  m eta llic  granules ly in g  n ea r ; 
and  on  the floor a  d ry in g  foo tp rin t still 
w as pa rtia lly  v isib le .

Som e one besides m yse lf w as in the 
M u s e u m ! T h a t m u ch  I re a liz e d ; even 
as I snatched out the revolver w h ich  I
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alw ays carried  w hen a lon e in the M u 
seum , from  beh ind  m e cam e a sound and 
then a  heavy b low , g lancing  from  m y 
head to  shoulder. I  went dow n , stunned 
an instant, recoverin g  sufficiently to  see 
vagu ely  a  fo rm  flit past, a cy lin der o f  
paper in on e hand, n ot easily  identified.

M y  ow n  v o ice  sounded , strained, un
natural :

“ Stand w here y o u  a r e ! D o n ’t m o v e ! ”
A nd  then I  fired, one q u ick  blin d  shot.
I  heard a muffled ye ll. Som ething 

flashed b e fore  m y  eyes and h it the w all 
beh ind  m e w ith  a  thud. T h en  cam e the 
slam m ing o f  the oaken  door, the sound o f  
running footsteps on  the stair that led  
above . I  fo llow ed , still in  h a lf a  daze, 
y e t cau tiou sly . W in d  b lew  through the 
upper hall. T h e  outer door hung open, 
and a  curtain  o f  rain  fell ju st beyon d . I  
burst u pon  the rain -w et street, w ith  its 
shadow -row s o f  anem ic c ity  trees.

F rom  other avenues cam e the roar o f  
elevated trains, the bra y  o f  au to horns 
out in a great c ity , as the a fter-theater 
crow ds turned hom ew ard. T o  give blind  
chase to  the m arauder o f  the evening 
w ere useless. R etu rn ing  to  the M useum , 
I  saw  traces o f  b lood  and found the 
vau lt in con fu sion .

A  sum o f  cash  and gold  and silver 
ornam ents w ere le ft  beh ind. T h e  m a
rauder had  been no com m on  th ie f o f  
w ork s o f  art or h istoric  value. B ut that 
on  w h ich  I  cou nted  m ost was gone— the 
m ap o f  N a to ’w a ’s eastern forest-land , 
and w ith  it  the chart o f  perilous reef- 
filled  w aters on its coast.

W h o  the m arauder cou ld  be  rem ained 
a m ystery , never solved  b y  po lice , hos
pitals or n eigh borh ood  doctors, w hom  I 
notified  at on ce that a w ounded  m an was 
w anted in con nection  w ith  this burglary  
o f  the M u n ro  M useum .

B ut o f  the m idn ight v isitor , this m uch 
w as certa in : H e  w as sm all o f  stature 
and slim , else he cou ld  not have w orm ed 
his w ay  in to  the M useum  v ia  the coa l- 
chute. H e  was resourcefu l, co o l and cu n 
ning, as proved  b y  his q u ick  escape and 
self-effacem ent. H e  w as n ot on e  to  halt 
at v iolence— as w itness the b low  on  m y 
head  and a  thin, keen k n ife  stu ck  in  the 
ja m b  w here I  had  stood . H is  w ound was 
in the le ft hand. A  dark  prin t on  the 
w all proved  that. . .  . L itt le  d id  I  dream  
under w hat circum stances I  should  en
counter this unknow n m arauder aga in !

T o  lose the on ly  extant m ap and chart 
o f  our new  land w as a  d ire b low , the first 
o f  m any still to  com e against the rescue 
expedition . T h e  question  now  resolved 
itse lf to  th is : D eprived  o f  m ap and 
ch art b y  w h ich  to  sail and take h is bear
ings, w ou ld  C aptain  S cott stand b y  his 
orig inal agreem ent to  sail the Bearcat 
in to the unknow n ?

T o  settle that, I  set ou t for  the P acific  
coast at once.

rjp
C H A P T E R  I I

' IS  unfortunate, aye, now  it is, that 
the scalaw ag got the m ap and 

ch art.”  T h e  w ords were C aptain  S co tt ’s, 
u ttered in  the cabin  o f  the w haler Bear
cat, straining her hawsers at a  p ier in 
Seattle seaport. T h e y  cam e from  lean 
grizzled  jaw s, b rick -red  from  m an y years 
at sea in  chase o f  M o b y  D ick .

S cott was little  changed since ou r last 
m eeting. A  little  frostier on the leonine

My voice sounded, strained, un
natural: “Stand where you are! 
Won’t m ove!” And I fired— one 

quick blind shot.

I l lu s t r a t e d  
b y  J e r e m y
C a n n o n
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head, a  little  m ore  lined  abou t the lips, 
bu t shoulders ju st as straight, the eyes as 
keen ly  brigh t and b lue, the grip  o f  hands, 
Weathered red, ju st as unstinting in co r 
d ia lity . H ard -b itten  was C aptain  Scott, 
h ard -b itten  too  the w ords w ith  w hich  
he fo llow ed  that rem ark to  m e :

“ B u t m ap or  no m ap, lad , w e ’ll seek 
you r unknow n land. F or if  th ere ’s land 
up  in the polar quadrants, as y e  claim , 
the Bearcat is the ship to  find it. A nd 
scrape m y  hull, I  do  believe in this 
N a to ’w a p lace  y e  speak a b o u t ! W h a t ’s 
m ore, to  set you r m ind at rest, m y  ship 
is at you r  service, and I am  too . A s for 
the crew — ”  S cott paused to  suck re
flective ly  at h is grim y w hite c la y  pipe.

AS he paused, the th ird  m an in the 
. cab in  leaned across the table. Som e 

forty -seven  years o f  age, he w as the 
opp osite  o f  S cott in every outw ard  w ay. 
H is  hands w ere w hite, w ell-cared  for. 
H is  skin w as pale, h is fa ce  new -shaven, 
his c loth in g  o f  the latest style and cut. 
T h e  corpora te  boards on  w hich  he sat as 
a  d irector w ere m any. In  John F ord  L a  
Salle w e b oth  beheld  a m an o f  m eans and 
cu lture and refinem ent— b u t som ething 
m ore  as w ell, w h ich  m ade us k in : a 
w ell-con d ition ed  b od y , open , clear-eyed  
glan ce, and an inner consciousness o f  
cou rage and great resourcefu lness. T o  
h im , life  had  been  prod iga lly  k ind , until 
th e  b lo w  w h ich  fate  had struck  against 
h im  through  h is ch ildren , b oth  o f  w hom  
had been lost w ith  Jam es M u n ro . H is 
v o ice , accu stom ed  to  com m and , now  
spok e in v ery  different to n e s :

“ T h is  risk  y o u ’ve volunteered  to  take, 
C apta in ,”  he said to S cott, “ is m ore than 
I  dared to  expect. I f  you  find B eth  and 
D an  fo r  m e, y o u ’ll never need to  put to 
sea again .”

“ B e lik e  y e  speak  o f  cash rew ards,”  
returned S cott, ey in g  L a  Salle qu izzica lly .

“ I f  m on ey  w ill repay you , all I ’ve got 
is you rs ,”  the other answ ered fervently .

“  ‘T is  clear y e  d o  n ot understand m y 
nature, sir,”  S cott to ld  him  b lu n tly . 
“ W ith  all the gold  o f  Croesus in m y  h old , 
I  w ou ld  n ot qu it the sea. I ’ll take m y 
p ay  in  satisfaction  at seeing y e  reunited 
w ith  you r kin . R ew ard— ah, b a h ! ’T is  
not m u ch  longer I have got to  sail these 
earth ly  seas. F or fifty  years I ’ve  chased 
the w hale. N o w  com es a  ch an ct at 
s ix ty -tw o  to  w rite  m y  nam e in h is t ’ry. 
S tow  all that ta lk  o f  paym en t, sir. B ut 
if , G od  w illin ’ , w e reach this unknow n 
land, m ayhap th ey ’ll pu t m y  nam e upon 
the m ap and call a b a y  or river a fter m e.”

L a  Salle spoke gruffly, as m en o f t  do 
w hen deep ly  m o v e d : “ I ’ll shake you r 
hand on  th at.”  A n d  in the q u iet o f  the 
Bearcat’s cab in , they  gripped  ahd  w fun g, 
a bargain  m ade w hose ou tcom e none o f 
us cou ld  have im agined.

“ B ut w hat abou t a  c r e w ? ”  L a  Salle 
asked anxiously .

“ W e ’ll put our cards right on  the 
tab le ,”  S cott said . “ A n d  let each  m an 
decide  it for h im se lf,”  H e  turned to  m e. 
“ Y e ’ll have the m ov in ’ p ictures, I  sup 
p o se ?  G ood . Set up  you r con traption . 
T h a t p iece  o f  sail w ill d o  fo r  screen. 
I ’ll ca ll m y m en .”

T h e  crew  w ere soon  assem bled and in 
troduced  to  u s ; w e sh ook  hands all 
around. T h e y  w ere a q u iet lo t , not 
given  m uch to  ta lk , bu t w ith  the sea ’s 
roll in their ga it, horn on every  palm .

“ B e seated, m en,”  said S cott. “ Y e ’ve 
not forgot the Narwhal w ith  her dead 
m en ’s crew  w h ich  we fou n d  som e m onths 
ago  o ff A laska. Y e ’ve  also heard a  lo t  o f  
N a to ’w a, a  new  land  in the A rctic . T h a t 
ship took  D r . Jam es M u n ro  to  that new 
land. A n d  w ith  h im  w ent M iss  B eth  L a  
Salle, and D an  her brother. N o t  one o f  
them  returned. M a roon ed , th ey  are, in 
need o f  help , som ew here up  in the north. 
I ’m  g o in ’ , w ith  the Bearcat, on  a search 
fo r  them . B ut since ’tw ill be  a risky  
business, y e ’ve each and every  m an a 
righ t to  k n ow  the fa cts  b e fore  y e  sign 
up for  the voyage . K irk , here, w ill tell 
y e  an yth in g  y e  w ant to  k n ow .”  S cott 
nodded , and I took  the floor, and look ed  
from  m an to  m an.

FI N A L L Y  one T im  Sullivan spoke u p : 
“ I  d o  n ot fear so  m u ch  the dan ger,”  

he said, “ or I  w ou ld  n ot lov e  this trade 
o f  w h alin ’ . I ’ve  been  around the w orld , 
I  have, from  the A m azon  to  Zanzibar. 
B u t never have I heard o f  this N a to ’w a, 
until here la te ly . B egg in ’ y ou r  pardon, 
but h ow  d ’you  kn ow  it ’s n ot a w ild -goose  
chase y o u ’re g o in ’ o n ? ”

“ Y o u ’ve  said it, T im ,”  another said. 
T h e  rem aining m en n odded  silen tly . 
“ W h a t ’s to  p rove  this land  is n ot a 
d re a m ?”

F orce  o f  h ab it sent the question  to 
S cott, w ho had his answ er ready , gestur
ing tow ard  m e. “ K irk , n ow , w ill show  
the pictures m ade from  film s fou n d  on  
the death-sh ip  Narw hal.”

D irectin g  their attention  to  the sail
c loth  screen, I d im m ed the lights, pressed 
a sw itch  w hich  set the sm all p ro jector  
hum m ing. T h e  screen cam e alive, w ith  
clear and p erfect m ov in g  pictures.



W e  saw a schooner, n ow  m oving  
through a  sea o f  ice, now  w rapped in 
spinning m ist, w hile jagged  reefs passed 
b y  on  either side. N ext cam e a scene 
w h ich  show ed the vessel a lm ost w recked , 
at an chor in a lan d lock ed  harbor. E ach  
scene bore  a  cap tion  assigned w hen all 
the film s had been assem bled. Shots o f  
a  vo lca n o , and steam ing springs were 
t i t le d : “Heat from  inner earth makes 
N ato’wa’s climate temperate.”

A n oth er ca p t io n : “ B ird s  and animals 
of N ato’wa.”  W e  saw  a long-haired  tiger 
p row l through a ju n g le  o f  evergreen 
scrub , w eighted  dow n  w ith  snow . Cam e 
next a rare scene— a pum a strik ing dow n 
an elk  doe.

Y o u  cou ld  have heard a  pin  fall in that 
cab in  as the p icture changed to  an eagle 
strik ing dow n  a great w hite swan am id 
a burst o f  silvery  fea th ers ; a m oose 
splashing up a r iv er-b a n k ; a bear c lim b 
ing in a tree-top .

T h en  fo llow ed  river-scenes, show ing 
canoes loaded  w ith  dusky paddlers, their 
back s gleam ing as they labored . T h e  
cap tion  here re a d : “ W ild  forest tribes
men of N ato’wa, cousins of the American 
Indian.”

T hen  cam e a sudden b lank . O ne film  
had reached its end. I turned the cabin  
light on , b y  its light to  insert a second 
film . T h e  faces o f  those m en had 
changed , and bore  expressions o f  a b 
sorbed interest, w onder— and lingering

dou bt. B ut to a  m an, their im agination  
had been set afire.

T h e  film  was q u ick ly  changed , th 
room  all dark again.

A nd now  the ropes and rigging o f  ; 
sh ip appeared in the near foregroum  
upon the screen. B eyon d  its rail a sea 
coast was passing b y . A shore a band  o  
m en stood  near a cannon , w h ich  belche< 
a ring o f  heavy  sm oke. So startling wa 
the realism  o f  being on  that sh ip  am 
being fired on , that som e o f  the m en wh< 
w atched the scene dodged  instinctively  
T h e  p icture-sh ip  was shaken and thi 
im age blurred. A  d irect h it had beei 
registered b y  the distant gun.

A shore a handsom e you n g  w hite  worn 
an, garbed  in bu ck sk in , m oved  int< 
focu s, to  stand beside a m an o f  strik in ' 
proportion s. T h u s, on  a b it o f  cellu loid  
preserved for us o f  the outer w orld , wa: 
a perfect grou p  p icture. I  threw  it: 
enlarged “ s till”  upon  the screen, poin t 
ing out fou r figures: “ T h is  is B eth  L i  
Salle, and this is D a n .”

“ M y  son and daughter,”  cam e the eldei 
L a  Salle ’s v o ice  in explanation .

“ T h ird  from  the right is Jam es M u nro  
the scientist, w hom  you  all k n ew .”

“ A y e ! A ye— it ’s h im ! ”  m uttered S u l 
livan  excited ly .

“ A nd  th is,”  I con tin u ed , in d icatin g  the 
m ost im posin g  o f  the group , “ is L in co lr  
R and , know n am ong those tribesm en as 
K ioga , the Snow  H a w k .”
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R a n d ’s w as a  figure to  com m an d  in 
terest, en vy  and a d m ira tio n : straight, tall, 
form ed  lik e  a  liv in g  bron ze. H is  splen
d id  torso w as naked to  the w a is t ; in one 
hand w as a  hunting b ow , and at h is b a ck  
a  qu iver fu ll o f  arrow s. H ere  w as the 
ideal form  o f  the hunter-w arrior, co m 
bined  w ith  the features and expression  
o f  a  w ell-brow n ed  c iv ilized  w hite m an.

“ T h a t is the k ey  man in ou r search ,”  
I em phasized. “ W h erever K iog a  is w e ’ll 
find the others, m odern  p ioneers on  a 
new  fron tier , in danger o f  their lives and 
needing h e lp .”

TH U S  in v iv id  p ictures w ere the Bear- 
cat’s crew  acquainted  w ith  those we 
sought, and leaving  the final “ s t ill”  upon 

the screen I  gave w ay  to  C aptain  S cott, 
w ho uttered then the longest speech w e 
ever heard him  m ake.

“ N o w , m en, y e  have the p roo fs  ye  
asked for . I  leave it u p  to  you . Y e ’ve 
hunted w hales w ith  m e on  b oth  sides o f  
the earth. B u t th is w ill be  no w hale- 
hunt, m ind  ye . I t ’s lives w e h ope to  save 
— the lives o f  m en and one w hite  w om an, 
w h o  dared to  fo llo w  her m an in to the 
N orth . T w i l l  be  a  voyage  m ore fu ll o f  
peril than an y  cru ise y e  ever took  before .

“ I ’ll n ot be little  the danger. F irst off 
w e seek a land  that w e kn ow  noth ing o f  
excep t b y  these p ictures and hearsay. 
T h e  ice  lies th ick  tw ixt us and this N a to ’- 
wa. W h a t m ay  b e fa ll us w hen and if  w e 
find it , no m an know s. T i s  certain  sure 
w e ’ll m eet w ith  savage m en— benighted 
devils  w h o  lov e  the sight o f  w h ite  m en ’s 
b lood .

“ A n d  fo r  rew ard— w ait, w ait 1 I  have 
n ot done. T o  com pen sate y e  fo r  the toil, 
the o ld  G rim  R eaper w ill b e  w a itin ’ . O f  
us n ow  gathered here, ’tis  certain  sure 
som e w o n ’t return. I  m ay  be  one. L et 
that sin k  in .”

T h ere  w as a  silence, unbroken  save b y  
the breath ing o f  m en w ith in  the Bearcat’s 
cab in . S co tt  co n tin u e d :

“ B ut lo o k  y e , m e n ! I  w ou ld  not press 
a m oth er’s son  to  g o  w ith  m e against h is 
w ill. Y e t  on  the o th er side o f  the ac
cou nts is th is : I f  ’ tis G o d ’s w ill that we 
return w ith  tid ings o f  the lost and p roo f 
fo r  oth er m en that there is land beyon d  
them  barriers o f  ice , the w orld  w ill carve 
our h um ble nam es in bron ze. A n d  men 
o f  fu tu r ’ tim es w ill lin k  them  nam es w ith  
P eary , Stefansson  and  R oa ld  A m undsen 
— L ord  rest h im  in h is unm arked  g r a v e ! ”  
S cott paused again  to  light h is co ld  p ipe 
and sucked  n oisily , the on ly  sound now  
heard, excep t the h oot o f  a  passing tram p,

ou tbou nd  on  som e m ore  prosa ic  cruise 
in to  the P acific .

L a  Salle sat draw n  and pa le , w aiting 
on  the verd ict o f  these m en. S co tt ’s crew  
sat round the great hew n table , slow  o f  
thought and slow er still o f  speech , im 
passive and expressionless. B ut every 
w ord  had sunken in , and to  them  the 
grizzled  o ld  w haling-sk ipper added , on  a 
harsh note ill-m ask ing a  deep  e m o tio n : 
“ N o w  lads, this sh ip  is m ine. I  ow n  her 
keel to  tru ck , and I ’ve  com m itted  her 
from  peak  to  sternpost. B u t w h o  so 
does not w ish  to  g o  a lon g  o f  us, le t h im  
speak stra ightly  now .

“  ’T is  on ly  fa ir to  sa y  that i f  y e  d o  
refuse, lo ca tin ’ a  new  crew  w ill fo rce  the 
voyage  over for  another year. T h e  best 
o f  m en are not fou n d  in an hour or  a  
d a y .”

H a v in g  delivered  h im self o f  that, S cott 
stood  up. “ N o w , m en, g o  ou t and ta lk  it 
over w ith  you rselves. M u ster on  the 
fored eck  in an hour. T h em  as w ou ld  
rather n ot sign up, ou r w ays part at this 
d ock , and G od  b less every  m an, n o  m at
ter w hat he d o e s ! ”

T h e  m en filed ou t w ith  little  speech , 
for  w haling m en are seldom  long  on 
w ords. A n  hour passed. I  m ade som e 
notes. S cott filled the cabin  w ith  strong 
sm oke and never spoke in all that tim e. 
L a  Salle p aced  nervously , suspense al
m ost too  m uch to  bear, for one m ore year 
m ight m ean the difference o f  li fe  and 
death to  those he loved , lost som ew here 
b eyon d  the shoulder o f  the earth.

PU N C T U A L L Y  on  the strik in g  o f  the 
bells, w e three w ent forw ard , w here 

the m en had  gathered.
T w o  o f  us held  our breaths. S cott 

sp ok e  su ccin ctly  to  each  m an in  turn. 
“ N ow , S u lliv a n ?”
“ Sure, sir, an ’ d id  y e  th in k  I ’d ever 

q u it  the Bearcat?”
S cott sw allow ed hard. “ P ete  S ilver, 

en g in eer?”
“ T h em  engynes w ou ld  n ot turn fo r  n o

o n e  else, s ir .”
“ T o m  C odd , w hat do y o u  say ? ”  
“ W h o ’d feed these b lo o m in ’ lu bbers i f  

I  d id  n ot g o ? ”
“ Sven Svenson, I ’ll h ear from  y o u .”  
“ H u h ! A y  go , b y  y u m p in ’ y im in y , fu r 

the hell o f  i t ! ”
“ M a cg reg or , y o u  speak u p , m a n !”
“  ’T is  vurra  cerrta in  y e ’ll h a ’ need o ’ 

S cottish  b lo o d — savin ’ co a l o r  cash or 
lives, M acgregors  shine.”

S cott ’s v o ice  sh ook  sligh tly  as he spoke 
the nam e o f  O tto  S tum pf.
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T h e  stoutish  G erm an w iped  his shin
ing brow .

“Ja, sure I shtay. Y o u  h adt to  ask 
o ld  O t to ? ”

S cott stood  up  stiffly, his b lue eyes very  
brigh t, and one m ore nam e to  call. 
“ W ash in gton  M ad ison  G rant, w hat say 
y o u , la d ? ”

A  negro y ou th  stood  prou d ly  up  to 
h is fu ll h eight o f  five feet tw o, b la ck  as 
the ace  o f  spades, his frizzled  pate agleam  
lik e  ebon y .

“ A  cu llud  m an stood  n ex ’ to P eary  at 
de P o le , suh,”  he said , w ith  sw elling 
breast. “ A h  aim s to  repasent m ah race 
in d is a ’venture— ya-as, su h !”

A  m om ent S cott sw ept them  w ith  his 
brigh t b lu e gaze, then turned to  John L a  
Salle trium phan tly  and fu ll o f  pride. 
“ O f their free  w ill— not one held  back . 
I  cou ld  have to ld  y e .”

T h en  John L a  Salle d id  that w hich  
m ade them  all his friend. F rom  one to  
another he w ent, and shook  the hand o f  
each in turn, w ith ou t a w ord . A n d  not 
one look ed  h im  in the eyes, for  everyone 
cou ld  see that th ey  w ere m isted dim .

S co tt ’s v o ice  was heard. “ A ll right, 
then, lads. . . . T h e  tide  is h igh. W e ’re 
sheathed w ith  double  steel up  in the 
b ow , for  b u ck in ’ ice. Stand b y  you r 
p o s ts ! W e  sail w ith in  the h ou r.”

A board  the Bearcat the undercurrent 
o f  excitem ent w as running high. T h e  
ship herself was o f  that spirit, tugging 
w ith im patience at her m oorings. T h e  
m en sent up a cheer, dispersing then 
each  to  h is p lace  o f  d u ty  on the ship.

F rom  u p  in the b ow  L a  Salle and I  saw 
S cott m ou n t the bridge and heard h is 
vo ice  ca ll the com m and.

“ A ll right. C a s t o f f ! ”
Cast o ff!  W h a t pregn ancy  o f  things 

to com e w as in those sim ple w ord s ! 
C ast off— from  land, from  friends, from  
c iv iliza tion  itse lf, to voyage  forth  upon 
a quest upon  w h ich  m en m ay never go 
again , to  su ccor life  and find a  new land 
on  this earth. R isk  all, share all, whether 
the rew ard w as go ld  and g lo ry  and far- 
broadcast ach ievem ent— or sudden, un
recorded  death.

NO W  w ith  a  great splash her lines 
cam e in. T h e  capstan paw ls rang 

m errily  in the rings. T h e  w histle  ro a re d ; 
the screw  began  to  beat. A nother shout 
rose, ech oin g  here and there about the 
ship. T h e  Bearcat had begun the noblest 
o f  her m any sailings, a jou st w ith  sea and 
A rctic  ice. A  few  souls on  the shore 
beheld  and  heard. B ut none o f  them , in

that hour lon g  past, w ere g ifted  w ith  a  
know ledge o f  her m ission .

Farew ell to  P uget Sound— farew ell 
A m e r ic a ! T h e  great P acific  sw elled be
neath our keel. N o w  K etch ik an , the 
G u lf o f  A laska , A kutan  Pass, the Isles 
o f  Shum agin, Indian  P oin t in far Siberia 
— all fell behind. South H ead , the b lack  
ro ck  o f  E ast C ape and N orth  H ead  too  
— one b y  one the far outposts o f  m en 
dropped  astern. T h rou gh  storm y B ering 
Sea the Bearcat p low ed , passing be
tw een the Straits in to  the A rctic  Sea, 
beyon d  the D iom ed es great and sm all.

A ll w ent w ell aboard  the w haler, p ro 
ceeding at reduced speed w hen h eavy  
fo g  en veloped  her.

C H A P T E R  I I I

" O C H O O N E R  a h o y ! B roa d  on  the
O  starboard  q u a r te r !”

T h e  cry  keened dow n from  the cro w ’s- 
nest, and S cott look ed  b ack  tow ard  the 
h orizon , now  all but cleared o f  fog , to 
scan the in d icated  vessel close ly . “ A  
trader, h ead in ’ for the Siberian cou n try  
to  d ick er w ith  the D eerm en  and the 
C hu kch ees,”  was his first op in ion .

W hereas the Bearcat a lready  stem m ed 
the floes, w h ich  crow ded  her on every 
side, the schooner, b y  a lu ck y  ch oice  o f  
w ater lanes, gained on  us steadily . Sev
eral hours fou n d  her abeam , som e m iles 
d is ta n t ; bu t to  our signals she m ade no 
answ er. Scott scow led  at that, for  b y  
the cou rtesy  o f  the sea, we w ere entitled  
to  her recogn ition  and rep ly , if  noth ing 
m ore. B ut presently  con d ition s  in the 
ice  ch eck ed  both  sh ip s ; and on ce  again 
a  ligh t haze drifted  betw een us.

E ager to  try  m y  skill a t m aneuvering 
on the ice, I  asked S co tt ’s sanction  for  a  
v isit to  the stranger, w h ich  he at first 
refused on  grounds o f  danger. B ut as 
the fields con tin u a lly  grew  m ore  solid , 
he finally  gave w ay , on  m y  suggestion 
that the other m ight be  in som e kind o f 
distress— a curious so ft  spot in th is hard
bitten  m an w ho m ore than on ce  had 
saved life  on  the seas.

“ G o, then, i f  y e ’re  set on  it. T o m  
C odd  w ill go  a long. D o  as he says— he 
know s the w a y  o f  ice  and h ow  to  get 
abou t on  it. B u t d o  n ot let ’em  see ye , 
on the stranger. I  m istrust that ship. 
H on est m en w ou ld  b e  m ore  fr ien d ly  in 
the N orth . G o  w a rily .”

So, w hile the Bearcat stood  a  little  o ff 
the ice  to  d rop  a  boa t, w e arm ed ou r
selves, then oared  across the pa tch  o f  
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open  w ater, m ade fast our cra ft  beside 
the ice-fie ld , and took  to the ice. A cross 
its tu m bled  jagged  w aste w e trudged, 
S co tt ’s w arning in our m in d s ; and as we 
s low ly  neared the other ship , I  le ft T o m  
C odd  beh in d , arm ed w ith  his rifle. U nder 
cover o f  a crag  w hich  h id  us from  the 
sh ip  and m ost o f  her from  us, I  then 
w ent on  alone to find the stranger an
ch ored  ju st beyon d  it.

FR O M  m y p o in t o f  vantage u p  atop  
that m ass o f  ice, I  peered alm ost 
straight dow n  upon her passengers and 

crew . A  m ore v illa in ou s-look in g  lot had 
never w alked. O ne little  group  stood  
w atch ing  a w rist-turn ing m atch  betw een 
tw o sw eating contestants, jeering or cheer
in g  the changing fortunes o f  the contest. 
A m idsh ips several gam blers sat round 
abou t a cask , p lay in g  cards upon  its end, 
and pausing now  and then to  fill tin m ugs 
at its sp igot. Som e bore  p is to ls ; others 
w ore  kn ives at belts. A ll save one or 
tw o w ere dou r, co ld -fa ced , unshaven 
m en, typ ica l o f  N orth  C ou n try  riffraff.

V o ices  rose in drunken argum ent, end
ing in savage curses and the sm ack  o f  
fists on  flesh. Som ew here a w om an 
laughed shrilly  and soon  appeared, a 
fad ing  b lo n d e ; w ith  her w ere tw o others 
not m ore attractive , fam iliars o f  that 
roistering gang.

T h e  capta in  o f  this unprepossessing 
lo t  w as gazing forw ard  tow ard  the gang 
w hence cam e the sounds o f  shouting, 
laughter, the squeal o f  a cheap  fiddle and 
raucous ch ords o f  an o ff-k ey  accord ion , 
sounds o d d ly  ou t o f  p lace in this vast 
sea o f  w in d-carved , w ave-driven  ice, em 
phasizing the littleness o f  m an and all 
h is acts.

N o w  a tall and b u rly  m an stood  shak
ily  upon a cask  to  d rink  a toast. A t its 
shouted co n c lu s io n : “ T o  the land  o f  gold  
and Tniins! M a y  we find the first and 
exterm inate the s e c o n d ! ”  a laugh rose, 
subsid ing as he con tin u ed : “ T o  the
land  w here they aint no p o lice  or 
M ou nties to  in terfere  w ith  honest men 
— m ay all its redskin  squaw s be  beau
ties ! ”

Som e on e cheered lu stily , bu t a  rum 
b le  o f  con gestin g  ice  drow ned out the 
others.

T hen  suddenly  m y  e y e  was caught b y  
one at w hom  I  cou ld  not h elp  bu t start, 
w ith  an odd  feeling  as o f  recogn ition . 
Y et not exa ctly  that, for  to  m y  kn ow l
edge never had I  set eyes upon  this in 
dividual before . Scanning him  closely , 
1 cudgeled  m em ory  for the clue to  his

iden tity , w h ich  rem ained elusive, until 
h is le ft  hand, bandaged  h eav ily  and car
ried  in a  sling, cam e su dden ly  in to  view .

T h a t set the w heel o f  iden tifica tion  
turning. Slim  and snakelike in every  
m ovem ent, the m an w as little  heavier 
than a b o y , bu t keen and  sh iftin g  eyes in 
a  sw art, flat A sia tic face , m arked  h im  for 
w hat he was— a dead ly  little  fer-de-lance 
i f  look s m eant an yth in g  at all. H ere , I 
fe lt sure, stood  m y  m arauder o f  the 
M useum , th ie f o f  the m ap and chart b y  
w hich  this vessel sailed.

T h e  thoughts I  had begun to  entertain 
were now  con firm ed : the goal o f  this 
w ild  m ob  was iden tica l w ith  our o w n ! 
W ith  this assorted gang o f m en the first 
w ave o f  em pire had  begun. N a to ’wa, 
a new  fron tier and the last o f  earth ’s pure 
w ildernesses, w as fa ted  to  be the braw l
ing-ground o f  this tough  h yb rid  pack . 
W an ted  m en, seal-poachers, desperadoes, 
dregs o f  the A laskan  and C anadian  w ilds, 
w ith  their slattern  w om en— here they 
were, a sh ip load  o f  the w astrels w ho 
seek escape and profit on  every  new 
frontier, and com e to reap w here other 
m en have sow n. A n d  in sheer fo rce  those 
aboard  the ship ou tn um bered  the Bear
cat’s crew  alm ost five to  one, every  m an 
arm ed.

Som e jo k e d  and laughed. B u t the 
w ord  m ost o ften  heard w as gold. I t  was 
this y e llo w  lure, w h ich  en ticed  them  
from  the co m fo rts  o f  m ore  tem perate 
clim es in to  the dead ly  rigors o f  the 
N orth . R e lu ctan tly  w ou ld  the scientific 
w orld  a ccep t the fa cts  o f  a new  lan d  as 
genuine. H o w  sw iftly  had these go ld - 
seekers snapped up  the m erest ru m or!

SA V E  for  the row d y  h orde on  d eck , the 
schooner appeared to  be  ship-shape. 

S h iftin g  to  w here I cou ld  com m and  a 
better v iew  o f  her forw ard  deck s, a gun 
cou ld  b e  d iscerned , covered  b y  lashed 
canvas— relic, no d ou b t, o f  rum -running 
o r  sm uggling days in other seas near 
oth er coasts. W h a t arm s she had below , 
and her resource in am m unition , cou ld  
on ly  be con jectu red — presum ably  enough 
to  m ak e her form id ab le  even to  the 
larger Bearcat i f  it cam e to  fighting.

M y  thoughts turned to  the stolen  m ap 
and ch art, la ck in g  w h ich  the Bearcat 
w as a lready  handicapped . Som ew here 
upon  this sh ip  w ere those usefu l papers. 
W ith  k n ow ledge  o f  their h id in g-p lace, 
it had been w ell w orth  the greatest risk 
to attem pt regain ing them . B ut to  pass 
unseen am ong that crew  o f  ruffians on 
deck  w as now  im possib le , and rum blings



The goal of tills wild mol) was identical with our own! A  shipload of 
wastrels, conic to reap where other men had sown.

o f  the ice  c lose  b y  forb a d e  m y lingering 
m u ch  longer.

M y  gaze returned to  the little  A s ia t ic ; 
and suddenly , across the space, his eyes 
m et m ine. A t  on ce he ye lled  out shrilly , 
snatched u p  a rifle and fired poin t-b lan k .

H a lf-b lin d ed  b y  a burst o f  ice  k ick ed  
up  b y  h is shot, I  turned and ran, g lad o f  
m y  strength and great a ctiv ity . A nd  
though  there w as no pursuit, C odd  and I  
scram bled  at top  speed across that chaos

o f  sh iftin g  ice— now  surging heav ily  
under heel, and crack in g  w ith  the sound 
o f  bursting bom bs. L on g  fissures fin
gered am ong the floes, and plates and 
slabs o f  ice  up-ended in the path , agleam  
like sh ining arm or. Staggering across 
that uncertain  footin g , w e s low ly  neared 
the loom in g  Bearcat, its ports aglow  like 
oranges, a w elcom e, so lid -look in g  strong
h o ld , w here eager hands m ade haste to  
help  us to  the decks.
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C aptain  S cott heard m y  rep ort, and 
n odded  grim ly , m u tte r in g : “ I  to ld  y e  she 
w as u p  to  noth in g  good . Y e  acted  w isely  
in cornin ’ b a ck  w ith ou t r isk in ’ you r h ide 
against the odds aboard  o f  her. T h e y  
have the m ap  and chart, w h ich  I  w ou ld  
g ive  m y  ears to  have. B u t th ey ’d  not 
part w ith  them  w ith ou t a  fight. A nd 
fightin ’ m ight be costly — m ore so to  us, 
w h o are outnum bered  and  outgunned. 
Y e  have M u n ro ’s descrip tion  o f  the reefs 
an d  landm arks, in h is d iary . ’T w ill have 
to  serve .”

A nother fo g  soon  fell. T errific  rum 
b lin g  in the ice  began. W h en  the air had 
cleared  again, the sch oon er ’s m asts had 
vanished. B y  now  accu stom ed  to her 
presence, the crew  w ere startled . S cott 
expla ined  her disappearance w ith  a grim  
sim p licity . “ C hange o f  w ind  and  ice- 
pressure are qu ick  finishers. I ’ve seen 
the lik e  b efore . T h e  ice  w ill crack  a 
sh ip  open lik e  a  w alnut. O r m aybe she 
caught a  w in d  w e d id  n ot feel and a 
lane w e d id  not see, and slipped  aw ay .”

I t  w as not a pleasant thought to 
realize that w hile we lay  in  com parative  
sa fety , a lm ost w ith in  v iew  another ship 
w ith  hum an souls aboard  m ight have gone 
to  the bottom . S cott w ou ld  have put a 
rescue crew  upon  the ice, bu t now  the 
floes w ere in upheaval on ce  again. A nd  
from  this d ay  on w ard  w e w ere too  m uch  
occu p ied  w ith  labors o f  our ow n to  g ive 
m uch  thought to  others. . . .

F avored  b y  w in d  and w eather, w e had 
thus far com e  w ell on  our voyage . W ith  
sim ilar lu ck  another w eek  w ou ld  have 
seen the Bearcat in  that unknow n tem 
perate sea w h ich  surrounds N a to ’wa. 
B u t the trem endous h ostility  o f  the A rc 
t ic  now  becam e apparent. T h e  elem ents 
show ed their teeth. T h e  ice  closed  in, 
dashing ou r  hopes o f  a  qu ick  passage.

DA Y  a fter fo g g y  d a y  the stou t ship 
ram m ed against the floes, qu iver

ing in  every  rivet w ith  the endless im 
pacts. C rash a fter crash sh ook  her stem  
to  stern , w h ile som etim es w e m ade bu t 
a  few  m iles a d ay , or  again  logged  a fa ir 
north ing w hen open  leads w ere found. 
R am m in g , back in g , ram m ing anew , fo r c 
ing her p row  h igh  u p  on the floes and b y  
sheer w eigh t o f  hull crush ing  the ice  
beneath  her— it w as Bearcat against 
A rctic , and the stou t o ld  ship seem ed to  
shudder w ith  awareness o f  it.

T h e  ou tcom e  w as a  gam ble, an agon y  
o f  u ncerta in ty , ever under it the fear that 
w e m ight be  beset, lo ck ed  in the ice, un
ab le  to  reach N a to ’w a b e fore  another

year o r  tw o had  passed— if  ever. T h e  
precedent for such  a fa te  w as am ple.

N o r  dared w e slacken  our e ffo r ts ; for  
in  the A rctic , o f  all p laces, ships m ust 
hasten or be  doom ed . B ehind , ev iden ce  
o f  the w h aler ’s struggle, a  lane o f  brash 
extended b a ck  in to  the fog — sm all ice  
broken  up  b y  the sh ip  as she bu lled  her 
forw ard  w ay  in  a  w eary , endless m on ot
o n y  o f  struggle, am id  a  vastness o f  space, 
shut in and isolated  b y  fo g  and ice , m otes 
in a b lin d  universe.

B ut n ot an id le  h our, even  at such 
tim es as w e w ere beca lm ed  or ice-g irt. 
T h ere  was the language o f  the N a to ’wan 
tribes to  be  learned from  M u n ro ’s self- 
m ade d iction ary . T h ere  w as h is d iary 
to  be studied, that w e m ight w ork  out 
som e substitu te fo r  the stolen  m ap and 
ch art, b y  w h ich  to  find our w ay  on  ar
rival in the new  land.

TH E  ice  began  to  trium ph. T h e  Bear
cat m ade no headw ay. H e a v y  fogs 

froze  on  her, overlay in g  spars and deck s 
w ith  transparent c lo th -o f-s ilver— a beau 
tifu l dress w h ich  m ust be ch opped  and 
hew n aw ay lest she grow  heavy  a b ove  
and liab le  to  capsizing. T w o  shining 
h um m ock s raised their peaks tow ering 
off her p ort bow . She listed  som e de
grees, first on e w ay , then another, as the 
ice-pressure sh ifted .

A  fr ig id , stabb ing  w ind  b lew  m oaning 
in  from  the southw est. T h is  w ind it was 
w h ich  had p iled  u p  the ice  n ow  threaten
in g  the ship, w h ich  had a lready  y ie lded  
forw ard  b e low  the forecastle , adm itting  
m uch  water.

W ea ry  and d iscou raged , w e had b u t an 
hour o f  sleep that n ight. T h e  Bearcat 
groaned  in all her jo in ts , and trem bled  
as the ice  m ade good  its th roat-hold  on 
her stem . L a  Salle w alked  the cab in  floor 
silen tly , his fa ce  a stu dy  in  despair. H e  
w ou ld  be  b rood in g  on  the nearness o f  the 
end, w ith  B eth  and D an  still unaccou n ted  
for, unaided.

S cott and his m en w ere all alert, ready  
to  aban don  at a  m om en t’s n otice . A l
ready  a store o f  provisions had been 
sw ung overside  to  be  low ered  at a  signal.

C lose to  disaster though  w e w ere, I 
som eh ow  dropped  to  sleep— and aw oke 
on  hands and knees against the w all, a 
crash ing, roarin g  sound in m y  ear. T h e  
sh ip  p itch ed  sick en in g ly  and rolled  w ith  
aw fu l heaviness. She m ust be  goin g  
d o w n !

L a  Salle and I  rushed up  on  d eck  in to 
the ligh t o f  ea rly  daw n, ready  fo r  the 
w orst. In stead—
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Instead w e saw the sh ip  transform ed. 
T h e  ice  w as m elting  from  her. T h e  crew  
w ere cheering lu stily— strange con d u ct 
from  m en aboard  a fou n derin g  ship, 
until on e saw  the cause. T h e  floes had  
brok en  u p ; their roar and thundering 
was w hat w e took  to  be the Bearcat being 
crushed. A n d  our Bearcat w as a prisoner 
no m ore. H er  roll had  com e from  sudden 
release o f  ic y  grip  upon  her hull.

N o rth  and w est stretched out the open  
sea, clear save fo r  a  few  grow ler bergs 
on  one o f  w h ich  a fur-seal sw ayed sin
u ously . G on e w as the frig id  southeast 
w ind  that snatched breath  from  the 
throat and p ierced  as w ith  a b lade o f  ice. 
F rom  north  and w est there b lew  a 
steady  breeze, still co ld , y e t  co ld  w ithout 
con v iction , like the first breath  o f  spring 
in m ilder clim es.

W h o  cou ld  fo rg e t the glad m usic o f  
w ater trick lin g  from  w here ice  h ad  been, 
the crash  o f  b its o f  ice  to  deck , and the 
prom ise o f  that w elcom e w ind  so w onder
fu lly  ton ic , m oderatin g  b y  the hour, 
m ag ica lly  open in g  the w ay  to  the tired  
s h ip ! A n d  on  its breath  was the fa intest 
trace o f  w hat w e sought, a  h int o f  grow 
ing things, o f  green -clad  spaces on  m ou n 
tain heights— o f  la nd !

B orn  o f  con ta ct betw een  w arm  air and 
co ld er  w aters, great b illow y  banks o f  
m ist surrounded us. T h e  breeze d is
pelled  them , leav ing  o n ly  w isps above  
the sea. T h e  northern  sun rose v ery  
s low ly  upw ard, em ber-red, co lorin g  the 
m ists w ith  its ow n  w arm th . T h e  grow ler 
on  w h ich  the seal still perch ed  apparent
ly  took  fire. T h e  seal, as i f  in fear, d ived  
off, a  purple arrow  p lu n gin g  in to a  sea 
o f  golden  m elting incandescence.

A ll on  board  gazed  at the sun, rising 
like a  beacon  o f  hope a fter our lon g  d e 
spair. B u t o f  a  sudden one o f  the m en 
glanced  tow ard  the southeast, excla im in g  
in aston ishm ent: “ T h e  s c h o o n e r !”

E m ergin g  from  the ice  som e m iles 
behind, ev id en tly  under au x iliary  pow er, 
w as the sh ip  w e had  sighted in  the pack .

SC O T T  scratched  h is grizzled  ja w  and 
eyed  her, puzzled .

“ N o w  w ill som eb od y  tell me— h ow  the 
devil d id  w e m iss seeing h e r?  A nd  h ow  
d id  she com e  all this w ay  from  land  a g ’in ’ 
such w in d  and ic e ?  She’s  sure had 
better lu ck  w ith  the w in ds and the w ater 
lanes than w e. M o s tly , though, I  ca l
cu late she’s don e it b y  fo llow in g  in ou r 
w ake under pow er, tak in g  advantage o f  
the lan e w e ’ve  brok en . She’s u p  to  no 
good , e ither.”

“ G ood  or  n o  g ood ,”  I  said , “ w e ca n ’ t 
preven t her. T h e  seas are free. A n d  
d on ’t forget— ”

“ She carries a  gun forw ard , a y e ! ”  the 
C aptain  interrupted dark ly . “ F or w hat, 
i f  n ot fo r  trou b le?  C erta in , n ot for  
sh ootin ’ s e a ls !”

“ I f  it com es to  a  fight, sor,”  offered 
T o m  C odd  eagerly , “ w e ’ll g ive  it to  ’em , 
that w e w ill. W e ’ve got the w h a lin ’ gun, 
d on ’t forget, sor, an ’ bom b-lan ces ap lenty. 
W h a t ’s g ood  for  w hales ’ll d o  for them .”  

“ I t  isn ’ t fight they  w an t,”  S cott barked 
irascib ly , “ n ot y e t  leastw ays. T h ere  m ay 
be  further ice , fo r  all they  k n ow . A n d  
w hile  w e ’re here to  break  a w ay  for  them , 
th ey  w ou ld  b e  fo o ls  to  fight. U nless I 
m iss m y  guess, w e ’ll n ot see h ide nor hair 
o f  ’em — n ot fo r  a w hile  a t least.”

H is  w ord s  proved  true. L on g  b e fore  
com in g  u p  w ith  us, the stranger w ore 
a w a y ; nor d id  she ch ange p osition  that 
d ay , so  fa r  as w e w ere con cern ed . N ex t 
m orn in g  fou n d  her nearer, and  sundow n 
under the h orizon  ou t o f  v iew .

BU T  she had a  usefu l chart. W e  m ust 
reckon , from  M u n ro ’s m eager d iary  

notes, N a to ’w a ’s p robab le  loca tion  and 
the on ly  channel in to  land. W e  w ou ld  
m eet w ith  her again.

N o  land had  been raised as y e t , but 
the ice -belt w as now  beh in d , the outer
m ost ring o f  N a to ’w a ’s defenses storm ed 
and carried . W e  w ere w ith in  those 
tem perate seas w h ich  w ashed the coast 
o f  our goa l, w hose w aters w ere so fu ll o f  
l i fe  the eye cou ld  scarce record  it  all.

Fur-seals and sea-lions sw am  past in 
countless herds. W h erever there w as 
ice, w alrus squatted  am id their harem s. 
S co tt ’s eyes bu lged  at sight o f  schools o f  
b lu e  w hale b roach in g  fifty  yards abeam . 
H a d  w e been h unting  o il, w e m ight have 
k illed  a hundred.

T h e  spars and m asts w ere filled  w ith  
b lack -ba ck ed  and iv o ry  gulls. Solem n 
puffins, w ith  gau d y  red and  y e llo w  beaks 
and feet, veered  in  flight or d ived  fo r  
fish. C louds o f  m urres flew  past utter
in g  the o d d  m urm uring cries so lik e  their 
nam e. A n d  over all, fierce  preyers 
hovered— sea-haw ks and robber-ospreys, 
k illin g  right a b ov e  our decks.

T h e  sun w heeled under on  a glasslike 
sea. T h e  Bearcat steam ed fu ll speed 
ahead. A ll hands breath ed  easier w ith  
the ice  astern. T h e  tension o f  dread had 
lifted . F orw ard , the bow -w atch  raised 
h is v o ice  in song.

D aw n  revealed a  dere lict on  the star
b oard  beam , haven  fo r  a  c lo u d  o f  sea- 
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b irds. H u lk s  m u ltip lied  as w e neared 
N a to ’w a ’s reefs. T h e  sea was fairly- 
sow n w ith  them . M a n y  rode  h igh up, 
rem ark ab ly  preserved. A  huge white 
ow l perched on  the topm ost poin t o f  the 
forem ast— fierce harbinger o f  the land 
w e  long  had sought. T h e  m orrow  found 
us steam ing near the outer reefs, taking 
soundings con stan tly .

T h en  suddenly  the loud  cry  “L a n d l 
La nd  ho ! ”  cam e floating  from  the m ast
head. A ll hands rushed to  the forw ard  
ra il, and peered in to  the north . A  m o
m entary liftin g  o f  the fo g  gave us our 
first g lim pse o f  a  tow erin g  headland.

W h o  says that inanim ate nature m ay 
n ot speak in  a  v o ice  w hich  m an can 
understand— he has never stood  as we 
d id , silent, each m an w rapped  in his 
thoughts, w h ile  N a to ’w a, the unknow n, 
m ysteriou sly  strange and u naccou n table , 
sent forth  her silent threat.

O ver all that d istance the fascination  
o f  it reached ou t, gripp in g  every  m an. 
I t  w as as i f  som e strange deep  g ift  o f  
prescience had been vou chsa fed  to  all o f  
u s ; for  all w ho stood  upon  this solid  iron 
deck  had sensed that m any w ou ld  leave 
their bones forever upon  that farthest 
loneliest land in all the w orld .

LA C K IN G  our ch art, on  w hich  w e ear- 
j  Her had  p laced  such dependence, w e 

had to  use M u n ro ’s slim  w ritten  de
scrip tion  o f  the entrance to the channel 
in the reefs. C ross-bearings on  tw o 
ro ck y  spires con v in ced  us w e had found 
the p lace o f  en try . A t  less than tw o 
k n ots headw ay, the iron  p row  o f  the old  
w haler nosed betw een the outer rock s, 
grop in g  forw ard  in to the labyrinth .

A  fo g  b lew  off the land, obscu rin g  all 
that lay  ahead. W o rd s  scarce con v ey  
the perils to  be run b y  any ship w hich  
seeks to  brave  the reefs, fogs, storm s and

tides w hich  guard N a to ’wa from  ap 
proach  b y  m en o f  the outside w orld . O ur

Eassage through  the polar ice -p ack  had 
een ch ild ’s p lay , com pared  w ith  thread

ing these dread obstacles.
T h e  fo g  grew  heavier, and rop y  tw ists 

o f  m u rk y  vapor serpentined abou t our 
deck s, w h ich  soon  w ere drenched  w ith  it. 
Sounds and m en ’s vo ices  w ere am plified  
p ecu liarly . B eyon d  the rails the sea 
w as h ardly  v is ib le , except in glim pses 
w hen the floating m ists w ou ld  part.

N o w  and again the cry , “ R o ck s  dead 
a h e a d ! ”  w ou ld  sound, then S co tt ’s vo ice  
shouting dow n  the speak ing-tube— bells 
w ere too  slow  in this em ergency. It  was 
a  feat to navigate this iron sh ip  through 
w aters w hich  had been dangerous to 
ships but h a lf her size. H er w eight, an 
asset in the ice -pack , w as a d raw back  
here, increasing as it d id  her draft.

T h ere  was no sleep ing now . Scott 
kept his post, listen ing for the leadsm an ’s 
calls. T h e  screw  beat s low ly— thrum - 
thrum -thrum  and on ce it rang upon the 
rocks, a d ead ly  sound. T h e  rudder 
creaked on its p o s t ; the endless w ork ings 
o f  chains w ith in  deck s w ere audible.

T hen  cam e the storm . O u t o f  this 
northern crad le  o f  evil w eather, it rushed 
forth  w ith  a scream ing w ail, to  strike 
alm ost unheralded— a fierce and freakish  
storm  o f  w ind and hail w h ich  careened 
the Bearcat w ith  its first breath  as if  she 
w ere a little  fishing sm ack .

T a ll seas rose tow ering b la ck ly  up, 
and charged against the rock s lik e  snort
ing bulls. H arsh  gray  w aves bared 
foam in g  fangs and snarled a lon g  the 
rails. T h e ir  crests o f  churning foam  
snatched off b y  w ind, stung our cheeks 
lik e  scatter-shot. B oth  starboard  boats 
were torn  astern in h a lf a m inute.

Straws driven  through solid  p lanks— ■ 
m en speak o f  that when tornadoes strike.



T h is  n ight w e saw  m uch  w orse. Sm all 
gran ite  ch ips im bedded  them selves in 
the h ardw ood  o f  the Bearcat’s m ast—  
that near w as she to  shore. P oor  o ld  
T im  Sullivan, forw ard  in  the line o f  
du ty , was cu t dow n , m utilated  as b y  
m achine-gun  fire, b y  these hurtling 
shards, dead  and ridd led  in a hundred 
p laces b y  that shrapnel-blast o f  jagged  
little  stones.

TW O  anchors out, a haw ser b y  som e 
m iracle  o f  seam anship got across a 
w edge o f  rock— bu t still the Bearcat 

dragged. W in d  and tide and grow ing 
darkness, all com bin ed  to  drive her on 
the razor fangs o f  rock s  that w aited, 
bared , to tear her bow els out. A  loud 
report lik e  cannon-fire was the hawser 
parting, snak ing  b a ck  in m urderous re
co il lik e  som e g igan tic anaconda. P ete 
Silver, m akin g  fast an a fter hatch , was 
caught in its hem pen toils and snapped 
a  hundred feet in to  the churning sea.

T h en  the b ow  p ort anchor-chain  let 
go , strik ing fa t red sparks in angry 
show ers from  the w indlass gypsyhead . 
O ne h ook  still held , bu t n ot for  long. A  
sudden  tw isting lurch  dragged out ring
b o lt and deck -beam  b od ily . N o  tim e to 
slip  the cab le , let a lon e m ake fast a  
finding bu oy . T h e  anchor was already 
gon e, and w ith  it  tw enty  feet o f  deck ing, 
w ith  salt sea rushing through the gap.

T h en  w ith  a crush ing ja r  the Bearcat 
piled  up  on  a reef. H er  hour w as near 
— n o m an but knew  that. S cott hurled 
an order ba ck . A  single w ord  was heard 
— “ Whaleboat! ”  and in a m om ent ou t it 
sw ung above  the roaring sea.

T h ere  was one tense m om ent w hen it 
seem ed that this boat, like the rest, 
m ust go to  p ieces on the Bearcat’s h og 
g in g  side. T h en  cam e a m om entary  lu l l ; 
and w e p iled  in, S cott last o f  all.

Snatched b y  a huge w ave, the w hale
boa t fled the sh ip ’s side and hurtled 
shorew ard, g rou n d in g  in tw enty  m inutes 
on  a ro ck y  beach , betw een  tw o great 
rollin g  com bers.

P ell-m ell w e all sprang out and 
grasped the gunw ales w ith  intent to 
draw  her up  on  shore. B ut the second 
roller caught her, tw isted— and stove her 
in to m atchw ood  on  a rock y  ledge.

C aptain  S cott gazed ba ck  upon the 
qu ak in g  corpse o f  h is be loved  Bearcat. 
She hung betw een  tw o rugged  spurs o f  
rock , each  one o f  w hich  had b itten  into 
her. Im m ense seas slam m ed h eavily  
against her. In ch  b y  inch  and fo o t  b y  
foo t the stout o ld  ship gave w ay, her

p lates ben d in g  under w eight o f  w ater 
and her ow n  great tonnage. E ach  break 
ing w ave struck  w ith  the sound o f  h ollow  
drum s. T h en  w ith  a crash, dow n  cam e 
her iron -fitted  forem ast, strik in g  fire 
from  a don k ey  engine as it fell.

A nd  a fter that, as i f  her pride were 
broken , the Bearcat resisted little  m ore.

“ She’s g o in ’ ! ”  cried  S cott in  a husky, 
ch ok in g  vo ice . T h e  sh ip  hung trem bling. 
A  cu m u lative sea was roaring in , its 
force  redoubled  b y  the com pression  o f 
tw o rock y  walls. W e  heard it strike, 
an an v il-b low  am plified  a m illion  tim es, 
a  crash as o f  a  thunderbolt. T h en  a l
m ost w ith  a m orta l sound there cam e the 
scream  and screech  o f  tearing steel—  
and the Bearcat was gon e, her shroud 
the m ists, her sepulcher the' roaring reefs.

U pon  the w ash o f that great destroy 
ing sea there w as a  spar, a  length  o f 
m a s t ; and when its undertow  had sucked 
aw ay, a life -r in g  w ith  the nam e Bearcat 
on  it floated out am ong the ridges, testi
m on y  one day , perhaps, to  an outside 
w orld , that the Bearcat had m et her end.

F rom  som ew here near, b eyon d  the tow 
ering cliffs  behind, there cam e a muffled 
h o llow  roar. A s on e the little  party  
turned to fa ce  the form idab le  challenge 
o f  N a to ’wa. D eep  an xiety  clu tch ed  the 
b oldest hearts am ong us. N o r  cou ld  
even experience on  another p lanet have 
prepared us for  the stupendous n ove lty  
o f  the events to  com e.

Somewhere near here, within the next 
few years, the Russians on the K ra ss in  
would prove to the world existence of 
warm currents in the Arctic. The Sadko, 
too, seeking land not seen since 1810, 
would radio of milder currents and signs 
of land unsighted hitherto. Russia, too, 
would break a northern passage for her 
fleet to win ready access to the East, 
across the shoulders of the earth. How 
long before men of the Soviet would come 
upon Nato’wa, as had we?

AS if the Bearcat’s loss w ere n ot 
. enough, now , b itterest d ra ft o f  all, 

we saw that hated  schooner com in g  
through the reefs, and  ly in g  to  behind  a 
rock  near b y .

“ She m ade it, sure en ou gh ,”  said Scott 
h eavily . “ Satan h im self m ust have 
m anned her w h eel.”

S torm -m arked , and  w ith  canvas in  
hanging shreds, she otherw ise was sound 
and w hole. W h ere  the greater Bearcat 
had gone dow n , this lesser ship o f  w ood , 
b y  v irtue o f  her shallow er d ra ft, had  
w eathered through.
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F everish  a c t iv ity  m arked  the d ropp in g  
o f  her anchors. T w o  boats w ere q u ick ly - 
low ered . In to  them  m en sprang to  the 
p o in t o f  overload in g , burning to  be 
ashore, apparently , and searching for  the 
y e llow  lure that brou gh t them  here. 
B u t tragedy  raised its head that early. 
O ne o f the m en, slipp ing on  the ladder, 
lost footin g  and fe ll in to the sea beside 
the ship. A  sw irl o f  w ater, a  m ottled  
shape rolling  be lly  up, a long-draw n 
scream ing cry  ch ok ed  off w ith  dreadfu l 
suddenness; then the u n lu ck y  m an w as 
jerk ed  under— b y  a shark ? L ess h astily  
thereafter, the d isem barking continued.

“ W h a t is that n a m e ?”  asked S cott, 
squ inting at the sh ip ’s sharp prow .

“ P ira te ,”  I  answered.
“ P ira te , h e y ?  A  fitting nam e, w ith  

them  cutthroats a b o a r d ! B ut le t ’s be 
m ov in ’ . W e  are n ot fit fo r  fight lik e  
th is .”

Shouldering our salvaged few  belon g
ings, w e turned a long the cliffs, seeking 
to  keep ou t o f  sight o f  those upon the 
Pira te . U ntil w e had ach ieved  perhaps a 
hundred  feet o f  a ltitude a long the slant
in g  cliff-ledge, in this w e w ere success
fu l ;  then suddenly  a ch ip  o f  stone flew 
from  a ledge a bove  our heads, and there 
cam e a sharp report from  dow n below .

SE V E R A L  tim es again  they  had our 
range. O tto  S tum pf, red -faced  and 

sw eating w ith  the steepness o f  the clim b , 
gasped and  clu tch ed  h is  arm . T h e  
sh irt stained red w ith  b lood . A  jeering  
c ry  rang ou t from  dow n  aboard  the P i
rate. F irst b lo o d  was shed, and m ore 
w ou ld  fo llow .

S cott shook  his h a iry  fist. A  bu llet 
w h istled  past h is head. H e  jo in ed  the 
others in a m ore prudent course, crou ch 
in g  low  and hastening a long to w here a 
broaden ing  o f  the ledge enabled us to  
hug the w all b ey on d  their rifle-range. . . .

S caling the lo f ty  coasta l cliffs  at last, 
w e had our first g lim pse o f  the forested 
interior— a w ilderness w ith ou t parallel 
on  this presen t-day  earth. Far to  the 
north  it stretched , a  b o ld  terrain, s lop 
ing dow n  a m ile  or tw o from  w here w e 
stood , then rising up in h ills beyon d , and 
finally , in m igh ty  sw eep, soaring sw iftly  
tow ard  a  range o f  m ountains in the 
distance. A n d  everyw here the earth w as 
cloth ed  in  sp lendid  forest.

Som ew here, m iles ba ck  in the interior, 
there flow ed a  river know n as the H iw asi, 
w hich  took  its rise in that d istant range, 
flow ed seaw ard, then a fter a m ighty 
bend  flow ed parallel to  the coast from

east to  w est, and  reached the sea fa r  to  
the south o f  our landing-p lace. B y  strik 
ing due north , w e  should  attain  its banks.

T h e  heavy  th ickets raised alm ost im 
passable barriers to  our m ovem ents, and 
so we sought d ry  stream -beds leading 
dow nw ard  from  our rock y  em inence, fo l
low in g  a long such p e b b ly  courses until 
at last they  led  to  flow ing w ater, little  
higher than sea-level and flow ing slow ly  
tow ard the south.

W h at stream  this w as w e d id  not 
k n o w ; but on  its ban k  w e m ade a cam p 
— a raised stou t barricade  o f  fa llen  logs 
and poin ted  branches as a protection  
against the forest brutes w h ose fo o t 
prin ts lined the m ud and san dy m argins.

A lternate sentries guarded the slum 
bers o f  the others all through that first 
n ight in N a to ’w a, bu t naught occu rred  
to  g ive alarm . B y  firelight, w ith  our 
one ax and patient labor, we fash ioned a 
ra ft o f  logs, a lready  fa llen , lashed these 
together w ith  stout v ines and then cut 
pushing-poles w herew ith  to  urge the 
clu m sy  cra ft  a long its w ay.

A  great can oe had been far preferab le , 
entailing but a  fraction  o f  the labor in 
propu lsion , bu t tim e was o f  the essence, 
and  an x iety  to  reach the R iver  H iw asi 
u pperm ost in m ind . A  g ood  sound tree 
o f  proper size and shape w as not easily  
found. N o r  had w e m eans w h ereby  to 
gou ge it ou t, exceptin g  fire, w hich  in our 
state o f  m ind w as m uch  too  slow . A nd 
so we m ade poor sh ift w ith  the m aterials 
w e had.

O ur plan w as now  to  push against the 
current o f  this lesser river in a  north  and 
easterly  d irection , hop in g  that its upper 
reaches paralleled  the m ain  stream  o f  
the H iw asi, on  opposite  sides o f  the sam e 
d iv ide  or w atershed. H ou rs o f  laborious 
upstream  po lin g  on  the succeeding d ay  
brou ght us in to  brok en  w ater, not n av i
gab le  farther.

FR O M  w hat I  recalled  o f  records lost, 
w e here m ust cross the b a ck b on e  o f 
a m inor m ountain  range, som ew here be

yon d  w h ich  flow ed the H iw asi and the 
A cop i, its tributary . A rm ed  w ith  m an ’s 
first w eapon , a  sim ple n ew -cut clu b , I  
c lim bed  the nearest ridge, and from  its 
em inence beheld  the silver shim m er o f  a 
river far below . N ig h tfa ll fou n d  us at 
its bank. S cott su g g ested :

“ D ig  in right here. Set lines fo r  fish. 
M a k e  our headquarters fit to  live  in and 
w orth  d e fen d in ’ . T h en  seek the trail 
o f  M u n ro  and h is peop le . B u t one step 
at a tim e.”



KIOGA OF THE UNKNOWN LAND

I t  w as g o o d  counsel, sw ift ly  a cted  on. 
O f  b rok en  rock , la id  so lid ly , and  roo fed  
a b ove  w ith  thin  poles in terw oven  w ith  
fo liage , a  ru de b lock h ou se  rose slow ly , 
com m and ing  view s upstream  and dow n .

N ecess ity  m othered  strange invention . 
O n  lines m ade o f  od d  b its o f  string and 
unraveled c loth in g , S cott and his m en 
set ou t the few  fishhooks on e  o f  the m en 
p rodu ced  from  a p o ck e t case. Insects 
form ed a ba it w h ich  good -sized  fish took  
eagerly. T h e  w ilderness, thus far, was 
k ind  to  ou r cause.

ON  the ban k  L a  Salle and I , w ith  fire, 
ax and patient labor, fash ioned a 

du g-ou t can oe, wherein to  seek the se
crets  o f  the low er river.

“ H e  goes sw iftest w ho travels a lon e,”  
S cott qu oted , to  agree w ith  m e. “ L et 
K irk  attem pt to  find the trail, or clues 
to  it, w h ile  w e are w ork in ’ here, and so 
no tim e is lost. M oreover from  stu dy in ’ 
the d i ’ry , he k n ow s m ore  o f  this land 
than an y  other, and so has better chance 
to  find that fo rt , w here lik e ly  they  re
turned.”

T o  this the rest a greed ; and  on the 
th ird  d ay  I  set forth  alone dow n-river, 
con v in ced  b y  m any signs, that this was 
tru ly  the H iw asi, som ew here be low  the 
Shoni v illage  o f  H op ek a  and the forest 
fo rt  in  w hich  our friends had stood  a 
siege.

H ere  was on  every  side, a  m ost im 
pressive forest. G reat buttressed trees 
w alled  in the river, crow d ing  to the very 
edge. O fttim es, w here creeks debouched  
in to  the m ain  stream , th ey  w ere th ick ly  
screened w ith  giant roots, form in g g loom y  
tunnels leading b ack  on e knew  not 
w hither. T h e  river had carved  the rocks 
and banks in to  a  thousand k inds o f  
caverns and lurk ing-p laces.

In m idstream , islands large and sm all, 
all forested , cu t off fu ll v iew  ahead. In 
m any places a  dense grow th , rivaling the 
m angrove o f  other clim es, clu tch ed  earth 
and rock  in its grip , b in d in g  all to 
gether against the tim es o f  flood .

In  den sity  a lm ost t r o p ic a l; in all 
other w ays a  northern forest lik e  the Sis
k iyou  a hundred tim es perfected— such 
w as this w ilderness o f  N a to ’wa. T h rou gh 
ou t the forests there w ere w ell-trod  trails, 
but not the k in d  that hum an anim als 
tread— if th ey  w ou ld  live. In  N a to ’wa, 
m en fo llo w  the river-routes, and thus I 
had  m y  first g lim pse o f  F ort T eskatuna, 
to  ca ll it b y  its In d ian  nam e.

Situated h igh  u p  on  a  w ooded  river 
island, its  northw ard  w all a lone was

v isib le  from  be low . Spanning the river 
from  the cliffs  op p osite  the island, an 
im m ense forest tree b ridged  the gorge. 
W h ere  this had  fa llen , the w all had 
crum bled . Im m ense and rope-lik e  vines 
had now  begun the w ork  o f  b in d in g  up 
the w ound. B irds nested in the toppled  
g ian t’s branches, w h ich  still sprouted 
green  in p laces w here the life -stream  
from  the roots  had not been broken . 
F rom  em brasures in the north  w all, b la ck 
m outhed cannon  still protruded.

C oncealin g  m y  canoe upon  the island 
shore, I  began the steep ascent through 
undergrow th  and trees tow ard  the h illtop  
island stronghold . N ear and far, harsh- 
caw in g  ravens rustled through the 
branches in their h eavy  flight. A t last 
the frow nin g  south  w all w as in view . 
A nd  as I  stood  beh old in g  it, the g loom  
abou t m e seem ed to deepen. T h e  trees 
near b y  assum ed strange g ob lin  shapes. 
A t  a  light tou ch  upon  m y  shoulder I 
started, then relaxed. I t  w as a  tw ig , 
w h ich  fe ll to  ground.

Skirting the base o f  the w all, gaze 
rov in g  its lo fty  height for  m eans o f in
gress, I  cam e finally  to its battered 
d ou b le  gate, lock ed  from  w ith in , defy in g  
every  effort at en try  here. A roun d  the 
corner o f  the south w all, surm ounted b y  
its tow er, a steep trail beside the w est 
w all was the on ly  path  b y  w h ich  an 
enem y m ight h ope to  storm .

UP  this path  I  clam bered , c lu tch in g  
protru d in g  roots  and stum ps, to  sur

m ount the w est w all and look  upon  a 
raised w ork , stron gly  bu ilt to  defen d  this 
vu lnerable poin t. T hen  I  scaled  the 
bastion  w ith  som e d ifficu lty , and dragged 
m yself atop  o f  it, com m an d in g  then m y 
first v iew  o f the fo r t ’s in terior.

D ire ctly  b e low  w as a  rock  basin  con 
taining a w 'ater-supply. T h is  trough  
stood  at one end o f  an interior qu ad 
rangle, lined on  three sides b y  a series 
o f  con nectin g  room s, bu ilt o f  h eavy  tim 
bers and equ ipped  w ith  loop h oles  staring 
at the inner court. T h e  th ick  ro o f o f  
these room s form ed  a  broad  p la tform  
d irectly  behind  the w all proper, w hich  
w as p ierced  b y  em brasures fo r  strange 
crude cannon . A t every  cannon  stood  a 
heap  o f  iron  balls. W atch -tow ers, at 
southw est and northeast corners, eyed  
the outer approaches n arrow ly  through 
rifle-slits. L ittle  m ore w as v isib le  due 
to  the g loom  elsew here in the shadow y 
interior.

U tter s ilence m et the ear, the silence 
o f  a  dungeon ®r a tom b . B u t suddenly



the skin  a b ou t m y  ears and  sca lp  w as 
tightening, a  tingle qu iverin g  dow n  m y 
spine. O n e reacts thus, som etim es, w ith 
o u t k n ow in g  w h y , p rodded  b y  som ething 
b ey on d  h im self, som e ancient instinct 
w hose operation  helped  his line survive 
dow n  to  h im self, its end. N o  question—  
th is w as a. w arning. A n d  as I  stood  
w aitin g  for I  knew  n ot w hat, a  shrill and 
p iercing  shriek rang ech oin g  w ithin  the 
w alls, w eird  and b lood -cu rd lin g— a hu
m an v o ice  or  a  fr igh tfu l m ock ery  thereof.

I T O O K  a further step, searching the 
shadow s for  sight o f  h im  w h o had 

aw akened the silences. Seeing no one, 
hearing no further sound, I  took  y et one 
m ore forw ard  step. O n ce  m ore that 
shriek ing v o ice  rang w ild ly  out.

“ Stand back!”  this tim e it cried , in a 
tone so fu ll o f  w arning that inadvertent
ly  I  obeyed .

“ W h o ’s th e re ? ”  I  asked o f  the unseen, 
w ith  sim ulated boldness. T h e  answer 
was a  cu riou s m uttering and  cack lin g , as 
o f  laughter. T h e  sound this tim e cam e 
from  w ith in  the c o u r t ; and cau tiou sly  
c lim b in g  dow n  to  the p la tform , thence 
b y  a  rough lo g  stair in to the darker 
quadrangle, “ W h o  are y o u ? ”  I  repeated.

T h e  answ er w as another burst o f  m ut
tering from  the nearest d oorw a y , fo l
low ed  b y  “ Stand back ! ”

S carce k n ow in g  w hat to  m ak e o f  such 
a  greeting, I  sought to  hum or the speak
er. “ L o o k  here— I  w o n ’t harm  you . 
W h o ’s th e re ?”  A n d  su dden ly  sw itch ing 
on  m y  light, I  p la yed  its beam  abou t in 
side the nearest room .

A  grisly  scene m et the eye w ith in . 
H u m an  bones la y  a ll abou t the floor. M y  
heart froze  in me.

A  single p isto l hung upon  the w all, 
near it a  pow der-horn  and bags o f  ball 
and patches. H ere  w as a  w eapon , like 
the cannon , fash ioned  w ith in  these very  
w alls b y  ingenious m en, to  w hom  no o b 
stacle  had  been  insurm ountable.

T a k in g  dow n  the arm  I  poured  pow der 
in the m uzzle, pushed dow n  a leather 
patch , d ropped  in  a bu llet, a top  o f  this 
pressing another p lu g . P rim in g  the pan 
and draw ing  b a ck  the ham m er w ith  its 
sharpened flint, I  turned tow ard  the 
d oor  o f  the ad jo in in g  room , fee lin g  m uch 
m ore secure thus arm ed. O n open ing 
this, a  second  d oor b ey on d  slam m ed lou d 
ly . T h e  u nknow n m ust have gone be fore , 
since he w as n ot here, in  w hat appeared 
to  be  the pow der-room .

Passing in to  the th ird  room , I  heard 
a rustle as o f  garm ents, b u t this tim e no

d oor  closed . A dvan cin g  to  its far door, 
I  covered  the loop h ole  w ith  m y  cap , so 
that w h oever w as b eyon d  m ight n ot 
observe m e seeking further arm s. B u t 
in this— a w ork sh op , apparently— not 
another gun did  I  see.

T u rn in g  b a ck  to  the d oor , I  la id  hand 
upon  its bar, and seeking to  draw  it 
open , stood  ba ck  du m bstru ck . T h e  door 
w as fastened  b y  a h eavy  draw -bolt—  
bolted  on  my own side!  W h oever, had 
gone b e fore  m e had  either gone through 
solid  fou r-inch  p lanks o f  oak , or  b y  w ay  
o f  the loop h ole  in the d oor , through 
w hich  I  cou ld  h a rd ly  thrust m y  a r m !

A s if  beh old in g  m y  state o f  aston ish
m ent, from  b ey on d  cam e a burst o f  
laughter. Som e one seem ed d ou b led  up 
in paroxysm s. W ord s  fo llow ed , as in con 
gruous as those w hich  w ent before .

“ Gold, by gum ! ”  was w hat it sounded 
lik e  to m e, and then a  ch ild ’s  v o ice  ca ll
ing, “ Here, N ugget! Here, N ug g e t!”  
fo llow ed  b y  a  shrill w histle, as o f  som e 
on e ca llin g  to  a dog.

B ut n ow  such things m ade sense. 
F lashpan, eccen tric  m iner, on ce the N a r
whal’s co o k , and  T o k a la , the little  Indian  
lad  from  A m erica , w ere the sole  o ccu 
pants o f  the fo r t ;  for  their vo ices  had 
ju st spoken . B ut w h y  the barred  d oor  
and their re luctance to  sh ow  them selves ?

D raw in g  ba ck  the b o lt , I  flashed m y 
light in to  a k ind  o f  liv in g  cham ber. T h e  
room  was em pty .

D eterm in ed  to  end the fa rce , I  passed 
successively  through tw o other room s, 
b oth  u noccu p ied . In  the th ird  I  heard 
again  that rustle as o f  garm ents and drew  
b a ck  startled . A  num ber o f  w ide-w inged  
bats rushed ou t in to  the cou rt. T h e  
rustle seem ed explained. B u t bew ildered  
b y  the tota l absence o f  those w hose 
vo ices  I  had heard, I  m ade one last a t
tem pt to  fa thom  the m ystery.

“ F lashpan,”  I  cried  out urgently , “ i f  
that is y ou , com e  o u t ! T e ll m e w hat h ap 
pened to  the oth ers.”

A C H I L D ’S v o ice  this tim e spoke from  
outside. I f  I  was not m istaken , on ce 

again  it sa id : “ Here, N u g g e t!"
T h is  w as instantly  fo llow ed  b y  a gu t

tural v o ice  m uttering a few  rapid  w ords 
w h ich  I  cou ld  n ot at on ce distinguish , so 
lo w  w ere they. P erhaps im agination  
suggested it, bu t in a flash it seem ed to  
m e the w ords w ere these, in native S h o n i: 

“ K i l l  h im ! K i l l  h im !”
P repared  fo r  an yth ing , I  cu t m y  light 

and poin ted  the p isto l through  the door 
I  w as then op en in g  and peered beyon d .
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A s q u ick ly  I  slam m ed it  shut, for  finally  
I  had  seen som ething move'. I  threw  the 
b o lt  and  look ed  through the looph ole , 
gratefu l fo r  these pon derous w alls.

A  great tiger w as entering the fo r t  b y  
w a y  o f  the huge tree-bridge. L ook in g  
n ot to  r igh t nor le ft, the heavy  anim al 
p row led  ou t o f  m y  v iew  a long the p la t- 
form . Soundless on  h is cushion  pads he 
passed a b ove  m y  h e a d ; y e t  the stou t 
tim bers trem bled  as h e  w ent. Just next 
the door o f  the ad jo in in g  room  a stair led 
to  the quadrangle. D o w n  this creaking 
path  the tiger cam e in  on e  great step.

T h e  others, w h oever they w ere, m ight 
n ot have seen the beast approach . I  
raised a  shout. “ T iger 1 W a tch  o u t ! ”

A t sound o f  m y  v o ice , the great m ale 
ch eck ed . N e ck  fringe ruffed ou t, b la ck  
lips retracted, the fou r great canines 
draw n apart, thus w ith  a h usky snarl 
grating  from  the glisten ing throat he 
stood  a m om ent, taken aback  b y  m y  
strange light.

T h e  pupils o f  h is eyes con tracted  v is
ib ly  in the light. I  saw and recogn ized  a 
m an-k iller. T h e  fangs, though  long, were 
w orn , the cu tting  teeth qu ite  b lack  w ith 
age. A n d  y e t  the huge bru te was in fu ll 
strength, and fa t w ith  g ood  liv in g— on 
hum an flesh ? A n d  I , lack ing  that rough- 
hew n  barrier betw een  us, had been his 
latest prey.

A s i f  an  answ er to  the shouted w arn
ing, there cam e on ce again  that crazy  
repetitious y e l l ;  “ Stand back!”

Ign orin g  this v o ice , the fierce beast 
thrust h is m uzzle  against the looph ole . 
H is  reek  encom passed m e ; h is fetid  
breath  b lew  h o t in to m y  face. T h en  
from  h is cavern  o f  a  chest he hurled  a 
roar that struck  m e not like sound-laden 
breath , b u t m ore lik e  som ething palpable , 
flinging m e b o d ily  b ack  flat against the 
inner w all.

F e a r?  Y es , I  k n ew  fear, and sham e 
is  absent w hen I  tell o f  it. I  am  no 
cow ard . Y e t  I  stood  tw itch ing , u tterly  
para lyzed  b y  that thundering v o ice . N o t  
on ly  I — the v ery  w alls and ground shook  
too , o b je cts  rattled  on  the w alls, b its o f  
m asonry  dropped  from  the ceiling.

H ith erto  I had k n ow n  on ly  the m ore 
silent tigers o f  the F ar E ast, w h o ch a l
lenge b u t in frequ en tly . T on ig h t I  heard 
the tiger o f  N a to ’w a g iv ing  v o ice , forcin g  
h is aw fu l tones from  belly -deeps to  jaw s 
— n ot on ce  or tw ice , h a lf-h earted ly , bu t 
tim e and tim e again fo r  fu ll five m inutes, 
as even lions d o  n ot do , m eeting echo 
w ith  answer until the fo r t  quaked  to  the 
thunder o f  it.

Shaken and qu ivering, at each succes
sive roar I  fe lt m y  flesh turn co ld , despite 
the m igh ty  barrier betw een that brute 
and me. T hen  I  saw one giant paw  
intruded. T h e  h ook ed  claw s fastened on  
the loop h ole ’s edge, scorin g  the hard
w ood  lik e  ch isels in w ax. Shaking the 
structure w ith  m igh ty  efforts, the great 
ca t desisted, to  pad  b a ck  and forth .

W a tch in g  its orange and b la ck  side- 
stripes pass, I  thought at last o f  m y  
p istol, and leveling it when the m uscled  
shoulder cam e in v iew , fired. I  heard 
the spark o f flint, the puff o f  prim ing 
pow der and a result lik e  the burst o f  a 
rom an-candle— bu t n o  report. T h e  b u l
let had som ew here rolled  out o f  the 
barrel and  I  had put aside m y  b a g  o f  
bu llets. T h e  gun w as useless to  m e.

FO R  the m om ent the tiger w as gone.
B u t ten seconds later he claw ed 

at the v ery  door b y  w h ich  I  had  re
entered. T h e  k iller m ust have retraced 
m y  ow n  prow lings, beg in n in g  at the open 
door o f  the arm s-room . Baffled b y  the 
h eavy  bar, again it returned to the qu ad 
rangle, snarled through the p ort, crou ch ed  
to  lap w ater at the trough , and  returned, 
roaring anew.

W h a t had b ecom e  o f  the others in  the 
fo rt , w h om  I  had heard b u t n ot on ce  
seen ? H a d  the tiger com e upon  them  ?

A nd  n ow  I  understood , w ith  vast re
lie f, the im plication s o f  those hum an 
bones scattered in the arm s-room . M y  
friends had  n ot, a fter all, b roken  taboo . 
Instead , the fort w as the den o f  this 
m an-eater. H ith er he brou ght h is v ic 
tim s, to be  devoured  at le isu re ; and 
w hen he w ent out sta lk ing others, the 
ravens cleaned the bones.

B ut w hat o f  the vo ices  ? A ll that n ight 
I  sat hungry  in the dark , ch illed  to  the 
bon e, w ith  the m an-eater roaring b e fore  
m y  door, and on ly  m y  thoughts for 
com p an y . A n d  trou bled  thoughts, n ot 
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k n ow in g  w ho occu p ied  the fo rt  w ith  m e, 
n or w h y  its previou s occu pants had fo r 
saken it, nor w hither they had gone.

W h en  the beast at last departed, I  
slept. B ut tow ard  m orning the m ysteri
ous v o ice  spoke up  a g a in : “ Stand back !  
Stand back!”

L o o k in g  from  the looph ole , I  turned 
aw ay , revolted . T h e  tiger’s p rey  lay  
there— or w hat w as le ft  o f  h e r : a  Shoni 
w om an.

F earfu l o f  m eeting the beast in the 
quadrangle, I  passed through  the several 
room s, securing the doors as I w ent, and 
goin g  w arily . T h e  beast w as gone. I  
w as free to  seek a further clue to  our 
m issing friends.

In  the quadrangle was a line o f  
m ounds, near the north  w all. M em oria ls 
rou gh ly  burned in to the logs told  a  s t o r y :

lanko, Son of Tessaco,
Died in Action,

July 17.

Meliko, Mother of Sekowa,
Killed, by Stray Bullet,

July 23.

O ther m ounds show ed the claw -m arks 
o f  w olverines, baffled in their ghoulish 
d igg ing  b y  solid  slabs o f  stone laid atop  
each b o d y . T here  w as ev iden ce  o f  the 
fo r t ’s long  siege— broken  arrow s stick in g

from  the w alls, w ith  here and there a 
bu llet em bedded , or  flattened and ly in g  
on  the ground.

W h at tragedy  had befa llen  M u n ro  and 
the rest?  C apture b y  In d ia n s?  D eath  
in  the forest, such as I  had on ly  ju st 
evaded  the p reviou s night ? C lim b in g  to 
the p la tform , I sought som e answer to 
the ridd le  there.

In the tow ers w ere no clues. Q uarter
ing the p la tform , I  fou n d  n oth in g  new. 
P ausing beside a cannon , I  cudgeled  
m y brain  for a sane answer to  the m ys
tery  o f  the speaking vo ices, w hen sud
den ly , a lm ost at m y  e lbow , there rang 
forth  the first v o ice  I  had h eard , re
peating the iden tica l cry .

T hen  from  the can n on ’s m outh , as i f  
in sudden fear, a raven darted , w ith  a 
rustle as o f  garm ents, to  flap h ea v ily  in 
air, a lighting a top  the w all near b y . It 
regarded m e b o ld ly  w ith  the shrew d 
gaze o f  its cunn ing k in d , its bright y e l
low  eye glisten ing like a jew el. I ts  large 
beak  o p e n e d ; sim ultaneously  I heard 
F lashpan ’s v o ice , m uttering m iser-lik e : 

“ Gold, gold, gold— ”
Staring at the raven, I  h ad  to  force  

m yself to a ccep t the dem onstrated  fact. 
T hen  m em ory  served m e, and I  knew  the 
truth. I t  w as this m im ic-b ird ’s vo ice  
w hich  had spoken . T h e  v o ice  o f  a 
natural w ild  m ock er, how ever indistinct, 
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parroting  the cries and sim ple phrases 
it had o ften  heard repeated, had  baffled 
m y  w its until this m om ent.

I f  I  reca lled  aright w hat I  had read in 
M u n ro ’s d iary , this bird w as one o f  
F lash pan ’s several pets, and should 
answ er to the nam e B onanza. I  tried 
it, and the b ird  answ ered w ith  a cack le , 
and a  ch ild ’s v o ice  ca llin g  and w histling 
as to a dog.

O nce m ore ca llin g  the creature by 
nam e, I  extended an arm . W ith ou t hesi- 
tation  it ju m ped  to  m y  w rist. O ne m ys
tery  was solved . A nother on ly  deep
ened. W h at m ight this dark b ird  y et 
tell if  o n ly  it cou ld  speak in te lligen tly?

“ Speak, B onanza, speak ,”  I  urged ca- 
jo lin g ly , strok ing  its g lossy  back , and us
ing a  phrase it m ust have heard before .

“ Sp ik, Bonanza !”  m im ick ed  the pet, 
then fell silent. I  w aited , hop ing . T h e  
raven screeched , and scratched  its head 
and preened.

T h en , “H ide i t  in  the breech!”  the 
raven m urm ured in d istin ctly . G ibber
ish, I  thought in near-despair, then sud
den ly  s tood  inspired as the raven ju m ped  
from  m y  arm  to  its cannon , entering as 
it had  appeared , in  the breech. T h a t 
w ok e  m e up, gave m e the needed clue.

