








(Conln'nl;cd from preceding page)

The Tramp A Three-PartStory Conclasion . . . . W.Townsad 100
The sea—the freighter’s crew would accept no aid from the passing steames.

Send Millikin to Misamis A Complete Novelstte . . . RapAR Gathria 126
Philippines—cable-mending and Moro-fighting. N

The Man He Was . . . . . . . .  ErssstDeuglas
The West—an old-time sheriff takes a hand in the game. 138

The Star Goes North A Complete Nowelette . . . . H. Bediord-Jomee 147
Hudson Bay—in searci¥or the South Sea passage. .

WC“P-FI‘ A free-te-all mesting-place for readers, witers and adventurers . . . ‘ . . 177

Varisus Practical Services Freeto AsyReader . . . . . . . . | 183

‘/OHSou:'I'htHenHueSlu. N T
¢

AskAdventwre . . . . . . ., . . . .. . . 184
A free question and an service*burean of information on outdoor life and activities every-
where. Comprising sixty-two geographical sub-divisions, with ial gsections on Radio,
Mining and Prospecting, Weapons Past and Present, Salt and Fresh Water Fishing, Tropical
Forestry, Aviation and Army Matters, United States and Foreign.

LostTraib . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . a9

The Trail Ahead . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .1

CoverDesigp . . . . . . . . . . . . . Edge Vittmk

One Article, Three Complete Novelettes

EAD this as actual history, for it is. The Treaty of Brest-Litovsk had been signed, Russia
was out of the World War, the Bolsheviki were in power and thc 100,000 Czecho-Slovaks who
renounced their allegiance to the Central Powers that they might fight in the Russian armies

were left to beg for mercy from their enemics. There was an alternative:  They could attempt a
desperate march across 6,500 miles of hostile territory, eastward through Siberia to Vladivestok
on the Pacific, in the hope of being transported thence to the western battle-front in France. The
success of such a march would be without parallel in military history; its failure would mean anni-
hilation. The Czecho-Slovaks accepted the risk—and won, “THE RETREAT OF THE
HUNDRED THOUSAND,” an article-novelette complete in the next issue, by Gerald B.
Breitigam, who transcribes the experiences of those who went through this unique campaign.

WHEN Tanoa tendered his resignation to Peter Illinglon, the latter was only piqued—finding
satisfactory servants in the Fijis was no easy matter. But the thing went further than domestic
labor problems, and Illington was to find it out quickly. There was the Island for one thing, and
for another—Shimo Nessu, the Japanese who whispered things to King Tembas. “THE SERVANT
OF PETER ILLINGTON,” an Off-the-Trail novelette,* by T. S. Stribling, in the next issue.

*See nole at botlom of first conlents page.

CLA RK, the missionary, was in disgrace; on the evidence of Forbes, his rior, he had been con-
victed of drinking—and worse—with the Japanese converts. A silent, inarticulate man,
Clark accepted his punishment. Then, at an inn of ill-recpute—where he was mistaken for a murderer
—he again met Forbes. “THE INN OF THE SILKWORM-MOTH,” a complete novelette in

the next issue, by Sidney Herschel Small.

ETE HAILEY, with a family and a heavily mortgaged ranch, needed money—and needed it
badly. That was why his brother Job decided upon the plan. For years Job, day-dreaming,
had turned the scheme over in his mind—not that hc had ever intended putting it into effect. And
then the day finally arrived. “THIS BANDIT BUSINESS IS THE BUNK,” a complete novelette
of the West, by Frank Robertson, in the next issue. .

Other stories in the nexd issue are forecast on the last page of this ome.
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“If you will tell me,” said he, “how, in
the name of all that is condemnable, I am
going to make coffee with no coffee, and
how I can get canned willie in the midele of
a battlefield, I will do my best to get same.
Also, I might inquire your reasons for send-
ing my cook to watch where shells are going,
in view of the fact that the outfit is full of
bohunks, hunyaks, wops, Turks, crackers,
ridge-runners and wheat-benders. Yonder,
covered with a blanket that might be keep-
ing some live man warm, is all that is left
of a very fine cook, while all the hunyaks
and so forth clamor for food.”

“Listen t’ me, yuh Donegal ditch-dig-
ger,” said the first sergeant. “Yez have
another cook, an’ a kitchen detail av three
men. In this sector is upwards of half a
million men, French, Yanks and mongrels.
They are not fed by the ravens. There
must be food some’ers, where men wid five
fingers on each hand can get hold av some
av it. Now stick out your ears a minute
longer. Yesterday mornin’ we pulled out
widout no breakfast. At the time av the
noon meal we are on the march. There is no
supper by reason av the slat wagon fallin’
in the river. Look at thim”—pointing to
where the men of the battery shivered under
what shelter a tarpaulin or a limber could
give—“d’yez want the job av tellin’ thim
there’ll be no breakfast, an’ you wid all
night to get it ready in?”

“All night to get it ready. Didn’t we get
—— shelled out of us all night? Didn’t 't you
grab off my cook——"

“Niver mind, now, about your cook, or
bein’ kept awake. Whin a mess-sergeant
can not sleep, he should go off an’ buscar
chow for the fightin’ men av his outfit. If
we have no chow in an hour’s time, we’ll
dine off the mess-sergeant, now mind!”

The top went off to inspect the horses,
and to see how many had succumbed to the
effects of shell-fire, gas and old age. This
last took quite a heavy toll, for the horses
that the American forces got were those that
the other Allies had rejected. If this ar-
rangement was distasteful, the Americans
were at liberty to provide their own.

In an angle of the ravine was a tent made
of slickers and shelter halves, in which were
three men. One of them was huge of frame,
the second medium size, and the third was
very, very small,

“I hope we don’t move today,” said the
second man, “It’llbepretty wetlayin’ wire.”

“Ves,” said the long man, “and it'll be

hot too. You notice there’s lots more growl

* from them Jerries the last twelve hours.

They run just about as far as they’re goin’

to, you wait and see. We'll probably run
into a good big scrap ome of these days.
Then H'I’ Joe’ll get a chance to use that gun

'”

he’s always clea.m
~ The third man,thesqna.llone,grirmed,
but made no reply. He was cleaning a re-
volver that had had most of the blueing
rubbed off it by long continued polishing.
He had black eyes and straight black. hair
like a horse’s mane. An observer with a
knowledge of such things would have said
that there was a dash of Indian blood in
him.

“What the —— is the matter with those
—— cooks,” complained the first speaker.
“Do you realize we haven’t had a meal
since we got here?”

“Ferget it, Russell, we’ll get somethin’
a.fterawlnle The Amencan army ain't
goin’ to starve to deal

“T don’t know what will stop ’em, by
——, I don't!”

A fourth man crawled under the shelter,
all in a rush, so that he jarred one of the sup-
porting sticks loose and a stream of water
cascaded down on Russell. There was a
burst of language, which may be summa-
rized, for the sake of decency, as an inquiry
of the newcomer as to the whereabouts of
the fire he was going to.

“I just come in off the line,” the new-
comer said; “and I was in kind of a hurry to
get in out the wet. I'd like to catch some
sleep. I been fixin’ breaks all night. Lem-
me tell you things are in one awful jamb.
We was outta touch with the doughboys all
night, and no one knows where any one else
is. We’'ll be getting an awful kick in the
nose one of these days, believe me!”

He reached into his shirt.

“I got a souvenir, though. I was prowlin,
round one of them German gun-pits, all
wicker shell-cases an’ holes in the ground’
an’ I found this.”

He produced a German pistol, a little
rusty, but still very serviceable. Little Joe
was all attention at once, his eyes snapping
and his hand extended.

‘“Lemme ook at it, Ruby.”

The other man handed it
plained:

“It’s got a rearsxghton 1t,yuhsee,an
all these little gimmicks an’ wheels do

it over and ex-
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somethin’, Then there’s a stock goes with
xtsoyoueanuseltasanﬂe I don’t know
how it works, but I can puzzle it out.”
Little Joe turned the gun over in his
hand, keeping the muzzle always in the air,
in case of accident, and showing in his small

face much the same interest and desire that

an art-lover does before a masterpiece.

Russell broke the spell. -

“Be careful of that —— thing, it’s liable
to tnrn loose and ruin the whole lot
of us.”

*Joe reluctantly returned the pistol to its
owner, who put it back in his shirt and*be-
gan to manufacture a cigaret, out of paper
-that had come in a‘hard-tack can. The
shelter was small for the four of them,and
Russell’s looks at the new-comer, said so
ver:'ll plainly. This last seemed to care not
at all.

“My dearest an’ only wish,”” said he, “is
to be able to smoke a good cigar. How
about it, Perry?”

“I don’t crave cigars none,” said Perry,
who was so long that his legs had to stick
out in the rain because there was no room
for them inside, “but I'd like to wrap my-
self around a nice big steak with onions and
a bushel o’ French fries. I could make a
meal on that steak right now.”

Russell peered out at the raln and the
cold chow gun.

“If I could get hit through the flesh of my
leg, or get enough gas to get by the doctor
on, I'd never ask any more favors of any-
body,” said he.

There_was a moment-of silence.

“If you feels that way now, when you
ain’t been up more than since yesterday
afternoon, how you goin’ to feel when you
been at it a week, like the rest of us?”’ asked
Perry. “ThJS is the eighth day we been in
this scrip, an’ let me tell you, boy, it’s a he-
man’s scrap, but the other kind that’s in it
better not sound off none too loud, lessen
they crave a whole lot of partxcular——

“Everybody’s remarked but you, Joe,”
said Ruby, to relieve the tension, ‘“what
would make you happy?”’

“I aims,” sa.:d Little Joe, “to git me one

o’ them Lugers

4€ o that, three of them listening to the
L far-off shelling and trying to dodge
the leaks in the roof, and the fourth mer-
rily pursuing an elusive spot of rust in his

CONVERSATION fell flat after

gun barrel. A voice called from the far side
of the ravine—
“Oh, Li’?’ Joe, oh, Li’’ Joe, come over an’

| help us take this breech-block down.”

The gunners were cleaning the pieces, and
were evidently in difficulties. Joe put his
gun carefully away and went out.

“What’s that guy horning in with the
telephone men for?”” asked Russell. “He’s
a mechanic, isn’t he?”’

“He’s a friend of mine,” said the big man,
as if that settled it. “His name’s Mark
Joseph, an’ they calls him Little Joe.”

“He’s a queer little kid, ain’t he,” said
Ruby. “Always cleanin’ his gun, or helpin’
some one clean theirs, or taking down a
breech-block for some lazy gun crew. He’s
bugs over firearms; he’d be a non-com, if he

“He ain’t dumb,” replied Perry. “He
never went to school. He’s one of them
ridge-runners from Kentucky, and never
had a chance toos:) anything but hunt all
his life. His old man got into a shoetin’
scrape, an’ had to hide out. , Joe used to
keep watch up in a tree while his old man
tended the fields, so’s gome one wouldn’t
creep up on him an’ plug a hole in him.
That kid could shoot ’fore he could walk.
He’s scared to death some one’ll laugh at
him, that’s the reason he never says nothin’.
Him an’ me was in the mill together doewn
at Shelby, an’ I wouldn’t let the other pris-
oners pick on him. That’s how come he
dticks around me all the time.”

“How’d he get in the army?”

“His old man died, an’ he didn’t have
anywhere else to go.”

“The guy that him must have
been short-sighted. He’s four inches under
height, I’ll bet.”

“Aw, you know those birds. Anything
that can walk an’ stop a bullet gets by in
war-time.”

Conversation la.ngmshed Perry went
out, and Ruby fell fast asleep where he sat
against the bank. Russell looked out at the
rain and cursed horribly because he had
been fool enough to leave the horse-lines

,wasn’t so dumb.”

-and go up to the front, instead of staying

safely back of the lines. This was his sec-
ond day up, and he was beginning to realize
that war was a dirty, disagreeable, sleep-
less, hungry job, with an unclean death
and a hasty burial as the most probable
reward.

. A fog swept down and gathered on



6 Adventure

ev&ytlnng with a wet clamminess and a
most disagreeable chill.

“Everybody wear their sidearms,” called
the captain from somewhere in the mist.
“Hurry up with those guns; get ’em cleaned
up and prepare for dire%to(?re." With all
touch lost with everybody,- enemy and
friend, it would be well to make prepara-
tioms for a counter-attack. There was no
answering thrill of excitement from the men
at these orders. They had no desire to
fight off a crowd of rough Huns, with pis-
tols. They crouched silently under what
shelter they could find and thought hope-
lessly of the chances of getting a good
wound. The word was around that due
to a shortage of food there would be no
breakfast.

THE tall man, Perry, walked down
E 2 the ravine to a covered cart, a piece
of rolling material called a fourgon

where the telephone detail kept its wire and
instruments. He waved his hand to Joe as
he went by the guns. Perry was in charge
of the detail, and Russell and Wrublofski,
yclept Ruby, were wire-stringers. Under
the wagon were two more telephone men,
kids too young to have a beard, as their
smooth cheeks testified, and a third man
older than the other two, and fat. None of
the three heard Perry’s approach

“Tell me, dice, who takes the shells out
the caisson? Not five, dice, not five.
What’s three f'm seven dice? Add’n’ sub-
tract, dice! What’s three f'm seven?”

A seven rolled upward on the blanket.

“You confuses them dice,” said the fat
man, . “hollerin’ seven at ’em all the time.
Shoot the twenty.”

“I’m clean,” said one of the kids sadly.

“So’m I,” said the other.

“Well, here’s some more jack,” and the
fat man handed them each twenty matches.

“Come outta that,” said Perry. “Get
the —— back to the horses where you be-
long. No one rolls bones under this cart
but telephone men.”

The fat man crawled out.

“Needn’t be so hard-boiled about it,” he
muttered.

“Shut up,” said Perry, “or I'll box your
ears.”

The fat man went away.

“I told you kids not to shoot any more
‘jaw-bones’ with that bird. You’ll never
draw any pay if you don’t quit. Hop in the

cart, sow, and lug out some of. that wire.
How many shovels we got? We're liable to
have to dig a dugout if we move up today.”

Little Joe came down from where he had
been working on the guns.

“Perry,” said he, “there’s a old gun posi-
tion down the road a piece. Le’s you an’ me
snoop round there a bit. I hones for one o’
them German pistols.”

“The Old Man will have a rush o’ blood
to the head if he sees us go,” replied Perry.
“Well, I ain’t got much to do here, that’s
a cinch!”” He scratched his head a2 minute.

ell, come on, he won’t any more than
hang us.”

The two sneaked off into the fog and came
out on the road down-hill from the battery,
where Joe led the way to where many wheel-
tracks turned into the underbush. Just far
enough back in the bushes so that the place
was well-screened were four shallow pits,
where the Germans had had a battery. The
ground was scarred with newly made shell-
holes, so close that many of them opened
into each other. There were stacks and
stacks of ammunition, all in wicker cases,
some of it exploded, for the shells lay scat-
tered and blackened as if by fire. It was an
eerie place in the fog, for these two artillery-
men could read the story in the mangled
ground and the blackened undergrowth.

“Man, oh man! T'll bet it was warm
here,” exclaimed Perry. ‘“Look at them
shell-holes. Can yuh imagine ’em workin’
the guns, and us beltin’ em for all we were
worth, an’ the ammunition blowin’ up and
every one gettin’ killed and them still
stickin’ to it just the same? Well, I'll hand
it to 'em. They got their guns away, too,
before we got over here.”

Little Joe prowled a while, kicking over
the wicker cases and exploring some shal-
low dugouts that had been the post of com-
mand and the telephone station, but found
nothing but an old boot and the remains of
a blouse, all bloody and torn. The men
that had manned that battery had fought
their fight and got away, what was left
of them, and left no trace but the pits and

" the shell-holes and the ammunition to tell

that they had been there.