L uring  the raven forth  anew , I perched 
him  on the w all and exp lored  the can
n on ’s m outh . W ith  regret I  rem oved a 
rough nest o f  sticks, reaching in the full 
length  o f  m y  arm  and finding— nothing. 
B ut on d irectin g  m y flash-lam p w ith in , I 
saw  w hat m ade m y  heart leap— som e 
kind o f  sk in -w rapped  package, bound 
w ith leather thongs.

N otch in g  a ram rod fou n d  close  b y , I  
h ook ed  it in the thong, and drew  forth  
that bundle. C arefu lly  rep lacing  the 
nest, I  bore the package to  the arm s- 
room . T h en  throw ing ou t the grisly  
hum an relics w h ich  clu ttered  this p lace, 
I  unbou n d  the p ack age  and turned the 
light upon  the contents.

H ere  were m aps, sketches o f  w ild  
beasts, som e nuggets o f  pure go ld  and

various odds and ends— ornam ents and 
other things, va lu able  no dou bt. A nd  
then— a note, upon a  page torn  from  a 
little  co p y -b o o k . M y  search approached  
its e n d : the w riting  was in the round 
hand o f  D r. Jam es M u n ro . I t  read :

At last! Today the Indians brought 
another tusk, carved like the one long 
lost. Translation of the markings on its 
full length of nine feet, speak of a strange 
and mighty race of men, who call them
selves the People of the Tusk, and dwell 
somewhere in Nalo’wa, no one knows 
where. Perhaps soon we shall—

T h a t far I  read, w hen suddenly  m y  
light d ied  out, the batteries gone dead. 
T h e  short A rc tic  d ay  w as near its close. 
H alf-dark n ess invaded  the room , a l
though the quadrangle outside was light 
enough.

I  paused, abou t to  ligh t, i f  I  cou ld , 
w hat seem ed to  b e  a h om e-m ade o il lam p 
that hung upon  a  w ooden  peg . Som e 
inner w arning bade m e turn. I  froze  a l
m ost to  stone at w hat I  saw.

T h e  d oor  had ju st sw ung in, respond
in g  to a  h eavy  outer pressure. B eyon d , 
a feline giant, the hair singed from  a 
b lack -an d-oran ge-striped  shoulder, was
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dropp in g  on  a ll fou rs in to a crou ch , w ith  
indraw n breath  and open -h anging  jaw s. 
T h e  cu rved  incisors g leam ed lik e  dark- 
sta ined  iv ory . L argest o f  the tiger-k ind  
fou n d  anyw here on  earth , m et w ith  in 
its ow n  environ m en t b y  one unarm ed 
and taken  b y  surprise, and h aving not a 
tw entieth  o f  its ju n g le  strength— what 
ch ance  had one m ere m an against this 
sta lk ing creature o f  the n ig h t?

N o w  crou ch in g  low  and w atch in g  m e 
w ith  eyes lik e  burning greenish  m oon s, it 
p la ced  on e broad  round paw  w ith in  the 
room , and from  the b o tto m  o f  its m ighty  
chest unloosed  a roar that jarred  para
lysis in to  m y  lim bs anew.

A  m om en t m ore and I  had  been  poor 
carrion , lik e  that other m u tilated  thing 
w h ich  I  had seen. B ut as the striped 
tail je rk ed  up  in pre lu de  to  the k illin g  
spring, there cam e to  ear a sharp lou d  
crack!  m uch lik e  the explosion  o f a 
p isto l. T h e  bru te turned fiercely  round, 
snapped at the air, co llid in g  w ith  the 
d oorp ost as it spun, and  h a lf w ithdrew  
h in d forem ost to  the quadrangle.

A Y E L L  escaped  m e then, o f  fear and 
w on der m ingled. F or alm ost on  the 

lash ing tail a  hum an form  dropped  from  
the upper p la tform — a figure unm is
takable  fo r  a n y  other.

F ine, clean -cu t features on  a dark  and 
shapely  head, a  pair o f  green -b lue eyes 
w ith  fiery  in trep id  gaze, a  torso bron zed  
as a n y  In d ian ’s. W ide-shou ldered , lean 
o f  w aist, lon g -lim bed — w ith  co il-lik e  m us
cles in d icatin g  a lm ost boundless strength 
and bottom less endurance. I  knew  h im  
at a  g lan ce, the m an w e sought— K ioga , 
the great Snow  H a w k , th ick  spear in 
one hand, co iled  w h ip  in the other.

T h e  snarling ca t had  not com e fu lly  
forth , w hen w ith  a  m ove  too  q u ick  for 
eye to  fo llow , the lon g  spear, hurled  w ith  
m igh ty  fo rce , d rove  through  its b o d y  
near the shoulders, p o in t em erging red 
upon the other side.

T ransfixed  upon  the shaft, the tiger 
reared, b lo o d  fro th in g  from  its nostrils. 
B e fore  it rose erect, w ith  a  lightning 
spring its hum an fo e  clung c lose ly  lock ed  
upon  its n eck  and shoulders, beyon d  the 
easy reach o f  claw in g  paw s.

E n d  ov er  end  the lean bru te threshed 
in paroxysm s, its flat h ips thum ping on 
the h ard -pack ed  earth— and still the 
m an -form  clung, lin k in g  it  round w ith  
legs o f  steel.

M y  b lo o d  ran w ild ly  at the sight o f  
tw o fierce anim als lo ck ed  in  struggle for 
the m astery, in such a scene as had not

been w itnessed since m an first strode 
upon  this an cient earth. Surely no other 
hum an being h ad  ventured near that 
pain -crazed  brute, a  dozen  tim es the m ore 
dangerous fo r  the spear it carried .

D esp ite  those cab le  thews, h ow  long  
cou ld  hum an flesh and b on e  avail against 
that ju n g le  juggernaut ?

N o w  b oth  u pon  the grou nd  la y  tangled. 
T h e  great fanged  ja w s gaped  w ide , the 
pu lsing  hum an throat a lm ost w ith in  
their com pass.

B ela ted ly  I  sought to  aid th e  m an w ho 
dared to  stake h is life  that I  m ight l i v e ; 
and rushing forth , stru ck  at the savage 
head  w ith  c lu bbed  gun— and m issed the 
m ark. E re I  cou ld  strike again  the 
tiger ’s eyes w ent b lan k , the lon g  form  
stretched out lim p . . . . T h a t w ell-shod  
spear h ad  don e its w ork .

B u t at its side, h a lf under it , K iog a  
la y  as silent as the life less tiger.

I  took  on e great paw  in  m y  grip  and 
sought to drag the carcass fro m  K ioga . 
W ith  all m y  strength I  cou ld  not m ove 
that h eavy  b o d y . T h e  m an lay  still. 
D e a d ?  W h a t had death and  that fine 
form  in com m on  ? It  cou ld  n ot be— and 
it  was not.

K iog a  stirred. L igh t cam e to  h is eyes. 
T h e y  saw m e standing there. H e  spoke.

“ W h o  are y o u ? ”
“ S tanley K ir k ,”  I  to ld  h im , ben d in g  

over. “ A  friend o f  Jam es M u n ro . A re 
you  b a d ly  h u r t? ”

H e  sm iled , d isp layin g  w hite  and even 
teeth, b y  w ay  o f  answ er w rith ing from  
be low  the h eavy  brute, and sayin g  w ith  
a little  la u g h : “ H e  w as too  o ld  to  do 
m u ch  h arm .”

B ending  at its side, he w ith drew  his 
spear, set it aside, and lay in g  h old  upon 
the beast ’s h ind-legs, h a lf lifted  it and 
dragged  it  q u ick ly  w ith in  the arm s-room , 
its form er den.

I  had n ot even bu dged  it w ith  m y  u t
m ost s tren gth ! K iog a  sh ifted  it as 
easily  as the bru te itself had dragged  its 
hum an p rey  in to the fort the n ight b e 
fore . B lood  w elled  from  claw -w ounds 
in h is sh ou ld er ; bu t ignoring this, he 
turned to  me.

“ H o w  cam e y o u  h e re ? ”

HE  listened  to a  b r ie f a ccou n t o f  the 
Bearcat’s com in g— bu t to  m y  eager 

qu ery  as to  D an  and B eth he m ade no 
answer.

“ Y o u r  peop le , are th ey  a rm e d ?”  he 
dem anded.

“ O ur w eapons all sank w ith  the Bear• 
cat,”  I  adm itted.
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“ T h a t m ust b e  rem edied. T h e  Shoni 
tribes are at each o th er ’s throats. T h e  
fo rt  w as stripped  o f  a lm ost everyth ing, 
as y o u  can  see. W e  can  n ot rem ain. 
T h e  Shoni w arriors w ere on  y ou r  trail, 
and  ca n ’t be  fa r aw ay. F o llow  m e, and 
later w e can  ta lk .”

H e  turned, p ick ed  up  h is lash and 
bow , strode ou t in to the quadrangle, and 
led the w a y  a lon g  the upper p la tform  to 
the north  w all and the tree-bridge jo in 
ing the island to the shore. F rom  here 
the reasons for  the fo r t ’s abandonm ent 
w ere visib le— tw o w ide and V -shaped 
crack s, a lready  overlapp in g , w h ich  m ight 
at any m om ent expand and slip  h a lf o f  
the structure in to  the river eddies in 
the chasm .

W H E N  w e w ere h a lfw a y  across the 
rou gh-barked, topp led  giant, the H i- 

w asi sw irling far be low , tw o gracefu l long 
can oes appeared in view , cru ising o b 
liqu e ly  u p  across the currents. A nother 
a lso  cou ld  b e  seen, bearing in tow  the 
clu m sy  du gout I  had hidden.

L ean -bod ied  m uscular savages o f  c o p 
per h ue propelled  them  w ith  lon g  paddles 
tow ard a  sand-bar ju st b e low  the bridge. 
. . . M y  first v iew  o f  N a to ’w a ’s native 
peop le , w h ose ferociou s ca liber so soon 
w ou ld  show .

F rom  the fo r t  beh in d  cam e a  shrill, 
a lm ost inhum an ye ll. T h ree  feathered 
heads appeared a b ove  its w all and saw 
us a lm ost ou t o f  reach  and sw iftly  m ak
in g  g ood  ou r escape.

F a in tly  cam e the tw ang o f  bow s, m ore 
lou d  the shrill o f  arrow s w h istling  past 
our ears. I  fe lt  a sudden stabb in g  im 
pact in on e  th ig h ; and g lan cin g  dow n, 
beheld  a sh aft o f  w ood  protru d in g  from  
the m uscles, its flint po in t red w ith  
b lood . A lread y , at this early  stage, 
N a to ’w a thus first m arked  m e w ith  a 
life lon g  scar as o f  her ow n.

G lan cin g  b a ck , the Snow  H a w k  saw 
m e slip , w ith  on e leg  crum pling. H e  
ch eck ed , returning instantly. B e fore  I  
cou ld  p rotest or urge h im  to g o  on alone, 
he p ick ed  m e up, as ligh tly  as a ch ild  is 
carried , and  passed b eyon d  the bridge 
in to the forest.

H e  w en t perhaps a hundred yards 
a long the route o f  average m en, the 
th icket-tan gled  low er forest. T h en  b id 
d in g  m e h old  fast, he clim bed  am on g the 
ledges o f  a  c liff and m ounted rap id ly  
w here a  ch am ois m ight h ave fou n d  fo o t
h old  w ith  d ifficu lty . T h e  first low

branches o f  the forest trees here alm ost 
brushed the rock , an d  in to  them  K io g a  
sprang, w ith ou t v is ib le  preparation .

N o w  all w as changed . T h e  so lid  earth 
w as w ell be low , a bending, ever-sh iftin g  
hand- and foo th o ld  b en ea th ; y e t  never 
fo r  an instant d id  h e  pause, n or seem  to  
hesitate w hen ch o ice  o f  routes la y  open . 
U p, through the forest, m id w ay , above  
the higher terrace, then in to the very 
topm ost ca n op y  he w ent, bearing m e as 
i f  I  were no extra  w eight. T h en  the trail 
brok en  for  a ll pursuit, he transferred 
b ack  am ong the rock y  ledges on ce again. 
N o t even he cou ld  clim b  in to the sky.

A  forest stretched  b e fo re  us tow ard  a 
m isted va lley . In  the crow n s o f  several 
trees haw ks had their n ests ; far in the 
b lu e  great con dors c ircled  slow ly . T h is  
was K io g a ’s favorite  so lita ry  realm , up  
w here on ly  haw ks and eagles dw elt.

D ep osited  b y  h im  upon  a shelf, m y  
b a ck  against the cliff, K io g a  exam ined 
ca re fu lly  that arrow  stick in g  through 
m y  thigh. W ith  hands that w ere  sinew y 
but w on d erfu lly  gentle, h e  cu t the sh aft 
w ith  his k n ife  and drew  the tw o ends 
out. G ashing an ou treach in g  lim b  from  
a  certain  tree near b y , he w aited  fo r  the 
sap  to  exude, then th ick ly  sm eared the 
w ound w ith  that.

SC A N T  thought and  no a ttention  for  
the cruel gouges on his ow n  brow n  

shoulder, bu t first thoughts fo r  the hurts 
o f  another— that w as K io g a  as I  knew  
him  then and ever a fterw ard , through 
the cru d e st  bu ffetings o f  strange fa te  
that w ere to  com e.

“ N o w  w e  can  ta lk ,”  he said  at last. 
“ T e ll m e a b ou t y ou r  sh ip  and h ow  you  
cam e here.”

“ G la d ly ,”  I  responded. “ B ut first, 
w hat o f  M u n ro  and the L a  S a lles?”  

“ B eth  and M u n ro  are sa fe  w ith  som e 
o f  m y  Indians. B u t D an — D an  is m iss
ing. H e  is  im petuous and som etim es 
ra sh ; w e w ere in need o f  m eat, and he 
w ent ou t arm ed on ly  w ith  a  rifle, to 
fe tch  som e in. W h en  I  le ft, he had  been 
gone too  lon g  to  su it a n y  o f  us. I  cam e 
b a ck  for  som e w eapons le ft  beh ind , 
th inking to  m eet h im  on  the w a y . W e  
qu it the fo rt  w hen its spring dried  up 
and the fou n dation s began  to  cru m ble. 
In  search o f  D a n , I  saw  the Shoni w ar
riors pursuing som e one m ore  cau tiou sly  
than usual. I  cam e b e fo re  them  to  you r 
canoe, and trailed  you — and fou n d  y o u  
at the fo r t .”

The quest for the missing Dan La Salle leads Kioga and his party on a tremen
dous adventure among a hitherto unknown people beyond the rim of the world.
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The gifted author of “ The Devil Came to Our 
Valley” returns to the strange wild region of the 
Ramapo Hills for this deeply impressive story.

TH E  charred  and b lack en ed  
skull w h ich  w as T a l i s m a n  
M o u n t a in  is covered  w ith  
b row n  leaves now , and the 
tragic passing o f  that co lo n y  o f  strange 

u n w orld ly  p eop le  is a  th ing a lm ost fo r 
gotten , and u nrecorded  even b y  h istory . 
T im e ’s relentless pestle is pou n d in g  its 
ashes in  the grim  m ortar o f  o b liv ion , and 
the flux shall b e  ca lled  legend.

' S oon , indeed , the w inter snow s w ill lie  
gen tly  u pon  the p lace  w here th ey  on ce 
lived— a p eop le  unknow n and unrevealed 
fo r  n early  "three centuries. T h e y  w ere as 
m old -spores u pon  a  civ iliza tion  w hich  
they them selves despised. W a llin g  them 
selves in  against h um anity , they trem 
b led  in  fear o f  their ow n  G od -con cep t, 
harsh and  s te rn ; bu t th ey  w alked  in to  a 
m artyrd om  w ith  singing. F o r  all that 
th ey  m attered  in the C osm ic Schem e, 
they  m ight never have lived . T h e ir  light 
bu rned  very  d im  under its bushel. T w o  
fa cts  a lon e th ey  a ch ie v e d : to  have lived , 
to  have passed on . T h ere  is a  p ity  
in  both .

T h e  R a m a p o  V a lley  is teem ing w ith  
legend. T h ere  is an u nreality  abou t the 
reg ion  that is ju st a  little  breathless even 
t o d a y ; and  b a ck  in the tim e w hen these 
th ings happen ed , som e th irty  years ago, 
the breathlessness w as even m ore e v i
dent. In d ian  graves, the strange Jack - 
son  W h ites, the disused m ica-m ines, 
w hispers o f  bu ried  treasure, fa in t g lim 

m ering o f  ancient lore , a lost h andfu l o f  
m adm en referred  to  as the “ B ooraem - 
ites ,” — all o f  these things rustle in the 
m aple-leaves on  the T orn e , w h isper in 
the b roa d  shallow  w aters o f  the R am apo 
R iver, flit lik e  ph an tom s through  the 
rich  w ood la n d  an d  the green va lley .

I  cam e there as a m ission ary , a lthough  
I  detest the w ord  in its general sen se; 
and  I  earned the undeserved title  o f  “ the 
rid ing  p arson .”  R id e  I  d id , b u t parson  
I  w as n o t ; n or  am  I orda in ed  to  G o d ’s . 
service b y  an y  b ey on d  m y  ow n  w ill and 
desire to  serve. I t  w as, o f  course, the 
Jack son  W h ites  w h o interested m e first—  
a queer ch ild lik e  race o f  h ill-peop le  
w hose heritage is b ad  and w h ose p ligh t 
in ou r so -ca lled  c iv iliza tion  w orse. I t  
m a y  be, even, that I  d id  som e g ood  
am on g them  w ith in  the lim its  o f  m y  
ow n  fra ilty . I  d ou b t m uch  if  I  brou gh t 
them  happiness.

B ut the B ooraem ites w ere another 
qu a lity . T h e y  m ight, indeed , h ave been 
upon  another p lanet. T h e ir  need— if I 
h ave u n derstood  it— w as b ey on d  m y 
pow ers. T h e y  w anted  n oth in g  o f  me.

In  those early  days I  cou ld  ride m y  
nag around the m assive base o f  the T a lis 
m an and stare u p  to  w here it  p lunged  
its b a ld  pate  in to  a  co b a lt  sk y  a  th ou 
sand feet a b ov e  m e. B row n -gra y  loam  
o f  terraced  p low ed  land  covered  its crest 
and flank, as though  som e g igan tic  razor 
had shaved its p o ll clean  o f  w h iskery
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m aples and fir trees, leaving it naked 
and ch illy . I  cou ld  focu s  m y  b inocu lars 
upon  a  little  c lu m p  o f  houses— m any 
p la in ly  u noccup ied— w hich  w ere huddled 
around a  totterin g  church . I  cou ld  dis
tinguish a raised p la tform  on  a sca ffo ld 
ing— a vast th ing som e hundred feet or 
m ore square, w hose sign ificance and 
purpose w ere as obscu re  to  m e as to  the 
rest o f  the V a lley . I  cou ld , indeed, see 
a few  bearded  m en in pantaloons, a  few  
squat w om en  in  D u tch  bonnets, or a 
h andfu l o f  solem n urch ins like flies 
craw lin g  over the m ountain  h e a d ; or 
gaunt, h a lf-starved  oxen  at w ork  in  the 
p low ed  parts. Such things I  cou ld  and 
d id  see, but I  cou ld  not com prehend. 
T h ere  w as a  w all— a h igh thing o f  tall 
driven  stakes— that forbad e  entrance. 
A n  unw ritten  law , n ot unm ixed  w ith  
superstitious fear, kept the V a lley  p eo 
p le  from  scaling the wall. A n d  never 
on ce , b e fore  the events o f  this h istory , 
d id  an y  m em ber o f  that strange m oun
tain c o lo n y  venture dow n  b elow  to  m ix 
w ith  m en.

" p v U T C H M E N ,  they  are,”  said one 
Y J  farm er, rep lying to m y early  cu ri

osity . “ C razy  D u tch m en . D o n ’t y e  have 
no tru ck  w ith  ’em , P arson. T h ere ’s bad 
things g o  on  up  there. O nce there was 
a h angin ’. . . . W e  all seen it, ju st as 
p lain  as day . A nd  never no po lice , nei
ther. A  w om an  it w as w ho was hung.

N o b o d y  never goes up  there. O n ly  fo lk s 
that have dea lin ’s w ith  ’em  is som e c ity  
fellers w ho com e out here and trade 
things for  the linens they  m ake. Sell 
’em  in the c ity  stores, they do . B ut they 
d on ’t get inside that w all. N o  siree! 
T h e y  d o  business through a hole . D o n ’t 
you  try  preach in ’ up there, Parson. 
T h e y ’d  k ill ye , sure. T h e y  g ot religion  
too— all their ow n .”

N o t  v ery  sa tisfa ctory , that. N o r  did 
I  heed the sound advice . I  rode up  to 
the w all one d ay  and fou n d  a  m assive 
gate  b u ilt o f  logs, wTith a rope  dangling 
from  it, p la in ly  a bell-rope.

I pu lled  the rope. A  harsh bell sounded 
far aw ay. P resently  h eavy  boots  clum ped 
inside. A  sort o f  w in dow  in the d oor 
was h a lf open ed , and the face o f  a  m ad
m an stared through  at me.

I  said m adm an. H e  was b ig  enough, 
though em aciated  b eyon d  hum an recog 
nition . H is  long  b la ck  straight hair lay 
back  over his tem ples, m ingling w ith  an 
untrim m ed beard. H is  eyes g lared  w ild 
ly  at m e, the pupils d ilated  in surprise 
and w onder. H is  nose was h ook ed , 
rather than aqu iline. H is  shoulders— I 
cou ld  see no m ore o f  h im  than that—  
w ere clad  in som e b la ck  hom espun m a
terial and crested  w ith  an enorm ous 
broad  softish  w hite co lla r  tied together 
w ith  a w oolen  ribbon , not a ltogether un
like the traditional portra its o f  the early 
settlers o f  the A m erican  colon ies.



Seeing me, he gave a great hoarse cry. 
The language was foreign and strange 
to me. More boots came clumping. 
More bearded heads appeared. Then a 
chorus of them screamed— no other word 
for it— at me, violently motioning me 
away. One brandished a flat-bladed 
curved knife, almost a sickle— another, 
a club. And then the heavy logs of the 
window closed in my face before I had 
been able to say a word.

I went back down the mountain. I am 
a man of peace and not of fighting. 
Clearly there was menace in their man
ner and tone. Just as clearly they did 
not want me there.

A P a tr iar ch  of the Valley who hides 
deep humanitarian love of his fellow- 

men under a harsh, irascible exterior, is 
Doctor Erasmus Borsden, from over in 
Hohokus Borough by the Houvenkopf. 
It was he who was my next informant 
concerning these mountain recluses, the 
Booraemites, and he gave me the only 
historical note I have been able to find 
about them. It is not in textbooks nor 
in other annals of American civilization.

He said: “ You don’t look a fool, Green
lee; so don’t be one. You missionaries 
can’t go around lifting up rocks and re
vealing the grubs and worms. The Boo
raemites, eh? So you tried that? Let 
me tell you, Parson, there’s dynamite 
up there on the Talisman. You’d better 
let well enough alone. Haven’t you got 
enough to do with the Jackson Whites? 
Besides, the Booraemites are Christians 
— they don’t need you.”

I pursued the matter. He went on: 
“ Repressed humans are like gunpow

der. Those Booraemites are an example 
of racial self-expression. Don’t be their 
detonator.”

“ Who are they, then?” I urged.
“ Ever hear of Jesse de Forest?” 
“ Vaguely,” I admitted. “ Something 

to do with the early colonial settlement, 
wasn’t he ?”

“ He actually settled Manhattan— for 
the Dutch East India Company. That 
was back in 1623. He wasn’t Dutch, 
though. He was a Belgian Walloon Hu
guenot. That’s what those Booraemites 
are—Walloons.”

“ Go on,” I urged.
“ A madman named Booraem— Jan 

Booraem—brought half a dozen families 
over here with Cornelius May and De 
Forest. Booraem’s been lost historically, 
though. He was a fanatical megaloma
niac. Thought he bore a commission

straight from God. He led his little fiock 
out away from De Forest’s settlement, 
and they came up here into the Ramapos. 
He made a gesture like Mahomet's— 
burned himself to death publicly—sort 
of a symbolic ascension into heaven on 
a pillar of fire. They believe that. They 
think the world will end soon now— 1910, 
I think. They believe God is symbolized 
by fire. . . . Moses and the burning bush, 
you know. They imagine God will send 
down His cloud of fire to lift ’em all up to 
heaven, one of these days. Crazy mad 
fanatics, I suppose.”

“ B ut C h ristia n s?”
“ Of course— in their own way. They 

hate all the rest of the world. They’re 
‘Chosen People’—we’re all infidels ,and 
unbelievers. That’s why they never come 
out of their wall. They’ve never seen a 
newspaper or a postage stamp or a tele
phone. Much less anything newfangled 
like an automobile— or even a steam 
train. Incredible, eh?”

“ H o w  d id  y o u  learn all th is?  I s  it 
w ritten  ? ”

“ No, they don’t write. Don’t believe 
in it. Writing is God’s business, not 
man’s. . . .  Recording Angel, and all that. 
Their learning is handed down by word 
of mouth like the ancient Druids. But 
my father knew ’em. He got inside once 
— 1868, I think. There was a bad epi
demic up there— typhus. Seven hundred 
of them were buried. Only a handful left. 
But even then they tried to kill my fa
ther—might have done it, too, only they 
were so weakened. Only about ten fam
ilies left now, just a handful. No, let 
’em alone, Greenlee. Even the police have 
sense enough to do that. They don’t need 
you, anyhow. Don’t carry this mission
ary business too far.”

That was about 1900. I yielded. Not 
so much to the good sense of this rough- 
and-ready humanitarian doctor as to the 
pressure of my other work. I found, as 
he had said, quite enough to do with my 
Jackson Whites, scattered over some 
forty miles of territory.

Y EARS passed; a habit of laissez- 
faire grew upon me. The Booraemites 
became, to me as to the others of the 

Valley, merely a name, a vague legend
like idea. The wall around the Talisman 
remained uncrossed, the gate remained 
unopened. Little dots of men could be 
seen tilling their terraced lands. Lights 
glowed dim up there at night. The 
Booraemites went on, escaping history, 
eluding progress, ignoring and ignored. 
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I t  w as a b righ t A ugu st n ight in 1909 
that the thing happened. I  had ridden  
far that d a y  and was tired. D in ner over 
and m y  housekeeper gone, I  lazed in m y  
stu dy  w ith  m y lights out. T h rou gh  the 
w in dow  I cou ld  see the vast m ass o f  
T a lism an  M ou nta in . A  bon fire glow ed 
on  the sum m it, and I  guessed, vaguely  
and in a h a lf reverie, that som e cerem on y 
or festiv ity  w as goin g  on  up there. I 
m ust have fallen  asleep in m y  chair.

SU D D E N L Y  I aw oke, con sciou s o f  
w hat seem ed to be a low  m oaning, 

as o f  som e creature in pain . T h ere  was 
a  solid  thum ping and scratch ing  sound 
at m y  fron t door. I t  was a natural thing 
fo r  m e to  get up and in vestiga te ; but 
y o u  m ay  believe  m e w hen I  say that I 
w as scarce ly  prepared  fo r  w hat I  saw 
there.

O n m y  little  porch , ly ing  supine at 
the edge w ith  her hand extended as if 
in on e last exhausted effort to  reach the 
handle b e fore  she collapsed , was the fig
ure o f  a w om an. She seem ed h a lf naked, 
and her hair— w on d erfu lly  long  and 
sw athing her b o d y — was b low in g  abou t 
in  a little  breeze. She was m oaning fa int
ly , and m uttering w ords in an unintelli
g ib le  language.

I  m anaged to  drag her through the 
d oor, a lbeit I  was not a strong m an, nor 
you n g , and g o t  her som ehow  in to m y  
study , w here I  laid her on  m y m ohair 
so fa . W h en  I  had lighted  m y  kerosene 
lam p, its g low  revealed a p itifu l sight.

She w as a m ere girl, and rather pretty , 
from  w hat I  cou ld  see. B u t there was 
b lo o d  on  her— her fa ce , her hands, her 
b o d y  w ere sm eared and running w ith  it. 
G reat w elts covered  her back , w h ich  was 
revealed through her torn  b o d ic e ; and a 
deep  gash at the base o f  her neck  had 
torn  the flesh from  shoulder to  breast. 
I  w as frightened  and indignant. M y  
lethargy  o f  surprise gave w ay  to  a need 
fo r  im m ediate  action , and I  ran ou t o f  
m y  house across a little  law n and around 
the p on d  to  the V an  D u llen  house, where 
a g ood  farm er, I  knew , m aintained a tele
phone— a serv ice  n ot at all com m on  in 
those days. I  pu t in a ca ll fo r  D r. B ors- 
den, urging h im  to  com e  at once.

“ I  ca n ’t explain  now , D o c to r ,”  I  said, 
“ b u t i t ’s a th ing w h ich  m ay be life  or 
death . H u rry .”

H e  d id  hurry, b u t the rudim entary m a
ch ines ca lled  au tom obiles  in that early  
d a y  w ere a  far cry  from  the roaring m o
tors o f  the present tim e. T h e  D o c to r ’s 
car w as ba re ly  m ore  than a bu ggy  w ith  a

m otor under the seat, steered b y  a sort o f  
m etallic tiller in fron t, and capab le  o f  no 
m ore than ten or fifteen m iles an hour. 
A n d  w hile I  w as w aiting in an agon y  o f  
im patien ce fpr his arrival, the girl recov 
ered consciousness for a b rie f instant, 
qu ivered , started, struggled up, staring 
w ild ly  at me, and cried  o u t :

“ K i  vos?"
I  cam e to  her w ith  a c lo th  to  w ipe aw ay 

the b lood  from  her face, and I  tried to 
reassure her in E nglish , sa y in g : 

“ E veryth in g  w ill be all right now . Y o u  
m ustn ’t talk. Y o u ’re qu ite sa fe  here, 
w hatever has happened. T h e  D o cto r  w ill 
com e p resen tly .”

T h e  terror w en t ou t o f  her face  a lit 
tle, bu t her surprise was enorm ous. A s 
I  w iped  her face  she said in stiff, quaint, 
d ecid ed ly  foreign  E n g lish :

“ G oot— goot— vos— aire g oo t m a n s !”  
T h en  she fa inted  again and fell back . 
W h en  D r. B orsden  cam e, he w as n ot 

alone. I t  was w ith  h im  that Svedin W o d e  
enters this h istory .

IN A S M U C H  as Svedin W od e , today , is 
1  a physician  o f  repute and d istin ction , I  
have avoided  using his exact nam e in this 
h istory , and y et this fictitiou s nam e is 
sufficiently like the real one to  suggest 
h is origin .

Svedin, son o f  B raw n W o d e ! Strange 
nam es o f  strange peop le . A  m ere b o y  
then, Svedin  was a ch ild  o f  the Jackson  
W h ites, the w ild , unciv ilized , untam ed, 
illiterate little  peop le  o f  the R am ap o  
H ills . P art N egro , som e o f  them , a l
though  Svedin  was not. D escended  from  
H essian  m ercenaries in the A m erican  
R evo lu tion , m ost o f  them , and from  un-



fortunate street-w om en  k idn aped  from  
L on d on  slum s, shanghaied and sold  in to  
a  squalid  w hite-slavery, the p layth ings 
o f  the B ritish  sold iery . A  sad story , that. 
A  sad race has descended  from  them . 
M on grels, cross-b looded  w ith  the negro 
slaves, ch ildren  o f  inbreeding and license, 
th ey  have lived , som ehow , in the fast
nesses o f  the m ountains, a  race unassim 
ilated , apart.

O ne o f  these w as Svedin  W od e .

BU T  S vedin  w as m ore than that. As a 
ch ild  he had  show n great prom ise 

in the little  sch ool m aintained for  the 
Jack s b y  a  sa in tly  w om an  ca lled  sim ply  
Judith , w ho was fr ien d ly  w ith  D r. B ors
den. U n der the g o o d  D o c to r ’s in fluence 
the b o y  a ttended  h igh sch ool at H ilbu rn , 
across the State b order, and  had don e w ell. 
B orsden , the hum anist, sent h im  aw ay to 
a  M id w estern  co llege  w here the stigm a 
o f  his heritage cou ld  n ot fo llo w  nor dam p
en h is career, and h e  had  on ly  ju s t  re
turned then, a graduate ph ysician , filled 
w ith  gratitude fo r  h is b e n e fa c to r : a 
q u ick , keen m ind in a you n g  g ian t’s b od y , 
ready  to  jo in  the aging B orsden  in his 
w ork  am on g his ow n peop le , the Jacks. 
A  fine lad  w as Svedin , son  o f  B raw n.

T h e y  burst together through m y door, 
Svedin  and D r . B orsden . T ogeth er  they 
exam ined  the p o o r  ch ild , and I  cou ld  see 
in dignation  w ell up in the you nger m an ’s 
eyes as h e  excla im ed  at sight o f  h e r : 

“ G ood  G od , P arson  G reenlee, this girl 
has been  flogged. F logged , w ith  a w h ip ! 
B eaten  n early  to  death , and terribly  
burned, too . W h o  cou ld  have done such 
a  th in g ? ”

T h e  o ld er m an crossed  the room  and 
stared ou t o f  m y  w in dow  tow ard  T a lis 
m an M ou n ta in . T h e  fire still burned up 
there, and he poin ted  to  it.

“ I  be lieve ,”  he said, “ that I  on ce  to ld  
y o u  there w as dyn am ite on  the T alism an . 
T h is  girl is a B ooraem ite . I cou ld  not 
venture to  guess w hat fiendish thing has 
been  don e to  her, nor w h y . B u t y ou r  an
sw er is up there. P lease, G od , it com es 
n o  c lo s e r ! ”

In cred ib le , y e t it  seem ed the on ly  an
sw er. T h ose  tw o w ords in her strange 
language— “ K i  vos?” — m ight have been, 
indeed, the W a lloon  d ia lect. H er “ fo r 
eign”  E nglish , her crude, hom espun skirt, 
her unusually long  hair, her sim ple laced 
b od ice— those things suggested, indeed, 
the D o c to r ’s statem ent. Y et w hat thing 
cou ld  have occu rred  that a m ere child  
like this should  have been so cru elly  
w ounded  up in that w alled  settlem en t?

B urned . H er feet w ere one great b lis
ter. H er sk irt ’s hem  was singed b la ck  
and crusted. W elts  and w eals on her 
w rists and ankles bore  the m arks o f  
thongs or cords. A nd  on her right tem 
p le  was branded— seared w ith  fire and 
still m oist w ith  the fresh  burn— a tiny 
im age o f  the Cross.

F an aticism ? R itu a l?  Som e an achro
n istic sacrifice?

B ut there was no tim e for  specu lation .
“ She sh ou ld ,”  I suggested, “ be taken 

to  a hospital at on ce .”
D r. B orsden  shook  his head gravely .
“ She shou ld , but she w ill not be. T here  

w ou ld  be  too  m any questions, Greenlee. 
T h ose  w hiplash  m arks are too  obv iou s. 
T h ere  has been m aliciou s b ru ta lity  here.



A n d  I  have an idea that the thing runs 
p retty  deep— som ew here. I t  m ight be 
dangerous to bring the p o lice  in to this—  
until we kn ow  w hat w e face. N o , I ’ll take 
the ch ild  h om e w ith  m e. Svedin  w ill be 
g lad  to  look  a fter her, w o n ’t y ou , e h ? ”

A n d  Svedin  W o d e , lost in the con tem 
p la tion  o f  the g ir l ’s rem ote, a lm ost elfin 
beauty , n odded  absently .

T h e y  le ft  then, bu t I  w as n ot satisfied. 
T h e  in dignation  o f  an o ld  m an is, per
haps, m ore  v io len t than that o f  youth , 
although  I  can not say  w h y . I t  was hard 
fo r  m e to  fight b a ck  m y  desire to  ride 
straight u p  the T a lism an  and dem and o f 
the B ooraem ites som e exp lanation  o f  this 
inhum an act. B u t I  had given  m y w ord  
to  B orsden , and I  w ou ld  n ot break  it.

F orest fires and their resultant evils 
am on g the m ountain  Jacks k ept m e busy 
during the next fortn ight, nursing and 
bringing needed supplies to  the ou tly in g  
tr ib e s ; and I  was n ot able to  v isit B ors
den nor to  inqu ire as to  the g irl’s w ell
being. I  th ink it was som e three w eeks 
a fter the event that I  rode dow n  that w ay 
one evening, crossing  B ear Sw am p P ond , 
and on  to  the va lley  o f  the H ou v en k op f. 
F rom  a con siderab le  d istance, that n ight, 
I  cou ld  see that the o ld  B orsden  house 
was ablaze w ith  lights— an unusual thing 
fo r  the h om e o f  that rather unsocial 
bach elor n ot generally  g iven  to  receiving 
v isitors, and inclined  to  be econ om ica l.

AT  his door the o ld  w om an A bigail 
. N ess greeted m e ; there w as a  look  

o f  sh ock  n ot unm ixed w ith  w onder in  the 
g ood  h a g ’s eyes. T h e  m usical sound o f  
laughter trick led  ou t to  m e. T h e  w heez
ing o f  a harm onium , p lay ing  songs cer
ta in ly  n ot w ritten  fo r  the favorite  in 
strum ent o f  the Salvation  A rm y  and the 
revivalists, crept through the open  door.

I was scarcely pre
pared for whatlsaw  
— a woman, lnoau- 

ing faintly.
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The emaciated face 
of a wild man flashed 

before my eyes.

“ T h e  D o c to r  has com pan y  ?”  I  said.
T h e  N ess w om an  shook  her head.
“ N a , bu t i t ’s w orse nor th at,”  she said. 

“ I t ’s the w ench  has bew itch ed  them  en
tire ly .”  A n d  she shuffled off, leading m e 
in to  the great cu b e  o f  a draw ing-room , 
m uttering to  h erself and  shaking her 
grizzled  head.

A  queer sight, th a t ! D r . B orsden  was 
in the a ct o f  dancing— perhaps “ pran c
in g ”  is better— at arm ’s-length, w ith  a 
y ou n g  creature o f  astounding appearance. 
She w as w earing m ascu line overalls 
w h ich  w ere en orm ou sly  too  b ig  fo r  her, 
and a flannel shirt, and great carpet slip 
pers w h ich  flopped  g a y ly  on  her slender 
f e e t ; and her abundant go lden  hair 
stream ed dow n  her b a ck  in tw o th ick  
b ra id s ; an d  her fa ce  w as a  delight in 
sm iling you th fu l ga yety— until she saw 
m e. I  am  not, I  k n ow , n or ever w as, a 
handsom e figure o f  a  m an. M y  beard, 
even then, w as a sort o f  baffle under 
w h ich  to  con cea l a  ch in  none o f  the 
strongest, and  to  lend a  superficial d ig 
n ity , an asset to  a  m an con secrated  to  
the service  o f  the unw illing p oor . Y e t  I  
was not prepared  for  the g ir l’s terror.

She saw  m e ; she s ta re d ; she scre a m e d ; 
she cow ered .

Y o u n g  W o d e  w as p lay in g  the h arm o
n ium . H e  ju m p ed  from  h is ben ch  and 
w hirled  upon  m e— then seeing and  rec
ogn iz in g  m e, h e  grinned  foo lish ly .

“ H is t ! ”  ch ided  the D o cto r . “ I t ’s bu t 
P arson  G reenlee co m e  to  v isit us. I t  was 
he that fou n d  y o u  and  ca lled  us, m iss. 
D o n ’t fear h im  a t all, bu t thank h im . 
E ven ing , Greenlee. Speak  to  the ch ild . 
. . . She’s ca lled  M arcien n e— M arcien n e 
B resle, i f  I ’v e  g o t it  stra ight.”

Illustrated by 
Austin Briggs

I  to o k  the g ir l’s hand. F ear w ent from  
'  her eyes then. She sm iled , and it  w as a 

g o o d  th ing to  see. She h ad  lon g , fu ll blue 
eyes w ith  little  darts o f  fire in them . T h e  
eyes look ed  deep ly  in to  m e, an d  I  cou ld  
feel them  prob in g . She tried  to  form  
w ords o f  E nglish , saying a w k w a rd ly ;

“ H ow — y o u — g o ? ” — as she gave  m e 
her hand. “ H o w — you — go m u— m on- 
p e r ’ ? D ju  creus v ire  ’n n a tre?”

T h e  E nglish  p a rt I  h a lf-u n derstood . 
T h e  rest seem ed lik e  rather bad  F rench  
— n ot q u ite  clear. I  to ld  her I  w as w ell, 
and  that I  h o p e d  she w as recovering . 
She curtesied  qu a in tly  and b ow ed  her 
head  as I  spok e. T h en  she retreated d e
m u rely  in to  a  corn er, and w as a lm ost at 
on ce  jo in ed  b y  you n g  Svedin  W o d e .

B orsden  led  m e ou t o f  the room  on  
som e excuse or other.

“ She seem s recoverin g ,”  I  ventured. 
“ O h— that. Y es , she ’s d o in g  n ice ly . 

B u t I ’m  w orried .”
“ W h y ? ”
“ T w o  th in g s : T h e  girl w as b ein g  m ade 

a  part o f  a  relig ious cerem on y  u p  there. 
She is the daughter o f  the head  m an—  
their schout, they  ca ll h im — and she co m 
m itted  som e sin such  as refusing m arriage 
w ith  an o ld  patriarch . T h e  pen a lty  for  
d isobed ien ce  u p  there is death , G reenlee. 
T h e y  w ou ld  have bu rned  her to  death  on 
a  pyre— a fter flogging. T h e y  a lm ost d id , 
too . B u t she escaped  w hen the flam es 
bu rned  her bon ds. R an  dow n  the m ou n 
tain— fell m ost o f  the w a y , I ’ll b e  bou nd  
— and g o t over  the fence. Sounds absurd, 
b u t the th ing  is b ig  u p  there. T h e y ’ll 
com e  a fter her som e day . I ’m  afra id  o f  
that— trou b le . T h en  the oth er th ing—  
Svedin  W o d e .”

“ R o m a n c e ? ”  I  guessed. “ I  thought I  
sensed som ething lik e  th at.”

“ W orse. L ove-m adn ess. L ik e  tw o w ild  
y ou n g  things. T h e y ’re m ates— natural 
m ates, G reenlee. W e  con ven tion a l h u 
m ans never fe lt  it, never saw  anyth ing 
lik e  it .”
. “ W e ll ,”  I  said, “ w hat o f  i t ?  H e ’s a 

g o o d  b o y . She seem s p re tty  enough . T h e  
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language barriers w ill grow  s low ly  th in 
ner. L et them  m arry, i f  she w ill.”

“ She w ill— bu t— ”
“ B u t ? ”
“ H a ve  y o u  been  w atch in g  th ings u p  

th ere? H a v e  y o u  seen w h at’s go in g  on  
on  the T a lism an  ?”

“ N o . I ’v e  been carry in g  supplies to  
m y  Jacks. W h a t ?”

“ I  d o n ’t qu ite  know . M en  drilling, I  
should  say it was. T h e  pace  o f  their life  
has qu ick en ed . P eop le  are actu a lly  run
n ing abou t. E xcitem en t. I ’ve had m y 
glasses on  them  fo r  a  w eek  or m ore. Just 
w h at’s brew ing, I  ca n ’t guess. It  m ight be 
an a ttack — th ey ’re m ad enough  fo r  a n y 
thing. O ne thing I ’m  sure o f : th ey ’ll 
com e fo r  her. Som ehow , som etim e.”

I  thought o f  the you n g  giant W od e . 
“ Svedin  look s  capab le  o f  tak ing care 

o f  h er,”  I said.
T h e  D o c to r  n odded  slow ly , seriously. 
“ Y es. T o o  capab le . I ’ve  lived  am ong 

these h ill p eop le  all m y  life , Greenlee. 
Y o u  on ly  h a lf kn ow  them . T h e y ’re p rim 
itives. G od  kn ow s w hat w ill com e o f  it, 
i f  th ere ’s trou b le  abou t the girl. Sved- 
in ’s a  g o o d  b o y , bu t the veneer o f  c iv ili
zation  on  h im  is none too  th ick . Scratch  
a  Jack , and y o u ’ll find a m ountain  lion , 
Greenlee. I  d o n ’t like it .”

I  fou n d  it hard to  cred it, hard to  un
derstand h is fears, then. T h is  w as, I  
reckon ed , the T w en tie th  C entury. I t  was 
im possib le  to  con ce ive  that an y  grou p  o f 
m en— how ever rem ote, how ever isolated  
from  m odern  cu lture, h ow ever back w ard  
and fan atica l and blin d  to  the w o r ld ’s d e 
velopm en t— should  m ake a w arlike at
tack  upon  a com m u n ity  like that o f  the 
R am apo V a lley . A bsurd . In cred ib le ! 

O r so I  fe lt.

MO R E  w eeks w ent b y . A n d  as D r.
B orsden  had foreseen, the love 

w h ich  had com e to you n g  Svedin  W od e  
and the strange girl M arcien n e Bresle 
b loom ed  and fru ited  and ripened into 
m arriage. I  was am ong the few  chosen 
to  d ine w ith  the good  D o cto r  on  the o c 
casion  o f  announcing their engagem ent. I 
cam e, and I  fou n d  real pleasure in the 
feast. I  fou n d  also a  certain  astonishm ent 
too— in that the girl M arcien n e was a l
ready  grasping the w ays and language o f 
our c iv iliza tion  w ith  a  surprising rapid ity . 
I t  w as as though the ch ild  had been held 
dorm an t fo r  a  li fe t im e ; then, freed  from  
som e n a rcotic  drug w h ich  had  du lled  her 
developm en t, p lunged  herself headlong 
in to  the new , w hile  she thrust the old  
from  h er lik e  a cast-off garm ent. H er

E nglish  was im provin g  rap id ly . H er  
laughter w as grow n  fu ll, as though laugh
ing were a new  experience, heady like a 
new  w ine, and she w ere a  little  drunk  
w ith  the sheer jo y  o f  it. She w as a thing 
released. H er love  fo r  you n g  W o d e  was 
at on ce deliciou s and a little  alarm ing to 
see. T here  was m u ch  o f  the anim al in  it, 
m uch o f  the prim itive. She herself co n 
fessed that love , as w e k n ow  it, d id  not 
exist in the b igoted , flint-hard socia l co n 
ceptions o f  her B ooraem ite  co lon y .

“ M u  p a p a !”  she said . She clung 
qu a in tly  to  som e o f  the ancient W a lloon  
form s, and her accen t w as strik ing. “ H e  
iss no u n ’erstan ’ w hat y o u  ca ll the love, 
the m arriage. F or us, it iss no like th is.”

I qu estion ed  the girl rather close ly , fo r  
m y  interest in so c io lo g y  is such that I  
cou ld  n ot a llow  this op p ortu n ity  for  d is
coverin g  the causes u nderlying the fierce 
backw ardness o f  her p eop le  to escape m e. 
I  w as not prepared  for  the grim ness o f  
the p icture she painted.

N  the T w elfth  C hapter o f  E zekiel it
is w r itte n :

“Son oj Man, eat thy bread with quak
ing, and drink thy water with trembling
and with carefulness.”

Strangely, and fo r  som e reason w hich  
I  can not con ce ive , this grim  w arning g iv 
en b y  an ancient prophet had ruled the 
B ooraem ites. O ut o f  it had grow n  a d oc
trine o f  fear and o f  hatred. T h e  outer 
w orld , the w orld  w hich  stretched green 
and bright b e low  them , w as the w orld  
o f  Pharisees,— they  ca lled  them  Phar- 
ishens,— to be hated  and feared and de
spised. A m on g  them  was no love  as w e 
understand it. T h ere  was on ly  d u ty : 
P arental d u ty ; that o f  a w ife  to  a hus
b a n d ; and m ost especia lly , the d u ty  o f  
all to  the strange, fierce cod e  set dow n  
and established b y  the m adm an Jan 
B ooraem , w hose earth ly  b o d y  burned b e 
fore  them  w hile h is soul ascended on  the 
P illar o f  F ire to a  privileged  p lace at 
G o d ’s right hand. L aughter was fo rb id 
den as unw onted  expression  o f  base 
e m o t io n ; jo y  was s in ; happiness was an 
adm ission  o f  contentm ent w ith  w orld ly  
things. T h is  life  w as, in their w arped 
con cep t, one o f  tribu lation  and o f  pun
ishm ent, to  be ach ieved  through suffer
ing and to  be rew arded w ith the m illen 
n ium  w hich  was soon  to  com e. Jan 
B ooraem  had s a id : “ O f all E arth ’s p eo 
p le , w e alone are chosen . In  fire shall H e  
lift  you  up, and that sam e fire shall de
stroy  the Pharishen. See to  it that y e  d o



have no dealings w ith  them  w ho are to  
b e  destroyed .”

M o re  than one y ou n g  girl had been 
p u b lic ly  burned, hanged or  beaten  to  
death  fo r  a  sm ile g iven  to  som e you n g  
m an u p  there. M o re  than on e m an had 
righ teou sly  slain h is w ife  fo r  a  “ w ick ed ”  
indu lgence tow ard  her little  children. 
M arriage  w as a  grim  du ty , to  foster and 
pro lon g  the race. D eath  w as punish
m ent for  forgotten  or unknow n sin. T h e y  
believed  that all w h o w ere v irtuous w ould  
live  to  w itness the com in g  o f  the Judg
m ent D a y , and that those w ho did  not 
live— even  those w h o d ied  naturally  o f  
o ld  age— had been  fou n d  u nw orth y  b y  
their grim , hard, loveless G od .

TH E  girl M arcien n e, it  seem ed, had 
sinned grievou sly . She had  one day  

been  fou n d  b y  her father, w h o w as the 
elder or sellout,— a descendant o f  that 
sam e Jan B ooraem ,— in the act o f  spying  
upon  a gathering o f  the V a lley . It was, 
I  gathered, the F ourth  o f  Ju ly , and there 
had  been a  ban d  con cert, the strains o f  
m usic bein g  carried  fa in tly  up T a lis 
m an M ou n ta in . W ith  her was a  you ng 
lad o f  her peop le . B oth  w ere laughing 
and h a p py  in the delight o f  this u n fa 
m iliar sound— m u sic ; and they  had  so 
fa r forgotten  their training as to  jo in  
hands w h ile  th ey  shared the ancient spy 
glass w h ich  she had taken  w ith ou t per
m ission  from  her fa ther ’s house to use in 
this debasing m anner.

T h e  b o y  had been flogged  to  d e a th ; the 
girl had been im prisoned  fo r  a  m onth , 
then w h ipped  p u b lic ly . W h en  required to  
con fess her gu ilt and  to  h um iliate  herself 
in  atonem ent, she had stu bborn ly  refused 
through  her tears. T h e  w h ipp ing  w as re
peated. D isob ed ien ce  m erited  death  up 
there. She had been lashed to  a stake 
and a p ile  o f  fagots  ign ited  under her. 
O n ly  b y  the extrem e suffering o f  her 
b o d y , th ey  said , co u ld  her sinning soul 
b e  recla im ed and sent heavenw ard. B ut 
the flam es had bu rned  too  q u ick ly , sever
in g  the thongs w h ich  fastened her fe e t ; 
and she had been  able to  break  loose  from  
her death -pyre and  throw  h erself, all 
flam ing, to  the grou nd . In  the fanatical 
excitem en t o f  the assem blage she had 
som eh ow  m anaged to  con cea l herself be
fore  th ey  cau ght her, beating  ou t her 
sm olderin g  dress, and finally  escaping 
over the w all in to  the V a lley . It was 
pure accid en t, apparently , that she had 
fa llen  exhausted on  m y porch .

In cre d ib le ! A n an achron ism ! T h e  law  
m ust, I  fe lt, take a  h and  up  there. I  de

term ined then and there to  report this 
th ing "to the authorities, and  to  m ove 
heaven  and earth  to  h ave the co lo n y  
open ed  up, its cu stom s destroyed , its 
grim , bruta l, sad istic  co d e  d on e aw ay 
w ith , ligh t and in stru ction  b rou gh t to  
those b lin d  peop le .

B u t on ce  m ore the insistence o f  D r . 
B orsden  held  m e from  this deed.

“ I t  m eans b loodsh ed , G reenlee. T h ose  
p eop le  w ill n ot g ive  up their be lie fs . T h e  
on ly  recourse the authorities w ou ld  have 
w ou ld  be v io len ce . D o n ’t d o  it . L e t be, 
fo r  now . W e  shall find som e m ore  peace
fu l w ay— later. In  the m eantim e, the 
ch ild  is here, and w ill soon  b e  S ved in ’s 
w ife .”

I  a cq u ie sce d ; I  understood  it w as b e t
ter to  d o  so than to  risk  the lives o f  in n o
cen t peop le . A n d  y e t  I  knew  that this 
untaught, and alm ost p rim itive  savagery 
w h ich  w as n ot o f  ou r tim e bu t w h ich  b e 
lon ged  to  the Seventeenth C entury , m ust 
som ehow  be  u prooted  and changed.

Strange things began  happening n o w : 
. . .  I t  was reported  that m ysterious 
“ strangers”  w ere seen h overin g  abou t the 
V a lley  tow ns. A  w om an, returning h om e 
on  the h ighroad  a fter  dark , w as accosted  
b y  three m en w h o burst ou t o f  a th ic k e t ; 
a light shone in  her fa ce , then, a fter  b e 
ing som ew hat rou gh ly  h and led , she w as 
released.

S ch oolch ildren  p la y in g  in a  h aym ow  
w ere frightened  b y  the d iscov ery  o f  fou r 
m en— w ild -look in g , unshaven and fe ro 
ciou s— lu rk ing  under the w ooden  co v e r 
in g  o f  the m ow . T h e  m en grow led  som e
th ing in a  foreign  language and ran  a w a y ; 
b u t the ch ildren  scurried  hom e, terrified, 
to  report the happen ing.

RU M O R S  o f  ghosts and  o f  “ haunted 
, houses,”  stories o f  the fan tastic and 
incred ib le  cam e on e upon  the heels o f  an

other. F rom  P om p ton  to  H oh ok u s  B or
ou gh , from  H ilbu rn  to  W an aqu e, strange 
fantastic tales o f  sudden  appearances and 
vanishings o f  ph antom like  bein gs were 
crop p in g  up. T h e  p o lice  here and there 
w ere in form ed— and laughed, and  d id  
noth ing. H orses w ere stolen . A  co w  w as 
butchered . D o g s  bark ed  w hen n o  d og  
should  h ave barked . G en era lly  speaking, 
the b lam e w as p u t u pon  the shoulders o f  
the m ountain  p eop le , the w ild  Jack son  
W h ites, w h o in  tim es past had  o ften  ra id 
ed the farm ers. B u t D o c to r  B orsden, 
you n g  W o d e  and I  kn ew  it w as n ot the 
Jacks nor yet supernatural appearances.

“ I t  m ay  pass,”  ca u tion ed  the D o cto r . 
“ B est d o  n oth ing . T h e y ’re lo o k in g  for  
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Suddenly outside there was a scream. 
Confusion burst into the church. . . .  as 
strange men, with maddened eyes, hurled 

themselves into God’s house.

the g irl, b u t th ey ’ll n ot find her. A n yh ow , 
the w edd in g  is set fo r  T u esd a y  next. L e t 
them  be  m arried  and g o  aw ay. I t  w ill 
b lo w  over. D o n ’t d o  an yth in g .”

I t  w as to  b e  a sp lendid  w edding— splen
d id  fo r  that part o f  the cou n try , I  w ish  
to  im p ly . T h e  little  chapel o f  C ullitt, 
near R in g w o o d  M an or, was to  b e  the 
scene o f  it . T h e  p lace  w as ch osen  b e 
cause o f  its  d istance from  the T alism an , 
as m u ch  as for  another reason— n ot even 
a spyglass or te lescope cou ld  have fou n d  
them  from  the B ooraem ite  co lo n y . T h e  
tim e w as set fo r  tw o o ’c lo ck  in  the a fter
n oon . I  w as to  attend  and to  g ive  the 
b ride  aw ay. T h e  D o cto r , naturally , at
tended the groom .

A n d  that d ay , fo r  the first tim e, I  had  
a g lim pse o f  the deep  fundam ental ani
m al heritage w h ich  w as Svedin  W o d e ’s ;  
fo r  B raw n, h is father, cam e dow n  from  
h is m ou n ta in  cab in  and  w as there.

I  have said  that Svedin  w as a  giant. 
B raw n w as a  T ita n , though  stricken  w ith  
a  paralysis w h ich  ben t h is great b o d y  
and w ithered  h is lim bs. T h e  m an, had
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he been  ab le  to  stand erect, w ou ld  have 
lifte d  h is great sh aggy  head  nearly  six 
fee t seven inches. N o  negroid  features, 
h is. C learly  h is b lo o d  w as a m ixture o f  
the early  H essian  and the T u scarora  In 
d ian  w h ich  h ad  jo in e d  the little  co lo n y  
o f  the Jack s n early  tw o  centuries b e fore ,



w hen  that p it ifu l straggling arm y o f  re f
ugees settled  in  the R am apos. T h ere  was 
a  fierce n o b ility  in  the m an, and a rest
lessness. Ignorant he m ay h ave been, b e 
n ighted , back w ard , prim itive . B ut h e  
was a  creature o f  the w ood lands, pos
sessed o f  a freedom  and e lectric  v io len ce  
o f  a  life  w hich  had been lost to our m ore 
“ c iv ilize d ”  and softened  people.

Svedin  w as prou d  o f  h is father. H is  
d istant co llege  edu cation , his con ta ct 
w ith  the w orld  and its snobbishness, had 
not destroyed  the b o y . H e  led the o ld  
m an— alm ost carry in g  h im , indeed— to 
the girl w hose husband he was abou t to 
becom e. B raw n W o d e  look ed  in to  her 
eyes, as a sim ple, d irect p rim itive m ight 
look , seeing clear and deep. H e  took  the 
ch ild ’s hand and said, in h is quaint d ia 
le c t :

“ U t iss a g o o t th ing n oo for  m ine p oy , 
ch ild ie . I am  g la tt.”  A n d  he tou ch ed  the 
g ir l ’s ch in  w ith  his great red fist, p la y 
fu lly . E ven  the farm er fo lk  forgot their 
usual sneer for  the Jackson  W h ites at 
that instant.

T h en  the thin, pa le tones o f  the little  
ch urch  organ burst ou t, and the w edding 
party  m arched dow n the gravel w alk  
in to the chapel.

I  had forgotten  the g ir l’s peop le , the 
B ooraem ites. T h e  peace o f  G od  seem ed 
to  h ave com e upon us all, and the haunt
ing fear w hich  had been in me was abated.

Sudden ly  outside there was a scream . 
C on fu sion  burst in to  the church. A  sm all 
arm y o f  m en— strange m en, w ith  b lack  
hom espun garm ents and aw kw ard  w ood 
en shoes and g littering m addened eyes, 
hurled  them selves in to  G o d ’s house, 
flinging men and w om en  out o f  their w ay. 
T h ere  was the roar o f  som e firearm . T h e  
em aciated fa ce  o f  a w ild m an flashed b e 
fo re  m y  eyes. T h en  a b low  felled  me to 
the ground, and I wras barely  con sciou s 
o f  feet tram pling  m e as I  lay  in the aisle. 
A fter  that, noth ing bu t a du ll roar re
m ains in m y  reco llection . T h en  darkness.

WH E N  I aw oke, I  was bein g  held  up 
b y  D r . B orsden. B lood  covered  his 

fa ce . A gon y  was in h is eyes.
“ I w as w’ron g ,”  he w hispered to  m e. 

“ W e  should  have to ld  o f  it. G od  know s 
w hat w ill happen  n ow .”

F ou r w ere dead— on e a  w om an. M a n y  
w ere b ru ta lly  beaten  w ith  clu bs. T h e  
girl M arcien n e had been  snatched from  
the very  altar, her b ridegroom  clu bbed  in 
to  unconsciousness, and the ch ild  herself 
carried  off on  horseback  b y  a k n ot o f  
tw elve bearded  m adm en, in to  the forest.

T h e  th ing w as unheard o f ,  u nbeliev 
able . T h e  few  V a lley  p eop le  w h o  had 
been  there cou ld  n ot understand w hat 
had occu rred . D r. B orsden , at lon g  last, 
telephoned to  the p o lice  authorities. B u t 
w hat cou ld  he explain  ? H o w  can  on e  in
form  a stra ightforw ard , in credu lou s p o 
licem an that the ghost o f  an earlier cen 
tury has risen to  destroy  and to  snatch  
a life  from  a church , right in the open , 
in the year 1910?

B u t B raw n W o d e , father o f  Svedin , 
needed no telling.

“ N a  fear, ch ild ie ,”  he said to  h is son. 
“ She’ll be b ack  soon .”  A n d  he g o t  upon  
his o ld  sick ly  horse and rode  aw ay , his 
bent b o d y  loom in g  a b ove  m ere m en, the 
light o f  savagery in h is eyes.

AL L  that a ftern oon  B orsden  and I  were 
. closeted  w ith  the cou n ty  sheriff, en
deavoring  to  m ake it clear ju st w hat had 

happened and just w hat the deep -rooted  
causes w ere. A  plan w as form ed — a sim 
p le  one. A  detachm ent o f  State troopers 
w ould  be ca lled . T h e  w all w ou ld  b e  b ro k 
en dow n . L aw  and ord er wrou ld  step  in to 
the B ooraem ite  co lo n y . T h e  Seventeenth 
C entury  w ou ld  fall b e fo re  the onslaught 
o f  m odern  civ iliza tion . T h e  g irl w ou ld  
be returned. L aw  w ou ld  com p e l these 
th row backs, these ghosts o f  the past, to 
a life  w’h ich  w as not their ow n  con cep t, 
but that o f  a m ore  enlightened c iv iliza 
tion. Y es, the au th orities w ou ld  act—  
tom orrow .

B ut Svedin  W o d e  d id  n ot w ait fo r  to 
m orrow .

W h en  D r. B orsden  and I  returned to 
his house, the lad had gone. H e  had  tak 
en on e o f  the D o c to r ’s horses and had rid 
den up  H o u v e n k o p f M ou n ta in  to  the lit
tle cluster o f  log  cabin s and lean -to  
shacks w here his father and  the Jacks 
dw elt. W e  d id  not fo llow . W e  co u ld  on ly  
p ray  that the w orst cou ld  n ot h appen .

B y  six o ’c lo ck , snow  w as fa llin g , fo r  it 
w as a lready  N ovem b er. Y e t  the snow  d id  
n ot qu ite  shut ou t the great co lu m n  o f  
b la ck  sm oke w h ich  rose up  from  the H o u 
v en k op f.

T h e  g ood  D o c to r , seeing it , w as fr igh t
ened.

“ G ood  G o d ,”  he sa id , “ th at’ll be  o ld  
W o d e  ca llin g  the scattered  tribes o f  the 
Jacks. T h a t signal hasn ’ t been  seen in 
fifty  years. G od  help  us all, n o w ! ”

O n fo o t  and on  an cient s ick ly  horses, 
the Jack s crossed  through  the V a lley  and 
gathered under the H o u v en k op f. T h e y  
carried  firearm s— rifles, som e o f  them , 
o ld  m uskets, even  percussion -fire m uzzle- 

38



loaders. Som e h ad  g ood  guns, for  m any 
earned a  m eager liv in g  b y  poach in g  gam e.

W o u ld  they  a ttack  op en ly  ? W o u ld  this 
be  a sm all w a r?  W o u ld  there be a sav
age slaughter w h ich  on ly  a  State m ilitia  
cou ld  qu ell ? N o  on e  knew . N o  one cou ld  
guess. V a in ly  the lo ca l p o lice  forces at
tem pted  to  m arch  u p  the H ou v en k op f 
and  restrain o ld  B raw n W o d e  and his 
band. B u t it w as lik e  chasing a  w ill-o - 
the-w isp . T h e y  fou n d  sm olderin g  fires, 
great tram pled p laces w here m en had 
stood  in  num bers, b u t they fou n d  n o  one.

NI G H T  fell. T h e  villages w ere terri
f ie d ; on  T a lism an  M ou n ta in  behind 

that grim  stock ade, a great fire was 
lighted . O n ly  B orsden  and m yself cou ld  
guess w hat terrib le  th ing that m ight m ean. 
W h ere  w ere the J a ck s?  T h ere  seem ed to  
b e  n o  sign o f  them . W o u ld  the girl be 
beaten , o r  w ou ld  th ey  com p lete  their fe 
rociou s punishm ent and burn  h e r?  W o u ld  
the authorities finally  act to stop  th em ?

T h en  suddenly , tow ard  nine o ’c lo ck , 
w hen our b in ocu lars had been  trained 
upon  the B ooraem ite  settlem ent in  vain  
fo r  h ours, unable to  d iscern  any tangible 
th ing, b u t seeing o n ly  a sm all crow d  o f  
persons assem bled in the naked space 
betw een  the houses up  there, the thing 
began .

A  circle t o f  flam e sprang up  around the 
m ountain— consum ing flam e. T h e  Jack - 
son  W h ites  had set fire to  the stockade.

T h e  rem ainder o f  this h istory  I  can 
n ot tell from  m y  ow n  w itnessing. I  rely  
upon  m y m em ory  o f  things as to ld  to  m e 
b y  Svedin  W o d e , a fter the terrible h o lo 
caust, and w hen the grim  tragedy  o f  the 
B ooraem ites w as past.

T h e  Jackson  tribes— clans or even  fam 
ilies is perhaps a better w ord , a lbeit the 
V a lley  fo lk  refer to  them  as d iv ided  in to  
“ tribes”— had gathered at B raw n W o d e ’s 
ca ll. T h e  giant m ountaineer w as a  p a 
triarch , on e o f  the o ldest liv in g  m en 
am on g them , and their trad ition  is one 
o f  respect and obed ien ce  to  such as he. 
T h e y  am assed, first, in the rock s under 
the H o u v e n k o p f; but w hen their sentries 
w arned them  o f  the approach in g  p o lice  
and parties o f  farm ers b en t upon  ca lm ing 
them  and avo id in g  a b lood -feu d  w hich  
m ight devastate the reg ion , they  crep t in 
to  the deep  forest on  the m ountain  flank, 
m ade their p lan  unm olested, and  set out 
fo r  their m ad w ork .

W ild  beasts d o  n ot k n ow  the unstable 
hum an “ law s”  o f  fair p lay . T o  the p rim i
tive  m ind , w ar is w ar, fight is fight, and 
all w h ich  brings v ic to ry  is right. F orm 
ing a  th in  line, carry in g  bru sh w ood , car
ry in g  tins o f  kerosene stolen  from  the 
w ick s w h ich  fired their ow n  illic it  stills 
o f  a p p le ja ck , th ey  slipped  through the 
darkness and surrounded the B ooraem ite  
w all. T h e y  dum ped their fu e l; they  ig* 
n ited  their fire ; they  w ielded  axes and 
cu t huge breaches in the p ick et w all.
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T h ere  w as a slight exchange o f  shots, 
for  the fan atic co lo n y  had its gu a rd s ; 
bu t not even these served to  turn the m ad
dened B ooraem ites from  the b lo o d y  w ork  
w hich  they had in hand.

Svedin  to ld  m e o f  the insane rage w hich  
had com e upon  him  that n ight. H o w  h e  
and B raw n, h is cripp led  father, pushed 
their w ay up the steeps and over the 
p low ed  terraces, how  that shrieking strag
g ling line o f  the m ountain  m en fo llow ed  
them , how  th ey  cou ld  see, there in the 
clearing w h ich  form ed a sort o f  small 
p u b lic  square, a b lack , dense k n ot o f  p eo 
p le  gathered around the high p la tform  
w hich  had so puzzled  me w hen first I 
studied the T a lism an  through m y glasses.

T h ere  was fire on  that p la tform . Its 
eerie light revealed a terrible spectacle  
— that o f  a you ng  girl, S ved in ’s bride, 
bou nd  and tied  and strapped to  a  post. 
W h ile  the flam es danced, tw o m en w ith  
lon g  w hiplashes w ere cru elly  beating the 
g irl, and at each stroke the crow d  was 
rum bling w ord s  w hich  m ust h ave been  a 
k ind  o f  prayer.

M
a r c i e n n e ’ s  head, he to ld  m e, his ow n  

tear-stricken  fa ce  an agon y  o f  re
m em brance, was dangling forw ard  lim p

ly . M e rc ifu lly  she had lost consciousness. 
T h e  th ing was lik e  a m ad litan y . O ne 
m an, w h o seem ed som e kind o f  a  priest, 
w ou ld  cry  ou t som e u n intellig ib le  thing 
in a lou d  vo ice . T h en  the lash w ou ld  fall. 
T hen  the throng w ou ld  lift  their unison 
o f  response, as though  this th ing w hich  
th ey  w ere d o in g  w ere a  h o ly  th ing and 
n ot a  horror.

Svedin , shouting m ad ly , charged them . 
T w e n ty  or  m ore o f  h is m ountain  friends 
w ere w ith  h im . T h e y  burst in to the crow d. 
T h e y  struck  dow n  the first resistance. 
Som e w ere shot b y  antiquated  o ld  b lun 
derbusses— Svedin  retrieved one o f  them  
when the h orror w as o v e r ; and som e were 
slashed w ith  cruel kn ives. T h e  B ooraem - 
ite  crow d  seem ed in a fren zy . A s w ith a 
single im pulse they overw helm ed the 
sm all h an d fu l o f  their attackers, scream 
ing w ild ly . Svedin , a  p ow erfu l m an h im 
self, wTas flung headlong b y  som e insane 
pow er born  in  a bearded  gh ost h a lf h is 
ow n  size. B ruised  and hurt, he struggled 
up, charged  in to  the very  heart o f  the 
crow d , w as struck  again, heard the bu ll
roaring v o ice  o f  h is  father as B raw n fran
tica lly  hurled  h im self at the scaffo ld ing 
o f  the p la tform  w here the cruel cerem on y 
w as bein g  held . E ven  as h e  clam bered  
over from  the m ounting-ladder to the 
logs o f  the floor, one o f  the floggers

flung h im se lf at h im . T h e y  grappled . It  
w as then that the fierce p rim itive  rage 
w h ich  w as seeth ing in Svedin  W o d e  b rok e  
all its bon ds and ou tm atched  even  the 
fan atica l m adness o f  these B ooraem ites.

H e  nearly tore  the m an ’s head fro m  h is 
b od y .

" / '" '" O D  forg ive  m e,”  Svedin  said , w hen, 
V j  later, he tried  to  rem em ber the 

things o f  that terrible n ight. “ M y  hands 
w ere on  the m an ’s throat. I  fe lt the 
sw ift flow  o f  b lood  on them . I  flung him  
aside then w ith ou t look in g .”

B ut the b o y ’s eyes w ere upon  the tor
tured b o d y  o f  M arcien n e, dangling  lim p 
ly  at the stake, surrounded  b y  flam es. 
H e  struck  at a sh adow y form  that loom ed  
at him .

“ I th in k ,”  he said a fterw ard , “ that I  
k illed  the m an w ith  that single b lo w .”  

H e  shook  off the other m an as a bear 
shakes a d og -p a ck . H e  cu t the g irl loose  
and ran across the p la tform  w ith  her 
dangling b o d y , scream ing im precation s 
at the crow d .

T hen  the m iracle happened .
A ll around them , the sk y  suddenly  

lighted  up  in a great flare. T h e  fu ry  o f  
the new bursting fire d im m ed , even, the 
lesser flam es on  the p la tform . A  great 
hush fe ll fo r  an instant. Svedin  sensed, 
a lm ost w ith ou t con sciou s percep tion , that 
the hom es o f  the peop le , their church , 
and their little  m ountain  h aystack s  w ere 
lighted  in a terrific blaze.

A  v o ice  c r ie d :
“ Quu I ’Messiye est v’n o u !”
A nother an sw ered :
“ Lo  jo rs attonement!  Au fou, au fou t ”  
T h e  sense o f  these strange cries w as 

n ot clear, bu t d ays a fterw ard  the signifi
can ce  o f  this cu riou s F rench -G erm an ic 
speech  o f  the W a lloon s  becam e e v id e n t : 
“ The  Messiah is come!”  w as the first 
cry , and the se co n d : “ Th e  Judgment 
D a y ! To  the fire , to the f ire !”

A  sort o f  h o ly  fren zy  sw ept over the 
crow d — a k in d  o f  h o ly  joy -m adn ess . A  
m adm an cam e running b e low  w ith  a  
flam ing torch . H e  flung it  under the p la t
form , and a lm ost at on ce  tin d er-dry  
straw  and h ay , stored  there fo r  untold  
years, burst like an exp losion  in to  flam es. 

“L ’M essiye ! Au fou, au fo u !”
T h e  effect upon  the B oora em ite  throng 

w as e lectric . T h e ir  battlin g  ceased . Ig 
n orin g  the crush  o f  the Jack s, they 
m oved  so lem n ly  tow ard  the p la tfo rm , 
lift in g  their fifty  or  m ore  vo ices  in a slow , 
m easured, m on oton ou s ch anting. A  k ind 
o f  inv isib le  flux sw ept ov er  the scene, 
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gripp in g  them  all in  its force , m ad 
B ooraem ites and Jack son  W h ites a like.

A n d  chanting, th ey  m oved  s low ly  to 
w ard the flam ing m ass w h ich  w as the 
p la tfo rm , m ou n tin g  it a lm ost as in jo y , 
fearlessly , a lm ost h a pp ily , ignoring  the 
seeth ing flam es.

0  Deyo, a vos lo jou, lo verbe!
0  Deyo, a vos lo jou, lo verbe!

Gloria in excelsis!
Mi dju leva mu tiesse e haut!
M i dju leva mu tiesse e haut!

Gloria—

“ O  G o d ,”  th ey  chanted , “ T h in e  is the 
F ire  and  the W o rd . Gloria in  excelsis. I  
h ave lifte d  m y  head  h igh— ”  I t  w as a 
savage m on od y , filled  w ith  a  fierce pas
sion , a  grim  p rim itive  aw e o f  things n ot 
understandable, a  com pressed  and cry s 
ta llized  expression  o f  an  in cred ib le  bu t 
sincere b e lie f. T h ere  w as a great d ign ity  
in it. F ar d o w n  the m ountainside in the 
V a lley  w here hundreds assem bled to  
w atch the fearfu l spectacle , the sound o f  
their ch antin g  floated  to  us.

Svedin  W o d e  leaped  from  the p la t
form  an d  hurled  h im self at the on -m ov 
in g  crow d . T h e y  ignored  h im . I t  w as as 
th ou gh  th ey  w alk ed  through  h im , un
seeing.

“ O Deyo, a vos lo jou— ”
T h eir  faces w ere illum inated  from  

w ith in  as m u ch  as from  the w h ite-h ot 
flam es. Y ears— alm ost three hundred 
years o f  b lin d  superstition , o f  b lin d  cre 
d u lity , o f  sincere though  w ron g  be lie f, 
o f  grim  training, had  brou gh t a b ou t this 
m om ent.

T h is , Svedin  W o d e  guessed even then, 
w as their aw aited  Judgm ent D a y . T h e 
w orld , th ey  believed , w as ending now . 
T h is  the F ire . T h is  the W o rd . T h is  the 
m om en t w hen  they, the chosen  people, 
should  rise heavenw ard  to  jo in  their 
great p rop h et Jan B ooraem , and to  sit 
upon  a  fiery  c lou d  in the re jo ic in g  pres
en ce o f  their M ak er.

M en , w om en, ch ildren , w alked  ca lm ly , 
s to ica lly , in to  those flam es, scaled  the 
sca ffo ld in g , c lim bed  up  on  th e  p la tform , 
and stood  there w aiting. . . . W a itin g  
and  singing.

C onsu m m ation .

TH E N  the Jackson  W h ites  ran. T here  
was a terror on  them .

A n d  running, fa ltering, stum bling 
b lin d ly , carry in g  the lim p , a lm ost life 
less b o d y  o f  M arcien n e B resle in his 
fra n tic  arm s, Svedin  W o d e  ran w ith  them .

B e low  in  the v a lley  I  stood  w ith  an 
u ncom prehending  crow d . A  posse o f  loca l 
p o lice  and som e State troopers w ere run
n ing b e la ted ly  u p  the m ountainside. In  
their greater terror, the Jack son  W h ites  
h ad  n o  fear o f  them  now . T h e y  scream ed 
a t the so ld iery  and ran. T h e  fear o f  h or
ror w as on  them . A n d  w hen the p o lice  
reached the crest, th ey  stopped , they 
saw, and th ey  too  ran back .

S low ly  the ch antin g  d ied . O n ly  a  few  
qu averin g  vo ices  betrayed  that there was 
still som e life  in that m artyr-pyre . L ast
ly  w e heard on ly  the w eak b u t inspired 
v o ice  o f  a b o y . I t  ended in  a terrified 
scream . T h en  silence. T h en  s low ly  the 
fire consum ed itse lf, d ied  dow n , sm ol
dered, and w en t out.

In  the m orn ing there w ere on ly  a few  
em bers, still sm oking, to  te ll o f  the aw 
fu l passion  o f  that m ass-m artyrh ood .

Requiescat in  pace!

IT  was m an y days b e fo re  Svedin  W o d e  
cam e from  the hospita l— m any days 

m ore b e fore  the girl M arcien n e Bresle 
w as ab le  to be  taken from  her bed  o f  pain 
and transported to  the h om e o f  D r. B ors- 
den. She never q u ite  recovered  from  that 
n ight.

M on th s later, sitting in her cr ip p le ’s 
chair, her low er b o d y  paralyzed , the inter
rupted church  cerem on y  was com pleted  
— n ot on ly  a w edd ing  th is tim e, bu t a lso 
a baptism . . . .

Svedin W o d e  is gone from  the R am apos 
now . F ar aw ay from  the scene o f  that 
terrib le n ight, he has earned h im self the 
respect and the w on der o f  thousands, a 
great ph ysician , a  great hum anitarian. 
H is  you n g  w ife  cou ld  n ot live  long. H er 
sw eet soul passed on  a  few  years later, 
and w ith  her the last o f  a  strange anach
ron ism  vanished from  th is earth. T h e y  
ca m e ; they l iv e d ; their blindness was 
im penetrable. T h e y  le ft  n o  trace. H is 
tory  has n o  page fo r  them . E ven  the 
new spapers, in their too -h asty  ju dgm en t, 
had  n ot understood  w hat o ccu rred  on  
T a lism an  M ou n ta in  that fata l n ight.

“ Strange H e rm it Colony in  Ramapos 
E n tire ly  Wiped Out by Flames,”  ran the 
general story . T h a t w as all. N o  p rob 
ing, no com m ent. A  superficial fa ct sat
isfies a  superficial press. B u t w as it  a 
w ron g ? D id  these p eop le  m erit a p lace  
in h is tory ?  I  do not know .

P erhaps our G od , w h ich  w as their G od  
a lso, has taken  them  to  H im se lf. B u t 
h ow  fu tile  are the cod es  and formulae 
o f  h u m a n k in d !

Another unusual story by Fulton Grant will appear in an early issue.
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E le c tr ic
C O T T E R E L  was in one o f  his 

h orrib le  m oods o f  b la ck  de
spair. . . . Y ou n g , im pulsive, 
ardent, he was the exact op p o 

site o f  his cell-m ate. H e  had m uch  to 
learn, and long  to learn i t ;  he w as a 
lifer  now .

In  all this p lace  o f  doom ed  souls, C ot- 
terel w as the one person  w hose p lea  o f  
“ N o t  g u ilty ”  had  been entirely  true. F or 
h im , the ou tside w orld  w as gone fo r e v e r ; 
this fa ct o f  in n ocen ce  m ade the horror 
o f  it all the w orse. A t  tim es, the agon y 
becam e insupportable , and he w rithed in 
a  torm ent past endurance. H e  had w on  
the lik in g , the p ro fou n d  p ity , the real 
friendsh ip , o f  the older m an.

N o w , lift in g  tortured  eyes, he ad 
dressed M anning.

“ D ’y o u  k n ow  I ’v e  been in this hell for  
seven m o n th s?”  he said hoarsely . A  
deep  breath , a lm ost a  groan , escaped

him . “ Seven m on th s! I t ’s  been  like 
seven years. A n d  it ’s all hopeless, h ope
less ! I  d id  th ink o f  escape. N o  use. I  
d o n ’t w ant to escape now . W h a t ’s the 
u se ? ”  H is  w ords poin ted  the unuttered 
thought o f  his brain . M an nin g , from  his 
experience, knew  precise ly  w hat terrible 
thought lay  there.

M an nin g  regarded h im  w ith  com pas
sion , then p ick ed  u p  one o f  the brushes 
b e fore  h im  and d ipped  it. T h e  m ove
m ent, the a ction , cau ght C ottere l’s at
tention.

T h e  gray  features o f  the o ld er m an 
w ere tired w ith  ills and years, b u t his 
sunken o ld  eyes w ere brigh t. H e  w as in 
telligence personified . M an n in g  knew  
everyth in g , excep t w hat he had m ost 
needed to  know . H e  w as n ot in  this 
prison u n ju stly .

H e  d id  n ot speak. H e  cou ld  not. H e  
w as du m b. A  forger, y e t  an artist o f  su- 
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Three words strong enough to hold a 
desperate man from suicide, perhaps the 
most important phrase in our language, 
form the basis of this second of Mr. 
Keyne’s series of “Strange Escapes” —  

the escape of Porfirio Diaz from prison.

I l lu s t r a t e d  b y  E a r l  B lo s s o m

By Gordon 
Keyne

prem e talent, during these long  m onths 
he had taught C otterel the language o f  
the fingers. It  was n ot such a bad  place, 
this prison . T h e y  had m any liberties. 
M an n in g  cou ld  m ake his sketches and 
d raw in gs; they cou ld  talk  i f  they so de
sired ; y e t  it w as prison.

L ean in g  forw ard , M an n in g  used his 
brush to  w rite tw o w ords. W ith  a  pen, 
he w ou ld  have w ritten  them  exactly  as 
the ow ner o f  the nam e w ou ld  have signed 
it. E ven  w ith  the brush, so delicate  was 
h is sk ill that an y  officia l o f  a  past gen
eration  acqu ain ted  w ith  the signature, 
w ou ld  have pron oun ced  it genuine. I t  
w as the signature o f  P orfirio  D iaz.

H e  con tem plated  it for  a m om ent, then 
passed it  to  the you nger man.

C ottere l stared at it, and lifted  puzzled  
eyes to  the older m an.

“ T h e  o ld  d icta tor o f  M e x ic o ?  W h at 
d o  y o u  m ean b y  th a t? ”

M an nin g  hesitated slightly . I f  C ot
terel w anted to  be free o f  this prison , it 
w ou ld  be easy e n o u g h ; the guards w ould  
sh oot to  k ill. C otterel w as a t the p o in t 
w here su icide beck on ed  h im . M an nin g  
knew  the sym ptom s.

“ E scape h opeless,”  said  M an n in g  on  his 
fingers. “ L ife  h opeless.”

“ T h a t ’s it ,”  C otterel said harshly. 
“ E ven  if  I  escape, w hat g o o d ?  M y  life  
w ou ld  be  em pty , shadow ed, a  liv in g  
terror. I ’ve  noth in g  to  live  fo r .”

“ N o ,”  said M an n in g ’s hand. “ A s long  
as you  think on ly  o f  you rse lf, th at’s true. 
L o o k , now . H ere ’s a  m an. I  knew  him  
w e ll.”

S w iftly  h is brush  d ipped  again, and he 
began  a qu ick  sketch . H e  had  the in
terest o f  C otterel, w h ich  w as w hat he 
m ost desired. H e  too  kn ew  the aw ful 
beat o f  that su icide  im pulse. H e  knew  
h ow  it ham m ered at the bra in  until—
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clang! T h e  decision  was form ed, the act 
w as taken. H e  m ust prevent C otterel 
from  reaching that poin t.

T h e  sketch  grew  under his hand. T h e  
figure o f  a  m an in a prison  cell, look in g  
from  a barred  w in dow . B elow  were 
r o o fs ; the m an w as in  a h igh cell, som e
where. Just a  m ere suggestion  o f a  p ic 
ture. T h e  fa ce  o f  the m an w as the one 
strik ing th in g ; V igorou s, hardy , ba l
anced in its strength  and re so lu tio n ; iron 
features, g iv in g  the lie  to  vacilla tion  
and despair. E yes  w ith  d roop in g  h eavy  
lid s o f  shrew dness.

W I T H  a gesture, M an n in g  passed the 
sketch  to  C otterel, w ho studied  it 

frow nin gly .
“ D ia z ?  Y o u  kn ew  h im ? ”
M an n in g  n o d d e d : “ P orfir io  D ia z .”  