There was a hail from the road, at which
both men jumped.

“Waddya want?’’ cried Perry.

“Is there any doughboy outfit around
here? We got a load o’ rations for the
Umpth Infantry.”
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- Rations? The two artillerymen looked
at each other.
v “Joe,” said Perry. “You run like —
up to the battery an’ tell ’em I'm bringing
a load of chow up for them.” .

Joe fled, and Perry went down to the
road. '

“I heard some one scramblin round up
here,” said the driver of the cart, “and I

' t.hought it might be the outﬁt I was lookin’

for.”

“I’ll show you where you can leave that .

chow,” said Perry, ‘“come on with me.”
He started up the road, the cart following
him. S
Little Joe tore into the ravine like a small
whirlwind.

“Scatter round,” he hollered. “Look

“wild there! Chow! Chow! Chow!” ~

-

Though he was ost incoherent from
lack of breath, he finally made himself un-
derstood. Never did hornets hustle from
their nests with half the eagerness that that
battery left tarpaulin and limber and rushed
up to the road. The captain lay under one
of the two fourgons, trying to snatch a little
sleep.; He heard the commotion and the
word, “Chow” many times gepeated. He
bad an idea that something exciting was
about to happen, but being a wise officer he
decided that it could happen without him.

The ration cart stopped suddenly, by
reason of many hands seizing the reins.
Pe faded into the fog.

t’s coming off here?” cried the
dnver Before he could utter another word
the man on the seat with him cried:

“Hey! Get t'—— away from that
beef!”

A hind quarter of beef was shdmg over
the tail-gate, as if it had suddenly come to
life again. Before the driver could utter a
word it was gone. He leaped off the wagon,
to find himself walled in by a great number
of stony-eyed men.

. “Where’s the fire?” they calmly asked
im.

The driver’s companion clambered into
the back of the wagon, cursing excitedly,
and reaching for his gun. At once the cart
swarmed with men. There was the sound
of bleating from their midst, and shortly a
soldier came flying through the air accom-
panied by sacks of potatoes and cans of
corned Bill. His feet struck the ground and
his jaw collided mth a hard fist at the same
moment.

from the military
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“Would yez attack a non-commissioned
officer?” said the top sternly, and drew
back his fist for another sock, but the sol-
dier had fled. ‘

The horse, startled by many slaps and
kicks, departed up the road into the fog at
a gallop, the empty cart swaymg from side
to side.

- ““Go get your horse,” sa.xd the stony-eyed
men, and the poor driver had no recourse
but to obey, swearing in a manner to raise
the hair, and promising them all a visit
lice.

The captain poked his head from under
the fourgon.

“What’i the matter, sergeant,” he asked
the top.

“We just had some rations left us,” said
the first sergeant, with open and honest
countenance.

“Good,” said the captam “Get them
cooked before that man’s officers get back
here.”

A hind qua.rter of beef! Steaks for every
one in the outfit! Potatoes!

“Turn out, guys, every one bear down on
peelin’ spuds, an’ we’ll have French fries!”
The chow gun was stoked until flame poured
from the chimney. The meat was cut up
as if by a machine. Every one began to peel
spuds—they were very wet, so that they
needed no soaking—and happiness reigned.
Into this bustling scene arrived the driver

. of the chow cart with an excited lieutenant,

“Who’s in command here?” he cried.

“I am,” said the executive officer of the
battery. ‘“What can I do for you?”

“You thieves stole the rations for a whole
company,” said the excited one, “and I'm
going to have them back. What do you
mean by robbing my driver? My men
haven’t had any food for two days. Where
is it? Give it back immediately! By ——,
you can’t get away with that.”

The exec. was very sympathetic.

“What makes you think we took your
chow?”?

The lieutenant turned to his companion.

“Wasn’t this the outfit that held you
up?”

“Yes, sir, an’ that big guy grabbed the
horse.”

“What big guy?”

The lieutenant looked in the indicated di-
rection, but could see no one. The big guy
had faded behind the fourgon. From under
the fourgon protruded a pair of boots, with



'8 ~ Adventure

2o rghtly it they ek
— ightly— they

to the battery commander, who was keep-
ing himself clear of entanglements by put-
ting it up to the exec. either to return the
stoben chow or send the looey away satis-
fied.

There was a-smell of frying meat in the
air, and a great amount of spud peelings
about. Also, there were some hundred
armed men, red-eyed and bearded, who
looked as if they would cut an officer’s
throat for the mere joy of doing so.

“There’s one of our boxes!”

The driver pointed to a box of canned
hash that was on the, step of a caisson.
Some one had hung a slicker éver it, but
the slicker had fallen off.

“Let’s look at it,” said the exec. and he -

and the licutenant went toward the lower
end of the ravine to inspect the box.

The driver stayed where he was. The
artillerymen came down and gathered
around him, silently, ominously. They
shut him off entirely from the sight of the
officer. He looked around apprehensively
and started to move away. A foot .re-
bounded from him. A path opened before
him, pointing away from his officer and
toward the road. A rough, hard hand
seized his collar and shook him back and
forth till his eyes hung out. A calloused
finger pointed and a calloused voice said—

“Git!"

He got.

The two lieutenants came back from an
inspection of the box. It was canned hash,
an article of issue through the Army, and
bore no distinguishing mark. The princi-
pal witness was gone.

“He thought he saw a place down the
road where there were some guys that took
his chow,” explained one of the artillery-
men.

The poor infantry officer allowed that he
must have made a mistake and departed
sadly to find the driver of the ravished
ration cart.

The steak continued to broil, and the po-
tatoes to sizzle in the deep bacon fat. The
battery peeled and peeled, and as fast as
a pan full was done, off the stove it went
and a fresh one was put on. Joy was upon
these men. Wet they were, to their very
vitals, and sleepless, and their nerves all
hummmg from the shell-fire of the night
before, but they could inhale the odor of

hrodmgmeat,mdaetbspmlsbd:bling‘
in their greasy bath, a.ndfagetalltheu'
troubles.

B} TWO riders turned off the road and
I3 came down into the ravine. A hag-
4 gard, white-faced officer and lisison
agent from the battalion. The officer spoke
to the captain without dismounting, handed
him some and rode off. The Oid
Man called for the first sergeant.

“How’s the battle, guy?” the battery
asked the liaison man.

“Battle, ——P’ said be. “This ain’t no
battle; this here is a race. The doughboys
runthmughthanwoaisalm@tlong and
never seen a boche There ain’t none;
they’re all gone.”

“We heard that old oil before, when we
was across the river. There wasn’t no Huns
nowhere around. There was jast about
enough to knock the —— outta the French
army, and put a crimp in this division it’ll
never get over.”

There came a bellow from the first ser-

geant.

“Driver-rr-s! Harness up! Cannon-
eerrrr<! March Order-r-r¥! Snap into
it, jump!

"The battery froze, and then began to
move hither and yon, like a chorus in a
musical comedy, after the star has finished
her song. That they must move up, per-
haps to support an attack, and that for
many of them it would be their last fight
made not the slightest impression upon
them. They had been ordered to hook up
and pull out, and there would be no time
for chow. The end of the world would seem
a lesser disaster.

“Put up the chow,” ordered the cap-
tain. ‘“We’ll have it tonight. We haven’t
got far to go, and we’ll have all the better
appetite.” :

So the battery pulled out, the men reel-
ing and staggering along beside the wretched
horses, holding on to limber and caisson to
keep erect, and stamping their feet to stay
awake. To be starved, to be kept from
sleep, to be forced to walk and walk when
sensation had left one’s legs—to be tor-
tured with shot and shell, machine-gun and
bomb, and to die miserably at the last, is a
hard fate. But the man that goes through
it and lives, and then has to go home to find
himself a job, and see how useless it all is in
the end, sometimes enviés the man who dies.
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Mark the devious workings of destiny!
The infantry that the battery was mfoving
up to support was the same outfit from
whom the chow bad been stolen earlier in
the day. The doughboys were to be in posi-
tion at four, ready to jump off. The guns
were to come in shortly after, go into ab-
batage and put over a rolling barrage.
Then the infantry were to clear the heights
of any boche that might be left alive. All
this before dark.

During the night, the hills that command
the road having been cleared, the heavy
artilley would move up, field bospitals would
cross the river and be set up, divisional and
carps headquarters would advance, and
everything would be ready for the forward
movement at daylight.

The infantry had left their packs and
were sitting awaiting the final dispositions
before the attack. Auto riflemen here, one-
pounders up the road a way, a few machine-
guns on the flank. There were some scouts
and a patrol or two out, trying to get in
towch with the enemy. The doughboys
thought of their empty stomachs and
cursed the artillery, for the story of the raid
-on the ration cart had gotten around.

A plane buzzed from nowhere, flying with
the swiftness of a hornet. It ducked at the
road and let fly at the men sitting there.
They scattered, naturally, while their own
machine-guns replied to the airman’s fire.
The rattle of guns seemed overloud. Men
discovered that they were under hostile fire
from the ground as well as from the air.
Rum-jars began to fall, shells clanged, the
—— was to pay generally. “

The Yanks, scattered and disorganized
by the airplane, took cover wherever they
oould and tried to dope out where the fire
was coming from. Since it was coming
frem three sides at once, this was a tough

job. Gradually, without knowing it, they -

began to give ground. A swift duck to a
better tree, a shell-hole that offered good

, thicker brush that would give cover
from the plane that was still circling like a
bazzard.

Then the enemy rushed them. Hooting,
yelling, hurling potato-masher bombs,
Rearly a thousand big Huns fell upon the

, stabbed some, shot some more and
a Jot more prisoner.

After that, what was left of the Yanks

fell back to a ravine on the right flank to

rearganize. The machine-gun fire stopped
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with a suddenness that spoke of irom disci-
pline. Peace descended as if the whole thing
had been a scepe from_some play, and the
cwrtain had just been lowered. What had
bhappened was that the airplane had seen
the artillery, a whole battalion of it, twelve
guns, coming up the road, and had signaled
the enemy troops on the ground, who im-
mediately made preparation for the proper
reception of the new-comers.

Down in the ravine where the infantry
were binding up their wounds, a sergeant
approached an officer who sat with his head
in his bands, cursing the fate that had made
him the sole commissianed survivor of the
battalion.

“Sir,” said the sergeant, “hadn’t we bet-
ter send some one to wam the artillery that
there’s no one in front of them?”

“Dan’t bother me!” said the officer.
the artillery. Let ’em find out for
themselves. They're all full of our foed,
may be they can hold those Huns.”

This officer was the same that had
searched for his stolen chow at the battery
position earlier in the day, so perhaps his
rancor was somewhat justified. Moreover,
he was not quite himself, and any one who
has been policed by Fritz will understand
and sympathize with him, -

.

3 NOW what follows was not a battle,
Bl nor even a counter attack. It wasa
local action, between a battalion of
artillery and an undetermined number of
Germans, probably not very great. Next
morning, back at headquarters, the chief of
division said to a chief of brigade—

“What does this dimple in the line in
front of your sector mean?”

“Oh, that! Why, one of my regiments
ran into a little hard luck last night, that’s
all,” the chief of brigade replied.

Here now is what a little hard luck is like.

The road up which the artillery was ad-
vancing ran along the base of the hills that
bordered the Marne, and then turned north
and wound its way up a ravine, skirted the
base of a hillock, turned west and then north
again, going over the hill. It was this sec-
ond hill that the infantry were to have
cleared. The artillery were to take posi-
tion on the north slope of the hillock, two
batteries in the field and onme in the road.
The hillock connected with a short ridge
that ran east and west. There were woods
to the west of the road and along the ridge,
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but none on the hillock. The second hill was
bare, except for the stamding wheat and a
great block of a farm at the top. .

The artillery came peacefully along the
road, crawling out from the houses of a town
like a snake from its hole. The town was
full of infantry waiting for some one to tell
them where to go, and rolling kitchens and

ns of one kind or another that had lost
their outfits. After the guns came the tele-
phone fourgon, with Per?r and his wire-
stringers, and little Joe, following it. They
noticed that there seemed to be an unusual
number of walking wounded about, and the
farther they went the more of the backwash
of battle they saw.

“They look as if they’d been havmg a
real fight,” remarked Russel.

“Hey, guy,” called Perry to a passing
- group of doughboys, all mud and with their
clothes in rags. “How’s it comin’ up
there?”

“Rotten!” they answered in chorus.

“That there guy’s got one of them new

automatic rifles,” said Little Joe. “I wisht
I could fall out an’ look at it.””-

“Better not,” Perry advised. “Yuh
might get yourself in a jam.”

Little Joe sighed and marched on, look-
ing back regretfully over his shoulder.

There was a horrible stench of carrion
that grew stronger as the battery advanced.
As the column rounded a curve the source
of the smell came into view. There was a
German battery in a clump of pines, all
blasted and torn, by shell-fire. Corpses,
blackened by the sun, were piled in heaps
around the guns, and the torso of a man
hung in one of the trees.

“I suppose they were to cover the men
puttmg the pontoons together,” said Pe;

“and got caught by the counter barrage.
Hot dog! Smell the sauerkraut!”

Joe marked the spot in his mind. He
meant to come down there sometime, smell
or no smell, and examine the breech mech-
anism of the German guns, and see if there
were any Lugers lying around loose.

The guns turned the corner at the foot of
the hillock, and the leading battery swung
off the road.

A lieutenant rode up from the rear of the
column.

“Do you see any signs of the infantry?”
he asked.

“No,” replied the captain, “but they
must be in the wheat somewhere.”

“Are you sure this is the place?”

TRe captain compared his map with some
of the prominent features of the

“This is the place all right,” said he, “‘So
let’s unlimber and get into action. We
ought to fire in fifteen minutes,”

The troops unlimbered, B battery on the
left of the line, A batbery—thﬂe Joe’s—
next, and C battery in the road.

The sergeants set up their goniometers
and began to line up the ; the cannon-
eers started te dig holes for the trail spades.
Most of the limbers got away quickly and
were taken around back of the little hill,
where the wagons had been left. '

At the guns all was in readiness, C bat-
tery had even got away one shot. Midway
between the guns and the top of the hillock,
Little Joe sat on his heels wondering if he
would be able to inspect the German bat-
tery the next day. Perry was laying a line
from the guns to where the post of com-
mand would be, on the far side of the hill.
Ruby and Russel were preparing to start
off to the battalion P. C. with another line,
The captain and the first sergeant had their -
heads togetlier over a map.

Across the road, in the wheat ﬁeld, camen
a tapping like an ‘orchestra leader, mﬁmg
for attention. Every head weént up. en,
like the opening chord of an overture, a
clattering roar that stopped the blood in
one’s veins. The first sergeant and the cap-
rain rushed up the hill without a word.

The top seized the captain and jerked
him to one side as a limber galloped by,
horses nderless and one of the teamn
down and%dragging. They took one look
at the battalion.

“Lie down, sorr,” said the first sergeant,
his brogue becoming thicker as his agitation
increased. ‘’Twill do the lads no good to
get yourself kilted now. ’Twas all done in
a minute. They niver knew phwat hit
thlm ”

He led the capta.m back down the slope
where there were some pallid soldiers
ered, telephone men, a few drivers, and one
or two gunners that had been away from
their guns when the firing started.

At the first rattle, Little Joe went to
cover behind a rock. He watched the gun-
ners swept from their seats as if with a
broom; he saw others who had not been hit
at the first fire run back up the hill, and
watched them shot down like rabbits as
they ran. The gunner of the first piece
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feaned his head down on the breech, as if
he was tired, then very, very, slowly,
slipped from his seat and dt in the
grass under the trail. The body of the ex-
ecutive officer hung over the shield of the
second piece, where he had been lining up
the sights.

Joe looked aroand the other side of his
rock to see if there was anything in sight to
shoot at, but there was nothing but a slight
haze that had risen from the wheat.