H is  n im ble fingers began  to  fly . “ H e  too  
had been  ju st seven m onths in p r is o n ; a  
real prison , n ot a  sum m er resort lik e  this. 
D ia z , a t th irty -five  a  general o f  d iv ision , 
the one leader on  w h om  a ll M ex ica n  pa
triots depended— n ow  defeated , broken , 
captured , ruined, lo s t ; at an y  m om ent, 
perhaps, fa c in g  a  firing-squad— k ept sev
en m onths lik e  a  caged  b ird . T h e  F rench  
and A ustrians w ere suprem e over all 
M ex ico . T h e ir  em peror, M axim ilian , 
held  the cou n try  in  his grip . T h e  scat
tered  fo rces  o f  the patriots  had  been 
sm ashed. N o  w on der the thought o f  
su icide  cam e over  the m ind o f  D ia z  in 
flood in g  w aves. D o  y o u  k n ow  w hat 
happened ? W h a t the back grou n d  o f  this 
situation  w a s ? ”

C ottere l sh ook  his head , g loom ily . 
D ia z  be  d a m n ed ! H is  ow n  p ligh t w as 
w h at absorbed  h im  right now . Y e t—  

“ W h a t d id  h a p p e n ?”  he asked, w ith  
a  spark  o f  cu riosity .

“ N oth in g  happened  until D ia z  stopped 
th ink ing abou t h im self, depending on 
h im self, g riev in g  fo r  h is ow n  fate. I t ’s 
on ly  w hen  a  m an is so beaten  to  his 
knees that h e  realizes h im self u tterly  
fu tile , that forces  are started in m otion , 
som ehow . Y o u  m ay  ca ll it p sych o logy  
or  y o u  m a y  ca ll it  G od . Som etim es the 
m an goes on  to  su icide, and  som etim es 
h e  rises a b ove  that p o in t.”

A  queer statem ent to  com e from  a con 
v ic t !  I t  jerk ed  at C ottere l and caught 
h is a ttention .

H is  eyes fastened u p on  the slim , de ft 
fingers o f  M an nin g . A  certa in  con cen 
tration  w as necessary to  translate the 
m ovem en ts o f  those fingers in to  w o rd s ; 
and these w ords, again, in to the scenes 
and action  and  thought th ey  described .

H ere  w as a  cru el, grim  and b lo o d y  
story , said  the fingers, and an am azing 
one in its results. L o o k  a t the sketch  
again . G et the feel o f  the m an gazing 
ou t through  the bars o f  h is P uebla  
prison , h igh  in F ort G uadeloupe w ith  the 
c ity  outspread below . T h e  m an w h o had 
risen so h igh, w h o had  fallen  so fa r ! 
B efore  the barred  grating o f  h is ce ll door 
w as a sold ier in A ustrian  u n iform , to 
ty p ify  the foreign  grip  that h ad  fastened 
upon  M ex ico .

N o  w onder su icide  beat w ith  insidious 
reiteration  at the brain  o f  D ia z  as he 
stood  there, lost in  the con tem p la tion  o f  
h is ow n  hopeless m isery.

H is  evening m eal arrived . A  du m py 
brow n  w om an  cam e trudging w ith  the 
t r a y ; a  native w om an , h a lf In d ian , sing
ing to  h erse lf a m on oton ou s lilt  o f  
dreary  song as she cam e, her flat fa ce  
vacu ou s and em p ty . T o  the A ustrian  
guard she was a p icturesqu e and  ugly  
c re a tu re ; to  his ears, her m u m blin g  song 
m eant noth ing at all. B u t D ia z , hearing 
the w ords, fu lly  con versant w ith  the 
patois to  w h ich  he had  been  born , 
c len ch ed  h is hands su dden ly  and turned. 
T h e  w ords h it h im  lik e  a  b low .

“ T h e  eagle m ust fly , the eagle m ust 
f ly !  H e  m ust h o ld  the snake in his 
claw s. H e  m ust lo o k  in the b o ttom  tor
tilla . Soon he w ill fly , i f  he look s  in  the 
b o ttom  tortilla . L o o k  care fu lly . T o 
m orrow  even ing b e  ready . I  w ill com e 
again  w ith  w ord .”

T h e  A ustrian  u n lock ed  the ce ll door. 
T h e  brow n  w om an  trudged  in. She shot 
D ia z  on e lightn ing  glan ce, cau gh t his 
gaze, and  look ed  at h im  no m ore. She 
kn ew  the w ords h ad  been u nderstood . 
She set dow n  the tray , to o k  that from  
h is noon  m eal, and trudged  aw ay  again, 
w ith  her m u m blin g  song. T h is  tim e, the 
w ords m eant noth in g  at all.

D ia z  sat dow n . H e  had  a  c o t , a chair, 
a sm all table— noth ing else. O n  the tray 
was a  m eal b y  no m eans su m p tu ou s: a  
p late o f  tortillas or bak ed  corn -cak es, a  
p itch er o f  coffee , and  a  b ow l o f  ch ili con  
carne. I t  w as the usual fare.

DU S K  w as fa llin g , gathering a b o u t the 
h ill c ity  o f  P ueb la , b lu in g  the roofs . 

B ugles shrilled  in and  abou t the fortress. 
A nother A ustrian  a p p e a re d ; he cam e 
in to  the ce ll w h ile  the guard w atched , 
saluted D ia z , and lighted  the tab le  lam p. 
A lready , he observed , D ia z  w as a ttack in g  
his m eal av id ly .

T h e  tw o A ustrians stood  ou tside, ta lk 
ing and  laughing tog e th e r ; fo r  th e  m o
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m ent h e  was free o f  observation . D e ft ly  
h e  slid  ou t the tortilla  that was on  the 
b o ttom  o f  the p ile , cu t it  open  w ith  the 
w ooden  k n ife  a llow ed  h im , saw a slip  o f  
paper.

T h is  he q u ick ly  rem o v e d ; transferred 
it to  a p ock et. T h en  he went on  w ith  his 
m eal. T h e  sentry at the d oor was id ly  
w atch in g  h im  again.

H is  heart pounded . So he was not 
fo rg o tten ! T h a t In d ian  w om an  was in 
the k itchens o f  the fort , was em ployed  
here, w as returning tom orrow  night. Be 
ready then— w h y ?  N o  m atter. E m o
tion  sh ook  h im , bu t h is stolid  m ien gave 
no h in t o f  it. T h e  reaction  from  his 
m ood  o f  utter despair— a m ood  o f on ly  a 
few  m om ents b e fore— w as terrific.

H e  dared  n ot try  to  read the m essage 
ju st y e t. W h ile  treated w ith  respect, he 
w as w atched  w ith  rigorous c a r e ; he was 
the ou tstan d in g  patriot general, the one 
m an w h o  was able to  m eet the F rench  in 
the field  on  equal term s. N o t  even 
M arshal B azaine had m anaged to  beat 
D ia z , b u t rank treachery. T h e y  had 
offered h im  parole , and he had refused 
i t ;  hence th ey  w atched  h im  the m ore 
carefu lly .

IT  w as a  w ar o f  b lood , o f  slaughter, o f  
exterm ination  in som e prov in ces. T h e  

U nited  States, engaged in its ow n life -o r- 
death  struggle, protested  against a E u ro 
pean y o k e  being fastened on  M ex ico , but 
cou ld  not intervene. T h ere  w as talk  o f  
an entire prov in ce ,— all Sonora— w ith  its 
m ineral w ealth , be in g  ceded  to France. 
M ex ica n  b lood  in general accep ted  the 
A ustrian  rule, b u t Indian  b lood  fought 
savagely  for  freedom . D ia z  had ju st 
enough In d ian  b lood  to  g ive h im  fierce 
independence o f  spirit.

A ll that n ight he lay  helpless to  read 
the m essage, h is b lood  pounding , his 
brain  in  tu rm oil. T hen , w hen m orning 
cam e, w hen sunrise gave h im  the chance 
to  read it su rreptitiously , his pulses 
leaped  again. N oth in g  abou t h im self 
there, noth ing about his ow n  plight, 
excep t b y  in feren ce ; just a few  lines o f  
tin y  w riting , enough to  show  that som e 
in telligence w as at w ork  :

The Con federate States have surrendered. 
Juarez is obtaining a loan of thirty mil
lions in New York. We need you.

T h ir ty  m illio n s ! T h e  w ar in the north  
at an end— m on ey  and m en com ing  to 
help  freedom  in the so u th ! Juarez, presi
dent o f  the phantom  M exican  repu blic, 
still figh tin g !

“ I Khali give that promise when the last 
foreigner has left the soil of Mexico.”

T h e  surge o f  exu ltation , o f  astounded 
hope, that filled  the sou l o f  D ia z  was 
beyon d  description . In  a m om ent, every
thing had  changed. N o  longer w as it a 
question  o f  h im self, o f  his ow n  petty  
fa te ; during these m onths o f  en forced  
solitude, th ings had happened in the 
w orld . N o w  destiny  was beck on in g .

A ll this and m ore w7as sum m ed up  in 
the three e lectric  w o rd s :

We need yo u !
Som ehow  the h ot d ay  dragged  past. 

A s he read the few  o ld  book s allow ed 
him , as he paced  up  and dow n  in the 
b listering cou rtyard  o f  the fortress at 
his exercise, as he cou nted  the long 
hours, D ia z  thought o f  on ly  on e thing. 
E s c a p e ! N o t  for  h im self now . H e  had 
been fu tile , helpless to  aid  h im self, 
dragged dow n b y  his ow n  existence. N ow  
his h orizon  broadened. H is  ow n puny 
destiny m attered no w h it ; but others 
needed him . T h e  thought w akened 
everyth in g  latent in h im , b rok e  out un 
suspected energy, spurred his brain  into 
sudden life . H e  was, litera lly , a new 
m an.

T h e  A ustrians and F rench  drilling  
dow n  b e lo w ; the M exican  levies, the 
guards, the cannon— and against these, 
the w ords o f  a  brow n  w om an. T h e  eagle 
w ith  the snake in h is c la w s ; o ld  A ztec 
sym bol o f  this very  land, th is people. 
T h e  eagle m ust f l y ; b u t h ow  ?

H is  cell w as in a  corner o f  the upper 
bu ild in g  that rose in  a  tow er. H is  w in 
d ow  afforded no h ope , even  cou ld  he 
rem ove the bars, for  the w all b e low  fell 
aw ay sheer to  the grou nd . H is inner 
d oor  o f  w ood , open  during the d a y  for 
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coo lth , w as closed  at n ight and b a rred ; 
the outer iron  grating w as also closed  
and lock ed .

D ia z  h im se lf cou ld  d ispose o f  all these 
obstacles. H is  nostrils qu ivered  as he 
con sidered  them , and thought o f  the 
eagld w ith  the snake in  his claw s. B e
y on d  the d oor  la y  the corr id or  and the 
stairs that w en t dow n  to  the cou rtyard . 
S old iers here, p ra ctica lly  at all h ou rs ; 
the officers ’ quarters w ere here, the bar
racks o f  the F rench  la y  ju st beyon d . 
T h ose  o f  the A ustrians and  M ex ica n  
troops w ere on  farther, barring any ap
proach  to  the fortress g a te s ; those gates, 
too , w ere closed  w ith  darkness.

AS h e  p aced  the cou rtyard  that a fter- 
L n oon , D ia z  saw a group  o f  M exican  

soldiers pass. T h e y  look ed  at h im  and 
laughed, and  paused to  g ibe  at h im . O ne 
o f  them , a  strapping you n g  fe llow , ap 
proach ed  h im  w ith  a  jeer.

“ So th is is the great D ia z , e h ?  G ood  
a ftern oon , sen or! O ur hacienda and all 
it  con ta in s is you rs, even to  the knives at 
our b e lt s ! ”

T h e  A ustrian  guards p rom p tly  as
sem bled  and  d rove  o ff the M exican  so l
diers. D ia z  w as used to  insults from  his 
ow n p eop le  w h o w ere o f  the im perial 
p a r t y ; he shrugged and w ent on . N o th 
in g  m attered  now . H e  w as cou ntin g  the

hours, the v ery  m inutes. W h at w ou ld  
happen  ? H o w  cou ld  he escape ? H e  had 
n ot the least idea. . . .

W h en  his exercise-tim e w as up, an 
officer and a  file o f  guards took  h im  in 
charge. In stead  o f  returning to  h is cell, 
he was led  b e fore  the com m an d in g  officer. 
I t  w as all v ery  polite , q u ite  m erciless 
and efficient. O rders con cern in g  h im  
had  arrived. H is  w ord  n ot to  serve 
against the im perialists, and he w as free. 
O therw ise, m ore  rigorou s con fin em en t 
and a m ove.

“ A  co n v o y  is departing tom orrow  for  
M e x ico  C ity ,”  said the officer. “ Unless 
y o u  w ish  to  be  taken w ith  it, g ive  m e 
you r p a ro le .”

D ia z  gave no h in t o f  h is inner torture. 
I t  w as in tolerable  that this should  
happen  now , at the v ery  instant w hen 
h ope beck on ed  h im ! M o re  rigorou s con 
finem ent, perhaps a  new  trial, a firing- 
squad. H e  look ed  im passively  at the 
officer.

“ I  shall v e ry  g la d ly  g iv e  that p rom ise ,”  
h e  said , “ w hen the last foreigner has 
le ft  the so il o f  M e x ico .”

T h e  oth er shrugged and ordered  h im  
taken  to  h is cell.

O n ce  there, he stripped  off h is sw eat- 
w et u n iform  coat and w aited, im passive 
and ou tw ard ly  w ith  no em otion  w hatever. 
In w ard ly , he w as on  fire. I t  w as to-



n ight o r  never. I f  th ey  to o k  h im  to  
M e x ico  C ity  and p lunged  h im  in to  som e 
o f  those o ld  Spanish dungeons, he cou ld  
abandon  all hope.

H is unknow n friends w h o w ere w ork 
in g  here to  free h im , cou ld  n ot k n ow  o f  
these changes, o f  this threat. C ou ld  he 
reach  them , get w ord  through that o ld  
In d ian  w o m a n ?  U n certa in ty  and sus
pense tore  at h im . T h en , as he la y , he 
suddenly  qu ivered . H e  cou ld  hear her 
tru dgin g  step  outside, her m on oton ou s 
v o ice  singing a native  song. T en sed , he 
listened  and caught the w ords.

“ Y o u  saw  m y  son. I t  w as h e  w h o 
taunted you  in the patio . H e  w ill com e 
w hen the first guard is changed. B e 
rea d y .”

D ia z  sank b a ck  in  re lie f. T h is  n ight 
or never, th e n !

TH E  w om an  cam e in, gave h im  a 
glance, then ignored  h im . She retired , 

and the guard  lock ed  the iron  grating 
anew.

W h en  the first guard w as ch an ged? 
T h a t w ou ld  be e igh t o ’c lo ck , w hen his 
inner d oor  w as lock ed  fo r  the night. So 
that m an had d eliberate ly  draw n his 
a ttention  in th e  co u rty a rd ?  C lever fe l
low . W o u ld  he be  one o f  the gu ards? 
N o ; on ly  A ustrians w ere posted  here, or  
F rench . A n oth er h ou r to  w ait.

T h e  prisoner ate and drank b y  the 
ligh t o f  h is lam p . H e  com posed  h im self, 
forced  h im self to  b etra y  no signs o f  ex 
citem ent. H e  thought b a ck  to  the pre
v iou s d ay , to  his tem ptation  to  suicide, 
w ith  in credu lous h o rro r ; w hat a  d iffer
en ce n o w ! W h a t a  d ifference in h im self, 
in his w h ole  attitude o f  m in d ! W in  or 
lose, this n igh t w ou ld  end it a l l ; and he 
w ou ld  w in , he m ust w in . N o t  fo r  h im 
self, b u t fo r  those w ho needed him . 
T h is  w as w ar. A n d  w hen it  cam e to  w ar, 
P orfir io  D ia z  cou ld  b e  as relentless as 
a n y  F renchm an.

T h e  guard w as changed . H is  doors 
w ere closed  an d  lo ck ed  fo r  the night, his 
lam p w as rem oved , he w as a lon e in  the 
darkness. F rom  h is w in dow , he look ed  
ou t and cou ld  see n o  stars. T h e  sk y  
h ad  hazed over. G o o d !

H e  w aited , m ore  ten sely  than  ever, 
and at last he heard a sound. T h e  k e y  
w as b ein g  turned  in the iron  grating. 
A fter  a  m om ent, the bars o f  the inner 
d oor  w ere v ery  q u ie tly  rem oved . T h e  
d oor open ed  to  show  an  ob lon g  o f  very  
d im  light— outside, lanterns hung at the 
corners o f  the corridor or  ga llery , w h ich  
ov erlook ed  the cou rtyard .

A gainst this ob lon g  o f  ligh t, show ed 
the dim , vague figure o f  a  m an.

“ S en or?”  cam e a  low  v o ice . D ia z  
replied  so ftly .

“ I  am  here. W h o  are y o u ? ”
“ Sim on M on tem a yor , senor. I  was 

sergeant in  you r N u e v o  L eon  regim ent. 
Y o u  d o  not rem em ber m e. W a it ! ”

T h e  shape o f  the m an disappeared. 
P resently  h e  cam e ba ck , dragging som e
th ing h eavy , som ething he set dow n  in 
side the d oorw ay . H e  fe ll to  w ork  over 
this ob je ct .

“ H ere, senor,”  cam e the v o ice  again. 
“ Y o u  m ust put on  this u n iform  and ca p .”  

D ia z  was not the m an to  shrink from  
w earing those garm ents. H e  to o k  them , 
stripped  in the darkness, and put them  
on . A s he to o k  the cap , M on tem a yor 
rose, caught at the w all, and stifled a 
grunt.

“ W h a t ’s the m atter ?”  dem anded  D iaz . 
“ I  was clu m sy , senor. H is  bayon et 

g o t  m e in the h ip .”
“ C om e h ere.”
M on tem a yor ob eyed . A ll in the dark 

ness, D ia z  exam ined  the w ound , fou n d  it 
to  be  a nasty gash, and m anaged to  ban 
dage it  w ith  the shirt o f  the dead A us
trian.

A nd  as he w ork ed , M on tem a y or  talked  
w ith  h im  in low -breath ed  w ords.

A lo n e ?  Y es , excep t fo r  his m other. 
T h ere  was on ly  on e possib le  c h a n c e ; this 
w as to stroll forth  open ly , lik e  tw o so l
d iers o f  the garrison. T o  leave b y  the 
gates w as out o f  the qu estion . I t  m ust 
be  b y  the ram parts. M on tem a y or  had 
ropes h idden  there, b u t th ey  m ight run 
in to  danger. Seeking the co o l n ight air, 
m an y o f  the m en som etim es roam ed the 
ram parts or even  slept there. T h is  m ust 
b e  risked.

“ R ea d y , then ,”  said  D ia z , h is tun ic 
bu tton ed , h is be lt in p lace. F or w eapon , 
he had the A ustrian ’s b a y o n e t ; safest to  
leave the m an ’s rifle here. “ W ill you r  
m other be in  danger tom orrow , w hen 
th is is d isco v e re d ?”

Mo n t e m a y o r  laughed . “ She’s n ot
know n to  be  m y  m other, senor. 

E ven  if she w ere, it w ou ld  not m atter. 
W h a t w e do, is fo r  lib erty .”

D ia z  repressed a  grunt. N o t  fo r  h im , 
b u t for  lib e r ty ; noth in g  personal in  all 
this business. F o r  m onths, this m an 
had been  preparing  against such a  m o
m ent, en listing in the im peria list reg i
m ent stationed  here, b id in g  h is tim e, 
m akin g  h is plans. N o w  the m om ent had  
com e— n ot fo r  D ia z , b u t fo r  liberty .
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“ D id  y o u  w rite  that new s y ou r m other 
delivered  ?”

“ Y es , senor. I  can  read and  w rite .”  
“ G ood . I f  w e g et o u t o f  here a live, 

y o u  shall b e  C o lon e l M on tem a yor . L e t ’s 
go -”

T h e y  w ere off on  the instant, w alk in g  
op en ly  dow n  the corr id or  tow ard  the 
stairs, passing the lantern there and 
com in g  face to  fa ce  w ith  the next sentry. 
M on tem a y or  m ade som e rem ark  in ha lt
in g  G erm an, and the sentry  laughed. 
T h en  D ia z  w as p ast the lantern and on  
the stairs.

WH E N  th ey  turned in to the cou rt
yard , he n oticed  that h is gu ide was 

lim p in g  sligh tly . H e  cou ld  not m arvel 
su fficiently  at this m an, w ho had been 
sent b y  n ob od y  to d o  this w ork . T h e  
fe llow  had  w ritten  that m essage, t o o ; a 
clever th ing. Strange, how  such a man 
cou ld  take upon  h im self such a task, for 
the sake o f  l ib e r t y !

T h e  cou rtyard , at this hour, held  pass
in g  .officers, grou ps o f  m en, F rench  or 
A ustrian . H en ce  it was far safer for the 
tw o than it  w ou ld  have been later, w hen 
the sentries w ou ld  be  m ore inclined to 
n otice  everyon e w h o passed. D iaz  led 
the w ay , w ith  the other at h is e lbow . N o  
one pa id  them  the least attention .

I t  was w hen th ey  had passed on  to 
w ard the gates o f  the fort , that the first 
bad  break  cam e. A  M exican  officer, 
puffing at h is cigarillo, w as sauntering 
a long w hen  h is eye fell on  M on tem ayor. 
H e  turned tow ard  them  w ith  a bark.

“ Y o u , M o n te m a y o r ! W h at are you  
doin g  here ? I  refused  to  g ive  you  leave 
ton igh t.”

A t th is, D ia z  com prehended  w hat risks 
the m an had taken. H e  stepped forw ard  
and saluted the officer, and spoke in his 
ow n fluent Spanish.

“ Senor C apitan , orders from  head
quarters. I  was d irected  to  find on e o f  
you r m en w ho cou ld  speak som e G er
m an. T h e  respon sib ility  is m ine.”

T h e  M exican  officer grunted w ith  as
ton ishm ent at hearing such fluent speech 
from  an A ustrian , bu t w aved  h is ciga
rillo  and passed on , appeased.

“ T h e  cap ta in  o f  m y  com p a n y ,”  M o n 
tem ayor b rea th ed ; and D ia z  laughed.

“ So I  gathered. L ead  the w ay  to  the 
ram parts. M u st w e go  fa r ? ”  

“ U n fortu n ately , yes. T o  the side 
aw ay from  L o re to .”

T h e y  w ent on. T h e  tw o  fo rts  o f  
G uadeloupe and L ore to  w ere c lose  to 
g e th er ; qu ite  ob v iou s ly , the w alls m ust

b e  scaled  at the sa fest possib le  po in t. 
W h en  th ey  reached the steps that 
m ounted  to  the ram parts, M on tem a y or  
ca m e to  an abru pt halt.

“ Senor, it is d ifficu lt to  w alk . I  can 
tell you  w here the ropes are h idden . T h e  
road is on ly  a few  hundred yards aw ay. 
M en  w ith  m ules are w aitin g  th e re ; th ey  
can  be  trusted. I f  y o u  go  on— ”

“ B e q u ie t,”  ordered  D ia z  cu rtly . “ W e  
g o  together. H ere, g ive  m e y ou r arm .”  

T h e y  gained  the ram parts above . 
G roups o f  m en w ere in sight, bu t none 
were close  at hand. M on tem a y or  rested 
for a m om ent, and renew ed his p lea  that 
D ia z  go  on  w ithout him .

“ Y o u  are the one w ho m atters,”  he 
said sim p ly . “ F or y o u , M e x ico  w a its ; 
not for  m e. I  have on ly  on e am bition , 
w h ich  I  shall never attain . I t  is d iffer
ent w ith  y o u , senor. I f  anyth ing  happens 
to  y ou , our cou n try  is lo st .”

“ Save you r brea th ,”  D ia z  re jo ined . 
M on tem a y or  shrugged, then u ttered a 
laugh.

“ L e t ’s h ope I  d on ’ t need it to  w histle  
w ith ,”  he said, but gave no explanation  
o f  his w ords.

T h e y  w ent on . O ccasion al sentries, 
occasion a l grou ps o f  m en sm ok in g  and 
ta lk in g ; here in the fortress, d iscip line 
w as n ot too  strict.

TH E Y  cam e to  a  bastion  b u ilt ou t over 
the sharp h illside, and here, w ith  a 

low  w ord , M on tem a yor  halted  and leaned 
against the parapet in sharp de jection . 
N o  need o f  ta lk. D ia z  u n derstood  in 
stan tly , upon learning that the rope  was 
h idden  beneath the second  can non  w hose 
dim  shape rose b e fore  them .

B eside that cannon  lounged  tw o m en, 
their p ipes alight, their guttural Germ an 
show ing them  to  b e  A ustrians. B ut, in 
the corn er n ot tw en ty  feet aw ay, a  group 
o f  voc ife rou s  F rench  soldiers had p laced  
a  lantern and w ere gathered abou t it 
p lay ing  cards under shelter o f  the para 
pet. T o  get at the rope, the tw o A u stri
ans m ust b e  rem oved . T h is  m ight be 
don e at a  p inch— bu t n ot w ith  those 
F rench  so c lose  at hand.

“ T h e  d e v i l ! ”  m uttered  D ia z . “ W e  
shall have to  w a it .”

“ Im possib le , senor,”  said the other at 
h is ear. “ Y o u r  escape m ay  be  d iscovered  
at an y  m om ent. I f  w e w ait, w e ’re lost. 
W ell, n o  on e ever m ade a b room  w ith ou t 
m aking a h a n d le ! N o w  w e  shall have 
to  get m y  m other to  help. She prom ised  
to be w aitin g  dow n  there i f  w e  needed 
her.”
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H e  sent a  low , m u sica l w h istle  dow n  
a t the darkness.

T h e  F rench m en  heard  it  and  look ed  
u p  from  their gam e. T h e  tw o A ustrians 
turned. F o r  a  m om ent n oth in g  at all 
happened . M on tem a yor  b rok e  in to  a  
few  w ords o f  h is v ery  unfluent G erm an, 
w h ich  appeased the cu rios ity  o f  those 
beyon d . A n d  then, w ith  startling a b 
ruptness, a  shrill v o ice  lifted  from  dow n 
below . I t  was such a v o ice  as o n ly  a 
M ex ica n  w om an  torn  b y  passionate 
em otion  can  upraise— a w ild , furious 
g a b b le  o f  w ords. F rom  M on tem a yor 
cam e an excited  exclam ation , h a lf in 
laughter.

“ T h e  F ren ch  are quartered there—  
trust her to  p ic k  the right p la c e ! ”

LO U D E R , m ore  shrill and high, lifted  
a th at v o ice  in  accusation  and alarm . 
D ia z , p e r fe c t ly  com prehending  the tor

rent o f  speech, rem em bering w hat that 
b row n  w om an  look ed  lik e, cou ld  n ot 
repress a  ch u ck le  o f  am usem ent. F or  
she w as com pla in in g  o f  assault and  ou t
rage, com pla in in g  to  h igh h e a v e n !

A  F ren ch  v o ice  ch im ed  in  w ith  n o  less 
fran tic  p r o te s t ; the vo ices  o f  other 
F rench m en  arose. O b v iou sly , she had  
accused som e passing sold ier o f  insu lting 
her, and  n ow  there w as the v ery  devil 
to  pay .

“ H a ! L isten  to  that, c o m ra d e s ! ”
O ne o f  the soldiers b y  the lantern 

leaped up. F rom  below , the frenzied  
b a b b le  o f  vo ices  becam e w ilder, all 
dom inated  b y  the steady flow  o f  em o
tional speech from  the w om an. T h a t 
torren t o f  w ords never ceased. I t  lifted  
above  every  other sound. A s the vo ices  
o f  F rench m en  tried  to  d row n  it out and 
fa iled , the grou p  o f  sold iers around the 
lantern  abandoned  their gam e. W ith  
bursts o f  laughter th ey  w ent scu rry in g  
aw ay  to  jo in  in  the fun  and the scandal.

“ Q u ick , senor— b e fo re  th ey  return w e 
m ust be  g o n e ! ”  said M on tem a y or . “ M y  
k n ife— y ou r  b a y o n e t !”

T h e  tw o  A ustrians had n ot budged. 
P ro b a b ly  th ey  d id  not understand either 
F rench  or S p a n ish ; they  still lo lled  over 
the gun, puffing at their p ipes. T h ere  
w as on ly  on e  th ing fo r  i t ; the jo b  m ust 
be  d on e w hile  that shrill squ abb le  was 
still rising to  drow n ou t an y  sound o f 
con flict here.

D ia z  had h is  b a y on et bared , as M o n te 
m ayor lim ped  forw ard .

I t  w as over q u ic k ly ; a  scuffle o f  feet, 
a  c ry , a  brok en  p ipe  on  the stones. A  
sw ift  and  grim  business, g r im ly  done,

sw ift ly  finished. T h en  the co ils  o f  rope 
w ere snaked ou t from  beneath the gun- 
carriage. T h e  end w as m ade fast, the 
co ils  w ere flung over the parapet. A l
ready  the noise b e low  w as qu ieting.

M on tem a yor w iped  his k n ife , tu ck ed  
it  aw ay, and hauled h im self over the 
edge o f  the parapet.

D ia z  stood  w aiting.
A s he w aited , he look ed  b a ck  to  w here 

th ings w ere qu ietin g  dow n  n ow . T h e  
utter strangeness o f  it  a ll stru ck  upon  
h is m in d ; h is ow n  d estin y , the fa te  o f  
M e x ico , perhaps the star o f  an em peror 
— all h inging upon  the v o lu b le  ou tcry  
o f  a w om an  accu sin g  a  sold ier o f  in su lt ! 
I t  w as on e o f  those qu eerly  fan tastic 
things w hich  h appen  in  actu al life'—

A  shake o f  the rope  cam e to  h is hands, 
and w akened  h im . H e  edged  h im self 
over the stones, gripped  the rope  des
perately , and w as on  h is w ay . T h ere  
was no great d istance to  g o ;  a  scant 
fo r ty  feet. Y e t  it  seem ed a  lon g  tim e 
until h e  heard  the encouragin g  v o ice  o f  
M on tem a yor . T h en  the grou nd , sharp
ly  fa lling  aw ay  in to  the darkness, strew n 
w ith  brush  and  cactus.

T h e y  d id  not need to  m ak e sw ift p rog 
ress n o w ; th ey  cou ld  not, fo r  the b la ck 
ness w as intense. P resen tly  M on te 
m ayor ventured  a  low  w h istle ; it was 
answ ered from  som ew here b ey on d , and 
the tw o m en relaxed. T h e  m ules w ere 
w aiting. T h ere  w as n o  a larm  from  the 
fort above . T h e y  w ere safe.

“ T e ll m e,”  said D ia z  as th ey  rested a 
m om ent. “ Y o u  spok e o f  an am bition , 
m y  friend . W h a t is that a m bition  w h ich  
y o u  can never h ope to  fu lfil ?”

T h e  other u ttered a  so ft  laugh.
“ A  dream , sen or ; the dream  o f  m ore 

than one m an w ho stakes h is life  fo r  this 
cou n try  o f  ours, fo r  liberty . T h e  dream  
that som e d a y  it  m a y  b e  m y  hand w hich  
leads that accursed  A ustrian , M a x im il
ian, to  the w all, and  puts a  bu llet 
through  h im ! ”

Po r f i r io  D ia z ’  stron g  hand tightened 
on  the arm  o f  the m an w h o had 
saved him .

“ V ery  w ell, C olon el M on tem a y or ,”  he 
said, and his v o ice  ech oed  the savage 
softness that had  com e  from  the other 
m an ’s lips. “ V e ry  w ell. I  prom ise it. 
Y o u r  am bition  shall on e  d a y  com e  to 
pass. T h ere  are the m ules— c o m e ! ”  

T h e y  m elted  in to  the darkness and 
w ere gone. A n d  it w as less than tw o 
years later, on  a  June d ay  in 1867, w hen 
E m peror M axim ilian  fa ced  the firing-
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squad com m anded  b y  Sim on M on tem a y - 
or. D ia z  never fo rg o t a  prom ise. . . .

T h e  fly ing fingers o f  the o ld  forger 
ceased to  m ove, and fe ll listless. H is 
brigh t eyes w ere on  the fa ce  o f  C otterel, 
w ho sat still spellbound b y  the story  he 
had ju st w atched  on  those fingers. H e  
look ed  up at M an n in g  and drew  a deep 
breath.

“ I  get w hat y o u ’re d riv in g  a t,”  he said 
slow ly , reflectively . “ W e ’re p retty  good  
friends, M an nin g . Y o u ’re try ing  to 
drum  in to  m e the idea  that I ’ve  g ot to 
qu it feeling  sorry  for  m yself, p lay  a 
m an ’s gam e, and all that. W ell, y o u ’re 
w ron g ! T h ere  isn ’t a liv ing soul on  the 
outside, to  g ive  a  dam n about m e— you  
k n ow  w hat that m eans ? Can you  realize 
i t ?  I ’ve  no fam ily . I ’m  a lon e .”  

M a n n in g ’s hand jerk ed  up. “ So am  
I ,”  h is fingers replied.

“ T h en  you  can  realize all o f  it .”  C ot
terel sh ook  his head. “ N o . R ise  above 
an y  thought o f  su icide , you  say ? E asily  
said , M an nin g . T h is  m an D iaz  had a 
cou n try , a  cause. I  haven ’t. H e  had 
som e one to  say those three e lectric 
w ords, as y o u  ca lled  th e m : We need 
yo u ! W e ll, I  h aven ’ t. T h a t ’s w hat 
m akes th is p la ce  an in to lerab le  h ell.”  

M an n in g  leaned forw ard  and look ed  
at h im  in ten tly . T h e  d e ft  fingers rose. 
T h e y  hesitated  fo r  an instant, then they 
began  to  signal earnest w ords, as earnest 
as the in tent lo o k  in M a n n in g ’s face.

“ P erhaps y o u ’re  w ron g  abou t that, m y  
friend . P erhaps y ou , like D ia z , th ink 
that becau se this v o ice  has never com e 
to  y ou , there is n o  v o ice .”

T h e  you nger m an laughed again, 
harsh ly , b itterly .

“ I  ought to  k n o w ! I f  there w as any
one in the w orld— w ell, i t ’d m ake a 
d ifference, o f  course. B ut there ’s n o t.”  

“ T here  is ,”  said the fingers o f  M a n 
ning. F row n in g , C otterel look ed  into 
those brigh t, in tent eyes.

“ W h a t?  H o w  the devil d o  you  kn ow  
so m u ch ? ”

“ P erhaps,”  said M anning,— and so 
earnest was h is lo o k  that he alm ost 
seem ed to  be  speaking the w ords,— “ per
haps I  should  kn ow  better than anyone 
else. I ’m  the on e w h o needs y o u .”  

C otterel caught his b re a th ; and then 
stared in to  M a n n in g ’s face, his eyes 
suddenly  w idening  w ith  com prehension .

Again a mood of desperation comes over 
the innocent convict Cotterel; and once 
more the old forger tells the story of a 
strange escape— a story of exceptional 
power. In the next, the April, issue.

You will long remember this 
story of flight and flood, by a 
writer who has himself flown 
to the relief of the stricken.

I T  three o ’c lo ck  in the m orn ing the 
; A M idnighter, P ilo t  Sam  H in ton  

r  1  and C o -p ilo t  T e rry  W a tts , out 
J L  o f  N ew ark  fo r  the C oast, was 
pushing her nose stead ily  w estw ard  at 
tw elve thousand feet. T h e  b lu e-b lack  
sk y  was em pty  bu t for dom ing stars, and 
the fa t crescent o f  a  setting m oon  w hose 
anem ic light tran sform ed  the haze level 
in to an eerie sea that stretched  aw ay, 
w ith ou t ripple or w ave, to gh ostly  in
fin ity  in  every  d irection — an ocean  m ore 
than tw o m iles deep, under w hich  the 
airw ays beacon s and even the largest 
cities w ere lost.

T h e  w eather ahead w as d o u b t fu l ; and 
T erry  W atts , ear-phones clam ped  tightly  
over his cap , sat hunched in his seat and 
listened to  the in com in g  reports. N ew  
on  the line, he w as on  probation — on 
tr ia l; this was his second  run. H e  was 
an angular, b on y -fram ed  b o y  w ith  a 
sh ock  o f  y e llo w  hair and b lu e -gray  eyes 
spaced w ide  beneath  bu sh y, overhanging 
eyebrow s. H is  greatest am bition  in life  
w as to  be an a ir-line p ilo t , and for  four 
years he had w ork ed  tow ard  this jo b  
w ith  a tenacious eagerness. B ut ju st 
n ow , on  the threshold  o f  ach iev in g  it, he
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fe lt  unnerved. L ast n ight, g o in g  into 
N ew a rk  under a  th ree-h u n dred -foot ce il
ing, he had b ecom e excited  and nearly 
caused  H in ton  to  p ile  up  this plane.

T h e  v o ice  o f  a  rad io  operator in C h i
ca go  leaped  in to  his ears now , and he 
th u m bed  the transm itter sw itch  over his 
head, said q u ick ly  in to h is m icrophone, 
“ G o ahead, C h ica g o ,”  and w aited , lean
in g  forw ard  tensely , feeling  excitem ent 
drum m ing up  in  a w a ve  on  his pu lse as 
new  w eather in form a tion  cam e through. 
. . . “ O k a y ,”  h e  ack n ow ledged  h astily , 
and leaned over to  H in ton  across the 
co ck p it  aisle.

“ C h ica g o ’s fog g in g  in b a d ! ”  he ex
cla im ed . “ G round fo g  tw o hundred feet 
d e e p ! V is ib ility  a  quarter o f  a m i le !”  
H in ton  w ou ld  g o  b a ck  now , he thought.

Sam  H in ton  nodded . H e  w as “ rid ing 
the b ea m ”  w ith  a ca lm , sph inx-like as
surance. W ith  his knees he held  the 
co n tro l-w h e e l; he fu m bled  at a  crum pled  
p a ck  o f  cigarettes and stabbed  one b e 
tw een h is lips. “ G im m e a  m atch ,”  he 
said. H is  profile  in the y e llo w  glare was 
haw kish , h is fa ce  the co lor  o f  w eathered 
m ahogany. F ifteen  years o f  steady fly 
in g  had  toughened  his nerve until he w as

afra id  o f  noth ing. O r perhaps, T erry  
W a tts  thought en viou sly , h e  h ad  been 
born  that w ay.

“ T h e  m oon ’s settin g ,”  H in ton  said 
casually . “ W e ’ll see p len ty  lights up 
through  that stuff. W e ’ll get in .”

“ B ut i f  w e d on ’ t— ”  T e rry  began  ner
vou sly .

“ G o som ew here else, then .”  H in ton  
grinned lik e  a  ca t, h is ca p  tilted  rakish
ly . “ In d ian apolis is clear. T h e  fo g ’s in 
a be lt stretch ing west. N oth in g  to w orry  
abou t.”  H e  eased the con trol-w h eel fo r 
w ard sligh tly , and the p lane nosed  dow n  
to  begin  its long  descent.

R em em berin g  last n ight, T e rry  W atts  
had to  fight at the nervousness w hich  
m ade his pulse ham m er. Im p u ls ive ly  he 
excla im ed : “ B u t it  w ou ld  be  ju st as 
q u ick  to  turn around n ow , as to  have to 
g o  to— ”

H in to n ’s fa ce  sharpened. H is  squ int
ed eyes sw ung in a searching scrutiny.

“ T u rn  a ro u n d ?”  he burst out. T hen , 
“  ’T en d  to  you r jo b — y ou r  righ t carbu 
retor ’s gettin g  nozzle  ice .”

T e rry  W a tts  turned to  h is engine in 
strum ents. T h e  low er m ixture-analyzer 
needle was fluctuating to  the rich  side o f



the quadrant, an in d ica tion  o f  ice. H e  
pu t on  carbu retor heat until the throat 
tem perature w en t to  sixty  degrees, and 
then b a ck ed  the heat v a lve  to  fo rty . H is  
m ovem ents w ere je rk y .

W A T C H I N G  h im  n arrow ly , H in ton  
b a rk e d : “ W h a t ’s the m atter w ith  

y o u ?  I ’m not go in g  to  hurt y ou . I ’m  
up  here too . I ’v e  been  d o in g  th is k ind  o f  
stuff for  tw elve thousand h ours .”

T e rry  b lu rte d : “ I  ju st thought, i f  
C h icago  w en t to  zero-zero— ”  H e  caught 
h im self w ith  an  effort, and  sat there, 
sw earing b itter ly , staring up at th e  stars 
that w ere d im m in g n ow  as the plane 
plunged  deeper in to  the haze. “ F o g  . . . 
f o g ! ”  T h e  w ord  drum m ed through his 
brain . S ince last n ight, he had  fe lt h is 
nerve d isintegrating  lik e  an  ice  ja m  a fter 
a  dyn am ite  blast.

“ Y o u  w orry  too  m u ch ,”  H in ton  said.
“ I  ca n ’t help  i t ! ”  T h e  b o y ’s v o ice  

w as desperate.
“ Y o u  better get h o ld  o f  y ou rse lf.”  

H in to n ’s ton e w as reproach fu l bu t n ot 
u nk ind ly . “ Y o u  ca n ’t expect to g o  on  a 
n ight run in w inter w ith ou t getting into 
w hat look s lik e  a  bad  spot on ce  in a 
w hile. Y o u ’v e  g o t  to  learn to  s it in  a  
bad  sp ot and n ot b lo w  up. L ast n igh t,”  
— his b ig -k n u ck led  fingers curled  over 
the throttles and pu lled  them  b ack  un
til the m anifold -pressures d ropped  off an 
inch ,— “ another tim e lik e  last n ight, 
and— ”  H is  v o ice  fe ll aw ay  dark ly .

T h e  b o y  said in a b je c t  h u m ilia tio n : “ I  
m ust have gon e nuts last n igh t.”

“ Y o u  g o t  rattled . Y o u  grabbed  the 
flap -va lve instead o f  the landing-gear. 
I t ’s all right to  get scared, but y o u ’ve 
got to  keep  right on  fu n ction in g .”

“ I f  y o u ’ll le t  m e  have tim e to  w ork  ou t 
o f  this— if  you  w o n ’t report that— ”  

H in ton  snorted. “ R e p o rt i t ?  I ’m  not 
goin g  to  report i t ! ”

T h e y  w ere m akin g  n early  tw o hun
dred m iles an  hour now , and the roar o f  
the w ind  past the co ck p it  w in dow s was 
like the sound o f  su rf in  a  hurricane. 
T h e  beam  w as a  s low ly  sw elling screech 
as H in ton  fo llow ed  the on -cou rse signal, 
go in g  stra ight across L a k e  M ich iga n  to  
save d istance and tim e. F rom  here there 
w ere no lights v is ib le  on  the earth, and  
the m o o n ’s last w eird  ch a lk y  dim ness 
w as slipp in g  from  sight.

“ I  can  w ork  ou t o f  it ,”  T e rry  said, 
desperately  earnest. “ I  never used to  be 
this w ay . A  ship caught fire w ith  m e 
on ce , in  the A rm y , and I  got it  dow n. 
B u t n ow  I ’v e— I ’ve  lost m y  nerve.”

C h ica go  m ateria lized  su dden ly  ahead, 
its  g low  lik e  the aura from  a vast b ed  o f  
coa ls. T h e y  hurtled  across it, losing 
a ltitu de rap id ly  as H in to n  h e ld  his 
cou rse fo r  the field.

W h en  th ey  crossed  the field  and  sw ung 
in to a  circle , T e rry  cou ld  see the outline 
o f  the runw ays under the fo g , each  light 
lik e  a  w h ite-h ot rivet that co o le d  and 
reddened and  du lled  as the p lan e to o k  
d istance from  it. T h e  obstru ction -m ark 
ers w ere linked  rubies on  an invisib le  
thread to  the east and south. T h e  w ind 
tee, a green -stubbed  cru cifix  cross, w as 
po in tin g  w estw ard, a lthough  the last re
p ort gave no w ind. H in ton  m ade tw o 
circles , surveying  the p rob lem , and then 
sw ung west, far ou t over the b la ck  
prairie, b e fore  turn ing back .

“ T e ll ’em  to  g ive  us a ll flood ligh ts,”  he 
said. “ I ’m  goin g  to  lan d  w est. . . . 
D ow n  g e a r !”

N o w  the top  o f  the fo g  la y  ju st under 
the w heels, and dow n  there the lights 
w ere beginn ing to  d im  as the p lane slid  
tow ard  the stuff. . . . T h e  nose slopped  
under, lik e  an egg-beater s lic in g  in to 
w h ipped  cream . T h ere  w ere n o  lights to  
be  seen anyw here.

T en sion — the terrib le  strain  o f  w ait
ing thus, w hen he k n ew  the grou nd  w as 
c lose  and th ey  w ere rushing at it  h ead 
lon g , u tterly  b lind— threw  T e rry  W a tts  
in to a  fren zy . H e  heard H in to n ’s v o ice , 
steady , deliberate , say, “ O n e-th ird  flaps,”  
and he pushed the flap -va lve dow n , h ard 
ly  k n ow in g  he had  tou ch ed  the lever. 
T h e  groan o f  the pu m ps filled  the co ck 
p it, m ingling  w ith  the erratic pop p in g  
o f  the exhausts and  the silken  sigh  o f  
the w ind.

SU D D E N L Y , on  the right, a b ou n d a ry  
light slapped past at an u nknow n d is

tance below . H in ton  reached  up  and 
flicked  on  his lan ding-lights. T h e  fog  
seem ed to  exp lode b a ck  through  the 
w indshield  w ith  an in cred ib ly  b lin din g  
incandescence. Y e t  through  that opaque 
glare, T e rry  caught sight o f  the ground—  
and he cou ld  see that H in ton  w as go in g  
to  d ive  in.

“ L o o k  o u t!”  h e  scream ed.
T hen , v io la tin g  every  ru le o f  h is jo b , 

b u t unable to  stop  h im self, he reached 
up  w ith  b oth  hands and hauled  th e  co n 
trol-w heel ba ck . H e  co u ld n ’t let H in ton  
crash.

T h e  sh ip  jerk ed  upw ard , and  the lights 
lost the runw ay.

H in ton  w as shouting som ething, curs
ing. T h e  p rop s  snarled in  answ er to



Hinton’s voice was 
savage: “ Get back 
in th e  b a g g a g e -  
corn  p a r t in e n t , 
w h e re  you  c a n ’ t 
mess up my next 
la n d in g . M o v e , 
damn you!”  Terry 

got up.

w ide-open  guns. F o g  flow ed  past like 
so ft  g ray  w o o l as they  clim bed . T h e y  
em erged on  t o p : H in ton  pu lled  the th rot
tles b a ck  sligh tly , “ b le d ”  the flaps up, 
and retracted  the landing-gear as he b e 
gan a  circle  b a ck  to  the w est o f  the field. 
W h en  he had don e that, he jerk ed  h is a t
ten tion  to  T erry , and h is v o ice  w as sneer
in g  and sa v a g e :

“ W e  w ere still th irty  feet fro m  the 
g ro u n d ! G et up  ou t o f  that seat. G et 
b a ck  in  the baggage-com partm ent, w here 
y o u  ca n ’t m ess u p  m y  next lan d in g .”

« J ____»

“ M o v e , dam n y o u ! ”
T e rry  g o t up. H e  stepped  through  the 

aisle and in to  the baggage-com partm ent. 
“ C r a z y !”  he m oaned . “ C r a z y !”  H e  
heard the engines lag  b a ck , and his heart 
leaped. H e  cou ld  see noth ing, from  here. 
B ut he cou ld  hear the soften ing  shrill o f  
the w in d . T h e y  w ere go in g  b ack  dow n 
in to that fog . H is  fingers tightened 
against the d oor  grille. Just then he fe lt 
the w heels m ake gen tle  co n ta ct w ith  the 
ground.

H e  cam e ou t, then, and sat dow n  in his 
seat. H in ton , taxying  up to  the ram p 
through the fog , d id  not look  at h im . 
T h e  p lan e stopped  in  the w hite  glare.

“ W e ll ,”  H in ton  said  q u ietly , a ll anger 
g o n e ; “ w ell, W a tts , I  guess— ”

“ Y o u  d on ’ t have to  tell m e ; I ’m  w ashed 
up. I— ”  H is  v o ice  b rok e  path etica lly . 
T ears w elled  in h is eyes as he stood  fo r  
a m om ent, th roat w ork ing . T h en  he stum 
b led  in to the cab in , dow n  the lon g  aisle, 
and o u t in to  the fog .

JA N E  D A V IS , secretary  to  the d ivision  
superintendent o f  M orrisey  A ir  L ines, 
opened the door and thrust her head 

inside. “ M r. B arrett,”  she said , “ that 
you n g  M r. W a tts  is ba ck , ask ing abou t 
a  p osition .”

A lan  B arrett’s th in  lips pursed  th ou ght
fu lly . “ O h , y e s .”  H e  riffled through 
som e letters on  h is desk , fou n d  one, 
flicked  it w ith  the back s o f  h is fingers. 
“ D rack bu rn , o f  In ter-ocean , w rites m e 
W a tts  got excited  in  tight spots a  cou p le  
o f  tim es and  nearly  w reck ed  the ship. 
N o  need to  ta lk  to  h im . N o b o d y  can  use 
a  m an like that. T e ll h im  I ’m  sorry .”  . . .

W ild  J ack  L yn n , o f  the o ld  gang that 
used to  fly  a ir m ail for  the P ost O ffice 
D epartm en t, and n ow  operations-m anager 
for  C ontinental and  N orth ern , spread his 
hands w ide  and look ed  em barrassed.

“ O f cou rse, W a tts , w hen  I  ta lked  w ith  
y o u  the first tim e, I  th ou ght y o u ’d  do. 
Y o u  understand, I  suppose, that w e ch eck  
every  new  m an from  ev ery  p ossib le  angle 
— every  air lin e does that, and w e ex
change in form ation . T h is  is a  tough  
gam e. I ’m  to ld  y o u  b lew  up  a  cou p le  o f  
tim es w ith  In ter-ocean , w hen the goin g  
g ot tough . Is  that r ig h t? ”

“ I  suppose y o u  cou ld  ca ll it b low in g  
u p ,”  T e rry  W a tts  said h opelessly. “ It  
w as a new  jo b , and I— ”

“ I f  I  h ired  y ou , h ow  do I  k n ow  you  
w ou ldn ’t d o  it again ?”
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“ Y o u  co u ld n ’t k n ow , until y o u  gave  
m e a  tria l. I f  y o u ’d— ”

“ W e  ca n ’t take ch ances in  th is bu si
ness. S orry, o ld  m an .”

TH E  train stopped  at the flag station  
w here the track  cu rved  around the end 

o f  a  low  range o f  h ills. T e rry  W a tts  g o t  
off, fee lin g  the dam p caress o f  h eavy , w et 
snow  on  his cheeks. H e  s tood , bag  in 
hand, w h ile  the train  chuffed  laboriou sly  
around the cu rve. T h en , w ith  a heart
s ick  resolu tion , h e  set o ff a lon g  the tw ist
ing, ru tted  road , h is shoes p low in g  the 
sn ow  w ith  a  fa in t w h ispering that was 
sca rce ly  lou der than silence.

I t  w as b la ck  dark , and he had n ot com e 
this w ay  fo r  years. T h e  road  p itch ed  
dow n  until a t last it  leveled  to  m inor 
grades through  a  ro llin g  v a lley  o f  farm s. 
T h e  snow  ceased fitfu lly  fo r  a v ery  b rie f 
in terval, and o ff in the d istant north  the 
lights o f  L ou isv ille  g low ed  lik e  a  forge  
against the d ir ty  low  scu m  o f  the clou ds.

H e  fo llow ed  this road  fo r  fou r  m iles, 
past the m ill, past the gravel p it w here 
h e  had w ork ed  as a b o y , over the little  
river that d iv ided  h is fa th er ’s and his 
broth ers ’ farm s. T h en  h e  turned up  a 
side road  fo r  a short d istance, still goin g  
aw ay from  the h ills. A ll this v a lley  was 
b lanketed  in  snow . H e  w as w ith in  a 
hundred ya rd s  o f  his fa th er ’s house b e fore  
he saw m ellow  ligh t from  kerosene lam ps 
sh afting  through  the unshaded w in dow s 
in to  rectangular patterns on  the w hite 
ground. H e  pushed the d o o r  open  and 
stam ped h is shoes clean , and  w ent in. 

“ T e r r y ! T e rry , c h i ld ! ”
H is  m other, a  litt le  grayer, a little  

m ore  stooped  than he rem em bered  her, 
le ft  her ch air and  sk ittered  across the 
room  in to  h is arm s. H e  hugged  her, 
k issed her w rin k led  ch eek , p a tted  her 
shoulder. “ H e llo , M o m ,”  he said.

T h e  others slid  ou t o f  their chairs and 
surrounded h im : h is father, look in g  ju st 
the sam e, n ot a d a y  older— the sam e 
h eavy , w id e  m ustache, the sam e m assive 
bu lk  to  his b o d y  that m ade h is m ove
m ents seem  pon derous and slow  though 
they  rea lly  w ere n ot. H e  gripped  T e rry ’s 
hand w ith  iron  fingers . . . .  C lyd e , tall 
and  ye llow -h a ired  lik e  T e rry  h im self, a l
though  nine years o lder, q u ie tly  pleased 
to  see h im  again . . . . L lo y d , dark  and 
handsom e in  a  su ltry , restless sort o f  
w a y , w ith  a  sardon ic qu irk  to  h is lips.

H is  m other w as h o ld in g  h is arm  as i f  
she cou ld  n ot bear to  le t go  o f  h im  for  
one instant. “ I  w as a fra id  som ething 
had happened  to  y o u , c h i ld ! ”  she ex

cla im ed . “ H ere , y o u ’re w et. Set y o u r 
se lf b y  the fire and  d ry .”

“ A fra id  som ething  h ad  h a p p e n e d ?”  
T e r r y  said  b lan k ly .

C ly d e  expla ined , settling h im self. 
“ T h a t rad io  y o u  sent us fo r  C hristm as—  
M o m ’s been listen in ’ to  the planes w ith  
it .”

“ I t ’s ju st w o n d e r fu l!”  M rs . W atts  
burst ou t. “ I  cou ld  even  recogn ize y ou r  
v o ice . I t  gave m e a turn, w hen I  qu it 
hearing y ou . T h e  papers never said  a n y 
thing abou t an y  acciden ts, th ou gh .”  She 
hugged  his shoulder. “ A n d  all the tim e 
y o u  w ere on  a  v a c a t io n ! ”

“ W ell, sort o f  a  v a ca tion ,”  T e rry  said, 
feeling  u n com fortab le .

I t  had  been  tw o years sin ce  he had seen 
them . T h e y  crow d ed  around, w anting to  
kn ow  all abou t fly ing. H e  leaned  ba ck , 
stretch ing h is legs tow ard  the fire. I t  
w ou ld  have been  m uch  better, he thought, 
to  have to ld  them  the brutal truth in the 
first breath— that he w as an ou tcast in 
av ia tion , as unw anted as an a lley  cat. 
B u t he co u ld n ’t. S tam ped in to  h is m ind 
p a in fu lly  w as th e  m em ory  o f  the years 
th ey  had  w ork ed  to  send h im  through 
sch ool, becau se h is  m other had  insisted 
so  m ilitan tly  that “ one W a tts  is go in g  to  
am ou n t to  s o m e th in g !”

HIS  father w ent ou t to  the k itch en  and 
cam e b a ck  w ith  a y e llow  ju g . “ A  

g o o d  pu ll on  this w ill w arm  y o u  up, 
son ,”  and then stood , h is arm  around his 
w ife , look in g  dow n  at T e rry  w ith  m ore 
p ride  and a ffection  than his you ngest son 
had ever seen h im  show . “ W ell, M a , I  
reck on  it w as w orth  it, a fter a ll.”

“ W e ’re m igh ty  ch esty  abou t y ou , 
T e r r y ,”  C ly d e  said, sounding aw kw ard 
and very  sincere. “ A  co lleg e  education . 
A n d  n ow  I expect y o u ’re rea lly  im por
tant in  the av ia tion  business, to o .”

“ N o t  v e ry ,”  T e rry  said m iserably . 
L lo y d  ch ided  p rou d ly , “ Y o u  sure got 

fo lk s  foo led , i f  y o u  a in t ! W h y , dow n  at 
the ban k  yesterd ay , o ld  B ank er Shivers 
w as bragg in ’ abou t y ou . A n d  y o u  ought 
to  hear M o m , w hen she gets to  g ra tify in ’ 
abou t h ow  at least on e o f  her b oy s  
am ounts to  som ethin ’ . I  guess y o u ’re 
m igh ty  lu ck y . E ven  i f  y o u  aint a b ig  
m an in  av ia tion  y e t, som e d a y  y o u  w ill 
be . A n d  y o u  g o t o ff the dam n ’ fa r m !”  

“ Sure,”  T e rry  said , hating h im self. 
T h ere  w as a vast adm iration  and a 

gentle en vy  in  C ly d e ’s qu iet tone. “ I ’d 
lik e  m igh tily  to  b e  in y ou r  shoes. B u t 
I guess I a in t got the stuff to  be a  flyer. 
I  aint got the courage, or the— ”



The top of the fog lay just under the wheels. . . . They were going down into it.

“ Stop i t ! ”  T e rry  burst out w ild ly . 
“ S top  it, ca n ’t y o u ?  I  ca n ’t stand it !  
I ’m  not a  flyer any m ore. I  g ot fired 
from  m y  jo b . I ’m  a fra id  to  fly— a fra id ! ”  
H is  v o ice  leaped up hysterica lly . “ Y o u  
ca n ’t understand that, can  y o u ?  Y o u  
d on ’t be lieve  it. I t ’s true, I  tell you . 
I  had to  com e  h om e becau se I  co u ld n ’t 
get another jo b . I— ”  H is  v o ice  broke, 
and he buried  h is fa ce  in his hands, sob 
b in g , w h ile  h is m oth er’s hands w ent over 
h is shoulders, in fin itely  caressing, and 
the low  croon  o f  her voice' in co m fo rt beat 
b a ck  the sh ock ed  silence o f  the room .

FO R  tw o days he stayed at hom e, feel
ing the affection  o f  his fam ily  b itter- 
ing to reprehension , bu t pow erless to  stop 

that u g ly  transform ation . F or  he d id  not 
understand his ow n  change clearly , and 
it w as to o  pa in fu l to  ta lk  about— no one 
bu t h is m other seem ed to  w ant to  listen 
to  it, anyhow . D u rin g  those tw o days, 
he tried  to  re-fit h im self in to the a lm ost- 
forgotten  routine o f  the farm . B u t he 
cou ld  feel to o  keen ly  that he w asn ’t 
w a n te d ; h e  cou ld  feel the b itin g  a cid  o f  
h is fa m ily ’s silent scorn.

T h e  second  a fternoon  he w ent abru ptly  
to  the house and pack ed  h is clothes. “ I ’m  
leaving ,”  he to ld  h is m other b lu n tly . “ I  
ca n ’t stand it. Silence— silence— this
p lace  has turned in to  a  m orgue.”

H is  m other studied  h im  a  m om ent. 
E ven  she had  changed , he thought.

“ D o n ’t b lam e them  too  m uch , T e rry ,”  
she said  gently . “ T h e y  gave so m uch. 
T h e y  feel that y ou r  loss is not so great as 
theirs, for— ”

“ M y  loss is me, th a t ’s a l l ! ”  he ex
cla im ed  desperately . “ I  have to  g o  on 
liv in g  w ith  m y s e l f ! ”

H e  fou n d  a jo b  in a  filling-station  in 
L ou isv ille , and bu ried  h im self in an un
th ink ing  repetition  o f  po ison ou s m on oto 
n y :  “ H o w  m any, s ir ?  C h eck  you r oil 
and w ater, s ir ?  Just a  secon d , w h ile I 
get that w indshield— ”  H e  w as on the 
n ight trick , w ork in g  w ith  a m ouselike 
little  m an w hose on ly  nam e w as Joe. I t  
w as a bu sy  station , and w ork in g , som e
tim es he cou ld  forget. B ecause he knew  
his m other m ight be w orried , he sent her 
a posta l card  w ith  an  a lm ost curt co n 
fession  o f  h is jo b .

H e  had been here a  w eek , now , and it 
had snow ed or rained every  day . T here  
w ere few  cars ton ight, and T e rry  stood  
b y  the fire, w arm ing his b a ck  to  d ry  his 
clothes, w h ile  Joe tuned the rad io  fu ll- 
b last on  a  sw ing band. H e  d id n ’t hear 
the m usic c o n s c io u s ly ; the rhythm  seeped 
in to h is brain  w ith  stu p efy in g  w arm th. 
H e  d id n ’t n otice  w hen the m usic stopped 
and an an nou n cer ’s v o ice  cam e on. B ut 
he cam e to  a ttention  as Joe turned the 
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vo lu m e dow n  and said , “ H e y , chum , y o u  
hear th a t? ”

“ H ear w h a t? ”
“ T h e  r iver ’s u p ! C in cin n ati’s g o in ’ to  

h ave a flood . T h e y ’re  ca llin ’ fo r  vo lu n 
teer w orkers a ’read y .”

T e rry  h a d n ’t seen a paper for  a  w eek , 
n or  an yon e he kn ew  b u t Joe. W ork in g  
a  n ight trick , he slept m ost o f  every  day. 
B u t he h ad  heard  m otorists com m ent on  
the rising w a te r ; he w as n ot surprised. 

“ W o n ’t am ount to  an yth in g ,”  he said. 
“ Just the sam e, fr ien d ,”  Joe  w arned, 

“ i f  C in cin n ati’s g ot a flood , it  w on ’t be 
lon g  b e fore  w e  g it one here.”

“ W e ’re on  h igh  ground. I t  w on ’t hurt 
an yth in g  b u t the riv er-fron t.”

Joe  cam e dow n  w ith  a feverish  co ld  
the next day , and fo r  five n ights fo llo w 
in g  T e rry  handled  everyth in g  alone. H e

w as to o  b u sy  to  listen  to  the rad io , too  
tired  to  read a paper w hen  he g o t off 
d u ty . H e  flopped  in to  h is b ed , and slept 
in a  k ind  o f  death like exhaustion  until 
dark, and then g o t u p  and w ent to  w ork  
again. A s far as h e  cared , the flood  m ight 
have been  five thousand m iles aw ay.

B u t suddenly  it w asn ’t fa r  a w a y ; it 
w as right here. P eop le  in  cars and on  
fo o t , loaded  dow n  w ith  their belongings, 
w ent filing past in the stunned silence o f  
despair, leav ing  lo w  ground for  the re lie f 
cam ps w hich  the w ater cou ld  n ot reach. 
O n ly  a  b lo ck  d ow n  the street the y e llow  
tide was pushing in exorab ly  at store
fron ts, creeping  up  the slanted pavem en t 
in ch  b y  inch . A n d  b ey on d , silhouetted  
m om en tarily  b y  restless, p rob in g  search
lights, boats w ere w ork in g , tak in g  p eop le  
out. F or tw o nights the rad io  b la tted  out 
its story  o f  ca la m ity  and death— and then 
fe ll silent w hen the pow er fa iled . P u m p 
ing gas b y  hand to  the sputtering o f  lan 
terns in the rain, T e rry  w on dered  w hat 
had happened to  h is fam ily . T h ere  w as 
n o  possib le  w ay  he cou ld  find out.

T h rou gh  those lon g  n ight v ig ils  the 
rain cam e in term ittently , s lu icing  dow n 
through the ic y  air w ith  a  rawness that 
gnaw ed to  the m arrow  o f  h is  bones. T h e  
snow  was alm ost gone, its rem nants ly in g  
like scars across the ro o fs  w hen search
lights from  the boats pen ciled  overhead. 
A n d  n ow  the on ly  in form ation  T e rry  had 
w as hearsay. M otoris ts  jam m in g  in  for 
gas, their cars p lastered w ith  gray  m ud, 
brou ght m ost o f  i t : “ Six hundred dead  in 
C in cin n ati. . . . M artia l law  here to 
m orrow , to  stop  lootin g . . . . H u rry  up  
there, m a n !”

T h e  fifth  n ight sh ortly  b e fo re  daylight, 
a  tru ck  p iled  h igh  w ith  h ousehold  goods, 
lik e  a g y p sy ’s freight w agon , groan ed  up 
to  a  pum p. B utton in g  his s licker, T e rry  
lurch ed  w earily  outside. “ H o w  m a n y ?  
R egu lar or— ”

A  haggard v o ice , rasping w ith  a b rittle  
u rgency , cam e through  the h a lf-low ered , 
m u d d y  side w in dow . “ H e y , b u d d y , I ’m  
look in g  for  a  m an nam ed T e rry  W atts . 
W o rk s  in a filling-station . W e  g ot to  find 
h im  q u ick . Y o u — ”

T e rry  ripped  the d o o r  open as recog 
n ition  h it h im  lik e  a b lo w  betw een  the 
eyes. C lyd e , h is clothes covered  w ith  
m udj his fa ce  a m ess o f  beard  and d irt, 
sat at the w heel. B eside h im  was his 
m other, and on  the other side w as L loy d . 
L lo y d  w as asleep.

“ W h a t ’s happened  ? W h ere ’s P a ? ”  H e  
reached out and sh ook  C ly d e  roughly . 
“ I ’m  T erry , ca n ’t y o u  s e e ? ”



FLOTSAM

C ly d e  ru bbed  h is eyes. “ W e l l ! ”  he 
croak ed  stu p id ly . H e  sh ook  his head, 
the corners o f  h is m outh  slack  w ith  ex
haustion . “ W ater d rove  us out. W a te r ’s 
back ed  u p  in the va lley  th ir ty -fo rty  
m iles. W e  ju st d id  m ake it .”

“ W h ere ’s P a ? ”
“ H e  stayed in to try  to  save the stock . 

H e  d id n ’t th ink the w ater w ou ld  go  high. 
H e— ”

“ H e ’s in there n o w ? ”
“ H e  w ou ld n ’t com e ou t,”  M rs. W atts  

said in  a h igh , crack ed  v o ice . “ Y o u  know  
y ou r p a .”  She look ed  w hite w ith  strain, 
as i f  she m ight collapse. “ C h ild , I  thought 
w e ’d never find y o u .”

“ W e  been tw o days gettin ’ o u t,”  C lyd e  
said h o llow ly .

“ H o w  h igh ’s the w a te r? ”
“ T h e y  say it ’s past the second story , 

now . T h e y  say the crest w o n ’t com e un
til tom orrow  or the next day— but it ’s 
g ettin ’ higher fast.”  H e  paused, and 
w iped  his hand across his m outh , leaving 
a  sm ear o f  m ud on his lips. “ L o o k , 
T erry , y o u  g o t to get P a  out o f  there. 
T h e  w ater’s apt to  go  a bove  the ro o f to 
n ight. W e ’re p layed  ou t com plete ly . 
M a ’s got fever bad , and L lo y d ’s sick . I 
got to  get them  to  one o f  these here 
em ergen cy  stations— ”

A n x iety  tightened T e r r y ’s vo ice . “ Y o u  
brin g  the tru ck  b a ck  and I 'll  go  in for 
Pa. T h en  y o u  take care o f  M o m ! ”

“ I  d o n ’t k n ow  w hat— ”  C ly d e ’s head 
flopped  forw ard  on  his chest, and sudden
ly  bou n ced  b a ck  like a  ru bber ball, w hile 
incoherent m u m blin g  issued from  his 
lips. T h en  he s a id : “ W h at was I  ta lk in ’ 
a b o u t?  Guess I  w ent to sleep. . . .  Oh 
— you  got to  hurry, T e rry — you  got to 
get in there b e fore  the w ater gets up  to 
w here P a ’s h angin ’ on  to  the ro o f.”

IT  had  stopped  raining at last, and 
shafts o f  m ilk y  sunlight w ere bursting 

dow n  through fractures in the clouds. 
T erry  d rove  a long the h igh w ay south
w ard. In  the b a ck  o f  the truck  now  was 
a fla t-bottom ed  row boat that banged and 
thum ped w ith  every  bum p.

T h ere  w as n o  traffic. W ater, a lm ost 
level w ith  the crow n  o f  the road , film ed 
aw ay on  b o th  sides to  the hills. T erry  
passed a  dead cow  floating in a d itch , 
passed a car that had been overturned , 
on ly  its w heels protruding  n ow , the fron t 
ones turning very  s low ly  in the current. 
T h en , suddenly , the road  d ived  u n d er ; 
and far ahead the w ater-tan k  o f  Shep- 
ardsville  w as lik e  a  b u oy  to  m ark the 
spot w here Shepardsville had been.

It  was im possib le to  continue farther 
in the truck . “ I  cou ld  row  it in the 
b o a t ,”  T e rry  th ou gh t; then he shook  his 
head. “ T o o  far. I  w ou ldn ’t get there 
b e fore  dark , if  then .”  T h e  need for 
haste was k n otting  his stom ach . E ven 
w h ile  he had been stopped  here, the 
w ater had com e  up a little  on the road.

F o r !h a lf an hour he back ed  the truck, 
in fin itely  carefu l not to  slide off in to a 
d itch . F in a lly  he turned around, drove 
pell-m ell back  to the edge o f  L ou isv ille , 
and then sw ung east b y  south along 
another h igh w ay w h ich  w ou ld  take him  
in a m ore circu itou s route b a ck  to the 
va lley  he was try ing  to  reach.

HE  passed the airport, and was sur
prised to  see four shining D ouglases 

lined up before  the ram p. It brou ght a 
pang to  his heart to see them , to  see the 
u n iform ed  p ilots  c lim b in g  in to  take off 
across that m u ddy field. H e  read the 
insigne o f  fou r m a jor air lines at a 
g la n ce ; there was an In ter-ocean  flag. 
L ou isv ille  w asn ’t on  an In ter-ocean  route, 
so this m ust be  a special p lane. T h en  he 
tried to forget In ter-ocean , and drove on, 
hurrying. A  seaplane m ight p ossib ly  get 
ba ck  in to  that va lley  and land safely , 
bu t a  sh ip  w ith  w heels was useless. 
T h ere  were no seaplanes, no am phibians 
availab le. T h e  on ly  w ay  to d o  this was 
to  row  that boat. H e  turned off the road 
presently and threaded through  the hills.

It w as surprising, he fou n d , how  q u ick 
ly  he had forgotten  details that had been 
so clear w hen he w as you nger. H e  d id n ’t 
rem em ber this road very  w ell— or they 
had changed it. T h e  d ay  w as passing 
q u ic k ly ; a lready  it w as a fter noon. H e 
fo llow ed  the road , passing no cars, no 
people. H e  saw a house set in the trees 
a bove  h im  on the h ill, and stopped  and 
inquired w here this road led . But ihe 
o ld  w om an w ho lived  there d id n 't know . 
“ A in t never w alked  to  the end o f  it ,”  
she said, and cack led .

H e  ran b a ck  to the truck . T h e  need 
fo r  haste w as pa in fu l, now . H e  cou ld  
im agine h is father perched  on  the roo f, 
num bed b y  icy  w inds. T h e  tem perature 
every  n ight was a lm ost freezing. H ow  
lon g  cou ld  a  m an stand that sort o f  thing, 
w ith  no fo o d , no w arm th, b e fore  he lost 
his strength and slid  in to the w ater?

T h en , abru ptly , the road turned dow n 
h ill. E agerly , h op e fu lly , T e rry  churned 
m ud around a bend and caught sight o f  
the sw eep o f  w ater in the va lley . H e  
searched for  landm arks. T h ere  was a 
headland o f  h ills near his fa th er ’s farm .
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B u t there w as no headland here—  
o n ly  that sheet o f  y e llow  stretch ing in 
a death like silence from  ridge to  ridge, 
w ith  houses and barns pu ncturing  it 
d eso la te ly  here and there, and n ot 
another sign o f  hum an life .

T h is  w asn ’t the va lley— this w asn ’t 
the p la ce ! T h e  sudden fran tic  realiza
tion  that h e  w as lost le ft  T e rry  shaking.

H e  retraced  his trail, try in g  on  his 
b a ck tra ck  to  see w here he had m ade an 
error. T h e  ra ilroad  w ent a long here 
som ew here, and if he cou ld  find it, he 
m eant to  run the tru ck  a long the ties 
until he reached that flag stop  w here a 
road  w ou ld  gu ide h im  to w ith in  three 
m iles o f  hom e. T h en  he cou ld  row  the 
b oa t and reach  the house— if  it w asn ’ t 
under w ater b y  this tim e.

B u t he co u ld n ’t find the railroad . In  
th e  years sin ce  he had been here brush 
had  grow n  up , cam ouflaging  the appear
an ce  o f  everyth ing . H is brain  k ept say
ing, “ H u r r y ! H u r r y !”  bu t he co u ld n ’t 
hurry. O n ly  tim e w as h urrying. I t  w as 
a fter three o ’c lo ck , now , and the low , 
h eavy  clou ds w ere grow in g  darker in the 
east. T h e  rea lization  burst upon  him  
tortu rin g ly  that he should  have le ft  the 
tru ck  and  tried  to  row  the b oa t past 
Shepardsville. I t  w as too  late to  try  that, 
now . H e  h ad  to find the ra ilroad , w here 
it  p ierced  these h ills. R etracin g  his path , 
h e  su dden ly  d iscovered  that he w as al
m ost b a ck  in L ou isv ille . T h e  a irport 
la y  ahead, w ith  tw o planes circlin g  to  
land.

H e  g lan ced  at the sk y , figuring tim e, 
and then w h ipped  the tru ck  in to the 
d rivew ay  to  the field . D arkness was not 
far aw ay, and he had  to  get help  dow n  
there ton ight. H e  had  tw o life-preservers 
in  h is boat. I f  he cou ld  find a length  o f  
rope, m a yb e  he cou ld  d rop  them  close  
en ough  fo r  h is father to fish out o f  the 
w ater. I t  w as a desperate hope. H e  had 
to  find a  p ilo t  w ith  a p lane to  take h im  
dow n  there, q u ick ly .

TH E  field  w as bed lam . P eop le  m illed  
in n ever-ceasing agitation  through the 

adm inistration  bu ild in g, crow d in g  at the 
tick et counters, try ing  to  b u y  seats in the 
planes that w ere shuttling betw een  L ou is 
v ille  and C h icago , L ou isv ille  and N ash 
v ille . T e rry  pushed through , look in g  for  
F lann igan , the a irport m anager and the 
operator o f  the fly in g  sch ool w here 
T e rry  learned to  fly  b e fore  he w ent in to  
the A rm y . H e  h ad  to  fight h is w ay  u p 
stairs, in to  a room  filled  to  overflow ing. 
“ M r . F lannigan— h ave y o u  seen M r.

F la n n ig a n ?”  A n d  then h e  saw  h im , a 
tall, red -fa ced  m an, talking w ith  a grou p  
o f  p ilots.

T h e  next person  he saw , as he jo in ed  
the grou p , w as Sam  H in ton — H in ton , 
b leary -eyed  from  loss o f  sleep, h is u n i
form  soiled  and rum pled . H in ton  d id n ’t 
see h im ; H in ton  h ad  F lann igan  b y  the 
arm , and he was sayin g , “ I f  I  cou ld  go, 
I  w ou ld— bu t I  have to  fly fifteen  p eop le  
to  C h icago . B ut so m e b o d y ’s g ot to  g o ! 
T h is  is a  m an ’s life , d a m m it! H e ’s 
perched  on  that r o o f, and h e ’s been  there 
a  lon g  tim e— I  saw  h im  w hen I  w ent over 
on  the w ay  to  N ash v ille  and I  saw  him  
com in g  back . T h e  p oor d ev il w en t h a lf 
crazy  b oth  tim es, try ing  to  m ake m e see 
h im . U nless M illb u rn  goes dow n  there, 
this g u y  hasn ’t g ot a  chance. W a ter  all 
round for  three or four m iles— deep 
w ater. N o  boats w ork ing  in  that area 
at a ll.”

T h e  pa le -faced , plum pish  m an he in 
d icated  said in an u n com forta b le  v o ice , 
“ Y o u  a ir-line p ilots  d on ’t have to  co n 
sider equ ipm en t like I  do. I  cam e dow n  
here to  d o  flood -re lie f w ork , b u t I ’m  not 
goin g  to  w reck  m y  airplane. I  m ight 
h it a floating log  or som ething, landing. 
I t ’ll be  dark  b e fo re  I  get there. I f  I  p iled  
u p , I ’d be  in the w ater, m an, n o t sitting 
on  a  r o o f ! ”

“ Y o u ’ve got an a m p h ib ia n ?”  T e rry  
excla im ed  excited ly .

N o b o d y  n oticed  h im . “ H o w  far is 
this p la c e ? ”  F lannigan  asked H in ton . 
“ W e  ought to  d o  som ething, i f  w e ca n .”

“ A b o u t th irty  m iles. H ere— it ’s right 
here on  the m ap, w here this little  row  o f  
h ills com es ou t and m akes a  k in d  o f 
headland in the va lley . Y o u  ca n ’t m iss 
it, on ce y o u  get there. F or G o d ’s sake, 
M illb u rn , this is life  o r  death  fo r  that 
p oor d e v il! T h e  w ater ’s gettin g  higher 
all the tim e. B y  m orning— ”

T e rry  w as claw in g  h is w a y  through, 
h is heart beating  w ild ly  in h is throat. 
H is  w ords rushed ou t, shrill and  im pera
t iv e : “ M r. F lann igan , I ’v e  spent all d ay  
try in g  to  get in to that va lley . T h a t ’s 
m y  fa ther on  that r o o f ! I  d id n ’t kn ow  
there was an am phibian  here. I  can  fly  
that sh ip .”  H e  turned to  H in ton , and 
his ton e w as desperate. “ Y o u ’re n ot g o 
ing to  stop  m e, e ith e r ! I ’ve  g ot to  have 
that p la n e ! ”

H e  saw  H in to n ’s dark  fa ce  change 
s low ly  to  a  lo o k  o f  d ou bt. “ H e llo , W a tts .”  
A n d  then, “ M illbu rn  d oesn ’t th ink it ’s 
sa fe , a lthough  that’s a  m atter o f  variab le  
op in ion . B u t i t ’s h is plane. I f  I  w ere 
y ou , I  w ou ldn ’ t try  to  d o  it .”
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F lann igan , ey in g  T e rry  in  surprise, 
said , “ I  thought y o u ’d  gone w ith  In ter
ocean  A ir  L ines, k id . I t ’s— ”

“ I  w as w ith  th em .”  H e  sw ung to  M ill-  
burn . “ I f  y o u  w on ’t g o , let m e have that 
p lane. Now — b efore  it  gets too  d a r k !”

“ G oin g  dow n  there ’s a g ood  w ay  to  k ill 
y o u rse lf,”  M illb u rn  snapped.

“ I  w ou ldn ’t  c a r e ! ”  T e rry  groaned. 
“ T h a t ’s m y  father dow n  there, ca n ’t you  
u nderstand? A  p lan e ’s the on ly  w a y  to  
save h is l i f e ! ”

“ Y o u  cou ld  have it , i f  I  w ere sure y o u ’d 
get it ba ck . B u t I  d o n ’t th in k  y o u  
w ou ld .”

In  b la ck  despair, T e rry  d ropped  his 
arm s h ea v ily  against h is sides.

A n d  then F lannigan  w as speaking. 
“ L isten ,”  he w as saying to  M illbu rn , “ I  
gave this k id  a  few  hours o f  instruction  
b e fore  he w ent in to  the A rm y . I  k n ow  
his father. I f  this k id  w reck s y ou r  plane, 
I ’ll guarantee the dam age, s e e ? ”

IT  seem ed strange to  be  in  a co ck p it  
again, w ith  th e  ground slid ing past to 

the changing roar o f  the exhaust. T e rry  
banked  cau tiou sly  south, and set his 
course tow ard  Shepardsville.

D arkn ess lay  to  the east, an d  the w est 
w as bath ed  in  a  ch a lk y  reddish  glow . 
F rom  the a ir, he cou ld  see this flood. 
T h e  va lleys south  o f  L ou isv ille  w ere filled 
w ith  w ater, lik e  fingers extended from  
the pa lm  w h ich  w as a ben d  o f  the O hio.

A s h e  flew , h e  exam ined  the co ck p it , 
the equ ipm en t o f  the plane. H e  had 
never flow n  on e sim ilar to  this, a  little  
m on op lan e w ith  the engine on  a  cow led - 
in m ou n t above  the w ing. T h e  landing 
gear pu m ped  u p  so that the w heels nes
tled  in to  recesses on  each  side o f  the h u l l ; 
and  w hen  the w heels w ere up, the plane 
becam e in  actu a lity  a fly in g  boa t. T h ere  
w ere flares fo r  em ergency , and lights for 
the instrum ent-board . T h e  on ly  th ing 
he la ck ed  w as landing-lights.

A n d  the need fo r  them  was goin g  to 
be  acute, he knew , w hen he p rob ed  b e 
tw een those h ills and tried to  land . T h e  
v ery  thought o f  try in g  to  do it m ade him  
shiver, fo r  he realized a ll the dangers o f  
th is m ission . Y e t  the thing he feared 
m ost n ow  w as n ot the prospect o f  w hat 
he m eant to  d o , bu t his ow n  w ill, his ow n  
response to  a dreaded  th ing h e  had  to  
overcom e. W h a t w ou ld  he d o , w hen it 
w as tim e to  land ? W o u ld  he b low  up  in 
a  pan ic, or  w ou ld  h e  go  on  dow n  and d o  
the jo b  ? H e  w asn ’t sure. B u t here, t o 
n ight, he fe lt, he m ight learn m ore about 
h im self than he had ever k n ow n  before .

T h in k in g  abou t that, all weariness 
d ropped  from  h im . H e  should  have fe lt 
exhausted, a fter bein g  up  all n ig h t; but 
he w asn ’ t tired  a n y  m ore, he w as on ly  
hungry, an d  that w as bu t a  vague d is
com fort in his stom ach  and a  fee lin g  o f  
acid  stickiness inside his m outh .

D arkness cau ght h im  ju st as he entered 
the va lley  w h ich  w as his ob je ct iv e . It  
cam e dow n  lik e  a  curtain  draw n together 
in  the w est, leav ing  a w eird  g loom  that 
seem ed to  be  partia lly  absorbed  b y  the 
w ater be low , so that there w as still the 
ou tlin e o f  the flooded  area, w ith  the hills 
u tterly  b la ck  w here th ey  thrust u p  
against the clouds.

H e  saw  the shadow  o f  the little  head 
lan d  b e fore  he fou n d  the house. T h e  
house w as p ra ctica lly  subm erged , b u t he 
cou ld  see an ob lon g  pa tch  o f  b la ck  that 
m arked  the gable  line. He' cou ld  n ot tell 
w hether h is father w as still there, and 
c irclin g  and seeing noth ing, h is heart fe lt 
h eavy  w ith  fear that he w as too  late.

N o w  that h e  w as here, he w asn ’t sure 
he cou ld  get d o w n ; and the thought o f  
fa ilure en gu lfed  h im  w ith  a  k in d  o f  p r ick 
ly  heat. T h e  ce ilin g  was six hundred 
feet or even  less. H e  turned b a ck  and 
forth , seeing the n avigation -ligh ts w hip  
through the low er tendrils o f  the m ist, 
exp lod in g  in to  m om entary  glow s o f  red 
and green. T h e  h ills  on  every  side were 
a lm ost in the clou ds, i f  n ot a lready  in 
them . T h e  thought o f  losin g  h is sense o f  
orien tation  and fly in g  in to  a  gaunt slope 
m ade h is sca lp  tingle w ith  a  tension  that 
k ep t m ounting.

Suddenly , a lm ost be low , he saw  a flare 
o f  light as from  a m atch  ign ited , a  mere 
p in -poin t o f  flam e, lik e  a  b r igh t star that 
peeps through  a  h o le  in  scu dd in g  clouds 
and then is gone. H e  k n ew  then, p osi
tive ly , that h is father w as alive. H e  
knew  that n o  m atter h ow  a fra id  he was, 
he had  to  land. H e  had to . H e  sw ung 
to  the w est and ban ked  b a ck  sharply, 
feeling  all h is reflexes speeding up. B ut 
in sp ite  o f  fright, he cu t the gun and 
started dow n.