After a time the fire slackened a little,
and the men looked questioningly at the
captain.

“There’s nothing we can do,” he said
Joudly, “but wait until it gefs dark,eand
thenperhapswemaythinkofsomethingto

He looked rather white about the lips, for
he was filled with a burming rage. Some
one was responsible for this thing; there was
a mistake somewhere, but it was not his,
he was sure of that.

“Those Huns must be right across the

road from us. Every one keep his side--

arms handy, in case they rush us.”

“It won’t get dark,” said the top. ‘“There’s
a full moon.”

Little Joe suddenly appeared among

“Dld you see what happened?” said the
Old Man.

“Yes, sir,” sa.id Joe. “That there wheat
is full of ]emts, an’ they done shot up all
the battery.”

His voice shook a little, for, though he had
seen men killed in his day, and perhaps ac-
counted for one or two himself, the sudden
destruction of an entire battery in the space
of a few minutes had unnerved him. And
then he was but a boy, after all.

“Do you think any got away?”’

Joe shook his head, and the captain
Jooked off up the valley, where he could
see the smoke from some German ration
dumps burning.

““They must be still going,” said he, “or
they wouldn’t be burning their supplies.”

“I wish they’d stop shootin’,” muttered

Joe. “They’ll ruin every sight in the bat-
tery ”

So then they sat there, in the gathering
dusk, and thought of the disaster that had
overtaken them, and wondered if any of the
gunners were still alive, and how long it
would take Fritz to exterminate the whole
battalion at the rate he was going.

| THE position of the survivors was
perilous in the extreme. They were

| on the reverse slope of the hill, which
protected them from machine-gun fire, but
not from the desultory shelling that was
being kept up by the boche artillery. Very
probably it was one lone piece that was do-
ing it all, but its crew made the most of
their opportunity and scattered their shells
all up and down both sides of the hill, so
that it seemed as if several batteries were

firing.

The shells sounded much like a roller
coaster, a long slow rumble as of a car going
up an incline, a pause at the summit, then
a shrieking rush down the slope, endmg
w1th a tremendous whang!

“——! Where did that one go?”

‘Then plaintive cries:

“First aid! First aid!”

Then the men would crane their necks.

“Who is it?  Who is it?”’ they whispered.
And the question that all of them had in
their hearts was——

- “Who’s next?”

S-rovosk wang! Every one cast himself to
earth.

“Over in the trees,” said the Old Man,
spitting out a mouthful of grass he had bit-
ten off in order that he might get closer to
the ground.

“Hear any one holler?”

They all listened. No sound. Then two
men appeared in the growing dusk carrying
a third.

“It’s Perry,” said they, simply, and laid
him where the telephone men crouched by
their coils of wire.

A hospital corps man appeared and began
to cut away the wounded man’s breeches.
The rest looked on with tight lips, then
gazed into space as the ripping knife laid
bare a hip from which the muscles hung in
a great flap. The first-aid man pointed si-
lently and began to unroll a bandage.

“You'll have a black and blue spot on
your leg tomorrow,” said he to the wounded
man. “This ain’t hardly enough to waste
puttin’ iodin on.”

“Im gettin’ awful weak, fellers,”
Perry.

No one answered him. Little Joe began
to weep. The first aid man reached around
and felt under Perry’s blouse a moment,
then rolled up his bandage and put it back
in the pouch again.

“He’s gone,” he said.

said
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There was no sound but Little Joe’s sob-
bing. .

The captain came suddenly to life.

“Well, get him out of here! What the
—— do you mean by letting him die here?
And you two idiots—"’ turning to the two
that had brought the wounded man in—
“Haven’t you any more brains than to
bring 2 man down here when he’s all blown
to bits and this outfit ready to take foot in
hand and go clean to — into Spain any
minute? What are the rest of you sitting
around with your thumb in your mouth for?
D’yuh know there’s a war on? Up on to
your feet and do a little work! You three
men, down to the fourgon and get all the
plcks and shovels there-are there. Bring
‘em up here! Wrublofski and Russell!
Telephone men, you call yourselves, and
you haven’t laid a foot of wire since we got
here. How d’you think I’'m going to talk to
the battalion? With a megaphone? On
your way! Lay the wire straight out along
the ridge for about five hundred yards, and
then turn square and go down the side.
The battalion P. C. is in the big white house
as you enter the town. If I don’t get into
communication in fifteen minutes I’ll have
your hides nailed to a tree.”

WRUBLOFSKI and Russell picked
Fla up their coil of wire and started off
4 unrolling it slowly. They kept
well under the edge of the ridge and crawled
along as silently as they might.
“I wonder if Perry knew he was dying?”
- said Russell finally.

“I guess not,” answered Kuby “He
never said nothin’ about angels or any-
thing like that the way guys are supposed
to when they’re kickin’ off. He just felt
weak and he was dead.”

“I never saw any one die before,” said
Russell.

“Well, you don’t need to cry about

it, you’ll see plenty more of ’em before

morning.”

“—— you, don’t you laugh at me, or I'll
knock your can off.”

“All right, now, we come out here to lay
wire, an’ not to fight, an’ the quicker we get
it done, the quicker you an’ me gets into the
cellar, Let’s go.”

It was by now quite dark, but the moon
made objects seen almost as easily as if it
were yet day.

The two crept slowly along, for wire

takes a long time to lay, especially if one
has to duck every other minute to dodge a
shell. By the time they got intp the trees,
the shells came less frequently. Jerry could
probably see rthat there were men in the
open space on the hill, and he’d naturally
pay them the most attention. He did not
forget, however, that there might be men
in the woods.

“Let’s get our breath a minute,” said

Ruby. “This wire is breakin’ the arm off
me.”
“Why the —— we can’t use wire like the

Frogs do, I can’t see,” said Russell, drop-
ping the coil he was carrying. “Those
bingds can carrya mile or so of it in their
pocket. We ought to have a truck to do this
work.”

The French used very thin wire for com-
munication work, hardly thicker -than
thread, while the Americans used heavy in-
sulated -cable. The reason was that the
French had prepared for war in time of
peace, and that the Americans had not, so
they were forced to use what they had, and
the poor soldier suffered, not the cheese-
paring congressman nor the ranting pacifist
who was responsible.

Russell took eff his tin hat and sat
on it.

“Your putt string is untied,” said he,

Ruby leaned over to bind up the tape of
his puttee. Bang/ Swish! A thin patter
of falling leaves and twigs. Ruby hugged
the. ground and tried to flatten himself as
much as possible. He %knew his time had
come. Shrapnel had made that tremendous
bang, and the swish was a bucketful of
leaden hunting eagerly for some Yank
among whom they might distribute them-
selves.

A man had not much to fear from high
explosive shell if he lay down on the ground
and kept his nerve, because his chances on
being struck by anything but a direct hit
were small, but he that was under shrapnel
fire, and had no overhead covet, such a one
had the chance of a celluloid supply ser-
geant in Hades.

One shell, that was all. Just a reminder to
whomever mlght be in those woods that the
Imperial German Army was on the job.
When it appeared that there were to be no
more aerial firecrackers Ruby arose and
pulled his gas mask back into place from
where it had lodged under his rigit arm

"during his flattening efforts.
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“I hope we don’t no more of them,
Russ,” said he. gt

Then his heart turned to a lump of ice.
The. other man was ying on his back, under
a little bush, and his white face stared si-
lently up at Ruby.

“Did they getcha, old feller?”’ cried the
telephone man.

No need to drop to his knees, no need tc
feel under Russ’ blouse for heart beats, the
other man was dead. , Tin hats were made
" to wear and not to sit on.

-~ Ruby began to run back along the wire,
sobbing silently to himself. He had no
thought but te get away from that thing
under the bush.

“They got him and never touched me,”
he kept repeating to himself while he stum-
bled along.

The double shock of having a comrade
kifled by one’s side and of escaping death by
an inch onesef has upset steadier minds
than that poor wire-strmger’s.

Suddenly he stopped. He had been sent
to lay wire, and he was quitting on the job.
‘That wire had to be laid. There were men
on that hillside whose lives depended on
him. Then, though his mind shrank at the
thought of those lonely woods, and of being
wounded and left to die miserably out there
alone under the trees, he turned back and,
picking up the coil, slungxtoverhxsshoul—
gie;andwenton,su-n@ngnbehmd
The wire caught on tree-roots and under
bushes. 1t tangled itself and snarled itself
and got under Ruby’s feet and tripped him,
so that what with the labor of stringing the
wire and carrying the coil unassisted, and
the horror of those woods and the terror of
sudden death that was upon him, he is
hardly to be blamed for not noticing that
thre moon was no longer visible except when
he turned around to clear the wire from
some (?lace where it had caught on the

“Am’t I never goin’ to get out o’ these
woods,” he muttered, wiping the sweat out
of his eyes.

Before him was an opening in the woods,
perhaps ten yards across, piled with fag-
gots that the French had cut for their Win-
ter fuel and left to dry. The fire-places for
which those twigs had been gathered were
buried under heaps of shattered masonry
now, or ground into powder by shell-fire.
The soldier hurried across the clearing, the
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coill getting Fighter, as he laid more and
more wire. Some men stepped -out from
behind a pile of faggots. -

“Hey, guys,” he called, “How far's the
town—arrgh, you Dutch —

His hand leaped to his gun but the flap

caught on the button so that he could not

draw the weapon. The men leaped on him
and gathered him to their bosoms. Con-
fused, shaken to his heart’s core by Rus-
sell’s dwth he had turned down the wrong
slopeandlandtbewu'enghtmtotheGer
man lines,

P BACK where the survivors of the bat-

\ tery were digging in, the machine-gun

) fire and light shelling had ceased. In
their place was a methodical bormbardment
of the Marne with freight cars, motor-
trucks, stationary boilers, steam-rollers and
other hardware. The first one started way,
way, back, sounding like the beginning of
a skyrocket cheer at a football game, clat-
tered by overhead and fell into the river
with a glorious roar. “——’ said the cap-
tain. “What was that?”

“ *T'was a whole train, kettle, rattlers and
buggy, that Fritz was after throwin’ in the
Marne,” said the top. * ’Tis the pontoons
he’s huntin’ for.”

Another column of water leaped to the
heavens, a little farther down the stream,
and the watchers involuntarily ducked as if
they feared they might get wet, for all that
the river was a mile below them. The hole-
digging was suspended while the new form
of shredded death was observed.

The enemy was firing by map. That is,
he had no idea of where the pontoon bridges
were, so that he shelled up and down the
course of the river, like some giant walking
along the center of the stream, pounding
down his feet at every step with an enor-
mous splash. Clear down around the bend
the bursts went, then turned and came ma-
jestically up-river again, a bellowing roar
that echoed all up and down the valley, the
sudden tower of water, glittering in the
moon, scarce falling back before another

leaped up a few hundred yards up the
stream.

The artillerymen looked on with small
enjoyment. One of those things might fall
short, to the utter destruction and eradica-
tion of the hill on which they were sitting.

- “Perhaps,” began the captain in a lodd
voice, “if we had one of those guns on this
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side of the hill, we might be able to do some-
thing with it. Joseph, duck down to the
fourgen and bring up the picket line. Get
some of the drivers to help you bring it back
here. Now—" after Little Joe had de-
parted— “I’d like a non-commissioned offi-
cer and two or three men to volunteer to go
over the hill and hook that rope on to one
of the guns. Then we’ll pull it over here
where we want it.”’

At once each of his hearers tried to be the
first one to say nothing. Some shivered ever
so slightly, for the night was growing cold.
There was a long silence.

“The non-com that goes will get the D.
S. C.” said the captain. He looked around.
One of the observation detail feigned sleep.
Two other non-coms regarded the moon.
The instrument sergeant swallowed hard.

“Yuh needn’t look at me,” quoth he., “I
wouldn’t: go over that hill for medals
enough to sink the Leviathan.”

Little Joe and some others arrived with
the picket line. Then up and spake a cor-
poral named Britton. :

“I’ll go, Captain,” said he.

With him went a little Jew named Marks,
and a man named Culp, from Georgia, who
could neither read nor write, and probably
., had no idea what he was doing. There were
alse two men from C battery, whose names
no one knew. They crawled cautiously up
the slope dragging the rope after them and
disappeared over the edge.

The rope continued to run out, like a
great snake. The men watched it with a hor-
rified feeling about their hearts. When it
stopped for a moment, they held their
breath. They tried to figure how far the
volunteers had gone from the amount of
rope that had run out, but no one remem-
bered the original size of the coil.

Plop! A flare hung like an arc-light, just
visible over the hill. It had been fired to
light the opposite slope. There wasa sudden
wild hammeringof guns. Asecond flare went
up. The firing became intétmittént, fihally
ceased. Eagerly every eye went to the rope.
It lay motionless. The men listened to the
pounding of their hearts and silently prayed
that that thing of hemp might move.

It took on, for the moment, a living per-
sonality. They wanted to fall on it with
their fists, to kick and bite it into some signs
of life, to make it wriggle once more up the
‘hill and into the blackness on the other side.
It made no movement.

“Git on wid that diggin’,” said the top
fiercely. “Let’s have somewheres to go
whin they start shellin’ again.”

A voice spoke from somewhere. |

“Well, Britton’s folks will be proud of
his D. S. C. anyway.” -

‘“Pull back that rope,” said the captain,
“and get it out of sight.”

A shell burst in the river with a new
sound, a crunching snarl. Faint, far-off
shouting, and many, black specks bobbing
in the water. -

“I guess they got a bridge,” said seme
one.

The men sat silently, each busy with his
own thoughts, each one feeling that he
would never see the light of day again.

“Can you get any one on that telephone?”
the captain asked after a while.

.One of the men went over to where the
instrument was propped against a small
tree. He ground at the crank and then lis-
tened at the receiver.

* “The wires are dead,” he said.

“They’ve been gone a long time,” said
the captain to himself. “I wonder if they
got through. - Here, Joseph,” he called,
“follow up this wire, and see what hap-
pened to those two men that were supposed
to lay it. If the wire isn’t in to the battal-
ion, go on and tell the major how things
are going up here. And then come back.
Understand? Come back here. That cellar
is probably full, anyway.”

Little Joe drew his revolver and put it
between the buttons of his blouse, back of
his gas mask, where he could get it in a
hurry. He picked up the wire and followed
it quite easily, walking along and letting it
run through his hand. The moonlight fil-
tered through the trees in a shivery manner
that gave an unearthly appearance to every
clump of bushes or tree ‘trunk that its rays
fell upon. The ordinary soldier would have
died fifty deaths and been taken a pris-
oner ten times for every twenty yards he
went, alone in those moonlit woods, but Joe
was. 2 hunter, and the woods at night held
no terrors for him.

| THE wire began to work gradually
uphill,sot.hat]oehad to go more
cautiously. He stumbled over Rus-
sell’s body. The bush shaded it now, so
that Joe could not see the face.
.. “Where is you-all hit?”’ he whispered.
There was no answer. A tug at the wire
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shewed that it Tan some distance beyond the
‘body, 50 it was .dear that .one of the men
had kept .en. Joe bent down for a closer
m and in doing so teuched ‘the .ather’s

“He’s dead,” he muttered to. himself,
“dmad an’ cold. I 'spec’ somethin’s hap-
pened to Ruby, too.”

He picked up the wire and began to fol-
Tow it again, but not walking as he had be-
fore. He flitted from dark spot to dark
spot like a shadow, silently, carefully, as if
%e were stalking game in his native moun-
tains. Now and again he would stop to
Tisten, but he heard no sound other than the
falling of the shells in the Marne, and dis-*
tant firing where the infantry were fighting
on tthe right and left.

The wire no longer ran evenly, but in
curves and loops and great zigzags. When
Joe .came to the place where Ruby had
twmmed the wrong way, he squatted on his
beels and thought deeply for 2 long while.

“Mebbe,” said he, “I can get me a Luger
out of this.”

Then he took his revolver from his hlouse
and began to follow the wire again, a foot
at atime, very slowly, straining his ears for
some sound that would give him warning of
the .enemy.

“The guns of the battery were on the nerth
slope of a hill that ran east and west. The
main German force was on the opposite
slope, the machine-guns echeloned all the
way up so that .each gun comnmanded the
one in front. On the crest of the second hill
was the German field-gun where the gun-
ners could employ direct fire; that is, they
could see what they were supposed to shoot
at, and did not have to play with maps and
do problems in trigonometry before they
could open fire.

All this was leamed when the men went
over the ground the next day, after the
enemy had retreated.

A road curved around the hill on which
the Americans were, and went directly
north, skirting the woods to the west. Due
to the conformation of the ground, this
soad was dead space, so far as the enemy
was concerned. Dead space is ground that
can not be reached by fire, either because
there is some natural obstruction, or be-
cawse the guns can not be depressed suffi-
ciently to cover it. Therefore, and this is
the important part, two guns had been
pinced in the weods, just west of the bend in
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the toad, s0 that they swept the zoad
throughout its length.

Probably these gummers had orders not
to fire except in case of a general attack, as
otherwise they would give away their posi-
tion and might be captured by an energetic
raiding-party. That there were neither
raiders nor e in the American lines
that night had nothing to do with it. It
was into these guns that Ruby had gene,
and the foregoing was the only reason that
could be assigned for the fact that he wasn't
fired at, instead of being taken.

The enemy withdrawal began several
hours before daybreak, in order to be well
under way before it was light-enough for bel-
loan or airplane observation. The two guns
in the woods would be the first to go, and a
messenger went down to them to order them
back. A cautious nudge, a few silent mo-
tions, and the crews prepared to take down
their guns and sneak back across the read
into the wheat.

Now these two guns were of different
types, ane was a big ‘water-caoled affair
that was to take the bulk of the work of
covering the road, and the other was a light
one, so that its crew could pick it up and
run around in the woods with it, wherever
there might be need for them to drive back
any flanking parties, leaving the big gun
free to do its work on the road.

The big one was to go first, but it stuck
while it was being dismounted, and mmny
precious minutes were wasted before it fin-
ally came free from its mounting, for its
crew dared not hammer it. Everything in
the withdrawal was run by clockwork, so
that the guns up the hill began to go away
one after the other, without waiting for the
crews from the woods to show up.

The men in the woods knew that this
would happen, and were beginning to have
healthy fears of being left behind, so that
when they got the big gun down, the men
that belonged to it took it and themselves
away at a most lively gait. The lighter gun
was to remain behind, with three men, for
fifteen minutes, and then come away in its
turn. An unleroffizier stayed with it to see
that its crew waited the full time befere
leaving.

A determined advance by the Americans
would catch all the guns in the wheat un-
prepared, probably capture them, and open
up a bad hole in the German line. If such
an advance were made, machine-gun fire

-
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from the flank would slow i up consider-
ably, and it was for this purpose that the
light gun remained behind.

The Germans lay there in the holes they
had dug to protect themselves from shell
fire, until théir time was almost up, when
the unteroffizier went out to the flank a lit-
tle way to take one last look before he gave
the order to depart.

Little Joe cautiously raised his head. He
had followed the wire down to the edge of
the glade, where he had come on the coil
that Ruby had flung down. Joe had heard
the Germans taking dowf the big gun and
made up his mind that Ruby was dead and
that these men had killed him, He could
hear the men panting and swearing in their
guttural language, and once he got a
glimpse of a coal-scuttle helmet against the
white of the road. He started to crawl
nearer. Man, for all he is the biggest of big
game, is the most easily stalked of any, for
his nose is not so keen, his hearing so sharp,
nor his eyesight so clear, as the lowliest
scuttler alongﬁhe woodland runways.

Joe, who had kept his home in meat
Winter after Winter with his rifle alone, had
not the slightest fear of discovery. Be-
sides, the enemy had other things to think
about. Shortly there was the faint tread of
the first gun-crew getting away, and Joe de-
cided then that a Luger would shortly come
into his possession.

He had seen the umleroffizier walk out into
the clear space and thought that he was the

only German left. Carefully, carefully, he = hill

began to work around the outer edge of the
glade, dodging from one stack of faggots to
the next, inching along to get between the
unteroffizier and the enemy lines. Joe had
no thought of shooting. He intended to
arise suddenly and insert his revolver into
the German’s stomach, and then march him
back to the battery.

The unteroffizier suddenly got up and be-
gan to walk directly at Joe. Joe immedi-
ately rose to his feet. Three Germans stood
up with him, not two feet away. One of
them swung the machine gun over his shoul-
der, turned and saw the shape of Joe’s tin
hat against the gleam of the road. He gave
a startled cry and struck at Joe with the
machine-gun. Joe, all shocked and startled
as he was, fired his revolver into the Ger-
man’s body. )

The man collapsed, the machine-gun
crashing into the underbrush. The other

-
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two, their nerves jumpy after their night-
long vigil, thought the whole Yank Army
was upon them and fled instantly, Joe
speeding them with a couple of bullets.
There was a silénce and Joe marveled that
he was still alive.

“Whole hawg or none now,” he thought.
“Le’s see how many they is.”

He took off his tin hat and hurled it
against a tree. There was only one gun
that blazed in the direction of the sound.
Joe fired twice at the flash and listened.
There was a thrashing sound from the
bushes and a little coughing moan. Joe
waited a minute or two and then began to
reload his gun.

Up on the hill, the retreating
heard the firing and were disturbed thereby.
It was not heavy enough to be an attackof
any consequence, but then, one never could
tell. They hurriedly set up a gun again,
trained it on the woods where the firing was,
and shot off a belt, sweeping the gun back
and forth, to take in lots of ground. The
bullets rattled among the faggots, and some
of them swept Joe from his feet, where he
crouched reloading his revolver.

When the first shock of it was over, Joe
had several cheering thoughts. First, he
had avenged Ruby; second, he was wounded
and would shortly go back to a hospital
where he need do nothing but sleep and eat;
and third, the men he had shot were all the
Germans there were in that place, else
there would have been no firing from the

The most cheering of all was that the last
man he had killed had shot -at him with a
pistol, for Joe had seen it in his hand, when
he was coming down the path. Here then,
was the Luger on which he had set his
heart, and he began to drag himself across
the intervening space to where the umier-
offizier lay. He did have a pistol, sure
enough, still clutched in his hand, and Joe
picked it up. He felt of it a second or two
and then laid it down again.

His hand explored the dead man’s waist.
The unteroffizier had on a web belt, of Ameri-
can make and pattern, and the gun Joe had
taken from his hand was a .45 caliber revol-
ver, such as was issued to the American
Army. Little Joe suddenly realized that
he was growing weak and that his legs were
beginning to pain him terribly.

“I reckon he musta got that gun off
Ruby,” said Little Joe, and then he rolled

Getmans‘
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over and began to apply a first-aid ba.nda.ge
to his wounded leg.

Back on the hill, the captain began to
wonder about the men he had sent to lay
the wire, and whether Little Joe had got
through or not. ~

THE machine-guns could not get
them, if they stayed on their own
side of the hill, and the shelling had
been confined to the open spaces, The
captain’s conscience reproached him. He
shouldn’t have sent that kid off alone.
He consulted the top.

“What do you suppose happened to those
men we sent to lay the wire?”’

“I can give a guess, sir. Thim two first
ones found a good hole, and that imb of a
Joseph finds them in it, and the three av
them v-pends the mght there, smokin’
cigarets an’ 1hmkmgupagoodhetotellm
the mornin’.” -

A mist began to rise, and the smell of the
commgdawnwasmt.heaxr By the time
one realized that the night was over, it was
very nearly daylight. A confusion of sounds
came from the fog, so varied and faint that
it was impossible to tell what they were.

“What the —— is this?” muttered the
artillerymen.

The noise was from the river-side, so that
they were not as disturbed as if it had come
from the other side of the hill, where the
enemy was. Men suddenly appeared,
many of them, for all the world like a crowd
leaving the bleachers after a baseball game
and streaming across the field. Doughboys
they were, with no packs and their bayon-
eted rifles slung over their shoulders. “Cho-
cho” men, machine-gunners, first aid men,
rifie men, Frog interpreters, coming out of
the mist and disappearing up the hill.

A whistle blew, and they halted and
dropped to their knees. They were fresh
troops, for they were all cleanly shaven,
and their uniforms were whole. In a day
or so, no tramp, however depraved, would
own one of them as a companion. The
American uniform was weak in the seat and
knees, so that a man’s underwear would be
waving in the breeze the second day he was
in action. _

“What outfit you guys out of?’’ asked an
artilleryman.

“This is the Steenth Division,” said
one of the knecling men. “We're shock
g
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There was a gust of laughter at this from
the artillerymen.

“You'll get shocked all right, when you
get over that hill.”

“Where yuh been shockin* at?” asked
another.

“Up in Lorraine.”

“Lorraine? That’safineold ladies’ home.”

“No, it ain’t; it’s a fightin’ sector; they
don’t sit around up there with shovels in
their mitts.”

“We got them shovels to bury you guys
with,” replied the artillerymen.

A whxstle, and the infantry were on their
feet again. The last of them disappeared.

“The Jerries are gone,” said the captain
loudly. “Those mud- churners are going
up to a jumping-off position somewhere.
There’ll be some booted ass up here from
the regiment pretty quick ordering me to
furnish them with support.”

He stood up and stretched his cramped
limbs.

“Well, sergeant, let’s see how many men
we can scare up. You’d think by the looks
of things that we were wiped out, but I
think they’ll all turn up for breakfast.”

The captain and the first sergeant went
over the hill to see if there was anything
left of the guns. Some stretcher-bearers
were at work there, and a corporal and the
chaplain were writing down names from
identification tags. A and B batteries were
in the field, where the long grass hid the
bodies, but C battery was in the road. The
captain swallowed hard once or twice, and
looked away.

“For ——'s sake, let’s get away from
here,” he said.

He and the hard-boiled old top, who
dared not speak lest his trembling voice be-
tray his nearness to tears, went down into
the patch of pines where the horses had
been left.

They went by a roundabout way, through
the wheat, so as to avoid C battery.

“There’s where some of those square-
heads were last night,” said the captain,
pointing to a shallow hole, like a coffin, and
two similar holes alongside and slightly ad-
vanced from the first one.

, The gunner lay in the first hole, and the
ammumtxon—passers lay in the other two,
with the gun between them.

The three looked across to where the gun
shields of the battery showed on the other
hill. The top voiced the thought of all. .
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“You could toss a stone over there,” said
he, “’tis a wonder the boche didn’t get
killed wid their own bnllels bouncin’ back
from the gun shields.”

They continued on, crossed the road, and
went into the woods and then the clearing
where Ruby had been gathered in.

A medical corpsmancame up to them there.

“We’ve found an artilleryman in the
woods here, sir, and I thought the
might like to see him just as we found him.”

“How come?”’ asked the top.

“Well, he wiped out a machine-gun crew
before they got him.”

“I’ll say I want to see him,” said the cap-
tain.

Little Joe lay on a stretcher, looking very
clay-like. The medico showed the Old Man
the body of the unteroffizier and the other
German. The top examined the machine-gun,

picking it up and resting it against a tree.

“Did yez try to kil of the whole Ger-
man army?” he asked.

“I was tryin’ to get me a Luger,” said
Little Joe, ‘‘but they didn’t have none.”

They carried Little Joe to a first aid sta-
tion, where the captain appeared after a
while to see how he was getting along.

“I’ve brought you a Luger, Joe,” he said.
“Wrublofski sold the one he had to the exec-
utive officer, who doesn’t need it any more,
poor lad, so I've brought it down to you.”

“Thank you, suh,” said Joe. -

He looked at the Luger for a moment,
and then laid it down beside him on the
stretcher. It was plain that he bad some-
thing else on his mind.

“Is there anything else I car do for you?”
asked the captam

“I was jus’ studyin’,” said Little Joe,
“’bout how nice it would be # I could take

that machine-gun along too.”

-

ONE QUIET LIFE
by J. D. N.

HE must have been seventy. A

mild, gentle old lady with faded

blue eyes and a faded, diffident

vaice. Her frail, veined hands

rested limply in her lap as if the slightest

movement would snap them at the wrist.

She wore a plain blouse of gray fannel and

a rusty black dress without shape that cov-

ered the very tips of her square-toed shoes.

- Sitting bolt upright in her chair, hardly

moving her lips when she spoke, she seemed
to be made of glass, brittle to the touch.

I had been told that of all the residents of
Noumea she had lived the most strenuous
life. Yet she said:

“Why no, nothing’s ever really happened.
No, I don’t think so, not really.”

And then I found out that she had been
born on a trading-schooner somewhere up
in the Banks Islands, and that her mother
had died the week after, and the schooner
had been attacked when it anchored off Mota
where the dead woman was to be buried.

She had been christened Mercy because
the attack failed.

She skipped twenty years of her life with
the comment—

“Father always said I should have gone
to school—but I liked the sea.”

Then she married and went to live in a

shack near Oubatche at the northern end of
New Caledonia. The Kanakas were “pretty
quiet,” but one night they came knocking
at the door while her husband was away.

She opened the doer a crack, and in rushed
four of them in their war paint ‘“and all.”
She shot two of them dead. The others fled.

“But they caught Tom a while later.”

Then she went to keep house for her
three brothers, and nothing more happened
to her except that ‘“‘sometimes the Kanakas
were pretty nasty if they’d been drinking.”

Two of her brothers lost their heads on
such an occasion, and she only saved the
other by draggmg him twenty yards to
shelter. Even then—

“What with tending Harry and the baby,
and keeping my ears open for those
Kanakas, and thinking of Will and Hugh, 1
got no sleep tka! night.”

After that her days were eventless. Her
son was a good boy, now living in Australia,
making money. She kept house for her
brother Harry who couldn’t do much for
himself because his “leg never mended
quite proper.”

“But I like it here,”she smiled. “It’s nice
and quiet. Noumea is quite a town now."’

When I left she was starding over 2 wood
fire preparing her brother’s supper.
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the muscies of his fiace answered' it; it was
answered partly by lis rigidity ofi pesture,
his inflexibility. The Dule understood.
Then as if he had come only for this mute
interchange of views he closed the street-
door noiselessly again and -sauntered on
toward Forty-Second Street.

“Nothing,” growled Tot, answering his
friend’s careless query. ‘“Nothing!”

The Duke held on down Ninth Avenue
and turned into Forty-Second Street.

He strolled eastward, glancing into res-
taurant windows, pausing before French
pastry-shops to contemplate the deliciously
tinted cakes—the crackly Napoleons, the
luscious brown and maple éclairs, the many-
storied Mocha: tarts. He inhaled the exotic
odors from Hungarian restaurants and
Spanish restaurants; Roumanian restau~
rants and Greek restaurants. As he passed
Eighth Avenue he was blown upon by the
Oriental aroma of a Chinese tea-house; he
raised his head to see the black-an
dragon and the jagged letters which spelled
“Gaxden of Cathay.”

As ever during fourteen menths-last past
the Duke had nothing to do but amuse
himself, no place to go but for a good time.
One can amuse oneself thoroughly in four-
teen months; one can exhaust the paossi-
bilities even of Broadway and streets east
and west. The Duke was going nowhere
in. particular tonight; he knew of no place
where he had not been, no place where he
could: be assured of a good time now.

And still his zest for living was unfagged.
He looked, eagerly into the foyers of the
theaters, from which crowds were slowly
issuing. He looked with envy at the laugh-
ing couples in the darting taxicabs.