W ith  d ilated , straining eyes he tried to 
see the su rface o f  the w ater. D ep th  per
cep tion  w as a  t r ick y  th ing, and he cou ld n ’ t 
ju d ge  h is altitude. H e  realized that he 
m ight fly  in too  hard, and sp lit the hull 
w ide  open  and sink b e fore  he cou ld  clim b  
through the hatch . H e  realized  that he 
m ight strike som ething in the w ater, and 
n ose over and b e  trapped . B u t still he 
eased the sh ip  dow n , h old in g  his breath , 
bursting the gun w ith  short b lasts to keep 
his speed.
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T h e  altim eter needle craw led  around 
the d ia l until feet, instead o f  hundreds o f  
feet, separated h im  from  con ta ct— but 
still h e  co u ld n ’t gauge his d istance. T h e  
house w as som ew here u p  there, and he 
snatched a g lan ce to  find it  so he w ou ldn ’t 
sm ash in to  it, landing. A n d  in  that 
g lance he saw the b lack  silhouette o f  the 
h ills  so c lose  that he cou ld  alm ost reach 
out and tou ch  them  w ith  h is hands as 
th ey  leaped b a ck  to  slap h im  in the face.

H e  slam m ed the throttle  open , praying 
that the engine w ou ld  lift  h im  out o f  
here. H e  clim bed , m akin g  a dangerous 
stall-turn  to  get aw ay.

SO M E H O W , he m issed the h ills. But 
in  that turn h e  lost the p osition  o f  the 

house, and it was darker now , and for 
som e tim e he c ircled , circled , w heeling 
w ith  his upper w in g  stu ck  alm ost into the 
clouds.

H e  kn ew  one th ing, n o w : H e  w ould  
never get dow n  sa fe ly , try in g  such a 
landing as that first one. It  was entirely 
hopeless. H e  w ou ld  keep on try ing  until, 
in  a  sp lit-secon d  o f  error, he w ou ld  crash.

T h e  light dow n  there w in ked  suddenly  
again— w in ked  and w ent ou t like a candle 
bein g  snuffed. A n d  seeing it, T erry  had 
a sudden idea o f  som ething that m ight 
w ork .

H e  had n ot d ropped  a flare in the b e 
ginning because o f  his low  altitude, and 
because, although  the flare w ou ld  burn in 
w ater, it w ou ld  n ot h elp  h im  ju dge  his 
a ltitude in landing v e ry  m uch— and it 
w ou ld  b lin d  h im , so that i f  he m issed on 
that a ttem pt, he w ou ld  b e  sittin g  in the 
air unable to  see anyth ing  at all. B ut 
now , k now ing  it  was the last chance, 
k n ow in g  that i f  he fa iled  he p rob a b ly  
w ou ld  cra ck  u p  an yh ow  in other efforts, 
he turned over tow ard  the little  range o f 
h ills, try in g  to  ju d ge  h is tim ing and his 
d istance. H e  m ust do this ju st right.

T h en  h e  sw ung aw ay , fly in g  w est again, 
and flew  ju st b e low  the c lou ds to  a p o 
sition  w here he thought the house to  be. 
T en se ly , at the proper m om ent, he jerked  
the flare release— w ent on  fo r  five cou n t
ed seconds and jerk ed  it on ce  m ore to  
du m p the other one.

A lm ost instantly  the in k y  n ight was 
d ispelled  b y  a  flood  o f  greenish  light as 
the tw o flares burst to  life . A t  fu ll throt
tle, hurrying, T e rry  w ent on , tak in g  dis
tance and then b an k in g  fran tica lly  to 
head in to  the glare. T h e  flares were 
sinking rap id ly . W h en  they  h it the 
w ater, he w ou ld  have no m ore than th irty

seconds in w h ich  to  put th is airplane 
dow n .

In  the light, as h e  turned, h e  cou ld  see 
the ro o f-to p , w ith  the figure o f  h is father 
c lin gin g  p it ifu lly  to  the ch im n ey  fo r  sup
port. T h en  he gave a ttention  to  the fin
ish o f  the turn. H e  was nosed tow ard  the 
flares, lin in g  u p  his p lane w ith  them , 
w hen they  p lunged  in to the w ater.

T h e y  seem ed to exp lode  to  tw ice  their 
form er brilliance fo r  a  space o f  seconds, 
the m agnesium  candles leaping and sk it
tering w ild ly  in  a  froth  o f  bo ilin g  water. 
Y e t  even in that light, it w as im possib le 
to  ju d ge  h is height above  the flat, ca lm  
ye llow  surface. H e  had  noth in g  to  ju dge  
b y . So he lined  the flares up, and w hen 
the far light was m erging w ith  the near 
one, he eased the w heel ba ck , gunning 
to  h a lf pow er. T h e  p lane “ m u sh ed”  on, 
the hull h issing gen tly  as it slow ed. 
Sudden ly  the flares burned out, and 
b lackness leaped in to  fill the vo id .

F or five m inutes T e rry  sat there, 
w aitin g  for his straining eyes to  d ilate. 
H is  heart was beating w ith ou t acce lera 
tion , and he d id  not feel excited , even, 
on ly  relieved. T a x y in g  w ith  infin ite 
cau tion , he proceeded  at a dragging pace. 
W hen  his eyes had b ecom e accustom ed 
to the darkness, he cou ld  see the silhou 
ette o f  the h ills ahead q u ite  p la in ly—  
enough, he thought, to  take off, on ce  he 
g ot lined up. T hen  he saw  the glim m er 
o f  a m atch, a lm ost level w ith  the w ater. 
A  m om ent later the nose bu m ped  on  the 
incline o f  the roo f. H e  cu t the sw itches 
and clam bered  ou t and m ade a  line fast 
to  the ch im n ey.

“ P a ! ”  he cried . “ P a, I  got h e re ! T h is  
is T e r r y ! ”

TH E  elder W a tts  clung to  h is son, 
exhausted. H e  was so  hoarse his 

w ords cam e in a  w hisper. “ Son, y o u ’re 
ju st in tim e. I ’d abou t g ive  up . I  w as 
m ost ready  to  let g o .”

G etting his father in to  the plane, 
T erry  thought abou t that statem ent. H e  
had been abou t to  g ive  up , too , until 
tod a y , ton ight. B u t he w as all right, 
now . H e  kn ew  h e  cou ld  get in to  a co ck 
p it w ith  Sam H in ton  or a n y b o d y  else, 
and no m atter w hat happened  he cou ld  
fu n ction  properly . T on ig h t had  taught 
h im  to  d o  that. A n d  he cou ld  get a  jo b  
and h old  it now , t o o ; i f  n ot h is o ld  one, 
then another one. . . .

H e  laughed, feeling  g o o d ; then h e  
started the engine and  taxied  ou t to  take 
off tow ard  the hills.

Another authentic story of air-adventure by Leland Jamieson will appear in an early issue.
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A (jir l Like a
One of the most dramatic of all this “Ships and Menn series.

By H. Bedford-Jones and 
Captain L. B. Williams

SO M E B O D Y  had tried to  pu t som e
thing over on  In sp ector R osch , and 
he w as rea lly  angry. Y o u  w ou ld  
n ot have thought that a gentle, 

spectacled , gray-h aired  C ustom s official 
w h o had the sm ile o f  a ben ignant cherub 
cou ld  m ake the fu r f ly ; bu t In spector 
R o sch  m ade it fly  all over P ort H u ron  
and  parts  o f  M ich iga n  ad jacen t.
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T h en  h e  returned to  h is interrupted 
ta lk  w ith  m e.

“ W h ere  w as I ? ”  he dem anded. “ O h, 
y e s ! P irates, lateen rig, h istory— the 
fu n n y  th ing abou t h istory  is that it 
hasn ’ t a darned b it  o f  interest unless y o u  
get the hum an side o f  it. R ig h t? ”  

“ D ea d  right, In sp ector ,”  I  assented. 
“ I  w ish  I  had you r k n ow ledge  o f  ships,



too . B u t y o u  m en tioned  the lateen rig  
and  its or ig in .”

“ Y e s .”  H e  ru bbed  h is ch in  and look ed  
across the river at the C anadian shore, 
and  the new  b rid ge  that had  don e aw ay 
w ith  the o ld  ferry . “ Y es . T h a t g o t  its 
start w ith  a  ch ap  w h o  w as in  a  bad  jam . 
O ne o f  the knights o f  St. John, w h o held  
R h od es  and  m ade it their business to  
fight the M oslem  p irates.”

“ H o ld  o n ,”  I  said cau tiou sly . “ T h e  
lateen rig  started aw a y  b a ck  b e fore  then. 
A n d  those kn ights o f  St. John  used galleys 
en tire ly . N o  sails at all. Just oars.”

HE  ch u ck led . “ Y o u r  s tory  is where 
hum an in terest lies, isn ’t it ? A  man 

m a y  in ven t a  th ing, and  a lo t  o f  fo lk s  
use it , and  n oth in g  com es o f  it until 
som e on e  com es a lon g  and grabs the 
w ork s a n d  in trod u ces it  in  a  b ig  w ay. 
T ru e  ?”

“ S om etim es,”  I  adm itted , still cau 
tiously  ; it doesn ’ t p a y  to  be to o  cocksure 
w ith  an y  govern m en t m an. “ B ut le t ’s 
keep  the record  straight. T h ose  knights 
w ere sw ell fighters and  le ft  a  b ig  m ark  
on  h is to ry ; still, they  w ere vow ed  to  
ce lib a cy . W h e re ’s y ou r  hum an interest 
in  th a t? ”

“ R ig h t there, m a y b e ,”  said  he. “ B oy , 
w hen a  m on k  fa lls  in love , y o u ’ve g o t  one 
hell o f  a  h um an-in terest story  to  fo llow  
u p ! ”

“ T h ese  kn igh ts w eren ’ t m on k s,”  I  o b 
je c t e d ; and he nodded .

“ T h e y  w ere vow ed  to  ce lib a cy , though. 
T h e y  w ere draw n from  the eight ch ie f 
n ation s o f  C hristendom  at the t im e ; they 
a ll cam e o f  great fam ilies. E ach  nation  
h ad  its ow n  co llege  or  h om e at R hodes, 
bu t th ey  u su a lly  w ork ed  together for the 
O rder, regardless.”

“ W h ere ’d  y o u  learn so  m u ch  abou t it ?”  
I  asked cu riou sly . “ A n d  w hat has it to 
d o  w ith  the lateen rig  ? T h e  A rabs really  
to o k  over that rig  from  the E gyp tia n s.”  

“ S u re ; b u t the fighting ships o f  the 
M ed iterranean  w ere ga lleys ju st the 
sam e,”  he re jo in ed . “ Y o u  k n ow , m y  
fo lk s  used to  be  F rench . T h e  nam e was 
St. R o ch e  orig in a lly , until on e o f  them  
cam e over w ith  L a fa y ette  and settled 
here. H e  fetch ed  a lon g  a  lo t  o f  o ld  fam 
ily  papers and such tru ck , and I ’ve  dug 
som e queer th ings ou t o f  those d ocum ents. 
O ne w as a b ou t the lateen  rig, and that o ld  
an cestor o f  m ine w as in  on e bad  fix, b y  
the lo o k s  o f  it. I  ca n ’t stand here g a b 
b in g  all day, so i f  y o u ’d  lik e  to  lo o k  the 
yarn  over, I ’ll send it a long . Y o u  can  
use it  i f  y o u  w an t.”

I  to ld  In sp ector R osch  I ’d  be  tick led  
p in k  to  g e t h is a n cestor ’s yarn , and w ent 
m y  w ay . H e  sent it to  m e, a ll right. A n d  
w hen I  d ipped  in to  it, so  h elp  m e, I  
th ou ght at first h e  h ad  gyp p ed  m e. S tory  ? 
H u m an  interest ? C e lib a cy ?  L ateen  r ig ?  
W h ere  w as it  a l l?  N oth in g  here bu t a 
storm -lashed  islet in a  d riv in g  sea.

T h e  p ictu re  o f  it  grew  u pon  m e. A  
steep, r o ck y  islet, so sh arp ly  ju tt in g  ou t 
o f  the w ater that a  goa t cou ld  n ot c lim b  
it. A  m an c o u ld ; m en h ad , fo r  a to p  the 
ro ck  w as a  th ick -w alled  castle  o f  reddish  
stone. H en ce  the nam e o f  C astelrosso. 
B e low  w as an excellen tly  p rotected  little  
h arbor in  w h ich  tw o naked  ga lleys were 
rock in g . O n the storm -w reck ed  h orizon  
la y  the m ountains o f  A sia  M in o r . O n  the 
ro ck y  shores o f  the islet, w reck age  w as 
strew n. A  sh ip  had  stru ck  and  gon e  to  
sm ash there. B u t on  the w h ole  islet, n ot 
a  liv in g  soul w as v isib le— at first.

TH E N  a figure grew , com in g  from  a 
postern  gate o f  that castle  apparently  

deserted. T h is  w as a m an  w h o w ore  no 
a rm o r ; a b e lt closed  the m antle o f  the 
O rder, b la ck  w ith  a  w hite cross, show ing 
he was on e o f  the knights. A lon e , he 
cam e dow n  to  the ro ck y  w reckage-strew n  
shore and stared at the tossing debris 
there. H e  w as a  y ou n g  m an, b u t h is fa ce  
w as haggard and cu riou sly  draw n.

A  fa int, gasping v o ice  reached h im . 
H e  stirred, started in to  life , and  sudden
ly  p lunged  dow n  th igh -deep  in  the w ater 
be low . A  tossing m ass o f  spars and tim 
bers d rove  in a t h im ; am id  it w as a  h u 
m an figure, hand outstretched . T h e  m an 
seized the h a n d ; in  tw o m inutes h e  had 
draw n to  sa fe ty  the sole su rv ivor o f  this 
w re ck : a  w om an, sh ivering and spent, 
w earing a scarlet silken rob e  that clung 
to  her b o d y — a you n g  w om an , w ith  rich  
m asses o f  b la ck -b lu e  h a ir  that fe ll in w et 
ringlets abou t her w aist and knees.

“ C o u ra g e ! N o t  hurt ? C lim b , th e n ! ”  
H e  su pported  h er w ith  stou t arm  and 
ch eering w ords, and h elped  her up  the 
steep  rock . O ccasion a l g lim pses show ed 
that n o  oth er liv in g  thing had  com e 
ashore. T w ice  she n early  co llap sed , b u t  
they m ade the little  entrance and w ent 
on  in to  the castle.

A  death ly  p lace, a  gh astly  p lace, w ith  
noth in g  a live  in the w alls, y e t  w ith  e v i
dences o f  abu ndan t li fe  all around. T h e y  
passed through  the cou rtyard , up  a  stairs, 
and the kn igh t led  her to  a room .

“ R e st,”  he said. “ D r y  c loth es are here 
in  p len ty . I ’ll b rin g  y o u  fo o d  and w ine. 
D o  y o u  u n d erstan d ?”



She gave h im  a  w an ly  flashing sm ile 
and rep lied  in  h is ow n  F rench .

“ C erta in ly . Y o u  are v ery  g ood . Y o u  
are n o t a lone h e re ? ”

“ I  am  a lon e ,”  said  the k n ight, and w ith 
drew . H is  v o ice  ech oed  from  the em pty  
w alls w ith  m ou rn fu l c a d e n c e ; the w ords 
seem ed to  lin ger and hang in  the air.

A fte r  a  tim e h e  cam e ba ck  w ith  a tray, 
k n ock ed , and  entered at her w ord . She 
w as ly in g  on  the bed , heaped over w ith  
b la n k e ts ; her scarlet robe  la y  w et on  the 
floor. H e r  b la ck  hair w as spread ou t over 
the p illow s lik e  a c lou d , her extended arm s 
w ere bare  to  the shoulder, b u t a  laugh  sat 
in  h er eyes and w arm  co lo r  in her cheeks, 
and P ierre  St. R o ch e  saw  that she was 
beau tifu l and had a  straight, firm  gaze.

“ Y o u ’re a  kn igh t o f  St. J o h n ! ”  she ex
cla im ed . “ W h a t p lace  is th is ? ”  

“ C astelrosso Is lan d ,”  he replied. “ I  am  
P ierre St. R och e , K n igh t C om m an der o f

Ho plunged thigli-doep Into 
tlto water, and In two minutes 
had drawn to safety the sole 

survivor of the wreck.

the O rder. I  com m and  th e  garrison  h e r e ; 
the island belongs trt-JLhodes.”

? ”  she asked, 
set dow n  the

nt to  sleep. 
. “ A  little  
s! W e re n ’t 

h  the G rand

“ W h ere is you r  
“ D e a d ,”  he rep^ 

tray. “ I ’ll leavq 
“ N o ; d o n ’t go .

I ’m  qu ite  all rig ’ 
w ine is all I  need* 
y o u  at C ypru s last ■
M aster ? ”

“ Y e s .”  H e  pou red  TAjme an d  h eld  it  to 
h er lips, sm iling a  little  as she drank. 
N ever, he thought, h ad  ne seen so love ly  
a th ing as this g i r l ; sheAvas no m ore than 
a g irl. “ A n d  y ou r n am f, la d y  ? ”

A s she m et h is g a z & a  tide o f  co lo r  
cam e in to  her cheeks.,

“ E lea n or ,”  she said" in  a low  v o ice . 
“ M o re  than this, I  d o  n ot w ish  to  te ll y o u ; 
nor d o  I  w ish  to  lie  to ,y o u , Sir P ierre. 
W ill y o u  b e  satisfied w ith  the on e w o r d ? ”  

“ W h ile  it bears a  sm ile, y e s ,” — and 
laughing, h e  sat beside her. “ T h e re ’s 
noth ing I  can  d o  fo r  y ou , r e a lly ? ”  

“ N oth in g , th a n k s ; I ’ll get up and dress 
presently . I t ’s a ftern oon . D id  y o u  say 
all y ou r  garrison  is d e a d ? ”

“ A ll,”  he assented. “ F o rty  kn ights, re
tainers, slaves— all. I  bu ried  the last a 
w eek  ago. A  P isan  ga lley  stopped  for  
w ater, and le ft  us the p lague in exchange. 
W h en  a  ga lley  from  R h od es  w ill arrive,
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I  d o  n ot k n ow . L u ck ily , w e have n o  la ck  
o f  an yth in g  h ere .”

H e  w on dered  h ow  she w ou ld  take it. 
T h e  p lague— dread w o rd ! T h e  plague 
h ad  sw ept the w h ole  w orld , these last fifty  
years. D eath  in  the sea m ight h ave been 
easier. F o r  an instant her cheeks 
b la n ch e d ; then she sm iled , and  p u t her 
hand in h is, and her v o ice  w as steady  and 
unafraid .

“ G o o d ! Y o u  h ave a  recru it. I  th ink 
y o u  you rse lf are in b itter  need o f  rest; 
g o  and sleep. I ’ll w atch , and  w aken y o u  
a t sunset.”

H e  saw that she m eant her w ords. A n d  
in his fine, stron g  features she read re
lie f. She com preh en ded  that he had  been 
on  w atch  n ight and day , lest either friend  
or en em y show  up.

“ E le a n o r ! T h a t is a  qu een ’s n am e,”  
said he, and kissed her fingers. “ A t sun
set.”  H e  w ent ou t, stu m blin g  w ith  u t
ter exhaustion .

A F E W  hours sleep m ade vast d iffer
ence. H e  w as h im self again , alert, 

ten years y o u n g e r ; h is b o d y , hardened to  
bear the w eigh t o f  arm or, w as a  ripp le  o f



cord ed  sinew . A n d  he fou n d  her, fo r  la ck  
o f  any w om a n ’s gear in the p lace, garbed  
in  the su rcoat and d ou b let o f  one o f  the 
dead  k n ig h ts ; b u t these garm ents cou ld  
n ot h ide the lo v e ly  w arm  lines o f  her 
b o d y , and her fa ce  w as lik e  a flow er. 
T h e  straight, true eyes o f  her k in d led  a 
flam e in h im  w h ich  he cou ld  n ot and 
w ou ld  n ot con cea l.

W h a t w as m ore  to  the poin t, he found, 
a  c o o k e d  m eal r e a d y ; and this, a fter a 
w eek  and m ore o f  m o ld y  cheese and 
bread , w as no less than a  m iracle. . . .

T h u s began  w hat, fo r  P ierre St. R och e , 
w as the m ost jo y o u s  tim e o f  all h is life . 
N o t  becau se he w as alone w ith  a beau tifu l 
g irl in a  p la ce  o f  d e a th ; bu t because this 
girl h ad  w ith in  her a sp irit that was a 
b lazing  force , and becau se she loved  him . 
O f this he w as sure a ll too  soon , and o f  
h im se lf as w ell.

T h a t she w as n o  vagran t dem oiselle  he 
knew  at on ce . T h in gs  slipped  o u t ; b e 
sides, she had au th ority , and there was 
the fine h igh goodn ess o f  her. A  girl like 
a sw ord, to  be  reverenced and k ept from  
all stain  and held  in  k n igh tly  h o n o r ; so 
he h eld  her, indeed . T h e y  w ere alone in 
the com p a n y  o f  the dead , and lov e  ripened 
fast betw een  them .

She ta lked  m uch  o f  h erself, n ot at all o f  
her life  or  station . She show ed h im  a 
w ide g ird le  that had been  under her robe 
w hen she cam e ashore. I t  had m an y little  
pock ets , and  each h e ld  preciou s stones o f  
great p rice , all m anner o f  them , so that 
R o ch e  stood  aghast.

“ I t  is a fo r tu n e ! ”  he said in  aw e, and 
she laughed at his expression , and sw ept 
u p  the stones carelessly.

“ N o  d ou b t. W h a t is that to  a kn igh t 
vow ed  to  a  s im ple li fe  and ce lib a cy  ? ”

B u t n ot to  ch astity . S im p licity , ce li
b a cy , w arfare against the infidel, poverty ,

y e s ;  y e t  they w ere n o t m on k s, these 
kn igh ts o f  the w hite  cross. R o ch e  pu t 
the thought stern ly  aw ay  from  h im . Still, 
th ey  w ere a lon e w ith in  the w id e  com pass 
o f  sea and  sk y , and lov e  grew  u p on  them .

A n d  there w as the eternal peril to  
qu ick en  em otion . A n y  M oorish , E g y p 
tian or T u rk ish  corsa ir that dared  take a 
ch ance w ou ld  find them  and the castle 
at its m ercy . In deed , on  the fou rth  day 
o f  h er presence here, a sail b rok e  the h ori
zon . R o ch e  dashed off fo r  his arm or, and 
w hen he regained the w alls fou n d  a new  
person  there. L eather co a t  and chain - 
m ail, b la ck  hair sheared sh ort b y  sw ord- 
edge, dark  sun -brow n ed  face  no m ore  tell
tale than the blu rred  figure. H e  stared.

“ I ’d n ot dream  y o u  w ere the m ost beau 
tifu l w om an  in  the w orld— or a  w om an  at 
a l l ! ”

“ Safer so, perh aps,”  said she. “ I ’ll keep 
the costum e. A n d  the s h ip ? ”

H e  squinted at the sea. “ V eerin g  off. 
A  M o o r , b y  her s a i l ; she ’ll n ot tem pt our 
galleys, a fter  all. L itt le  she k n o w s! 
Safer so, y o u  s a y ; a fra id  o f  m e, are y o u ? ”  

“ A fra id  o f  y o u ? ”  She cam e c lose  to  
h im  and look ed  in to  his face , her dark  
eyes m ore lo v e ly  and eloqu en t than an y  
w ords. “ N o , m y .dear, n ot o f  y o u ! ”

RO C H E  tre n d e d ;, and tou ch ed  her 
hand. S i^ | f l r a h e  to o k  her in  h is 

arms and k i s s ^ ^ ^ H jn  the lips, and she 
did  not sa y  he loosed  her.

“ I ’ll not d j^ ^ ^ ^ ^ K i n , ”  sa id  he, but 
d id  i t ; then .drew aw ay from
her again..

“ B y  G od , he said , an d  d id
not. H o w e v e r ^ ^ e r e  w as n o  h urt in 
speaking o f  lo V e ^ n d  this they  d id  very  
fra n k ly  and tencjerly, look in g  ou t upon  
the sk y  and  sea. . E a ch  o f  them  jo y e d  in 
the other, and  their hands clasped  and 
their b od ies  drew tclose , b u t b e fore  their 
lips m et, R o ch e  rJtood up.

“ A n  oath  is an qath, and th ou gh  I  lov e  
y o u  w ith  all m y  heart, I  w ill n o t k iss y o u  
again , m y  dear. 'P erhaps, indeed, because 
I d o  love  y o u .”  ,

She agreed w if l i  h im , though  no dou bt 
sorely  against her w ill, and  they  cam e to 
speak o f  other m atters. R o ch e  ta lked  o f  
R h odes, o f  the kn ights there, o f  h is  cru ises 
against the M o o rs . A nd- look in g  dow n  at 
the em p ty  naked ga lleys in  the litt le  har
b o r  be low , he sh ook  h is h ead , frow nin g .

“ L o o k  at th e m ! O ars a lone, w ith  
slaves row in g  th e m ; and the corsa irs , 
w ho had b o th  sails and oars, ever h o ld  the 
advantage o f  us. H ere , com e  w ith  m e. I  
w ant to  show  y o u  som eth in g .”
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T h e  h orizon  w as clear now , the ship 
gone. H e  caught her hand and led  her 
dow n  in to  a  room  be low . H ere , upon  a  
sm all b lo ck  o f  w o o d , w as m ou n ted  a  tiny  
arrangem ent o f  m ast, sails and ropes.

“ D o  y o u  k n ow  an yth in g  abou t ships, 
E lean or ? ”

“ A  little .”  H e r  dark  eyes danced. “ A ll 
m y  li fe  has been  lived  w ith  them .”

“ G o o d ! A s y o u  kn ow , the ga lleys o f  
the O rder use oars alone, no s a ils ; so d o  
a ll w ar-galleys. B ut M oorish  and E g y p 
tian corsa irs use sails as w ell. T h e y  have 
the speed o f  us, and o ften  they  escape us, 
w ith  their b ig  lateen sails. N o w  it is in 
m y  m ind  that i f  w e had  a fighting galley  
w ith  canvas, as w ell as oars, w e ’d  be able 
to  sm ite the infidel h ip  and th igh .”

“ O b v iou sly . T h e  ga lleys o f  V en ice  use 
sails, h ow ever.”

R o ch e  grim aced . “ Y e s ; square sails, 
lik e  the o ld  R om an  ships-. C lum sy, un
handy ; the lateen h olds a  better w ind and 
is qu ick er in  stays. A  corsa ir can  sail 
rings a rou nd  an y  V enetian . N o w , h ere ’s 
a rig  I ’ve  w ork ed  ou t fo r  use w ith  our 
ga lleys— ”

H e  show ed her the w ork in g  o f  the m in
iature rig , h ow  the lines ran , h ow  the high 
la teen  w ou ld  ca tch  light w inds, cou ld  
sw ing now  here, n ow  there, h ow  the im ag
inary ga lley  cou ld  outsail heavier cra ft, 
p o rt ly  cog s  or  drom on ds w ith  their great 
square sails.

“ I t ’s absurd  that th is rig  should  be  le ft  
to  heathen in fidels to  use,”  he con clu ded  
frow nin g ly .

T h e  g ir l’s eyes flashed.
“ R ig h t ! W h y  shou ld  it  be , then ? W h y  

n o t m ake use o f  i t ? ”
“ T h e  G rand M aster orders, w e ob ey . 

H e  is a  v ery  gentle  kn ight, bu t elderly . 
W h a t, says he, m ake use o f  sails when 
w e have M oorish  slaves to  h and le  oars? 
N ev er  been heard o f  and never w ill be  in 
his tim e. A n d  th at’s the answ er.”

“ P o o r  P ie r r e ! ”  she said so ft ly , and her 
fingers fou n d  his. “ N ever m ind , m y  
d e a r ; there w ill com e  a day , I  prom ise 
y o u ! Is  th is th ing the desire o f  y ou r  
heart ?”

“ I t ’s-one o f  .tw o, an d -y o u ’re the o th er,”  
h e  said. “ A n d  there ’s no h ope  o f  e ither.”

“ Y o u  m ight be  absolved  o f  y o u r  vow s 
a n d  leave the ord er.”

“ H o w  su pport a  w ife , then ? B esides, 
it  cou ld  on ly  be d on e at the request o f  a 
k in g  o r  a  great m an, or  o f  the G rand 
M a s te r ; I ’v e  n o  influence. N o , m y  h e a r t ; 
I  m ust lo v e  y o u  a ll m y  life . A n d  i f  as I  
th ink  y o u  are som e n ob le  la d y  o f  C yprus, 
so  m uch  the w orse fo r  us. T h e  k in g  and

others o f  the Lusignan  fam ily , w h o ow n 
a ll that island, are very  jea lous and 
prou d , and w ou ld  never con sen t that on e 
o f  their great ladies shou ld  m arry  a  p oor  
and h um ble k n igh t.”

“ T h a t is tru e,”  she said, and her fa ce  
w as trou b led . T h en  it cleared . “ B u t if 
w e  lov e  each other, m y  dear, does it  m at
ter i f  w e  ever m a rry ? ”

“ T o  be  honest abou t it, yes. I t  m at
ters a  g ood  deal,”  R och e  said.

She laughed and pressed h is arm . 
“ G o o d ! I  agree w ith  y ou . W e  m ay 

find a w a y ; n ow  le t ’s see abou t su pper.” 
A nother d ay  descended upon  them , and 

a n o th e r ; the sea w as em pty , and the blue 
m ountains o f  A rm en ia  h un g u pon  the 
h orizon , and  they  were alone.

A B I T T E R  m an was P ierre St. R och e 
in these d a y s . A  h ap py  m an in the 

m om ent, y e t  b itter  at thought o f  the long  
years ahead, and the hopeless fu ture. H e  
had no p ow erfu l friends in  the O rder. 
H is  com m an d  o f  this islet fortress was 
b y  w ay o f  punishm ent, because he had 
cried  ou t against the luxury  and sm all re
gard fo r  their vow s w h ich  possessed so 
m any o f  the knights at R h od es . A n d  now , 
as though b y  iron ic fate, lov e  had  com e 
in to  his life  and a  w ild  desire to  escape 
from  those v o w s ; bu t he cou ld  not.

Y e t  he, and  E leanor w ho loved  h im , 
w ere too  h igh  o f  sou l and too  kn igh tly  
bred  to  seek an y  w ay  ou t th at m ight b e 
sm irch  lov e  and  h onor.

T hen , ab ru p tly , cam e the end. A  sail 
b rok e  the h orizon , and another vesse l; 
a  g a lley  o f  the O rder escortin g  som e m er
chant here to  C astelrosso. R o ch e  shouted 
a lou d  and ran fo r  h is arm or. W h en  he 
cam e forth , all in  m ail from  head  to  foo t , 
h e  m et w ith  E leanor and  stared again  at 
h er. She had fou n d  n ondescrip t garm ents 
and som e stain to  darken  her fa ce  y et 
m ore. She d id  n ot seem  a w om an  at all.

“ Y o u  m ust1 n ot tell them  m y  nam e, or 
that I  am  a w om an ,”  she excla im ed.

“ I  can n ot lie ,”  h e  said sim ply.
“ N o  need. L is te n ! I  w as bein g  sent 

b y  m y  fa m ily  to  m arry  a lord  w hom  I  
had  never seen.”  She spok e rap id ly , 
breath lessly . “ N o w  let the sh ip  b e  a c
cou nted  lost and all in h e r ; let m y  fam ily  
th ink  m e dead. Y o u  se e ?  Y o u  d o n ’t 
k n ow  w ho I  am , P ie r r e ; y o u ’ve  on ly  m y  
w ord  for  it. E x ce lle n t! I  tell y o u  that 
I ’m  Jean G uiri, a m erchant o f  C yp ru s ; 
and that ends it. I  have jew els  and there
fore  am  w ealthy— ”

“ B ut g ood  G od , g i r l ! ”  cried  R och e , 
loo k in g  at her from  torm ented  eyes. 
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“ W h ere  w ill y o u  g o ?  I t  m eans that w e 
m ust p a rt.”

“ Y e s ,”  she said , w ith  tears springing 
to  h er cheeks. “ T ru st in G od , m y  dear.”

TH E  tw o ships cam e in. O n e w as a 
ship o f  the O rder, w ith  fo rty  kn ights 

aboard , and the other w as a  V enetian  
ga lley  bou n d  to  C rete. T h is  great and 
w ea lth y  island w as ow ned b y  V en ice  and 
w as her richest possession.

T h e  V enetian  w as anxious to  b e  on  
h er  w ay , and  read ily  gave passage to  Jean 
G uiri. So w ell had  the girl d isguised her 
figure, that her sex w as n ot suspected. 
R o ch e  parted  from  her w ith  a handclasp  
and k ept the torture o f  his heart secret. 
W h en  h e  cam e b a ck  to  h is ow n  room , he 
fou n d  h is b lo ck  o f  w ood  and  the m odel 
o f  h is rigg ing  vanished  en tire ly ; he 
guessed she m ight have taken it as a  m e
m en to o f  h im , b u t cared  n ot. N oth in g  
m attered  to  h im  now .

W orse  w as to  com e. T h e  ga lley  landed  
w hat kn ights and slaves it cou ld  spare, 
and  sped b a ck  fo r  R h od es  to  send other 
ships w ith  a new  garrison . R och e , ta lk 
in g  that n ight w ith  the kn ights w ho re
m ained  to  h e lp  keep  the fortress, heard 
them  discussing the w reck  o f  the ship 
from  C ypru s. Jean G uiri had  g iven  the 
nam e o f  that ship.

“ T h is  w ill b e  sore new s fo r  the L usign - 
an  fa m ily ,”  said  one. “ O n  board  that 
sh ip  w as the k in g ’s daughter. She was 
g o in g  to  the M orea , to  be m arried  to  the 
C ou n t o f  M o d ica . A n d  n ow  she is lost, 
and  her w ealth  w ith  h er.”

“ W h a t w as her n a m e ?”  asked  another. 
“ T h e  L a d y  E lean or,”  the first replied . 

“ I  m et her in C ypru s a  year or  so ago, 
an d  she w as the flow er o f  all that fam ily , 
an d  the loveliest o f  w om en .”

P ierre  St. R o ch e  knew  then w ith  w h om  
h e had  been  dealing, and ch ok ed  dow n  a 
groan . N o w , even  had  other th ings been 
equal, she w as m ore  rem oved  from  h im  
than ever. A n d  she w as gon e  in to  the 
w orld , and lost to  h im .

H e  fe ll in to  a  b rood in g  m elan ch oly  
from  w h ich  n oth in g  cou ld  stir h im . T h is  
passed in to  a  fe v e r ; and  w hen the ships 
cam e w ith  the new  garrison , he w as taken 
b a ck  to  R h od es  fo r  treatm ent, a  very  s ick  
m an.

H ere, a fter  som e w eeks, he began  a  s low  
recovery , b u t there w as no jo y  in  h im . 
T h e  general op in ion  w as that he w as o p 
pressed b y  thought o f  all those gentlem en 
w h o had  d ied  at C astelrosso, he a lon e sur
v iv in g  ; b u t the m atter w as m u ch  w orse. 
U p on  R o ch e  had settled  the co n v iction

that he w as m arked  ou t b y  destin y  for  
m isfortune, that he w as accursed , that 
w hatever he tou ch ed  w ou ld  turn to  g rie f 
and  loss and death . So firm ly  d id  this 
n otion  la y  h o ld  upon  h im  that it  becam e 
a  fixed idea in h is m ind , and  he had  no 
interest in anyth ing, and ta lked  o f  en 
tering som e religious order. . . .

O ne d ay  a V enetian  trad ing-sh ip  cam e 
in to  the harbor. H er m aster, w h o was 
a supple G reek  seam an, sought an au d i
en ce  w ith  the G rand M aster and obta ined  
it readily .

“ I  hear in the tow n ,”  said he, “ that Sir 
P ierre  St. R o ch e  is g r ievou sly  ill. O n ce  
I  ow ed  m y  life  and  freedom  to  this n oble  
k n ig h t; tw o years ago he captu red  a 
M oor ish  corsa ir in  w h ich  I  w as a slave 
at the oars. N o w  I  m a y  repay  his k in d 
ness. I  am  b ou n d  fo r  A cre  to  trade w ith  
the A rabs there, and w e have aboard  a 
sk illed  ph ysician  o f  great fam e. L et this 
kn igh t, I  p ray  y ou , g o  w ith  us that our 
p h ysician  m ay  heal h im .”

“ W illin g ly  w ou ld  I grant h im  lea ve ,”  
said the G rand M a ster, “ and though  his 
illness is m ore o f  m ind  than b o d y , the 
voya ge  m ight benefit h im . H ow ever, 
this is fo r  Sir P ierre  h im self to  sa y .”

HE  sum m oned R och e , w h o  look ed  at 
the G reek , and said he d id  n ot kn ow  

the m an. W h a t h e  d id , h ow ever, w as all 
on e  to  h im ; he accep ted  leave, ind iffer
en tly , and sent fo r  h is arm or, and w ith  
even ing  w ent aboard  the V enetian . W h en  
the anchor was up  and  the ga lley  stand
ing ou t o f  the harbor, the G reek  to o k  him  
to  one o f  the cabins.

“ T h e  p h ysician  w ill see y o u , L o rd ,”  
said  he.

“ In d e e d ? ”  R o ch e  shrugged. “ I  saw 
can non  on  the d eck , and y ou r  crew  have 
the lo o k  o f  sold iers rather than seam en .”  

“ T h e y  are sold iers, L o rd ,”  said the 
G reek. “ T w e n ty  C atalan  crossbow m en  
and th irty  seam en w h o are trained m en at 
arm s. A n d  w e  have fifty  slaves fo r  the 
oars.”

“ B u t these sails, this r ig g in g ?”  In  
the gathering dusk, R o ch e  frow n ed  u p  at 
the spars and canvas. “ B y  heavens, 
w here d id  y o u  outfit this sh ip ?  I f  this is 
n ot m y  ow n  rigging, the sails an d , ropes 
that I  p lanned  m y se lf— h a h ! A nsw er 
m e ! ”

“ T h e  sh ip  is ow n ed  b y  this sam e p h y 
sician , L o rd .”  T h e  G reek  threw  open  
the cab in  door. “ H e  is aw aiting y o u .”  

R o ch e  w ent in to  the cab in . A  m an 
rose to  greet h im ; a  m an w h o uttered a 
lo w  ch ok ed  c ry  and clu n g  suddenly  to
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him , a m an w hose so ft  rich  v o ice  p ierced  
in to  h is soul, w hose eyes brou gh t co m 
prehension  to  h im , w hose em brace set 
h im  to  trem bling. N o  m an indeed, but 
the m aid  E le a n o r ! R och e  sank dow n  
beside her and gripped  her hands.

“ Oh, this is m adness, m y  dear, m ad 
n e s s !”  he said , and groaned . “ I  k n ow  
w h o y o u  a r e ; D a m e E leanor o f  C ypru s is 
accou nted  dead. Y o u  h ave let y ou r  fam 
ily  th ink— ”

“ P lagu e take m y  fa m ily !”  she ex
cla im ed . “ I ’v e  little  to  lo v e  them  fo r ;  
I ’ve  everyth in g  to  lov e  y o u  for, P ierre. 
I f  th ey  kn ew  I w as a live, th ey ’d  sell m e 
o ff to  som e n ob le  in w ed lock . Y o u ’ve 
been  ill, I  hear— ah, m y  dear one, I ’ll 
m ak e you  w ell a g a in ! ”

“ N o , no, y o u  m ust n o t tem pt m e ! ”  he 
cried  h oarsely . “ N o w  that I ’ve seen you , 
n ow  that I ’ve  held  y o u  in m y  arm s, k n ow  
y o u  still lo v e  m e, I ’m  w ell again  and 
strong, and li fe  is a  d ifferent thing. P u t 
the ship b ack — ”

She laughed . “ B u t y o u  d o n ’t under
stand ! T h is  is you r  ow n  ship , the ga lley  
w hich  y o u  dream ed, rigged w ith  the sails 
and  ropes y o u  had  on  y ou r  little  m o d e l! 
I ’v e  been  in  C rete  a ll this t im e ; n o  one 
suspected I  was n ot Jean G uiri, a  m an, 
a m erchant. T h e  V enetians sold  m e this 
ga lley , I  had  her rigged and arm ed, I  
bou gh t slaves, I  h ired  archers and fight
ing m en. She’s you rs, y o u  understand? 
N o w  take her and  seek the infidel c o r 
sairs, and  pu t y o u r  great idea  to  the 
p r o o f ! H ere  is on e o f  y ou r  h ea rt ’s de
sires com e true.”

“ A n d  y o u  d id  t h i s ! ”  m uttered  R och e , 
overw h elm ed  w ith  it  all, w hen on ce  he 
fu lly  understood  the m atter. “ Y o u —  
B u t h ow  ? It  m ust have co s t  a  fortu n e 1 ”

She laughed again . H er  jo y o u s , eager 
laughter was a brave  th ing to  hear.

“ I  had a  fo r tu n e ; those gem s— y o u  
rem em ber them . N o w  none are le ft , and 
the ou tcom e  is in y ou r  hands. Seek p lu n 
der from  the M o o rs , or  w e all s ta rv e ! ”

WH E N  R o ch e  heard this, h is adm ir
ation  and lov e  and w onder passed 

a ll bou nds, and the heart q u ick en ed  in 
h im . T h en  it fa ltered  again.

“ I t  is n o  use,”  he said g loom ily . “ N o  
lu ck  w ill com e o f  it. W h eth er I  forget 
m y  vow s and b ecom e  a recreant kn igh t 
and go  off to  the w o r ld ’s end w ith  you , or 
w hether I  h o ld  to  h onor, I  am  accursed  in 
either case. P u t m e on  shore and leave 
m e, I  w arn y o u .”

“ D o n ’t be  a fo o l ,”  she said q u ick ly . 
“ I ’m  n ot here to  argue. I ’ve  staked ev 

eryth in g  on  y ou , on  y o u r  lo v e , on  you r 
a b i l i t y ; and I  d o n ’t intend y o u  shall fa il 
m e. T h e  G rand M aster gave y o u  leave 
o f  absence. M a k e  the m ost o f  i t !  R e 
m em ber, aboard  this sh ip  I ’m  n ot a  w om 
an b u t a  m an. N o w , w h at y o u  need  is a  
drin k , a  square m eal, and  a  lon g  s le e p ; 
and  y o u  shall h ave them , and  w ak e up  
cap ta in  o f  y o u r  ow n  dream -sh ip .”

So h e  d id , th ou gh  even  in  the m orn ing 
sunlight it  a ll seem ed a  v ision  unreal. 
N o n e  the less, R o ch e  to o k  heart, fo rg o t 
h is  m isgivings, an d  don ned  h is arm or 
that d a y  fo r  the first tim e  in lon g  w eeks.

TH E  ship , h is s h ip ! B ou gh t fo r  h im  
w ith  her love , her fa ith , her w its, her 

je w e ls ; h u m ility  tou ch ed  h im  w ith  the 
thought, and a  surge o f  savage resolve 
that he w ou ld  be  w orth y  o f  her. H e  found 
the crew  g o o d  enough , the C atalan  cross
bow m en  superb, and he drilled  them  a c 
cord in g  to  h is  lik in g , w ork in g  them  at the 
ropes and the little  can n on  d a y  a fter day . 
T o  the slaves a t  the oars he gave w ine 
instead o f  w h ips, so  that they  p u t ou t 
their strength g la d ly  fo r  h im .

B u t the sea rem ained em pty .
T h e  d a y s  passed. R o ch e  headed  fo r  

the G reek  islands, w here the corsa irs w ere 
w on t to  raid  fo r  slaves and la y  in  w ait 
fo r  B yzan tin e  g a lle y s ; M o o rs  th ey  saw 
n one. P rov is ion s  w ere running low . T h e  
C atalans began  to  m urm ur abou t ill lu ck . 
I t  w as true th ey  h ad  cru ised  fo r  w eeks and 
sighted no one. Q uestions o f  p a y  a r o s e ; 
the L a d y  E lean or had  no m ore m on ey . 
H er  jew els had  all been  sold . A nd  R och e , 
w h o had  a  g u ilty  fee lin g  abou t the w hole 
affair, scanned th e  seas w ith  h is m outh  
adroop  at the corn ers and  the o ld  sense 
o f  m isfortu n e bearin g  h im  dow n .

“ I  tell y o u , w hatever I  tou ch  w ill com e 
to  ev il d e s t in y !”  h e  said  fierce ly  to  the 
g irl, h is eyes c lou d ed  and som ber.

“ N o n se n se ! W e  can  pu t in  at C andia  
and m ortgage the sh ip ,”  she returned. 

H e  sh ook  h is head. “ I t ’s n o  use.”
“ A t  least, y o u  h ave  y o u r  strength 

a g a in ! ”
H e  eyed  her g loom ily . B e fo re  he cou ld  

speak, the G reek m aster k n ock ed  h astily , 
an d  cam e in to  the cab in  on  the w ord , h is 
eyes rolling.

“ G u n s! F lashes o f  guns on  the h ori
zon , L o r d ! Ships at w ork  there— ”  

R o ch e  leaped up, and darted on  deck . 
I t  was true. A  ca lm , a lm ost w indless sea, 
and across the h orizon  the flashes o f  guns. 
T h e  oars w ere p u t out.

A ll that n ight th ey  row ed  on , until 
w ith  daw n sprang u p  a  fine steady  w ind
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F lannigan , ey in g  T e rry  in  surprise, 
said , “ I  thought y o u ’d  gone w ith  Inter
ocean  A ir  L ines, k id . I t ’s— ”

“ I  w as w ith  th em .”  H e  sw ung to  M ill-  
burn. “ I f  y o u  w on ’t g o , let m e have that 
p lane. Now — b e fo re  it gets too  d a r k !”

“ G oin g  dow n  there ’s a good  w ay  to  k ill 
y o u rse lf,”  M illb u rn  snapped.

“ I  w ou ldn ’ t c a r e ! ”  T e rry  groaned. 
“ T h a t ’s m y  father dow n  there, ca n ’t you  
understand ? A  p lan e ’s the on ly  w a y  to  
save h is l i f e ! ”

“ Y o u  cou ld  have it, i f  I  w ere sure y o u ’d 
get it ba ck . B u t I  d o n ’t th ink  y o u  
w ou ld .”

In  b la ck  despair, T e rry  d ropped  his 
arm s h eav ily  against his sides.

A nd  then F lannigan  w as speaking. 
“ L isten ,”  he w as saying to  M illbu rn , “ I  
gave this k id  a few  hours o f  instruction  
b e fore  he w ent in to  the A rm y . I  k n ow  
his father. I f  this k id  w reck s y ou r  plane, 
I ’ll guarantee the dam age, s e e ? ”

IT  seem ed strange to  b e  in a cock p it  
again , w ith  the ground slid ing past to 

the changing roar o f  the exhaust. T e rry  
banked  cau tiou sly  south, and set his 
course tow ard  Shepardsville.

D arkn ess lay  to  the east, and  the w est 
w as bath ed  in  a ch a lk y  reddish  glow . 
F rom  the air, he cou ld  see' this flood. 
T h e  va lleys south  o f  L ou isv ille  w ere filled 
w ith  w ater, lik e  fingers extended from  
the palm  w h ich  was a ben d  o f  the O hio.

A s he flew , h e  exam ined the cock p it, 
the equ ipm en t o f  the plane. H e  had 
never flow n one sim ilar to  this, a  little  
m on op lan e w ith  the engine on  a cow led - 
in m ou n t a bove  the w ing. T h e  landing 
gear pu m ped  u p  so that the w heels nes
tled  in to  recesses on  each side o f  the h u l l ; 
and w hen  the w heels w ere up, the plane 
becam e in a ctu a lity  a fly ing boat. T h ere  
w ere flares fo r  em ergency , and lights for 
the instrum ent-board . T h e  on ly  thing 
he lack ed  w as landing-lights.

A n d  the need for  them  was goin g  to 
b e  acute, he knew , w hen he probed  be
tw een those h ills and tried to  land . T h e  
very  thought o f  try ing  to  do it m ade him  
shiver, fo r  he realized all the dangers o f  
this m ission . Y e t  the thing he feared 
m ost n ow  w as not the prospect o f  w hat 
he m eant to do, b u t his ow n  w ill, his ow n 
response to  a dreaded th ing he had  to  
overcom e. W h a t w ou ld  he do , w hen it 
w as tim e to  land ? W o u ld  he b low  up  in  
a pan ic, or w ou ld  he go  on  dow n and do 
the jo b  ? H e  w asn ’t sure. B u t here, t o 
n ight, he fe lt, he m ight learn m ore about 
h im self than he had ever know n before.

T h in k in g  abou t that, all weariness 
d ropped  from  him . H e  should have fe lt 
exhausted, a fter being up  all n ig h t; but 
he w asn ’t tired an y  m ore, he was on ly  
hungry, and  that w as b u t a  vague d is
com fort in his stom ach  and a  feeling  o f  
acid  stickiness inside his m outh.

D arkness caught h im  ju st as he entered 
the v a lley  w hich  w as his ob je ct iv e . It  
cam e dow n  lik e  a  curtain  draw n together 
in the west, leaving  a w eird  g loom  that 
seem ed to  be  p artia lly  absorbed  b y  the 
w ater be low , so that there w as still the 
outline o f  the flooded  area, w ith  the hills 
u tterly  b la ck  w here th ey  thrust u p  
against the clouds.

H e  saw  the shadow  o f  the little  h ead 
land  before  he fou n d  the house. T h e  
house was p ra ctica lly  subm erged , bu t he 
cou ld  see an ob lon g  patch  o f  b la ck  that 
m arked the gable  line. H e  cou ld  not tell 
w hether h is father w as still there, and 
circlin g  and seeing noth ing, h is heart fe lt 
h eavy  w ith  fear that he was too  late.

N o w  that he w as here, he w asn ’t sure 
he cou ld  get d o w n ; and the thought o f  
fa ilure en gu lfed  h im  w ith  a k in d  o f  p r ick 
ly  heat. T h e  ce ilin g  was six  hundred 
feet or even  less. H e  turned b a ck  and 
forth , seeing the n avigation -ligh ts w hip  
through the low er tendrils o f  the m ist, 
exp lod in g  in to  m om entary  glow s o f  red 
and green. T h e  h ills  on  every  side were 
alm ost in the clou ds, i f  not a lready  in 
them . T h e  thought o f  losin g  his sense o f  
orien tation  and fly in g  in to  a gaunt slope 
m ade h is sca lp  tingle  w ith  a  tension that 
k ep t m ounting.

Suddenly , a lm ost be low , he saw  a flare 
o f  light as from  a m atch  ign ited , a mere 
p in -poin t o f  flam e, lik e  a  b r igh t star that 
peeps through  a h ole  in  scu dd in g  clouds 
and then is gone. H e  k n ew  then, posi
tive ly , that h is father w as alive. H e  
knew  that no m atter h ow  a fra id  he w as, 
he had to  land. H e  had to . H e  sw ung 
to  the w est and ban ked  b a ck  sharply, 
feeling  all h is reflexes speeding up. B ut 
in sp ite  o f  fright, he cu t the gun and 
started dow n.

W ith  d ilated , straining eyes he tried to 
see the su rface o f  the w ater. D ep th  per
ception  was a  tr ick y  th ing, and he cou ld n ’t 
ju d ge  his altitude. H e  realized that he 
m ight fly  in  too  hard, and sp lit the hull 
w ide open and sink b e fore  he cou ld  clim b  
through the hatch . H e  realized that he 
m ight strike som ething in the w ater, and 
nose over and b e  trapped. B u t still he 
eased the sh ip  dow n, h old in g  his breath , 
bursting the gun w ith  short b lasts to keep 
his speed.
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them , had  la id  aside their arbalests and 
w ere tak in g  to  sw ord  and shield. R och e  
nodded . A s he d id  so, on e o f  the co r 
sairs fired her guns. A  lead slug sm ashed 
in to  h is helm et and sent h im  headlong 
on  the deck.

Jean G uiri leaped to  aid h im , and got 
h im  up, d izzy  and shaken. In  this m o
m ent the tiller sw ung u n ten ded ; a m o
m ent o f  disaster. O ne o f  the corsairs 
sm ashed fu ll in to her bow s and flung 
grapnels, and scim itars flashed across her 
rail. T h e  other, m om entarily  d isabled , 
got ou t oars to  creep up astern.

T h e  ba ttle -cry  o f  the O rder pealed up. 
R och e , his h eavy  sw ord sw inging, bore 
in to the fray . Sw ord and sling and ar
row  le ft  h is  clan k in g  figure unscathed, 
b u t that broad  b lade o f  his sheared 
through  chain -m ail and turban. T h e  at
ta ck  was m et and held and ch eck ed . B e
h ind  h im , the C atalans fou gh t like devils, 
and the seam en drove  in to  the fray , cast
ing the A rabs b a ck  to  their ow n  decks 
and fo llow in g  a fter. C ertain  o f  these 
seam en b ore  axes, and suddenly  the m ast 
o f  the corsair topp led  and crashed dow n.

“ B a c k ! ”  shouted R och e , and headed 
his m en b ack  aboard , casting off the grap
nels. B arely  in tim e, t o o ; the other co r 
sair w as com in g  up under her stern. Just 
in  the n ick , she veered a w a y ; the lateen 
sail sw ung to  the w in d , and w as clear.

TW O  o f  the M o o rs  la y  cripp led  now .
R o ch e , unheeding the rain o f  arrow s 

that poured  in upon h im , aim ed for the 
th ird  co rsa ir ; he w as doin g  the hunting 
now , g rim ly  determ ined. D esperate ly  the 
M o o r  evaded , bu t cou ld  not escape. A t 
last R o ch e  had his p rey , luffed sharply  
and drove  for  her, seam en handling the 
lines expertly . T h is  tim e he crashed 
along her starboard  bank o f  oars, splinter
in g  them , sm ashing them .

“ L et loose  the s la v e s ! ”  he shouted, and 
prom ised  freedom  to all those w ho fought 
fo r  h im . T h e y  yelled  lik e  m adm en. A l
ready he w as bearing ba ck , com in g  a lon g
side that th ird  corsa ir again . G rapnels 
w ere flung. T h e y  caught, they  held. 
A n d  n ow  R o ch e  headed his ow n m en over 
to  her b lood -s lip p ery  decks, and hew ed 
h is w a y  through the M o o rs  until their 
capta in  fe ll under h is sw ord . T h en , w ith  
ye lls  o f  despair, th ey  surrendered.

W ou n d ed  here and there, b lo o d  run
n ing from  under h is arm or, R och e  leaned 
on  his sw ord  and panted  forth  orders. 
T h e  C hristian  slaves chained  to  the 
benches o f  the corsair w ere freed. M ost 
o f  them  leaped fo r  w eapons and fo llow ed

h im  ba ck , aboard  h is  ow n  ship . N o  la ck  
o f  m en n o w !

T h e  grapnels w ere loosed . H e  bore 
dow n  upon  one o f  the tw o cripp les and 
laid it aboard , and w as over on  the 
M o o r ’s decks w hen a  shrill, h igh yell 
from  Jean Guiri gave h im  w arning. T h e  
second  cripp le  w as heading in , oars 
aflash, and it  was too  la te  to  evade. She 
sm ashed in to the bow s o f  h is sh ip  w ith  
cruel force  and her m en pou red  over.

N o w  b efe ll the grim m est fight o f  all. 
E ach  o f  the M oorish  ch am pion s tried to 
brin g  dow n  that steel-clad  figure w hose 
m antle had been ripped  aw ay  and w hose 
m assive sw ord sw ung in tireless hands o f 
death. B rin g  h im  dow n  th ey  cou ld  not, 
bu t one b y  one w ent dow n  them selves 
b e fore  h im . T h e  freed slaves, M o o r  and 
C hristian , fou gh t lik e  d ev ils  beh ind  h im , 
and those w ho rem ained o f  h is ow n  m en.

So in the end one sh ip  was cleared, 
and then the other, until the M o o rs  chose 
slavery  rather than steel, and flung dow n 
their arm s. T h en  R och e  fou n d  Jean 
G uiri at his side, scream ing som ething. 
E xhausted, he put up the v izor  o f  h is 
helm et.

“ T h e  ship, the g a lle y ! She’s sinking, 
P ierre— her bow s w ere crushed— ”

B arely  ab le  to stand, u tterly  spent, 
R o ch e  to o k  the b lo w  h elp lessly . It  was 
true. H is  ga lley  w as sagging, w as filling 
fast, her bow s sm ashed in. F or h is m en, 
engaged in m aking the v ic to ry  secure, 
all was w ild  exu ltation , bu t for  h im , de
feat. W ea rily , he put off his helm et. 
Jean G uiri h elped  him  d o ff h is arm or, 
and bou nd  up his h alf-dozen  w ounds.

“ W e ’v e  w on , and w e ’v e  lost every 
th in g ,”  he said. “ T h ree  corsa irs taken, 
y e s ; bu t our ow n ga lley  gon e .”

“ B ut she proved  you r ideas, P ie r r e !”
H e  laughed b itterly . “ A t the cost o f  

everyth ing. O ur m en gon e, ou r ship 
gone. W h a t good  are these corsair hulks, 
these M oorish  slaves, to  u s?  N on e . I  
to ld  you  there was n o  lu ck  in lov in g  me, 
in  an yth in g  I  d id . T h ere  is a  curse upon  
m e, and it  is the en d .”

H e  sank dow n  upon  the d eck , leaned 
b a ck  against the bu lw arks, and stared 
b e fore  h im  w ith  eyes du lled  and lifeless. 
T h e  weakness o f  com p lete  exhaustion  had 
h im  in its h old . H is  eyes closed  and 
he passed in to unconsciousness.

T h e  V enetian  sh ip  drew  dow n , and 
m en from  her cam e aboard  in a  sm all 
boat.

W h en  R o ch e  cam e to  h im self, he was 
in the rich ly  d igh t cab in  o f  the corsa ir. 
Jean G uiri was gone n ow . B eside h im  
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w as E lean or, all d isguise flung aside, 
pou rin g  w ine betw een his lips. H e  w ak 
ened, drank gra te fu lly , and fe lt w arm th  
flood  in to h im . A  third person w as here, 
a grave, k een -eyed  m an clad  in the sober 
garb  o f  V enice .

“ P ie r r e ! ”  exclaim ed the girl. “ T h is  is 
M esser C arlo  M oce n ig o  o f  V en ice— ”  

“ W h o  ow es you  li fe  and liberty , n ob le  
k n ight,”  said the V enetian , sm iling. H is  
eyes w ent from  one to the other o f  them , 
p rob in g , questing, com prehending. R och e  
n odded  and let his ch in  fall on his chest.

“ It  is n oth in g ,”  he said d u lly . “ Y o u  
h ave  w on m uch. I  have lost everyth ing. 
Y o u  ow e  m e no thanks.”

“ Still, I  desire to  speak w ith  y o u  in all 
cou rtesy ,”  M ocen ig o  said. “ H o w  you  
fou gh t those M oors  was a  m arvel. N e v 
er have I seen a ga lley  so handled, or 
one so rigged as to  a ccom plish  m iracles.”  

“ A nd  y o u  never w ill again ,”  said R och e  
b itter ly , and cam e to  his feet. “ G ood  
signor, i f  y o u  w ou ld  talk, then talk  w ith  
this gentle lad y , w ho has a lso  lost m uch. 
I  m ust ask you  to  excuse m e and charge 
m e w ith  n o  d isco u rte sy ; I  need the fresh 
air, and am  in no m ood  to  ta lk .”

H e  w ent out on deck  and paced  up  and 
S ow n  the red planks, speaking to  no one. 
H e  had w on  a v ic to ry , yes, and a b itter 
one. N ow  he knew , m ore than ever, that 
life  held  noth ing fo r  h im  and for  this 
w om an  w h o loved  h im . H e  regretted  
sharply  that he had not d ied  in this fight. 
T h ere  w as noth in g  le ft  for  h im , or her 1 

O f a sudden he halted  h is stride, and 
h is brow s drew  dow n . H e  saw  M ocen ig o  
b e fore  h im , and w as angry.

“ Y o u  still press m e ? ”  he excla im ed. 
“ Y e s .”  T h e  V enetian  sm iled  gravely . 

“ Y o u  have lost a  ship , sir k n ight, but 
y o u  have, perhaps, gained a  hundred 
ships, or  five h undred .”

“ E h ? ”  R o ch e  look ed  hard  at h im . 
“ W h at d ’you  m e a n ?”

“ W h y , ju st th is : V en ice  needs y o u ; 
com e  and take charge o f  the A rsenal, and 
p rov id e  us w ith  w ar-galleys that w ill 
handle as speed ily  and neatly  as this ship 
o f  you rs handled. W ith  such ships, V en 
ice  w ill sw eep G enoa  off the sea ! Can 
y o u  d o  i t ? ”

“ N o ,”  said R och e , though  his pulses 
ham m ered. “ I  am  vow ed  to  the O rder, 
signor, and cou ld  not do th is w ith ou t be
ing released from  m y  v ow s.”

M o ce n ig o ’s lip s tw isted  slightly .
“ A y e ?  R eleased— for  V en ice , or  fo r  

other rea son s?”

“ I t  is im possib le ,”  R o ch e  said cu rtly . 
“ I  have n o  influence, no w ealth .”

“ V en ice  has w ealth  for  y ou , and in
fluence for others,”  M oce n ig o  said. “ L is 
ten ! T h is  is a business proposition , sir 
kn ight. W ill you  com e to  V en ice  w ith 
m e ?  Y es or no. I ’ll guarantee you r re
lease from  the vow s o f  the O rder, and 
fu ll charge o f  the A rsenal.”

R och e  stared at h im  a m om ent, then 
grunted skeptica lly .

“ A nd  w h at’s y ou r  guarantee w o rth ?  
H o w  do I  kn ow  you  have an y  influence ?”  

“ I  should h a v e ,"  said M ocen igo . “ I ’m 
one o f the C oun cil o f  T en , and m y  uncle 
happens to  b e  the D o g e . Y e s  o r  n o ? ”  

T h e  L a d y  E lean or had co m e  up  to  
them , listening.

“ Y e s ,”  she said brisk ly , and to o k  the 
arm  o f  the astounded R och e . “ Y es , m y  
L ord , a thousand tim es y e s ! E h , P ierre  ? ”  

It  w as already said. A nd  w hen M o ce n 
igo  turned to  his boa t, she sh ook  R och e  
b y  the arm  and look ed  up  in to his fa ce  
w ith  w ide starry  eyes.

“ M y  broth er is C ardinal de L usignan, 
and m y fa ther ’s the K in g  o f  C yp ru s,”  she 
said so ft ly  and g a y ly , “ bu t y o u ’re the 
on ly  liv in g  soul w ho w ill ever k n ow  it, m y  
dear. A re you  satisfied w ith  you r evil 
fu ture, and prop erly  asham ed, and very  
h u m b le ?”

R och e  laughed , as though  a w eight had 
fa llen  from  his heart, and k issed her.

“ I ’m  hum ble, fo r  all m y  li fe  long, be
fo re  y o u ,”  he said.

SO  there w as the story , as I  g ot it 
from  the o ld  docu m en ts o f  In spector 

R osch . N ex t tim e I  w as in P ort H uron , 
I  had a  chat w ith  him  abou t it all. T h e  
curious thing w as, that there w as really  
som ething in the story , fo r  I  had d iscov 
ered that abou t this tim e V en ice  d id  
change over the rig  o f  her ga lleys, and 
sw ept the seas w ith  them . W h en  I  
asked the In spector abou t that p o in t, he 
laughed.

“ W e ll,”  he said , “ I ’v e  g o t  the best p os 
sible p ro o f that it ’s all true, a lthough  I 
d id n ’t m ention  the fa ct . Y o u  see, I ’m  
the p ro o f.”

“ Y o u ? ”  I  said , puzzled . H e  ch uck led  
so ftly .

“ Y e p , m e ! Y o u  see, th is P ierre  St. 
R och e  was the last o f  the fam ily— and 
I ’ve  g ot the gen ea logy  to  p rove  it .”

I  g ot the poin t a fter a m inute.
“ Y o u  m ean, he m arried  the g i r l ! ”
“ Just th at,”  said In spector R osch .

In the next story of this already famous series Vasco Da Gama and his daring crew 
share with you a desperate venture.

71



s A  TRICE

The  S to ry  So F a r :
"  a k n e  T h o u s a n d  D o l l a r s  R e -

{; f i  WARD FOR THE ARREST OF
B l a k e  F o r r e s t . ”  B eneath

*  ■ this ph otograph  on  the post-
office w all at F air P lay , F orrest read a 
very  accurate description  o f  h im self. T h e  
o n ly  k n ow n  m ark  to  d istinguish  h im  was 
a  scar on  the b a ck  o f  the right hand. H e  
w as w anted  for  rob b in g  the president o f  
the ban k  at R oseda le , Jake G ildea, o f  six 
thousand d o lla rs ; and fo r  the h old -u p  o f 
an express-car on  the T exas and P acific.

“ C a n ’t be  m ore  than fifty  thousand 
gu ys in  T exa s  the descrip tion  fits ,”  co m 
m ented F orrest w hen  Steve P orter, a 
you n g  T exas R anger present, spoke o f 
the resem blance.

“ W ith  that scar on  the b a ck  o f  h is 
r igh t h a n d ? ”  the ranger differed.

B lak e offered to  go  w ith  the ranger to 
the Sheriff’s office. O utside, he escaped 
b y  a ruse, vau lted  on to  h is  h orse and 
w as ou t o f  range b e fore  the you n g  officer 
cou ld  g e t in to  action .

F orrest w as abou t to  m ake cam p that 
n igh t in  the brush  far from  tow n w hen he

Copyright, 1937-’38, by McCall Corporation

cam e upon  a  you n g  w om an  a lm ost ex 
hausted from  thirst. She proved  to be 
Janet K in g , the daughter o f  a  prom inent 
ran ch er ; on  her w ay  to  tow n  she had 
been throw n from  her horse and the beast 
had run aw ay.

T h e  w anted  m an cared  fo r  her that 
n ight, and next d ay  took  her b a ck  to 
tow n  on  his ow n  horse— w ith  the result 
that he was recaptured b y  the ranger and 
p laced  in Sheriff W ag g on er ’s ja il. T h e  
Sheriff, how ever, w as an o ld  friend  o f  
B la k e ’s— w ho knew , indeed , a  th ing or 
tw o abou t W ag g on er ’s ow n  past. A n d  
F orrest persuaded W aggon er to  a llow  
h im  to  escape in order to  round u p  ev i
dence to  clear h im self o f  the fa lse  train- 
rob b ery  charge— this on  B la k e ’s prom ise 
to  g ive  h im self u p  again  in tw o w eeks.

In  the tow n  o f  D eer  T ra il, how ever, 
F orrest w as recogn ized  b y  h is enem ies 
the T erre ll gang, and had to  sh oot his 
w a y  out w hen  th ey  trapped  h im  in  a 
w agon -yard . . . . R id in g  aw ay  a fterw ard  
in the rain, he fou n d  F un n el C reek  
flooded  and the brid ge  w ashed o u t ; even

(The Blue Book Magazine). All rights reserved.
72



on fClS HE

Th e  a utho r o f “ Oh, Y o u  T e x ! ”  and “ A  M a n  F o u r  Square”  
is  at h is  best in  th is  s t i r r in g  novel o f the old W e st.

By William MacLeod Raine
as he rode up, a  train starting across the 
bridge  crashed in to  the creek. F orrest 
p lunged  in to  the flood  and succeeded  in 
rescu ing fou r p e o p le ; bu t later w hen 
they  sought to  thank h im , he had ridden 
aw ay  unrecogn ized.

Janet K in g , chagrined  at h aving been 
the cause o f  F orrest’s recapture, had 
induced  her fa th er ’s o ld  friend  Judge 
H en ry  V a llery  to undertake the ou t
ca st ’s defense. U pon  her return to  the 
G ranite G ap ranch, she fou n d  recently  
em p loyed  as a ranch hand a reckless 
y ou th  nam ed Stone H e a th ; she d is
covered  he was a  friend  o f  B lak e  F o r 
rest, and from  h im  she heard the reason 
for  the en m ity  o f  the T erre ll crow d  
against B lak e. S h ortly  thereafter H eath , 
because o f  h is association  w ith  Forrest, 
was taken  to  the ja il b y  the Sheriff.

M ean w h ile , in a  lin e-rider ’s cab in  F o r 
rest m et another co w b o y  pal, one B ill 
C rabb , w h o w ith  H eath  had been  w ith  
F orrest a t the tim e o f  the T . & P . h o ld 
up, and cou ld  con firm  his a lib i.. R ested  
and fed , F orrest and C ra b b  separated, to

seek ev idence p rov in g  F orrest’s suspicion  
that certain  m em bers o f  the T erre ll gang 
w ere the ones rea lly  gu ilty  o f  the h old -u p . 
In  this quest they were surprisingly  suc
ce ss fu l; and a fter m eeting again  at the 
cabin  to  com pare notes, th ey  set out for 
Fair P lay , for  F orrest ’s prom ised  return 
to cu stody . A s th ey  w alked  in to  the 
Sheriff’s office, W aggon er stared at B lake 
in alm ost incredulous relief. “ I ’m  here,”  
B lake draw led. “ G et out you r  h an d 
cu ffs.”  (Th e  sto ry  continues in  d e ta il:)

WA G G O N E R  chuckled . “ T o  M e x ico  
w ith  the h a n d cu ffs ! Sit dow n , b oth  

o f y ou . T e ll m e abou t it , B lak e. A ll I  
k n ow  abou t y o u  since y o u  le ft  is that 
you  w ent over to  D eer  T ra il and  ’m ost 
took  the tow n apart one n igh t.”

“ O n ly  th ing abou t that is that I  was 
leaving there in a  h urry  and bum ped into 
three-four fe llow s w ho got in m y  w a y ,”  
explained F orrest, tak ing a  chair.

“ I  had a talk  w ith  C raig Shannon y e s 
terday. H e  to ld  m e h ow  it  w as. Y o u  
w ere lu ck y .”
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“ N o t  h a lf as lu ck y  as the T erre ll 
gan g ,”  C rabb  am ended. “ H e  m ight have 
rubbed  ou t the w hole m ess o f  them .”

T h e  eyes o f  the Sheriff tw inkled . H e  
liked  the va liant doggedness w ith  w hich  
F orrest ’s friends defen ded  him .

“ I  m eant he w as lu ck y  having a w it
ness lik e  Shannon present w hen the fire
w orks began ,”  B u zz  explained. “ H a d n ’t 
been  for  that these m iscreants cou ld  have 
g ot aw ay  w ith  their story  that he fired 
on  them  from  cover and started the 
rum pus.”

“ O f cou rse I  w as lu ck y ,”  B lak e  said. 
“ A ll the w a y  through. In  having a fine 
straight m an lik e  Shannon fo r  a w itness. 
In  not getting loaded  w ith  lead w hile I  
was h igh -ta iling  it over the fences or 
du ck in g  around in the w agon -yard . I f  
I  h ad n ’t had  every  break  in the w orld  
th ey  w ou ld  have fixed m y  c lo ck .”

B ill stu ck  to  his guns. “ T h ey  d id n ’ t 
get a break , d id  th e y ?  F ou r w ounded , 
and n ary  a  one p lanted  in B o o t  H ill.”  

“ D id  y o u  round up those w itnesses 
y o u  w ent a ft e r ? ”  asked W aggon er.

“ I ’m  goin g  to  have to  d o  a  lo t o f  
ta lk in g ,”  B lak e  said. “ N o  use doing it 
several tim es. B rin g  in  m y  law yer Judge 
V allery , that ranger Steve P orter, the 
d istrict attorney , and m y  o ld  side k ick  
Stone H eath , if  he is still you r  guest, and 
w e ’ll get it all over w ith  in on e pow w ow . 
D oes  that sound reasonable ?”

“ I w ou ld  say so .”  T h e  Sheriff grinned 
at h im . “ I  reck on , i f  y o u ’re telling the 
story  o f  y ou r  w on derfu l adventures y o u ’ll 
forget w here y o u  g o t  that file .”

“ I  h ave a lready  forgotten . B efore  you  
start rou nding  up  the audience, w h y  not 
put us in the sam e cell as S tone H e a th ?  
W e ’v e  g ot a few  things to  talk  over.”  

“ Suits m e. Y o u  can all stay  righ t here 
in the office, i f  you  lik e .”

B lak e  sh ook  his head. “ N o  sir. 
W o u ld n ’t lo o k  g ood  fo r  y ou , B uzz. W e  
have to  th ink o f R anger P orter ’s feelings. 
W h en  y o u  get h im  here, bring us a ll ou t 
o f  a  cell. K in d  o f  surprise h im .”

S t o n e  H e a t h , bored ly  reading the ad
vertisem ents o f  a  cou n try  new spaper 

for  the th ird  tim e, heard footstep s  in the 
corrid or and look ed  u p  to  see w ho was 
com ing . H e  let ou t a  joy ou s  “ H i-y ip p i- 
y i ! ”  a t sight o f  h is friends.

W aggon er le ft  them  together. H e  was 
gone abou t an hour b e fore  he cam e b a ck  
and u n lock ed  the door.

“ E v e ry b o d y  present,”  h e  grinned, “ bu t 
I  h aven ’t to ld  them  y e t w h y fo r  th ey  are 
here. C om e on , fe l lo w s !”

H e  m arshaled his p risoners into the 
office. “ T h ou gh t w e ’d have a  litt le  get- 
together m eeting, b o y s ,”  he said.

P orter leaped  u p  excited ly . “ W h en  d id  
y o u  capture F o rre s t? ”  h e  cried .

“ I  d id n ’t captu re h im ,”  the Sheriff 
answ ered. “ H e  ju st drapped  in  because 
he heard h e  w as w anted. G ents, this is 
B la k e ’s p arty . Seem s h e  w ants to  m ake 
oration . I f  agreeable to  e v ery b od y , w e ’ll 
sit in and listen .”

TH E  ranger m oved  his ch a ir to  the 
d oor and sat there. H e  h ad  n o  in 
tention  o f  be in g  caught nappin g  again  b y  

som e clever trick .
“ I ’ll be  very  g lad  to  listen  to  an yth in g  

M r. F orrest has to  sa y ,”  the d istrict 
a ttorn ey  assented n on com m itta lly .

“ I t ’s a  lon g  s to ry ,”  the accused  m an 
began. “ P erhaps I had better begin  w ith  
the d a y  I  cam e in to Sam pson  & D o a n ’s 
store and first m et R anger P orter. Sur
prising as it m a y  seem , I  d id n ’ t k n ow  
until I  read the poster there that I  w as 
accused  o f  robb in g  the T exas & P acific  
train. T h e  news d id  not grea tly  d isturb 
m e, because I  knew  I  had fou r w itnesses 
w ho cou ld  testify  I  w as at a  cow -ca m p  
o f  the C ircle  T h ree  B , s ix ty  m iles or so 
from  C ra w fo rd ’s C rossing, a t the very  
hour the train was being ro b b e d .”  

“ Interesting i f  true,”  com m en ted  R o b 
inson , the d istrict a ttorney.

“ Interesting and true,”  B lak e  said, 
sm iling at h im . “ C rabb  and H eath  w ere 
w ith  m e. W e  spent the n ight w ith  tw o 
line-riders o f  the C irc le  T h ree  B . T h e y  
are on  their w a y  to  tow n  now , and  I  am  
sure w ill be g lad to  answer q u estion s.”  

“ W ere  th ey  w ith  you  at the tim e the 
V a lley  B an k  w as robbed  ? ”  asked  P orter 
a cid ly .

“ W e  w o n ’t take up  the V a lley  B ank  
m atter today . I ’m  d iscussing the train  
h old -u p  now . I t  is n ot possib le  I  cou ld  
have been at C ra w ford ’s C rossing  then, 
because I  have a  copper-riveted  a lib i.”  

“ Y o u  w ere recogn ized  b y  the express 
m essenger,”  R ob in son  rem inded  h im .

“ So I w as,”  F orrest agreed. “ T h a t ’s 
im p o rta n t; I  d on ’t w ant you  to  fo rg e t it .”  

P orter w as n ot satisfied w ith  the w ay  
things w ere going . “ I f  y o u  d id n ’ t rob  
the T . & P . express, w h o d id ? ”  the 
ranger said, flushing w ith  resentm ent. 
“ Y o u  ca n ’ t tell m e y o u  d on ’ t k n ow  a n y 
th ing abou t it .”

T h e  answ er o f  F orrest surprised great
ly  fou r o f  the m en present.

“ I  k n ow  a lo t  abou t it ,”  he draw led. 
V a llery  shot h is cu ffs n ervously .
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A PRICE ON HIS HEAD

“ W h a t d o  y o u  k n ow  abou t it, if  you  
w eren ’t im p lica te d ?”- dem anded P orter.

“ I  k n ow  w ho d id  d o  it. I  thought that 
som eb od y  ought to  be running dow n  the 
m iscreants, and since n ob od y  else seem ed 
to be con cern ed , I  b rok e  ja il and got 
b u sy  m y se lf.”

“ B u t b y  Judas P riest,”  b rok e  in V a l- 
lery , “ d o  you  m ean to  tell us that you  
actu a lly  have gathered evidence con 
n ecting oth er parties w ith  this c r im e ? ”  

“ T h a t is  w hat I  am  trying to  tell y o u .”  
“ A n d  that y o u  w eren ’t in on  it— had 

noth in g  to  d o  w ith  it ?”  Steve P orter in
sisted sk eptica lly .

“ N o  m ore than you  h ad .”
“ I  d o n ’t believe a w ord  o f  it ,”  the 

y ou n g  ranger snapped.
“ Y o u  w ill,”  Stone H eath  to ld  him . 

“ A n d  y o u ’ll thank B lake for  putting you  
on  the righ t track  a fter you  had  bogged  
dow n .”

“ M a y b e  it  w ou ld  be  a good  idea to  
listen to  w hat M r. F orrest has to  tell us,”  
V a llery  suggested. “ H e  seem s to k n ow  
m ore abou t this than w e d o .”

“ A  lo t  m o r e ! ”  P orter slipped  in.
“ A fter  break ing  ja il I  w ent to  D eer 

T ra il to  find where' m y  w itnesses w ere,”  
F orrest explained. “ W h ile  I  w as talking 
w ith  C ra ig  Shannon I  was a ttacked  b y  
W es  T erre ll and h is friends.”

“ N o t  the w a y  I  read the s tory ,”  the 
ranger interrupted.

B u zz  W aggon er offered  con firm ation  o f  
the prison er ’s story . “ B lake is telling us 
the right o f  it ,”  he said. “ C raig  Shannon

told  m e yesterday , and w hatever C raig 
says is so. W e s  T erre ll cam e up  and 
recogn ized  Forrest. H e  yelled  for  his 
friends to  com e and rub h im  out. T h ey  
cam e running— W e b b  L a k e  and  Pres 
W alsh  and you n g  P h il D e ck er . W hen  
they  began  pou rin g  lead at B lak e , he lit 
ou t. T h e y  chased h im  to  the w agon -yard  
w here they had  the fight.”

“ T h a t the w ay  o f  it, F o rre s t? ”  the dis
trict a ttorn ey  asked.

“ Y es sir. I  d id n ’t answ er their fire b e 
cause I  had to get ou t o f  there in a hurry. 
A fter  they had m e trapped in the w agon - 
yard , I  knew  that I  had to  fight— or be 
k illed . The y did not want to arrest me.”

Ro b in so n  slanted an in qu iring  lo o k  at 
. h im ; in  it  cu riosity  b len ded  w ith 
adm iration . “ Y o u  m ust have had you r 

hands fu ll— fou r against o n e ,”  he said.
“ I  had lu ck ,”  B lak e  said sim p ly . “ It 

w as dark, and I  w as h idden  am on g the 
w agons. T h e y  had to  d ig  m e out. I  had 
a crack  at W alsh  first, and slam m ed his 
head against a  w agon -w heel. T h en  L ake 
h elped  m e out. H e  and  T erre ll cam e on 
each  other in the dark  and d id n ’t w ait to 
find ou t th ey  w ere friends. T h e y  blazed  
aw ay, and T erre ll w ent dow n . A  m om ent 
later L ak e saw m e. H e  m issed, bu t I h it 
h is arm . T h a t le ft  on ly  D e ck er . I  p layed  
I  was W alsh , got c lose , and p istol-w h ipped  
him . I lit ou t. M y  lu ck  had certa in ly  
stood  u p .”

“ Aren't you making 
too much of tills, 
Father?” Janet said. 
“ I'm  not infatuated 
with the man, if that’s 

what you mean.”
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Stone H eath  grinned at F orrest de
ris ive ly . “ Y o u  see, gentlem en, w hat it 
is to  be  lu ck y . T h a t ’s all y o u  need. A  
k id  from  school cou ld  have done it, w ith 
lu ck . A ll he had to  do w as to  put out 
fou r gun-fighters ye lp in g  for  his hide. 
O n ly  fou r. I  w ish  I  was lu ck y  like th at.”

“ Q uit josh in g , S tone,”  h is friend told  
h im . “ I f  it had  been light, I ’d have 
turned m y  toes up  to  the daisies. . . . 
W e ll, I  rode over the h ill and vam oosed . 
A fter  I  g ot to  th ink ing it over, I  sorted 
out tw o here and tw o there, and it seem ed 
to  add up to  fou r. W h y  this sudden 
energy to  w ipe m e o u t?  T h e y  are ene
m ies o f  m ine, to  be  sure, bu t th ey ’ve had 
several chances to  start fogg in g  during 
the past tw o years and h aven ’t taken 
them . W h y  n o w ? ”

“ A  thousand dolla rs ’ rew ard ,”  the rang
er m entioned.

“ So there is, and that m ight be  the 
reason . B u t another on e kept stick ing 
in m y  m ind . I  w as accused  b y  R a y  
T erre ll o f  lead ing  the T exas & P acific  
bandits. I t  w ou ld  be g o o d  business to 
have m e ou t o f  the w ay  b e fore  I  cou ld  
p rove  m yse lf inn ocen t, if  fo r  private 
reasons o f  their ow n  th ey  d id  not w ant 
a n y  m ore  dust raised abou t the m atter.”

" Y V  T H A T  private  rea son s?”  asked V a l-
W  lery , puzzled .
“ R a y  T erre ll, express m essenger on 

the train that was robbed , said he saw m e 
w ith  m y  m ask off during the hold -up . 
T h a t w asn ’ t true. H e  m ight ju st be try 
in g  to  p a y  off the d eb t ow in g  m e be
cause I  shot dow n  his broth er B u ck  in 
self-defen se . O r maybe i t  was impor
tant jo r him and h is friends to have sus
picion directed elsewhere. T h is  look ed  
to  m e like an inside jo b . H o w  did  the 
bandits k n ow  there w as a b ig  m oney  
sh ipm ent on  board  that day  ? T h e y  
kn ew  the p a y -ro ll w ou ld  be a long soon. 
B ut on  ju st w hat tra in ? T h e  express 
m essenger w ou ld  k n ow . M a y b e  he w ired 
them , a fter it was put on  board , from  
som e p o in t up  the lin e .”

“ W ired  them  w h e re ?”  R ob in son  asked.
“ T o  som e depot near C ra w ford ’s C ross

ing. M y  guess was H orse  C reek , because 
I  w as go in g  on  the hunch  that the T e r 
rells d id  the jo b , and i f  they  d id  they 
cou ld  stop  there on  the w a y  from  D eer 
T ra il to  the C rossing  w ithout go in g  fa r 
ou t o f  their w ay . So I  drifted  in to  the 
dep ot at H orse  C reek  and fou n d  ou t a 
telegram  w as sent from  Santone on  the 
tw en ty -th ird , the d a y  o f  the rob b ery , to  
a  Sam  Jones, sayin g  a  b a b y  w as bein g

sent on  the express that d ay , a ccou n t o f  
scarlet fever being in the neigh borh ood. 
M r. Jones cam e in  to  get the telegram , 
but he d id n ’ t com e b a ck  later a fter the 
b a b y , and there w asn ’ t any b a b y  on  the 
train for  h im  anyhow . T h e  ‘b a b y ’ was 
the go ld  sh ipm ent.”

“ B y  Judas P riest, I ’ll b e t y o u  are 
righ t,”  V a llery  cried .

TH E  ranger stared at F orrest, dou bt 
and adm iration  struggling in h is face 

w ith  chagrin . L ieutenant B ronson  had 
been on  this case and ev iden tly  had  taken 
the w ord  o f  the express m essenger T e r 
rell, since there had been  no cause to 
suppose the m an was n ot te llin g  the 
truth. F orrest had  ju st held  u p  a bank . 
W h a t m ore lik e ly  than that he and his 
gang w ou ld  fo llow  up  b y  rob b in g  a  train ? 
A n d  m aybe he had. P ossib ly  h is a lib i 
w as fram ed. I t  w ou ld  not be  hard  to  get 
som e o f  h is friends to  sw ear to  one. A ll 
fou r o f  his w itnesses m ight b e  in  the 
stick -u p  as deep ly  as this m an F orrest.

“ W h o  was this m an Sam  J o n e s? ”  the 
ranger asked.

T h e  prisoner d irected  h is gaze at 
P orter. “ I  d o n ’t kn ow , but I  can  guess. 
H e  w as described  to  m e b y  fou r-five  
p eop le  at H orse  C reek  w ho saw h im , and 
the descrip tion  fits W e b b  L ak e. H e  was 
rid ing  a gray  horse. So was L a k e  w hen 
he le ft  D eer  T ra il the m orn in g  o f  the 
tw en ty -secon d .”

“ Y o u  ch eck ed  u p  on  L a k e ? ”  P orter 
asked, suspicion  still rid ing  h igh  in him .

F orrest turned to  C rabb . “ Say you r 
p iece , B ill ,”  he draw led.

“ L ak e le ft  D eer  T ra il at daybreak  the 
m orn ing o f  the tw en ty -secon d , a long w ith  
W es T erre ll and  P res W alsh . T h e y  d id n ’t 
show  u p  again  till F rid a y . I  got that 
from  H om er B urson , a k id  w ho w ork s at 
the corra l w here th ey  keep  their horses. 
T o ld  h im  they w ere go in g  hunting, but 
w hen they  show ed up  th ey  had  no gam e 
w ith them  and their horses had been 
ridden hard. L ik e  B lake says, L a k e  was 
on  a fleabitten  gray  g e ld in g ; W es rode a 
b ig  b a y  w ith  fou r  w hite  s to ck in g s ; Pres 
W alsh  had a rou nd-bellied  sorrel. T h e  
k id  poin ted  the m ounts out to  m e .”  
C rabb  finished e x p lo s iv e ly : “ T h e y ’re
gu ilty  as h ell.”

“ I  th ink  so ,”  F orrest agreed qu ietly . 
“ In qu ire  at the H orse  C reek  d ep ot fo r  a 
g irl nam ed W illie  F ulw iler. She can  tell 
you  abou t Jones and the telegram . T h e  
m an bou gh t supplies a t the store. H e  
w as seen b y  another m an ca lled  B illy  
B oss. W h en  Jones w ent in to  tow n  to



get the telegram  he le ft three friends in 
the brush outside o f  tow n. T h is  m an 
B oss was look in g  for  one o f  his hogs and 
bum ped in to them . T h e y  w aved him  
round. H is  descrip tion  o f  the horses fits 
the ones the T erre ll gang w ere rid in g .”  

Y ou n g  P orter kept his eyes fixed on 
Forrest. H e  did  n ot k n ow  w hether these 
men w ere telling  the truth or  not. T h e  
prisoner had foo led  h im  once. H e  did  
not forget that. T h e  ranger w ished he 
had had m ore experience in ju dg in g  men. 
It w ou ld  not d o  to let his adm iration  for  
this intrep id  scam p get the better o f  his 
judgm ent. A  m an cou ld  have a w inning 
sm ile and still be  a v illa in . R ob in son  
and W aggon er seem ed to  believe his 
story . B ut y o u  cou ld  not pu t t/u s t in a 
fe llow  n otoriou s as a  k iller and know n 
beyon d  question  to  have robbed  a bank.

“ It  w ork s ou t right neat, doesn ’t i t ? ”  
he scoffed . “ T hese  T erre lls  are you r 
enem ies. T h e y  cla im  y o u  held  u p  the 
train. W h en  i t ’s you r turn y o u  pass the 
bu ck  b a ck  to  them . I  d o n ’t k n ow  an y  o f 
these w itnesses y o u  have. M a y b e  y o u ’re 
all in it, each one a lib i-in g  the oth ers.”  

B lak e  show ed no resentm ent. “ T a k e  it 
or leave it, P orter. O p p ortu n ity ’s like a 
ba ldheaded  m an w ith  a beard, I ’ve heard.

Y o u  can catch  him  com in g  bu t not going. 
■Maybe T'm offering you  a ch ance to  m ake 
a nam e for  you rself. M a y b e  it is ju st a 
fa iry  tale. Quien sabe? I f  you  are too  
bu sy  to  both er w ith  it I  reck on  B uzz m ay 
w ant to take a crack  at it. H is  p o litica l 
career w on ’t be hurt an y  b y  d igg ing  up 
ev iden ce to  co n v ict  these tra in -robbers.”  

“ N o t  n one,”  agreed the Sheriff.
“ I  d id n ’t say  I  w ou ldn ’t look  in to  th is,”  

the ranger said q u ick ly , “ on ly  I d on ’t 
have to  believe everyth ing y o u  say, not 
a fter the w ay  you  ran out on  m e on ce .”  

T h e  prosecuting a ttorney  spoke. “ A fter  
w e have talked  w ith  these C ircle  T h ree  B 
riders, we-’ll kn ow  w hether F orrest ’s a lib i 
stands up. P ersonally , I  th ink  it w ill. 
W h y  should  he pull a w in dy  on  us, when 
he know s it w ou ldn ’ t s t ick ?  M orris  o f  
the C ircle  T h ree  B  w ill k n ow  if  these 
line-riders w ere off the jo b  tw o or three 
days. B esides, I ’m  w illing to be lieve  the 
T erre lls  w ou ld  d o  a jo b  lik e  this. I f  you  
d on ’t report this to  L ieutenant B ronson , 
y o u  may* b e  m aking a serious m istake.”

PO R T E R  flushed. H e  w as b o y  enough  
still, to resent adv ice  from  an outsider. 
“ I ’m  goin g  to  report it ,”  he said huffily. 

“ B u t I ’m  goin g  to  insist Sheriff W a g - 
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goner keep  F orrest here. In  any case, 
there is another charge against h im .”

“ So there is ,”  B lake said. “ K eep  m e 
w ell lock ed  up , B uzz. . . . O h , on e thing 
m ore, gentlem en. T o o  m any o f  us know  
abou t the ev iden ce against the Terrells. 
W e ’ll have to  be clam s, to  g ive  M r. 
P orter a fa ir ch ance  to investigate w ith 
ou t the suspected m en gettin g  n otice  o f  
w hat is being done. I f  there is a leak 
am ong us it m ay be  harder to  get the 
necessary ev iden ce .”

“ A s w ell as g ive  them  a chance to  pull 
theft freights for  points north , south, east 
or w est,”  Stone H eath  added.

“ I f  there is any talking done, it w on ’t 
b e  b y  the rangers,”  P orter said. A n d  the 
others too  p ledged  them selves to  silence.

C H A P T E R  X I I

JA N E T  fo llow ed  her father in to the lit 
tle room  he called  his office. H e  sat 
dow n  in the b ig  arm chair back  o f  the 

table that served as a desk. U ncerta in ly , 
she look ed  dow n  at him .

“ Som eth ing on  y ou r m ind , d a u g h ter?”  
he asked.

“ I ’d like to  g o  dow n  to  F air P la y  w ith  
y o u  tom orrow , F ath er,”  she said. “ I  have 
som e sh opp in g  to  d o , and we can  p ick  up 
H elen  and Bess there and bring them  
b a ck  w ith  u s.”

“ H m p h ! Y o u  have shopping to  d o ! ”  
“ Y es . Y o u  k n ow  A unt M au d  and U n d e  

H en ry  have been w anting m e to  p ay  them  
a v isit. I  p rom ised  lon g  ago I w ou ld .”  

“ A n d  i f  y o u  w ere staying  at the V a l- 
lerys, y o u  w ou ld  hear all abou t h ow  the 
tria l w as going, w ou ld n ’t y o u ?  I  reckon  
y o u  w ou ld  attend  som e o f  the sessions.”  

“ I  expect so. I ’d like to  g o .”
I t  w as ch aracteristic o f  his forthright 

daughter, he thought, not to try  to d is
guise her great interest in the ou tcom e 
o f this trial.

“ T exas has been a battlefie ld  for  fifty  
years, Jan et,”  he said s low ly . “ Y o u  know  
all abou t h ow  we fou gh t the M exican s 
first and then the C om anches. A fte r  we 
had them  b oth  w hipped , cam e the C ivil 
W a r. W h en  w e g ot that ou t o f  the w ay, 
w e fou n d  the State a  happy-hu n ting- 
grou nd  fo r  m ost all the desperadoes in 
the cou n try . Seem s lik e  they  a ll p iled  in 
to  T exas . T h e  rangers helped  and are 
still h e lp in g  to  m op  them  u p ; but decent 
citizen s had to  lend a hand too . F a ct is, 
Janet, the cattle-stea ls g ot so b ig  we had 
to  fight or  g o  bust. I f  w e d id n ’t w in  the 
th ieves w ou ld . T h ere  w asn ’ t an y  law  to

a id  us. W e ll, w e w ere hard  and  thorough  
— d id  th ings y o u  co u ld n ’t ju s t ify  in  an 
o ld  settled  co u n try .”

“ I  kn ow , F ath er,”  the girl said . “ I ’ve 
heard o ften  abou t the horse- and cattle- 
th ieves.”

“ R em em ber, daughter, that though 
there was no law  except the one w e car
ried on  our hips, there a lw ays w as a  clear 
line betw een  those w h o were g ood  c it i
zens and those w ho w ere ruffians and 
scalaw ags. W e  w anted to  bu ild  u p  w est 
T exas and m ake it safe fo r  w om en  and 
ch ildren . T h e y  w anted it to  stay a  refuge 
for  bandits. W e  w anted  sch oolh ou ses and 
churches, and law  and order. T h e y  stood  
for the six -shooter and rustlings and w ild  
tow ns filled  w ith  hum an parasites co n 
tributing noth in g  to  the w elfa re  o f  the 
com m u n ity .”

“ Y es, F ath er,”  she said m eek ly , and 
then spoiled  it b y  grinning.

H e  pu lled  up to  ask w hat she was 
laughing at.

“ I  d id n ’t k n ow  y o u  cou ld  be  so e lo 
qu en t,”  she com m ented . “ Congressm an 
Sanderson is noth in g  to  y o u .”

“ T o o  m uch  ora tion ,”  he agreed. “ W ell, 
I ’ll ta lk  turkey . A b o u t this B lake F or
rest : I ’v e  never m et h im , but la te ly  I ’ve 
heard p len ty . Q u ite  a m an, they say. 
O ne o f  those w ild  reckless devils  that 
p eop le  like. A  g ood  cow -h an d— top  rider 
— gam e as they com e— m akes friends and 
stands b y  them  to  the finish. B ut never 
forget that he has gone bad . H e ’s a killer, 
and h e ’s a  th ie f.”

“ I  w ish you  had talked  to  Stone H eath  
abou t h im ,”  Janet said.

H e  shook  his head. “ W o u ld n ’t m ake 
any d ifference. Y o u  ca n ’t change facts. 
H eath  is h is friend . W h a t F orrest does 
m ay seem  right to  h im  bu t n ot to  us. 
H eath  is w ild  h im self. H e  m akes excuses, 
bu t the m an ’s record  is there. F orrest 
has been a turbulent fe llow . W h ere  there 
is so m uch sm oke, there m ust be  fire.”  

“ H e  never k illed  a n y b od y  excep t in 
se lf-defen ce , S tone H eath  says.”

“ I ’ve heard another story . In  an y  case, 
he robbed  the V a lley  B ank . T h e re ’s no 
d ou b t o f  th at.”

Janet repeated the ta le she had been 
told  b y  H eath  as to  the reason fo r  the 
robbery .

A gain  the cow -m an  sh ook  his head 
firm ly. “ E xcuses, J a n et! I ’ll n ot den y  I  
have som e sym path y  w ith  F orrest, b u t 
law s are m ade to  be ob eyed . T h is  fe l
low  m ay be the k in d  that w om en  lik e . I  
d o n ’t know . B ut I  ca n ’t have m y  daugh
ter interested in a sca law ag lik e  th at.”  
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“ O u gh t I  ju st to  turn m y  b a ck  on  h im , 
since he g ot in to  trou b le  on  accou n t o f  
m e ? ”  she asked.

“ H e  d id n ’t g et in to  trou b le  on  a ccou n t 
o f  y ou . H e  g o t in to  trou ble  because he 
robbed  a b a n k .”

“ A n yw ay , he d id  m e a  service. I  d on ’ t 
w ant h im  to  th ink I ’m  ungratefu l— that 
I  h aven ’t any interest at all in w hat be
com es o f  h im . I  d on ’t expect ever to  
speak w ith  h im  again, bu t I  need n ot act 
as i f  he were poison . I t  ca n ’t hurt m e if

“ I suppose you will 
be leaving tliis part 
ol tlte country now,” 

Janet said.

he is w ild— even i f  he has gon e bad  as 
y o u  say .”

“ N o . N o t  i f  y o u  keep  you r head and 
d o n ’ t— ”  H e  d id  not finish the sentence.

“ A re n ’t y o u  m ak in g  too  m uch  o f  this, 
F ather ?”  Janet said, a  flag o f  p in k  fly ing 
beneath  the brow n  o f  her cheeks. “ I ’m  
n ot— in fatu ated  w ith  the m an, i f  th at’s 
w hat y o u  m ean. I  w ou ld n ’t m arry  such 
a  m an if he w as th e  last one in the w orld . 
I ’m  n o t crazy , y o u  k n ow .”

C urtis K in g  w as relieved.
“ I  have to  b e  father and  m other b oth  

n ow ,”  he to ld  her, and  h is w istfu l sm ile 
w as an a p o lo g y . “ I  reck on  I ’m  too  blunt, 
daughter. Y o u r  m other w ou ld  h ave 
k n ow n  h ow  to  h andle  this. A ll I  was 
th ink ing  is that I ’d  rather see y o u  dead 
than m arried  to  a  scoundrel w h o w ou ld  
ruin y o u r  life . B u t I  ou ght to  have 
k n ow n  y o u  better. . . . Y es , i f  y o u  w ant 
to  g o  dow n  to  F a ir  P la y  tom orrow  I 
h aven ’ t an y  o b je c t io n s .”

TH E  first m an th ey  m et on  the m ain 
street o f  F air P la y  a fter  they  had 

stepped ou t o f  the surrey w as Stone 
H eath .

“ T h o u g h t y o u  w ere staying  a t B uzz 
W a g g on er ’s h o te l,”  C urtis K in g  said.

“ I  w as, b u t B u zz  w ou ldn ’ t h ave m e for  
a  b oa rd er a n y  lon ger.”  T h e  co w b o y

dragged  his w ords lazily . “ Seems I d id n ’t 
h old  up an y  train .”

“ D o  they kn ow  w ho d id ? ”
H ea th ’s fa ce  w as a b lan k  w all. “ I  

w ou ldn ’ t k n ow  abou t that. I  h aven ’t 
heard o f  a n y b od y  bein g  arrested. E xcep t 
B lak e  F orrest.”

“ H e ’s still in ja il, o f  cou rse .”
“ Sure. H is  trial beg ins tod ay— fo r  the 

V a lley  B ank  business.”  H ea th ’s gaze 
h ad  p ick ed  up som e m en com in g  dow n  
the street tow ard  them . A ll the am iable 
friendliness vanished  from  h is eyes. T h e y  
grew  hard and co ld .

Janet w ondered . H er  g lan ce fo llow ed  
his, to  the fou r m en straddling a lon g  the 
sidew alk . T h ree  o f  them  she d id  n ot 
know . T h e  fou rth  w as P h il D eck er, a 
broth er o f  her sch oolm ate  H elen . T h e  
D eck ers  had  been  close  friends o f  h er 
fam ily  fo r  a generation . T h e  oth ers w ere 
all o ld er than he— h ard -look in g  ch arac
ters ; on e o f  them  w ore  h is arm  in a  sling.

C urtis K in g  spoke to  them . “ G ood  
m orn ing, b o y s ,”  h e  said . “ In  tow n  for  
the trial, I  reck on . T h ere  w ill be  qu ite  
a  gath erin g .”

“ W e ’re here as w itnesses,”  W es  T e r 
rell said, lift in g  his hat to  the you n g  
w om an. “ A im in g  to  help  send that scoun
drel F orrest to  the p en ’ .”  H e  spoke to  
the ow ner o f  the G ranite G ap  ranch, bu t 
the trium ph w as d irected  at H eath.
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“ I  d o n ’t w on der y o u  d o n ’t like h im ,”  
H eath  said w ith  co o l h ard ih ood , “ a fter 
the w ay  h e  has show ed y ou -a ll up  three 
or  fou r tim es.”

“ T h a t ’ll be  en ough  from  y o u ,”  P res 
W alsh  cried  angrily .

“ E nou gh  from  all o f  y o u ,”  K in g  or
dered q u ietly . “ I ’m  surprised you  d on ’t 
k n ow  better, w ith  a  lady  present.”

“ W e  d id n ’t m ean to start an yth in g ,”  
P hil D eck er  said. “ B etter m ove on , boys. 
See y o u  later.”

H e  lingered to talk  w ith  the K ings. 
“ I ’m  expectin g  H elen  and Bess in tw o- 
three d a y s ,”  he explained. “ H elen ’s 
sch ool closed  F riday . She is right tired 
o f  teach ing reading and arithm etic, and 
I  exp ect she w ill e n jo y  bein g  w ith  you - 
all up at the G ranite G ap  fo r  a w hile. 
Bess too . She hasn ’t been any too  peart 
since the train -w reck , though she’s a ct
ing m ore like herself n ow .”

“ W e ’ll take care o f  her at the G ranite 
G ap ,”  the ranchm an prom ised . H e  was 
very  fon d  o f  Bess D eck er. She had lived  
w ith  them  fo r  tw o years a fter  the death  
o f  her m other ten years earlier. H er 
father w as a  b o y h o o d  chum .

“ Soon as they get to  tow n, let us k n ow ,”  
Janet said. “ W e ’ll b e  at the V a lle ry s ’.”

TH E  law yer and his w ife  w ere very  
pleased to  see Janet. T h e y  d id  not 

o fte n  have you n g  p eop le  at the house, 
and the g ood  sp irits o f  y ou th  cheered 
them . C urtis stayed  at the hotel.

A fte r  supper Janet m ade an op p or 
tun ity  to  see the law yer alone.

“ U n cle  H e n ry ,”  she began  w ith  n o  cir 
cu m locu tion , “ I  w ant y o u  to  carry  a  note  
from  m e to  M r . F orrest.”
' “ N o w  lo o k  here, m iss,”  h e  retorted  

p rom p tly . “ I  qu it p la y in g  C u p id  a right 
lon g  tim e ago. I f  y o u  w ant a n y  notes 
carried , you  get C urt to  take th em .”

H er grin was a m ixture o f  ca jo le ry  and 
im pudence. “ N o  sir. Y o u ’re go in g  to  
take the note  you r  ow n  se lf. I ’ve  w rit
ten it. H ere it is. Y o u  can  read it .”

“ I d o n ’t w ant to  read an y  o f  y ou r  
love-letters ,”  he said, w av in g  it aside.

T h e  g ir l’s co lo r  deepened. “ D o n ’t be 
silly , U n cle  H en ry . I t ’s n ot a love-letter. 
Y o u  know  that very  w ell. I t ’s ju st a  little  
m essage h op in g  that he w ill be  acqu itted . 
R ead  it. See if  it isn ’t p e r fe ct ly  p rop er .”

“ I d o n ’t care h ow  proper it  is ,”  h e  ex
p loded . “ P oin t is, it isn ’t w ise. Suppose 
this got out and fo lk s  ta lked . D o n ’t fo r 
get that this m an is a  crim in a l and is g o 
ing to  the pen iten tiary  fo r  a lon g  stretch  
o f  years.”

“ H ow  cou ld  it get o u t?  Is  M r. F orrest 
the sort o f  m an w ho w ou ld— boast abou t 
i t ? ”

“ N o . Still— ”
She fo ld ed  her hands and look ed  d e

m ure. “ I ’m  a you n g  lady , and I  ou ght to  
th ink o f  appearances. F or  you n g  ladies 
m ust be  very  circu m spect. Isn ’ t that the 
w ord  ? H e  m ight m isunderstand and 
th ink that I  was a  brazen  you n g  hussy.”

80



A PRICE ON HIS HEAD

“ A ll righ t— I ’ll lo o k  a t the n ote .”  
W h ile  h e  w as reading it, Janet m ade 

co m m e n t : “ W e  ca n ’t  a ll b e  w rapped  in 
co tto n  an d  la id  aw ay  in m oth -ba lls  until 
w e are  m arried , U n cle  H en ry . W h en  
som eb od y  does us a great k indness w e 
h a v e  to  show  apprecia tion , even i f  the 
som e on e  happens to  be a you n g  m an .”  

“ I  suppose i f  I  d on ’ t take this note, 
y o u ’ll get it  to  h im  som e other w a y ,”  
V a llery  said, look in g  at her severely  over 
h is spectacles.

“ O f cou rse ,”  she said sw eetly , “ b u t I  
k n ow  y o u  are go in g  to take it .”

H e  snorted. “ A ll right. I ’ll see he gets 
it , b u t I  w on ’t brin g  y o u  b a ck  an answ er.”  

“ T h ere  w o n ’t be a n y  answ er,”  she said. 
H a v in g  com e  to  kn ow  F orrest p retty  

w ell, h is law yer reflected  that she was 
p ro b a b ly  right. T h e  ou tlaw  w ou ld  not 
com p rom ise  her b y  so m uch  as a sign  o f  
recogn ition .

C H A P T E R  X I I I

" Q O M E  on e to  see y ou , B lak e ,”  B u zz  
O  said , and  stood  aside to  le t the v is

itor  enter the ce ll. “ M eet C olon el K in g  
o f  the G ran ite  G ap  ranch .”

F orrest rose from  the c o t  w here he had 
been ly in g  and sh ook  hands w ith  a strong
ly  b u ilt b road -sh ou ldered  W estern er w ho 
had  cattleman w ritten  a ll over his face, 
bearing and clothes.

T h e  prisoner offered  his guest the on ly  
ch a ir and sat dow n  h im se lf on  the co t. 
T h e  o b je c t  o f  this ca ll w as n ot clear to  
h im , and  he w aited  fo r  K in g  to  explain.

O f the tw o , C urtis K in g  w as the m ore 
em barrassed. “ I ’v e  been  ta lk in g  to  a 
g ood  friend  o f  you rs, M r . F orrest, a  you ng  
fe llow  w h o is rid ing  fo r  m e,”  h e  said. 
“ Y o u  kn ow  w h o I  m ean— Stone H ea th .”  

“ I  k n ow  h im  v ery  w ell. A  top  rider—  
g ood  m an in  every  w ay— en tirely  trust
w o rth y .”

“ H e  h asn ’ t been  w ith  m e lon g , b u t I  
have n o  com p la in t.”  K in g  threw  aw ay 
that op en in g  and cam e b lu n tly  to  one 
nearer h is heart. “ F a ct is, sir, I ’m  greatly  
in debted  to  y o u  fo r  y o u r  k indness to  m y  
daughter w hen y o u  fou n d  her lo st .”  

B lake had  in  h is vest p o ck e t  a  note 
from  the y ou n g  lad y , bu t he d id  n ot m en
tion  that. I t  w as a p leasant harm less 
m essage, b u t he intended to  destroy  it 
b e fo re  he w as taken  from  h is ce ll to  the 
cou rtroom .

H e  w aved  the cattlem an ’s thanks 
aside. “ I  co u ld n ’t h ave don e less, C olon el. 
Y o u  k n ow  that. She co u ld n ’t have m et

a n y b od y  w ho w ou ldn ’ t have d on e as 
m u ch .”

“ T h a t does n ot relieve m e o f  m y  o b li
gation , sir. I f  there is an yth in g  I  can  d o  
fo r  y o u — no m atter w hat it  is— I  w ant 
y o u  to  ca ll on  m e.”

T h e  m an on  the co t  sh ook  h is head. 
“ C an ’t th ink o f  a  th ing y o u  can  d o , bu t 
I  appreciate  the o ffer.”

“ N o t  short o f  funds, are y o u ? ”  K in g  
b lu rted  out. “ T ria ls  cost m on ey . G lad 
to  m ake y o u  a loa n .”

“ I ’m ob liged  to  you , s ir ,”  F orrest an
sw ered. “ B u t I  have draw n on  m y  bank 
fo r  a sum sufficient for  m y  needs.”  H is  
sm ile w as cyn ica l. H e  m ight a lm ost have 
sai<J in so m an y w ords that Jake G ildea 
w as pay in g  the expenses.

T h e  ow ner o f  the G ranite G ap  had a 
sense o f  frustration . B ut he persisted.

“ I  have another ranch in the B ig  B end 
co u n try ,”  h e  said. “ In case y o u  are a c 
qu itted , y o u  m ight lik e  to  leave this sec
tion  and m ake a fresh  start. I  can  a l
w ays use a top  rider.”

“ S orry ,”  F orrest replied . “ D o n ’t th ink 
I ’ll be  ab le  to a ccep t that offer, sir. I 
expect to  take a  jo b  to  w ork  for  the State 
o f  T ex a s .”

“ H a v en ’t y o u  any d e fe n ce ? ”
“ T h e  best w itness I  have is o ld  Jake 

G ildea. H e  w o n ’t say anyth ing  fo r  m e ; 
bu t w hen the ju ry  gets a g o o d  lo o k  at h im , 
they m ay v o te  n ot gu ilty  on  general p rin 
c ip les .”

“ Y o u ’v e  g iven  up, then. A re  y o u  goin g  
to  p lead  g u ilt y ? ”

“ W h y , n o .”  F orrest look ed  at h im  in 
m ock  surprise. “ T h e re ’s n o  gu ilt in tak 
in g  from  that o ld  skunk w hat belongs to  
m e and d oesn ’ t be lon g  to  h im .”

“ T h e  law — ”
“ Y es, I  kn ow  abou t th at,”  the you ng  

m an interrupted. “ T h e  cards are stacked 
fo r  scoundrels lik e  G ildea. W h en  he robs 
w idow s, i t ’s a financial transaction . W h en  
I  m ake h im  shell ou t h is b lood -m on ey , it ’s 
b a n k -rob b ery .”

“ W e  ca n ’t m ak e ou r  ow n  law s,”  the 
older m an said gravely . “ N o t  in d iv idu 
a lly . W e  all have to  ab ide b y  the grou p  
law s that ou r representatives m a k e .”  

“ I ’ve  heard y o u  m ade you rs, M r . K in g , 
in  the days w hen the rustlers w ere p u ll
ing off the b ig  steal in this co u n try ,”  the 
accused  m an rejoined .

“ T h a t w as b e fo re  law  and order had 
com e  to  the fron tier .”

“ I  see.”  A gain  F orrest ’s cy n ica l sm ile 
flashed. “ B ut now  they  are here— and 
G ildea can  pu ll o ff his crook ed  stuff w ith  
fu ll p ro tection .”
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K in g  understood  that the prisoner re
alized  he w ou ld  be  con v icted  and w ou ld  
stand up  to  h is sentence w ith ou t batting 
an eye. T h e  ranchm an w as o f  the old  
fighting W e st  h im self, and  he held  to  the 
v iew  that it  is w hat a  m an is and not 
w hat he has d on e that cou nts. H e  had  
seen a  h orseth ie f g o  in to  a  burning house 
to  save a ch ild , w ith  the ch ance o f  ever 
com in g  ou t a live  nearly  n eglig ib le , w hile 
a  score  o f  respectable  citizen s stood  b ack  
daunted b y  the danger. L ook in g  n ow  in 
to  the hard  reck less fa ce  o f  F orrest, he 
fe lt it was n ot an evil f a c e ; bu t he had 
n ot subdued h im self to  the d iscip lin e o f  
the new  era, and he w ou ld  have to  pay  
the price .

T h e  cattlem an  rose. “ I f  there is any
th ing I  can  d o  fo r  y o u — n ow  or later—  
I  hope y o u ’ll feel free to  ca ll on m e.”  

F orrest, thanking h im , said he w ou ld . 
T h e  cattlem an  fou n d  V a llery  in his 

office. T h e  law yer w ou ld  be a very  busy 
m an fo r  a few  days during the cou rt ses
sion . H e  had  fou r  o r  five cases com ing  
up  fo r  trial.

“ I ’ve  been  to  see that m an F orrest, 
H e n ry ,”  the rancher to ld  h is friend. 
“ L o o k s  to  m e like he h asn ’t a ch an ce .”  

“ N o t  a  chance, C u rtis ,”  adm itted  V a l
lery , leaning b a ck  in h is  ch air and 
stretch ing h is arm s in  a  ch aracteristic  
nervous gesture. “ A ll I  can  d o  is get 
extenuating circu m stances in to  the rec
ord , and I ’m  n o f even  sure I  can  d o  th at.”  

“ W h a t does R ob in son  m ean b y  brin g 
ing th is riffraff from  D eer T ra il to  testi
fy  against F o rre s t?  I  m ean that T errell 
crow d . T h e  fight in  the w agon -yard  had 
noth in g  to  d o  w ith  the ban k  rob b e ry .”  

W ith  a  m ysteriou s sm ile V a llery  ex
p la in e d : “ T h e y  th ink th ey  are here as 
w itnesses against F orrest, b u t they  are 
not. A  little  surprise fo r  th em .”

TH E  case o f  the State o f  T exas vs.
B lak e  F orrest open ed  next m orning, 

bu t Janet and M rs. V a llery  d id  not at
tend the tria l until a ftern oon , for  the de
fen d a n t’s law yer had  to ld  them  the m orn 
ing w ou ld  b e  occu p ied  in selectin g  a ju ry  
and  in the open in g  statem ents o f  the law 
yers. O n  the w ay  to  the courthouse they 
m et P h il D e ck e r  and  h is sisters. H elen  
and  Bess jo in ed  M rs. V a lle ry ’s party .

T h o u g h  the room  w as crow ded , som e 
m en rose to  g ive  the ladies seats. Judge 
Jackm an  entered a m om en t later, and a l
m ost im m ed iate ly  a fterw ard  B u zz  W a g 
goner brou gh t in the prisoner.

T h e  eyes o f  all present turned tow ard  
B lak e F orrest, and fo llow ed  him  dow n

the aisle. A t  sight o f  the strong brow n  
sardon ic fa ce , o f  the co m p a ct gracefu l 
b o d y  m ov in g  w ith  such lith e and  in d o l
ent ease, Janet fe lt  a  h o t em otion  h am 
m ering through  her veins. She thought 
he look ed  as little  lik e  a  crim in a l as any 
m an she h ad  ever seen.

HE L E N  D E C K E R  becam e aw are that 
her sister w as w hispering to  her, in 

a v o ice  flooded  w ith  em otion .
“ H e ’s the m an w ho saved m e from  

drow n in g ,”  B ess w as sayin g  urgently .
T h e  o ld er sister stared at the girl. 

“ W h o  is ?  S om ebod y  here in  the cou rt
r o o m ? ”

“ T h e  m an w h o ju s t  cam e in  w ith  M r. 
W a g g on er .”  Bess added , s w ift ly : “ Can 
w e ask som eb od y  w h o he i s ? ”

“ I  kn ow  w ho he is ,”  H elen  answ ered. 
“ I f  y o u  m ean the m an sitting dow n  w ith  
U n cle  H en ry . B u t are y o u  su re ? ”

“ O f cou rse I ’m  sure. H o w  cou ld  I  be 
m istak en ? W h o  is h e ? ”

“ H e ’s the prisoner— B la k e  F orrest.”  
H elen  turned, all excitem ent, and  w his
pered the new s to  Janet.

T h e  heart o f  that y ou n g  w om an  sang 
a  w ild  tum ultuous song o f  praise. H e  
w as, a fter all, a m an am ong ten th ou 
sand, one o f  w h om  she cou ld  be  proud .

“ I  knew  h e  w asn ’ t b a d ,”  she to ld  her
se lf h a pp ily . “ H o w  cou ld  he be  and 
lo o k  lik e  that ? I  knew  h e  w as g o o d  and 
brave and— splen d id .”

“ H e  ca n ’t be  a ban k -robber, and  I  
d o n ’t care  i f  he is ,”  B ess m urm ured  ex
cited ly . “ I ’v e  g o t  to  thank h im  fo r  sav
ing m e.”

Janet d id  n ot answ er at on ce . She 
w as th inking— sw ift, urgent, fu g itive  
thoughts. T h e y  m ust n ot take h im  to 
prison— the m an w h o h ad  saved fou r 
lives from  the flood , then vanished  un 
kn ow n . She m ust see her father— and 
U ncle H en ry . T h e y  w ou ld  d o  som e
th ing abou t it. T h e y  m u s t !

She w hispered to  M rs . V a llery . “ Som e
thing has com e  up— very  im portan t. I  
m ust see m y  father and U n cle  H e n ry .”  

M rs. V a llery  look ed  at her in surprise. 
“ W h a t d o  y o u  m ean, d e a r ? ”  she asked. 
“ L e t ’s get ou t o f  here a  little  w hile, 

please. W e  ca n ’t ta lk  in  this ro o m .”  
M rs. V a llery  led  the w a y  dow n  the 

aisle to  the door.
“ W ill y o u  ask som eb od y  to  b rin g  F ath 

er, A un t M a u d ? ”  Janet said.
“ Y es , but— w h at’s it  all a b ou t, m y  

d e a r? ”
Janet drew  her to  one side, b u t it  was 

Bess w ho answ ered.
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“ O h , A u n t M a u d , the prisoner— the 
m an sittin g  in  there beside U n cle  H en ry  
— is th e  on e  w h o  dragged  m e ou t o f  the 
river.”

M rs . V a lle ry  asked the sam e question  
H e len  had. “ A re  y o u  su re ? ”

“ O f  cou rse  I ’m  sure. I ’d  k n ow  h im  
am on g  a  m illion .”

A  lounger near the d o o r  tip toed  into 
the cou rtroom  and b rou gh t C urtis K in g  
to  them . H e  listened incredu lou sly , but 
B ess ’ certa in ty  con v in ced  him .

F iv e  m inutes later the ba iliff o f  the 
cou rt handed a  n ote  to  H en ry  V allery . 
Jake G ildea  had  ju st taken  the w itness- 
stand, b u t the law yer to o k  tim e to  read 
the m essage. T h e  scraw l r a n :

Bess says that Blake Forrest is the man 
who saved her from the flood after the 
train wreck. We’ll have to get him out of 
this jam.

T h e  n ote  w as signed b y  C urtis K in g . 
V a llery  fo rg o t fo r  a  few  m om ents the 

w itness w ho w as testify in g , h is m ind 
b u sy  w ith  this new  developm en t. I f  this 
w as true, w h y  had  F orrest n ot to ld  h im , 
so  that h e  cou ld  som ehow  get it before  
the ju r y ?  T h e  law yer pen ciled  a rep ly  
on  the b a ck  o f  the paper and sent it b y  
the ba iliff to  K in g . H e  w rote  that a fter 
G ildea  le ft  the stand, he w ou ld  ask for 
a  ten -m inute recess.

GI L D E A  w as a  fa t shapeless m an w ho 
. never took  an y  exercise. T h e  sm all 
eyes  in the sw ollen  fa ce  w ere c ra fty  and 

suspicious. B ecause o f  his unw holesom e 
person ality , h e  m ade a  bad  witness.

R ob in son  led  h im  through  his story  as 
sk etch ily  as possib le . T h ou gh  G ildea 
w as the ch ie f w itness fo r  the prosecution , 
R ob in son  w anted  to  get h im  out o f  the 
w ay  q u ick ly . H e  w ished the ju ry  to fix 
its a ttention  on  the rob b ery  and not on  
o ld  Jake.

“ D id  the prisoner g ive  any reason for  
dem anding the m o n e y ? ”  the p rosecuting  
a ttorn ey  asked.

“ Som e cock -a n d -b u ll story  abou t a  
business deal I  had  w ith  his m other 
on ce ,”  G ildea  sneered. “ N oth in g  to  it .”  

“ W ere  y o u  in fear o f  you r  life  when 
y o u  turned over the m on ey  to  h im  ? ”  

“ Y es  sir, I  was. H e  is w ell know n as 
a  k iller .”

V a lle ry  at on ce  raised an o b ject ion , 
w h ich  w as sustained b y  the cou rt. 

“ T h a t is a ll,”  R ob in son  said.
G ildea  w as rising to  leave w hen V a l

le ry  stopped  h im . “ Just a m om ent, 
p lease ,”  he said  a ffab ly .

S tep b y  step he led  the w itness through 
the story  o f  the h o ld -u p . Several tim es 
the banker snapped at h im  angrily , bu t 
h e  never lost h is a ir o f  p o lite  cou rtesy .

“ N ow , abou t this transaction  w ith  the 
p rison er ’s m other. W ill y o u  tell the ju ry  
the facts in fu l l? ”

T h e  prosecu tin g  a ttorn ey  o b je c te d  as 
im m aterial, in com petent and irrelevant.

“ I f  Y o u r  H on or  pleases,”  V a lle ry  ex
plained , “ I  w ant to  la y  the grou ndw ork  
for  p ro o f that there w as no rob b ery  bu t 
m erely  the paym en t o f  a d e b t  lon g  du e.”

AF T E R  som e argum ent the ju d ge  per- 
. m itted  the question .

T h e  m em ory  o f  the w itness appeared 
to  be  v ery  h azy  as to  details, b u t V a llery  
refreshed it  w ith  papers subm itted  to  
h im  fo r  identification . I t  w as the story  
o f  a sord id  steal on  the part o f  one m an
aging p rop erty  for  a w id ow  w h o trusted 
h im . A pp aren tly  G ildea h ad  skated  on  
very  thin ice, bu t he had  escaped  legal 
liab ility , because M rs. F orrest had  signed 
papers w henever asked b y  h im . B y  the 
tim e the a ttorn ey  fo r  the defen ce  had 
finished qu estion ing  h im , beads o f  persp i
ration  glistened on  the ban k er ’s face.

“ Y o u  say y o u  turned this m on ey  over 
to  the defen dant because y o u  w ere in 
fear o f  h im ,”  V a llery  said gen tly .

“ W o u ld n ’t y o u  be  a fra id  o f  a  des
perado  ? ”

“ Just answ er the qu estion , please,”  
V a llery  interrupted  q u ietly . “ Y es  or  n o .”  

“ Y es, I  w as.”
“ D id  M r. F orrest at an y  tim e draw  a 

gun w hile he was in  you r  p riva te  o ff ic e ? ”  
“ H e  had  a  six-shooter strapped  to  his 

h ip .”
“ Y o u  h ave n ot answ ered m y  qu estion .”  
“ H is fingers w ere w ith in  a fo o t  o f  the 

bu tt o f  h is fo rty -fiv e .”
“ A nsw er the question , M r . G ildea ,”  

ordered  the ju dge .
“ N o ,”  the w itness snarled.
“ D id  y o u  have a  gun in the room , M r. 

G ild e a ?”
“ Y e s .”
“ W here w as i t ? ”
“ In  m y  d esk .”
“ A b o u t a fo o t  from  y o u r  fingers, m ay

b e .”
Sharply the p rosecu tin g  a ttorn ey  o b 

je cted . T h e  cou rt sustained the protest. 
V a llery  sm iled . H e  h ad  g o t  h is po in t 
b e fore  the ju ry .

“ I t  is k n ow n  to  y ou , is it  n ot, M r. 
G ildea, that this is still an In d ian  cou n 
try, and that m any o f  ou r  citizen s w ho 
travel m uch still carry  re v o lv e rs?”
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A gain  R ob in son  ob je cte d . V a llery  was 
satisfied to  h ave the question  ruled ou t. 
H e  m ade one last qu ery , im pressive ly : 

“ Is  it n o t true, M r . G ildea , that y o u  
turned th is m on ey  over  to  the defen dant 
vo lu n ta rily  because o f  an  uneasy con 
scien ce trou b led  b y  the fa ct  that y o u  
h ad  lon g  ow ed  it to  h im ? ”

“ N o ,”  the w itness roared . “ N oth in g  
o f  the k in d .”

“ T h a t is a ll,”  the law yer said.
G ildea le ft  the stand m uch  ruffled—  

bu t V a llery  d id  not flatter h im self that 
he h ad  shaken the fa ct o f  the robbery .

BU Z Z  W A G G O N E R  brou gh t the p ris 
oner in to  h is office, w here h e  fou n d  

n ot on ly  M r. and M rs. V a llery  b u t the 
K in g  fa m ily  and the D eck er  g irls  w aiting 
fo r  him .

“ Som eth ing im portan t has developed , 
F orrest,”  exp la ined  V allery . “ T h is  you n g  
lad y , M iss  B ess D e ck er , says y o u  are 
the m an w h o  saved  her life  a fter  the 
train  w reck .”

T h e  prisoner look ed  m ore  c lose ly  at 
the slim  lon g-legged  girl. H e  sm iled  at 
her. “ I  to ld  y o u  that y o u ’d  sleep)— and 
y o u  d id ,”  he said.

She grinned at h im  sh y ly . “ Y es , D o c 
tor. H o w ’s the sh ou ld er?”

“ F ine, nurse. A  little  stiff y e t , bu t 
otherw ise g o o d  as n ew .”
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Abruptly Heath said, “ Got 
your gun with you, fellow?” 
“ N o; I left it at the hotel.” 
“ Better take mine,” said 
Crabb, and drew a forty- 

five from its holster.

C urtis K in g  cu t  in. “ Y o u  saved this 
g ir l’s life , s ir .”

“ I  yan k ed  h er ou t o f  the creek , i f  
th a t’s w hat y o u  m ean ,”  B lak e  answ ered.

“ T h e y ’v e  been  look in g  fo r  y ou . So 
have the H u n ts, to  th an k  y o u  fo r  saving 
little  M y ra .”

“ D id  I  save her ? I  c lim b ed  a  tree and 
brou ght her d ow n , i f  she ’s the sam e k id  
I have in  m in d .”

“ Y o u  sw am  th e  F un n el to  g et across 
to  h er, and y o u  dragged  o u t F in n  G unter 
and h is litt le  b o y .”

“ Sure. W ith  a  rop e  tied  arou nd  m y  
w aist, so  I  had n o  ch an ce  o f  drow ning. 
G lad  I  w as there to  g iv e  them  a li ft  ou t, 
though. B u t w hat has this to  d o  w ith  
the p rice  o f  beans in T en n essee? W e ’re 
keep in g  a h eap  o f  fo lk s  w aitin g  in  the 
cou rtro o m .”

V a llery  s a id : “ P erhaps y o u  d o n ’t k n ow  
that e v ery b od y  in  th is p a rt o f  the cou n 
try  has been  anxious to  find o u t w h o  it 
is that saved fou r  lives fro m  the F u n n el.”

H is  c lien t w as an noyed . “ W h a t d iffer
en ce  does it  m a k e ?  I  w as present, so 
I  p u lled  o u t the fo lk s  I  cou ld  reach . M r. 
K in g  has tw en ty  m en rid in g  fo r  h im  
w ou ld  h ave d on e the sam e. Y o u ’re not 
g o in g  to  m ak e a  fuss abou t it, are you  ? 
I ’m  n ot g o in g  to  b e  m ade an  id io t  o f  w ith  
a  lo t  o f  h ero to m fo o le ry .”

B ess stood  u p  to  h im , h er eyes flash
ing. “ I f  y o u  th ink  y o u  can  save m y  life  
and n ot h ave  m e say thanks, y o u ’re m is
taken. I  w as there. I  saw  w h at y o u  
d id . T w o  or  three tim es y o u  w ent un-



d er and I  thought y o u  w ere gone. E very  
tim e y o u  w en t in to  the river y o u  risked 
bein g  drow ned— and y o u  kn ow  it  as w ell 
as I  d o . So there.”

“ I  w ou ld n ’t argue w ith  a la d y ,”  B lake 
sm iled , em barrassed. “ N o w  th at’s over 
w ith , I  reck on . I ’m  thanked. S ince you  
say  I  h elped , I ’ll ask  y o u  to  repay  the 
fa v or . L e t ’s k eep  th is a  secret am ong 
those n ow  present. I  w ou ldn ’t w ant to  
b e  josh ed  b y  the b o y s  fo r  the rest o f  m y  
life , and  I  certa in ly  w ill be  i f  the paper 
gets this and  prin ts a lo t  o f  hero stu ff.”  

“ W o u ld n ’ t y o u  rather b e  jo k e d  b y  the 
b o y s  than g o  to  the p en iten tia ry ?”  V a l- 
lery  asked.

“ D o n ’t see the co n n ection ,”  F orrest 
replied.

“ T h is  story  w ill sw ay p u b lic  senti
m ent a lo t , and  i f  w e can  get it b e fore  
the ju ry , m igh t a ffect their v e rd ict .”

CU R T IS  K I N G  to o k  up  the argum ent.
“ W e  have to  b e  reasonable, F orrest. 

Y o u ’re u p  against a  serious charge, and 
w e have to  fight it  the best w ay  w e can . 
I  understand y ou r feeling.'' Y o u  d o n ’t 
w ant a hurrah m ade a b ou t w hat y o u  did  
at the Funnel w reck . In  you r p la ce  I  
w ou ld n ’t, either. B u t a fter all, that’s 
va n ity . A n d  th ink o f  us. Y o u  have don e 
m e tw o great services, fo r  Bess is like 
m y  ow n  ch ild . I  ca n ’t stand b y  and see 
y o u  g o  to  prison  w hen it can  b e  stopped  
perhaps. C a n ’t y o u  see th a t?  W e  feel 
— the g irls are w ith  m e on  that— w e m ust 
get y o u  freed i f  w e ca n .”

“ I ’m p e r fe ctly  reasonable,”  F orrest 
said q u ie tly . “ T h is  Funnel C reek busi
ness hasn ’t a  th ing to  d o  w ith  the case.”  

“ B u t i f  it is b rou gh t ou t, it m ight w in  
y o u  a  v e rd ict .”

“ L o o k  here,”  protested  the prisoner. 
“ H u n dreds o f  co w b o y s  in this cou n ty  
have gon e in to  b an k -fu ll stream s after 
stock . I t ’s noth ing to  m ake a song abou t, 
and I ’m  n ot g o in g  to  cla im  an y  cred it 
fo r  gettin g  w et. T h a t ’s ou t. I t ’s n ot 
com in g  in to  this case. U n d ersta n d ?”

“ I  th ink  y o u ’re w ron g ,”  V a llery  said. 
“ M a y b e  so, b u t I ’m  the fe llow  w ho has 

to  go  to  ja il, so  n o b o d y  else can  have 
an y  k ick  co m in g .”  F orrest turned to 
the Sheriff. “ A ll right, B uzz. T a k e  m e 
b a ck  to  the cou rtroom .”

Janet d id  n ot say anyth ing. E xcep t 
to  in clude her in his first sw eeping gaze 
w hen h e  entered, F orrest had  n ot look ed  
at her once.

B u t B ess h ad  som ething  to  say. She 
ch ok ed  dow n  sobs w hile she spoke. “ W e  
co u ld n ’t m ake an id io t ou t o f  y o u , b e 

cause y o u ’re acting  lik e  on e a lrea d y ! 
W h y  shou ld  y o u  care  w hat a  lo t o f  dum b 
co w b o y s  say in  fun  when it  m ay help 
y o u  to  g et o ff b y  using w hat we know  ? 
A n d  d o  y o u  suppose Janet and I  are g o 
ing to  feel h a p p y  to  see y o u  sent to  prison 
fo r  the rest o f  y ou r  stu bborn  l i f e ? ”

“ I  reck on  it ’s his say-so, B ess,”  C urtis 
said. “ I  feel the sam e as y o u  d o , b u t it ’s 
M r . F orrest ’s right to  d o  as h e  pleases 
abou t th is .”

F orrest spoke to  Bess gen tly , sm iling 
at her. “ Y o u  speak  y o u r  p iece  right out, 
M iss D eck er. T h a t ’s all right w ith  me. 
I apprecia te  y ou r  interest, bu t I  ju st ca n ’t 
g o  around ye llin g  that I ’m  a  fa ir-haired 
hero. Sorry, b u t it has to  be  that w a y .”  

H e  and W aggon er w alked  out.
“ So h e ’s go in g  to  p r is o n ! ”  Janet said, 

a b leak  w ind sw eeping through  her heart.
“ N o t  i f  this story  w ill keep h im  ou t,”  

V a llery  said. “ I ’m  running this defence. 
I ’ll get the fa cts  in w hether F orrest likes 
it or  n o t.”  H e  g lanced  at h is w atch . 
“ T im e I  g ot b a ck  to the c o u r tr o o m !”  

T h e  others w ent w ith  h im .
A fte r  the ba iliff had  brou gh t the cou rt 

to  order, the p rosecu tion  ca lled  a p lu m p  
p in k -fa ced  youngish  m an in jean  trousers 
and a  seersucker coa t as its next w itness. 
H e  gave his nam e as H om er P ackard  and 
said he w as cash ier o f  the V a lley  B ank. 
A fter  F orrest had w alked  unannounced 
in to the p rivate  office o f  the president, 
he testified, G ildea  had rung for  h im  and 
to ld  h im  to  brin g  the H o llo w a y  note  from  
the safe. H e  had don e this. F iv e  m in 
utes later the prisoner had le ft  the bank 
hurried ly , carry in g  on e o f  the sacks used 
b y  the officers to  carry  m on ey . T hen  
G ildea had burst out o f  h is office cry in g  
that the ban k  had been robbed .

UN D E R  cross-exam ination  P ackard  
adm itted  that when he first an

sw ered G ild ea ’s ca ll to  the office, F orrest 
had been  sitting across the desk from  the 
president, sm oking  a cigarette.

“ A n y  w eapon  in h is hand ? ”
“ N o  sir, but— ”
“ A t an y  tim e d id  y o u  see a  gun in h is 

hand ?”
“ N o t  in his hand, b u t on  his h ip— ”  
“ W a s  anyth ing said w hile y o u  were 

there to suggest this was a h o ld -u p ?”  
“ N o t  exactly . M r . G ildea to ld  m e to 

brin g  the H o llow a y  note. I  cou ld  see 
som ething  was w ron g .”

“ A nsw er m y  qu estion s please. N o th 
ing m ore. Y o u  say that M r. F orrest le ft  
h urried ly . W h a t d o  y o u  m ean b y  that ? 
D id  h e  run ? ”
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“ N o -o , b u t he w as kinda in a  h u rry .”  
“ W itn ess excu sed .”
A fte r  the prosecu tin g  witnesses had 

given  their ev iden ce, V a llery  asked the 
cou rt fo r  a  d irected  acqu itta l verd ic t  on 
the ground that the prosecu tion  had 
fa iled  to  show  a rob b ery  h ad  taken p lace. 
T h e  ju d ge  refused  this request. B efore  
the defen ce  had  ca lled  any witnesses, he 
ad jou rn ed  cou rt for  the night.

D u rin g  the ensuing tw elve hours V a l
lery  was v ery  busy. A  m essenger rode 
ou t to  the H u n t ranch, another to  the 
village w here F inn  G unter lived . E ver 
since V a llery  had  taken this case, he had 
d iffered  w ith  h is  c lien t on  on e im por
tant p o in t : H e  had held  that F orrest 
ou gh t to  stay off the stand, since he cou ld  
offer no testim on y that w ou ld  help  h im  
and m igh t be  badgered  in to  adm issions 
that w ou ld  p rove  fatal. B lu n tly  the ac
cused  m an h ad  vetoed  this cau tiou s p o li
cy . I f  he d id n ’t get in to  the w itness-box, 
e v ery b od y  w ou ld  k n ow  he w as afra id , 
F orrest said. H e  was go in g  to  get up 
there and fa ce  them .

N o w  V a llery  w ith drew  h is  opposition . 
H e  had  rearranged his defen ce  and was 
go in g  to  m ake a  try  fo r  a cqu itta l on  en
tire ly  d ifferent grounds. K n ow in g  T exas 
and T exans, he thought there w as a 
p re tty  g o o d  ch ance o f  succeeding.

C H A P T E R  X I V

BL A K E  F O R R E S T ’S testim on y d id  
n o t help  h im . H e  w ou ld  n ot lie, and 

to  tell the truth  w ou ld  have con v icted  
h im . W h en  R ob in son  asked him  if  he 
h ad  n ot rob b ed  the V a lley  B ank , h is an
sw er w as an alm ost insolent evasion .

“ I  ta lked  the m atter over w ith  G ildea, 
and h e  decided  to  p a y  m e w hat he had 
ow ed  m y  m oth er,”  the accu sed  m an said 
w ith  a  cy n ica l sm ile. “ I  threw  off the 
in terest.”

“ A nsw er m y  qu estion ,”  snapped the 
prosecu tin g  attorney .

“ W h y , I ’v e  ju st to ld  y o u ,”  F orrest 
draw led , surprised in n ocen ce  in  h is face, 
“ I  had  a  n ice  little  ta lk  w ith  G ildea  and 
w e agreed I ’d  better take the m on ey .”  

“ Y o u  threatened h is life , d id n ’t you  ? ”  
“ I ’m  a  peaceab le  m an, M r. R ob in son .”  
T h e  ju d g e  adm onished  F orrest that he 

m ust stop  qu ib b lin g . R ob in son  repeated 
the question .

“ I  d o n ’t reco llect ex a ctly  w hat I  said. 
M a y b e  I  m en tioned  to  h im  that he is 
som e k in d  o f  a cross betw een  a  rat and 
a  skunk. H e  scares easy .”

“ Y o u ’re a  n otoriou s gunm an, aren ’t 
y o u ? ”

In stan tly  V a llery  ob je cte d . T h e  cou rt 
ru led  that the in qu iry  had  been  p u t im 
p roperly , and  the p rosecu tor refram ed 
his a ttack  to  draw  from  B lak e that he 
had k illed  three m en in se lf-defen ce , tw o 
o f  them  w hile serving as a ranger in 
pursu it o f  crim inals.

“ A fte r  y o u  b rok e  ou t o f  ja il, d id  y o u  
stop  at som e cach e  and d ig  up  the m on ey  
y o u  took  from  G ild e a ?”

“ Y o u  m ean the m on ey  he gave m e,”  
F orrest corrected . “ M a y b e  I  d id .”

“ Is  it true that b e fo re  y o u  had been  
ou t o f  ja il tw en ty -fou r hours y o u  en 
gaged  in  a  gun-fight at D eer  T r a i l ? ”

TH E  co o l gaze o f  F orrest sw ept the 
cou rtroom  and h alted  at a  group  

o f  three m en standing b y  an open  w in dow  
near the b a ck  o f  the hall. T h e  m en w ere 
W es  T erre ll, P res W alsh  and W e b b  L ake.

“ H a rd ly  am ounted  to  a fight,”  he said 
carelessly . “ S om e riffraff tried  to  m ur
der m e— and gave u p  the jo b .”

T h ere  w as a m urm ur o f  laughter 
am ong those present. Som e on e in  the 
b ack  o f  the room  ca lled  o u t : “ Y o u  d on e  
said it, b o y ! ”  T h e  ju d ge  w ie lded  his 
gavel and look ed  severely  at Stone H eath . 
“ T h e  cou rtroom  w ill be  cleared  i f  there 
is  an y  further in terru ption ,”  he an
nounced.

T h e  prosecu tin g  a ttorn ey  w aved  a 
hand in dism issal. H e  had  g o t all he 
w anted ou t o f  the prisoner. F orrest was 
leaving an im pression  o f  a  h ardy  and 
dangerous m an w h o m oved  ou tside the 
law  to  ga in  h is  ends. . . .

O n re-d irect exam ination  V a lle ry  fo l
low ed  the lead  the p rosecu tor had  g iven  
him .

“ W h ere  w ere y o u  the secon d  n ight 
a fter  y o u  le ft  F air P la y , M r . F o rre s t? ”  

“ In  the bru sh ,”  B lak e  answ ered, a  flash 
o f  anger in h is eyes.

“ D id  y o u  not, in p o in t o f  fa ct , spend 
the n ight on  the ban k  o f  the Funnel 
C reek ? ”

F orrest’s hard  gaze ch allenged  V a llery , 
as d id  h is cu rt rep ly . “ N oth in g  w hat
ever to  say abou t th at.”

“ Y o u  refuse to  say  w here y o u  spent 
the n ig h t? ”  V a llery  con tin u ed  b lan d ly .

“ I  do . I t  has no bearin g  on  this trial, 
and y o u  k n ow  it .”

V a llery  excused the w itness and asked 
that Janet K in g  b e  ca lled  to  the stand.

Janet m oved  dow n  the aisle w ith  light 
ease, apparen tly  n ot con sciou s  o f  the bu zz 
o f  excitem en t runn ing through  the room .



A  P R IC E  O N  H IS  H E A D

She seated h erself and  w aited . V a llery  
and  h is  c lien t w ere engaged in a w his
pered  argum ent. A pparen tly  F orrest was 
protestin g  b itterly  at som ething and his 
law yer w as refu sin g  to  y ie ld . T h e  a t
torn ey  had h is w ay.

A fter  a p re lim in ary  qu estion  or  tw o, 
V a llery  cam e d irectly  to  the p o in t he 
w anted  to  develop . “ W h ere  and w hen 
d id  y o u  first m eet the prisoner, M iss 
K in g ? ”

“ O n the M a i P ais desert.”  A nd  Janet 
added  the date.

“ W h a t w ere y o u  do in g  th e re ?”
“ I  w as lost, and had been for  tw enty- 

fou r  h ours. M y  horse had throw n me 
and I  had been  w andering around w ith 
ou t fo o d  or w ater. M r . F orrest saw me. 
H e  fed  m e, look ed  a fter m e, and brou ght 
m e to  F air P la y  next d a y .”

R ob in son  ju m p ed  to  h is feet. “ I  fail 
to  see the bearing o f  this, Y o u r  H on or. 
T h is  desert m eeting w as long  a fter the 
b a n k -rob b ery .”

Suavely  V a llery  expla ined  that he was 
bringing  ch aracter w itnesses to show  that 
h is c lien t w as n ot the k ind o f  m an to  
rob  a bank. T h ere  w as a verbal w rangle 
betw een  the law yers, a fter w h ich  the 
ju d ge  decided  to  adm it the testim ony. 
E v id en tly  M iss  K in g  w as taking the 
stand w ith  the con sen t o f  her father. 
Judge Jackm an  was a  p o litic ia n , though 
an h onest one. H e  saw no reason for  
antagon izing  the ow ner o f  the b iggest 
ranch in  the cou n ty .

“ H o w  d id  B lake F orrest treat y ou , 
M iss  K in g ? ”  asked V allery .

“ W ith  great con sideration . A s m y  
father m ight have don e .”

“ W h en  he brou gh t y o u  to  F a ir  P lay  
w hat o c cu rre d ? ”

“ H e  to o k  m e to  the h ote l. B e fore  he 
cou ld  leave tow n  he was arrested.”

VA L L E R Y  flashed a sm ile at the 
p rosecu tin g  attorney . H e  knew  that 

even i f  R ob in son  ob jected  to this last 
statem ent, it w ou ld  still be in the m inds 
o f  the ju rors i f  not in the r e c o r d : B lake 
had com e to  tow n , kn ow in g  the risk he 
ran, to  brin g  M iss  K in g  back  to safety .

Janet w as excused w ith ou t cross-ex
am ination .

T h e  ba iliff ca lled  the nam e o f  Bess 
D eck er . A ga in  there was astonishm ent 
in the cou rtroom . I t  expressed itself in 
shuffling feet and the m urm ur o f  voices.

Bess w as flushed and em barrassed. 
V a llery  tried  to  pu t her at ease b y  using 
her first nam e and speaking in a  gentle 
con versation a l tone.

“ H a v e  y o u  ever m et the p r iso n e r?”  
Bess look ed  at the m an sitting beside 

her friend  and nodded .
“ Y es . H e  saved m y  life  w hen I  w as 

drow n in g  in  the Funnel a fter the tra in - 
w reck .”  H er  v o ice  w as eager.

IN S T A N T L Y  R ob in son  knew  his case 
was lost. I t  d id  not m atter if  F orrest 

was gu ilty . T h e  sudden startled sh ift o f  
the eyes o f  the ju rors to  the face o f  the ac
cused m an, the sw ift approval that brok e  
out a lm ost in a  shout from  the astonished 
spectators, to ld  the p rosecu tin g  attorney  
what the verd ict w ou ld  be.

“ H o w  d id  he save y ou r life , Bess ?”  V a l
lery  inquired.

T h e  eyes o f  the girl w ere starry. “ H e  
sw am  in to the river and dragged  m e ou t.”  

“ Y o u  are sure the m an w ho rescued you  
is the prisoner ?”

“ O f course I ’m  sure. H e  w as there all 
n ight. A fter  he had rescued m e, he 
ju m ped  in and saved the little  G unter 
b o y — then his father M r . F inn Gunter. 
I  k ept th ink ing h e  w ou ld  be  d row n ed . A  
b ig  p iece  o f  d r iftw ood  h it h im  and 
sm ashed h is shoulder. F ie was under the 
w ater a lo t  o f  tim es. L ast o f  all he swam  
across the Funnel to  get M y ra  H u n t out 
o f  a tree w here the flood  had  w ashed her. 
I t  was terrible, U n cle  H en ry . I— I— ”  

She b it  her upper lip , to  keep b ack  the 
sudden sob  that sw elled  in her throat.

“ I t ’s all right, B ess,”  the law yer en 
couraged. “ Just on e m ore q u e s tio n : D id  
M r. F orrest tell y o u  w ho he w a s ? ”

“ N o , he d id n ’ t.”  She rushed on  im pul
sively . “ I  kn ow  he d oesn ’t w ant m e to  say 
anyth ing abou t it now . B u t when he cam e 
in yesterday  and I  recogn ized  h im , U ncle 
H en ry , was I  ju st to  sit here and say 
n o th in g ?”

“ Y o u  d id  exactly  right, B ess. Y o u  m ay 
go  now , unless M r. R ob in son  has som e 
questions to  ask y o u .”

T h e  prosecu tin g  a ttorn ey  sh ook  his 
head.

T h e  next w itness w as G unter. H e  co n 
firm ed w hat Bess D eck er had said. Flis 
sm all son fo llow ed  h im . L ittle  M y ra  
H u n t was too  sm all to  be ca lled , b u t she 
too  d id  her share. She sat w ith  her father 
and m other near the fron t o f  the room  
and m ore  than on ce  w aved an excited  
hand at the unresponsive Forrest. D u rin g  a 
m om ent o f  s ilence she cried  to  her parents, 
in a v o ice  audible to  a l l : “ H e  ca lled  m e 
Sugar when he took ed  m e from  the tree.”  

D u rin g  all o f  w h ich  B lak e F orrest 
lo o k e d  d ou rly  straight in fron t o f  h im . 
T h e y  w ere m akin g  a  fo o l o f  h im , he fe lt. 
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B u zz W ag g on er  to o k  F orrest to  his 
office w h ile the ju ry  con sidered  its ver
d ict . T h e  Sheriff overflow ed  in to  a chair 
and lit  a  cigar, a fter  h av in g  offered  a  
sm ok e to  h is prisoner.

“ Y o u  sure d id  y o re  best to  get in to  the 
pen iten tiary , B la k e ,”  he w heezed, settling 
h im se lf com fo rta b ly . “ B y  ju m pin g  Ju p i
ter, y o u  acted  lik e  V a llery  and these w it
nesses w h o w ere ta lk ing  y o u  ou t o f  ja il 
w ere y o re  w orst enem ies.”

“ I ’m  n ot ou t o f  ja il y e t ,”  F orrest said.
Stone H eath  and B ill C rabb  burst in to 

the room . T h e y  flung them selves on  h im  
jo y fu lly .

“ Y o u  doggon ed  s ly  o ld  b ro n co -p e e le r ! ”  
C rabb  shouted. “ W h y fo r  d id  you  keep it 
under y ore  h at that y o u ’re the fa ir-haired 
lad  w ho yan k ed  h a lf the p opu lation  o f  
th is cou n ty  ou t o f  Funnel when it  w ent 
on  a  ram page? L o o k s  like y o u  a in t g ot 
g o o d  sense.”

“ H e ’s on e o f  these here shy violets, 
B ill,”  con tribu ted  H eath  w ith  a w ide grin. 
“ I f  it h ad n ’t been  fo r  the K in g  you ng  
la d y  and little  M iss  D eck er— ”

“ T h e y  cam e through  w ide and h and
som e,”  the Sheriff said.

“ Y ’b e tch a ! B usted  R o b in so n ’s case 
w ide  open . T h is  p rosecu tion  has croak ed , 
cashed in, handed  in  its ch eck s .”  H eath  
flung up  h is h at w ith  a  yell.

“ T h e  ju ry  is still o u t,”  m entioned  
B lak e  d ry ly .

“ C ou p le  o f  the b o y s  ca n ’ t w rite ,”  ex
p la ined  C rabb  ch eerfu lly . “ T h e  others 
are learn in ’ them  to  prin t ‘N o t g u ilty ’ on 
their vo tes .”

“ I  w ou ldn ’ t o ffer tw o b its  M e x  against 
y o re  saddle for  a co n v ict io n ,”  W aggon er 
said. “ In  a b ou t five m inutes th ey ’ll be 
sending for  us to  co m e  b a ck  and listen  to 
the g o o d  new s.”

TH E  Sheriff w as righ j. In side o f  the 
specified  tim e a m essenger ran into 

the office, his fa ce  beam ing, w ith  the 
new s that a  verd ict had been reached.

T h is  w as n o  settled com m u n ity  devoted  
first to  law  and order. O n the T exas 
frontier m en w ere ju d ged  b y  oth er stand
ards than those w h ich  preva iled  in  N ew  
E ngland. T h ese  ju rors  had  fou gh t C o- 
m anches to  p ro te ct their w ives and  ch il
dren . T h e y  had pou nded  through the 
brush a fter m oss-horns, w ith  cactu s and 
m esquite flogging their hands and faces. 
T h e y  had crossed  deserts m arked  b y  the 
w hite  g listen ing bon es o f  ca ttle  that had 
fa iled  to  survive through the w ithering 
droughts. O n the lon g  trail drives they 
had ridden out b lizzards, sw um  ban k -fu ll

rivers, and dashed a fter  stam ped ing  herds 
w hile  the lightn ing  p layed  on  the horns 
o f  the stock . T h e  tw o qu alities that 
cou n ted  m ost in  that w ild  lan d  w ere 
cou rage  and lo y a lty . N o  argum ents w ere 
necessary to  show  that B lak e  F orrest d id  
n ot be lon g  behind  the w alls o f  a  prison . 
H e  was their k ind  o f  m an.

WH E N  the verd ict w as read b y  the 
clerk , the C on federate  w ar y e ll was 

lifted  in a  w ild  w h oop . T h e  ju d ge  was 
am on g the first to  con gratu late  the a c 
qu itted  m an. T h e  prosecu tin g  a ttorn ey  
beat h im  to  it. Sensing the sw ift  sw ing 
o f  p u b lic  op in ion , he w anted  it  under
stood  there had been  no anim us behind  
the S tate ’s case. T o  see m en struggling 
to  reach F orrest, on e m igh t h ave thought 
he w as F a ir  P la y ’s fa vorite  son  instead 
o f  on e w ho had been posted  all over w est 
T exas as a ban d it w orth  a  thousand d o l
lars to  h is cap tor.

Bess D e ck e r  laughed and  cr ied  and 
cheered. She w aved  her h andk erch ie f, 
and in her jo y  k issed M rs. V a llery  and 
her sister. Janet d id  n ot m ove  or  speak. 
She had been w atch in g  the d ark  im pas
sive face  o f  the prisoner w hen  the w ord ’s, 
“ N o t g u i l t y ! ”  d rop p ed  from  the lip s o f  
the clerk . A lm ost in stan tly  the rush o f  
the crow d  had h idden  h im , bu t she knew  
h e  w as still co o l and reserved, regardless 
o f  his private  em otion s. A  w ave o f  de
ligh t ran through her. H e  w as saved 
from  prison , and she had  helped  to  d o  i t ! 
H e  m ight never lo o k  at her again , bu t 
she had paid  part o f  h er d eb t to  h im . 
T h a t w as som ething  he cou ld  n ot w ipe  
ou t o f  h is m em ory.

M rs. V a llery  w ork ed  tow ard  the p lace  
w here her husband and his clien t were 
standing. C raig  Shannon sh ou ldered  a 
path  fo r  her.

“ O pen  up fo r  M rs. V a llery , b o y s ,”  h e  
ca lled . “ C lear a w ay. Y o u ’ll see p len ty  
o f  B lak e  later. I  reck on  h e ’ll be  in  c ircu 
lation  q u ite  a w h ile  n ow .”

T h e  la w yer ’s w ife  surprised her hus
band. A fte r  she had  con gratu lated  F o r 
rest, she invited  h im  to  com e  to  supper 
that evening. “ I  d o  so h ope  y o u  w ill 
co m e ,”  she said, and  look ed  so earnestly  
anxious that the refusal B lak e  w as fram 
ing d ied  on  his lips.

“ I ’ll be g lad to  com e, M rs. V a lle ry ,”  
he said q u ietly , and added  w ith  a sm ile : 
“ I ’ve  been som e an n oyed  w ith  the ju dge  
fo r  the w ay  h e  handled m y  case, bu t it 
turned ou t he w as right and I was w ron g .”  

“ I f  you  insist on  bein g  a p u b lic  ch arac
ter, y o u  ca n ’ t keep  peop le  from  talking
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abou t it ,”  she rep lied . “ A fte r  all, it isn ’ t 
a  crim e to  rescue p eop le  from  a flo o d .”

“ N o , m a ’am , and noth in g  to  brag over, 
either. W h a t tim e shall I  c o m e ? ”

“ A t  six  o ’c lo c k .”
F orrest d id  not realize until h e  reached 

the la w yer ’s house that the K in gs and the 
D eck er  girls w ou ld  b e  there for  supper. 
O therw ise he w ou ld  have excused him self. 
H e  d id  not w ant them  to  th ink  that they 
ow ed  h im  an y  m ore thanks. In  p o in t o f  
fa ct , it  w as the other w ay .

B ess m et h im  on  the porch , starry- 
eyed  and  shy. “ Y o u  still m ad at m e ? ”  
she asked.

“ I  haven ’ t any tim e been  m ad at y o u ,”  
he said , shaking hands. “ I  ju st d id n ’t 
w an t a  fuss m ade abou t n oth in g .”

M rs. V a llery  cam e to  the d oor  to  m eet 
h er guest. “ I f  Bess is qu ite  through  w ith  
y o u ,”  she said , sm iling at the girl.

Janet and V a llery  w ere in the parlor. 
M iss  K in g  h ad  v ery  little  to  say, bu t 
B lak e  F orrest w as very  m u ch  aw are o f 
her. C urtis K in g  breezed  in  from  a bu si
ness appoin tm en t. B e fore  they sat dow n  
fo r  supper, he m anaged to  get a w ord  w ith 
F orrest alone.

“ I ’v e  been  hearing som e talk. N oth in g  
to  it, m aybe. I  d o n ’t know . B ut the story  
is that T erre ll and  h is crow d  have been 
drin k in g  and m akin g  threats against you . 
Y o u  d o n ’t w ant trou b le  w ith  them , o f  
course. I  suggest y o u  ride up w ith  us to 
G ranite G ap  tom orrow . M y  p rop osition  
is still open  abou t a  jo b  fo r  y o u  on  m y 
B ig  B end ran ch .”

“ I  ca n ’t le t these fe llow s run m e out 
o f  tow n , M r . K in g . I f  they are hunting 
fo r  m e, they  w ill have to  find m e.”  B lake 
look ed  qu ietly  at the older m an. H e  knew  
that from  the v iew p oin t o f  the fron tier 
h e  w as on  solid  ground. A  m an under fire 
cou ld  n ot sneak aw ay and  still h o ld  his 
head  up.

“ N o w  lo o k  here, b o y ,”  C urtis answ ered 
im patien tly . “ C ircum stances alter cases. 
Y o u  have ju st g o t ou t o f  one jam . I f  you  
ram -stam  in to  another righ t off, y o u  w ill 
p ra ctica lly  b e  adm ittin g  y o u ’re on e o f  
these gun-m en w ho stom p  around lo o k 
ing fo r  trouble . M in d , I  d o n ’ t say y o u ’ll 
b e  one. I  m ean, th a t’s h ow  it w ill look  
to  g o o d  citizen s w h o w ill be  w atch in g  you  
from  n ow  on . Y o u  have com e  to  a fo rk  
in  the trail, ow in g  to  the g ood  break  you  
g o t today . B e m igh ty  sure y o u  ch oose 
the righ t on e .”

“ T h a t ’s a ll true, M r . K in g . I ’ll say 
th is : I f  T erre ll and h is  friends d o n ’t d ie 
until I  a tta ck  them , th ey  w ill live  fo r 
ever. I ’ll a v o id  a  d ifficu lty  w ith  them  if

I  can , b u t I  w on ’t light ou t lik e  a scared 
ja ck ra b b it .”

“ Y o u  d on ’ t have to  d o  that. Just act 
as i f  y o u  h ad n ’t heard a w ord  o f  their b ig  
ta lk  and leave tow n  w ith  m e. A n yh ow , 
keep ou t o f  their w ay. I  understand that 
B ron son  o f  the rangers is abou t ready  to 
arrest these scoundrels fo r  the T exa s  & 
P acific  robbery . Soon  as h e  does that, 
th ey ’ll be  too  bu sy  to  fo o l w ith  y o u .”

F orrest sm iled  sk eptica lly . “ W ou ld  
y o u  take you r ow n  ad v ice  i f  y o u  were in 
m y  p lace, M r. K in g ?  L e t ’s say som e 
enem ies were threatening you . W o u ld  
y o u  run aw ay and h ole  up  ? O r w ou ld  you  
fa ce  them  d o w n ? ”

“ N o t  a parallel case,”  the ranchm an 
snapped. “ W h en  y o u  get o ld er y o u ’ll 
learn that a  m an som etim es has to  p a y  
no attention  to  w hat fo lk s  say in a  case 
lik e  th is.”

C H A P T E R  X V

BL A K E  and Janet w andered  to  the 
porch  a fter supper. B ess w as h elp ing 

their hostess clear aw ay the dishes, and 
C urtis K in g  had  retired  w ith  V a llery  to 
the lib rary  to  ta lk  over a ca ttle  con tract. 
T h e  so ft  v e lvet n ight lapped  the ugly  
little  tow n  and m agica lly  so ften ed  its 
rawness to  a th ing o f  beau ty . T h e  m oon  
and stars w ere out, enough to  g ive  a  light 
that m ight be dangerous. F orrest rem em 
bered  w hat the cattlem an  had to ld  h im , 
and w as carefu l to  stand beh ind  the th ick  
bou ga in villea  vines.

“ I  suppose y o u  w ill b e  leav ing  this part 
o f  the cou n try  n ow ,”  Janet said, and fe lt 
a  w ave o f  c o lo r  beatin g  in to  h er face . 
W h y  had*she m entioned  th a t?  P erhaps 
h e  w ou ld  th ink she was beggin g  h im  to
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stay, o r  that she m eant he w as disgraced  
and ou ght to  go.

H e  gave her qu estion  b a c k : “ W h y ? ”  
“ I d o n ’t k n ow — I thought m aybe— ”  
“ T h a t I  had  better try  a new start 

w here peop le  d o n ’t kn ow  I am  a bank- 
robber w ho g ot off b y  a  fluke ?”

She d id  n ot evade h is challenge, though 
a breathless trem or passed through her 
bosom . F or  the first tim e he had  opened  
a d oor  in to  h is life .

“ Are  you  a b a n k -ro b b e r? ”  she asked, 
her v o ice  so low  it ju st reached him . 

“ Y o u  heard the ev iden ce ,”  he said.
“ I  th ink  y o u  took  the m on ey .”
“ So I ’m  a crim in a l.”
“ N o ,”  she protested .
A  sardon ic sm ile rested on  h is hard 

lean  face. “ P er fectly  justified  ? Just tak
in g  w hat was m y  ow n  from  a scoundrel 
w h o had  stolen  i t ? ”

She sh ook  her head. “ N o . Y o u  can ’ t 
r igh t on e w ron g  b y  do in g  an oth er.”  

“ T h en  I ’m g u ilty .”
“ Y es, bu t that does n ot m ake y o u  a 

crim in al— if  y o u  d o n ’t keep  the m on ey .”  
F orrest d id  not answer. T w o  m en were 

m ovin g  up the d u sty  road.
“ Y o u  had better g o  in to  the house,”  he 

said qu ietly .
“ W h a t d o  y o u  m e a n ?”  she asked, 

startled  at the change in h im . H er eyes 
fo llow ed  h is, and  fear rose to  her throat. 
“ T h ose  m en— y o u  th ink— ”

T h e  ca ll o f  a  c o y o te  sounded.
“ I t ’s all r igh t,”  her com p an ion  said . 

“ T h e y ’re frien ds.”
H e  m oved  to  the gate to  m eet them . 

Janet w alked  in to  the house.

St o n e  H e a t h  and B ill C rabb  jo in ed  
Forrest. H e  knew  th ey  had com e  to 

brin g  h im  in form ation , bu t ignored  this. 
W ith  an e lbow  on  the top  o f  the gate, he 
grinned derisively  at them . “ W e ’ve  ju st 
finished a top -n otch  supper— fried  ch ick 
en, b iscu its  that m elt in y ou r  m outh, 
m ashed pota toes  w ith  gravy , string beans, 
real coffee, and straw berries and cream  
to  top  o ff w ith . I f  y o u ’ve  com e  fo r  a hand
out, I ’ll find ou t i f  M rs. V a llery  has any 
w o o d  she w ants ch op p ed .”

A b ru p tly , S tone H eath  s a id : “ G ot y ou r  
gun w ith  y o u , fe llow  ? ”

“ N o . I le ft  it a t the h ote l. O ne o f  y o u  
w ant to  h ock  it ? ”

“ B etter take m ine,”  C rabb  said, and 
drew  a forty -five  from  its holster under 
h is le ft  arm .

“ W h a t ’s the u rg e ? ”  F orrest asked. 
“ I ’m  a  guest o f  the V allerys. T h e y  d o n ’ t 
e ither on e lo o k  dangerous to  m e.”

“ I t ’s the T erre ll b u n ch ,”  C rabb  ex
p la ined . “ T h e y ’re up  at P eak e ’s P lace  
gettin g  roostered . I f  a  ju ry  h asn ’t sand 
enough  in its craw  to  co n v ic t  y o u , w h y , 
they  aim  to  take a  h and . T h a t ’s the talk  
they  are m ak in g .”

“ D id  th ey  m ention  w hat k in d  o f  
h a n d ? ”

“ N o t  n ecessary. Y o u  k n ow  w h at they 
m ean .”  T h is  from  H eath .

“ I  reck on  y o u  b o y s  w ere n o t present 
during the p ow w ow  w hile  they  were 
m akin g  ora tion .”

“ N o . B uzz W aggon er brou gh t us the 
w ord . Said to  tell y o u  to  lo o k  o u t.”

FO R R E S T  drum m ed a  forefin ger on  
the gate. “ Second tim e this evening 
this has been  m en tioned  to  m e. M a y b e  

there ’s som ething to  it. I  d o n ’t w ant a 
m ix -u p  w ith  these b irds i f  I  can  h e lp  it. 
N o t  an h our ago I  to ld  C urtis K in g  there 
w ou ld  be  no trou b le  i f  th ey  w ou ld  leave 
m e alone. B u t I d o n ’t a im  to  le t them  
run m e ou t o f  tow n .”

“ W h a t ’s L ieu ten an t B ron son  d o in g ? ”  
C rabb  dem anded  h otly . “ W h y  d oesn ’t 
he put them  under arrest and try  them  
fo r  the T exas & P acific  r o b b e r y ? ”

“ H e  w ill, soon  as he th inks he has e v i
den ce  en ou gh ,”  B lake said. “ T h e  rang
ers m ove slow , bu t th ey  g et there. . . . 
D o  y o u  reck on  these scoundrels kn ow  
w here I  am  n o w ? ”

“ Sure th ey  k n ow . E v e ry b o d y  in  tow n  
has heard that M rs. V a llery  gave y o u  an 
in v ite  to  su pper.”

“ T h en  w h a t’s to  p reven t them  from  
com in g  dow n  here and ly in g  in w ait b e 
h in d  those co tton w ood s  to  b last m e w hen 
I  com e  ou t from  the h o u s e ?”

“ N o t  a th ing in  the w o r ld ,”  H ea th  an
sw ered p rom p tly .

“ I  w ou ldn ’t lik e  th at,”  B la k e  said 
p la cid ly . “ M u stn ’t be  an y  trou b le  here. 
I  w ou ldn ’t w ant the oth er guests fright
ened. R eck on  I ’ll step  in and  say  g o o d  
n ight to  m y  hostess. B a ck  in  a  cou p le  
o f  m inutes. S tick  a rou n d .”

F orrest w alk ed  b a ck  in to  the house. 
“ I  find I ’ll h ave to  b e  leav in g ,”  he to ld  
M rs . V a llery . “ Som e business has com e  
u p  u n expected ly . I  have e n joy ed  you r 
h osp ita lity  v e ry  m uch . It  w as g ood  o f  
y o u  to  ask m e.”  T o  her husband he s a id : 
“ See y o u  at y o u r  office in  the m orn ing, 
Ju dge.”

Curtis K in g  look ed  at h im  w ith  eyes 
narrow ed. “ D o  y o u  ex p ect to  see m e 
t o o ? ”  he asked.

“ Y es  sir. I ’m  still th in k in g  abou t that 
B ig  B en d  o ffer .”
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“ Janet says y ou r  friends are outside. 
T h a t ’s g o o d — to  have friends w h o stick  
b y  y o u  w hen y o u  need them .”

F orrest n odded , understanding the 
w arning. H e  w as b ein g  advised  n ot to 
appear w ith ou t them  as lon g  as he was 
in tow n.

“ T h e y ’re tough  hombres and  h ard  to  
shake,”  he said carelessly.

F rom  the m om ent he had reentered the 
room  Jan et’s eyes had n ot le ft  F orrest. 
She kn ew  that this business w h ich  had 
com e  u p  was serious.

W h en  he sh ook  hands w ith  her, she 
said  in a  lo w  v o ic e : “ Y o u ’ll b e  carefu l, 
w on ’t y o u ? ”

H is  surprised gaze  fastened a  m om ent 
to  hers. H e  answ ered, sm iling at h e r : 
“ F rom  n ow  on  I ’m  g o in g  to  b e  the k ind 
o f  gu y  that takes an u m brella  o u t for  
fear it w ill ra in .”

HE A T H  and C ra b b  w ere w aitin g  for  
h im  outside. T h e y  w alked  dow n 

the d u sty  road  tow ard  tow n. A gain  B ill 
offered  him  his gun.

“ Y o u  m ight need it— sudden.”
“ N o t  I , ”  B lak e  said  ga y ly . “ I ’m  a  re

form ed  ch aracter.”  H e  p u t it  in the 
w ords o f  a  n egro  spiritual.

“ I  wrastled with Satan and I wrastled with sin 
Stepped over hell, and come back ag’m.”

“ A re  W e s  T erre ll and P res W alsh  and 
W e b b  L a k e  re form ed  characters ?”  H eath  
asked  d ry ly .

“ N o  in form ation  on  that poin t, S tone,”  
F orrest said  ch eerfu lly , and continued  
to  s in g :

“ Isaiah mounted on de wheel o’ time, 
Spoke to God A’mighty way down de line.”

“ Just ou t o f  p lu m b  id le cu rios ity , I ’d 
lik e  to  k n ow  w hat y o u ’re figuring on  d o 
ing w hen  y o u  get b a ck  from  the cam p  
m eetin g ,”  H eath  suggested.

“ M e ?  W h y , I ’m  goin g  up  to  m y  room  
at the h otel to  p la y  seven-up w ith  you  
b oy s . A fter  th at I ’m  goin g  to  b e d .”

“ N o t  go in g  to  p a y  any attention  to  
the brags o f  these scou n d re ls?”

“ N o t  a b it . I f  i t ’s ju st ta lk  it w ill d ie  
dow n . I f  th ey  m ean business I ’ll d u ck  
it i f  I  ca n .”

“ A n d  i f  y o u  ca n ’ t ? ”  B ill w anted to  
know .

“ W h y , that w ill b e  a  brid ge  to  cross 
then and n ot n ow .”

“ W e  heard W es  says fo r  y o u  to  light 
ou t o f  T exa s  i f  y o u  k n ow  w h at’s g o o d  
fo r  y o u .”

“Did he send me railroad fare?”

“ Y o u  w ant to  g o  heeled , B la k e ,”  re
m onstrated  C rabb . “ I f  they  knew  y o u  
w eren ’t totin g  a gun— ”

“ T h e y  w ou ld  sh oot y o u  in to  rag d o lls ,”  
H eath  finished for  him .

W h en  they turned in to the h otel it was 
b y  the side d oor  leading through  the bar
room . A  row d y  grou p  o f  h a lf a dozen  
w ere drinking. T h e  three friends had 
w alked  in to  the very  crow d  they  w ere 
try ing  to  avoid .