He gazed through the plaques of lace on
the windows of Hublein’s fashionable
‘“Palais de Danse,” and scanned purblindly
the couples at the little tables about the
dancing-floor. He looked at the men, cor-
rect in black and white, leaning faultlessly
brushed heads forward with set smiles to
catch the confidences of the bare-armed
and altogether beautiful ladies.

He looked into the bright faces of the
crowd about with eagerness, with Ssympathy,
and still with an expression in which there
was a shadow of detachment. He had
been through it all; he had seen it all; he
knew all that they were so avid in learm.ng

“There’s the Duke!”

“Where?”’
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“Thera!™ '

“As I live—the Duke Himself!” '

A\ large private car drew in to the curb,
and there was-a rush from it of men in cor-
rect black and white. They seized hald of
the Duke with merry shouts, and proceeded
to half-accompany him and: half-drag him
toward the waiting wehicle,, whose uni-
formed chauffeur lifted an eyebrow to
cateh the sceme and. then stared stiffty. and
indifferently ahead.

The Duke was jamumed: into place be-
tween two silky and scented young women,
and the car rolled off.

“Where have you been. keeping yourself,
Duke?” shouted one of the black-end-white
men over the shoulder of the young lady
who had resumed her place on his lap.

“Say, Dukey, we haven’t seen you in a
dog’s age,” said the young woman whom
he was crusliing against the:side off the car;
and she slipped her soft little hand imto- his
and squeezed his lax fingers..

“Been away,” said the Dulee.

“Qut of tawn?”

“¥es. Qut of tewn. Been rusticating-”

“Oh, you Dukey!"” trilled: the young lady
on hxsopposxte side. “Who was with you,
you rascal?”’

THE run to the car's destinstion

was short. It pulled up almost

immediately again befare a remod-
eled brownstone house in Forty-Fourth
Strest near Eighth Avenue. The travelers
piled out and hurried up the steps.

The street-floor of the house was tenanted
by an employment agency for waiters; the
immediate front was a small barroam aud
restaurant.

The upper floors: were temanted by the
“Merry Mice,” a night chub. The club dis-
played no name or insignia except a small
white board upon which was painted a
dancing mouse in blue. The club was a
private, incorporated institution, compaosed
of a select crew of actors and:actresses who
liked their fun, and a very few rich gentle-
men and amateurs who were willing to pay
for it. It was privately imcorperated so as
to avoid the annoying: supervision of ths
public authorities.

“We've got the Dube!” yelled one of
the ladies into the long dining-room and
gucszal hall which toek up the entire second

L.
“Things will wake up now!” cried happy
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voices. “Pommery—Adrian] Wine here,
Adrian!”

“Hello, Duke!” bawled the monologist
who had been doing an extempore turn on
the low stage at the end of the long chamber.

The Duke saunteged down the room be-
tween the little tables, catching at the
many hands extended in greeting. He had
held on to his gloves and stick, and carried
his smart gray hat in hand as if he did not
intend to stay long.

Jessica Dupuy, queen of the peerless
chorus of Shustein’s Beauty Show, lifted
her long lashes from her rosy cheek and let
the candid glance of her large, gray eyes
rest on the Duke. One month ago her
engagement to the Duke had been the
occasion of an all-night party in the club;
his pledge was upon her tapering finger;
but now there was the faintest crossing of
lines between her penciled eye-brows; if
such a thing were credible it might have
been thought that Jessica was registering
annoyance.

“Montyl” she cooed, putting forth her
hand.

There was one chair beside her at the
table. The tenant held his place for a mo-
ment, and then half-rose in greeting; his
attityde®showed no purpose or inclination
to resign in favor of the Duke.

“Hello, Fleischmann,” said the Duke in
a flat tone. .

“Hello, my boy. Been away, haven’t
you?”

His close-set eyes wandered slowly over
the Duke as he sank back into his chair.

“Been away,” said the Duke.

“You’ll come around to see me; won’t
you, Monty?’’ breathed Jessica, putting a
world of urgency into her sweet voice.
“You can’t know how I’'ve missed you.
Tomorrow perhaps you'll call?”’

“Tomorrow,” accepted the Duke, staring
at her with a sudden sobering.

“Until tomorrow!” she smiled brightly
over her shoulder as he passed on.

Fleischmann’s eyes followed " him, and
remained on him in studious contemplation
until the Duke sank into a proffered chair
and looked back.

The Duke had chosen a place in an ob-
- scure corner behind a palm. Sitting quietly
now, looking momentarily morose with his
panoply of gait and air and expression
stripped from him, he was to be seen as a
rather insignificant young man of twenty-
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seven ‘or twenty-eight. He was tall and
narrow; his face was pale and common-
place; his nose was sharp; his chin and
mouth showed that weak wilfulness which
goes sometimes with noble blood.

- His sole companion at the table was a fat
and puffy young man, lumpy-featured,
hopelessly plebeian—at a venture, stupid.
His evening dress fitted him snugly; in his
silk shirt-bosom were five diamond studs;
Benny Rosenwasser was worth ten millions
of dollars, but there could never be any
class to Benny. One could see that he
admired the Duke humbly; he was de-
lighted to be in his company; he leaned
forward, all smiles, restraining an obvious
tendency to fondle the Duke.

“Where you been, Duke?” he bubbled.
“I’ve been asking for you all over. Where
‘you been keeping yourself? Gosh, but
you’re assight for sore eyes!”

“Down in the country,” said the Duke,
gulping the champagne which Adrian had
set before him. .

He snapped his fingers impatiently.

“Adrian!” he called. “Get me a sind-
wich with bacon and chicken and lots of
mayonnaise and— Where’s that Adrian?”

“Have another drink,” urged Benny
Rosenwasser, pouring. “Down in the
country, hey? You come from down in the
country, don’t you, Duke? No offense,
you know.”

“From Tuckersville,” said the Duke,
into whose cheek a tint of rose had come
from the frothing wine.

His eyes brightened. He felt the exhila-
ration and knew its cause and wondered
that he should have been so easily affected.
He accepted a cigaret from Benny’s gold
case, lighted it and leaned back at ease.

‘“Place named after you?”

“After the family. My great-grand-
father was the first settler there. After
me? That was before I was born!”

He laughed suddenly and heartily at
Benny’s innocence.

“Why, yes,” he said in a deep and confi-
dent voice, “I guess we Tuckers were always
about all there was to Tuckersville. Oh,
it’s quite a busy little burg these days! No
hick town, I tell you. My father was presi-
dent of the First National Bank of Tuckers-
ville.”

“The First National!”

- “Of Tuckersville—yes. He had mort-
gages on about half the town.”
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“Left you well fixed, I bet.”

“Well—passably. A matter of half a
million. That’s a lot of money for Tuck-
ersville.”

“But you did better here in New York,”
said Benny comfortably. “I hear you got
tips on stocks from Fleischmann. He’s
right on the inside in Wall Street, isn’t he?
You must have cleaned up down there, the
way you’ve been spending money. So yeu
were back to Tuckersville. - Well, well!
And how is every little thing in your old
home town?”’

“About the same; about the same,” said
the Duke, yawning and passing his hand
over his eyes.

“Folks glad to see you?”

“You can imagine! A man that’s been
living on the Big Time in New York, coming
back to a little place like that?”

“I bet you!” chuckled Benny kindly. “A
regular Old Home Week, hey, Duke? You
got relations in Tuckersville, haven’t you?”

“Some aunts.”

“And they were there? They met you
when you got off the train and put you in
the old one-horse shay and drove you right
down Main Street. I can see it, boy; I
can see it! It’s great to come home like
that?’

““Great,” murmured the Duke, smiling at
the table-cloth.

“Have a drink,” said Benny Rosenwasser.
“Yes, Duke, those are the best things in
life. The simple things like that. TI've
often got to thinking so, after some big
party when I got a big head. Oh, I do a
lot of deep thinking sometimes! But tell
me about it, Duke! T like to hear such
stuff. Did you see the house where you
were born, and all that?”

“The house where I was born,” repeated
the Duke in a sentimental voice. “Yes, I
saw it, Benny. It’s an old two-story-and-
attic clapboard house, set away back from
the road. My great-grandfather built it,
and the family never left it, even after they
got rich. There are elms there that my
great-grandfather planted, and now they’re
so big that two people can sit behind them
and not be seen.”

“Two people!” said Benny, winking.
“You have a girl in the old home town,
have you, Duke? Look out, Ill tell
Jessical”

“A regular girl,” said the Duke with a
tender inflection.

“What'’s her name?*

“Sally Bumstead."”

“Bumstead?”

“Bumstead.” .

“She’s waiting, Duke?”

“She’s waiting.” ¢+ - ,

“And you’re going back to her?”’

“I'm going back to her,” droned the
Duke. “I'm going to chuck all this. I’m
going back to the gir that likes me for
myself, and I'm going to buy the old Hem-
ingway place, and we're going to settle
down.”

““What about that house you were talk-
ing about, the house where you were born?”

“That’s sold,” said the Duke, suddenly
opening his eyes. “I sold that house. I
told you I sold that house! What are you
talking about?”

“Don’t get sore, Duke,” said Bemmy.
“I thought you liked to talk abeuwt such
things.  Jessica’s loolnng fine tonight,
isn’t she?”

“Toppmg

“What did you pay for that ring you
gave her? I was often wanting to ask you,
Duke. No offense, you know.”

“Twelve thousand dellars. That was the
bill I paid.+ I wasn’t with her rben she
picked it out.”

“It’s a corking ring all right. Say, it
must have cost you something that time
you starred her on the road in the ‘Cat and
Mouse.” Shustein was telling me the show
sort of flivvered. No offense, you know.
Of course, you can stand things like that,
seeing that you’ve been playing tips from
Fleischmann. He’s right on the inside, and
anything you get from him i$ red-hot! You
must have made a barrei of easy money out
of him!”

He wetted his red lips enviously.

“Oh, yes,” said the Duke. “Indeed!”

“Hello!” exclaimed Benny. ‘‘What’s up
over there?”

Pz A COUPLE had been quarreling,
@‘ listlessly and disjointedly, some
tables away. They had been sitting
with faces averted, turning only to snap
remarks. Suddenly the young man was
roused to cold fury; he started to his feet,
snapped his fingers in the girl’s face, and
strode from the room. -
When he had gone she dropped her head
and sat motionless for a minute under the
watchful eyes of these about. She threw
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up her head defiantly, passed her jeweled-

hand over her glass, drank it half down,
put it fumblingly back on to the table and
rose with a clutching hand at her throat.
She wavered on her feet, uttered a choked
scream, slumped back into the chair, and
lay over onto the table.

‘“‘She’s done it!”

“I knew she’d do it!”

“He drove her to it at last—the dirty
little cur!”

‘““Wake up, dearie,” begged another young
lady, lifting the girl’s head and shoulders
from the table and caressing her white
face. “You’re all right now, dearie! Open
your eyes. Say, is any of these' mutts here
a doctor?”

“Poisoned herself!” said Benny.

The Duke turned with a flare of interest
in his face. There was no horror in his
expression, no sentiment of revulsion, but
only a quick brightness. He got up.

Fleischmann, who had been watching the
Duke steadily and studiously for the past
twenty minutes, rose from his place beside
Jessica Dupuy and came forward.

He reached out and took the glass from
the hand of the Duke, who had been agi-
tating the flat remnant of the drink and
eying the white powder at the bottom.

“Poison,” said Fleischmann.

“Poison nothing!” contradicted the Duke,
apparently out of mere perverseness. “I’ll
bet it’s nothing but a headache powder!”

“I’d like to bet you twenty dollars it's
poison,” said Fleischmann.

“I'Il bet you!” challenged the Duke,
glaring at him.

“Hew do you expect to prove it?”

“Ill drink it myself,” said the Duke,
looking around him at the frightened. faces
with a hardy smile. “Is it a bet?”

He swirled the fluid around to make a
solution of the mysterious white powder.

“Stop him!”

“He’d do it!”

“Like tHe ——, he would.”

“I tell you he’ll do it; the Duke will do
anythingl”

Fleischmann stood easily by; he was
smiling with the corners of his heavy lips
drawn down.

A young man sprang from a table near
by and struck at the glass in the Duke’s
hand. He was too late. The Duke had
thrown the glass to his lips, tilted it up and
drained it to the last drop. He was holding
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it there uptilted in bravado when it was
struck from his hand.

‘“He’s done it!”’

“I tell you I saw her put the stuff in it!”

The Duke walked back to his table,
leisurely abstracted a cigaret from the case
lying open there, lit it and turned again to
Fleischmann.

“Well?” he aid in a tranquil voice. It
was a headache powder. Come across with
the twenty dollars!”

They watched him for a moment in a
dead silence, noting his unconstrained

ture, noting the natural flush of his
cheek, weighing the tone of his voice. Then
some one clapped.

“She’s coming out of it,”’ called the unre-
garded young lady who was ministering to
the ‘unconscious girl. “She only fainted!
Come on, Becky; pull yourself together.
You’re spoiling the parade!”’

Fleischmann drew out his pocket-book,
his gaze returning ever to the face of the
Duke, and selected among a sheaf of crisp
bank-notes.

-~ “Your twenty,” he said, extending the
money.

The Duke took it carelessly, folded it
with the fingers of one hand and slipped it
into his outer jacket-pocket.

“Needed it bad, Duke?” breathed
Fleischmann.

The Duke’s head snapped back, and he
stared at the Wall Street broker. Fleisch-
mann—broad, heavy-faced, immaculate in
evening dress — put his newly lighted
Havana to his mouth and drew leisurely
on it. He removed it and permitted
himself again that queer and penetrating
smile.

The Duke’s glance wavered; it went
past Fleischmann and touched on Jessica
Dupuy, sitting with oval chin in cupped
hands and regarding the rivals for her
favor. When she moved, the great solitaire
which had been the pride of Tiffany’s win-
dow threw out winking flames. The Duke
looked past her at the many couples frozen
in an attitude of attention, who were trying
to catch the significance of the two motion-
less figures and sensing a new development
but having no understanding of it.

‘“‘Adrian!” called the Duke.

The stout little waiter appeared and
bowed dumpily.

“Let me have the night’s check, Adrian,”
called the Duke. “I’m sorry, folks, but I
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have to run along. Another magnum,
Adrian, and then let me have the check.”

“The Duke of Tuckersville!” they cried.

“Here’s to you, Duke!”

“Here’s looking at you, Duke!

can’t beat you!”

Jessica Dupuy rose from her place and
came forward with hands extended yearn-
ingly and a world of appeal in her lovely
face. Fleischmann put forth his arm halt-

.ingly; he withdrew it before her haughty
look. She came up to the Duke.

“Come sit with me, dear,” she said. “It
was heartless of you to leave me so. You'll
never leave me again—promise me! Come,
dear—come to me!”’

“Tomorrow,” said the Duke, turning his
back on her and going to the doorway where
Adrian was trying to catch his eye.

‘““The check, m’sien,”’ he said.

The Duke glanced at the slip; it called
for payment of two hundred and forty-five
dollars.

“On my account, Adrian,” said the Duke
shortly.

“Pardon, m’sien,”’ said Adrian, abasing
himself with a gesture of head and body in
which there was infinite regret. “But
m’sieu perceives that this check— well,
of course——"

“For you, Adrian,” said the Duke, slip-
ping into the waiter’s hand a crisp twenty-
dollar note.

Adrian bent an eyebrow and an eye down
upon the numeral. He smiled graciously.

“Certainement! Thees check— Well, of
course, m’sien!”

“Going, Duke?”

“Don’t go yet, Dukey! Aw, gosh, you'll
take all the life out of the party!”

“Sorry,” smiled the Duke. “Have a good
time, everybody! I got to run along!”

He set his smart gray hat at a rakish
angle, smiled flashingly at two beautiful
ladies who were holding out their arms to
him in last appeal, nodded to the door-
keeper and sauntered down the brownstone
steps into the quiet of Forty-Fourth Strect.