In to  H ea th ’s ear F orrest d ropped  a 
w ord  o f  instruction . R a p id ly  B lak e  led  
the w ay  tow ard  the d oor  open ing in to 
the lo b b y . H e  d id  not reach  it. T errell 
caught sight o f  h im  and gave a  y e lp  o f  
surprise.

“ H ere ’s the dam ned bu zzard -h ead ,”  he 
ca lled  to  the others.

W ith  three sw ift strides he had  cu t off 
h is enem y from  the lo b b y .

F orrest m oved  to  the end o f  the bar 
and rested his le ft  forearm  on  it, so that 
h e  faced  the row  o f  m en lined  up in fron t 
o f  it. H e  stood  there negligen tly , at ap 
parent ease, w atch in g  w ith  a cyn ica l 
sm ile the consternation  h is arrival had 
produ ced . B u t h is eyes, h a lf h ood ed  b y  
sleepy  d roop in g  lids, had  the glittering 
pou nce  o f  a haw k.

T h ree  o f  those in the p lace were casual 
bar-flies lapp ing  up  free drinks. A  new 
round had ju st been ordered , and  the 
glasses w ere fu ll. T h e  spongers d id  not 
w ait to  em pty  them . S w iftly , w ith ou t 
a ctu a lly  running, th ey  g ot ou t o f  the line 
o f  fire. O ne vanished through the door. 
A  second  took  refuge beh ind  a table  over
turned b y  h im  in h is flight. T h e  third 
lay  dow n  b a ck  o f  the bar.

" Q O  y o u  cam e here look in g  fo r  trou- 
O  b le ,”  L ak e said in a  flat v o ice . H is 

right arm  w as in  a sling, and the belt he 
w ore had been sh ifted  so that the w eapon  
in  it cou ld  be draw n b y  the le ft  hand.

“ N o  sir,”  answ ered F orrest, dragging  
the w ords. “ T ry in g  to  du ck  it. H ead ing  
fo r  m y  room  w here I  cou ld  h ide under 
the b e d .”

“ I ’ll bet y o u ’re p lu m b scared, B la k e ,”  
H eath  said , fo llow in g  instructions.

“ Q uivering  lik e  an aspen ,”  his friend 
adm itted , w ith  a co o l laugh. “ W h y  
w ou ldn ’ t I  be, w ith  these w olves how lin g  
fo r  m y  b lo o d ?  L o o k s  lik e  the end o f 
the trail m ight b e  in  sight— fo r  som e
b o d y .”

“ Y o u  d o n ’t reck on  it  w ou ld  d o  an y  
g o o d  fo r  y o u  to  beg  o ff ,”  H eath  proposed , 
h is grin  insolent in  its m ock ery . “ M e b b e  
i f  y o u ’d  g e t  dow n  on  y o re  m arrow -bon es
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and beg  p retty , these B ill H ick o k  gents 
w ou ld  let y o u  g o  this tim e.”

T h e  sudden appearance o f  h is enem y 
flanked b y  tw o devoted  friends had taken 
T erre ll a t  disadvantage. H e  had no dou bt 
they h ad  w alked  in prepared  fo r  a  battle . 
T h e  gaze o f  the b ig  m an slid to his co m 
panions, to P res W alsh  and W e b b  L ake, 
and fou n d  no co m fo rt  there. T h e y  w ou ld  
fight i f  necessary, b u t they had n o  relish 
for  a  fracas o f  this sort. T h e y  w aited  
fo r  their leader to  m ake the decision .

W es  T erre ll shirked m aking i t ;  he 
w anted  a  sure thing w hen he started 
guns b lazin g  against B lake Forrest.

“ W h oev er  to ld  you  w e w ere look in g  
fo r  y o u  lie d ,”  he said flatly . “ I f  this 
tow n  w ants to  m ake y o u  its fa ir-haired 
h ero , th at’s all right w ith  us. W e ’ve got 
ou r ow n  op in ion  o f  you , and w e ’re not 
a fra id  to  tell it anyw here, b y  thunder.”

“ E xcep t w hen M r . B lake F orrest h ap 
pens to  be  presen t,”  H eath  added.

“ T hen  or  an y  tim e ,”  T erre ll boasted , 
saving fa ce . “ C om e on , b oy s . L e t ’s get 
ou t o f  h ere w here the a ir d o n ’t sm ell o f  
skunks.”

H e  sw aggered ou t, L a k e  an d  W alsh  at 
h is heels.

H eath  gave a  w h oop  trium phant. “ Y o u  
doggon ed  o ld  bu ck aroo , they  d o n ’t w ant 
an y  o f  y ou r  g a m e ! ”  h e  cried .

C rabb  pou nded  F orrest on  the ba ck  
w ith  a  h am lik e  fist. “ I  never d id  see such 
a  bad-m an  tam er. A n d  y o u  unarm ed all 
the t im e !”

“ C om e  ou t o f  y o re  fo r ts ,”  H eath  ca lled  
to  those in  h id in g . “ F ou rth  o f  Ju ly  all 
over, and no firew orks. Y o u r  drinks are 
still w a itin g  on  the bar for  y o u .”

T h e  in n ocen t bystanders reappeared, 
still a  little  shaken from  fright. “ D id  
y o u  say that M r. F orrest isn ’ t a rm e d ?”  
one o f  them  asked, a fter  h e  had em ptied  
his glass at a  gulp .

“ N o t  this tim e,”  H eath  explained. 
“ B ut next tim e he m eets those b irds he 
w ill be . B et y o re  b o o ts  on  th at.”

FO R R E S T  led  the w ay  upstairs to  his 
room . H e  knew  that w ith in  an 
hour all F a ir  P la y  w ou ld  have heard the 

story  o f  h ow  he had ca lled  the b lu ff o f  
the T erre ll gang and m ade them  b ack  
dow n from  their threats. N oth in g  less 
than h is death  w ou ld  satis fy  them  now .

“ I ’m  a fine gu y  at d u ck in g  trou b le ,”  
h e  said sou rly . “ U nless B ronson  puts 
them  all in the p en ’ , guns are goin g  
to  start sm oking  right s o o n !”
The thrill-crammed climax of this fine novel 
will appear in our forthcoming April issue.

A  mystery of 
the North.

A C R A S H IN G  o f brush. T h e  rapid  
approach  o f  a  huge b o d y  dow n 

. the slope o f  a densely  forested 
ridge. T h e  hoarse, cou gh in g  bark  o f  an 
enraged bull m oose.

D a v id  B ascom b  slipped d e ft ly  ou t o f  
h is pack -straps, cock ed  his rifle and 
stepped  in behind  a tree.

In  the sh adow y spruces up  the ridge a 
dark  shape show ed. T h e  trapper ’s rifle 
cracked . T h ere  w as the sound o f  w ild  
p lunging, the dull thud o f  a  h ea v y  fa ll.

B a scom b ’s bron zed  fa ce  lighted  w ith  a 
sm ile o f  qu iet sa tisfaction . H e  levered 
another cartridge  in to the ch am ber o f 
h is rifle and began  w ork ing  ca re fu lly  up  
the ridge, w here a  huge h o o f and the buff- 
an d -b lack  shank that supported  it show ed 
a b ov e  the top  o f  a  fa llen  log .

“ D ea d  as a  salted m a ck e re l! ”  B as
co m b  to ld  h im self, and pushed forw ard  
cau tiou sly  to  lo o k  over  the log.



on t h e  ( p o p p e r a x e
By Reg Dinsmore

A  single glance and his scalp  prick led  
w ith  horror.

Lashed to the wide-spreading, pal- 
mated antlers of the moose was the body 
of a man.

In  another instant, D a ve  B ascom b was 
over  the log  and his keen h un tin g -k n ife  
was slashing at the babiche thongs that 
held  the m an to  the m oose ’s horns.

A  few  sw ift  slashes and the trapper 
dragged  the lim p  form  clear. H e  bent 
over it, search ing w ith  eyes and ears for 
signs o f  life . B u t the m an w as dead.

T h ere  w as little  abou t the battered 
b o d y  to  reveal the tale o f  the tragedy. 
N oth in g  b y  w h ich  identification  w as pos
sible. E v id en tly  the m an had been near
ly  stripped  o f his c lo th in g  b e fore  being 
bou nd  to  the horns o f  the bu ll. N ow , 
a fter perhaps hours o f  flight b y  the m oose 
w ith  his helpless burden , all the cloth in g  
that rem ained on  the m an ’s b o d y  was a

shred o f  undershirt that c lu n g to  one 
torn shoulder and a  pair o f  tattered 
lu m berm an ’s breeches that encased the 
broken  and tw isted low er lim bs.

B ascom b sank dow n  upon  the fallen  
log . A lth ou gh  he had thought his nerves 
w ere iron -like, it w as w ith  trem bling 
hands that he filled  h is p ipe. T h e  pu n 
gent fum es o f  the to b a cco  steadied him .

W h a t fiend had  don e this th in g?  F or 
w hat p u rp ose? H o w  cou ld  it  h ave been 
a ccom p lish ed ?  T o  subdue a h ealthy , 
untam ed bull m oose lon g  enough to  lash 
a m an to  its antlers— the trapper cou ld  
not im agine anyth ing  so im probable .

M en  had w arned B ascom b to  stay aw ay 
from  the C opperaxe. T h e y  had  spoken 
o f  strange m isfortunes that had over
taken trappers w h o in  the past had 
la id  their lines there. H e  had laughed 
at these w eird  yarns. H a d n ’t he run 
trap-lines m onths on  end in cou n try  ju st
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as w ild ?  W h y , then, shou ld  he stay 
aw ay from  a rich  fur cou n try  lik e  the 
va lley  o f  the C opp era xe?

Y e t  b e fo re  h im  la y  in con trovertib le  
ev iden ce that som e sinister fo rce  was at 
w ork  here. P uzzled , s ligh tly  frightened, 
D a v e  B a scom b  turned h is attention  to  
the b od y .

B ut there w as little  to  b e  learned. T h e  
sprink ling o f  gray  in  the d ark  hair b e 
tokened  a  m an perhaps in his m iddle  
fo r t ie s ; stron g  m uscles and  a  b road  chest 
show ed h im  to  h ave been no w eakling.

T h a t the m an had been  som e tim e in 
the w oods, B a scom b  was p ositive , b e 
cause o f  the h eavy  paddle-calluses ba ck  
in the cro tch  o f  thum b and forefinger o f  
the righ t hand. A lso  there w ere spots on 
the to p  o f  each  shoulder w here the long  
use o f  pack -straps had th ickened  the skin .

TH E  trapper exp lored  the p ock ets  o f  
the tattered  breeches, bu t he fou n d  

noth ing. A h , there was on e m ore p ock et 
— the sm all w a tch -p ock et near the w aist
band ! B a scom b  slipped  an exp loring  fin
ger in to it— tou ch ed  a  sm all hard  o b je c t  
n o  larger than a  kernel o f  corn . G in gerly  
he drew  it out.

T h e  th ing p roved  to  b e  the tin y  steel 
b lade  and iv o ry  bead  o f  the fron t sight 
o f  a  rifle. A t  som e tim e it  had received  
a h eavy  b lo w  that had ben t it bad ly . 
E v id en tly  it had  been  taken from  its 
m ounting and d iscarded  as useless. T h e  
trapper stud ied  the b it  o f  ivory -tip p ed  
steel fo r  a  m om ent, then p u t it thought
fu lly  aw ay  in his pock et.

F urther search fa iled  to  reveal an y
thing. B a scom b  turned aw ay  and m ade 
off tow ard  his cabin .

A fter  a  tim e he returned and at the 
end o f  tw o  hours all that rem ained to 
tell o f  the unknow n m an was the p ile  o f  
stones that the trapper had p laced  over 
the new  grave to  keep  the w olves aw ay. 
T hen  sw inging his p a ck  to  h is shoulders 
and g lan cin g  a t the sun, he took  up  the 
b a ck  trail o f  the m oose.

I t  was easy  to  fo llow  the track  o f  the 
bull. F rightened  as the anim al w as, its 
every  effort had been  to  run aw ay from  
its fearsom e burden. T h e  deep indenta
tions o f  its  h o o fs  w ere p la in  in the m oss.

In  a  litt le  beaver m eadow , fou r m iles 
from  w here h e  had  k illed  the bu ll, Bas
com b  cam e u pon  the sp ot w here the 
b in d in g  o f  the v ic t im  to  the m oose  had 
taken p lace. H ere  w ere the tracks o f  
the anim al w here it had w alked  ca lm ly  
dow n  from  a ridge and in to  the frost
b itten  grass o f  the m eadow . H ere  was

w here it  had fa llen— sim p ly  fa llen , ap
paren tly . A n d  here w as w here it  had  
risen and m ade o ff w ith  m igh ty  fr igh t
ened bounds. T h e  lash ing o f  the m an to  
the an im al’s antlers m ust have occu rred  
w h ile  the m oose  w as ly in g  there in the 
m eadow . B u t— m oose  d o  not lie  o b ed i
en tly  dow n  at com m an d  and a llow  m en 
to  approach . B a scom b  bent h is every  
sense to  the reading o f  the tracks.

A t the sp ot w here the bu ll had  fa llen , 
he fou n d  a  d rop  or tw o o f b lood —  
w hether from  m oose  or m an he had n o  
w a y  o f  k now ing. W h a t interested him  
m ore  w ere the track s o f  a  m an w hich  
cam e to  the spot from  the far ban k  o f  
the m eadow , and returned in the sam e d i
rection . H e  fo llow ed  them  to  the bank . 
T h ere , beh ind  a  fr in ge  o f y ou n g  ja ck - 
p ines, w ere tracks w here two  m en had 
stood . A n d  on  the ground near b y  was 
a  horn  o f  rolled  b irch bark , such as is 
used b y  Indians and guides o f  the N o rth  
to  ca ll m oose in the m ating season.

B a scom b ’s w oods-tra in ed  m ind p ieced  
things ra p id ly  together. T h e  m ating 
season o f  m oose w as at its height. T h e  
bull had  responded  to  the ca ll, and  then 
had  been dow ned for  a  tim e. B u t h o w ?

“ C re a se d ! ”  B ascom b  shouted the w ord  
as the explanation  flashed in to  h is m ind.

“ Shot through the crest o f  the neck  
close  to  the spine, the w ay  the plainsm an 
used to  k n ock  dow n  a horse he co u ld n ’t 
reach w ith  h is r o p e ! ”

T h e  trick  required accu rate shooting, 
B ascom b  knew , bu t i f  the bu llet is right
ly  p laced , litt le  harm  is done and the 
anim al w ill be on  its feet again in a m at
ter o f  m inutes. . . .

A ll right, the m oose  h ad  been  creased. 
T hen , there behind  that screen o f  pines, 
one o f  those m en had overpow ered  the 
other, carried  h im  to  the fallen  an im al, 
and lashed h im  to  its antlers.

B ut the co ld  cru e lty  o f  the deed , the 
ev ident prem editation  o f  the th ing, w h y ?

F or a  lon g  tim e B a scom b  stood  there 
on the ban k  o f  the m eadow  p ictu rin g  in 
his m ind w hat had  happened. T h en  he 
to o k  the trail o f  the m an w h o had le ft  
the spot. B ut the m u rderer’s cunn ing 
had foresta lled  him . B eh ind  the m eadow  
a sterile ridge raised its barren  cre s t ; 
the trail led  straight to  its top . H ere  
am ong the bare ledges, B ascom b , desp ite 
h is tra iling  sk ill, lost the footprin ts . 
T h ere  was n oth in g  m ore  that he cou ld  do.

A M O N T H  passed. A nd  then on e day, 
on  the far reach o f  a d istant m ar

ten line, B ascom b  crossed  the track  o f  a
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m an. T h e re  w as, m oreover, som ething 
a b ou t th is track  that w as n ot norm al. 
I t  c irc led  and zigzagged  this w a y  and 
th a t ; it  cu rved  and  w eaved  am ong trees 
and  rough  goin g , w hen better fo o tin g  w as 
easily  availab le . A gain  and again  the 
m an had fa llen  in  the new  snow .

“ E ith er sn ow -b lin d  or c r a z y ! ”  w as the 
trapper’s m ental com m en t a fter fo llo w 
in g  the trail a short d istance. “ B etter 
lo o k  in to  th is .”

SC A R C E L Y  a m ile  farther a lon g  the 
trail, B ascom b  overtook  the w ander

er. T h e  m an w as you n g . H e  had been 
in  the bush a  lon g  tim e, as the ragged 
con d ition  o f  h is c loth in g  attested. H e  
w as w ith ou t rifle or sn ow sh oes; and b y  
the fa c t  that he was va in ly  try ing  to  
c lim b  the perpendicu lar fa ce  o f  a tw enty- 
fo o t  ledge w h ich  he had paten tly  m is
taken  fo r  a  sn ow drift, B ascom b  knew  
that he w as sn ow -blind .

A s the trapper approached , the you n g  
m an  heard the sw ish o f  h is snow shoes, 
and  w ith  a  c ry  o f  fear turned to  flee. 
W on d erin g  i f  the m an w as dem ented as 
w ell as sn ow -b lin d , B ascom b fo llow ed .

A  dozen  strides, and  the b lin ded  m an 
tripped  and  fe ll. A s  if  realizing his help 
lessness, he rose to  h is knees and turned 
tow ard  the sound o f  the trapper’s ap
proach . T earin g  open  his ragged m ack i
naw , barin g  h is chest, he c r ie d :

“ F or  G o d ’s sake, G eller, or L e  M oix , 
w h ichever it is, finish this th in g ! Shoot 
m e ! A n yth in g  to  have this torture over 
w it h ! L ogan  d ied  w ith ou t telling w here 
D ix o n  is. So d id  B la ir. D o  you  think 
I ’d  betray  their lo y a lty ?  N e v e r ! N ow  
shoot— get it  over w ith .”

B a scom b  w alked  close  and p laced  a  
p ity in g  hand on  the you n g  m an ’s shoul
der. T h e  b lin d  m an d id  not flinch, bu t 
the trapper fe lt  the tautening o f m uscles 
beneath  his palm , the in volu n tary  setting 
o f  the m an ’s b o d y  against the sh ock  o f 
k n ife  or bu llet.

“ T a k e  it  easy , b u d d y ! ”  said the trap
per gen tly . “ N o b o d y  is go in g  to  hurt 
y o u ! ’P ears to  m e y o u  need grub  and 
som eth ing  d on e fo r  them  eyes o f  y o u r ’n. 
B etter co m e  a lon g  to  m y  ca b in .”

T h e  b lin d  m an sw ayed unsteadily—  
then p itch ed  forw ard  fa in tin g  in to  the 
snow .

B ascom b  w en t b a ck  to  w here he had 
le ft  his dogs. H e  drove  them  close  to 
the huddled  form , then pu lled  off his 
parka , w rapped  the u nconscious m an in 
it , and  putting  h im  on  his sled , headed 
fo r  h is cabin .

F or  the n ext three d ays the trapper
was bu sy  con coctin g  strengthening broths, 
tending the coo lin g  pack s that he p laced  
on  the sufferer’s in flam ed eyes, and w atch 
in g  fea rfu lly  for  signs o f  gangrene in  the 
frosted  fingers and toes o f  h is patient. 
A n d  under his sk illfu l care the you n g  
m an regained strength rap id ly .

B ascom b learned that h is p a tien t’s 
nam e was N elson — R oss N elson .

T h a t was abou t all that B a scom b  did  
learn, how ever, for  as N elson  sa id : “ I ’m 
b lind. I ’d rather n ot d o  a  lo t  o f  ta lk 
ing until I  can  see w ho I ’m  talking to. 
Just the sam e, I  w ant y o u  to  k n ow  that 
I  appreciate  w hat y o u ’re do in g  for  m e, 
B ascom b . M a y b e  I ’ll ta lk  a fter m y  
eyes get w ell.”

B ascom b  d id  n ot urge h im . “ T a k e  
you r tim e, N elson . N e e d n ’t ever speak 
o f  you r  troubles to  m e if y o u  d on ’ t feel 
lik e  it. I  d on ’t a im  to  horn  in  on  any
on e ’s business.”

N elson  grew  stron ger; and  his b lin d 
ness passed. B ascom b w ent b a ck  to  his 
neglected  trap-lines, w h ile  N elson  stayed  
close  to  cam p, helped w ith  the cook in g , 
the w ood cu ttin g , and the sk inn ing o f  the 
anim als the trapper brou gh t in. Bas
com b  lik ed  the you n g  m an. N elson  was 
h elp fu l, d ep en d a b le ; h is presence broke 
the m on oton y  o f the lon g  w inter. B ut 
not on ce had he offered an y  explanation  
o f  the strange w ords h e  had said at the 
tim e B ascom b fou n d  h im . Y e t  B ascom b 
w as not one to  p ry  in to  another m an ’s 
secrets ; nor d id  he m ention  the incident 
o f  the corpse-laden  m oose.

W E E K S  later, at the table  on e eve
ning, B ascom b  fe lt in h is p o ck e t for  

a  m atch  w ith  w h ich  to  light his after-su p 
per p ipe, and his fingers cam e in co n 
tact w ith  the rifle-sight that he had 
fou n d  in the p ock et o f  the dead m an. 
H e  took  it from  his p ock et, laid  it on his 
palm  and studied it con tem plative ly .

O ne o f  N elson ’s hands shot across the 
tab le  and grasped the trapper’s w'rist. 
B ascom b  look ed  up to  find N e lson ’s eyes 
fixed in fascinated  h orror on  the b it o f  
steel. W ith ou t a  w ord  the trapper passed 
h im  the rifle-sight.

N e lson ’s fa ce  w as ashen, and as he 
turned the sight, exam ining it  from  every 
side, his hand trem bled  v is ib ly .

“ Seen it b e fore , I  r e ck o n ? ”  said  B as
com b .

“ Seen it ?  G od , y e s ! ”  N e lso n ’s  v o ice  
w as grief-shaken. “ I h elped  F red  L ogan  
take that bent sight ou t o f  h is rifle and 
put in  a  p la in  b lade  w h ittled  ou t o f  

95



THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

caribou  horn. T h a t w as ju st the day  
b e fo re  he w en t m oose-hu n tin g  w ith  G el- 
ler. . . . L oga n  never cam e b ack  from  
that h u n t ! T e ll m e, D a ve , h ow  d id  you  
com e  b y  th is ? ”

B ascom b  to ld  h im — in detail.
N elson  listened  silen tly , his you n g  

fa ce  c lou d in g  w ith  hate.
“ P oor  L o g a n ! G od , w hat a  death ! 

G eller, the b e a st! T h e  m a n ia c ! T h e  
sm ooth  p lau sib le  lia r ! . . . G eller k illed  
B la ir  too , D a v e— Jerry  B la ir, a prince, 
and  m y  life lo n g  bu d d y . H e ’d have killed  
m e too  i f  it  h a d n ’t been  fo r  y o u ! ”

BA S C O M B  m ade no answer. N elson  
regarded  h im  lon g  and earnestly. 

P resen tly  he s a id :
“ I ’ve  been  w ith  y o u  a  m onth , D ave . I  

feel I  can  trust you . Shall I  tell you  
a b ou t th is G eller and w h y  he d id  w hat 
h e  d id  to  m y  fr ie n d s?”

“ I ’d pow erfu l w ell like to  k n ow ,”  said 
B a scom b  grim ly .

“ E ver dow n  the C opperaxe to w here 
it  enters the o ce a n ? ”  N elson  asked.

“ M an , y o u ’re  ta lk in g  d istance n o w !”  
excla im ed  the trapper. “ I t  m ust be  nigh 
three hundred  m iles north  o f  here w here 
the C opperaxe hits salt w ater.”

“ N e a r ly  that, D a v e ; and a  m ighty  
w ild  cou n try  all the w ay . Som ething 
lik e  fo r ty  m iles a b ove  the m outh  o f  the 
C opperaxe , and  across a d iv ide  from  one 
o f  its  w estern  feeders, lives an Indian  
tribe. T h e y  ca ll them selves the W ak ipau .

“ I t ’s a  sm all tribe, and o n ly  a few  
p eop le  k n ow  o f  their existence. T h e y  
m ix  w ith  the other Indians and E sk i
m os o f  the coast v e ry  little , w ith  the 
w hites n ot at all. T h e y  are so p rim itive 
that th ey  still use bow s and arrow s, and 
spears, fo r  their hunting. T h e re ’s h ard ly  
a  gun am ong them .

“ I t  seem s that the cou n try  w here these 
W a k ip a u  liv e  is the richest k ind  o f  a 
fu r-p ock et. T h e  m arten  there run large 
and  dark. F oxes grow  nearly  as b ig  as 
coy otes , and the percentage o f  cross, 
silvers and  b lack s  am ong them  is larger 
than in  a lm ost an y  other p lace in the D o 
m inion  ; m ink , fisher and o tter  are p len ty . 
K n ow in g  litt le  o f  the va lu e  o f  furs, the 
W a k ip a u  k ill o n ly  enough  to  su pp ly  skins 
fo r  c lo th in g .”

D a v e  B a scom b ’s p ipe  h ad  gon e dead. 
H is  b lu e eyes w ere sh ining w ith  interest.

“ R o ss ,”  h e  breathed , “ y o u ’re ta lk in ’ 
n ow  a b ou t a  trapper’s p a ra d is e !”  

“ T h a t ’s w h at w e  th ou ght,”  said N elson  
grim ly . “ T h a t ’s w h y  w e  cam e u p  here 
from  the States— D ix o n  and L ogan  and

B la ir  and I . T h a t ’s w h y  tw o  o f  us w ill 
never see h om e again. T h a t ’s w h y  G riff 
D ix o n  is off u p  north  there n ow .”

“ Say, R oss , are y o u  sure this In ju n  
tribe  aint ju st the in ven tion  o f  som e 
scatter-bra ined  bush-rat ? Solitu de som e
tim es gets under a fe lle r ’s skin  and does 
th ings to  h is m ind . I ’ve heard  a  pow er
fu l lo t o f  on lik e ly  yarn s that h ave been 
brou ght out o f  the bush  b y  trappers.”  

“ I ’d stake m y  life  those Indians are 
there, D a v e ! G riff D ix o n  m ay  b e  p retty  
h ard -boiled , bu t he was never k n ow n  to  
lie  to  a friend. Y o u  see, he w as in there 
h im self, last year, and saw  these peop le  
w ith  his ow n  eyes. I t  w as lik e  th is : 

“ G riff’s one o f  those fe llow s that have 
a perpetual yen  fo r  adventure. O n ce  he 
w anted a fling at the far N orth . H is 
M .D . degree g ot h im  a ch ance to  ship 
out o f  Seven Islands on a w haler. W en t 
a lon g  as sh ip ’s d octor . Som ew here 
around the m outh  o f  the C opperaxe the 
sh ip  ran in to  b ad  w eather and the 
sticks w ere b low n  ou t o f  her. She lim ped  
in to  a  sheltered co v e  to  m ake repairs.

“ O ne d a y  the crew  saw  an In d ian  w av 
ing to  them  from  the shore. A  boa t was 
pu t over the side, and the In d ian  brou ght 
aboard . H e  co u ld n ’t  speak a  w ord  o f 
E nglish , b u t b y  signs he m ade it  under
stood  that on e o f  his p eop le  had  been 
m auled b y  a  bear, and h e ’d com e  fo r  a 
doctor. I t  w ou ld  b e  a lon g  tim e before  
the w haler cou ld  g o  on  w ith  her hunt
ing, so G riff D ix o n  pack ed  a  k it and  w ent 
a lon g  w ith  the Indian .

“ I t  to o k  G riff and his gu ide fou r days 
to  reach the W a k ip a u  v illage. T h ere  it 
developed  that o ld  T a -u ik , the ch ie f o f  
the tribe, w as the on e w h o ’d been  hurt. 
W h a t w ith  w ou n ds and the heathenish 
things that the m ed icin e-m an  had done 
to  h im , the ch ie f w as in a b ad  w a y .”

" 'T 'H E M  m edicin e-m en  are b ad  cats, all 
I  r ig h t !”  n od ded  B a scom b . “ I  ought 

to  k n ow . O ne tim e, w hen I  w as liv in ’ 
w ith  the L a b ra d or  C him os, I  was took  
dow n  w ith  the flu. T h e  danged m edicin e
m an chased the sickness in to m y  little  
toe w ith  h is drum s and rattles. T h en  he 
cu t off the toe  and hove  it  aw ay. I  was 
too  b lam e ’ s ick  to  h elp  m yself. N ever 
h ave loved  m edicine-m en  m u ch  s in c e !”  

“ W ell, this U ktish  h ad  been  p ractic in g  
som e such stuff on  the ch ie f,”  said N e l
son, “ b u t T a -u ik  w as w ise enough  to  see 
it  w as do in g  n o  good . T h a t ’s w h y  he 
sent fo r  a w h ite  doctor. It  w as tou ch - 
an d-go fo r  the ch ie f, bu t G riff patch ed  
h im  m  an d  pu lled  h im  through.

96



“ F o r  G o d ’ s 
sake, Geller, or 
Ix;Moi\,which
ever II is. fin
ish this! Slioot 
me —  s e t  it 

over with!”

“ T a -u ik  was m igh ty  gratefu l. W h en  
G riff le ft  to  g o  b ack  to  the ship, T a -u ik  
shoved  a b ig  bundle o f  fur in to his pack . 
W h en  D ix on  cam e to  look  it over, he 
fou n d  the old  ch ie f had g iven  him  ten 
silver fo x  sk ins.”

“ T en  s ilv e r s !”  gasped B ascom b. “ A  
sm all fo r t u n e !”

“ Y e s  sir, ten o f  ’em . A n d  such skins, 
D a v e ! I ’ve  seen those pelts, had them  
in m y  hands. E ach  w as a  perfect speci
m en and they w ere exactly  m atched. 
W h en  G riff g ot them  b a ck  to  the States 
h e  sold  them  for  a lo t  o f  m on ey .”

“ A n d  D ix o n  decided  to  go  b a ck  after 
m ore , h u h ?”  asked the trapper. “ I  
sh ou ld ’v e  thought m ost an y  red -b looded  
m an w o u ld !”

“ R ig h t! B u t G riff d id n ’t say m uch 
aboard  sh ip  abou t his experience at the 
v illage, how ever. H e  knew  that if  the 
crew  g o t on e lo o k  at those pelts, th ey ’d 
fo rg e t a ll abou t w haling and m ake a 
ra id  on  those Indians. W h en  som e o.f 
the sailors asked him  w hat he g o t for  all 
h is trou b le  o f  ga llivan tin g  off in land, he 
show ed  them  som e gew gaw s o f  carved  
w alrus iv o ry  h e ’d  p ick ed  up  at the W a k i- 
pau  cam p .
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“ B u t there w as one m an aboard  the 
w haler that G riff d id n ’t foo l. T h a t m an 
w as G eller, the second m ate. G eller 
m ust have n oticed  the size o f  G riff’s 
p ack  w hen he cam e back , and m istrusted 
som ething. W eek s later, w hen the w hal
er w as w ell on  her h om ew ard  voyage, 
D ix on  d iscovered  that the lo ck er  where 
he had pu t the sk ins fo r  sa fekeeping had 
been broken  in to  and the pelts taken.

“ G riff is canny. H e  knew  it  w ou ld  be  
tw o w eeks b e fore  the w haler cou ld  m ake 
port. Instead o f  be llow in g  around about 
the loss o f  his fur, he k ep t qu iet and d id  
som e detective  w ork . F in a lly  h e  satis
fied h im self that it w as G eller w ho had 
stolen  the fur, and h e  w ent a fter  the m an.

“ H e  caught the m ate on  d eck  in the 
dark  hours o f  a  n ight w atch  and accused 
him  o f  the th eft. G eller laughed at him . 
G riff D ix o n ’s n ot such a  b ig  m an, bu t he 
sure kn ow s h is rough-house stuff. M a y b e  
his m ethods w ere cru de and pa in fu l— fo r  
G eller— b u t b e fore  G riff was don e w ith  
h im , the m ate con fessed  the th e ft and 
produ ced  the fur.
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“ W ell, th at w as abou t all from  G eller 
— then— excep t o f  cou rse that he raved 
arid roared  and threatened to  k ill G riff 
a t the first op p ortu n ity . G riff thought 
little  o f  the threat.

“ W h en  the w haler m ade port, G eller 
“ sw allow ed the an ch or” ; he ju m ped  ship. 
L ater, as G riff w as pack in g  his belon g
ings and preparing  to  qu it the ship, he 
fou n d  a  n ote  G eller had  le ft  fo r  h im . In  
it the m ate sw ore h e ’d hunt G riff dow n 
and k ill h im  if  it  took  a  life tim e  to  d o  it. 
A lso  he sw ore he w as goin g  north , find 
that W a k ip a u  v illage  and p illage it for 
fur. G riff laughed at the ch ildishness o f  
the note and  forgot it. . . .

“ Y o u  see, G riff D ix on , F red  L ogan , 
Jerry  B la ir, and I  w ere in the sam e out
fit in  F rance. W e ’d  been through a  lo t 
together, and kn ew  each  other better 
than m ost brothers. A s soon  as G riff got 
b a ck  to  the States, he got us all together. 
I t  was so  late in  the season, though, that 
w e knew  ice  w ou ld  b lo ck  us i f  w e tried to  
reach  the C opperaxe b y  ship. So w e got 
ou r ou tfit and trade goods together, and 
cam e to  H eigh t o f  L and  b y  rail, then 
dow n  the fou r hundred m iles o f  river b y  
canoe.

“ O f course w e  w ere so ft. E igh t hours 
o f  padd lin g  was p len ty  fo r  the first day. 
W e  cam ped  early . A  h a lf-m ile  ba ck  o f 
our cam ping-p lace  was a high bluff. 
W ith ou t stopp in g  to  put up  the tent, the 
fou r o f  us set off fo r  the top  o f  the blu ff 
for  a g lim pse o f  the cou n try  to  the north. 
H a lfw a y  u p  the h ill F red  L ogan  re
m em bered  that he had le ft  his b inocu lars 
in  the canoe. H e  turned b a ck  to  get 
them . W h en  he cam e w ith in  sight o f  
the canoes, a m an w as ju st m aking ready 
to  sm ash them  w ith  an ax .”

“ L ogan  ou ghta  drilled  the c r it t e r !”  
grunted the trapper. “ A  m an ’s canoe 
m a y  m ean his life  u p  in this cou n try .”

“ T h a t ’s ju st w hat he d id , D ave. H it 
the m an h ard , too . B ut b e fore  L ogan  
cou ld  get to  h im , h e ’d  craw led  aw ay in to 
the w ood s and h id .”

“ A  b ad  In ju n , p ro b a b ly ,”  ventured 
B ascom b.

“ W e  thought so  at the tim e. L ogan  
was n ot near enough  to  tell w hether the 
m an w as w h ite  or In d ian .”

" T T A V E  a n y  m ore  trou ble  b e fo re  you  
1 1  reached the W ak ipau  c a m p ? ”  the 

trapper asked.
“ N o t a  b it . W e  g ot our trade-goods 

w ith in  ten m iles o f  the Indian  village 
w ith  n o  further trouble except a w hale o f  
a  lo t o f  hard w ork . T h ere  w e bu ilt a log

bu ild in g  to  a ct as a  trad ing -post. T h en , 
because D ix o n  kn ew  the W a k ip a u  d id n ’ t 
lik e  m ost w h ite  men, he g o t  us to  leave 
h im  there a lon e to  trade w ith  them . W e  
prom ised  to  return for  h im  b y  the first 
o f  M a r c h ; then the three o f  us— L ogan , 
B la ir and I — said so -lon g  to  o ld  G riff, 
and cam e b a ck  across the d iv id e  to  the 
C opperaxe.

“ W e  had all w inter to  w ait fo r  D ix on . 
T o  pass the tim e, w e decid ed  to  d o  som e 
trapping. T h ir ty  m iles b a ck  up the 
C opperaxe w e fou n d  a prom ising  fur 
cou n try , bu ilt a  ca b in , and set ou t som e 
traps. W e ’d  been there a  few  w eeks, 
and everyth in g  w as go in g  fine, w hen  a 
stranger b lew  in to  cam p.

" n P H I S  stranger w as a  n ice-appearing
I  chap— said h is nam e w as R ob b in s  

and he w as up  from  the States on  a 
hunt. H e  had three gu ides w ith  h im —  
tw o Indians and a  ’b reed  b y  the nam e o f  
L e  M o ix .

“ R ob b in s  asked i f  w e  m inded  i f  he 
m ade cam p across the stream  from  our 
cab in  and stayed  there fo r  a  few  days. 
O f course w e w ere g lad  to  have h im  cam p 
near b y . H e  w as a  g ood  talker, p layed  
a keen  hand o f  pok er, and  w e  lik ed  his 
com p an y . W e  said  noth in g  to  h im  abou t 
D ix on , how ever— thought it  w as ju st as 
w ell to  keep that under our hats.

“ T h en  on e d ay , Jerry  B la ir w ent h un t
in g  w ith R ob b in s— and that n ight R o b 
b in s cam e in to  cam p  alone. H e  said he 
and B lair had b ecom e separated som e 
tim e in the foren oon , and  that he h adn ’t 
seen Jerry  since.

“ W e  w aited  u p  h a lf the n ight for  
B la ir, b u t he d id n ’ t com e in ; R ob b in s  
seem ed as m u ch  w orried  as L ogan  or I. 
A t d aybreak  he turned ou t h is Indians 
and w e scoured  the surrounding cou n try  
for  a  w eek. N ev er  a  sign o f  Jerry  B la ir 
d id  w e find.

“ R ob b in s  stayed  on . H e  and  L e  M o ix  
d id  con siderab le  hunting. T h e  freeze- 
up  cam e, and w inter. R o b b in s ’ In d ian s 
la id  u p  their canoes, and it look ed  as 
though  th ey  w ere gettin g  ready  to  w inter 
there. L ogan  and I  th ou ght it rather 
strange, b u t it  w as n on e o f  ou r never
m in d .”

“ B la ir ,”  asked  B a scom b , past the stem  
o f  h is p ipe, “ — w h at d ’y e  th ink happened 
to  h im ?  D o  y o u  s ’p ose  R ob b in s  p layed  
h im  som e k in d  o f  d ir t ? ”

R oss  N e lso n ’s fa ce  hardened. “ N eith er 
L ogan  or I  m istrusted such a th ing at 
the tim e. B ut n ow  I  k n ow  that he d id  
ju st t h a t !”
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“ H o w  d ’y e  k n ow , R o s s ? ”
Y o u n g  N elson  sprang to  h is feet. H is 

dark  eyes b lazed .
“ H o w  d o  I  k n o w ?  B ecause R ob b in s  

w asn ’t  R o b b in s  a t all, b u t G e lle r! Gel
ler, the mate who’d robbed G rifj D ixon  
of the skins aboard the w haler!  Som e
h ow  h e  had d iscovered  that D ix on  had 
le ft  the States fo r  the C opperaxe cou n 
try , a fter m ore o f  that fur. H e ’d fo l
low ed  in  the h ope  o f  k illin g  D ix on  and 
gettin g  the fur h im self. Geller killed  
Je rry  B la ir  because Je rry  wouldn’t  te ll 
him  where that Indian village w a s!”  

“ A n d  L ogan — the m an I  fou n d  lashed 
to  the horns o f  the m o ose?  W as that 
m ore  o f  this G eller ’s w o r k ? ”

N elson  w as pacin g  the cab in  now  like 
a  leopard  in its cage. “ Y es , L ogan  was 
the n e x t ! O h , w h y  co u ld n ’t I  have seen 
through that sm ooth  d e v il! H e  w as so  
sym path etic abou t B la ir ’s d isappearance 
— and all the w hile, dam n h im , he was 
p lan n in g  F red  L o g a n ’s d e a th !”

ROSS N E L S O N  paused in  h is pacing  
. to  stare through the w in dow  in to  the 

raging b lackness o f  the storm y night.
“ A fter  Jerry  d isappeared, G eller stayed 

on . H u n tin g  had  been  p o o r ; m eat was 
gettin g  scarce. H e  proposed  a  m oose- 
hunt— h e ’d learned the m oose-ca ll as a 
b o y , som ew here in N e w  B run sw ick , he 
said , and w as q u ite  a  hand w ith  the 
b irch bark  horn. H e  and F red  L ogan  
planned  a hunt. T h e y  cam e o ff up the 
C opperaxe  in  this d irection . F iv e  days 
later, G eller ca m e b ack — alone again. I  
guess y o u ’re the one w h o know s w hat 
happened  to  p oor F red  L og a n .”

B a scom b  n odded  grim ly . “ W h a t d id  
G eller have to  say fo r  h im self w hen he 
g o t b a c k ? ”  h e  asked.

“ H is  m ask w as off. H e ’d k illed  tw o o f  
us, b u t still he h adn ’t fou n d  ou t the lo 
ca tion  o f  the W a k ip a u  cam p. W h en  I  
asked  h im  w here L ogan  w as, h e  laughed 
a t m e. ‘L oga n  and B la ir are b o th  ju st 
w here y o u ’ll be i f  y o u  d on ’t  tell m e w here 
D ix o n  and  those Indians are— and tell 
m e dam ned q u ic k ! ’ he threatened.

“ A n d  then, D a v e , w hen  it was too  late, 
it  daw ned u pon  m e w ho he w as. I  tried  
to  edge  to  w here m y  rifle w as standing 
against a  tree, bu t L e  M o ix  w as a lready  
there, coverin g  w ith  m y  ow n  gun. I  w as 
trapped.

“ A n d  G eller— he g lo a te d ! ‘ I  g o t  h im , 
that dam ned L ogan , and I  g ot h im  r ig h t ! ’ 
he boasted . ‘ I f  it  h adn ’t been  fo r  h im , 
I ’d  have b lock ed  D ix o n ’s gam e the first 
n igh t y o u  fo o ls  w ere aw ay from  the

ra ils . T w o  m inutes m ore and I ’d  have 
sm ashed y ou r canoes— but he g ot m e, and 
fo r  tw o w eeks I  had to  h o le  up like a 
gu t-sh ot w o lf  w h ile  D ix o n  and the rest 
o f  y o u  w en t on . I  sw ore h e ’d  p a y  for  
that shot, and p a y  he d id . L ast I  saw 
h im  he was tak in g  a ride. I ’ll bet be
fo re  that ride ended he w ished h e ’d  told  
m e w here D ix on  and the Indians w ere ! 
A n yh ow  I ’ve  squared w ith  L ogan , and 
I ’m sure you w o n ’t refuse m e the k n ow l
edge, N e lson .’

“ Y o u  can  see for  you rse lf, D a v e , there 
w asn ’t b u t one th ing fo r  m e to  do . T h a t 
w as to  tell G eller to  g o  straight to  h ell.”

“ G ood  b o y , R o ss ! So G eller d rove  
y o u  ou t o f  cam p, eh ?”

“ Y es , d rove  m e out w ith ou t m atches, 
com pass, fo o d  or a  gun, and to ld  L e  M o ix  
to  fo llo w  m e. I  suppose h e  figured I ’d 
m ake straight fo r  D ix o n ’s trading-post 
rather than starve. T h a t ’s w here I  
foo led  h im . I ’d  have d ied  first. I  led  
that L e  M o ix  on  a  w ild -goose  chase far 
off here to  the south. T h e  secon d  d ay  out 
it  snow ed. In  the storm  I  m anaged to  
g ive  the ’breed the slip . H o w  lon g  I  
w andered b e fore  y o u  fou n d  m e, I  d on ’t 
k n ow , D a v e .”

T h e  trapper th ou gh tfu lly  refilled  his 
p ipe. H e  w ashed the supper dishes. 
L ater he w ent ou tside the cab in , and N e l
son heard the three sled -dogs b ick erin g  
over their supper o f  frozen  m oose-m eat.

B ascom b cam e in, pu lled  off his parka, 
sh ook  the snow  from  it and hung it  on  
a  peg. T h en , w ith  carefu l deliberation , 
he began  pack in g  a  cou p le  o f  duffel-bags 
w ith  supplies.

“ W h a t ’s the idea, D a v e ? ”  N elson  in 
qu ired  cu riou sly .

“ Y o u  agreed to  b e  b a ck  a t D ix o n ’s 
trading-post b y  the first o f  M a rch , e h ? ”

“ Sure d i d ! ”
“ W ell, y o u ’ve  g o t  to  b e  there, aint 

y o u  ? W e ’re pu llin ’ n orth  in the m orn in ’. 
M e , I ’m  ready  an y  tim e to  take a  hand 
a g ’in ’ a critter th at’ll lash a  m an to  the 
horns o f  a  live  bu ll m o o s e ! ”

NO R T H  a lon g  the w h ite  silence o f  the 
frozen  C opperaxe, D a v e  B ascom b  

and R oss  N elson  traveled  fo r  a  w eek.
G eller’s cam p  they  fou n d  deserted, 

and  it w as ev iden t b y  signs that the 
p a rty  had  been gon e fo r  som e tim e. R e 
cen t snow storm s had  ob literated  all 
trails, and it w as im possib le  to  tell in 
w hat d irection  G eller had  traveled.

“ M a y b e  he g o t  co ld  feet and pulled  
fo r  the States,”  m used B ascom b . “ B ut 
as lon g  as w e  aint sure, w e g o tta  figger 
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h e ’s still to  b e  reckon ed  w ith . W e ’ll 
push on  as fast as w e can, bu t b y  a 
different route than you  took  w hen you  
w ent in to  the W ak ip au  cou n try  w ith  
D ix on . W e  gotta  p lay  this gam e safe.

“ I f  G e ller ’s stum bled  on to that In ju n  
v illage  and has got the best o f  D ix on , 
and i f  h e  suspicions that m a yb e  you  
beat his tim e and lived  to  get to  help , 
h e ’s n o  dou bt expecting you  to  com e 
a fter D ix on . I f  th a t’s so, h e ’ll have som e 
one w atch in ’ the route you  used before . 
W e ’ll sw ing a  b ig  circle  to  the w est and 
com e  to  the p lace  b y  another d irection . 
In  a fight, R oss , surprise is a  danged 
good  th ing to  have on you r side— and a 
w hale o f  a  fight w e ’ve sure g ot on  our 
hands i f  G e ller ’s fou n d  them  I n ju n s !”

BA S C O M B ’S w ood cra ft, com bin ed  w ith  
N e lso n ’s k n ow ledge o f  the cou n try , 

enabled the pa ir  to  reach G riff D ix o n ’s 
trad ing-post in fou r days. In  all the 
m iles o f  their circu itou s route th ey  saw 
no sign o f  the G eller p arty , and both  
w ere begin n in g  to  believe the m an had 
le ft  the north . N o w , as th ey  look ed  
dow n  from  the top  o f  the b lu ff from  
w hich  th ey  had sighted the post, their 
thoughts w ere m ore o f  the com fort 
w ith in  those low  lo g  w alls than o f other 
things. T ra il-w ea ry  as th ey  w ere, the 
prom ise o f  w arm th  and g ood  fo o d  w as a 
w elcom e prom ise indeed.

T w e n ty  m inutes later, the dogs fed  
and housed in the lean -to  o f  the store, 
B ascom b and N elson  w ere settling them 
selves b y  the g low in g  stove  in  the low - 
ceilin ged  trade-room , and N elson  was 
telling D ix o n  o f  G eller and the m urders 
o f  L ogan  and B lair.

D ix on , a w ell-bu ilt m an o f  fo rty , w ith  
a  sh ort b lon d  beard  and  steady  g ra y  
eyes, listened  in sh ock ed  silence. B e 
fo re  N elson  had  finished w ith  the tale, 
h e  was s low ly  p acin g  the floor.

S udden ly  he paused in h is p acin g  and 
flung a  hand tow ard  the rear p artition  o f 
the room . “ G entlem en ,”  he said  qu ietly , 
“ b a ck  there in  the storeroom  is enough 
fur to  m ake us all independent. W h en  
i t ’s m arketed , m y  part o f  it  shall be 
used to  brin g  G eller to  the ju stice  he 
deserves. I ’m  the on e w h o indu ced  those 
poor b oy s  to  com e up  in to  this cou ntry . 
I ’m  the one to  settle w ith  G eller. H is 
trail w ill cross m ine som etim e. W h en  
it  does, h e ’ll p a y .”

A n d  B a scom b , w atch in g  D ix on , knew  
the m an to  be  m ak in g  no idle vow . H e  
had seen qu iet-spoken  m en in action  in 
the past. I f  he w asn ’t m istaken , D ix on  
was a  m an to  tie to. “ W e ll,”  he re
m arked, “ I ’m k ind  o f  an outsider on  this 
deal, but if  you  d o n ’t m ind , D ix o n , I ’d 
lik e  to  help. I  d on ’ t crave  neighbors w ho 
lash peop le  o n to  the horns o f  live  bu ll 
m o o s e ! ”

“ T h an k s, B a s c o m b ! ”  said G riff D ix on  
gravely . “ B y  the w ay , w here d o  y o u  
reckon  G eller i s ? ”

“ R oss  and  I  figgered he m ight be  here
abouts w hen w e seen the shutters y o u  
got on  them  w in dow s.”

D ix on  sh ook  his head. “ N o . G eller 
hasn ’t been here. T h is  W a k ip a u  ca m p  is 
hard to  find. P erhaps h e ’s g iven  u p  the 
search and gone b a ck  to  the States. 
T h ose  log  shutters— I pu t them  on  re
cen tly . Y o u  see, I  had a little  trou ble  
w ith  the Indians a few  days ago, and 
rigged the shutters so that they  co u ld n ’t 
get the ju m p  on  m e.”

“ T r o u b le ? ”  inqu ired  N elson . “ W h at 
w ent w rong, G r iff? ”

“ O h , it ’s that fan atic o f  a  m ed icin e
m an U ktish . E ver since I  cam e in here 
last year and patched  up  o ld  T a -u ik , 
U ktish  has been  jea lous o f  m e. In  a  p ro 
fessional w a y , y o u  m ight say. I  suppose 
he figures I  be littled  his m edicine. As 
soon as I  g ot in  here last fa ll, he started 
right in  try in g  to  turn the W a k ip a u  
against m e.

“ T a -u ik , th e  ch ie f, is rather easy-going , 
bu t he realized  that a  little  surgery d id  
m ore  to  save h is  life  than all o f  U k tish ’s 
m agic. W h en  he fou n d  out w hat was 
go in g  on , he ca lled  his peop le  to  cou n cil 
and urged them  to  trade w ith  m e. F or 
a  tim e he pu t U k tish ’s anti-w h ite-m an  
propaganda on  the b lin k , and the fur 
cam e in in a  flood .
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“ B u t n ot lon g  ago the trad ing  stopped . 
I  v is ited  the v illage  and fou n d  I ’d sure 
enough  g ot a  bad  break  this tim e.

“ I t  seem s a  p ap oose  had d ied . W h at 
m ade it bad  for m e w as because the 
ch ild  had  been w earing a  sw eater that 
cam e ou t o f  the store here. U ktish  had 
seen his op p ortu n ity , o f  course, and 
had  ju m ped  on  it w ith  b oth  feet. H e  
had m ade those In d ian s believe  that the 
sw eater was bad  m edicine, and had been 
responsible for  the ch ild ’s death. H e  
stirred the hunters w ith  h is w ild  talk un
til they  prom ised  to  help  h im  w ipe  m e 
o ff the m ap.

“ A s  soon  as the o ld  ch ie f got w ind  o f  
w h at was go in g  on , he sent h is you ng 
son to  w arn m e. W h en  the b o y  reached 
here, there w as a  bon e-tipped  arrow  
driven  clean  through h im . Som ehow  
U ktish  had d iscovered  that the ch ie f was 
w arn ing m e. H e  fo llow ed  the b o y , shot 
h im , and le ft  h im  fo r  dead.

“ I  d id  everyth in g  I  cou ld  to  save the 
lad , bu t the ch ie f ’s son  died . Y o u  can 
see h ow  deep ly  I  am  in d eb t to  his 
father. I t  seem s that this venture was 
ill-fa ted  from  the first. I ’ve  w ished a 
thousand tim es I ’d  never com e. T w o  o f  
m y  dearest friends and this innocent 
In d ian  lad  h ave already pa id  the p rice  
o f  m y  fo l ly  w ith  their lives. I f  I  live  to 
be  a hundred I ’ll never be  able to  square 
m yse lf w ith  m y  ow n con scien ce. N e v e r ! ”

“ N o  use to  figger it that w a y ,”  con 
soled  the p ractica l-m in ded  B ascom b. 
“ I t ’s ventures such as y o u r ’n here that 
h ave pushed b a ck  the frontiers o f  the 
w orld . T e ll m e, d id  the In ju n s ju m p  y e  
as th ey  p la n n e d ?”

“ Y es , bu t the affair d id n ’t am ount to 
m uch. T h e y ’d  never fa ced  rifle-fire be
fore. A fter  I ’d  scratched  tw o or  three o f  
them  through the shou lders and legs, 
they w en t b a ck  to  their cam p. I n oticed  
that the o ld  ch ie f w asn ’ t w ith  the ra id 
in g-party . I ’ve  an idea  h e ’s abou t the 
sam e as a  prisoner in  h is ow n  v illage .”

" T _ T O W  lon g  ago d id  th is happen  ?”  the 
1  1  trapper w anted to  know .

“ N ea r ly  tw o w eeks.”
“ H as that danged m edicin e-w alloper 

tried to  put across any m ore sh indig- 
gery  ?”

“ N o . N o t  a  single In d ian  has been 
here since. I ’ve  s im p ly  been h old in g  the 
fo r t  and w aitin g  for  the first o f  M arch  
and  the return o f  R oss and— and the 
other b oys— ”

B ascom b  sw ept the a lm ost em pty  
shelves o f  the store w ith  a glance. “ W ell,

D ix o n , you r  trade-goods are abou t all 
gone. Y o u ’v e  g ot a  g ood  bu nch  o f  fur, 
y o u  say. W h a t ’s the m atter w ith  p a ck 
ing up  tom orrow  and pu llin ’ ou t o ’ here ? 
N o b o d y  can  tell w hen that U ktish  b ird ’ll 
pu ll o ff another raid. C a n ’t trust them 
m ed icin e-fak irs  as far as you  can  heave 
’em — and I ’m  the gu y  that gave a  toe 
to  learn that f a c t ! ”

“ Suits m e,”  nodded  D ix on . “ I ’ve  had 
abou t a ll o f  the N orth  I  w ant fo r  a 
w hile. B esides, i f  G eller has gon e  b a ck  
to  the States, I ’v e  g o t w ork  to  d o  dow n  
there.”

TH A T  n ight it snow ed. Squall a fter 
squall scou rged  the barrens, and the 

w ind  h ow led  like a w o lf-p a ck  as it  tore at 
the sturdy w alls o f  the post. D a v e  B as
com b  was the first m an out o f  his b lan 
kets. H e  stok ed  the a ir-tigh t stove  w ith  
fresh fuel, then opening the d oor  a  crack , 
he peered ou t in to  the g loom  o f  the A rctic  
dawn.

T h e  storm  had ceased. A  fo o t  o f  new 
snow  lay  on  the ground. N o  h in t o f  d a y 
light w as y e t  in  the eastern sk y . T o  the 
north  the aurora b lazed  and  flared, 
sw eeping the heavens w ith  stream ers o f  
greenish-red and  lightin g  the barrens 
w ith  a  gh astly  radiance. T h e  trapper’s 
gaze sw ept ou t across the trackless 
w aste, n otin g  the p rob a b le  depth  o f the 
new*snow, w hether it had drifted  enough 
to  im pede dog-sled  tra v e l; a  b lu e bank 
o f  haze to  the w est porten ded  m ore w ind.

A s he w as abou t to  turn aw a y  from  
the d oorw ay , som ething on  the side o f  a  
d istant ridge caught his attention . H e  
look ed  closer. W h a t w as that sinuous 
th ing that m oved  lik e  a  great dark  ser
pent against the b lan k  w hiteness o f  the 
slope ?

T h en , as the sign ificance o f  the thing 
he saw  filtered in to  his bra in , B ascom b 
stiffened. T u rn in g  h is head, he spoke 
q u ie t ly :

“ D ix o n ! T a k e  a  look  here, w ill y o u  ?”  
Som ething in the trapper’s tone brought 

b o th  D ix o n  and N elson  tu m blin g  hur
ried ly  from  their bunks.

B a scom b  poin ted  to  the doorw ay . 
“ T h a t ridge over there to  the n o r ’-w est. 
T e ll m e w hat you  see there.”

D ix o n  look ed , caught h is breath  sharp
ly , and  turning, grim -faced , began  throw 
in g  h im self in to  h is clothes.

N o w  N elson  w as peering  u ncerta in ly  
at the d istant ridge. “ W h y — I  d o n ’t 
see anyth ing, D a v e ! Y es— I  d o  now . 
Som ething craw ling dow n  the slope. A  
— a ban d  o f  caribou , e h ? ”
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“ H a r d ly !”  grinned B ascom b , pu lling 
h is rifle  from  beneath  the lashings o f  the 
sled, w h ich  h ad  been  brou gh t in to the 
store  the n ight b e fore . “ N o t  caribou , 
R oss, b u t every  danged  hunter in the 
W a k ip a u  tribe, or I  d on ’t  k n ow  In ju n s 
w hen I  see ’e m ! ”

“ R ig h t ! ”  agreed D ix o n . “ T h e y ’ve  
headed  here to  clean  up the post. L u ck y  
for  m e y o u  fe llow s b lew  in  here last 
n igh t.”

B a scom b ’s m ild  b lu e  eyes w ere lit  w ith  
tin y  dan cin g  fires.

“ M a n ,”  he exulted , as he m ade sure 
h is rifle w as in  p e r fe ct order, “ this here 
m akes m e th ink  o f  one tim e u p  in U n- 
gava  w hen  S an dy M a cC a il and  I  had a 
m isunderstanding w ith  som e N orth - 
shore b lu b b er-ea ters ! D ou se  that candle, 
D ix on . Y ou - d on ’t w an t them  In ju n s to  
k n ow  y o u ’re exp ectin ’ ’em . T h is  new  
sn ow  has w ip ed  ou t the tracks R oss  and 
I  m ade las ’ n ight. T h e  dogs are ou t o f  
sight in  the lean -to . U k tish  and his 
gan g ’ll never m istrust w e ’re here. M an , 
i t ’s g o o d  to  b e  liv in ’ this m orn in ’ ! ”

BA S C O M B  station ed  h im self at the 
d oor , w h ile  D ix o n  and  N elson  each 

sw ung the shutter o f  a  w in dow  sligh tly  
a ja r and p ok ed  their rifles through. Si
len tly  they  w aited .

T h e  In d ian s crossed  a  frozen  creek  
tw o hundred  yards from  the post. H ere  
th ey  bu nch ed  as i f  decid in g  on  a p lan o f  
a ction . A  m om ent later six m en le ft  
the m ain  b o d y  and  approached  the post.

“ L ook s  lik e  th ey  w ant to  p ow w ow ,”  
w h ispered  the trapper. H e  let them  
com e  to  w ith in  tw en ty  yards o f  the 
bu ild in g , then stopped  them  b y  the 
sim ple exped ien t o f  d riv in g  a bu llet over 
their heads.

A  m an stepped  from  the group , and in 
W a k ip a u , addressed the store.

“ I t ’s C h ie f T a -u ik !”  w hispered D ix on  
in  surprise. “ H e  says that he and U k 
tish have co m e  to  an understanding, and 
that the six o f  them  w ant to com e in 
here and ta lk  w ith  m e. H e  says h e ’s 
brin g in g  m e g ood  news. T h in k  I ’d b e t
ter let them  in ? ”

“ I  d on ’ t trust n o  I n ju n !”  w hispered 
B ascom b .

“ B u t,”  D ix o n  rem inded  h im , “ T a -u ik  
gave his son  to  save m y  life . I ’d surely  
be  an ungratefu l w h elp  i f  I  d id n ’t— ”  

“ A ll right. I f  y o u  say  the o ld  ch ie f is 
on  the level, le t  ’ em  com e. W e  ought to 
b e  a b le  to  take care o f  ourselves. B ut 
w a it ! M e  and R oss  better b e  out o f  
sight som ew here, and  ready  to  d o  busi

ness i f  an yth in g  break s w ron g. H ere, 
R oss , g rab  that sled  and le t ’s h ide it  b e 
h in d  the cou nter. C h u ck  them  tw o 
parkas ou t o f  sight som ew here. N o w , 
R oss, y o u  step  in to  the fu r-room  and 
w a tch  through  a  cra ck  o f  the door. I ’ll 
squ at righ t b a ck  o f  the cou nter here. 
. . . A ll set, D ix on . L ig h t a  can d le  and 
le t ’em  c o m e !”

D ix o n  lit  a  single can d le  an d  sw ung 
open  the door.

In  from  the darkness, w ad ing  knee- 
deep  in the w hite  fro s t -fo g  that sw ept 
across the floor  o f  the w arm  room , stalked 
the six m en. A ll b u t the o ld  ch ie f paused 
as soon  as th ey  w ere inside the d oor. 
B a ck  there in  the shadow s their faces, 
m uffled as th ey  w ere b y  the c lose ly  draw n 
fu r h oods o f  their parkas, w ere in d is
tinguishable. T a -u ik  w alked  forw ard  to  
fa ce  D ix o n , w h o  stood  w ell b a ck  b y  the 
stove.

“ C h -yan -p ii,” ( “ T h e-trader-w h o-cu res” ) 
“ I  have com e  to  say  that m y  p eop le  have 
n o  further quarrel w ith  y ou . Y esterd a y  
cam e a stranger to  m y  v illage  w h o talked 
w ith  m y  sham an U ktish , and show ed 
h im  that y o u  w ere ou r friend , rather than 
ou r en em y.”

“ G ood  new s indeed , T a - u ik ! ”  said 
D ix on .

“ S o ,”  con tin u ed  the o ld  ch ie f, “ U ktish  
brou gh t this m an to  m e, and togeth er w e 
held  cou n cil. W e  cam e here to  say that 
I , T a -u ik , ch ie f o f  the W a k ip a u , am  
ready  to  fo rg e t that y o u  d ou bted  m y  
friendsh ip— fo r  dou btin g  it y o u  m ust 
have been , else y o u  w ou ld  n ot have held 
m y  son, w hom  I  sent to  w arn  y o u  o f  
danger, as a  hostage. N o w , C h-yan -p ii, 
i f  y o u  w ill release the b o y  from  w her
ever y o u  are keep in g  him  a prisoner, I  
w ill g o  b a ck  to  m y  v illage  w ith  m y  p e o 
p le  and leave y o u  in p ea ce .”

D ix o n  stiffened.
“ T a -u ik ,”  h e  said w ith  a  search ing 

g lan ce a t the figures b y  the d oor , “ you  
and I  have b o th  been  trick ed . I ’m  not 
h old in g  y o u r  son as a  hostage. H e  cam e 
here d u tifu lly , as y o u  told  h im  to  do. 
H e  w arned m e. B u t w hen he reached 
m e, there w as an  arrow  through  his b od y . 
Y o u r  son d ied . T h ere , on  the w all, is the 
arrow  that k illed  h im . P erhaps y o u  
w ou ld  recogn ize  it .”

TH E  o ld  ch ie f ’s eyes leaped  to  the sp ot 
on  the w all w here the arrow  hung. 

T w o  sw ift  strides, and  h e  h ad  it  in  h is 
hands.

In  another instant he w as b a ck  at D ix 
o n ’s side, fa c in g  the grinn ing m edicin e
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m an w h o n ow  crou ch ed  w aiting, h is hand 
on  h is k n ife -h ilt.

W ith  burning eyes fixed unw averin gly  
u p on  U ktish , the ch ie f again  addressed 
D ix on .

“ I t  is true, C h -yan -p ii, I  h ave been  
trick ed . A n d  in  m y  foo lish  trust o f  
U k tish  and  this stranger w h o  has com e 
am on g us, I  fear that I  have a lso  helped 
to  tr ick  y ou . U k tish  o f  the crook ed  
tongue has lied  on ce  m ore  to  h is ch ie f. 
H e  it  w as w h o  k illed  m y  son— this is h is 
arrow . F o r  this treachery  I  am  abou t 
to  k ill U ktish . B u t b e fore  I  d o  so, I  
w ou ld  k n ow  m ore o f  this stranger w ho is 
in  league w ith  h im . Step fo rth ,”  he or
dered , po in tin g  a steady  finger at the 
tallest muffled figure b y  the d o o r ; “ step 
fo rth  and  fa ce  C h -yan -p ii here, the m an 
y o u  cla im ed  as y ou r  fr ie n d ! ”

T h e  m an in d icated  b y  the ch ie f sw ag
gered  forw ard , and w ith  a  laugh, threw 
b a ck  the h o o d  o f  h is parka.

D I X O N  reco iled  as i f  h e  h ad  been  
struck .

“ G etter!”  h e  gasped.
B a scom b ’s im pulse w as to  drive a bu l

le t through  the m an, bu t a cautious 
g lan ce  past the end o f  the counter 
show ed h im  that G eller w as poin ting  a  
w ick ed -look in g  au tom atic straight at 
D ix o n ’s heart. A  bu llet tearing in to  
G eller m igh t m ean a  spasm odic tighten
ing o f  the m an ’s trigger-finger— and 
D ix o n ’s death.

T h e  trapper crou ch ed , m uscles taut, 
aw aitin g  his chance.

“ Surprised, e h ? ”  crow ed  G eller. “ I  
w ou ld n ’t reach fo r  that rifle, i f  I  w ere 
y o u ! Just rem em ber those are all m y  
m en there b y  the door. T h e re ’s five o f  
us against y o u  and  the o ld  sw ab o f  a  
ch ie f here. Y o u  h aven ’t a  ch an ce .”

A s  G eller spok e, the m en b y  the door 
separated, ranged them selves across the 
fron t o f  the room . T h e  ’breed  L e  M o ix , 
and  G eller ’s tw o In d ian s produ ced  re
vo lvers  fro m  beneath their parkas.

A s fo r  U k tish , h e  w as w ell p leased 
w ith  h im self. B y  h is sk ill as a  liar and 
h is a llian ce w ith  this strange w hite m an 
he had foo led  the o ld  ch ie f and caused 
T a -u ik  to  de liver b o th  h im self and the 
h ated  T rader-w h o-cu res in to  h is hands. 
G eller h ad  prom ised  h im  that D ix on  
shou ld  die. H e  h im self w ou ld  see to  it 
that the ch ie f shou ld  a lso  perish  in the 
fight. W h a t w as m ore natural than that 
the ch ie fta in sh ip  o f  the W a k ip a u  should  
fa ll to  h im ?  H e  gripped  his k n ife  and 
edged  forw ard .

T a -u ik , h is eyes still fixed u pon  the 
m edicin e-m an , h is v o ice  co ld  as the w ind  
o f  h is n ative barrens, sp o k e : 

“ C h -yan -p ii, m y  friend , w e  are b u t 
tw o  against five. T h e  od d s grow  n o  less 
w ith  w a itin g .”

D ix o n  kn ew  that h e  m u st p la y  fo r  a  
break. H e  kn ew  that becau se G eller’s 
gun w as shoved  square against h is  ribs, 
N elson  and B ascom b  w ere w ith h old in g  
their fire. O f course T a -u ik , k n ow in g  
noth ing o f  B a sco m b ’s and  N e lso n ’s pres
ence, cou ld  see no reason fo r  delay . 
Som ehow  D ix o n  m ust h o ld  h im  fo r  a  
m om ent.

“ T ru e, C h ief, the od d s g row  n o  less 
w ith  w aitin g ,”  D ix o n  adm itted . “ B u t 
T a -u ik , I  brou gh t y o u  a ll this trouble. 
Y o u  gave you r son to  save m e w hen m y  
life  w as threatened. N o w  le t m e try  to  
arrange a w a y  w ith  this w h ite  m an so 
that there w ill be  no b lood sh ed .”

“ Y o u  forget, C h -yan -p ii,”  sa id  T a -u ik  
ca lm ly , “ that it  w as I  w h o  sent a  hunter 
to  the b ig  w aters and  brou gh t y o u  here 
in  the first p lace. T a -u ik , ch ie f o f  the 
W ak ip au , stands b y  the friends o f  his 
ow n  choosin g . A s for  b loodsh ed , it  is the 
on ly  w ay  that the death  o f  m y  son  can  
be  avenged. U ktish , the fa lse  one, the 
assassin, m ust d ie ! L e t us de lay  n o  
longer, C h -yan -p ii, m y  fr ien d .”

D a v e  B ascom b  kn ew  that it  w as now  
or never. C autiou sly  h e  slid  his rifle- 
barrel above  the counter, and  w as ju st 
liftin g  h im self to  cover G eller— w hen 
som ething happened  that shattered the 
strained ten sity  o f  the room  and sent 
guns and k n ives racing w ith  death.

R oss N elson  h ad  crack ed  w ith  the sus
pense. S tepping from  the fu r-room , he 
had throw n a bu lle t at G eller. A n d  in  
his haste, N elson  m issed.

FO R  a sp lit second  G eller, h is m en and 
the tra itorous U ktish  s tood  frozen  in 
surprise. T h en  one o f  G eller’s In d ian  

gu ides snapped a  shot at N elson , and 
N elson  w ent dow n  w ith ou t a  sound.

B ascom b  sh ot the In d ian  squ arely  b e 
tw een the eyes.

G eller, throw n  o ff h is guard b y  the 
sudden con flict abou t h im , tw isted  h is 
head to  stare at B a s co m b ; and D ix on , 
seeing his ch ance, brushed G eller ’s gun 
aside and drove  a  sudden  savage b lo w  to  
the m an ’s fa ce  that staggered h im  against 
the w all.

D im ly , through  reeking pow der-sm ok e, 
B ascom b saw  D ix o n  reach fo r  the rifle 
beh ind  h im . H e  saw  T a -u ik  and  the 
m edicin e-m an  leap  at each  o th er w ith

103



*'*»•*-.

Nelson went down without a 9ound. 
. . . That he was consistently hit
ting h e  Moix, Bascomb was well 
aware; yet the ’breed’s automatic 

continued to spit flame.

flashing blades— saw  G eller recover from  
the b lo w  that had staggered h im  and 
loose  a  stream  o f  bu llets  at D ix on . T h en  
som ething  jerk ed  v ic iou s ly  a t his ow n  
shirt-sleeve, and  he w as aw are that L e 
M o ix  and G eller ’s other In d ian  were 
sh ootin g  at h im . Sw inging his rifle in to 
line w ith  the grinn ing ’breed , the trapper 
threw  bu lle t a fter bu llet, w ork in g  the 
lever o f  h is rifle until the w eapon  stut
tered lik e  an au tom atic.

T h a t he w as con sisten tly  h ittin g  L e  
M o ix , B a scom b  w as w ell aw are. Y e t  
the m an refused  to  go  dow n . D ea d  on  
his feet, the ’b reed ’s fixed grin  d id  not 
change, and h is au tom atic continued  to 
sp it flam e. B u llets snatched  at B as- 
c o m b ’s clo th in g , and con tin u ed  to  thud 
stead ily  in to  the w all beh ind  h im . T h e  
thing w as a  n igh tm are ; L e  M o ix  had 
m ore v ita lity  than a  g rizz ly .

O ut the corn er o f  h is eye  the trapper 
saw  T a -u ik  and the m edicin e-m an  clin ch  
and fa ll to  the floor in  a terrific death- 
struggle. H e  saw D ix o n  p itch  forw ard  
beneath G eller ’s deluge o f  lead.

A h , the ’b reed ’s knees w ere bu ck lin g , 
at la s t ! H e  w as d o n e !

B a scom b ’s rifle jerk ed  around. Its  
fore -sigh t fou n d  G eller ’s chest. N o w —

C lic k !

E ven  as the sicken in g  rea lization  cam e 
to  B a scom b  that h is rifle w as em pty , 
T a -u ik  and U ktish  rolled  against the w all, 
ja rrin g  the flim sy  shelf w here the can d le  
sat. T h e  b o tt le  in w h ich  the can d le  was 
stu ck  topp led  and fell. T h e  room  w as 
p lu n ged  in to  tota l darkness.

A  sudden num bness flow ed  through 
D a v e  B a sco m b ’s b o d y . Som eth ing h ot 
w as trick lin g  dow n  the sid e  o f  h is face . 
A  great d izziness, a  con vu ls ive  c lu tch  at 
the w all, and the trapper’s m ind  w en t 
b la n k .. . .

C old .
T h e  m on oton ou s sing-song o f  a  barbar

ic  chant in w hich  m an y vo ices  jo in ed . 
F lickerin g  firelight that w ashed in 
through  the open  d oorw ay  and pain ted  
the logs o f  the w all a  sin ister red.

T h ese  things w ere w hat B ascom b 
aw ok e  to, from  ob liv ion .

H e  p u t a  hand to  h is sw im m in g head, 
sat up  and look ed  abou t.

N ear h im  U k tish  spraw led  grotesqu ely . 
B y  the unnatural tw ist o f  the sham an ’s 
neck  and b y  the ever-w iden in g  stain  that 
spread u pon  the hew n floor, the trapper 
k n ew  U ktish  to  be  dead.

L e M o ix  and the In d ian  la y  w here 
they  had fallen . R oss  N elson , too , was 
w here he had slum ped dow n . G eller,
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the ch ie f and G eller ’s second In d ian  had 
d isappeared.

In  the d oorw ay , flat on  his b e lly , lay  
D ix on .

B ascom b  tried  to  rise. T h e  room  
w h irled  abou t h im . H e  sank ba ck , and 
on  hands and knees craw led  to D ix o n ’s 
side.

D ix o n ’s head tw isted around. “ B as
com b  ! ”  he gasped . “ I  thought L e  M o ix  
g o t y o u ! ”

“ H e  co m e  p len ty  c lo s e ! ”  adm itted  the 
trapper w eak ly , w ip in g  the red drip  
from  h is eyes. “ W h a t ’s g o in ’ o n ? ”

D ix o n ’s rep ly  w as an aw e-filled  w his
per. “ L o o k ! ”

ON  the flat b e fo re  the p ost a huge fire 
had been k in d led . A rou n d  it, in a 

circle , w ere grou ped  the W a k ip a u  hunters. 
C hanting, keep in g  tim e to  the w eird  
w ords b y  the stam ping o f  feet and the 
raising and  low erin g  o f their spears, th ey  
w ere w atch in g  som ething that w as tak 
in g  p la ce  near the fire. T h e  c irc le  sh ifted , 
an d  through  a  space betw een  tw o hunt

ers, B a scom b  glim psed  a  p ictu re  that 
was to  live  long  in h is m em ory.

B y  the fire stood  T a -u ik . T h e  o ld  
c h ie f ’s naked u p per -b od y  w as slashed 
and gashed b y  a  dozen  k n ife-w ou nds, but 
h is arm s w ere fo ld ed  regally  across his 
ch est and his head w as held  p rou d ly  
erect. In  the snow  at h is fee t lay  the 
form , o f  a  m an.

As' B ascom b look ed , tw o h eavy-sh ou l
dered W a k ip a u  hunters approached  this 
prostrate  form , one from  each  side. R a w - 
h ide thongs w ere in their hands— thongs 
w h ich  th ey  n onch a lantly  co iled  as they  
m oved  forw ard . T h e  other ends o f  those 
thongs w ere abou t the throat o f  the m an 
on  the sn ow ! A s the hunters partia lly  
lifted  the lim p  figure the m ore easily  to  
loosen  their thongs, the head rolled  gro
tesquely , and  the firelight p layed  fo r  an 
instant upon  the d istorted  features.

“ G od  ’lm ig h ty ,”  breathed  the trapper, 
“ i t ’s G e ller! T h e y ’v e  strangled h im . 
H o w ’d this happen , D ix o n ? ”

“ I t  h appen ed ,”  said D ix on  h uskily , 
“ because C h ie f T a -u ik  has com e  b ack  
in to  his ow n. H e  k illed  U ktish . T h en  
som eh ow  he g o t  ou t o f  the store  here 
and to ld  h is hunters o f  h ow  the m edicin e
m an had  m urdered h is son  and b etrayed  
h im  to  G eller. I  w as ly in g  there w ith  a
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bu llet through  m y  leg , expectin g  every  
m om ent that G eller w ou ld  finish m e, and 
I  he'ard it  all.

“ T h ose  W a k ip a u  hunters had  been  
m igh ty  fon d  o f  T a -u ik ’s you n g  son. W h en  
th ey  heard that the sham an had  m ur
dered h im , th ey  m ade fo r  the post here 
at a run. G eller ’s second  In d ian  heard 
them  com in g  and  to o k  a  sw ift sneak in to 
the darkness. G eller fa ced  them . T h e y  
charged  straight against the m uzzle o f  his 
b lazing  gun and to o k  h im  a live. U ktish  
w as dead, bu t G eller was the m edicin e
m an ’s accom p lice . U ktish  w as beyon d  
their vengeance, b u t G e lle r  was not. 
T h ere  w as noth ing that I  cou ld  d o  to 
stop  them .”

“ S top  th e m !”  grunted B ascom b , w ho 
w as n ow  on  h is feet searching the floor 
fo r  the candle. “ W h y  should  y o u  ? Say, 
are y o u  b leed ing  b a d ? ”

“ Som e— bu t g et a  ligh t and lo o k  to 
N e lson  first. I  h eard  h im  groan  a  m o
m ent a g o .”

B a scom b ’s head had cleared  som e
w hat. H e  fou n d  the candle , and w ith  the 
expert h elp  o f  D ix o n , w h o  craw led  across 
the room , exam ined  N elson .

“ B ad  bu t not fa ta l,”  w as D ix o n ’s sw ift 
d iagnosis. “ W e  can  pu ll h im  through .”

FO U R  m onths later a  little  brigade o f 
five canoes, m anned b y  stu rdy  W a k i
pau  hunters, m ade its w ay  u p  the sw ollen  

current o f  the C opperaxe. T h e  naked 
torsos o f  the hunters glistened w ith  the 
sw eat o f  their exertion . T h e ir  broad  
padd le-b lades flashed rh yth m ica lly  in 
the w arm  sunshine. T h e y  chatted  and 
jo k e d  h a p p ily  as th ey  b u ck ed  the strong 
current.

D a v e  B a scom b , sittin g  am idship  o f  
on e  o f  the canoes, h is b a ck  propped  co m 
fo r ta b ly  against a ba le  o f  fur, w as far 
from  bein g  as m uch  at ease as he ap
peared. A n oth er m ile, and he w ou ld  be 
b a ck  at h is ow n  cab in . T h a t w ou ld  be 
fine, i f  it  w ere n ot fo r  the fa ct that 
w hen reach ing there, he m ust b id  N elson  
and  D ix o n  farew ell and w atch  them  pull 
aw ay  tow ard  civ iliza tion .

H e  glan ced  across a t the tw o canoes 
in  w h ich  N elson  and D ix on  rod e  and 
saw  the pair sm ile k n ow in g ly  at each 
other. W h y  shou ldn ’ t they  sm ile ? L ook  
at those tw o rear canoes, p iled  gunw ale- 
h igh  w ith  p rim e f u r !

“ H e y , D ix o n ! ”  the trapper ca lled  
a b ov e  the purr o f  the current beneath 
the can oe  prow s. “ M y  ca b in ’s ju st 
around the next poin t. T e ll the In ju n s 
to  sw ing in , w ill y o u ? ”

D ix o n  n odded , said som ething  in  W a 
k ipau , and the canoes edged  tow ard  the 
shore.

“ I  w on der,”  con tin u ed  B ascom b , “ i f  
y o u  fellers w ou ld  m ind d o in ’ m e a fa vor  ? 
I ’ve  g ot a little  bunch  o f  fur there at m y  
cam p. W ill y o u  take it ou t and  m arket 
it for m e ? ”

“ G lad to  d o  i t ! ”  said D ix o n  gravely .
“ B et you r life , D a v e ! ”  agreed N elson .
A gain  B ascom b  saw the tw o exchange 

sm iles. W e ll, dang their pelts, th ey  cou ld  
grin  if  they  fe lt like i t ;  he d id n ’ t !

T h e  can oes sw ung in to  the landing. 
B ascom b  stepped ashore and w en t up  to  
h is cab in  to  p a ck  h is fur. G riff D ix on  
and  N elson  lan ded  and w aited  for  h im  
b y  the canoes. B ascom b  shouldered  his 
bundle  o f  fu r and returned to  the lan d 
ing. H e  was m igh ty  sober, this hard
b itten  trapper.

W h en  he straightened up  from  p lacing  
the fur in a canoe, he fou n d  D ix o n  on  
one side o f  h im , N elson  on  the other. 
A ga in  th ey  sm iled.

B ascom b  tried  to  speak. H is  throat 
w ent suddenly  d ry . H e  cleared  it  sharp
ly . “ A w , hell, fellers, I— ”

H e  paused in  astonishm ent. S low ly  
bu t firm ly  these tw o  grinn ing  lunatics 
were shoving h im  tow ard  the canoe. 
W h a t was the m atter w ith  th em ?

B u t they  pushed D a v e  B ascom b  into 
the can oe, shoved  h im  dow n  until he was 
sittin g  on ce  m ore  in the b ottom  o f  the 
cra ft . D ix on  spok e a  cu rt w ord  to  the 
paddlers, and the Indians, also grinning, 
shot the cra ft  ou t on to  the stream . T hen  
R oss N elson  and G riff D ix on  d id  a jo y 
ous bear-dance on the ban k  and clim bed  
in to  their ow n  cra ft.

" T T E Y ! ”  fum ed the trapper. “ W h a t ’s 1 I the b ig  idea ? P ut m e a sh o re! ”
“ N o  c h a n c e !”  ye lp ed  the delighted  

N elson .
“ N o t  in a  thousand y e a r s !”  grinned 

D ixon . “ R oss and I are n ot p ik ers ! A  
third o f  that fu r b a ck  there is yours, 
D a v e ! ”

“ Y e a h ,”  ch im ed  in N elson , “ and w e ’re 
goin g  to drag y o u  right a long dow n  to 
the States w ith  us and see to  it that you  
get y ou r  th ird  o f  the profits— w hether 
y o u  w ant ’em  or  n ot, y o u  o ld  b u sh -ra t! ”

“ R ig h t ! ”  corrobora ted  D ix on . “ A nd 
w hen it ’s all over, i f  y o u  fee l lik e  it, 
D a v e , w e ’ll ta lk  abou t next year and 
another little  trading venture in to  the 
N orth . H o w ’s it  lis te n ?”

“ A w , h e l l ! ”  grum bled  D a v e  B ascom b , 
bu t he too  w as sm iling now .
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Wcam ors
By H. Bedford-Jones

“ A  C ro w n  I s  Ea rn e d ”  fo llo w s  the 
fo rtu n e s o f the Fo re ig n  Le g io n —  
and o f a ro ya l Le g io n n a ire — against 

the C hinese B la c k  F la g s.

IA N G L A D E  was in ja il, over in 
Y um a. T h e  sheriff to ld  m e 

j  about it, as we talked.

—<• “ I t ’s a dam ned sham e, h on est! 
T h e  old  b o y  was drunk, and he lifted  the 
roo f— su re ; a fine was slapped on , and o f  
course he d id n ’t have a cent. T hen  w e 
fou n d  ou t h e ’d been in the F oreign  L e 
g ion , and h e ’s not a  bad  sort at all. T h e  
ju d g e  is off on vacation , and I  ca n ’t get 
the fine rem itted for  another m onth  or 
so, and that ja il is h otter ’n the hinges o f  
h e ll.”

“ H o w  m uch  is his f in e ? ”  I  asked.
I  was headed E ast anyhow , and bein g  

alone in the car, g lad ly  agreed to  give 
L anglade a  free ride ou t o f  the State. So 
I  pa id  his fine, and  he clim bed  in, and 
off we w ent. T h ere  w as no b larn ey  about 
L anglade. H e  asked w h y  I  d id  it, and I 
said on accou n t o f  the A rizon a  heat.

“ H e a t ! T h e y  d on ’t k n ow  w hat heat 
is in  these p arts ,”  he said. “ I  was in the 
T on k in  cam paign , and that was hot. It 
w as w et, too . W h y , for  six m onths I  
never on ce  took  off m y  u n iform  to s le e p ! 
T h a t was the tim e B ernard g o t  his 
crow n .”

“ W a s  the L eg ion  in  T o n k in ? ”  I  asked 
in n ocen tly . H e  snorted.

“ I t  still is, a  lo t  o f  it. Y o u  run ou t to  
the cem etery  in Saigon, som etim e— a 
cem etery  that w ou ld  do fo r  L on d on  or 
P a r is ! W e  had som e queer ducks in the 
L eg ion  b a ck  in those days, too . Bernard 
w as on e o f  the queerest ever, and the 
finest.”

L an glade  w as a  cru n ch y  little  o ld  m an, 
bu llet-h eaded , scarred, w ell over seventy 
b u t spry  as a  w hip . H e  had a  snappy, 
b lastin g  w a y  o f  speech— a m an o f  no 
sym path y  at all, hard as nails, b itter at 
life , a ccep tin g  a k indness w ith  n o  m ore 
thanks or  gratitude than he w ou ld  have 
a ccep ted  a  k ick . P retty  m uch  a m an on  
all counts— the k in d  o f  m an an easy
g o in g  ch um p lik e  me' w ou ld  lik e  to  be  i f  
he cou ld .

“ Count me in on it,”  said Langlade.

A ll the w ay  to  the N e w  M e x ico  border, 
L anglade m ade on ly  occasion a l rem arks. 
H e  m entioned B ernard  on ce  or tw ice ; 
the tw o m en had been buddies in the 
L eg ion , years ago. L anglade w as getting 
acquainted  w ith  m e, in a cau tiou s w ay , 
and I encouraged  it, fo r  I  w as getting 
curious abou t this fe llow  B ernard.

W e  g ot in to L ord sbu rg  for dinner. H e  
was goin g  to  stop  there, he s a id ; ,h e  had  
som e n otion  o f  getting a  jo b  in tow n.
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W e w ent in to  a  hash-house and sat u p  at 
the cou nter together, and as w e ate, he 
suddenly  le t ou t a cack le  and poin ted  at 
an advertising sign against the w all. It  
d isp layed  a  gau d y  scarlet crow n , som e 
tradem ark.

“ See that c r o w n ? ”  L anglade observed. 
“ T h a t ’s the k ind  o f  a crow n  B ernard used 
to  rave abou t. H e  had one ta ttooed  on  
his arm — g ot a  w om an in O ran to  do it, 
b e fore  w e w en t ou t to  T on k in . H e  was 
roya lty  o f  som e k in d , a  G erm an prin ce
ling, I ’d say at a guess. Sober, he was 
ju st a  solem n, handsom e, genial you n g 

ster. D ru n k , he becam e another m an, a 
cra zy  devil. O nce or tw ice  a year he 
w ent on  a bender, a b ig  o n e ; a bad  h ab it 
fo r  a you n g  chap, too . T h en  he w ou ld  
m ostly  talk  G erm an or E nglish  and rave 
abou t that crow n . N o  one paid  an y  at
tention  to  his ravings, o f  course.

“ W e  landed at H a iph on g , fo r ty  days 
ou t from  M a rse illes ; and b e fore  we 
transshipped on to  H a n o i, B ernard  was 
in a  mess. E ven  m e, I  never saw  a m an 
so drunk. A n d  I  m ust explain  that, when 
he was rea lly  liqu ored  up, B ernard was 
another person entirely . Som e peop le  
are lik e  th a t : one m an sober, another 
person drunk. W h en  he w as sober, B er
nard was a real prin ce— qu iet, w ith  a 
sw eeping b lon d  beard, neat as a p in , fine 
b ig  b lue eyes that cou ld  h old  a tw inkle 
at tim es, and u tterly  precise and re
liab le . . . . C om e on , le t ’s go  ou tside and 
look  at the stars.”

I  pa id  for  the m eal, and w e strolled  
ou t, w ith  the bright g litter o f  A rizon a ’s 
stellar d isp lay  tw in k lin g  dow n  at us. 
W e  w andered around, fou n d  a deserted 
spot to  sit, and lit  cigarettes.

" I T  w as a n ight lik e  this, w ith  the stars 
I  o f  T on k in  overhead , that first n ight in 

H aip h on g ,”  said L anglade. “ I  ran into 
B ernard, got h im  in to a side-street, and 
w restled w ith  him — litera lly . H e re ! 
L o o k  at that fe llow , and y o u ’ll see B er
nard— ”

A  m an w ith  tw o m ules w as rolling  
along. A  desert rat, a prospector, beard 
ed, and baw lin g  som e m audlin  song. 
L anglade spoke under his breath . T h e  
o ld  p rosp ector ’s figure took  on  youth . 
H is  grayish  beard  ye llow ed . H is  slouch 
hat becam e a casquette— and I  saw  B er
nard, the L egionnaire. T h e  w hite  sun- 
helm et fixed the d a te ; it w as in those 
early  ’80 ’s w hen the hapless L eg ion  was 
at its first jo b  in these parts, b e fore  the 
brass-hats realized that a w hite  sun- 
helm et in the ju n g le  m ade a sw ell target 
for  A nnam ese rifles.

I t  w as in the ju n gle , at n ig h t; the 
fou rth  com p a n y  o f  the L eg ion  w as end
ing its m arch  to  jo in  the exped itionary  
fo rce  attack ing  Sontay. T h ere  w as fight
ing every  m ile  o f  the w ay. T h e  entire 
battalion  o f  the L eg ion  had  com e  from  
A fr ica  to  a  new  land, on ly  to  find h a lf 
A sia  aw aiting them . T h e  A nnam ese, 
v ic iou s  fighters w h o hated w hites w ith  a 
hatred that w ou ld  never d ie ; the B lack  
F lags, ban d it ch ie fs  o f  the h il ls ; Chinese 
them selves, regulars dow n  from  across 
the border.



TH E  ju n gle , under the bright stars.
B ernard w akened. H is  com panion , 

you n g  L anglade, saw h is leon ine head 
uprear, heard his v o ice  com e so ftly . 

“ W h a t is that sound ? ”
“ A  saw ,”  said L anglade. “ W e  m arch 

in ten  m inutes. G et ready .”
L anglade w as co o l, im p ertu rb a b le ; he 

laughed at the horror in  B ern ard ’s face.
F or , sittin g  up, B ernard  saw w hat was 

go in g  on ten feet aw ay under a lantern. 
A  tirailleur, h is leg b a d ly  fractured  b y  a 
bu llet, w as stretched out on  a p ile  o f  
baggage. H e  w as ch loro form ed , bu t 
agon y  con vu lsed  his bearded , liv id  fea 
tures as the surgeon w orked  over the leg.

N o w  and again a rifle-shot rang out. 
Som ew here a blaze rose lurid  against the 
dark  sk y . O rders w ere passed, low 
v o iced  ; the m arch  was to  be  resum ed at 
once. A  sergeant cam e b y , detailed  B er
nard and L anglade to  carry  the w ounded 
tirailleur w hen the surgeon was finished. 
Still B ernard stared at the scene, b itin g  
h is lips, h orror in his w ide b lu e eyes.

“ N o  tim e to  lose ,”  said the surgeon 
ca lm ly . T h e  leg  was o f f ; it  fe ll, a  w hite 
b lo tch , to  the ground. T h e  artery  was 
lig a tu re d ; the jo b  done, the bandage ap
p lied , the senseless m an was m ade fast 
to  the o n ly  availab le  m eans o f  transport. 
H is  g ood  leg  and h is arm s w ere bound  to 
a  lon g , fa t bam boo.

“ C om e a lo n g !”  said L anglade, and 
B ernard  rose. E ach  o f  them  to o k  one 
en d  o f  the b a m b oo , and lifte d  the w ou n d
ed  m an. T h e  colu m n  w as m ov in g  again. 
A s  th ey  filed off w ith  their burden , L an g
lade  k ick ed  the w h ite  b lo tch  o ff in to  the 
brush. B ernard  cursed him .

“ Y o u  need n ot have d on e th a t ! Y o u — ”  
H e  d irected  at L anglade, in the lead , a 

torrent o f  guttural G erm an curses. L an g
lade laughed , and  shot b a ck  a  riposte.

“ Y o u ’re  in  A sia  n ow , ye llow -b ea rd ! 
A n d  w ait till y o u  see w h at’s ahead o f  u s ; 
y o u ’ll soon  lose  all y ou r  fine notions o f  
gen tility , M . le  P r in c e ! C row ns, in d e e d ; 
y o u ’ll get a  crow n  that y o u ’re not lo o k 
ing fo r , in  this ju n g le .”

I t  w as the first tim e that L anglade had 
ever taunted h is friend  w ith  this crow n  
business. T h e y  had a  furious g ive-and- 
take ov er  the senseless burden , until an 
officer savagely  shut them  up. L anglade, 
to  tell the truth , w as scared stiff. . . . 
Jungle fighting was som ething  new , and 
the tales o f  terror h ad  spread all through 
the colum n.

H e  adm itted  it free ly  enough a t daw n, 
w hen th ey  w ere u p  w ith  the other troops 
and in cam p.

“ S orry ,”  he said fran k ly , as he and 
B ernard dropped  in exhaustion . “ I ’ve 
had co ld  devils craw ling up m y  spine the 
last tw o days, for  a fact. T hese  stories 
abou t torture and m utilation , these C hi
nese we have to  face— w ell, I ’ve been 
a fra id .”

B ernard reached out and tou ch ed  his 
hand. “ Spoken  like a  brave  fe llow , L an g
la d e ! F orget the w hole business.”  

O d d ly  enough, th is little  affair drew  
them  closer together and  evok ed  from  
Bernard a new  and v ery  sober con fidence. 
T h e y  w ere m ov in g  on  Sontay, a suppos
ed ly  im pregnable citadel and the' ch ie f 
fortress o f  the B lack  F lags. T h e  ou t
ly in g  stronghold  o f  P husa b lock ed  their 
w ay , and w hile the L eg ion  k ept a id  from  
issuing from  Sontay, the A lgerian  tira il
leurs carried  Phusa.

SA ID  in few  w ords, don e in  the course 
o f  a barbaric  n ight o f  savage fight

ing. B ernard  and L anglade, w ith  little  
to  do , cou ld  see the A lgerians fighting up 
the hillsides and through the bam boos—  
there was light enough , though not from  
the stars. T h e  C hinese had fired huts 
here and there, and every  n ow  and again, 
sa lly in g  in am ong the A lgerians, w ent at 
them  w ith  the co ld  steel.

“ T h e y  say  those Chinese' get seventy- 
five piastres fo r  every  head th ey  fetch  
in ,”  said L anglade. “ W a it  till the tira il
leurs ca rry  the p lace— y o u ’ll see som e 
k illin g  don e in r e tu r n !”

“ I  w ish we w ere doin g  it ,”  said  B er
nard w istfu lly .

L anglade gave a  c lu ck  o f  surprise. 
“ W h a t ! T h is  from  y o u , w h o  fa in t at 

the sight o f  b lo o d ? ”
“ D o n ’t be  a  fo o l ,”  said B ernard  pleas

antly . “ T h e y  tell m e all these places 
have rulers— kings and em perors. Is  it 
tru e ?”

“ A llah  alone k n o w s !”  L an glade  spat 
ou t the A ra b ic  phrase. “ T h is  cou n try  is 
new  to  m ost o f  us, and  filled  w ith  w ild  
stories. T h e y ’v e  g o t a  cou p le  o f  em per
ors in A nn am  and T o n k in , sure, and 
kings scattered all over. W h y ? ”

“ I  w ant to  lo o t  a  crow n ,”  B ernard con 
fided to  h im . “ L isten , m y  fr ie n d : W h en  
I  w as a b o y  in G erm any, a p red iction  
w as m ade that I  w ou ld  w in  a  crow n  in a 
d istant land. I t  w as sure to  com e  true. 
Y o u  com p reh en d ? I  cou ld  n ot inherit 
o n e  fo r  m y s e lf ; too  m any stood  in  the 
w ay. W h en  I  am  drunk, I  k n ow  w ell 
that I ’ve  ta lked  o f  it  to  y ou . N o t  to  
others. A  cro w n ! W e ll, n ow  the pre
d iction  is com in g  true.”



L anglade stared in the lurid  n ight. “ A  
cro w n ?  Y o u  m ean, get one as lo o t ? ”

“ I  d o n ’t k n ow ,”  m urm ured the other. 
“ L o o t  a  m ere go ld  c ro w n ?  N o , no, not 
ju st that. W in  one— that was the p re
d iction . W e ’ve heard a lo t abou t men 
w ho have deserted and becom e ch ie fs  or 
rulers. L o o k  at that E nglishm an in 
B orneo , w h o ’s a ra jah . W ith  all these 
native states betw een  here and C hina, up 
in the h ills, over tow ard  Siam — I tell 
you , it cou ld  be d o n e ! I f  I  looted  a 
crow n  in on e o f  these p laces, it m ight 
b ecom e v ery  p ossib le .”

“ Y o u ’re off you r n ut,”  said Langlade 
w ith  decision . “ L ook  h ere ! T h e  A l
gerians w ill m op up  these Chinese before  
m orn ing. T h en  w e go  at Sontay. I t ’s 
fu ll o f  Y a cs , as ou r m en call the B lack  
F lags. T h e  citadel has a hundred can 
non, ten  thousand Chinese regulars, ten 
thousand B lack  F lags, and five thousand 
A nnam ese arm ed w ith  A m erican  repeat
ing rifles. Y o u ’ll see som ething before  
w e step inside, and it w on ’t be crow ns 
e ith er ! So ta lk  sense.”

“ A ll the sam e,”  said B ernard, finger
in g  his y e llow  beard, “ I  tell you  it was 
pred icted  that I ’d w in  a crow n  in a d is
tant cou n try— ”

T h e  m an believed  in the prediction . 
A s  though  h is m ention  o f  it to  Langlade 
had u n lock ed  a  secret p lace in h is heart, 
he d id  not hesitate n ow  to  speak o f  it.

LA N G L A D E , w ho had been puzzled  at 
j  the m an and his h idden  past, w as a 

p ractica l sort o f  fe llow  w ho took  no 
s tock  in prophecies. H e  had lon g  since 
figured B ernard  as som e sort o f  Germ an 
n ob le , perhaps a  prince. Such a thing, 
in those days, w as noth in g  rare in the 
L egion .

B u t now , under the stars and the fire- 
glare, as th ey  listened  to  the bu llets g o 
in g  clack-clack-clack am ong the bam 
b oos , L anglade kn ew  that his friend was 
on e o f  those sim ple, terrib le m en w ho see 
things w ith  the eyes o f  ch ildren . A nd  he 
m ade an effort to  w aken  B ernard to  the 
truth.

“ B e fore  y o u  ta lk  abou t w inning a 
crow n ,”  h e  said , “ y o u ’d better start in b y  
w inning the M ed a ille  M ilita ire ! T h a t ’s 
a  necessary start, m y  frien d .”

“ O h ! ”  excla im ed  B ernard. “ I  be
lieve  y o u ’re r ig h t !”

Som e m om ents later, L anglade realized 
that h is fr ien d  w as m issing, w ith  rifle 
an d  bayon et. . . .

A ctio n  intervened. T h e  L eg ion  co m 
panies w ere dep loyed  on  a  w ide fron t to

throw  b a ck  a sa lly  o f  Chinese regulars 
from  Sontay. T h e  red ripp lin g  fire o f  
rifles slanted across the n ight and into 
the daw n. T ow a rd  four o ’c lo ck , the 
en em y a ttacked  in force , and  fa iled .

W I T H  daw n, the A lgerian s w ere in 
side Phusa, con cen trated  on  exa ct

ing a b itter  vengeance for  their m utilated 
com rades. T h e  C hinese and B la ck  F lags 
beat a  sudden retreat, and flooded  in to 
their w alled  c ity  w ith  its hundred can 
non  and its im pregnable citadel. L an g
lade, too  bu sy  to  w orry  abou t a  lost m an, 
saw noth ing at all o f  B ernard until, as 
the m ess fires w ere sm oking  in to  the sun
rise, m urm urs o f  am azem ent from  the 
w earied  ranks drew  his attention .

T hen  he saw B ernard am blin g  along, 
huge, shaggy, joy ou s , spotted  w ith  b lood  
from  head to fo o t , rifle and b ayon et d rip 
p ing  red. H e  had gone out a lon e to  take 
part in the clean -up , and had h a lf a 
dozen  slight w ounds to show  for  it.

“ N o w ,”  he said to  L anglade, as he 
halted  and puffed , “ I  have the M ed a ille  
M ilita ire ! Y o u ’ll see.”

H e  learned otherw ise, soon  enough. 
W h en  the officers g ot through w ith  h im , 
he cam e b a ck  to  L anglade, shaking his 
head w ith  a puzzled  expression . H e  was 
no sim pleton , bu t the heat and the fight
ing had m ade another m an o f  h im .

“ I  d id  w rong, yes ,”  he said w ith  a 
sigh. “ H ow ever, I  m eant w ell. A nd  
n ow  you  can see for  y ou rse lf that I  d on ’t 
fa in t at the sight o f  b lood . I  needed to 
fight, to  find out fo r  m yse lf h ow  it w ou ld  
be hand to hand. W ell, I ’m  not a co w 
ard, at le a s t ! A n d  th ey  tell m e m andar
ins in the citadel wear caps w h ich  are the 
sam e as crow n s to  these ye llow  d ev ils .”  

H is  w h ite  sun-helm et w as gone. L ik e  
other m en w ho had lost theirs, he took  
on e o f  the round C hinese hats and w ore 
i t ; a few  m om ents o f  the terrific sun was 
enough  to  k n ock  a m an ou t, fo r  it was 
different from  the A lgerian  sun. L ang
lade eyed  his friend  w ith  real w orry . T h e  
m an w as changed. P erhaps the m orn ing 
sun had a lready  tou ch ed  him .

A ll that d ay  th ey  m oved  in on  the city . 
B etw een  the w ide m oat and the w all 
w ere p lanted  bam boos, a lm ost im pene
trable, w h ile  th e  m oat w as defen ded  b y  
outer w ork s m asked b y  bam boos. W o rd  
had  spread that an assault w as to  b e  de
livered , that the tow n w as to  be  taken  b y  
storm  next m orn ing. M ean tim e, the 
outer defenses had to  b e  cleared.

I t  was savage, stu bborn  w ork , b u t the 
L eg ion  w as saved for  the m orn in g ’s jo b . 
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The huge bamboos were shattered: Bernard hurled himself at them, and a gap
was made by his weight,,
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T ow a rd  n oon  B ernard, w h o had been 
ordered  o u t w ith  a  reconnaissance squad, 
show ed  u p  w ith  an excited  glitter in  his 
b lu e eyes.

“ N o w  I ’v e  learned som ething  e x a c t !”  
excla im ed  the b lon d  G erm an, flinging 
h im self dow n  an d  lightin g  h is  p ipe  b e 
side L anglade. “ I  heard  the lieutenant 
say w e w ere to  a ttack  the w est gate. 
T h ree  huge b la ck  flags are there, w ith  
Chinese w ritin g  on  them  in  go ld . I ’m  g o 
in g  to  h ave on e o f  those flags.”

“ H as y ou r  m ania turned from  crow ns 
to  fla g s? ”  dem anded  L anglade.

T h e  other gave h im  a q u ick , laughing 
glance.

“ M an ia , e h ?  Is  that w hat y o u  th ink 
it , m y  fr ie n d ?  C om e, I ’ll b e  fran k  w ith  
y o u : I  had a  fa m ily  at hom e, y o u  under
stand ? I  w as n ot g ood  enough  for  th e m ; 
I  was the b la ck  sheep. I  cou ld  n ot stand 
the fo lly , the h o llow  m ock ery , o f  g litter
in g  u n iform s unearned, o f  cou rt fu n c
tions, o f  bow in g  and scrap in g  servitors—  
noth ing earned, noth in g  r e a l ! ”

H is  p ro fou n d  bitterness, his burst o f  
con fidence, gripped  L anglade. H ere , he 
knew , was his first real insight in to this 
b lon d  G erm an, in to  the m an ’s past and 
fu ture, in to  h is hopes and failures and 
am bitions.

“ A ll that sickened  m e,”  w en t on  B er
nard, ru m blin g  G erm an oaths in to  h is

beard. “ I  rebelled  against i t ; and I  w as 
ch u ck ed  out. I  slipped  aw ay and  w ent 
to  P aris, an d  jo in ed  u p  w ith  the L eg ion . 
T h e y  h ope  I ’ll be  k illed  qu ietly . M y  
father, a  harsh, cruel m an, h opes I ’ll 
never sh ow  up  again  to  d isgrace h im , as 
he calls it. W e ll, w hat a b ou t that 
c ro w n ?  I  te ll y o u , I  m ean to  earn  it !  
I ’v e  learned w hat a m an ’s l i fe  is, in  the 
L eg ion . I ’ve  learned w h at’s real, w h at’s 
w orth  w hile. Y es , I ’ve  had  cra zy  n otion s 
abou t deserting and becom in g  som e sort 
o f  a  native ruler— w h o h asn ’ t ?  B ut 
h ere ’s w hat I  rea lly  w an t.”

H e  sucked  at his p ip e  fo r  a m om ent, 
and a ll the g litter had le ft  his eyes. T h e y  
w ere som ber and earnest, lik e  h is v o ice .

“ I ’ve  to ld  y o u  m ore than an yone else 
k n ow s or suspects,”  h e  said . “ N o w  for  
w hat I  rea lly  w ant to  do. I  w ant to  send 
hom e a crow n , y o u  u n derstan d? A  real 
crow n . O ne I ’ve  looted  or captu red  or 
w o n ; I  w ant to  send it h om e to  that 
harsh m an, as a  tok en  o f  m y  con tem pt, 
i f  you  like to  ca ll it so. O r, i f  n o t a 
crow n  ju st y e t, then one o f  those B lack  
F lags yon der. T h e  highest troph y  o b 
tainable, som ething I ’v e  w on  w ith  m y  
ow n  tw o hands, the w ay  m y  ancestors 
w on  their lands and titles. N o t  b y  in 
heritance, bu t b y  fighting. I f  I  can  d o  
this, it ’ll pu t m e on  a h igher level than 
those w h o sit at h om e and polish  d e co 
rations th ey ’ve  d on e noth ing to  earn. . . . 
O r d o  you  understand this foo lish n ess?”  

L anglade n odded , a  thrill o f  com p re
hension  in his heart.

Bernard, swinging the ax, was on 
the flat solid roof of the tower 
where those black flags waved. 
Banglade, beside him, darted for

ward with his bayonet.
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“ U nderstand it ?  Y e s ,”  he said qu ick 
ly , a m ost unw onted tou ch  o f  w arm th  
deepening h is w ords. “ Y e s ! Y o u ’re a 
poet, a  kn ight erran t! A n d  I  thought 
y o u  w ere ju st som e Germ an prin celin g.”  

B ernard ’s lips tw isted in a sm ile. 
“ P erhaps I ’m  a  little  o f  all three, 

L anglade. I ’m  telling you  all this so 
you  m ay com prehend  w hat that o ld  b o y 
h ood  pred iction  means to  me— the crow n  
I ’ll w in in som e far land. T h is  is the 
land, no dou bt about it. O r perhaps up 
in C hina. A nd  I suppose you  still think 
it ’s foo lish n ess?”

L anglade shook  his head.
“ I ’m  prou d  that you  w anted m e to 

u nderstand ! I ’d take a run-out pow der 
w ith  y o u  tom orrow ,”  he said. (Y e s , the 
L eg ion  had  precise ly  that b it o f  slang, 
lon g  b e fore  it was ever transferred to 
E n glish .) “ I f  you  said le t ’s go  and look  
for a  crow n  up  in the h ills, I ’d go. T h a t ’s 
the w ay I fee l.”

B ernard gripped his hand.

“ Oh, I ’m  n ot com plete ly  m ad, unless 
d ru n k ,”  he said, and grinned. “ W e  k n ow  
each other, you  and I ;  w e ’ll hang to 
gether. W ell, I ’m  going to  have on e o f  
those flags to send b ack  hom e, n o  m atter 
what it c o s t s !”

“ C ount me in on  it ,”  said L anglade.

AF T E R  this, he regarded his friend 
. w ith  new  eyes. U n dou bted ly , he re

flected  shrew dly, there was m ore to  the 
story  than B ernard had adm itted . A  
w om an m ust be  som ew here in it, since a 
w om an was in every life -story  behind 
those bearded bron ze m asks o f  the 
L egion . H ow ever, that w as none o f  his 
business, and he shrugged it aw ay.

T h a t afternoon , that evening, rum ors 
flew  through the lines. T h e  m orning 
assault was postpon ed  until next a fter
noon, w hen the m oppin g -u p  o f  the outer 
defenses w ou ld  be finished.

T h en  the L eg ion  was to  lead  in the 
assault upon the c ity .
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S ontay had  four gates, each  one set 
in a tow er, m idw ay  o f  on e w a ll; the 
b am boo  palisades outside the gates were 
form idab le  obstacles in them selves. 
W o rd  w en t around that L ieutenant 
P oy m iro , during the reconnaissance, had 
d iscovered  som ething else, and B ernard 
con firm ed this re p o rt: A  sm all postern  
to  the right o f  the w est gate w here entry 
m ight be m ade. T hen  it was learned 
that the m arines w ere to  a ttack  this 
possible open ing , and sullen fu ry  filled 
the w hole batta lion  o f  the L egion .

“ T h a t ’s r ig h t ! ”  grow led  L anglade. “ I f  
som ething  easy show s up, g ive  it to  the 
others, and let the L eg ion  take the 
toughest a ss ig n m e n t!”

B ernard  laughed. “ Y o u  should be 
p rou d  o f  it, mon a m i! T h e y ’re go in g  to 
issue axes and hatchets, I  understand. 
W e ’ll beat the m arines inside, be sure 
o f  t h a t ! ”

N ig h t cam e on , and the brigh t stars. 
D a w n  drew  dow n , and w ith  m orn ing the 
operations began , bu t the L eg ion  was 
held  inactive. O rders cam e along. A t 
tw o  o ’c lo ck  the L eg ion  was to  assum e 
com b a t form ation  and sw eep everyth ing 
c lea r  ou tside the w est gate. W h en  the 
“ C harge”  w as sounded, they  were to  go 
in— ju st lik e  that. M ean tim e, the A l
gerians w ou ld  b e  m aking a false a ttack  
at the n orth  gate.

TO W A R D  n oon , B ernard disappeared.
H e  d id  n ot show  up until the bat

ta lion  w as fo rm in g ; then he cam e rolling  
in, drunk as a lord , w ith  his canteen 
ch o ck  fu ll o f  n avy  issue brandy. H e  had 
been  v isitin g  w ith  the m arines, and regu
la tion s bein g  relaxed, had m ade the 
m ost o f  the p len tifu l cogn ac. L anglade 
gu lped  dow n  a stiff drink, and off they 
w ent.

Split u p  in to  squads, w ith  the fourth  
com p a n y  in the lead , the L eg ion  went 
at the jo b . T h e  w alls, the th ick ly  grow n  
bam boos, the palisades, rolled  out clouds 
o f  sm o k e ; ba lls  and bullets hailed  forth  
in  a  rain o f  death. In  a series o f  rushes, 
the L eg ion  spread out and attacked . 
M en  d ie d ; officers died . Som e o f  the 
squads w ere w iped  out.

U nder L ieutenant M aqu ard , a burly  
m an w ith  a  ja w  o f  iron , the squad con 
ta in ing B ernard and L anglade w orked  
its w a y  forw ard . F rom  tim e to  tim e 
B ernard  sw igged at his canteen, brush
ing aside the rem onstrances o f  L anglade. 
T h e  b ig  G erm an was fighting drunk, and 
carried  an ax w orth  a  dozen  o f  the h atch 
ets issued to  the other m en.

“ W h en  w e get there,”  h e  h iccu ped , 
“ y o u  s h o o t ; I ’ll w o r k !”

It  was n early  five w hen th ey  were 
ready— fifty  yards from  the w all and the 
th ick  palisade. E veryth in g  had been 
cleared up beh ind . T h e y  w ere across the 
m oat, past the clu m ps o f  b am boos. T h e y  
m aintained a  h eavy  fire on  the w all, and 
Bernard kept on  punish ing the brandy, 
until he flung aw ay  h is em p ty  canteen.

“ Y ou  see th e m ?”  H e  poin ted  to  the 
three huge b lack  flags a bove  the gate, 
show ing now  and then through the p ow 
der-sm oke. “ O ne o f  those, mon a m i! 
Just on e .”

“ B a h ! L e t ’s have a ll th r e e !”  ex 
cla im ed  L anglade, w h o had n ot neg
lected  the cogn ac h im self. “ L isten—  
lis te n ! ”

A  thin , fine v o ice  o f  bugles. L ieu ten 
ant M aqu ard  cam e to  h is feet— it was 
the charge, the order to  assault.

“ Vive la F ra nc e !”  he y e lled  h oarsely . 
“ F o rw a rd ! ”

T h e  m en leaped  up. H a lf  a dozen  o f  
them  w ent rolling, under a  hail o f  balls. 
M aqu ard  was a lready  dashing forw ard . 
L anglade w as a fter h im , B ernard  and the 
others lu m berin g  in to  speed. M aqu ard  
w as at the palisade, h ack ing at it  w ith  
his saber, w hen  B ernard cam e u p  w ith  
a w ild  yell.

“ O u t o f  the w a y ! ”
A x  in  hand, the b ig  G erm an hurled 

h im self at the bam boos. O thers jo in ed  
h im , their hatchets at w ork , w h ile  L an g
lade and the files to  right and le ft  m ain
tained a  heavy  fire on  the w all and para
pet above. U pright, careless o f  bu llets, 
B ernard  slashed like a  m adm an. T h e  
lashings o f  the palisade, th ick  w ithes o f  
bam b oo , were finally  cu t th rou gh ; the 
huge bam boos  them selves w ere shat
tered. B ernard  hurled  h im self at them , 
and a gap  w as m ade b y  his w eight. T h e  
lieutenant was up  and over  h im , the 
first m an Inside.

U ntil the breach  w as w idened , few  
cou ld  fo llow . L anglade shoved  in am ong 
the first. B ernard had d iscarded  his rifle, 
and w as sw inging the ax, a m an gone 
berserk. L anglade jo in ed  h im , bayon et 
and bu llet at w ork , T h e  C hinese fell 
ba ck . A s  m ore  L egionnaires burst in, 
the C hinese gave w ay  and fled.

W ith  a roar, B ernard turned to  the 
parapet, L anglade at h is e lbow . T h e  
tw o o f  them  w ere alone, fo r  the rush o f 
a ttack  had sw ept on  in to  the c ity . B er
nard was m aking fo r  the flat, solid  ro o f 
o f  the gate-tow er, w here those three
b la ck  flags w aved . H ere  w as a m a n
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darin  in fan tastic a rm o r ; here were 
C hinese regu lars; here w ere B lack  Flags 
in their round straw hats. R ifles cracked . 
Y e lls  w ent up.

Straight at them  hurtled B ernard, 
L anglade leaping beside h im , firing as 
he ran, b a yon et ready. T h e  ax crashed 
dow n , and a  spurt o f  b lood  dyed  the 
b lon d  beard crim son . Chinese closed  in. 
L anglade darted forw ard  w ith  his b a y 
onet ; the ax w hirled  and b it afresh. 
Spears slithered at the tw o ; sw ords 
g lit te re d ; rifles banged. B efore  that 
rush o f insensate fe ro c ity  the throng 
opened  in terror.

A n  officer leaped at B ernard. O ne 
b ack -strok e  o f  the ax crushed helm et and 
head together. T h ere  was the m andarin, 
b leatin g  h orrib ly , his gorgeous dragon- 
robes and queer arm or spotted  w ith 
b lood . H e  went dow n  under L an glade ’s 
thrust. T h e  tw o o f  them  w ere at the 
b am boo  standards now , w here w aved 
the three b la ck  flags w ith  their golden 
characters.

T h en  the Chinese cam e in. A x  d r o v e ; 
b ayon et th ru st; but the tw o w ere borne 
b ack  and back , long  halberds and spears 
thrusting at them . O ne o f  the w aving 
standards w as pulled  dow n and carried  
o f f ;  another fo llow ed . W ith  a  roar o f  
fu ry , B ernard struck  aside the halberds 
and flung h im self in to  the th ick  o f  the 
press.

A  fr igh tfu l yell arose, a w ild  cheer. 
T h e  m arines w ere through the postern  
gate, ju st beyon d . T h e  enem y, thus 
taken  in rear, b rok e  and fled. B ernard, 
d rop p in g  his ax, leaped over the fallen  
bod ies and grasped at the one rem aining 
flag. A n  A nnam ese, w ounded , cam e half 
erect and w h ipped  up  his rifle— but 
L anglade fired first.

“ T h an k s, th a n k s !”  A n d  w ith  a w ild  
laugh, B ernard tore loose  the standard, 
reached fo r  the go ld -decorated  flag, and 
ripped it from  the bam boo. A  blaze o f  
trium ph w as in his face . “ L o o k ! W e 
have it, mon ami, w e have i t ! ”

“ A nd for  the love  o f  heaven, put it out 
o f  s ig h t !”  panted L anglade. “ T h e  first 
officer w ho sees it w ill send it to  head
quarters as a t r o p h y !”

B ernard  w as prom pt to  see the sense 
o f  this, and presently  had  the silk  flag 
fo ld ed  aw ay  beneath his b lue cum m er
bund.

L anglade , m eantim e, w ent to  the offi
cer , ca llou sly  separated the crushed head 
from  the crushed helm et, and from  the 
w reckage o f  the h elm et he extricated  a 
gorgeous p e a co ck  plum e. H e  tossed the

sopping o b je c t  at B ernard , then sought 
the dead m andarin  and produ ced  a b lack  
silk  cap  w ith  cora l bu tton . T h is  he 
handed over likew ise.

“ N o t a  bad  h a u l !”  he observed. 
“ M andarin  cap— th at’s a  crow n , anyhow . 
So is the peacock  feather, or  w h at’s le ft 
o f  it. P ut ’em  w ith  the flag, and y o u ’ve 
got som ething w orth  sending—  H e y ! 
W h a t’s w ron g ?  Y o u ’re a hero, o ld  fe l
low . N o t h u r t? ”

Bernard sm iled  fa in tly . H e  had p ick ed  
up a spear and w as leaning on  it heavily .

“ H eroes be d a m n e d !”  he said. “ I ’m  
goin g  to  be sick . I t ’s the cogn ac. A nd  
the effect’s all w orn off— ”

Langlade grinned. “ W ork ed  off, you  
m ean ! A ll right, be  sick , and m ake a 
good  jo b  o f  it. I ’ll just see i f  there’s any 
lo o t  on  these fe llow s.”

A  surge o f  figures, and to  the b lo o d y  
scene atop  the tow er cam e h a lf a dozen 
o f  the L eg ion , w ith  a trico lor  to  set in 
p lace. T h e  c ity  was ta k en ; darkness 
w as a p p ro a ch in g ; the jo b  was ended. A n  
officer appeared, bearing one o f  the tw o 
flags that had escaped.

“ H a ! H o t  w ork  here, e h ? ”  he o b 
served. “ I t ’d m ean the M ed a ille  if  y o u ’d 
on ly  taken one o f  those other fla g s ! ”  

“ T o o  b a d ,”  said B ernard, straighten
ing up, and L anglade chuckled .

W E E K S  w ore on  in to  m onths, w ith  
the L eg ion  cleaning up all over the 

p lace. F rance was at war w ith C hina n o w ; 
there was talk o f  various expeditions, to 
F orm osa  and F ooch ow  and elsewhere.

Bernard was all afire at the thought 
o f  C hina itself ready  to  y ie ld  h im  new 
trophies. H e  ta lked  o ften  o f  the crow n 
that had returned to  h is m ind as a fixed 
id e a ; he had no secrets from  L anglade.

T h e  tw o o f  them  applied  fo r  transfer 
to  the northern expedition . B ernard had 
found that the Chinese d id  not use 
crow ns, bu t this m ade n o  difference to 
h im , for there w ere other insignia o f  
roy a lty  to  be had. In  a  savage little  
ju n g le  fight he k illed  the ch ie f o f  a band 
o f  B lack  F lags, and took  from  the b o d y  
a  queerly  shaped slab o f  reddish  brow n  
stone.

A  scientist from  headquarters heard 
abou t it and tried to  b u y  the stone from  
h im . It  w as ancient jade , said the scien 
tist ; H an  jade , such as was on ly  found 
in tom bs these days. A n d  this b it o f  
jad e , shaped like an ancient sw ord, was 
the royal insignia g iven  b y  the em peror 
to a  v iceroy .

B ernard disdained all offers.
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“ L o o k  y o u — the E m p eror ’s in s ig n ia !”  
he said  to  L anglade  that n ight, joy ou s  
as a  ch ild  as he p layed  w ith  the reddish 
jade . “ N o  crow n s in  C hina, e h ?  W ell, 
here ’s ju st as good . A n d  if I  cou ld  get 
this in the jungles o f  T on k in , w h at’ll I 
get w hen w e lo o t  som e b ig  p lace up 
north ? B a ck  this goes b y  the next boat 
to  m y  preciou s fa t h e r !”

A nd  b a ck  it w ent.
B ack , too , w ent B ernard to  the hos

pital base at H aiphon g . H e  had com e 
dow n w ith  the insidious ju n gle  fever, 
w h ich  turned h is im m ense fram e in to a 
skeleton. So the tw o friends w ere parted.

Som e days later, destin y  descended on 
L anglade. In  a  n ight skirm ish, b y  one 
o f  those queer freaks o f  luck  w hich  d o  
happen, a  B la ck  F lag slug h it  the car
tridge-case o f  the next m an, g lanced , and 
to o k  L anglade through b oth  thighs—  
lu ck ily  w ith ou t tou ch in g  the bone. So 
L anglade also w ent to  H aiphong.

W h en  he got there, he was a  w alk ing 
casualty . O f B ernard, at first, he cou ld  
find n o  trace. A fter  som e days, how ever, 
he t r a c e d , h is friend , and prom p tly  
sought h im  out. I t  w as evening when he 
cam e in to  the w ard  w here B ernard lay . 
A  m an in fev er  had ju st stru ck  the sister 
a ttending to  h im ; orderlies w ere rushing 
in to  h o ld  h im  dow n— and the m an was 
B ernard.

T h e  nun w h o had been struck  ordered  
the m en to  b e  gentle.

“ Pauvre enfant! H e  doesn ’ t kn ow  
w hat h e ’s d o in g ,”  she said. T h en , as 
L anglade cam e up  and she heard his 
nam e, she gave  h im  a curious glance. 
“ O h ! H e  w as ask ing fo r  y o u ; he spoke 
o f  y o u  o ften , every  d a y .”

“ E h ? ”  said  L anglade, startled. “ W h y  
d o  y o u  use the past tense, s is ter?”

“ T h e  d octor  says he w on ’t live  until 
m orn in g .”

So L anglade look ed  at the b lon d  G er
m an fo r  the last tim e, and had no jo y  o f  
i t ; B ernard  died  in the delirium  o f  fever, 
m uttering harsh G erm an w ords and 
fighting the orderlies w h o held  h im  dow n.

N oth in g  particu larly  sad abou t it. 
A s L anglade said, all m en m ust d ie, and 
one o f  the cu riou sly  interesting things is 
the s tory  o f  h ow  oth er m en d ie  and go 
forth  in search  o f  w hat lies b eyon d .

UN D E R  the b lazing  stars o f  N ew  
M e x ico , L an glade ’s v o ice  d ied  out 

w ith  th is b it  o f  p h ilosoph y , and w e sm oked 
together in silence. A m azing, I  thought, 
to  hear this yarn  o f  oth er days in such a

FormoM i* the tcene of the next ttory

setting— this s tory  o f  yesterd ay  in an
other w orld , th is ta le o f  a forgotten  war 
in an unknow n ju n g le , here across the 
A rizon a  border.

“ S o,”  I  observed , “ you r  friend  B ernard 
never got the crow n  he had sought so 
long and fa r ! T h e  p rop h ecy  he m en
tioned  never cam e true, then .”

“ B u t it d id ,”  said  L anglade, em otion  in 
his brusque vo ice . “ T h a t w as the queer 
th ing about it all. Y o u  see, I  d id  not 
attend his funeral, becau se fever caught 
m e ; and the sam e d a y  he d ied , I  was 
dow n  w ith  the shakes. H ow ever, I  was 
in funds. T h e  loo tin g  u p -cou n try  had 
been p retty  good , and I  w as w ell sup
plied  w ith  m on ey . So I  had  the Sister 
o f  C harity  w ho attended  m e fix up  a 
handsom e w reath for  p oor  B ernard. It 
was no m ere bu nch  o f  faded  flow ers, but 
a  large w reath o f  those things they call 
im m ortelles— the k ind  that last forever. 
Y o u  k n o w ?”

“ Y es ,”  I said. H e  took  a fresh ciga 
rette, lit it and w ent on .

" I F  you  ever get a  ch an ce  to  lo o k  at 
1  the record s ,”  he said , “ y o u ’ll find a 

singular th ing happened . O ne o f  the 
L eg ion  nam ed B ernard  w as rem oved 
from  his tem porary  grave. H e  w as dug 
up. A n d  I  was there w hen he w as dug 
up. W h y  w as it d o n e ?  B ecause a G er
m an cru iser w as sent to  get h is b od y . 
Y es , dam m e if  it ’s n ot a  fa c t !  N o b o d y  
kn ew  m uch  abou t it, b u t I ’v e  heard it 
said that he w as a nephew  or  som e near 
relation  o f  the K aiser. A n yh ow , they 
sent the cru iser and  to o k  h im  aw ay. H e  
was carried  aboard  w ith  no end o f  cere
m on y , to o .”

“ A n d  th at’s the end o f  the story  ? ”  
“ N o t  q u ite .”  L an glade ’s v o ice  took  on 

a  cy n ic  touch . “ T h a t p roph ecy— it d id  
com e true, y o u  see. T h ose  G erm ans do 
things m eth od ica lly . W h en  they dug 
B ernard up, they  to o k  the w reath that 
w as still on  his grave, and pu t it on  the 
co ffin ; I  saw it  done. T h u s, he went 
ba ck  w ith  the crow n  h e  had  w on  in a 
d istant land, ju st as the p red iction  sa id .”  

“ A  c r o w n ? ”  I  repeated. “ B ut you  
said  it was a w reath— ”

L anglade tossed aw ay  h is cigarette.
“ I said w reath, yes, because w e ’re 

speaking E nglish  togeth er,”  he said. 
“ B u t as you  shou ld  k n ow , the w ord  in 
F rench  is couronne— crown. I t  had  nev
er occu rred  to  h im  that the pred iction  
m ight have m eant a  funeral crow n . . . . 
G ood  n igh t.”

in this colorful seriet— in our April iisue.
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" T " '\ O P , ”  said C aptain  Charles F ield ,
\ r**  com m anding  officer o f  the B lack
X  H orse  T ro o p , N e w  Y o rk  State 

P o lice , “ h ow  lon g  have you  been in the 
o u tfit? ”

Sergeant W illia m  C ator show ed his 
surprise at the question . H e  leaned 
forw ard  in his chair, and the sunlight 
com in g  through the w in dow  flooded  his 
iron -gray  hair, m akin g  the gray  the pre
dom inant co lor.

“ W h y , Skipper, I  jo in ed  up w hen the 
outfit first started. W e  signed up the 
sam e w eek . Y o u  rem em ber— ”

C aptain  F ie ld  n odded  brusquely . H e  
d id  rem em ber. H e  recalled  that even 
w hen he first en listed  C ator had  h ard ly  
been a y ou n g  m an. T h a t m em ory  was 
chased aside b y  the reco llection  o f years 
o f  service, and o f acts b ey on d  the ca ll o f  
du ty . A n d  all these m em ories m ade this 
m ore difficult.

“ H o w  far aw ay  is y ou r  pension , P op  ? ”  
he asked.

Sergeant C ator sat staring at the floor.
“ Y ear and a h a lf, S k ipper.”  H e  jum ped 

to his feet w ith  an alm ost p itifu l show  o f 
energy.. “ W h a t’s it all abou t, s ir ?  Say, 
there’s p len ty  o f  li fe  in the old  b o y  yet. 
I  can  go  ten rounds w ith  the best o f  
them . I  can— ”

“ T a k e  it easy, P o p ,”  C aptain  F ield  
interrupted. “ Y o u  d on ’ t have to  sell

m e. E ven  if we had to  push you  around 
in a w heel-chair, I ’d th ink you  w ere a 
bargain .”

Sergeant C ator settled  b ack  in the 
chair. T h is  was worse.

“ Is it— ”  H e  m oistened his lips w ith 
his tongue. “ Is it A lb a n y ? ”

C aptain  F ield  nodded . “ Y es , P op . 
Som e gu y dow n  there has been try ing  to 
ju s t ify  his m isspent life . H e  has gone 
over the service-records and p ick ed  on 
the o ld -tim ers. . . . H e  w anted to  know  
w hat detail you  wTere on . I  told  h im ,” —  
C aptain  F ield  chose his w ords carefu lly , 
for  this was a sore su b ject,— “ I  told  h im  
I  had you  in the office because y o u  were 
m ore va lu able  to  m e there.”

Sergeant C ator was silent.
“ H e  cam e right b a ck  at m e ,”  C aptain  

F ie ld  continued . T h e  com m anding  offi
cer traced a  pattern  on  a  b lotter. “ H e  
said that i f  you  w ere so va luable , he 
d id n ’ t see w h y you  h ad n ’t rated a co m 
m ission  during all these years.”

T h ere  was a h eavy  silence. In w ard ly , 
C aptain  F ield  cursed his in ab ility  to  put 
all this in w ords, in k ind  w ords. Y o u  
cou ld n ’t sit across a desk from  £ m an 
lik e  P o p  C ator and tell h im  you  knew  
he was as honest as a  sunset, fearless as 
a b lizzard  and loy a l as a  m other, b u t 
that he lack ed  those qu alities o f  leader
ship that w ent w ith  a com m ission .



The cashier was the first to appear at the office. lie  almost stumbled

“ I  to ld  h im ,”  C aptain  F ield  continued , 
“ that I was to blam e. I said that you  
had been passed up because I was selfish 
enough to  w ant you  w here you  were b e 
cause you  w ere m ore help fu l to  m e there. 
B ut I  guess it d id n ’t get over. H e  has 
ordered  y o u  to  A lban y  to take a ph ysica l 
exam ination  and som e w ritten  tests.”  

Sergeant C ator stood  up. “ R igh t aw ay, 
Skipper ?”

C apta in  F ield  nodded.
“ G ood  enough, sir. I ’ll get ro llin g .”  
A fter  the Sergeant le ft the room , C ap 

tain F ie ld  sat staring at the w a ll; several 
tim es h is hand strayed  tow ard  the tele
phone, bu t he resisted the im pulse. B et
ter n ot appeal d irect to  M a jo r  John

H arner, the superintendent. N o t  yet. 
T h a t w ou ld  b e  an ace  in the hole . . . .

L ieutenant E dw ard  D a v id , all the 
size o f  h im  th at w as respon sib le  for  the 
nam e o f  “ T in y ,”  was the next person  to 
enter the office.

“ P o p  gone, s ir ? ”
“ Y e s ,”  grow led  C aptain  F ield . 
“ W e ll,”  said  T in y  D a v id , “ he m ay 

surprise us on  the ph ysica l. H e  p layed  
m e a stiff gam e o f handball at n oon , and 
he w asn ’ t puffing. H e ’s a  great o ld  b o y .”

CA P T A I N  F IE L D  pushed som e p a 
pers aside im patiently .

“ T h a t ’s not w hat I  am  a fra id  o f ,”  he 
declared . “ I t ’s those m on k ey  tests. T h e  
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over something on the floor.

ones w here they  ask y ou , ‘ I f  y o u  had a 
d inosaur g iven  to  y ou , w ou ld  you  eat it, 
w ear it o r  g ive  it to  a  m u seu m ?’ Send 
P o p  a fter a gu y  w ith  a  gun, sitting b e 
h ind  a  stone w all, and h e ’ll b rin g  him  
out. B ut w hen he tangles w ith  d in o 
saurs, and things like that, he has tw o 
strikes ca lled  on h im  b e fore  he starts. 
B y  the w ay , abou t h ow  o ld  d o  y o u  figure 
P o p  i s ? ”

T in y  D a v id  pon dered  on  the problem .
“ W ell, he w on  a  m edal in the B oxer 

R ebe llion . T h a t m eans he m ust have 
been at least eighteen at that tim e. Y o u  
can  figure it out, sir. I , ” — he stressed 
the pronoun ,— “ I  w ou ldn ’ t rem em ber 
that far b a ck .”

“ H u m p h !”  snorted C aptain  F ield . 
“ T h e  B qxer trouble was described  in the 
h istory  I  studied when I  was a k id  in 
sch oo l.”  H e  paw ed abou t am ong som e 
papers. “ T u rn in g  to  a pleasant su b ject, 
h ow  w ou ld  y o u  lik e  to  h ave a troop  o f  
you r  ow n ?”

T in y  D a v id  hesitated. T h a t p rom o
tion  w as the goal o f  his career as a  p o 
licem an. H is  ow n  b o ss ! A  troop  to 
m old  a long his ow n ideas. A  territory  
that w ou ld  be  his, and his alone.

H e  grinned. “ Sort o f  lik e  it, s ir .”  
“ N oth in g  defin ite,”  w arned C aptain  

F ield . “ B ut there w ill be  a va ca n cy  
dow nstate. T h e  M a jo r  w ants a line on  
elig ib le  m aterial. Y o u r  nam e cam e up 
in  the con versation .”  C aptain  F ie ld ’s 
fa ce  w as b land . “ I  had to  be  honest. I  
said  th at i f  there was any m on k ey-bu si
ness, y o u  w ou ld  be in it. I f  there w as 
any hell to  be  raised, you  w ou ld  raise it. 
I  po in ted  out that you  had an excuse for 
everyth ing . I  explained that you  were 
born  tired , and that you  hate to  chase 
around needlessly. B ut I  d id  adm it that 
in betw een-tim es y o u  d id  som e rather 
g ood  w o rk .”

“ T h a n k  y ou , s ir .”
C aptain  F ie ld  w aved  a hand.
“ D o n ’t cou n t on it. B ut for  the next 

few  w eeks I  w ou ld  specialize on  m oving , 
and n ot sitting. I f  you  still have that 
horseshoe y o u  carry , I  w ou ld  rub it fo r  
lu ck . I ’ll d o  m y  part b y  try ing  to  p lace 
y o u  w here y o u  w ill have a ch ance  to  
grab  off som ething that com es to  the 
n otice  o f  the right parties .”

“ T h an k s, s ir .”
“ N o t  at all. S elf-defense. B e a lo t 

qu ieter for  m e. R even ge, too . T ick le  
m e n o  end to  see you  rid ing herd  on  
som e gu y w h o th inks he is pu tting  som e
th ing over on  y o u .”  C aptain  F ie ld  a p 
paren tly  d ism issed this v ision  w ith  regret. 
“ B u t w e ca n ’ t cou n t on  it . Y o u  have 
com p etition .”

“ Y es  sir,”  said T in y  D a v id .
T h a t n ight, con versation  in the liv in g- 

room  o f  the barracks was d iv ided  b e 
tw een tw o to p ic s : T h e  ax w as ou t fo r  
P o p  C ator. T in y  D a v id  was in  lin e for  
a troop , if—

PO P , h ow ever, cam e through the p h y 
sical exam ination  w ith  fly ing colors. 
“ Sound as a m an o f  th irty ,”  was the 

verd ic t  o f  the m e d ico e s ; and P o p ’s m ark  
on  the m ental tests was g ood  enough  for  
passing.

T h e  B la ck  H orse  T ro o p , w here P o p  
w as lo v ed , breathed  a co lle ctiv e  sigh  o f  
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relief. B u t the d iscip le  o f  e fficiency had 
a  w eapon  in  reserve, and  he hastened to  
the telephone.

“ I f  C ator is in the sw ell shape they 
say he is ,”  h e  in form ed  C aptain  F ield , 
“ he doesn ’ t be lon g  in  the office. Send 
h im  ou t on  the road .”

“ A re  y o u  telling m e h ow  to  run this 
o u t f it ? ”  countered  C aptain  F ield.

“ O h , n o ,”  cam e the hasty rep ly . “ I 
am  ju st m ak in g  a  suggestion .”

“ I ’ll con sider the suggestion ,”  C aptain  
F ie ld  agreed.

C onsider it, he d id . T h ere  w as no 
escaping the lo g ic  advanced  b y  e fficien cy ’s 
advoca te . T h ere fore  any appeal to  M a 
jo r  H arn er w ou ld  find log ic  in the other 
cam p. E ffic ien cy  experts com e and go. 
F or that reason, and for  P o p ’s ow n  sake, 
it m ight be  w ell to  fo llo w  the path  o f  
least resistance.

O n the other hand, it w ou ld  b e  tough  
on  P o p  to  send h im  out on  the road. H e 
had  h is little  h om e in the tow n  w here 
the barracks w ere loca ted , and he had 
reached the age w here co m fo rt was im 
portan t. A lso , C aptain  F ield  adm itted  
— to h im self on ly — P op  fu n ction ed  b e t
ter w hen h is th ink ing  w as done for h im . 
B u t all in  all, it w as w ell fo r  P op  to  be 
ou t o f  the p ictu re  for  a m onth  or so. 
S o he sum m oned him  to  the office and 
an nou n ced  h is d e c is io n :

“ P op , I  am  sending y o u  over to  take 
charge o f  the sub-station  at H ow a rd ’s 
L a k e .”

“ Y es , S k ipper,”  said  P op .
“ T a k e  it  easy ,”  C aptain  F ie ld  advised. 

“ P la y  you r cards close  to  the chest. B ut 
i f  som ething  drops in to  you r  lap , I ’ll 
h e lp  y o u  m ake the m ost o f  it . K eep  in 
tou ch  w ith  m e.”

“ Y es, sir,”  said P op .

AF T E R  that, fo r  a  tim e, th ings settled 
. dow n  to  m ore  or  less routine. O u t

w ard ly , everyth in g  w as c a lm ; P op , appar
ently , w as safe. T h e  B la ck  H orse  T ro o p  
re jo iced . T h en  a  dow nstate lieutenant, 
on e o f  the m en in  line fo r  the soon -to - 
be -vacan t ca p ta in cy , cleared up  a bank- 
rob b ery— and m ade the front pages. T h e  
B lack  H orse  T r o o p  m ourned . T h is  d id n ’ t 
help  T in y  D a v id !

L ieu ten an t Jam es C rosb y , h ow ever, re
fused to  b e  d iscouraged .

“ T in y ,”  h e  declared , “ is lu ck y . H e ’s 
ou t on  an inspection  trip . W a tch  som e
th ing d rop  in to  h is lap .”

T h e  B la ck  H orse  T r o o p  brightened. 
T h en  cam e p ro o f that the slave o f  

efficien cy  h ad  n ot forgotten . F rom  A l

ban y  cam e a request fo r  the patro l re
p orts  subm itted  b y  Sergeant C ator.

C aptain  F ie ld  w ent over the reports 
h im self b e fo re  sending them  along. I f  
there w as n oth in g  outstand ing , neither 
w as there an yth in g  to  d raw  fire. T h e  re
p orts  w en t forw ard .

T h e  fo llow in g  m orn ing P o p  w as on  the 
telephone, and  M a x  P ayton , the top - 
sergeant, in accordan ce  w ith  instruc
tions, threw  the ca ll to  C aptain  F ield .

“ T h e  A d iron d a ck  W o o d  P roducts 
C om p an y  pays tom orrow ,”  P op  ex
p lained . “ B u t tom orrow  is a ban k  h o li
day , so th ey  are draw ing the pay -ro ll 
today . I t  am ounts to  abou t tw en ty  thou 
sand dollars. T h e y  w ill keep it in  the 
safe overn igh t. T h e y  have a  w atchm an, 
bu t they  w ant us to  g ive  them  a m an to 
k eep  h im  com p a n y .”

“ F air en ou gh ,”  said C aptain  F ield . 
“ W h o  d o  y o u  h a v e ? ”

“ H aines and H arrison , s ir .”  P op  hesi
tated. “ B oth  rather you n g , s ir.”

“ Is that p lant w ork ing  at n ig h t? ”
“ N o  sir.”
“ T h en  send H aines. I f  the p lan t isn ’ t 

w ork ing , n o b o d y  has any business there. 
T h e  sm art th ing fo r  H aines and the 
w atchm an  to  do is to  lo ck  that office 
tight, and n ot open  it until th ey  w alk  
ou t in  the m orning. Im press that on  
H aines, P op . N o  goin g  ou t fo r  lunch , 
and n o  lettin g  in a friend  or  t w o ! ”  

“ Y es, s ir ,”  said Sergeant C ator. . . . 
T ro o p e r  H aines, a fter  listen ing  care

fu lly  to  in stru ction s from  Sergeant C a
tor, departed  on  the assignm ent. A s an 
added  precau tion , P o p  ca lled  at the plant 
early  in the evening. H e  fou n d  that 
H aines had passed on  the instructions, 
and that the w atchm an  w as w illin g  , to 
abide b y  them . T h e  tw o  m en had 
brou ght their lunches, and  w ere on  the 
poin t o f  lo ck in g  u p  for  the night.

Sergeant C ator returned to  the su b 
station . . . .

R esidents near the p lan t said  the night 
passed w ith ou t in ciden t. T h e  cashier, 
preparing for  a bu sy  day , w as first to  ap 
pear at the office. H e  fou n d  the fron t 
d oor  c losed , bu t u n lock ed . H e  entered, 
and  a lm ost stu m bled  over  som eth ing  on  
the floor. . . . Som e m inutes later he re
covered  su fficiently  to  use the telephone.

S er g ean t  C ator , icy  fingers o f  dread 
c lu tch in g  at h is heart, answ ered the 

frenzied  sum m ons. T h e  som ething the 
cashier had  stu m bled  over w as T roop er  
H aines, w h o w as u n con sciou s, an d  w ho 
had  been  stru ck  ov er  the head  b y  w hat
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the reports w ou ld  describe as a blunt 
instrum ent. T h e  w atchm an was near 
T ro o p e r  H aines. H e  too  had been b lu d g 
eoned. H e  was dead.

T h e  sa fe  was w ide open. T h e  jo b  had 
been  don e cru dely  but e ffective ly , ap 
paren tly  w ith  a sledgeham m er. T h e  p ay 
roll, o f  course, w as gone.

Sergeant C ator hastened to the tele
phone and reported  all that to C aptain  
F ield , w ho shared P o p ’s despair.

“ D id  y o u  tell h im  abou t not opening 
that d o o r ? ”  dem anded C aptain  Field.

P op  told  o f  how  he had em phasized 
that poin t. H e  described  his visit for 
the purpose o f  ch eck in g  up.

“ A ll r igh t,”  said C aptain  F ield . “ I t ’s 
a tough break  all around. T ou gh  that it 
had to happen  in you r territory  right at 
this tim e. B ut w e ca n ’t help  that.

“ G et H aines to  the hospital. P ut a 
m an w ith  h im , so that if  he regains 
consciousness w e  can  find ou t what hap
pened. Y o u  take over at the plant until 
I get som ebod y  to  y o u .”

C aptain  F ield  hesitated ju st a m om ent.
“ A nd  keep you r ch in  up, P o p .”
B efore  very  m any m inutes had passed, 

M a jo r  H arn er was on the telephone

dem anding to  kn ow  ju st w hat h ad  h ap
pened. C aptain  F ie ld  outlined  the case.

“ I t  happened in  Sergeant C a tor ’s ter
ritory , d id n ’ t it, C a p ta in ?”

“ Sergeant C ator is stationed  at H o w 
ard ’s L a k e ,”  C aptain  F ie ld  adm itted. 
“ B ut he consu lted  m e abou t this detail, 
and I assigned H aines to  it .”

“ I  see,”  said M a jo r  H arner. A  pause. 
“ T h in k  I 'll  take a run up. B e  w ith  you  
in an hour or  tw o, C apta in .”

“ Y es sir,”  said C aptain  F ield .

JU S T  abou t this tim e, L ieu ten an t E d 
ward D a v id , as m uch  at peace w ith  the 
w orld  as he ever was b e fo re  break fast, 

p iloted  his car through the streets o f  
H ow a rd ’s L ak e, heading for  the largest 
and best restaurant. M r. D a v id  had 
passed the night at C anaras L a k e ; called  
at an early  h our, in accordan ce  w ith  his 
instructions, he found the d in ing-room  
there not open. T hereu pon  he decided  
to im prove the tim e b y  m oving  on  to  his 
next p o in t o f  ca ll— H o w a rd ’s L ake.

H e  was the on ly  custom er in the res
taurant, and the w aitress gave h im  her 
u ndivided  attention .

“ G ood  m orning, M iss  G a rb o ,”  he said. 
T h e  girl tittered.
“ I am not very  h u n gry ,”  M r. D a v id  

com plained . “ B ut y o u  m ight brin g  m e a 
dou b le  order o f  oran ge-ju ice  w hile  I  am  
m aking up w hat I  jo k in g ly  ca ll m y 
m ind .”

T h e  girl departed. She returned w ith 
the order.

“ I am still th ink ing,”  M r . D a v id  as
serted, “ but w hile  you  are w aiting, you

Illustrated by 
Monte Crews

The rider prodded
his mount, and a 
rry of pain went up.



m ight bring m e som e scram bled  eggs, 
bacon , d ou b le  order o f  toast and a  large 
p o t o f  co ffee .”

In  due tim e this appeared.
“ I  am  ready  to  g ive  m y  order n ow ,”  

said  M r. D a v id . “ I ’ll have pancakes, an 
order o f  bro iled  ham , and y o u ’d  better 
brin g  m e som e m ore coffee. O h, yes, 
and  som e F rench  fried  potatoes. A nd  if 
y o u  have an y  orange m arm alade, bring 
that a lon g .”

“ H o w  abou t a s te a k ? ”  asked the girl. 
M r. D a v id  eyed  her stern ly.
“ D id n ’t I  tell y o u  I  w asn ’t h u n g ry ?”  
M r . D a v id  w as at w ork  on  the ham  

w hen a m an passing ou tside the restau
rant a ttracted  his attention .

“ H ey , P o p ! ”
T h e  ca ll, w ith  vo lu m e equal to  a lou d 

speaker, carried  through  the open  door. 
Sergeant C ator halted , peered in the res
taurant, recogn ized  the m an at the table 
and  entered.

“ H e llo , T in y .”
M r . D a v id  w aved  a hand h osp itab ly . 

“ S it dow n . H a v e  som e fo o d .”
P o p  C ator d ropped  in  a chair. “ N o t  

h u n gry ,”  he said. “ B ut I  cou ld  go  for 
som e co ffee .”

T in y  D a v id  studied h is com pan ion . 
“ W h a t ’s w rong, P op  ? ”

“ D id n ’t you  get the fla sh ?”
“ N o p e . W h a t ’s d o in g ? ”
Sergeant C ator told  h im , in detail. 
T in y  D a v id  w histled  so ft ly . “ Y o u r  

sk irts are c lean ,”  was h is verd ict. “ T h e  
Skipper w ill b ack  y ou . H e  is that k ind 
o f  a  gu y . Just the sam e, it is tough  that 
it had to  break  right at this tim e. B ut 
that is neither here nor there.”

H e  pushed the dishes aside.
“ H aines was nearest the door ?”
“ Y e p . H e  m ust have opened it. I 

tried  to  drill in to  h is head—  B ut th at’s 
w ater over the dam , p oor d ev il.”

“ H a v e  any idea w h y  he d id  open  i t ? ”  
asked  T in y  D a v id .

“ N o p e .”
B oth  m en w ere silent fo r  a m om ent.

" ’Y V / 'H E R E  w ere y o u  headed w hen I  
W  flagged y o u ? ”  asked T in y  D a v id . 
“ H osp ita l. M a y b e  H aines w ill clear 

u p  enough  to  tell us w hat h appen ed .”  
“ W h at d o  the d octors  s a y ? ”
“ T h e y  aren ’t v e ry  h op e fu l.”
“ W e ll,”  said T in y  D a v id , “ greater 

m inds than ours w ill take u p  the burden 
from  th is po in t. I  suppose our so-ca lled  
experts are on  their w a y  in  fu ll c r y .”  

“ D u e  an y  m in u te ,”  C ator agreed.
“ D o  m e a  fa vor , P o p ? ”

“ Y o u  kn ow  w here I  stand, T in y .”  
“ F orget y o u  saw  m e.”  A  crook ed  grin  

p layed  over h is broad  face. “ T h e  ex
perts get in m y  hair. T h e y  are sw ell 
guys, b u t I  ca n ’t keep u p  w ith  them . I f  
they  kn ow  I am  here, they w ill w ant m e 
to  help  them  draw  p ictures o f  a red
headed m an w ho is le ft-h an ded , and all 
that stuff. I w ou ld  rather ju st poke 
around a  little  and  talk  o f  this and that 
w ith  som e gu ys I  k n ow  in this tow n .”  

“ T h a t ’s ea sy ,”  said P op . “ See you  
la ter.”

“ R igh t. W h ere  w ill y o u  b e ? ”
“ H ere  and there. So lon g .”

LE F T  alone, T in y  h astily  finished his 
d fourth  cu p  o f  coffee . T h en  he paid  

h is ch eck  and sauntered forth . H is  first 
a ct was to park  his car in a  garage lo 
ca ted  in a side street. T h a t a ccom plish ed , 
and again show ing a preferen ce  for  side 
streets, he m ade h is w ay  to  a  sm all and 
d irty  d ive on  the outsk irts o f  the village.

“ W an t to  see J oe ,”  he told  the bar
tender, as he m ade his w ay  tow ard  the 
kitchen .

A  thin, undersized m an, w earing a 
w hite  cap , lo o k e d  up from  the stove. 

“ H ello , T in y .”
“ H e llo , J oe .”
“ Guess I k n ow  w hat y o u  w ant. I t ’ s 

that p a y -ro ll jo b .”
T in y  D a v id  nodded .
“ Y o u  kn ow  m e, T in y . I f  I  had  even 

a w hisper, I ’d la y  it on  the line. B u t I 
aint got n oth in g .”

“ R igh t. B ut i f  y o u  should  hear an y
thing, pass it a lon g .”

“ I t ’s y o u rs ,”  the m an prom ised.
T in y  D a v id  le ft  the p lace  and m ade 

h is w a y  a lon g  the street, w here a num 
ber o f  sm all b o y s  w ere at p lay . O n e lad  
was on  hands and  knees, w ith  another 
astride h is b a ck . T h e  rider p rodded  his 
m ount, and a c ry  o f  pain  w ent up.

T in y  D a v id  turned, and saw the sun 
gleam  on a b it  o f  m etal in the hands o f 
the b o y  astride the other. T h e  trooper 
w alked to  their side.

“ I  w ou ldn ’t h it h im  w ith  th at,”  said 
T in y  D a v id . “ M ig h t hurt h im .”

T h e  b o y  g r in n e d ; the “ m ou n t”  rubbed 
h is in juries.

“ H e  sock ed  m e h ard ,”  he com plain ed . 
“ L e t ’s take a  lo o k  at th at,”  T in y  D a 

v id  ordered.
T h e  b o y  handed  it over. I t  w as a 

spur, w ith  the leather strap attached , the 
ty p e  o f  spur that is regulation  in the 
N e w  Y o rk  State P olice .

“ W h ere d id  y o u  get that ?”  asked  T in y .
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“ F rom  m y  u ncle.”
“ D oes  he ride h o rse b a ck ?”
“ N op e . B ut he has these.”
“ D id  he give it to  y o u ? ”
“ N o -o . I  got it a fter he w ent to  w ork . 

B ut I ’ll pu t it b a ck .”
“ T h a t ,”  T in y  D a v id  approved , “ w ould  

be the sm art th ing to  d o .”
H e  stood  beside  the b oy s , leaning 

against a  tree, apparently  w ith  no press
ing business at hand, and grinn ing in a 
w ay  that inspired confidences.

“ Y o u  k n o w ,”  the b o y  con tin u ed , “ m y 
u n cle  has a  suit just like you . O ne o f  
them  hats, and everyth in g .”

T in y  D a v id  d id  not seem  to  a ttach  un
due im portan ce to  this fa ct.

“ Is  that s o ?  H as he had it lo n g ? ”
“ I  dunno. Just saw it yesterd ay .”  
T in y  D a v id  sat dow n  on  the grass. 
“ I ’ll b e t y ou r  uncle  is p lann ing  to  jo in  

the troopers.”
“ G ee ! D o  yu h  th ink  s o ?  H e  d id n ’t 

say  n uttin ’ abou t it .”
T in y  D a v id ’s sm ile w as superior. 
“ P ro b a b ly  p lann ing to  surprise y o u .”  

H e  pu lled  a  sheet o f  paper from  his 
pock et. “ W e  are tak in g  on  som e new 
m en. W h a t d id  y o u  say  y ou r  u n cle ’s 
nam e w a s ? ”

“ P ete Seeko. G osh ! W h en  h e  goes 
w ith  the troopers, h e ’ll have to  q u it  at 
the W o o d  P roducts, w on ’t h e ? ”  

“ P ro b a b ly ,”  T in y  D a v id  adm itted . 
“ W h ere  d id  y o u  say  you r uncle  liv e s ? ”  

“ R ig h t around the corner, at 26 D o r - 
say Street. Say, is  h is nam e on  that 
l i s t ? ”

T in y  D a v id  sm iled  m ysteriously . 
“ T h e  list is supposed to  be  a  secret, 

son. D o n ’t le t on  that I  to ld  you . B y  
the w ay , is you r uncle goin g  to  b e  h om e 
fo r  dinner at n o o n ? ”

“ Y e p .”
T in y  D a v id  stood  up.
“ M a y b e  I ’ll see you  then.”
“ N o t  m e ,”  said the b o y . “ M e  and the 

gang is g o in g  fishing, and w e is goin g  to 
be  gone all day . W e  is go in g  ju st as 
soon  as I  puts this back . Y o u  see, m y 
uncle is go in g  to  have com p a n y  when he 
com es hom e, and he d o n ’ t w ant me 
around. T h e y ’s go in g  to  be  bu sy . Guess 
I  better pu t this b ack  right a w a y .”  

“ G ood  idea ,”  said T in y  D a v id . “ I ’ll 
be  seeing y o u .”

HA L F  an h our later, a fter  a carefu l 
survey o f  the neigh borh ood, T in y  

D a v id  crep t through a g rove  o f  trees 
that surrounded the rear o f  26 D orsa y  
Street. H e  paused b e fore  a  rear w in-

ignoring broken fingernails, he pried the 
stone away, and pawed through loose dirt.

dow . I t  was the w ork  o f  a  m inute to  in
sert the b lade  o f  a  k n ife  in  an opening. 
T h e  ca tch  m oved . T in y  D a v id  pushed 
the w in dow  up, and clim bed  inside.

T h en  h e  w ent to  w ork . In  a  room  
ob v iou s ly  used for  sleeping, h is search 
w as rew arded. T h e  bottom  draw er o f  a 
bureau  y ie lded  the com plete  u n iform  o f  
a  trooper. T h e  spur, recen tly  returned 
b y  the b o y , w as on  the top  o f  the pile .

T in y  D a v id  stood  fitting the' p ieces o f  
the puzzle  together in  h is m ind . T h is  
explained it all. H aines had  obeyed  
orders. T h e  door o f  the office had re
m ained closed  until he look ed  through 
the glass and saw a  m an he thought to 
be  a  com rade. T h en  the d oor opened. 
T a k en  off-guard, H aines had  been  an 
easy v ictim . T h e  w atchm an, u n dou bt
ed ly , h ad  m ore  ch ance  to  resist. T h a t 
w as w h y  he w as dead.

T h e  trooper returned to  the prob lem  
at hand. It  w as easy enough  to  explain  
h ow  the outfit had  been  obta ined . P er
haps stolen from  a sub-station . M a y b e  
obta ined  from  som e cloth ier, w h o thought 
the transaction  w as a  p erfectly  legal one. 
T ech n ica lly , there w as n o  v io la tion  o f  
the law , for the un iform  w as w ith ou t the 
insignia o f  the organization . T h a t om is
sion , T in y  D a v id  noted gr im ly , w ou ld  
not be  n oticed  in the dark.

H e  w alked  from  the room  and entered 
the k itchen . T h ere  w as a w ood -b in  in 
one corner. Som e tools w ere tossed care
lessly  to  on e side. O ne o f  them  w as a 
sledgeham m er. T in y  D a v id  p ick ed  it 
up and exam ined it close ly , tak in g  care 
not to  destroy  any fingerprints on  the
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handle. T h e  head  o f  the too l was dented 
and bore  spots o f  w hat apparently  was 
b la ck  paint. T h a t, the trooper guessed, 
cam e from  the safe.

T in y  D a v id  g lanced  abou t. T h e  floor 
o f  the k itchen  w as paved  w ith  thin flat 
stones. T h e  d irt abou t one stone had 
been  d isturbed , and the stone was a 
trifle h igher than the others.

T h e  b ig  trooper d ropped  to  his knees, 
and on ce  m ore the k n ife  was brought in
to  p lay . Ign orin g  broken  fingernails, he 
pried  the stone aw ay. T h ere  w as a layer 
o f  loose  d irt. H e  paw ed through it. H is 
grop in g  fingers struck  som ething, and 
soon  packages o f  cu rren cy  w ere revealed.

T in y  D a v id  stood  up, and took  stock . 
T h is  w as a stroke o f  lu ck , the sort o f  
lu ck  that happens on ly  now  and then in 
p o lice  w ork , and usually w hen least ex
pected . H ere  it was, right in h is lap. 
T h e  rest was as sim ple as rolling off a 
log . T h ere  w ou ld  be p u b lic ity , co m 
m endation , and, it  was on ly  reasonable 
to  assum e, p rom otion . T h a t cap ta in cy  
and his ow n  troop  seem ed a certa inty .

T h en  T in y  D a v id  thought o f  P op . 
T ech n ica lly , the sergeant w as in the 
clear. C aptain  F ield  w ou ld  clear h im  o f 
a n y  possib le  b lam e on  the assignm ent o f  
H aines, a rook ie , to  the detail. N o t P o p ’s 
fau lt that a rob b ery  took  p lace  in his 
territory . N o t  h is fau lt that som ebod y  
else in the ou tfit happened  to  solve it, 
particu larly  w hen that solution  was 
pu rely  the result o f  luck.

T in y  D a v id  tried to d rive  h om e those 
fa cts  in h is m ind. T hen  a host o f  con 
flicting  thoughts surged in. P op  was 
under fire. T h e  efficien cy-h ou n d  was 
gunning for  h im . D esp ite  the Skipper, 
the H aines assignm ent w ou ldn ’t help 
P op  any. N eith er w ou ld  a m ajor rob 
bery  in his territory  add to his security. 
E ven  m ore  dead ly  w ou ld  be the fact 
that the solu tion  cam e from  som e one 
oth er than P op .

IN D E E D , T in y  D a v id  cou ld  im agine the 
con versation  in A lb a n y :
“ D a v id  had a b it  o f  lu ck ,”  M a jo r  

H arn er w ou ld  say.
“ P ossib ly , s ir ,”  the efficiency-sharp  

w ou ld  adm it, “ bu t doesn ’ t it seem  strange 
that n one o f  that lu ck  ever fa lls C a tor ’s 
w a y ? ”

T h a t, T in y  D a v id  adm itted  to  h im 
self, w as the v iew  alm ost a n y b od y  w ould  
share. S trive as he m ight, and w ou ld , to  
be  fa ir, M a jo r  H arn er cotild  not help  but 
be  in fluenced b y  it. A n d  P op  co u ld n ’t 
stand any m ore reverses.

F or iust a m om ent he toyed  w ith  the 
idea  o f  gettin g  in tou ch  w ith  P o p  and 
having h im  share in the arrest. H e  put 
it aside. T h a t w ou ldn ’t w ork . P ut a 
lieutenant and a sergeant on  a  case, and 
the natural assum ption  is that the lieu
tenant is the d irectin g  force . D esp ite  all 
that T in y  cou ld  do , that w ou ld  be the 
result. P op , b less his honest and loya l 
heart, w ou ld  on ly  add  to  it. T in y  D a v id  
cou ld  a lm ost hear h im  s a y : “ T in y  brok e  
it. 1 ju st w ent a lon g  for  the rid e .”

RIS IN G , T in y  D a v id  shrugged his b ig  
. shoulders. W ith  that gesture he 

renounced the cap ta in cy  that he had 
dream ed abou t. T h en  h e  w ent to  w ork .

H e  restored the house to  its form er 
con d ition , rem oving  all traces o f  his 
presence. H e  le ft  b y  the sam e b ack  
w in dow , carefu lly  closin g  it beh ind  him . 
T h en  he m ade h is w ay to  the restaurant, 
w here h e  had break fasted .

T h e  sam e w aitress w as on  duty.
“ Y o u  b ack  so soon ? M y  G a w d ! ”
“ I  w asn ’t hungry  this m orn in g ,”  T in y  

D a v id  explained. “ T o o  busy. N o w  I 
have tim e to rea lly  eat. B rin g  m e the 
regular d inner.”

W h en  he had eaten the soup, he a s k e d : 
“ W here is y ou r  te lep h on e?”
T h e  w aitress indicated  a b ack  office. 
H e  located  P op  at the hospita l. “ H ow  

is H a in e s? ”  he asked.
“ Just the sam e. Still u n con sciou s.”  
“ T h a t ’s tough . Say, P op , I am  in one 

sw eet mess. Can y o u  d u ck  over to  the 
restaurant right a w a y ? ”

“ Be right ov er .”
H e  w as stow in g  aw ay roast pork  w ith 

dressing, but he had a w orried  frow n  on 
his fa ce  w hen P op  entered and seated 
h im self beside him .

“ P op , I am ban kin g  on  y ou r  go in g  to 
tow n for  m e .”

“ Y o u  kn ow  w here I  stand .”
T in y  D a v id  appeared to hesitate. “ A ll 

right, P op . R a ise  you r right h an d .”  
P o p ’s hand w ent up.
“ Swear that you  w ill d o  ju st w hat I  tell 

y o u .”
“ I  sw ear, T in y . B ut w h at’s it all 

about ?”
“ I t ’s this w a y ,”  T in y  D a v id  began . “ I 

am  supposed to be in D eerv ille . T h a t ’s 
w h y I  asked  you  not to  tell the experts I 
was am ong those present. Just dropped  
in here to— to see a friend.

“ O rd in arily ,”  he con tin u ed , “ I  w ou ld  
light right out for  w here I b e lon g , and 
say a prayer. B ut I  ran in to a  gu y  I 
k n ow  and he slipped  m e som e in form a-
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tion . I t  m ay n ot b e  w orth  a h oot, b u t it 
is w orth  look in g  up. I  ca n ’t d o  it. E ven  
if  it b rok e  right for  m e, you  k n ow  how  
the S kipper is abou t being o ff-p ost.”

“ W h a t is the d o p e ? ”  P op  asked.
“ T h is  g u y  cla im s to  h ave the d op e  on 

the p a y -ro ll jo b . H e  says H aines opened 
the d oor  because one o f  the m ob  was 
dressed as a trooper. H e  says the uni
form  is in a  bureau draw er at 26 D orsay  
Street, w here one Pete Seeko lives. A c 
cord in g  to  h im , the sledgeham m er they 
used is in  the k itchen  there, and the 
m on ey  is h idden  under a stone in 
the k itchen  floor. H e  also slipped m e the 
dop e  that Seeko and  his pals w ill be 
there abou t n oon  to  w h ack  up the lo o t and 
ta lk  things ov er .”

T in y  D a v id  leaned b ack  and prepared 
to  g ive  h is attention  to dessert.

“ T h is  gu y  m ay be as crazy  as a sewer 
rat. B u t ch eck  up on it for  m e, w ill you , 
P o p ?  I t  w ill save m y  neck. H arrison  
is stationed  here w ith  y ou , isn ’t h e ? ”

“ Y e s .”
“ T a k e  h im  w ith  you . A n d  be carefu l. 

I  w ou ldn ’t say anyth ing  to  those experts. 
N o  use having them  laugh  at y o u  if  the 
th ing d oesn ’ t pan out. B ut even  i f  it 
does, keep  m e ou t o f  it. Y o u  prom ised. 
A n d  y o u  k n ow  the S k ipper.”

“ H o w  am  I supposed to  get all this 
d o p e ? ”  P o p  dem anded.

T in y  D a v id  hesitated. T h e  story  o f  
the b o y  and the spur w ou ld  on ly  co m 
p lica te  m atters.

“ Just the w ay  I  d id : in form ation  re
ce ived . I f  th ey  ask y o u  w here you  got 
y ou r  in form ation , y o u  tell them  they  can 
g o  and cu t cards.”

“ I  get it ,”  said P op .
“ G ood  lu ck  to  y o u ,”  said T in y  D a v id . 

“ P rob a b ly  ju st a  bu m  steer, bu t be  a 
little  carefu l. I ’ll hang around for a 
w hile. G ive m e a  ring w hen you  kn ow  
w hat y o u  have found. T h en  I ’ll light 
right ou t for  D eerv ille  and begin  to  re
pen t m y  m isspent li fe .”  H e  extended his 
hand. “ P op , y o u ’ll never k n ow  h ow  you  
h ave saved m y  li fe .”

HE  w atched  C ator leave  the restau
rant. T h en  he turned to  the w ait

ress. “ M y rn a  L o y ! H o w  abou t another 
p iece  o f  p ie  ? A nd  put a little  ice-cream  
on  it, w ill y o u ? ”

T h e  girl hesitated.
“ Y o u  had tw o orders o f  m eat and 

extra vegetables. T h e  boss is in  the 
k itchen . I ’ll have to  brin g  it to  you  a 
la  ca rte .”

“ I  d on ’t care h ow  you  brin g  it ,”  he 
to ld  her. “ Just brin g  it .”

H e  finished that. H e  fo llow ed  it w ith  
som e ice-cream  w ith ou t the pie. H e  had 
another p o t o f  coffee. H e  read the paper. 
H e  discussed the p o litica l situation  w ith  
the proprietor. Som e tim e later he was 
sum m oned to  the telephone.

“ T in y ?  W e  got ’e m ! N a b b e d  ’em  
and the ja c k !  Say, T in y , y o u — ”

T in y  D a v id  cu t in s te rn ly :
“ Y o u  keep  that b ig  trap o f  you rs  shut, 

P o p ! D o n ’t crab  m y  party . I ’ll be  in  
D eerv ille  in h a lf an hour. Y o u  haven ’ t 
seen m e. G ot that, you  b ig  p u n k ? ”  

“ Y es, T in y . B ut— ”
T in y  D a v id  hung up  the receiver. H e  

was grinning, but there was n o  m irth  in  
the grin. H e  paused at the desk to  p ay  
his ch eck , and to  leave a libera l tip  for  
the girl.

“ C alled  aw ay  again ,”  he to ld  her. 
“ Seem s like I  never get a ch ance  to  eat a  
m eal in peace. N o  w onder I  am  losin g  
w eight. So lon g , M arlen e .”

TH E  B la ck  H orse  T ro o p  is b a ck  to  
norm al and the efficien cy-expert has 

gon e  the w ay  o f  all efficiency-experts.
P o p  C ator is b a ck  on  his desk in the 

office. H e  is look in g  forw ard  to  retiring 
on  h is pension . T h e  outfit is planning a 
b ig  send-off for  h im . T h e  cham ber o f  
com m erce  and som e other organ izations 
have asked to  be  cu t in on  the p arty . 
E v e ry b o d y  gave h im  a b ig  hand fo r  h is 
w ork  on  the H o w a rd ’s L a k e  p a y -ro ll 
robbery .

W h enever T in y  D a v id  w alks through  
the office, P o p  gazes at h im  w ith  dog 
lik e  devotion . Som etim es there is a  p lea 
in h is eyes. A t  those tim es T in y  D a v id  
scow ls. So P o p  rem ains silent. T in y , 
he thinks, is a tough  gu y  to  figure out.

T h e  dow nstate lieutenant got the cap
ta in cy . . . .  T in y  D a v id  is in  line fo r  the 
next one, w hen, and if , som e capta in  dies, 
resigns o r  stops lead.

C aptain  F ie ld  is the a u th ority  fo r  the 
statem ent it w ill n ot be  soon.

“ N o  such lu ck  fo r  m e ,”  he com plains, 
“ T h ere  was som e reason fo r  y o u  keep in g  
ou t o f  the p ictu re  over at H o w a rd ’s L ake. 
Y o u  cou ld  at least have been  am ong 
those present. I  haven ’t been  ab le  to  
dope  it ou t y e t, bu t I  w ill. O ffhand, I  
w ou ld  say that y o u  p layed  th ings so  that 
y o u  cou ld  stick  around here and punish  
m e for m y  sins.”

“ T h a t ’s a g ood  guess, S k ipper,”  says 
T in y  D a v id .

Another fine story by Robert Mill will appear in an early issue.
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cJfyTan’s ["Boldest
By Stefan Zweig

( A fte r a long voyage across the almost 
unknown A tla n tic ; after long search of 
every bay on that coast of South  
Am erica; after a bleak w inte r in Pata
gonia; after dealing w ith  hunger and 
m utiny and despair— now at last a scout 
ship reported it  had found not another 
bay, but the long-sought s tra it.)