He walked back to Seventh Avenue and
so again to Forty-Second Street. Slapping
his Malacca stick lightly against the fault-
less fall of his trousers, he stood idly before
restaurant windows, looking at the peach-
baskets heaped with gray-brown mush-
rooms, studying the curves and declivities
and apertures of broad yellow-brown apple-
pies, watching the midnight diners picking
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and choosing without appetite in the
lengthy menus.

Eating seemed to be the sole business of
life on western Forty-Second Street. Peo-
ple were passing up and down the marble
stairs to the Chinese restaurant; people
were going in and out of the doorways to
Hungarian eating-houses, Italian fable
d’hbtes, even up and down the stairs of
cheap and dirty cellar hunchrooms. He
had never noticed before what an over-
shadowing part of life eating is. <

The exhilaration of the heady champagne
had passed away in the sharp air of this
April mght It had left a sensation of loss
and emptiness behind. He had not eaten
since six o’clock of the day before, and then
hurriedly.

_The Duke turned into Ninth Avenue.'
Workaday Ninth Avenue was gone to bed.
A lone Italian, fighting sleep beside a fruit-
stand beneath the moaning flare of a gas-
light, opened heavy eyes hopefuﬂy as the
Duke’s pace slowed in passing. ere was
still light in Tot Menafey’s place, and the
Duke was drawn to it as the moth is drawn
to the flame.

He operied the door noiselessly a scant
inch and looked in.

Tot and his friend—or perhaps another
friend—were conversing at the end of the
bar. The gilt cash-register showed a sale of
one dollar; somebody had bought a drink—
probably two drinks—of whiskey, each
glass of which costs precisely a half-dollar on
Ninth Avenue.

The Duke’s eye at the crack sought the
melancholy eyes of Tot Menafey, seeking to
renew the silent communion. Tot did not
look. The Duke’s questing eye roved about
the saloon, flickering over the scarlet-faced
beef and the curling slips of bread, and then
shooting back to gage the thoughts of Tot
Menafey.

Tot went lumberingly to jerk some beer,
looked at the product and lumbered to the
glass-enclosed pump. With his broad back
to the room he did something to this pump,
which promptly set up a clanking and
pounding.

Tot turned to continue his conversation.
He opened his mouth and then com-
pressed it.

“Just a minute!” he said.

He came lumberingly but swiftly from
behind the bar, rushed upon the Duke,
who had entered and stood facing away from
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him, seized the Duke with big and red and
water-cracked hands, rushed him to the
door and hurled him into the street.

“Axnd stay out!” roared Tot Menafey.

“Who was that?” asked the friend, agi-
tating the ice in his 1

He had watched the incident in the mirror
back of the bar as one might watch a moving
picture, interested and yet aware that he
was watching shadows.
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“A bum!” grumbled Tot. “Dressed like
Astor’s pet horse, and mot a dime in his
pocket. Never buys a drink. Slides in and
hits up my free lunch and skides out, wrig-
gling his cane. Been Living off of me for
the last two weeks, he has—and I'm
through with him. I be looks in that door
again so help me Bob——"

He heaved his big shoulders disgustedly, -
and turned to shut off the pump.

WHEN CARLETON LOST HIS TEMPER

‘ : by Hugh Pendexter

N JULY 25, 1776, General Guy
Carleton’s expedition against
. Crown Point and Fort Ticon-
deroga was well wunder way.
Lieutenant William Digby, of the 53d regi-
ment, and an officer under Carleton, de-
scribes his commander as being reserved
even with friends, but kind to prisoners.
On the date given above, Brig. General
Patrick Gordon, commanding the first bri-
gade of British, started to ride from St.
John on the Sorel River to the St. Lawrence,
where he would cross to Montreal. The
drstance by the Chambly Road was about
thirty miles, while that by the way of La
Prairte was considerably shorter. The army
was camped along the Chambly Read and
it was supposed to be safe. .

Lieutenant Benjamin Whitcomb, a fa-
mous Connecticut ranger, with four men,
happened to be scouting the La Prairie
Road as General Gordon came along. He
and his men fired on the general and his
escort. The former was struck in the shoul-
der by two balls and died the next day.
General Carleton, enraged, offered fifty
guineas reward for Whitcomb alive, de-
daring he would hang him, and sent his
Indians to capture him. General Gordon
had been warned by his quartermaster that
Whitcomb was supposed to be in the vicinity
of the La Prairie Road, and replied that he
hoped te meet Whitcomb.

The result of this killing was perhaps the
most intemperate letter one commanding
officer ever sent to another; for in reply to

General Washington’s request for an ex-
change of prisoners he wrote:

“His Excellency, General Carleton orders
that the commanding officers of corps will
take especial care that every one umder
their command be informed that Letfers, or
messages from Rebels, Traiters in Arms
against the King, Riolers, Disturbers of the
public peace, Plunderers, Robbers, Assassins,
or Muyderers, are on no occasion to be
admitted; that should emissaries from such
lawless Men again presume to approach the
Army, whether under the name of Flag-Of-
Truce men, or Ambassadors, except when
they come to implore the King’s mercy,
their person shall be immediately seized
and committed to close confinement to be
proceeded against as the Law direets:
Their papers and Letters, for whomsoever
directed—even this Com’r in Chief—are
to be delivered to the Provost Marshal,
that unread and unopen’d they may be
burmed by the hands of the common
Hangman.”

The effect of this intemperate letter soon
was reflected in the behavior of Carleton’s
subordinates, and he, either ashamed, or
fearing for the results, issued another order
for his officers “not to return evil for evil.”
It was merely an episode and is of docu-
mentary interest insomuch as it proves how
one naturally cold and reserved can flare
up to a pitch of red-hot rage. And it very
soon became apparent that General Wash-
ington’s communications must be treated
with the utmost respect.
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windows of the Chanssée ’Antin. Eventu-
ally, sighing contentedly, his head dropped
forward on his chest, his lips slowly parted
until they hung loosely open, and he slept
again while the cockroaches gnawed with
a faint rasping sound at the soles of his
pers.

us do men meet their fate; rarely do
they rise like demi-gods to face an awful
crisis; they spoil the. finest situation with
barren platitudes; they become cheaply
facetious on the brink of oblivion. And
Hector Carchot snored when he should have
been calling down maledictions upon him-
3eif and his Maker.

After eventless, placid years of steady
growth and achievement calamity after
calamity had rushed upon him destroying
in a season the work of a lifetime. His
trees were blighted and rotting, jungle
overran his fields, for his laborers, weakened
by a terrible outbreak of yaws, had suc-
cumbed en masse to an epidemic of pul-
monary disease, and the survivors that
afternoon had stolen his ketch and sailed
away—anywhere to escape the curse that
seemed to have settled on Rapanga.

At first Carchot had tried to fight the
overwhelming odds, but sensing the futility
of the struggle he had shrugged his shoul-
ders resignedly and given up his mind and
his body to the crass laziness possible only
in the tropics where all nature conspires to
make the dewnfall easy, even pleasant
until the very bottom is reached and
then——

Carchot slept with his meuth hanging
open and his arms dangling loosely down
the sides of the chair. He was a man in
his late thirties, of average build, grown
flabbily corpulent at the waist-line but not
otherwise stout. Beneath his closed eyes
there were heavy pouches attesting his
shiggish mode of life and warning of im-
pending physical collapse.-

Some time toward midnight, long after
the oil-lamp had flickered and gone out,
and the moon threw a beam of bluish light
across the far end of the room, Carchot
awoke with the uncomfortable feeling that
some one was prowling about the house.

Now, the nearest white man lived a day’s
jewrney away, southward across the ocean,
and his only neighbors were the people
of the hills whom he knew by experience
were not to be trusted to roam too close at
hand after dark.
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“Must be rats,”” he reassured himself.
And, because he had not enough am-
bition left even to rd his life, he
kept his eyes shut tightly while he tried to
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convince himself that he must have been
dreaming.

Then he felt two hands lay hold of his
shoulders and shake him with violence.

“Where’s everybody?”’ bellowed a voice.
“Where’s your master, you —— black
cook?”’

“I am my own master,” Carchot man-
aged to gasp between shakes. “If you
will be so amiable as to stop——"

He was allowed to drop back on to his
seat and the owner of the hands expressed
his astonishment.

“What’s happened here, anyway? Where
are all your house-boys? What are you
doing in the kitchen? Where——"

“The tone is familiar,” yawned Carchot,
rubbing his eyes, “very familiar indeed.”

It was Brailley—only Brailley—sprung
out of the immensity of the Pacific Ocean,
Brailley who called perhaps once a year
to trade cheap goods for the island’s produce.

The fears which, for a moment, had raced
like fire through Carchot’s mind, died
down. Once again he became the drowsy,
ironical observer of his own moods and mis-
fortunes. He was rather proud to be
found sound asleep in the desolate kitchen
with his feet propped on the table. It was
a proof of his complete indifference to his
surroundings, a token of his nonchalance in
the face of adversity.

“Yes,” he went on, speaking in English,
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with an ease which put his visitorls speech
to shame, ‘“but, my dear Brailley, may I
in turn ask a question? Why this un-
seemly hour—why?”’

“Make a light, for the love of Pete, shake
a leg and get busy. Come on; move!”

“Time was made to waste—and the
lamp is without oil, I grieve to say. Now,
candles, let me think.”

Carchot stretched his arms above his
head, making the joints crack.

“You will find candles somewhere, either
on the top shelf in the closet, or in the meat-
safe or on the floor. In fact somewhere
within easy reach.”

Brailley took hold of him by the coat
collar and jerked him to his feet.

“Are you all alone—no servants at all?”’
he demanded, mystified.

“Quite correct,” admitted Carchot, rdb-
bing the nape of his neck. “I am ﬁlone,
or was until you came. I suppose you
want me to find my own candles. It is
very inconvenient.”

He shuffled about aimlessly, yawning
and coughing, fumbling along shelves and
inside cupboards while Brailley drummed
impatiently on the table.

“Hurry up,” the latter ejaculated. “What
d’you think I've come to see you for at two
in the morning—fun?”

“No, probably not, but 7 am amused,”
murmured Carchot as he rummaged in the
meat safe. “Ah, here is a candle, un
tout petit bout, but big enough to illu-
minate your kindly face. Have you a
match?” _

When the meager light drove the shadows
into the far corners of the room he found
to his disgust that he could not bring him-
self to look Brgilley full in the face. As the
match flared, for one fleeting second, he
had seen the look of doubt and contempt
in the other man’s eyes, and without warn-
ing, he was ashamed. To hide his em-
barrassment he went on talking as he bent
over the food chest.

“TI think I am hungry. In the darkness
T thought I touched something suspiciously
like a can—"’

“Quit it and come here.
to you.”

Brailley’s voice cut like a whip-lash—it
had the ring of command he used when
speaking to Kanakas. He had gaged the
depth of Carchot’s degradation.

A mist arose before the latter’s eyes, and

I want to talk
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he sought to excuse his position, answering
the unspoken questions with a flood of
words.

“You see, I have had fous les malhewrs.
It is not my fault, not my fault at all
First it was the sickness. That was bad
enough! And then the blight—all my
trees gone. Not enough men to burn them.
They rotted overnight. Twenty years’
work—decay and death as my reward.
Do you call that fair? I could not pay my
servants—"’

“Closed your account at Vila?”’

“Closed it? No. But it is so far away!
So they came to me this morning, all th4t
were left of them, and they took the boat
and I—"

“And you had mat fever, if you want the
truth. You were too hog-lazy to stop
’em. Just let thingsslide. This—"” Brail-
ley jerked his thumb at the-befouled floor—
‘“this didn’t happen in one day. Not
it. I ’eard rumors. Wouldn’t believe it.
'Struth, you had mat fever!”

“What of it?” retorted Carchot, suddenly
aggressive. “What of it, if it suits me?
You have the insolence to tell me——"

His puffy ‘cheeks werc red with anger,
but his lips beneath the mustache
trembled as he spoke. He was found out
and the news would spread from end to
end of the New Hebrides, and the men who
had not been wrecked, the prosperous, well-
fed men, would laugh at him. Even now
he could hear them sneering:

“Carchot’s gone to the dogs. Finished.
No guts. Never was much good. Caved
in when things went a wee bit wrong.
Mat fever. Now he’ll go native—

“——1 I don’t care what you do,”
Brailley was saying. ‘“It’s your lookout.
But I want you to do something for me.
It may be to your advantage.”

Carchot’s gust of anger subsided. He
had nothing to hide any longer, the worst
was over, and he did not care very much.

.He laughed lazily as with assumed uncon-

cern he swept a pile of dirty crockery on to
the floor and sat himself ¢gn the table.

“Don’t stand,” he urged. “Take the
chair. It is quite clean. I used it for the
first time this evening.”

Outside it was still black night, the moon
rode high in the sky and its light no longer
slanting in through the window fell like a
silver curtain between the malodorous reom
and the cleanliness of the outer world.
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" “You levow Lepilller,”” said® Bruilley.
“He’s a fellow-eountryman of yours:”
., “Pre is southy on Api, if T remember.”

“He is. Don’t interrupt. Listen.”
Again the hard tome of command made
Carchot wince. ‘Lepillier needed recruits.
Asked me to get ’em: Wanted sixty men
and twenty women: I got ’em all right—
they’re on beard now. Picked ’em up on
Malaita. No trouble—all of ’em crazy
to come. Women too.

“Everything went fine. Quiet as lambs.
Then trouble had. to start; just my luck.
I can’t recruit women, I'm not allowed to.
You could, but not me. O, nol My
Gevernment’s got some focl notions all

“Well, yesterday midday just off Omba,
albng comes that —— gunboat. Kept
trailing me all afternoen. I kept on.
Nothing else to do. You know what’d
happen if they  caught me with twenty
women on board.

“At sundown the gunboat was still a
coaple of miles astern. I knew I was
safe if I could hold ’em off until nightfall.
They knew: it too. Put one shell straight
over the old’' beat. Shrapnel—burst way
atrend. i

“‘“That’s the stuff,’” thinks I, ‘If they
carr’t shoot better’'n that I'm safe.’

“But wait, let me tell you, the next shot
missed by inches and the next burst slap
in the engine-room. One Kanaka blown
to- bits; three cylinders cracked wide open,
the oil-tank leaking like a sieve, and that
gang down below howling——"

Carchot shrugged his shoulders indif-
ferently. -

“You have only yourself to blame,” he
commented. ‘“You gambled and lost. I
suppose they caught you——"

“No,” wratlifully rejoined Brailley.
;Caught nothing! How d’you think I got

ere?”’

“That’s true.” Carchot smiled mali-
ciously. “Iforgot that. Goon.”

“Darn it, keep quiet. The engine didn’t
matter, not with this wind blowing and
night coming on. And I’ll bet I know
.these islands better’n that gang of Aussies.
Mude a bee-line for your place after dark.”

“Wbat for?”

““Po land those Kanakas, of course.”

“And they—"

“They’re ashore by this time, whole
blessed bunch of ’em: ~ Wind’s dying down.
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The gunboat will pick me up tomorow for
sure.”

“So you. want to wish eighty Malaita
cannibals: on' to- me!”" Carchot exclaimed,
holding' up  both  hands in protest. “I do
not want them. Take them away.”

“Oh, I can’t waste time jabbering all
night,” snapped Brailley, coming close to
the table. “Can’t you understand. Here’s
eighty husky niggers™ready for work.
Use ’em. Make ’em sweat. Get things
going again. When the coast is clear I'll
come back for ’em. Fair enough, ain’t
it?. And if you wor’t do it for me, do it
for Lepillier.”” -

“I don’t want your —— Kanakas.”

“You’re going to take ’em. Get off
tha‘t tabltz ’and'come with me.” T,

4 I_

“Shut up and get started,” thundered
Brailley. ‘“Any foel who can’t find work
for eighty Kanakas for a month or so ain’t
worth helping. But you’te going to help
mlel, ang by — if you let me down
Ill—

“All right,” agreed Carchot, cowed by
the ”half-uttered threat. “Whatever you
say. .

Brailley relented. He dragged Carchot
out of the house, trotted him along the
uneven path, and as they went he talked
boisterously, fully convinced that he was
conferring a favor-on the planter.

“They’re raw,” he explained. “They
want handling, but they’re strong and
healthy. "Just what you need here. Work
’em like ——. In six weeks you can have
things running just as smooth as silk.
You’re in luck. If I hadn’t turmed up
you’d have gone to seed. Now——"

He rattled on and Carchot sleuching
along beside him caught a little flicker of his
enthusiasm.

Yes, he could pull the place together,
ditch and drain and furrow and rebuild
—make the homestead livable again.

“From the very beginning,” he thought,
“I must make a fresh start. I can do it,
I know I can. But I’'m so tired—it is
strange—so tired!”

Their feet clogged in the loose sand and
they trudged out on to the shelving beach
where the waves hurrying out of the night
hissed as they broke.

A blurr of voices came from the deep
shadows beneath a clump of pandanus-
trees close to the water’s edge.
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“There they are,” Brailley grunted with
satisfaction. “‘Come on.”

He called out:

“Ho! Vangare, march them out!”

Shouted orders, a crackle of whips—
four score natives filed past, their oiled
bodies gleaming in the faint bluish light.
Big men all of them, big and strong and
young. - They shuffled across the sand
and Carchot caught the sudden glint of
their appraising eyes as in passing they
peered at him.

Eighty! It seemed a never-ending pro-
cession conjured out of black nothingness
to vanish again at the far end of the beach.
Ar8 while Brailley counted them off,
Carchot thought—

“M a minute I shall be left alone with
them—out here—all alone.”

Fear gripped him and his hands shook
uncontrollably as he tugged at his beard.

Aloud he said:

“Leave me some one who knows them.
Iam not very strong and I am not sure——"

‘Brailley went on with his count.

“Leave Vangare with me until you re-
turn,”’ insisted Carchot.

“Seventy-two! Leave Va.ngare? Not on
your life. They’re sheep. Herd ’em, bully

Tolera.ntly——"They re all right. 1

’t spare a man. Sorry.”
~ “But—
-The last of the gang straggled by.

“All square,” Brailley concluded. “You’ve
been handling black fellows for years—
what’s eating you? Just forget that mat
fever stuff. Now I got to beat it. You're
a good scout. Knew you’d help a friend.
So long.”

They walked down to the water’s edge
where a boat was drawn up.

“So long,” repeated Brailley, shaking
hands. “Back soon.”

A splash, a sharp word of command and
the boat slipped away, fading into the
deceptive half-light, going out toward
the schooner that rode at anchor somewhere
in the darkness.

Carchot licked at his dry lips, afraid to
turn and face the natives who stood waiting
for orders in absolute silence.

A minute he waited, wavering, miserably
conscious of his utter helplessness. His
dread became so acute that at last in self-
defense he whirled about and barked—

“Follow me!”’

He was astonished at his temerity and
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grinned whew he saw how meekly the re-

cruits answered to the sound of his voice.

“Just as scared of me as I am of them,”
he chuckled. ‘“What a world! The mouse
makes the elephant quake.”

And he marched them to the empty
hutments behind his house where he bedded
them down for the t with the self-
alsasurance of a tyra.nt marshaling manacled
slaves

POR a week Carchot found a fresh

interest in work, hard work be-

neath a broiling sun. Had the
Kanakas been difficult to lead, had there
been among them a single man to resent
his orders and stir up trouble, then neces-
sity might have forced him to remain on the
alert and conquer the mat fever which crept
sluggishly through his veins.

But the laborers accepted their new
surroundings without protest, not a murmur
arose even when they found themselves
obliged to subsist on what scanty rations
they could dig in the fields. They rebuilt
and improved their huts, they cleaned and
patched Carchot’s house; all day-and every
day they chopped and hauled tree-trunks
and set them alight in stacks which roared
heavenward like great funeral-pyres, blazing
and smoking all down the coastline for a
mile or more.

They were docile, cheerful and efficient—
too efficient. As time went by Carchot
found that his advice was superfluous,
given a hint and they turned to the task
in hand with unbounded energy, carrying
it through to completion with an instinc-
tive knowledge of the right thing to do.

One morning Carchot overslept. When
he awoke he hurried into his clothes only
to find that the gangs were already at
work, so he went back to the shade of the’
deep porch and called for a drink. Then
the rot set in.

Through a gap in the bushes surrounding
the houses he could see a row of natives
going forward stooping low as they slashed
their way through the weeds.

“They séem to enjoy that sort of thing,”
he marveled aloud. He waved his hand
at the distant group. “Go ahead, mes
amis, you have my permission to work as
hard as you wish. Do not expect me to
join you: It is too hot, much too hot.”

He sighed, settling "himself comfortably
in his chair, and insensibly the old lethargy



The Come-Back | 31

overcame him again. It was so easy to
do nething, nothing at all, not even think.

But the Kanakas were quick to notice
the change and they, too, relaxed. At night
gathered around the fires they talked,
trying to fathom the ways of the strange
white man who left them free to do as they
liked. When they found the problem
beyond their understanding they grew
restless, then suspicious, distrustful.

‘ Mbara, one of the new house-boys,

finding that he could with impunity openly
insult his master, voiced his contempt to his
fellows.

“He hides from us because he is afraid,”
he declared. “If he needs food he comes
begging for it. I do not carry it to him.
‘Why should I? Have I been paid as I was
told I should be by the man who took us
in his boat from our villages? Where is
this money?”’

“Is that why he gives us no work to do—
because he has no money?”’ asked a heavy,
glrowswitted woman crouching close to the

e. :

“We have been tricked,” sneered Mbara.
““He has not even white man’s foed in his
house. He eats what I get from the fields.
How could he have money?”

“And if he had it to give,” put in a man,
‘““where could we buy all the things we
were told about—clothes and mirrors and
tobacco?”

“Perhaps he will pay us on a given
day,’ some one suggested. “We were
promised—""

“What is a promise?” retorted Mbara.
‘““Words are easily spoken and I do not
trust this white man.”

The argument dragged on through the
night, growing more bitter as they found
fresh wrongs to dwell upon.

“In the morning,” asserted Mbara,
thumping his chest, “I shall go to him and
ask for my money. If he does not give it
then he must send us home or——""

A shout of approval greeted his words
and at dawn with three men at his heels he
went up to the house.

Carchot awoke to the sound of his bed-
room door being violently thrown open and
he was dimly aware of four great Kanakas
drawn up at the foot of his cot. They
looked neither submissive nor cheerful, in
fact they looked positively dangerous, and
their leader eschewing all formalities rapped
out the one word, “Money!” with enough

determination to cause Carchot a certain
amount of uneasiness.

He blinked at the spokesman and to
gain time said inanely:

“Oh, good morning. Fait-il beau ce
matin?”’

“Money,” repeated Mbara.

“Money? Hm,” Carchot brushed long
locks of hair out of his eyes while he gave
the matter full consideration.

“Want now, plenty soor.”

“What for?”

“Money or we go.”

“Vexatious,” Carchof declared in his
mother tongue. ‘“Money or you go! Truly,
I wish you would go, but you would have to
swim, and there are sharks, so I am credibly
informed.”

How could he make them understand
that in a few days Brailley—whose name
they ignored—would call for them and
take them elsewhere? Impossible, of
course. Pidgin-English did not lend itself
to such abstractions. And he had less
than ten francs in cash. Yet he must
find some means of placating them.

“You give now?” insisted Mbara, edging
around the foot of the bed.

“Stand still!”’ ordered Carchot. ‘“You
work only nine days. Not time for money
yet, savvy?”

Mbara shook his head.

“Must have—give—quick.”

He stood with extended hands, palms
upward, and close behind him, thrusting
him forward his companions muttered and
grumbled.

Carchot sensed the change that had taken
place in the dark minds of the savages,
and with breath-taking suddenness he
saw in their eyes the age-old, fear-begotten
madness that leads to slaughter.

He must do something at once. But do
what? How? The sound of a loud-tick-
ing clock filled the room. Its steady, un-
hurried measure obsessed him, it was so
out of tune ‘with the hammering beat of his
heart. He could not think because of it.
Could not think of a thing. And Mbara
was edging in closer, his lips drawn back
off his teeth.

“You give?” tirelessly repeated the
Kanaka.
That clock! If he could only reach it

and smash it! It stood on a dresser at the
opposite side of the room facing the bed.
A badly made piece of furniture, that
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dresser. It was-warped, all the drawers
stuck, particularly the top right-hand one.
Never would open properly. And in it
beneath the collars there was——

He felt Mbara’s hot breath close to his
face, he saw Mbara’s fingers curve into
claws. He tried to retard the inevitable.

“Wait, tomorrow, maybe,”’ he suggested.
v “No,” snarled the native. He no longer
wanted money. He wanted to kill for the
sake of killing, to destroy the thing he
could not understand and therefore dreaded.

“Very well,” sa.ld Carchot. “Stand clear.
I give money now.’

A sigh escaped the Kanakas. They were
glad they were at last to become possessors
of this marvelous thing—money; but their
contempt for the white man increased. He
had given way. He was beaten.

“Wait until we see where it is hidden,”
said Mbara. “Then strike him down.
We shall take all he has.”

Carchot bent over the dresser tugging
at the top right hand drawer. As usual
it stuck and had to be pried open an inch
ata time.

“In there money?” asked Mbara.

“No savvy,” murmured Carchot, a dry
sob of excitement in his throat. ‘“Must look-
see. Maybe here, maybe not. Wait, I give.”

At last the drawer came open. Beneath
the collars his hand found what he sought.

‘“Have got?”’ inquired Mbara, crouching
low, ready to spring.

Carchot slewed around and in his hand
he held not money but a revolver. His
knees were wobbling abominably and the
words of command he wanted to fling at the
natives came from his lips in a thin, high
whisper. _

“If you move,” he stammered. “If
you move—"’

Mbara laughed at him. -

“See,” he cried to his mates. “See him

tremble! He would frighten me with that
little thing.”

He drew himself up, thumping his chest,
towering above the shaken white man, and
again he laughed.

As he laughed he sprang, and a bullet
fired at point-blank range crushed his skull.

The sound of the shot steadied Carchot’s
nerves. The mist before his eyes cleared
away, his teeth set tight and his knees
grew firm. Once again he fired. The two
survivors retreated, yelling as they sped
from the house.
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In his haste for vengeance Carchot
pursued them firing as he ran, but the bul-
lets flew wide of their mark and he drew
u? when he became aware that the hammer

the revolver was clicking against spent
cartridges.

He retraced his steps, frowning ner-
vously. Oblivious of the sprawling bedies
he ransacked the dresser for a fresh supply
of ammunition. Slowly at first, then with
more hurried, jerky movements he ex-
plored drawer after drawer strewing their
contents all over the floor.

From the laborers’ huts there came a
great outcry, a long-drawn, swelling roar
that sent a chill creeping down his spine.

“I thought it was here,” he muttered.
“I put it with the gun. I know I did—
and it is gone!”

He paused, hi$ arms hanging limply at
his sides, while the clamor rang in his ears.
He smiled bitterly.

“Tu es fichu, mon bonhomme,’ he said
aloud “It is too late to seatch elsewhere
now.’

He became a hunted- animal, stooping
low as he ran from roam to room
cover. From a window he saw the labor-
ers, men and women, roll like a tide toward
him. Nothing could check them. They
drove straight on, bursting through fence
and hedge and above their heads in the sun-
light glinted the machetes they had stolen
from the tool-shed.

The house offered no protection, no
hiding-place. And he did not want to die
like a cornered rat. Out in the open; per-

~ haps he might escape, reach the hills~

But the road to the hills was blocked by
the Kanakas and he was obliged to flee
out the front way, toward the sea. Crawl-
ing flat to the ground he wormed his way
along beneath low shrubs lining the path
to the beach. Too late he realized that
the shelter of the bushes ceased abruptly
just clear of the sands and neither to the
right nor to ‘the left was there a stick or
a stone that he might hide behind. The
coconut-trees were gone, chopped down and
burned, even their roots had been hacked
out of the loose soil.

Immeasurably distant to the left there
was a clump of pandanus-trees reaching
to the water’s edge; beyond lay thick jungle
and shelter, but it was out of reach, To
the right, still more remote, there was a
low, rocky promontory where the beach
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ended. Under its lee the tide had heaped
up a Swt flat bank of sand that jutted
out yellow and hot into the blue of the sea.
On the far side of the promontory a stream
poured its silt-laden water into the ocean,
and there there were dense undergrowth
and_swamps whose oozy bypaths Carchot
knew as well as he knew his own fields.
But the intervening sand-bank, shelterless,

laring, naked beneath the sun, was a

ier he dare not face.

The Kanakas had reached the house and
poured through it yelling, smashing, de-
stroying. Their cries dwindled away while
they ransacked the place for its owner,
quartering forth and back dismayed by his
disappearance. They were leaderless, a
jostling mob, primitive, cruel, swayed by
one single purpose—the exu]ting greed
of the tracker in full cry on the trail of his
prey. ' o
When they failed to find him the shouts
. broke out afresh. They swarmed even
over the roof-top and Carchot, crouchmg
beneath the bushes, saw them tear away
the dry palm-leaves in great handfuls and
throw them to the winds. Here was some-
thing they could destroy that belonged to
the man they sought.

Carchot knew that “he must soon be
found. He gave way, whimpering with

tears of self-pity:
What can I do? Oh,

“I can’t stand it!
what can I do?”

And he groveled with his head bowed to
the ground, his face buried in his hands.

The mood changed. He cursed his
heavy body and the softness of his muscles,
swearing huskily until he became aware
of a tofturing thirst. He must have water
at any price. He remembered the stream,
over there beyond the sand-bank, beyond
the rocks, a full half-mile away.

From the house came a sudden burst of
wild shouts. Some one had set the torn
thatch-palms alight. They were burning
like tinder. The house itself caught fire
and roared up in one great gust of smoke.
Fascinated, the natives watched the blaze,
howling with delight when the roof began
to

Carchot was on his knees, still undecided.

“Go—run!” he told himself. “It is your
one chance. Go on!”

He struggled to his feet, for a second
hesitated, and then 1umbered off running
thh head thrown back and elbows flapping,
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running for his life—a podgy, ungamly
figure plowing through the

He covered fifty, a hundred, two hundred
yards. Then he was nearly half-way to
shelter.

. A great ululation broke out behind him.
Over his shoulder he saw the Kanakas come
racing in his tracks.

On he went beneath the scorching sun.
He ran more slowly, more heavily, with
half-closted eyes and mouth contorted.
Each sobbing breath he drew stabbed
through his lungs like a molten shaft of
pain, and the sun beating down on his
bare head was a canopy of fire.

He covered another fifty yards, and his
pace grew slower still. The sand sucked
atfhis feet. As in a nigitmare he seemed to
be held fast to one spot though he ran and
ran, raising his knees high at each step.

He fell, rolled over, clawed his way along
on all fours, regained his feet 4nd went on.

Ahead he could make out the crevices be-
tween the rocks not a stone’s throw away
now, and behind were his pursuers drawing
ever closer.

The sand grew firmer, harder. He cast
one last look over his shoulder—a hidden
boulder tripped him and he pitched head-
long and lay still, too weary to move.

THERE is good reason to believe
that the ways of God surpass all
understanding, so do the motives of

collectors of ethnological specimens. They
scour the waste places of the earth, suf-
fering great hardships the while, and weep
tears of perfect joy at the sight of some
stained and battered kava bowl found by
chance among the rafters of a cannibal’s
hut.