FO R  three days th ey  continued  
their voyage  w ithout reaching the 
end o f  "this strait. T h ou gh  they 
had  not fou n d  the western outlet, 
they  had seen noth ing to  show  th ey  w ere 

in  an estuary. T h e  w ater was persistent
ly  salt, and the eb b  and flow  o f  the tide 
con tin u ed  regularly  on  the sides o f  the 
channel. I t  d id  not narrow  stead ily  as 
the estuary o f  the R io  de la P lata  had 
done. O n  the con trary , a fter the nar
row s there a lw ays recurred a new  ex
pansion . I t  w as p ractica lly  certa in , there
fore , that th is fiord , this canal, m ust lead 
in to  the M ar del Sur, in to  the ocean  
w h ich , a few  years be fore , N u n ez de 
B a lb oa  had been the first o f  all E u ro 
peans to  g lim pse from  a peak  in C entral 
A m erica .

B etter new s cou ld  n ot have reached 
the sorely  tried  M agellan  a fter a year o f  
ted ious w aitin g  and fruitless search. W e  
can  on ly  guess h ow  im m ense m ust have 
been the relief. H e  had a lm ost surren
dered to  despair, had con tem plated  
leaving the South A m erican  coast fo r  the 
C ape o f  G ood  H o p e , and m ust h ave m ade 
m any ferven t prayers to  G od  and the 
Saints. N o w , w hen fa ith  and h op e  had 
alm ost com e to  an end, illusions were dis
closin g  them selves as truth  and dream s 
as rea lity . L e t  there be no m ore hesi
tation . H ea ve  an chor and m ake all sail 
to  the w est!

A  strange, a  gh ostly  sight it m ust have 
been  to  see these fou r ships g lid in g  
noiselessly in to  the silent b la ck  waters 
o f  this bay , w h ich  they  w ere the first 
vessels to  enter. P ro fou n d  indeed was 
the silence. L ik e  lodestone m ountains 
the hills lined  the ch a n n el; dark  w ere 
the sk ies w h ich  here are a lm ost perpet

u ally  c lo u d e d ; overshadow ed  w ere the 
w a te rs ; like C haron ’s b oa t upon  the Styx, 
shadow s am on g shadow s, steered the 
ships soundlessly through this P lu ton ic  
w orld . F rom  a far gleam ed the snow y 
peaks, w h ite  g iants, w hose icy  breath  
was b low n  to  the voyagers  b y  the w ind. 
N o  liv in g  creature show ed itse lf, y et 
surely  there m ust b e  hum an beings som e
w here in the region , since b y  n ight on  the 
southw ard  side o f  the channel cou ld  be 
seen flickerin g  flam es, for  w h ich  reason 
the explorers ca lled  the cou n try  T ierra  
del F uego— the L a n d  o f  F ire . B u t no 
v o ice  was heard, nor a n y  m ovin g  form  
seen. W h en  M agellan  sent a b oa t for  
som e purpose to  the shore, the m en fou n d  
n o  signs o f.J ium an  h ab ita tion , bu t on ly  
an ab id ing -p lace  o f  the dead , a  few  dozen 
forsaken  tom bs. T h e  on e an im al th ey  
stum bled  upon  w as dead , a  m igh ty  w hale 
w hose corpse had been  w ashed ashore. H e  
had  com e h ither on ly  to  d ie  in  this d o 
m ain  o f  perpetual autum n. W ith  aston 
ishm ent the explorers stared in to the 
spectral stillness, in to  vistas w h ich  look ed  
as i f  th ey  belon ged  to  som e co ld  star.

Sail on , sail o n ! D riv en  s low ly  b e fo re  
the breeze, the ships g lided  through the 
untraveled  w aters. A ga in  and again  th ey  
cast the lead, to  reach  n o  b o t t o m ; again 
and again  th ey  look ed  ahead to  see i f  the 
b a y  w ou ld  close  in against them , w ith  no 
free channel. B ut at each  fresh  turn, it 
rem ained open , the charm ed passage m e
andering farther and farther.

M agellan  spent a  m on th  exp loring  the 
paso;  w hen the channel fork ed , he d iv id 
ed the fleet, sending tw o ships to  the north 
w hile the others investigated  the south.

S I L E N T L Y  the capta ins o b ey ed  orders.
Ships that w ere to  take the sou th 

eastern channel— the San Antonio under 
M esqu ita  and the Concepcion under Ser- 
rao— cou ld  h oist sail and  depart, and 
soon  th ey  d isappeared  in  the devious 
passage. T h e  oth er tw o cra ft , M a gella n ’s 
flagship and the Victoria, w ere to  have an 
easier tim e o f  it. T h e y  anchored  at the 
m outh  o f  Sardine R iv er , for  M agellan , 
instead o f  im m ed iate ly  tak in g  the south- 
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c\Sldventure

“Never can it  be forgotten, the splendid world. Th is one deed of Magellan has shown
venture of these five poor little lonely ships for all time that an idea, winged by genius and
which set forth on their voyage to play their sturdily energized by passion, proves stronger
part in the hallowed war of mankind against than the elements of nature, and that a thing
the unknown, and of which only one got bock which numberless generations have regarded
victorious after having circumnavigated the as impossible can become an eternal truth.”

127



TH E  BLUE B OOK M A G A ZIN E

western route, sent out a well-manned 
small boat. For a preliminary recon
naissance in these peaceful, narrow 
waters, a minor craft would do very well.

At their anchorage the shore disclosed 
instead of bald reefs, meadowland and 
forest. The air was milder, and springs 
of fresh water reanimated the crew, 
which for weeks had had nothing to drink 
but the foul, brackish water in the tanks. 
They lay at ease on the soft grass, watch
ing the wonderful exploits of the flying 
fish and the other denizens of the sea.

But what was this trifling interlude of 
comfort and relaxation, what were these 
days of idleness, in comparison with the 
great, the exciting news which was about 
to reach Magellan? It was not long de
layed, for on the third day the small boat 
obediently returned, and from afar its 
men were seen to be hailing the flagship 
with excited gestures like those which 
had been made by the sailors on All 
Saints’ Day when they came back after 
discovering the entrance to the strait. 
This time—and it was a thousandfold 
more important— they had found the 
outlet. With their own eyes they had 
seen the Mar del Sur, the great unknown 
sea into which this channel opened.

“ Thalassa! Thalassa! ”— such had been 
the loud cry, two thousand years before, 
uttered by the Greeks when, returning 
from manifold perils, they had at length 
caught sight of the sea. Now it was re
echoed in another tongue, and at sight of 
an ocean which never before had heard 
the jubilant tones of European voices.

This was Magellan’s supreme minute, 
the minute of the utmost rapture that any 
man can ever have enjoyed. All his ex
pectations had been fulfilled. He had 
kept his word to the Emperor. He first 
in the world, he alone, had done what 
thousands before him had dreamed of 
doing; he had found his way into a new 
ocean. His life was justified, and by this 
moment he was destined for immortality.

NOW happened what no one would 
have dared to expect from a man 

so harsh and reserved as was Magellan. 
The stern soldier was suddenly over
come ; he who had never before betrayed 
his inner feelings, surrendered to a surge 
from within. His eyes filled with tears, 
which ran down his weather-beaten face 
and dropped into his black beard. For 
the first time since he had grown up, 
the iron man wept. . . .

For a brief moment in his dark and 
toilsome life, Magellan was able to enjoy

the highest rapture vouchsafed to men 
of creative type. He had realized the 
idea which had dominated his life. But 
it was also his fate that he should taste 
no happiness without having to pay for it 
with extortionate interest. Every one of 
his successes was associated with some 
heartrending disappointment. He could 
only catch a glimpse of happiness, but 
could not grasp, i t ; and even this brief 
hour of rapture was sped before he had 
fully savored it. For what had become 
of the two other ships? Why did they 
tarry so long?

Had there been an accident? Had 
they gone off their course? Magellan 
could no longer wait. He ordered the 
sails to be set, and he steered into the 
channel in search of his missing con
sorts. But the horizon remained blank.

AT length, on the second day of the 
. search, a sail was sighted— it was 

the Concepcion, under command of the 
trusty Serrao. Where was the other ship, 
the San Antonio, the most important of 
the fleet because it was the largest? 
Serrao could not say. On the first day 
it had outstripped him, and had vanished. 
For a little while Magellan did not guess 
that there was anything wrong. Perhaps 
the San Antonio had merely gone astray, 
or the captain had misunderstood orders. 
He therefore, with all three craft, ex
plored the remotest corners of the main 
channel, now known as Admiralty Sound. 
He lighted beacons as signals; made 
cairns, marked with flags, and containing 
letters of instruction, in case the San 
Antonio should return after having lost 
her way. But she did not return. Some 
disaster must have taken place. Either 
the San Antonio had struck a rock and 
had foundered with all hands— but this 
was unlikely, for the weather had been re
markably calm— or more likely did it 
seem that Estevao Gomez, pilot of the 
missing San Antonio, who in a council 
a few days back had insisted upon the 
desirability of a prompt return to Spain, 
had now rebelliously followed his own 
rede. He and the other Spanish officers 
on board must have overpowered their 
captain, who was faithful to Magellan, 
and have deserted with all the stores they 
had on board.

Magellan did not know what had 
happened. All he knew was that it must 
be something terrible. The ship had 
disappeared— the best, the largest and 
most amply provided in his fleet. But 
what had become of it? There was no
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one to inform him, in this forsaken 
region, whether it was at the bottom of 
the sea, or had deserted and was making 
for Spain with the utmost speed.

Once more Magellan was faced by the 
need for an important decision. For the 
second time within a few days he sum
moned a council and asked them their 
opinion as to whether the voyage should 
be continued, or whether they should re
turn to Spain; and this time he demand
ed written answers to his questions.

Not in one hour, however, is confidence 
which has been lost for many months to 
be restored. His officers had been too 
seriously alarmed to risk candor. The 
only answer which has come down to us, 
that of Andres de San Martin, shows how 
little inclined he and the others were, now 
when the responsibility had grown so 
heavy, to take any part of the load off 
Magellan’s shoulders.

Magellan, of course, had not consulted 
his officers in order to get their opinions, 
but only to provide evidence, for subse
quent use, that he had consulted them. 
He knew that he had ventured too far to 
draw back. He could only return to 
Spain as a conqueror, for otherwise he 
would be lost. On November 22, 1520, 
the three ships left their anchorage; a 
few days later they emerged from the 
strait which would henceforward bear his 
name. From a cape which he gratefully 
named Cabo Deseado (Cape Desire) he 
set sail into the trackless Pacific. Some
where beyond the horizon must lie the 
Spice Islands, the islands of wealth; far
ther on still must be China and Japan 
and Hindustan; and beyond them, in the 
vast distance, must be the homeland, 
Spain and Europe. Let them rest for a 
little while— the last rest before thrust
ing forth into an ocean which had never 
been traversed since the creation of the 
world. Then (on November 28, 1520) 
it was up anchor and away, flags flying. 
With a salvo of artillery, three lonely 
little ships respectfully greeted the un
familiar seas, as a man chivalrously 
greets a great adversary who has chal
lenged him to a life-or-death struggle.

CHAPTER IX

THE story of the first crossing of this 
hitherto nameless ocean—“ a sea so 

vast that the human mind can scarcely 
grasp it,” as we read in the letter of 
Maximilian Transylvanus—is one of the 
deathless deeds of mankind. The voy

age of Columbus into the unlimited 
waste of waters has, by those of his own 
time and of all times, been regarded as 
courageous; but even that is not compa
rable to the one made by Magellan amid 
unspeakable hardships and privations. 
Columbus sailed with three ships fresh 
from the yards, newly rigged, and thor
oughly well supplied. His outbound 
voyage lasted no more than thirty-three 
days. A week before he sighted land, 
San Salvador, the appearance of tufts of 
grass and fresh driftwood upon the sea 
and of land-birds in the air, encouraged 
him to believe that he must be approach
ing a continent. His crew were hale; his 
ships so provisioned that, in the worst 
event, he could sail home again even if 
he failed to reach the land of which he 
was in search. Though steering into the 
unknown, at his back he had his home
land as last refuge.

MAGELLAN was journeying into the 
void, while the land astern of him 

was not Europe with its safe and com
fortable harbors, but the strange and in
hospitable Patagonia. His men were 
exhausted by long months of hardship. 
Hunger and privation lay behind them; 
hunger and privation accompanied them; 
hunger and privation lay threateningly 
before. Their clothing was threadbare; 
the sails were rotten; the rigging was 
frayed. For weeks they had seen no new 
faces, nor felt the touch of a woman’s 
hand. Although they may have kept 
their thoughts to themselves, they must 
in the depths of their hearts have envied 
the bold comrades who had deserted and 
made for home before it was too late, in
stead of being adrift or little better in an 
endless expanse of water.

Such was their mood as they sailed on 
for twenty days, thirty days, forty days, 
fifty and sixty, and still there came no 
land, nor any sign to give hope that they 
were drawing near the land. Week fol
lowed week, and week followed week un
til a hundred days had passed since leav
ing the Patagonian coast— thrice as long 
as the westward voyage of Columbus. 
For thousands upon thousands of hours 
did Magellan’s fleet voyage into va
cancy. Since November 28th, when Cabo 
Deseado had faded out of sight on the 
horizon, they had had neither maps nor 
means of measurement. False had 
proved Faleiro’s estimate of distances. 
Long since, thought Magellan, he must 
have got beyond Zipangu (as Marco Polo 
had called it), beyond Japan, Dai Nip- 
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pon , the L an d  q f the R isin g  Sun. Y e t  at 
the tim e w hen he believed  this, h e  had 
n ot y e t  traversed as m uch  as a  th ird  o f 
the w id th  o f  the vast ocean  w h ich , b e 
cause it was so  peace fu l, he ca lled  the 
P acific .

P ea ce fu l though  it w as, its peace was 
cru el, fo r  the m on oton y  o f  its stillness 
w as m artyrdom . A lw a ys the sam e cru el
ly  g laring day light, offering the sam e un
ch angin g  p ro sp e ct ; a lw ays at n ight the 
sam e co ld  and  silent stars w h ich  w ere 
fru itlessly  qu estion ed  fo r  their message.

UP O N  this u nexpected ly  lon g  voyage , 
supplies w ere running out until there 

w as a d isastrous shortage. M u ck  rather 
than fo o d  it w as w h ich  the purser was 
n ow  ab le  to  serve. T h e  w ine, w h ich  w hile 
it  lasted  h ad  m oistened  the lips and re
freshed  the m ind  a  little , had  been  drunk 
to  the last drop . T h e  fresh  w ater, heated 
b y  the p itiless sun, h ad  grow n  brackish  
in  the filth y  containers, h ad  (as sailors 
sa y ) “ gon e  s ick ,”  and gave off such a 
pestilen tia l odor that the unhappy m en 
h ad  to  h o ld  the nose w h ile  sw allow ing 
the scan t d a ily  ration  w ith  w h ich  they  
tried  to  assuage the dryness o f  their 
throats. T h e  b iscu it, too , w h ich  as food  
w as supplem ented on ly  b y  such fish as 
th ey  cou ld  catch , h ad  cru m bled  in to  a 
gray , d irty  pow der, a live  w ith  w orm s or 
m aggots, and further contam inated  b y  
the dropp in gs o f  rats w h ich , them selves 
driven  cra zy  b y  w ant, w ere ravaging the 
last p it ifu l rem nants o f  food .

T h ese  repu lsive creatures had  them 
selves b ecom e  coveted  delicacies, and 
w hen  the robbers o f  the last provisions 
w ere n ow  hunted  in  all corners o f  the 
ships, this w as done n ot m erely  to  slay 
them , b u t to obta in  the b od ies as va lu 
ab le  dainties. “ R ats w ere so m uch  in 
requ est,”  w rites P iga fetta , “ that w e  paid  
h a lf a  du cat ap iece for th em .”

W e  need n ot be surprised that even the 
m ost v igorou s am on g these m en o f  iron , 
though  inured to  suffering, cou ld  not long 
tolerate  such  a d iet. S cu rvy  b rok e  out 
fo r  la ck  o f  fresh  elem ents (v itam ins w e 
ca ll them  to d a y ) in the v ictuals. T h e  
gum s sw elled , b led  and festered ; the 
teeth  becam e loose  and  fe ll o u t ; sores 
form ed  in the m outh , and the palates o f  
the sufferers becam e so pa in fu l that they 
co u ld  n ot take nutrim ent w hen they 
w anted , and som e o f  them  perished m iser
a b ly  o f  m alnutrition . T h ose  w ho sur
v ived  w ere w eakened  b y  fam ine. T h e ir  
lim bs para lyzed  or  covered  w ith  ulcers, 
th ey  h ob b led  abou t w ith  the a id  o f  sticks,

or la y  exhausted in  ou t-o f-th e -w a y  cor* 
ners. N o  less than n ineteen, being abou t 
one-th ird  o f  those still le ft  w ith  the ex
ped ition , d ied  thus in  torm ent on  this 
dreadfu l jou rn ey  across the P acific.

F or ages, as it  seem ed, the lon ely  fleet 
crep t across the deserted w aters, the m en 
on  board  suffering all m anner o f  torm ent, 
be in g  n ot spared even  the w orst o f  these, 
the agon y o f  d isappoin ted  hope.

O ne m orning there cam e from  the 
look -ou t m an at the m asthead a  hoarse 
h a i l : “Land  ho! ”

L an d  for  the first tim e a fter so m any 
days and w eek s! T h e  parch ed  and 
fam ished m ariners rushed on  d e c k ; even 
the sick , w ho had  not been  able to rise 
for  a  lon g  tim e, struggled to  their feet. 
Y es , it w as rea lly  an island w h ich  they 
w ere approach in g . T h e  boa ts  were 
q u ick ly  m anned. A ll dream ed o f  fresh 
w ater, and  o f  ly in g  in  the shadow  o f  the



trees. What a delight it would be to feel 
firm ground beneath their feet once more 
instead of these restless planks.

But as they drew near, this, and lat
er another, was found to be a barren 
rock in the midst of the sea, providing 
neither fresh water nor fresh fruit; waste 
of time to land. “ Since we found there 
neither people, nor consolation, nor sus
tenance of any kind, the name of Des- 
aventuradas—the Unfortunate Islands— 
was given to this and to St. Paul’s 
Island.” The voyage across the blue 
desolation was resumed. On and on and 
on, for days and weeks, in what was per
haps the most dreadful voyage, the one 
most full of hardships and hopelessness, 
in the chronicles of human suffering.

AT length on March 6th, 1521, for the 
. hundredth time since leaving Cabo 

Deseado, the sun rose to show what they

had expected to be nothing more than 
the usual vacancy. This morning, how
ever, there was again a cry from the 
masthead: “ Land ho!”  It was time! 
Two or three days more in the void, and 
probably no record of this heroic exploit 
would have come down to us. With 
crews dying of hunger, the ships— wan
dering cemeteries—would have continued 
an aimless journey until sunk by a storm 
or dashed to pieces on the rocks. But this 
island, praise God, was inhabited, and 
could supply water for the thirsty.

Hardly had the fleet entered the bay, 
dropping anchors and lowering sails, 
when agile prahus put off from shore, 
little painted boats, with sails made of 
palm-leaves stitched together. Nimble 
as monkeys, the nude children of nature 
scrambled on board, and so foreign to 
their thoughts were any of the conven
tions of civilized life, that these light
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fingered gen try  w ere q u ick  to  appropri
ate an yth in g  that w as n ot nailed  dow n. 
In  a trice  o b je c ts  d isappeared  as i f  b y  
m agic or  a  con ju rin g  trick . T h e  painter 
w h ich  attached  the Trin id a d ’s skiff hav
in g  been  cu t, the tin y  cra ft w as paddled  
off in  trium ph to  the shore. T h e skiff, 
entered in  the in ven tory  m ade at Seville 
as “ purchased  fo r  the Trin id a d  at a  cost 
o f  3,937y2 m araved is ,”  w as here, ten  or 
tw elve thousand m iles aw ay, o f  inesti
m able  va lu e. T h e ir  b o o ty  m ust be 
snatched from  the sk illfu l robbers.

TH E  n ext d ay , therefore, M agellan  
lan ded  fo r ty  arm ed seam en to  bring 

it b a ck  and teach the dishonest islanders 
a lesson. Som e o f  their huts were burned, 
bu t th ey  offered n o  serious resistance, 
b e in g  savages ignorant o f  the art o f  m ak
in g  and using d ead ly  w eapons.

P an ic-strick en , th ey  w ithdrew  ou t o f  
range and to o k  refuge in  the bush from  
the m issiles o f  these detestable w hite 
barbarians. T h e  Spaniards cou ld  get a  
su p p ly  o f  fresh  w ater, and m ake an e f
fe ct iv e  raid  in search o f  fo o d . F rom  the 
abandoned  huts th ey  took  w hatever they  
cou ld  see— fow ls, fish and fru it. N o w  
that b oth  sides h ad  e n joy ed  a  cam paign  
o f  recip roca l th iev ing , the natives p lu n 
derin g  the Spaniards and the Spaniards 
the natives, the civ ilized  robbers pu n 
ished the islanders b y  g iv ing  their h a b i
tat, for  all tim e, the d isgracefu l nam e o f  
“ T h iev es ’ Is lan ds,”  the L adrones.

A n yh ow , th is p lunder-raid  saved the 
Spaniards from  destruction . T h ree  d a y s ’ 
rest, fresh  fru it and fresh  m eat, and an 
abundant su pp ly  o f  fresh  w ater, q u ick ly  
restored m ost o f  the crew  to  health. A nd  
w hen, a  w eek  later, another and y e t an
other island w ere sighted , M agellan  knew  
that th ey  w ere saved.

T h e  sick  w ere carried  ashore, prov ided  
w ith  fresh , sw eet w a te r ; and one o f  the 
p igs w h ich  had  been stolen  from  the 
L ad ron e  islanders w as k illed  fo r  them . 
L et them  rest, and n ot b e  too  im patient. 
N ext a ftern oon , how ever, a  boat con ta in 
ing fr ien d ly  natives cam e over from  
Suluan. It brou ght fresh fru it, b y  the 
sight o f  w h ich  P iga fetta  w as greatly  
aston ished , since never b e fo re  had  he 
seen bananas o r  cocon u ts, the m ilk  o f  
the latter p rov in g  w on d erfu lly  g ood  for 
the sick . T ra d e  now  b e g a n : fish, fow ls, 
pa lm -w ine, oranges, and all sorts o f  vege
tables and  fru its w ere exchanged for  a 
few  bells, co lo red  glass beads, and other 
trifles— and at length , a fter w eeks and 
m onths o f  sem i-starvation , b oth  the sick

and those still hale cou ld  sa tisfy  their 
appetites.

Y es , M agellan  believed  that he had 
reached the Isles o f  P rom ise, the S pice  
Islands. B ut soon  h e  realized he m ust 
have m isca lcu lated. H a d  these been the 
M olu cca s , E nrique w ou ld  h ave  under
stood  the speech  o f  the natives. H e  d id  
not. T h e y  w ere n ot the slave ’s fe llow - 
cou n trym en , so  the exped ition  m ust have 
reached som e oth er arch ipelago. O n ce  
m ore m istake had led  to  d iscovery . 
M agellan  h ad  d irected  h is cou rse too  far 
northw ard , and had  fou n d  his w ay  to  a 
com p le te ly  unknow n grou p  o f  islands, to  
an arch ipelago w hose existence had 
never been  suspected b y  a n y  E uropean . 
In  his search for  the M olu cca s , he had 
d iscovered  the P hilipp in es, thus secur
ing for  E m peror Charles a new  p rov in ce , 
w h ich  w as destined to  rem ain under the 
rule o f  the Spanish crow n  longer than 
any o f  the regions d iscovered  b y  C o lu m 
bus, C ortez  o r  P izarro.

W ith in  a  fe w  days or  hours, w hen  the 
voyage  h ad  been  resum ed, there w as an 
endless su ccession  o f  islands on  the h ori
zon . A t M azzava , a  tin y  islet o f  the P h il
ipp ine grou p , so  sm all that o n ly  with_ a 
lens can  one find it  on  the m ap, M a g e l
lan h ad  one o f  the m ost rem arkable ex 
periences o f  h is entire life . A s  soon  
as, under press o f  sail, the three large 
foreign  ships drew  near the shore o f  
M azzava , the inhabitants, in qu isitive  
and fr ien d ly , flock ed  to  the strand. B e
fore  M agellan  landed , h e  sent h is slave 
E nrique ashore as em issary, righ tly  sup
posin g  that the indigenes w ou ld  have 
m ore con fiden ce  in  a brow n -sk in ned  m an 
o f  their ow n  k id n ey  than in the bearded 
w hites, stran gely  c la d  and  fu lly  arm ed.

NO W  cam e the w onder. T h e  islanders 
surrounded E nrique, ch attering  and 

shouting, and the M a la y  slave w as dum - 
fou n ded , for  he understood  m uch  o f  w hat 
th ey  w ere saying. I t  w as a g ood  m any 

ears since he had been  snatched from  
is hom e, a g ood  m an y years since h e  had 

last heard a w ord  o f  h is native speech. 
W h at an am azing m om ent, on e o f  the 
m ost rem arkable  in  the h istory  o f  m an
k ind ! F or  the first tim e sin ce  our planet 
had begun to  c irc le  in its orb it , a liv in g  
m an, h im self c irc lin g  that p lanet, had 
got b ack  to  his hom e-land .

N o  m atter that he w as an underling, a 
s la v e ; for  his sign ificance lies in h is fate 
and not in his person a lity . H e  is know n 
to  us on ly  b y  h is slave-nam e o f  E n r iq u e ; 
but w e know , likew ise, that he w as torn
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from his home upon the island of Suma
tra, was bought by Magellan in Malacca, 
was taken by his master to India, to 
Africa and to Lisbon; traveled thence to 
Brazil and to Patagonia, and, first of all 
the population of the world, traversing 
the oceans, circling the globe, returned to 
the region where men spoke a familiar 
tongue. Having made acquaintance on 
the way with people of many tribes and 
races, each of which had a different way 
of communicating thought, he had got 
back to his own folk, whom he could un
derstand and who could understand him!

MAGELLAN knew he had reached 
his goal— had completed his task. 

He was back among the speakers of 
Malay, among those whom, twelve years 
before, he had quitted on his westward 
course wheri he sailed from Malacca, to 
which he would be able to bring back 
this slave. What sages had suspected for 
thousands of years was now certain, 
thanks to the persistent courage of this 
one man. The earth was round, for a 
man had rounded it.

Magellan had found the route to the 
west, the route which Columbus, Vespuc
ci, Cabot, Pinzon and other navigators 
had vainly sought. He had discovered 
lands and seas which none before him 
had seen; as the first European, the first 
man to do so, he had successfully crossed 
a new and mighty ocean. He had far 
outstripped all others in the exploration 
of our planet. After this splendid achieve
ment, how trifling was that which still 
remained to do!

There was no hurry, no need for im
patience. He could rest at length, could 
enjoy the happiness of fulfillment after 
the painful months of perpetual harass
ment. Let the Argonauts have a spell 
of repose in this blessed port.

The islanders were no less enthusiastic 
than were their hungry guests. What 
wonderful men had come to them across 
the sea, bringing such splendid gifts! 
Polished mirrors in which a man could 
see his own nose with his own eyes; 
glittering knives; and heavy axes which 
one could cut down a thick bamboo with 
one blow. The visitors had wonderful 
armor which made them invulnerable. 
On the Admiral’s command, one of the 
seamen put on a suit of steel, and the 
natives were allowed to shoot at him 
with their bone arrows, while the mail- 
clad soldier laughed them to scorn.

What a splendid spectacle had these 
white gods prepared for the day which

they called Easter Sunday! They placed 
on the shore a strange object, a sort of 
box which they called an altar, and 
above it a cross glittered in the sun. 
Then they all came, two by two, the 
Admiral and fifty men in their best 
clothes, and while they knelt before the 
Cross, lightnings flashed from the ships, 
and a noise like thunder (though the 
sky was cloudless) rolled across the sea.

C onvinced  that there m ust be som e
thing m iraculous abou t these m ighty  
w hite m en, the natives tim id ly  and rever
ently  im itated their m ovem ents. T h e y  
too  knelt and k issed the Cross.

It was a glorious idyllic time, this 
week spent in Mazzava. But Magellan 
had rested long enough. The mariners 
were refreshed and encouraged; it was 
time to continue the homeward road. 
Why delay longer? What could it mat
ter to him to discover another island 
more or less, since he had made the 
greatest discovery of the age? He need 
only visit the Spice Islands, fulfill his 
commission, discharge his vow; then let 
him make as quickly as possible for 
Europe, where his wife awaited him, and 
would show him the child born since his 
departure. Back to secure the punish
ment of the mutineers who had treacher
ously deserted him. Back to teach the 
world the courage of a Portuguese 
nobleman, the resolution and fortitude 
of a Spanish crew. He must not keep his 
friends waiting any longer, or leave in 
the lurch those who had trusted him.

Y ET always a man’s genius is at the 
same time his innermost danger; and 
Magellan’s genius was patience, his 

power to wait, his capacity for silence. 
Stronger in him than his longing for a 
triumphal return that he might win 
thanks from the lord of the Old World 
and the New, was his sense of duty. It 
would not suffice him that he had 
visited and annexed one little island. He 
must enter into the same sort of treaty 
with the principal rulers of the archi
pelago as he had with this inconsiderable 
local chief Calambu, that the flag of 
Castile and Aragon might wave every
where, and the Cross stand as a per
manent sign of supremacy.

When he asked Calambu which was 
the largest of the islands, he was told 
that it was Zubu or Cebu; and when the 
Admiral demanded a pilot, the Rajah 
said it would be an honor to be allowed 
to guide him thither. And on April 4th 
the ships set out through quiet waters. 
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ON April 7, 1521, after a calm and 
pleasant three days’ voyage, the 

fleet approached the island of Cebu. The 
sight of numerous villages dotted along 
the coast showed that the place was 
thickly populated. The royal pilot 
Calambu steered straight for the capital, 
the first glance of which taught Magellan 
that he had here to do with a rajah or 
king of considerably more importance 
than his present companion, seeing that 
in the roads there lay a number of junks 
from foreign parts, together with quan
tities of native prahus. It was desirable 
to make a big show and to disclose him
self as the lord of thunder and lightning. 
Magellan signaled the fleet to fire an 
artillery salute— which, to begin with, 
aroused the horror of the unsophisticated 
islanders, who fled in all directions to 
hide. Thereupon Magellan hastened to 
send Enrique ashore as interpreter, with 
instructions to be diplomatic, and inform 
the ruler of the island that the thunder 
was not a sign of enmity, for the com
mander of the squadron intended by this 
magic to show his respect for the mighty 
King of Cebu. The lord of the fleet was 
himself only a servant of the greatest 
monarch in the world, on whose com
mand he had sailed across the mightiest 
ocean in the world to seek out the Spice 
Islands. On the way, having learned 
how wise and courteous a prince the 
King of Cebu was, he had determined to 
pay a friendly call.

Hu m a b o n , Rajah of Cebu, was no un
sophisticated child of nature as were 

the naked savages of the Ladrones or 
the “ giants”  of Patagonia. He had al
ready eaten of the tree of knowledge, 
knew about money and money’s worth. 
This yellowish-brown prince on the other 
side of the world was a political econ
omist who practiced the highly civilized 
art of exacting transit-dues from every 
ship that cast anchor in his port. A 
keen man of business, he was not im
pressed by the thunder of the artillery 
or flattered by the honeyed words of the 
interpreter. He coolly replied to En
rique that he had no wish to forbid an 
entrance to his harbor. The white stran
gers were welcome, and he would be 
glad to trade with them. But every ship 
without exception must pay harbor dues. 
Payment first, and friendship afterward! 
The foreigners could not be received 
unless the customary dues were forth
coming. There could be no exception. As 
witness, he summoned a Mohammedan

trader who had just arrived from Siam 
in a junk, and had paid without con
troversy.

This worthy appeared, and turned 
pale. At the first glance toward the big 
ships with the cross of St. James upon 
the taut sails, he grasped the situation. 
Alas, in this farthest corner of the East, 
where hitherto trade had been carried 
on without interference from the giaours, 
these children of Shaitan had appeared 
upon the scene. Here they were with 
their terrible cannon and arquebuses, 
these murderers, the enemies of Moham
med. Peaceful trade and big profits for 
such as himself were over and done with. 
He hastily whispered to the King that 
caution was needed, and that a dispute 
with the unwelcome visitors must be 
avoided at all costs. They were the same, 
he explained (confusing the Spaniards 
with the Portuguese) who had pillaged 
and conquered Calicut, all Hindustan, 
and Malacca. No one could resist the 
white devils.

With this recognition another circle 
had been closed. At the other end of the 
world, under other stars, Europe had 
touched Europe once more. If Magel
lan still doubted whether he could really 
be close to his goal, he was now con
firmed in his expectations. Sphere had 
touched sphere; the circle was closed; 
the world had been circumnavigated.

The Mohammedan trader’s warning 
made a manifest impression upon the 
Rajah of Cebu. In his alarm, he in
stantly abandoned his claim for harbor 
dues. As a first proof of his hospitable 
intentions, he invited Magellan’s envoys 
to a banquet. Now came a third un
mistakable sign that the Argonauts were 
close to their destination. Food was no 
longer served upon mats or upon wooden 
platters, but on porcelain, which came 
direct from China, the semi-mythical 
Cathay of Marco Polo. Cipangu and 
India, at the heart of Oriental civiliza
tion, must likewise be close at hand. 
Magellan had very nearly realized the 
dream of Columbus, who hoped to reach 
the Indies from the west.

So soon as this diplomatic incident 
had been smoothed over, the official inter
change of courtesies and goods could 
begin. Pigafetta was sent ashore as 
plenipotentiary, and the Rajah of Cebu 
declared himself ready to enter into a 
perpetual treaty of peace with the mighty 
Emperor Charles; while Magellan, on 
his side, did his utmost to promote 
amicable relations.



Trade was forthwith begun, and was 
carried on to mutual satisfaction. Above 
all, the islanders were astonished at iron, 
this hard metal brought by the for
eigners, which was so wonderful for 
making swords and spears, mattocks and 
plows. They had comparatively little 
interest in gold, and like enthusiasts in 
the blessed war-year 1914, they were 
willing to give gold for iron. Fourteen 
pounds of this latter metal, so cheap in 
Europe, were worth more to them than 
fifteen pounds of gold.

Relations between the indigenes and 
the mighty strangers grew so cordial 
that the Rajah and most of his followers 
spontaneously expressed a desire to be
come Christians. What the other Span
ish conquistadores achieved in the course 
of months and years with the rack and 
the Holy Inquisition, with cruel punish
ments, and with burnings at the stake, 
the profoundly religious but unfanatical 
Magellan secured in a few days without 
any violence whatever.

Seldom indeed has a deed been more 
splendidly accomplished. Magellan had 
gained his ends. He had discovered the 
strait leading to the other side of the 
world. New islands with abundant 
riches had been won for the Crown of 
Castile and Aragon; countless souls had 
accepted the true faith— and, triumph 
among triumph, these things had been 
done without shedding a drop of blood. 
God had protected this man ardent in 
the faith. He had saved Magellan from 
privations and dangers worse than those 
any other mortal had ever endured. The 
Admiral was permeated with a fervently 
religious sentiment of security. After 
the numerous difficulties he had over
come, what more difficult could remain to 
be accomplished, what, after this glo
rious victory, could still endanger his 
work? His mind was obsessed with the 
humble conviction that he could venture 
anything for God and the Emperor. This 
faith was to bring him to his doom.

MAGELLAN had succeeded in every
thing, as if angels had lighted his 

path. He had found the way; he had 
conquered new islands for his king; an
other, a vainer man than he, would have 
hastened home to wear the laurel crown. 
But Magellan, the precise and incorrupt
ible calculator, was mainly concerned with 
the problem of how best to make the 
islands he had discovered permanent 
possessions of the Spanish Crown. He 
hoped and believed that the newly bap

tized  K in g  Charles w ou ld  k eep  troth. 
B ut Charles H u m a b on  was n o  m ore than 
one o f  m any kings in the P h ilip p in es ; 
and to  v isit all these islands, to  w in  over 
and to  con vert all their ch iefta in s, w ou ld  
have taken too  lon g . T h e  A dm ira l’s 
du ty  was to reach the Spice Islands as 
q u ick ly  as he cou ld . A s  far as con so li
dating Spanish pow er in  the P hilippines 
was con cern ed , there seem ed to  M a 
gellan  (a lw ays th in k in g  fa r ah ead ) on ly  
one w ay, n am ely  to  m ake Charles H u m a 
bon , the on ly  C ath o lic  m aharajah , liege 
lord  o f  the other ch ie fta in s in  the region . 
T h en ce forw a rd  K in g  C harles o f  C ebu  
w as to  ru le as the Spanish m on arch ’s 
v iceroy , and  m ust gain  h igher prestige 
than that o f  h is fe llow -ru lers. A  friend  
o f  the K in g  o f  Spain cou ld  n ot stand on 
a  lik e  foo tin g  w ith  other prin ces, bu t in 
v irtue o f  h is a lliance w ith  the lord  o f  
thunder and lightn in g , m ust h old  un
rivaled  rank and au th ority  throughout 
the arch ipelago. I t  w as n ot in  lev ity , 
b u t as the ou tcom e o f  carefu l p o litica l 
reflection , that M agellan  now  offered the 
K in g  o f  C ebu  m ilita ry  a id , should any 
other ra jah  venture to  rise against h im .

A s  lu ck  w ou ld  have it , during these 
v ery  days there was op p ortu n ity  for  such 
a  dem onstration . O n  a tin y  isle ca lled  
M a cta n , ckose to  C ebu , there ru led a 
ra jah  nam ed S ilapulapu w h o  had alw ays 
been  inclined  to  rise in  revolt against 
the R a ja h  o f  C ebu . S ince the arrival o f  
th e  Spaniards he h ad  been  do in g  w hat he 
cou ld  to  preven t the other ch ie fta in s 
from  supp ly in g  them  w ith  the necessary 
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stores o f  food . S ilapulapu ’s anim us 
against the Spaniards w ou ld  appear to  
have not been  altogether unjustified. 
Som ew here on  h is isiet (p ro b a b ly  because 
m ariners o f  the fleet were cu ltivating 
th e  native w om en  too  eagerly ) there had 
been  a braw l, and  several o f  the huts on  
M actan  had  been  burned dow n. T h e  
refusal o f  supplies seem ed to M agellan  
an excellent reason for  a trial o f  strength. 
N o t  on ly  the R a ja h  o f C ebu, but the 
other ch ie fta in s as w ell, should  learn 
on ce  fo r  a ll h ow  m uch  better it was to  
support the Spaniards, and how  grievous 
w ou ld  be  the fa te  o f  an y  w ho should re
sist the lord  o f  thunder and lightning. 
Such a  spectacle  (w h ich  need not in volve 
m uch  b lood sh ed ) w ou ld  be  m ore con 
v in cin g  than w ords. M agellan , there
fore , in form ed  H u m abon  o f  his w ish  to 
read this re fra ctory  princeling a lesson, 
that S ilapulapu m ight behave better in 
future. Strangely  enough, the R a ja h  o f 
C ebu  does n ot seem  to  have been very  
enthusiastic in his accep tan ce  o f  the 
proffered  aid . P erhaps he dreaded  lest 
as soon as the Spaniards departed  the 
su b ju gated  tribe w ou ld  rise against h im .

Serrao and B arbosa  likew ise warned 
against so  needless a m ilitary  expedition .

MA G E L L A N  w as not th inking o f 
a  serious cam paign . A ll he sought 

to  do w as to  insure the au th ority  o f  
Spain ’s new  a lly , R a ja h  Charles, over 
all the other princes and ch iefta ins. I f  
the rebellious Silapulapu d id  bu t low er 
his crest, so  m uch  the better for  h im  and 
fo r  everyone. T h e  sw orn  enem y o f  need
less b loodsh ed , the v ery  antithesis o f  the 
other and m ore  pugnacious conquista- 
dores, M agellan  began  b y  sending his 
slave E nrique and the Siam ese trader to  
S ilapulapu, offering peace. M agellan  
asked noth in g  o f  S ilapulapu than that the 
latter should  ack n ow ledge  the suzerainty 
o f  the R a ja h  o f  C ebu  and p lace  h im self 
under the p rotectora te  o f  Spain. I f  he 
w ou ld  agree to  this, the Spaniards w ou ld  
sh ow  h im  close  friendship . I f ,  on  the 
other hand, h e  refused, and repudiated 
the suzerain ty  o f  R a ja h  Charles o f  C ebu, 
then he w ou ld  be  taught how  sharp were 
the Spanish lances.

S ilapulapu answ ered that hig m en had 
lances o f  their ow n . T h ou gh  these w ere 
m ade on ly  o f  bam b oo , the poin ts had 
been  w ell hardened  in the fire, and the 
Spaniards, shou ld  th ey  venture to  attack , 
w ou ld  find  them  to  be  form idab le  
w eapons. H a v in g  received  this arrogant 
m essage, M agellan  had no ch o ice  but to

m aintain Spanish suprem acy  b y  an a ct 
o f  w ar. H e  w as com pelled  to  have re 
course to  the argum ent o f  arm s.

F or the first tim e in  M a gella n ’s career, 
we find h im  lack ing  in w hat h ad  h itherto 
been h is m ost strik in g  ch a ra cteristics : 
caution  and foresight. F or the first tim e 
the good  ca lcu lator apparently  overlook ed  
the best o f  his chances. T h e  R a ja h  o f  
C ebu  had offered to  send a thousand 
w arriors against M a cta n , and M agellan  
w ou ld  have no d ifficu lty  in  supplying one 
hundred and fifty  o f  h is ow n  m en fo r  the 
assault on the island. A tta ck ed  b y  so 
preponderant a  force , the rajah  o f  this 
p e tty  islet w ou ld  have sustained a  crush
ing defeat. B ut M agellan  d id  n ot want 
a bu tch ery . H e  w as con cern ed , in this 
expedition , w ith  som ething  m uch  m ore 
im portan t, the prestige o f  Spain. A n  
A dm iral o f  the em peror o f  tw o w orlds 
cou ld  not treat as equal adversary a 
brow n-sk inned  rascal w h o had n ot a m at 
in his hut w hich  w as not w orn in to holes. 
I t  w ou ld  never d o  to  a ttack  such a p ack  
o f  islanders w ith  a  superior force . M a 
gellan  had oth er plans. W h at he d e
signed to p rove  w as that one va lid  and 
w ell-arm ed Spaniard cou ld  deal single- 
handed w ith  a hundred such rapscallions. 
T h e  m yth  o f  the in vu ln erab ility , o f  the 
in v in cib ility  o f  the Spaniards w as to  be  
established b y  this action , and tid ings 
o f  the defeat o f  the bush -ra jah  w h o had 
dared to  fa ce  the forces  o f  the K in g  o f  
Spain w ou ld  spread lik e  w ildfire through 
the islands.

W h at M agellan  had  show n a few  days 
b e fo re  on  his flagship as a  fa rce  to  am use 
the rajahs o f  M a zzava  and C ebu, w as to  
be  show n on ce  m ore on  a  larger scale 
and in dead earnest— that tw en ty  natives 
arm ed w ith  lances and krises cou ld  at
tack  a Spanish sold ier in steel harness 
w ithout bein g  ab le  even  to  w ound h im . 
T h is  was to teach the re fra ctory  Sila
pulapu the sam e lesson. I t  w as for  these 
psych o log ica l reasons that a  m an u sually  
so cautious took  w ith  h im  no m ore than 
six ty  m en, and requested the R a ja h  o f 
C ebu  w ith  h is au xiliary  force  o f  a th ou 
sand w arriors, not to  land on  M actan , 
but to w atch  the con test from  the prahus. 
T h e y  w ou ld  not have to fight, bu t m erely  
to  en joy  the in structive spectacle  o f  h ow  
a few  dozen  Spaniards cou ld  easily  get 
the better o f  all the ch ie fta in s and rajahs 
and  kings on  the islands.

H a d  the experienced  ca lcu la tor m is
ca lcu lated  this t im e ?  N o t a  b it  o f  it. 
T h e  teachings o f  h istory  sh ow  that to 
send a score  or  so o f  E uropeans in coats

136



MAN’S BOLDEST ADVENTURE

of mail against a thousand naked sav
ages, armed with fish-bone lances, was 
by no means absurd. With three or four 
hundred men Cortez and Pizarro, getting 
the better of hundreds of thousands of 
Mexicans and Peruvians, conquered huge 
realms. In comparison with the diffi
culties these faced, Magellan’s expedition 
against a petty island must have seemed 
little more than a military parade. We 
know, indeed, that Magellan did not 
anticipate danger, for the pious Catholic, 
whose custom it was, before any decisive 
action, to hear Mass, and with his men 
take Holy Communion, did not do this 
before attacking Mactan. A few gun
shots, a few shrewd blows, and Sila- 
pulapu’s poor fellows would be on the 
run like hares. Without any serious 
bloodshed, the inviolability of the Span
ish warriors would be proved to these 
islands for all time.

ON this Friday night of April 26,1521, 
when Magellan embarked with his 

sixty men to cross the small strait sepa
rating the two islands, the indigenes de
clared that they saw a strange black 
bird, looking something like a crow, 
perched on a roof-tree. It seems to be 
true that, no one knows why, all the dogs 
began to howl. The Spaniards, no less 
superstitious than the savages, crossed 
themselves anxiously. But was the man 
who had ventured upon the greatest 
voyage in history likely to turn back 
because a raven croaked, or to be afraid 
of a skirmish with a naked chieftain and 
his poor rabble of followers?

Disastrously for Magellan, however, 
this puny prince had a powerful ally in 
the structure of the shore. A little dis
tance out to sea there was a coral reef, 
which the boat could not cross; so the 
Spaniards were deprived of the effective 
use of their best weapon, the murderous 
fire of arquebuses and crossbows, the 
mere thunder of the guns usually being 
enough to put the savages to flight.

Taking no trouble to cover their rear, 
forty of the heavily armed men disem
barked to wade, leaving the other twenty 
in the boat. Magellan led the way, for 
as Pigafetta writes, “ being a good shep
herd, he would not desert his flock.”  
Girdle-deep in the water, they waded a 
considerable distance to the shore, where 
a great number of Indians awaited them, 
shouting and swinging their shields de
fiantly. Soon battle was joined.

T h e  m ost tru stw orth y  o f  various ac
counts o f  th is ba ttle  is p rob a b ly  that

of Pigafetta, for the chronicler was one 
of the attacking party, and was himself 
wounded by an arrow. “ We jumped into 
the water,”  he writes, “ which was waist- 
deep, and then we had two long bow
shots to wade before we reached land, 
while our boat could not follow us 
because of the reef. On the shore we 
found fifteen hundred of the islanders 
divided into three bodies, of which one 
opposed our advance, while the others 
assailed us on the flanks. The Captain, 
accordingly, marshaled his men in two 
companies, as affording a better means of 
defence. Our musketeers and cross-bow 
men fired for half an hour from the boats, 
without effect, for from so great a dis
tance our bullets and bolts and lances 
could not penetrate the wooden shields 
of the enemy, and at best could merely 
wound them in the arm.

“ The Captain, therefore, ordered the 
marksmen to cease fire (obviously wish
ing to reserve the ammunition for a later 
stage of the encounter), but this order 
was disregarded in the confusion. When 
the islanders realized that our fire was 
doing them little or no harm, they ceased 
to retire. Shouting more and more loud
ly, and jumping from side to side to 
disconcert our aim, they advanced si
multaneously, under cover of their 
shields, assailing us with arrows, javelins, 
lances with points hardened in the fire, 
stones, and even filth, so that we were 
scarcely able to defend ourselves. Some 
of them began to throw lances with 
brazen points against our commander.

“ To instill terror into the hearts of the 
enemy, the Captain now sent some of 
our men to set the islanders’ huts on fire. 
That only increased their ferocity. Some 
of them ran off to cope with the flames, 
which were raging in twenty or thirty 
of the houses, and there they slew two of 
our fellows. The rest attacked us with 
redoubled fury. When they became 
aware that though our bodies were pro
tected by armor, our legs were exposed, 
they aimed chiefly at these. The Cap
tain’s right foot was wounded by a 
poisoned arrow; whereupon he issued 
orders for a slow and steady retreat. 
But nearly all our men fled headlong, so 
that no more than six or eight of us 
stayed with him—who, having been lame 
for years, could not withdraw quickly.

“ Now we were exposed to lances and 
stones hurled from all sides, and we 
were no longer in a position to resist. 
The bombard we had in the boat could 
not help us, for the range was too great.
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R etreatin g , therefore , step  b y  step, and 
fighting all the tim e, w e w ithdrew  from  
the shore, till w e w ere a  fu ll bow sh ot 
a w a y , an d  th e  w ater a lready  rose to  our 
knees. B ut the islanders fo llow ed  us 
stu rd ily , con tin u a lly  p ick in g  up  the 
spears th ey  had a lready  cast, so that one 
and  the sam e spear cou ld  w ound five or 
six m en in succession . R ecogn iz in g  the 
C aptain , th ey  aim ed ch ie fly  at h im ; and 
tw ice  the helm et was stru ck  from  his 
head. H e , supported b y  the few  o f  us 
w h o had stayed  w ith  h im , fought like a 
va liant kn igh t at his post, w ith ou t at
tem ptin g  further retreat.

“ T h u s we fought for an hour or m ore, 
until at length  an Indian  succeeded  in 
w ou n din g  the C aptain  in the face w ith  
a  b a m b o o  spear. H e , be in g  desperate, 
p lu n ged  his lan ce  in to  the In d ia n ’s 
breast, leav ing  it there. B u t w ish ing to  
use his sw ord , he cou ld  on ly  draw  it h a lf
w a y  from  the sheath, on  accou nt o f  a 
spear-w ound he had received  in the right 
arm . Seeing th is, the enem y m ade a 
com bin ed  rush at h im ; and on e o f  them , 
w ith  a lon g  terzado, like  a large scim itar, 
gave him  a h eavy  b low  upon  the le ft leg 
w hich  caused h im  to  fall forw ard  on  his 
fa ce . T h en  the Indians threw  them 
selves upon  h im , w ith  spears and scim i
tars and every  w eapon th ey  had, and ran 
h im  through— our m irror, ou r light, our 
com forter , our true gu ide— until they 
k illed  h im .”

In  th is insensate w ay  (lik e  h is great 
successor Jam es C o o k , on e o f  the great
est navigators in h is to ry ) w hen hard upon 
the com pletion  o f  his im perishable deed, 
M agellan  w as slain in a p etty  skirm ish 
w ith  a h orde  o f  naked islanders. T h e  
m an o f  genius w ho, lik e  Prospero, had 
m astered the elem ents, overcom e storm s, 
and constrained  m en, w as felled b y  a 
lu d icrou s hum an insect nam ed Silapul- 
apu. T h ou gh  death cou ld  deprive h im  
o f  life , it cou ld  n ot rob  him  o f  v ictory , 
and h is m orta l lo t  seem s o f  little  im 
portan ce  a fter so im m orta l a deed. B ut 
the traged y  o f  his h eroic d oom  was fo l
low ed  a ll too  q u ick ly  b y  a satirical 
ep isode. T h e  very  Spaniards w ho, a 
fe w  w eeks earlier, had been revered as 
gods from  heaven  and had then look ed  
dow n  upon  the p rin celin g  o f  M actan , 
n ow  debasecj them selves so lo w  that, in 
stead o f  in stan tly  sum m oning the rest 
o f  their fo rces  and snatch ing the corpse  
o f  their leader from  those w h o had slain 
h im , th ey , lik e  cow ards, sent a  negoti
ator to  S ilapulapu offering to  b u y  the 
b o d y . T h e y  w ished to  recover the m or

ta l rem ains o f  their A dm ira l in  return 
fo r  a  fe w  bells  and  scraps o f  co lored  
c lo th . B u t the nude prin celin g  w h o  had 
trium phed over  the Spaniards proved  
greater in sp irit than the n ot v e ry  heroic 
com pan ion s o f  M agellan . S ilapulapu 
w ou ld  n ot surrender the corp se  o f  his 
adversary in  exchange for  m irrors and 
glass beads and co lored  satin. H e  valued  
the trop h y  he had w on , fo r  n ow  the news 
was spreading through the islands that 
S ilapulapu the G reat had destroyed  the 
w hite lord  o f  thunder and lightn in g  as 
easily  as he w ou ld  h ave d estroyed  a fish 
or  a b ird.

N o  one know s w hat b eca m e o f  M a 
gellan ’s b o d y , or to  w h ich  elem ent his 
m orta l envelope w as retu rn ed ; w hether 
to  fire, to  w ater, to  earth , or to  air. N o  
w itness w as there to  tell u s ; h is grave, if  
he was buried , rem ains secret. A ll traces 
o f  the m an w ho w rested its last m ystery  
from  the U n kn ow n  h ave vanished.

C H A P T E R  X

TH E  Spaniards lost no m ore  than eight 
m en in  this trifling sk irm ish— a far 

from  overw h elm in g prop ortion  o f  their 
tota l forces. B u t the loss o f  their leader 
m ade the reverse ca tastroph ic. W ith  
M a g e lla n ’s death  w as dispelled  the m agi
ca l n im bus w h ich  had m ade the w hite 
strangers seem  god lik e  to  the sim ple 
natives. O n ly  upon  this n im bus de
pended  the pow er and success o f  the 
conquistadores. D esp ite  their b ravery , 
their staying  pow er, their strategy, and 
the strength o f  their w eapons, neither 
C ortez nor P izarro  w ou ld  ever have suc
ceeded in overcom in g  foes b y  the m yriad  
and b y  the hundred thousand, had  not 
the m yth  o f  in v in c ib ility  and invu lner
a b ility  supported them  lik e  a guardian 
angel. T hese  all-w ise  beings w h o  cou ld  
launch  thunder and lightn ing from  w eap 
ons w hich  look ed  lik e  b lu dgeon s, seem ed 
to  the alarm ed natives to  b e  invu lner
a b le ; th ey  cou ld  not b e  w ou n ded , because 
arrow s fell blunted from  their arm or.

T h e  R a ja h  o f  C ebu  had surrendered 
u nresistingly  to  the lord  o f  thunder and 
lightning. B u t n ow  w ith  h is ow n  eyes 
he had seen that thunder and lightning 
pow erless ; had w atched  the repu ted ly  
invulnerable m en clad  in g littering  cu i
rasses fleeing ign om in iou sly  from  the 
naked fighters o f  S ilapulapu.

T h e  Spaniards m ust have realized  the 
increasing h ostility  o f  th e  islanders, 
fo r  th ey  sp eed ily  b eca m e im patient. 
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Let them get together a stock of wares 
on which they could make a profit, and 
sail with all speed for the Spice Islands.

To hasten matters, they had urgent 
need of the services of Enrique, Ma
gellan’s slave, since he was the only man 
able to facilitate barter with the natives 
by talking to them in their own language. 
The faithful Enrique had fought by his 
leader’s side to the last moment. He 
was brought back wounded to the ship, 
and lay motionless, wrapped in his mat 
— perhaps because of his wounds, or per
haps because, with the faithfulness of a 
dog, he was mourning his beloved master. 
Thereupon Duarte Barbosa, who, jointly 
with Joao Serrao, had been elected to the 
leadership, was foolish enough, by deadly 
insults, to alienate the loyal servitor. He 
bluntly told the poor devil not to fancy 
that he could play the idler after his 
master’s death, or that he had ceased 
to be a slave. If he did not get up 
promptly and go ashore to act as in
terpreter for the exchange of goods, he 
should have a sound drubbing.

The Malays are a fierce and dangerous 
race, and will never endure contumely. 
He made no sign at the moment, though 
doubtless aware that in a will, drawn 
up before he left Spain, Magellan had 
provided that from the day of his death 
the slave was to be free, and had be
queathed him a handsome legacy.

The crafty Malay did not allow any 
sign of his secret intentions to escape.

Obediently he betook himself to the 
market, and acted as interpreter. But 
he made another, a very dangerous, use 
of his native tongue. He told the Rajah 
of Cebu that the Spaniards had already 
planned to carry off the rest of the un
sold goods to their ships, and disappear 
with them next day. If Carlos fore
stalled this attempt, he would turn the 
tables, seize the Spaniards’ goods, and 
their three fine ships into the bargain.

On May 1, 1521, four days after Ma
gellan’s death, Enrique—with a radiant 
countenance— brought peculiarly agree
able news to the captains. The Rajah 
of Cebu, he said, had got together the 
jewels which the monarch purposed to 
send to his suzerain and friend the King 
of Spain. To hand over these gifts as 
ceremoniously as possible, he had sum
moned his chieftains and other principal 
subordinates; would Captains Barbosa 
and Serrao be good enough to come 
ashore with the most distinguished of 
their followers, and on behalf of King 
Carlos of Spain, receive the gifts of King 
Carlos of Cebu?

Joao Serrao and Duarte Barbosa walked 
heedlessly into their new Christian 
brother’s trap. Pigafetta, wounded by 
an arrow in the battle of Mactan, kept 
his bed, and thereby saved his life.

In all, twenty-nine Spaniards wTent 
ashore, and among them were the best, 
the most experienced leaders and pilots. 
Honorably received, they were escorted 
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to a palm-leaf hut, where the feast had 
been prepared. Thereupon, precisely as 
had happened years before in Malacca, 
the indigenes attacked the Spanish guests 
before these had had time to prepare 
for defence. At one stroke the crafty 
Rajah of Cebu finished off his guests, and 
made himself master of their trade-goods, 
together with the arms and the armor 
which were supposed to make the Span
iards invulnerable and invincible. And 
like hunted criminals, the remaining 
Spaniards hastily sailed away from the 
island on which, under Magellan’s lead
ership, they had landed as gods.

The thi ee ships were now undermanned, 
and it was decided to abandon the Con
cepcion, which had long been leaky.

ON November 8,1521, the crews of the 
Trin id a d  and the Victoria  landed 

on Timor, one of the “ happy islands” of 
which Magellan had so long dreamed.

And Serrao’s enthusiastic description 
of the islands proved fully justified. Not 
only was the scenery splendid, not only 
was the earth here richly endowed by 
nature, but the inhabitants were friend
ly beyond compare. “ What are we to 
say of these islands?” writes Maximilian 
Transylvanus in his famous letter. “ Here 
everything is simple, and without high 
value, except for peace, comfort and 
spices. The best of these things, perhaps 
the best of earthly goods, to wit, peace, 
would seem, through the wickedness of 
man, to have' been expelled from our 
world and to have taken refuge here.” 

Fortunate Isles! Everything the Span
iards could wish was provided in abun
dance : the costliest spices, food and gold- 
dust; and what the friendly Almanzor 
could not himself furnish, he procured 
from neighboring islands. The mariners 
were charmed by so much happiness after 
all their sorrows and privations. Fren- 
ziedly they bought spices and precious 
birds-of-paradise— giving their shirts, 
their muskets, their crossbows, their 
cloaks, their belts in exchange; for now 
they were going home, and would soon 
become rich men by the sale of these 
easily secured treasures. Many of them 
would have liked to follow Serrao’s ex
ample, and remain in this paradise.

To a considerable proportion of them, 
therefore, the news was by no means un
welcome when it transpired, shortly be
fore the time appointed for departure, 
that only one of the ships was sufficient
ly seaworthy to undertake the homeward 
voyage. Fifty of the mariners out of

the hundred would have to stay on the 
Fortunate Islands. The Victoria  contin
ued her ever-memorable voyage of cir
cumnavigation alone.

This homeward voyage of the battered 
galleon round the second half of the 
globe, after spending thirty months upon 
the first half of the journey, was one of 
the most heroic deeds in the history of 
navigation; the commander Juan Sebas
tian del Cano now compensated for his 
earlier behavior to Magellan by admira
bly fulfilling the will of the dead leader. 
At the first glance the task assigned him 
did not seem particularly difficult. At 
each port of call in the Indies and in 
Africa, at Malacca, Mozambique and 
Cape Verde, there was a Portuguese fac
tor with other officials; stores could be 
obtained at each one of them.

But at Timor Del Cano had been told 
by a Portuguese refugee that King Eman
uel had ordered Magellan’s ships seized, 
and the crews arrested as pirates; and 
in actual fact, their unhappy comrades on 
the Trin id a d  were not spared this cruel 
fate. Thus what Del Cano had to under
take was to sail a worm-eaten, leaky and 
overladen ship across the wide Indian 
Ocean, round the Cape of Good Hope, 
and up the coast of Africa, without touch
ing at any port.

This unexampled voyage from the 
Malay Archipelago to Seville began at 
the island of Timor on February 13, 1522.

NOT a sound did they hear, nor did 
they see an unfamiliar face during 

all these weeks upon weeks. Then there 
emerged from the depths of the ship a 
specter, hollow-eyed famine. For unfore
seen calamity had frustrated Del Cano’s 
careful calculations. They had taken 
ample food on board for five months, in
cluding large quantities of meat. But in 
Timor they had not been able to obtain 
salt, and under the burning sun of the 
tropics the inadequately pickled pork be
came putrid. Now they were reduced to 
a diet of rice and water; neither in storm 
nor in calm, neither by day nor by night, 
did their grim tormentor, the gray specter 
of famine, depart from them, and his 
assaults were accompanied by new tor
tures and mockery, the tortures of Tan
talus. For the holds were not empty to 
the last crumb as they had been when 
crossing the Pacific Ocean. This time 
the ship was loaded to bursting. The 
Victoria  was freighted with seven hun
dred quintals of spices— so the hungry 
men had in store enough of these flavor-
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ing agents to render the meals of per
haps a  million persons palatable. But 
who, with parched lips and empty stom
ach, can chew peppercorns, endure the 
nip of cinnamon, or swallow nutmeg in
stead of bread ? Forty-one Spaniards out 
of the sixty-four had died, and nine of 
the thirteen natives, when, on July 9, 
1522, after five months’ voyage, they 
anchored off Santiago in the Cape Verde 
islands. Here was a Portuguese harbor 
in a Portuguese colony. But a landing 
meant to put themselves into the enemy’s 
hands; and they had to put hastily to 
sea again with only the scantiest re
plenishment of their stores.

AN D  n ow  cam e another catastrophe.
. The old ship’s seams were letting 

in water. “ All hands to the pumps!” 
was the order. But the water seemed to 
gain on them. Getting no sleep for night 
after night, they staggered and tottered 
at their posts. They were feebler, writes 
Del Cano in his report to the Emperor, 
than men have ever been before. Yet 
each must continue to perform a double, 
a triple task. At length, with the very 
last ounce of their failing strength, they 
reached the goal. On July 13th the 
eighteen heroes left Cape Verde. On 
September 4, 1522, (when the third year 
of the voyage was drawing to its close) 
there came a jubilant shout, for the look
out man had sighted Cape St. Vincent.

N o w  all crow ded  the deck , trem bling 
w ith  happiness. Y es , there w as a silver 
break  in the shore, show ing the p lace 
where, beside San L ucar de B arram eda, 
the G uadalqu ivir entered the sea. F rom  
that anchorage, three years earlier, under 
M agellan ’s leadership, tw o hundred and 
s ixty -five  m en had set sail. N o w  one 
ship, m anned b y  eighteen survivors, was 
returning to the sam e port. . . . T h e y  an
chored  ; th ey  w ent ashore. T h e  eighteen 
fell on their knees to  kiss the good  earth 
o f  the h om eland. T h e  greatest cru ise in 
the h istory  o f  the w orld , the first c ircu m 
navigation  o f  the g lobe, was over.

N ex t m orn ing  the Victoria  sailed up 
river. F rom  th e  barques and boats she 
encountered cam e astonished glances and 
excited  hails. A t length , in the d istance, 
shone the w h ite  bell-tow er o f  G iralda. I t  
w as S eville? I t  w as S ev ille ! “ F ire the 
b o m b a r d s !”  shouted D e l C ano, and a 
salute resounded across the river. W ith  
the iron m ouths o f  these guns, three years 
b e fore , th ey  had  b idden  farew ell to  
S p a in ; w ith  the sam e cannon  th ey  h ad

T iie

solem nly  greeted  the Strait o f  M agellan , 
and again  greeted the unknow n P acific. 
W ith  the b ig  guns th ey  had saluted the 
new ly  d iscovered  arch ipelago o f  the P h il
ip p in es ; so a lso, w ith  the sam e thun
dering bom bards d id  th ey  announce the 
com pletion  o f  their du ty  on reach ing M a 
gellan ’s goal, the Spice Islands. T hu s 
did  th ey  b id  farew ell to  their com rades 
at T im or, when the Victoria  le ft  the 
islands for Spain. B ut never d id  the iron  
voices sound so  loud  and so ju b ila n t as 
now  when they an n ou n ced : “ W e have 
returned. We have done what no one 
ever did before us. We are the firs t  
circumnavigators of the world.”

But M agellan , the m an w ho had really  
don e the w ork , was not on hand in the 
hour o f  trium ph. It  is a lw ays death  
w hich  first reveals the last m ystery . N o t  
until this m om ent, when his idea had 
been  v ictor iou sly  fu lfilled , w as disclosed 
the tragedy o f  the lon ely  m an w h o  had 
throughout life  been allow ed on ly  to  bear 
the burdens and never to e n jo y  the 
fru its o f  success. F rom  am on g m illions 
upon  m illions, destiny  had selected  for 
a  great deed this obscu re, taciturn, re
served m an w h o w as ready to  stake all 
h is earth ly  possessions and his life  on 
beh a lf o f  an idea. H is  m ission  called  
him  to  labor, n ot to  jo y , sending him  
forth  lik e  a jou rn eym an , w ith ou t grati
tude or  grace. O thers received the 
cred it o f  his w ork , others snatched the 
gain , others w ere accla im ed . N o  m ore 
was accorded  to  him  than the doing  o f 
the d e e d ; he w as denied its golden  
shadow , trium ph and tem poral fam e.

BU T  never can it be forgotten , the 
splendid venture o f  these five little  

lon ely  ships w hich  set forth  on  their 
voyage  to p lay  their part in the hallow ed 
war o f  m ankind against the unknow n, 
and o f  w h ich  on ly  one got b ack  v ic tor i
ous a fter having  circu m n avigated  the 
w orld . N o r  w ill he ever b e  forgotten , 
the man w ho con ceived  th is boldest o f  
thoughts, and w h o, thanks to  the m ys
terious tran sform ation  o f  en ergy  w hich  
goes on  in the hum an brain , w as ab le  to  
realize his dream  in the w orld  o f  fact. 
T h is  on e alm ost forgotten  deed o f  M a 
gellan  has show n fo r  all tim e that an 
idea, w inged  b y  genius and stu rd ily  ener
gized b y  passion , p roves  stronger than 
the elem ents o f  nature, and that a th ing 
w hich  num berless generations h ave re
garded as im possib le  can  b ecom e an 
eternal truth.

F.Nn
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Courage or Bravery?
" r  | ^ H E R E ’S a  new w ar in China.

I  A m erican  troops have landed.
JL F igh tin g  near T ien ts in .”
I t  was in N agasak i harbor that this 

rum or reached m e, one o f  a sm all guard 
upon  the transport Logan. Soon we re
ce ived  orders to p roceed  to T ien tsin —  
and to  the B oxer R ebellion , as it is now  
know n.

A fter  our ship d ropped  anchor in the 
m outh  o f  the river at T a k u , one o f  our 
officers, C aptain  L aw ton , nephew o f  the 
fam ous G eneral L aw ton  w ith  w hom  I had 
long  served in the P h ilippines, was de
ta iled  ashore as quarterm aster, and he 
selected  m e as his orderly .

T ien tsin  lies fourteen  m iles up  the 
river from  T a k u  and fighting was goin g  
on  m idw ay  on  the road. T h e  first relief 
colu m n  under the B ritish  A dm iral Sey
m our and the A m erican  C aptain  M cC a lla , 
had been driven  b ack  in their first at
tem pt to  relieve the beleaguered city . 
R ein forcem en ts had arrived including the 
N in th  U . S. In fa n try  from  M an ila , and a 
new  advan ce was under w ay. M an y  fo r 
eigners and their fam ilies w ere besieged 
in  T ien tsin , con stan tly  under fire from  
the B oxer hordes.

C aptain  L aw ton  was im m ediately  as
signed to  the jo b  o f  m ov in g  supplies and 
am m unition  up  the river to  the A m erican  
line. I  was detailed  as m essenger in the 
quarterm aster corps— and m y  troubles 
began. O n the fourth  d ay  a fter co m 
ing ashore, I  had been sent forw ard  w ith  
a  m essage to  the ad ju tan t o f  the N in th  
In fa n try . I  received  no d irections except 
“ th ey ’re up that w a y ,”  w ith  a vague w ave 
o f  the hand tow ard  the horizon.

E a rly  in  the a fternoon  I  arrived at the 
p lace  w here the A m erican  troops should 
have been , a ccord in g  to m y  m uddled 
d irection s, bu t they were not there. In 
stead I  fou n d  a  battalion  o f  R ussian so l
diers, and at last succeeded in finding an 
officer w h o  spok e E nglish . H e  took  me 
to  the top  o f  a  m ud wall and poin ted  out 
across the fields w here in the dim  d is
tance I  cou ld  see a  craw ling  line o f  men 
and hear the fa int rattle  o f  rifle-fire. 
T h e  A m erican  soldiers w ere som ew here 
along that line. T h an k in g  h im , I  started 
h ik in g  alone across the fields.

T h e  fields w ere m u d d y  and I  fo llow ed  
w in din g  trails, w h ich  gave a  little  better

By Major Edward
footin g . T o  m y  le ft  I  cou ld  see occa s ion 
al m ov in g  dots  that w ere m en, and now  
and then a bu llet droned  over m y  head.

I had traversed p rob a b ly  a  m ile  o f  m y 
jou rn ey , when a leg flew  out from  under 
me. I m ade a leap to  regain m y  footin g , 
and rolled  off the path in to the m ud. 
T h in k in g  I had stum bled , I tried to rise 
to  m y  feet, but d iscovered  that I had 
been w ounded . A  bullet had clipped  me 
through the leg  ju st a bove  the ankle.

S itting dow n b y  the side o f  the trail, I  
rem oved m y  legging and shoe, and ripped  
open the first-aid p ack  w e all carried  tied 
to our belts. A pp ly in g  antiseptic pads 
to each side o f  the w ound , I  bandaged it 
as best I  cou ld  and squeezed m y  num b 
fo o t  in to the shoe.

Far on m y le ft I  cou ld  see squads o f 
m en advan cin g  nearer, and realized they 
w ere Chinese. I  was in the m iddle  o f  a 
bad  fix. U sing m y rifle  as a cane, I  start
ed to h ob b le  tow ard a cluster o f  native 
huts surrounded b y  a  m ud w all, about 
h a lf a m ile aw ay. B ut m y  fo o t  w ould  
not behave and I was losing m uch b lood . 
F in ally  I  reached the road. T h e  shacks 
seem ed deserted, and I sat dow n on  a 
low  wall to ad ju st the m u ddy  bandage.

Sudden ly  a w elcom e figure cam e 
trottin g  dow n  a trail from  the opposite  
d irection . I  cou ld  see that he w as an 
A m erican  lieutenant and as he cam e 
closer I  n oticed  that he was a you ng  d o c 
tor. A  first-aid k it and a haversack  fu ll 
o f  bandages hung at his side and his on ly  
w eapon  was a  b am boo  stick .

“ Just tak ing a  turn across the fields. 
T h ou gh t I  m ight find som eone w ou n ded ,”  
he said. T a k in g  m y  leg over his knee, he 
d e ftly  w ou n d  a clean  bandage.

“ C om e on ,”  he said. “ I t ’s touch  and 
g o  i f  w e reach our lines. D id n ’t dream  
there w ere any B oxers a long h ere.”

W h ile  he fixed m y w ound I had drawn 
a “ pu ll-th rough ”  through m y  rifle, cleaned 
the bolt, and loaded the m agazine. B ut 
w hen I  tried to  stand I  fou n d  I  cou ld  not 
bear m y  w eight on  m y  w ou n ded  leg. It 
was w ithout strength, b a d ly  sw ollen , and 
I  was w eak from  loss o f  b lood .

T h e  bu llets w ere com in g  faster now , 
and the C hinese w ere v ery  close . I  
turned and look ed  b a ck  dow n  the road  
w here our lin e w as supposed to  be. It
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3) to Stefan Zweig’s story of Magellan, we are glad to give you also 

this record of an American soldier in China.

(Tex) O’Reilly
was at least a m ile. T h e  road  w as raised 
three or fou r feet a b ove  the fields, and as 
bare as a ba llroom  floor. N o  chance for  
cover there.

“ L ieutenant, I  ca n ’ t m ake it ,”  I  told 
h im . “ I f  we get ou t on  that road, we 
w on ’t have a  chance. H ere at least there 
is g ood  cover behind  this wall. I ’ve got 
p len ty  o f  am m unition  and can  h old  them 
aw hile. B ut you r  legs are all right, and 
y o u ’re unarm ed. Y o u  can ’ t fight. Beat 
it w hile you  got a ch an ce .”

T a p p in g  his leg  n ervously  w ith  the 
b a m b oo  stick , he look ed  dow n the road, 
then gazed  at the advancing Chinese.

“ N o ,”  he said. “ A  d o cto r ’s p lace  is 
w ith  the w ounded. I ’m  stay in g .”

“ B u t y o u ’re throw ing you r life  aw ay 
w ith ou t reason ,”  I  protested. “ I ’m  a 
lam e du ck . I ’ve got to  fight. Y o u ’re not 
arm ed. Y o u  w on ’t d o  m e any good  b y  
stay ing .”

H e  seem ed to  ponder this. I t  was his 
first fight. H e  flinched when the bullets 
z ipped  b y . B ut he s a id ;

“ N o . D o n ’t argue. I t ’s m y  d u ty .”

I S A W  that he w ou ld  not go. P ulling 
m y b ayon et from  the scabbard , I 

handed  it to  h im . “ T a k e  this, then ,”  I 
said. “ W o n ’t d o  you  m uch good  unless 
w e com e to close  quarters.”

W e  leaned over the w all, less than 
shoulder-h igh , and w atched  the on com in g  
Chinese, less than tw o hundred yards 
away. T h ere  w ere m ore than a  hundred 
o f  them , and m ore com ing.

T h en  som ething happened that gives 
support to  that w ise old  p roverb , “ T ruth  
is stranger than fiction .”  T here  cam e a 
bab b le  o f  talk and drunken laughter from  
on e o f  the shacks, and four R ussian so l
diers cam e trottin g  tow ard us. T h e y  were 
stragglers w ho had fallen  behind  to loot 
the houses. O ne o f  them  had a heavy 
silver w ater-p ipe stuck  in his belt. A n 
other carried  a pot o f  samshu, fiery native 
r ice  w h isk y , sw inging in a straw  basket.

T h e y  gathered abou t us, grinning and 
jabberin g . O ne o f  them  poin ted  to the 
b a yon et c lu tch ed  in the D o c to r ’s hand 
and patted  h im  on the back . T h e y  
sized u p  the situation  and look ed  at the 
approach in g  Chinese. T h en  v io lently  
m otion in g  for  us to  retreat, th ey  scat

tered ou t a long the w all and loaded  their 
guns. R epeated ly  they poin ted  dow n the 
road and m otion ed  for  us to go . T h e 
lieutenant seem ed pondering a problem .

“ T h e  situation  has changed ,”  he said. 
“ I  th ink it is all right for us to  retire. 
T here is still a ch an ce .”

“ D o n ’t you  think it ’s up to m e to stick  
w ith these R u ssk is?”  I  asked. “ O ne m ore 
gun w ould  be a b ig  h elp .”

“ N o , y o u  are b a d ly  w ounded  and 
should be  taken out o f  a ction ,”  he de
cided . “ Y ou  said y o u  have a m essage for 
our troops. I t  is you r  d u ty  to deliver it. 
T hese soldiers are b rave  m en, bu t it is 
their du ty  to  fight. I  am  a n oncom batan t, 
N o , the situation  has en tirely  changed. 
I  am  an officer, and I order y o u  to  get up 
and try  and w a lk .”

I  am  free to  adm it that I  never obeyed  
an order m ore ch eerfu lly  in m y  life . W ith  
m y arm  over his shoulder, w e stum bled  
dow n the road, a  h op  at a  tim e. T h e  
Russians opened up  on  the enem y, ye llin g  
like drunken Indians.

S low ly  w e m ade our w ay  dow n  that 
road to  w here a little  bridge crossed  a 
creek  and there found another m isp laced  
com p an y  o f  R ussians w ho gu ided  us to  
the A m erican  line. T h ere  I  was sent in 
a litter to  a field  dressing-station .

T h ose  fou r R ussians fou gh t until the 
last m an was killed .

I  have o ften  been asked w hat is the 
difference betw een bravery  and courage. 
I  th ink this in ciden t well illustrates it. 
T h ose  soldiers show ed bravery  o f  the 
rarest qu a lity . T h e y  were fighting-m en, 
and they m ade a grand fight against 
hopeless odds.

O n the other hand, that you n g  doctor, 
a lthough he was afra id , and cou ld  not 
even defend  h im self, had offered to  lay 
dow n his life  to  aid  a  w ou n ded  soldier, 
because that was his d u ty  a ccord in g  to 
his code. H e  had m ade the decision  to  
die. T h a t he lived  w as a  freak  o f  luck .

T w o  days later I  w as b a ck  aboard  the 
transport in the s ick  b a y . I  had seen 
exactly  six days o f  the B oxer w ar, and 
was sent to  a hospital in M an ila . . . .

M a n y  years later I  again  m et that 
little  doctor. H e  is D r . T h om as L . H a r
ris, now  a veteran p ractition er o f  D e 
troit. T o  m e his nam e is near the top  o f  
the list on  m y  scroll o f  heroes.
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e izza rd
By Bigelow Neal

The simple yet memorable story of 
a commonplace Dakota adventure.

A  STILL, cloudless morning, a brilliant 
sun and a thermometer around twenty 
below. I was six miles from home, on 

the best horse a man ever had. And the fact 
that I set out to a rendezvous with practically 
certain death was due to the youth and ignor
ance which led me to go calmly on when the 
danger signals of the prairies were flying at 
full mast. Perhaps this recital may save some 
other fellow from the fate I courted.

Under the sunshine a spotless mantle of 
undrifted snow covered the ground and spread 
like a limitless cape over the hills ahead. Like 
the ripple o f wind over smooth water the snow 
stirred, swirled and hurried toward a common 
center. There it spiraled upward in a slender 
white column to move a little way across the 
plain and to collapse suddenly in a shower of 
sparkling crystals. Another column rose off 
to the right, climbing into the still air to drop 
softly back to the white blanket from which 
it came. Bryan pricked up his ears at the 
gentle hiss o f falling particles.

A change came in the light. The yellow 
paled to a sickly white. I  glanced up and saw 
the sun, a dull disk against a sky. turning from 
blue to gray. Streamers of mist shot across 
the sky, and the wind hurrying high above my 
head was cold, for frost fell like a shower of 
powdered ice.

We passed a jack-rabbit digging frantically 
in the snow; overhead a flock of prairie chick
ens hurtled toward the timber along the Mis
souri. I  glanced to the west. A low gray 
cloud swept toward me, a pitching, tossing 
wall stretching beyond my vision to the north 
and south. This was the surprise attack of a 
prairie blizzard, and we were still three miles 
from home.

Bryan knew far more than I. His sensitive 
ears had catalogued the song of the storm. He 
broke from a trot to a lope and then to a 
gallop. Many a race he and I had won to
gether, because no other horse for miles around 
could compete with him in speed. Now we 
were off on a race where the stake was a mat
ter of life or death.

The light turned from white to green. 
Bryan lengthened his gait, and I jammed my 
cap low on my head. Suddenly the green 
turned to orange, the royal colors of the king 
of storms. A  terrible wail sounded from the 
wind-stricken prairie. I  bent my head and 
lifted my shoulder before my face. Then we 
struck head on, a wall o f rushing air and flying 
snow. There were still two miles to go.

Bryan faltered; his head fell away from the

blinding snow and he turned sideways to the 
storm. At that my heart sank, even as the 
temperature which dropped from twenty be
low to thirty-five or more with the first blast 
of the wind.

For the first time in my life, I knew the 
feeling of utter helplessness in the face of 
death. And in that moment of desperation, I 
did what many men have done before. I 
pleaded unashamedly, half with God and half 
with the horse. ‘ Oh. God! Bryan, we’ve got 
to find home! W e’ve got to, Bryan, or else 
we'll— "  You'll say he could not have under
stood. I sha'n't argue. But I do believe that 
he knew from the tone of my voice that all 
responsibility had shifted from me to him. I 
felt him shake his head. He shook it again. 
He shook it a third time, savagely. And now 
he moved: his head went down; his nose came 
up squarely into the wind; and as I bent low 
against the blast, blinded, suffocated and all 
but helpless, I felt his speed increase to the 
long piston-like rhythmic movements that had 
carried us to victory so many times in a race.

And yet I knew he couldn’t do it. He could 
see no more and no better than I. There was 
a creek across our path, and only one ford. 
T o miss it, would be fatal. Knowing it to be 
hopeless, still I clung to hope. At least we 
were going against the wind, and somewhere 
in the teeth o f that merciless storm lay—

T 1 7 E  were falling. We were going down un- 
* ’  der a sea of white. We struck. I heard 

the splintering of thin ice and the gurgling of 
shallow water. Bryan was flat on his side. 
The water was surging over us. Then he was 
struggling to his feet. Soaked to the skin as 
I was, I felt a thrill o f triumph. Yes, he had 
missed the ford, but only by a rod. We were 
up on the level again with one more mile to go.

In an instant my clothes were frozen stiff. 
Sharp pain shot through my hands and feet. 
I knew they were freezing. I hooked my elbow 
under the horn and gripped the bucking-roll 
with my knees. Then my legs went numb, 
and I was holding only by my elbow. I had 
no sense o f time— only that I could hold no 
longer. Slowly, I was slipping from the saddle. 
But even as I  fell, a bright light burst out 
ahead. I  felt warm air and steam, and then 
the munching quiet of the barn. . . . Some
time later, safely in bed, I awoke to hear the 
awful song o f the blizzard. But there were 
sixteen inches of solid cottonwood logs be
tween us. I  pulled the blankets over my head 
and let her roar.



Twilit TO THE MARWs TEH.*1

"Our small portable generator had failed! Hospital corps 
men rushed through the dark ward, gathered up flashlights 
some o f  the men had there, and with the 
light from jresh DATliD 'Eveready’ batteries, 
the surgeon finished his work.

"M y buddy returned to duty, is still living 
and he thanks one swell Marine Corps sur
geon and dependable, dated 'Eveready’ bat
teries. They were the only kind our canteen 
sold, the only kind that could have taken 
what we gave ’em.

(Signed) )\(WM £ . QeMW

FRESH BATTERIES L A S T L O N G E R ...^ / ^ ^  DATE L I ^

. . .WRITES HARRY E. REECE, FROM T H E U.  S.
V ET ERANS H O S P I T A L  AT ME MPHI S,  T E N N .

"O n  active duty 
w ith  the F ifth  

M arines in the Nicaraguan jungles. I 
went to our field hospital w ith fever. 
One day a badly injured Marine 
was flow n in . .. i t  was m y buddy!

"His head had been bashed in by a machete. To save 
him, surgeons must remove fragments o f  skull press
ing on the b ra in ...a  delicate operation anywhere, it 
was extra tough in a field hospital. I guess they didn’t 
have much hope. Just when they started operating ...

N A T I O N A L  C A R B O N  C O M P A N Y ,  I N C . ,  3 0  E A S T  4 2 n d  S T R E E T ,  N E W  Y O R K ,  N.  Y.



Her Throat Insured
For85 0 ,0 0 0 .

DOLORES DEL RIO* tells why it’s good 
business for her to smoke Luckies...
"That $50,000 insurance is a studio precaution against 
my holding up a picture,”  says Miss Del R io, "S o  1 take 
no chances on an irritated throat- No matter how much 
I use my voice in acting, I always find Luckies gentle.”

They will he gentle on you r  throat, too. Here’s why: 
Luckies’ exclusive "Toasting”  process expels certain 
harsh irritants found in all tobacco. This makes 
Luckies’ fine tobaccos even fin e r .. .a  light smoke.

Sworn records show that among independent tobacco 
experts— men who know tobacco and its qualities—  
Luckies have twice as many exclusive smokers as all 
other cigarettes combined..This is the impartial judg
ment o f  experts not connected with any manufacturer.

WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO BEST 
IT’S LUCKIES—2 TO 1

* DOLORES DEL HJO 
STARRING IN THE 20 lh  CENTUHY-FOX 

PICTURE. "SHANGHAI DEADLINE"