These collectors are selfless enthusiasts
working in the outer darkness, and their
one ultimate reward is the sight of museum
shelves well-stocked with their trophies
for the delectation of family groups scrap-
ing their uncomprehending way of a Sat-
urday afternoon down echoing vistas of
hardwood floors.

The overlord of the collector is techni-
,cally known as a curator. He usually
'has’his being in a remote corner of a vast
museum and his knowledge of kava bowls is
profound. More often than not he has the
use of an excellent armchair, a modern
desk and other efficiencies. From the
depths of his chair he dictates gay letters to
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his myrmidons asking them to perform
miracles of endurance and courage. He
can afford to be gay—he is comfortable.
But he frequently has the decency in a
postscript to express the hope that the col-
lector is well—in other words, still alive,
which is the least he can do.

One such letter from just such a curator
reached Miss Cally Gordon, and was
handed to her by the skipper of the mail-
boat which should have carried her to
Sydney on the first stage of her homeward
journey. She had spent three hard months
in the uplands of San Cristoval and her
bulging packing-cases were proof that she
had collected more tangible trophies than
break-bone fever.

She forgot the letter until she stood“on
the beach at Bwauro ready to embark.
Then, as an afterthought, she read it.

It began most cheerfully, lauding her
successes, thanking her for her efforts,
wondering at her endurance. There fol-
lowed bright bits of small talk gleaned at
random among the show-cases and con-
cluded:

“By the way, I nearly forgot to mention that our
correspondent on Rapanga, Mons. Hector Carchot
has given no sign of life for a year or more. You
remember his account of the ceremonial belts worn
by the women of his island? Astonishingly good,
wasn’t it? But he omitted to send along an ex-
emplar of the tamate timorin which we must have
if our collection is to be really complete. Such
things are vanishing with lamentable rapidity.
My last two letters have remained unanswered.
Will you, whilst in the neighborhood, look up Mons.
Carchot and, so to speak, urge him to fresh efforts
on our behalf? You might even be able to bring
home a tamate timorin belt with you.

“Are you taking good care of your health?
Don’t overexert yeurself; take things easily. Life
in the tropics—"' ctc.

Miss Gordon carefully folded the letter
and slipped it into the pocket of her thread-
bare coat. She turned to the skipper who
stood by the ship’s cutter waiting for her
to embark, and inquired—

“How far is it to Rapanga, Captain
Mathers?”

“Southern New Hebrides?” grinned the
seaman, jerking his thumb over his shoul-
der. “’bout five days. But we're going
to Sydney. All ready, lady?”

“No, I am going to Rapanga.”

“Isee. Well, come along out of the sun,
suggested Captain Mathers, an unmarried
man with little knowledge of the weaker
sex’s stamina. “I’ll tell you all about

”-

val.
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Rapanga when we get on board. It's——

“You'll take my boxes to Sydney,” cut in
Miss Gordon, “and leave them with my
agents. I'll keep that suitcase. That’sall
Ishall need.”

“Now, just listen—"'

“Don’t wait for me any longer.
to have delayed you.’

The skipper was very kind.

“Lady,” he declared, “this is San Cristo-
It’s five hundred miles to the Heb-
rides. Five hundred, see? It can’t be
done. All ready now’s”

“It can be done,” said Miss Gordon.

“Throw out that suitcase.”

For the first time the burly mariner
studied her with more than passing inter-
est. He perceived a strong, angular, ma-
ture woman dressed in.a suit of heavy linen
that sacrificed style to comfort. The coat
was baggy and its pockets were laden with
unladylike articles such as a small revolver,
matches, pencil stubs, a com and
string. Beneath the short skirt appeared
uncompromisingly large heavy-soled boots.

Her skin was weather-beaten and brown,
adding emphasis to the shrewdness of her
eyes and the boldness of her nose which was
long and straight and narrow at the nos-
trils. Her thin lips showed a tendency to
curl up at the corners into a chilly smile
and her chin was round frm and dim-
pleless.

The skipper’s scrutmy came to an end
when it reached her eyes. He made no
further reference to the strength of the sun,
personally retrieved her suitcase, and left
Bwauro beach with a feeling of inteqse Te-
lief. Such women were not to his fancy.
He found their strength of character inde-
cent, positively indecent. Like many
other manly men he wanted to do all the
bullying.

Inter-island commumcauon in Melanesia
lacks all comfort and follows no accepted
routes. A magistrate, a missionary and a
very drunken trader all helped Miss Gor-
don on her way. But the trader developed
delirium tremens when he reached Aurora
and she was obliged to leave him hurriedly.
She found herself in a Kanaka village where,
fortunately, there lived a native teacher of
the Gospels, a kindly, obliging man.

He knew of Rapanga; he would take her
there, he said, and leading her to the bank
of a shallow creek he showed her the latest

thing in self-propgl_lgiqutrigger canoes; a

’

Sorry
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hollowed-out tree-trunk, long and very nar-
row with—oh, splendor!—a detachable ma-
rine motor lashed to the stern. According
to the teacher’s enthusiastic praise the en-
gine could do everything except sit up and
beg—it was probably too well-bred to
beg—and Miss Gordon believed him be-
cause she was in a hurry.

They left Aurora at dusk, ghdmpsmooth—
ly over an oily sea.. The journey wgs un-
comfortable and eventless, the engine be-
haved as all good engines should and the
native teacher was tactful enough to shut
up when Miss Gordon decided to sleep. At
dawn when she awoke Rapanga lay dead
ahead, its peaks all aglow in the light of the
rising sun. Lush and sparkling, green to
the water’s edge it mlght have been a fairy-
land conjured overnight out of the sea, and
the outer barrier where the long rollers
thundered as they burst in foam seemed to
guard it impregnably.

Miss Gordon stretched her limbs
and sat up. She put on her hat, which she
had used asa pillow; her toilet was complete.
At once she was wide awake and ready to
take an interest in current events.

“Have you been here beforer’” she de-

manded after one look at the boiling surf.

“Yes,” said the guide, smiling seraphically.
“We come quick, eh? Hand of Lord He
guide us over bosom of deep sea.’

“Where is the pass?”’

“Ah!” Alongpause. “Wefinditsoon.”

“Youknow where Mr. Carchot’shouseis?”’

“Isee him once, yes.” The native bright-
ened up. “Over there, behind little hill.”

He omitted to mention that he had seen
the place only from the deck of a mission
steamer, and he knew no more about the

nor where it was to be found than did
is passenger.

“You are sure you know how to get in-
side?” she demanded again, turning around
that she might see his face more plainly.

“I know,” he affirmed, and because he
did not like the doubt in her eyes he became
very flustered.

He would show this distrustful woman
that he was not only preacher but seaman.
This barrier reef was a mere ripple com-
pared to the booming surf of his native
Maré. He tould cross it anywhere. The
hand of the Lord would guide him.

They came abreast of a spot where the
green waters rushed and swirled through a
narrow break in the coral banks. 'He turned

e
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the canoe shorewards, picked up his emer-
gency paddle and waited for the auspi-
cious moment. It came, and on the crest
of a hurtling wave they rushed in—to
destruction.

In the narrow trough the wave seemed
to be sucked down, down and down, though
still traveling at tremendous speed. There
came a grinding, splintering sound and a
jagged rock, sharp as a knife ripped a two-
foot hole in the keel.

Broadside on, all but an inch of the wash-
streak submerged the canoe swept into
smooth water. But the strain had been too
great. The boom lashings gave way, dis-
integrated, the canoe rolled over sluggishly
and Miss Gordon, spluttering more with
Wrath than fear found herself afloat, much
hampered by her dress which baliooned
gigantically all about her.

She called the Kanaka a fool, which was
not an exaggeration, but he was past in-
sulting.

“My motah!” he walled, clawing at the
upturned canoe. “My motah—she stop—
my motah!”

“I am not a fish,” sna, Miss Gordon,
trying to tread water, keep her hair out of
her eyes and her dress down, all at the same
time. “I am going to swim ashore. When
you are through sniveling meet me at Mr.
Carchot’s.”

Over the shattered keel he looked at her
sadly.

“I push it along,” he mourned. “I meet
you. Must save motah.” - .

Luckily her reply was inaudible. She
made for land, her unconquered dress and
bobbing head gwm%{her the appearance of
an enraged turtle. Her feet at last touched
ground and as she waded out of the shal-
low water she heard from across the rocky
ledge to her left a faint sound of shouti
Looking up she saw a cloud of smoke bil-
lowing up against the blue sky. The shouts
became a sustained roar, growing louder and
louder.

“Now what?” she asked herself testily,
and hampered by her sodden clothes she
clambered up over the rocks.

Peering over the summit she allowed her-
self to whistle long and low, a most un-
seemly expression of astonishment.

Lumbering toward her staggered a white
man dragging leaden feet through the sand
and behind him swiftly-raced a clamorous
pack, drawing closer at each step. @~ ——
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“The reception committee, I presume,”
said Miss Gordon, blowing down the bar-
rel of her revolver which she drew from its
water-proof case. ‘That must be the ex-
pert in, ’ceremonjal belts heading the pro-
cession.

He fell, clawed his way forwaid on hands
and knees—a wild shout burst from his pur-
suers, not fifty feet behind him. He was up
again, running more easily. She could see
his staring eyes and the black hole of his
open mouth.

“He’ll makeit,” she thought. “T’ll wait.”

Then he fell again and lay sprawling, ut-
terly exhausted.

She took careful aim, resting the barrel
of her revolver on a boulder. In quick sug-
cession she'fired three times and each shot
brought its man down.

“Get up here, quick!” she called out.

The Kanakas had drawn up, quivering,
all bunched together. One of them, more
intrepid than his mates, leaped forward—a
bullet smashing his thlgh brought him
down screaming. The others surged back,
conquered momentarily by this unseen

wer.

“Will you get up here?” shouted Miss
Gordon. “Get up at once, Carchot!”

He answered to the sound of his pame,
blindly, automatically, as a very tired child
.might have done, crawling up from rock
shelf to rock shelf with the slow deliberate-
ness of exhaustion.

Still the Kanakas wavered, watching him
in silence, afraid of the hidden kiler.

Miss Gordon spurred him on.

“Nearly over now. Keep going. Keep
going. Don’t stop. Careful over that
boulder.”

' He was crying weakly, miserably, as he
reached the crest, too spent to notice his
rescuer.

She pulled him over beside her, never
taking her eyes off the throng below.

“Good for you!” she began, then broke
off with an exclamation of dismay.

Drifting with the current the native
teacher and his upturned canoe had been
swept past the point of the promontory
only to be stranded on the sand-bar. He
had dragged his craft clear of the water and
stood spell-bound watching the Kanakas.

Miss Gordon was on her feet, shouting:

| “This way! Run!”

'But her words were smothered by the
yell of the natives. Here was a man sprung
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from nowhere, out of the sea. He must be
the dealer of death. Their fear vanished,
they rushed him and he went down beneath
their trampling feet.

White to the fips Miss Gordon ducked
out of sight. Carchot still lay where he had
fallen, sprawling over the rocks. She shook
him none too gently and to cover her horror
of whatshe had seen she

“S;op blubbermg' Pul yourself together
at once.’

He refused to move.

“They’ll be after us in about one min-
ute.”

She shook him again roughly.

“Where can we go? Where can we hide?
Oh, wake up!”

A gust of sound came from the mob be-
yond the ridge.

Carchot shivered.

“They will find us—here or elsewhere,”
he muttered listlessly. “It is too late.”

She knelt beside him and as she spoke

the barrel of her revolver in the
palm of her hand. :

“I don’t know what has happened,” she
declared, “but I do khow this: I am not
going to be caught here just because you
don’t want to move. Will you come or shall
I have to drag you? Don’t you know how
to treat a lady when you meet one?”’

He looked at her and blank astonishment
spread over his countenance. His meouth
opened and closed. He smiled idiotically,
staring at her soppy hat whose brim hung
down about her ears. Water still oozed
from beneath the crown and trickled down
over her cheeks where wisps of black hair
clung damply. ‘

“Madame is all wet,” he stuttered at last.
“Madame will catch cold.”

He heaved himself to his feet, still in a

. daze, but overcome by a desire to be polite,

above all things polite.

“It is unfortunate,” he began.

“Down!” wailed Miss Gerdon, dragging
at hisarm. “Get down!”

But the Kanakas had spied his head jut-
ting above the skyline and in & second the
man-hunt was on anew. A hail of stones
rattling among the rocks galvanmized Car-
chot into action.

“Come, make haste,” he rasped as if

. Miss Gordon alone were holding them back,

and he led the way down the slope, shding
awkwardly from ledge to X
As they reached level ground and raced
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over the sands the first of their pursuers
topped the crest, baying-full-chorus, eager
for more blood.

The sand changed to soft mud, they
waded breast-high across a stream, tore
their way through the shrubs on the oppo-
site bank and struck inland. The jungle
closed in about them,- thick and dark and
hot.

They went ahead struggling through
green slime, clinging for support to the
projecting reots of trees. A cloud of mos-
quitoes danced above their heads, thorns
tore through their clothing and creepers
clutched at them with a thousand tentacles.
Filthy and bleeding they fought_their way
onward a foot at a time.

Behind them the cries receded, grew faint
and, at last, died away. A heavy stillness
settled over the jungle.

“It is all over,” breathed Carchot, stand-

knee-deep in the mud. “They are
.afraid of this marécage. They do not know
the tracks.”

“So this is a ttack,” panted Miss Gordon.
“I thought we were lost.”

“With me you are perfectly safe,” he ex-
plained soothingly. ‘“And the snakes are

not venomous.”’

“That’s good, but I shall be much hap- _

})ier ’v;vhen I feel something solid béneath my
eet.

He lied bravely:

“Of course, that is true.
now.”

Just before dusk, so exhausted that they
no longer raised a hand to protect their
faces against the mosquitoes they reached
hard ground and crawled painfully to the
base of a great tree where they collapsed
side by side.

“What do we do now?” inquired Miss
Gordon as the wan light filtering through
the trees gave way to darkness.

“Ah, Madame,” Carchot’s voice came
out of the gloom. “I wish, too, that I
knew!”

“How comforting,” sighed Miss Gordon.

They fell asleep almost in the same sec-
ond and the mosquitoes all' through the
night feasted undisturbed.

g4 THEY called their village Vungari
ﬁ Umburu, the home of terrible men.
22777 It was composed of twenty huts
strung out haphazard in a narrow valley at
the foot of a brawling waterfall. Other

It is not far
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dwellings there were scattered in twos and
threes through the hills, but Vungari Um-
buru was the great gathering-place of the
tribe, -second to none in importance, not
even to the white man’s many houses down
in the flat lands by the sea.

Here lived Iramutu, the headman, obese
and merry, sometimes terrible, and his half-
dozen wives. Near by were the gardens and
the pig-pens which gave the village such an
air of prosperity. Shade trees tempered
the heat of the sun, the stream harbored
succulent eels, the densely forested moun-
tain-sides were not only pleasing to behold
but a protection against the devastation of
torrential rains. In fine, the villagers had
every reasdn to be happy But they were
not. Their days were drab and colorless,
devoid of all interest. They no longer lived,
they merely existed. .

Once upon a time, not so many years
gone by, they had been privileged to make
war against their lowland neighbors, raid-
ing them upon certain occasions to the end
that their young men might be blooded and
homage paid to the spirits of the dead.

But the white man had taken exception
to such well-established practises. He had
induced the coastal people to work for him
and in the pursuit of wealth they had grown
lazy, valuing more highly a suit of vermi-
nous clothes than the head of an enemy.

There had been one last memorable raid,
a magnificent slaughter of unarmed men
and a burning of valuable stores of coir and
copra. Punishment had followed now
swiftly but none the less surely. Many men
armed with rifles had come to the island.
They had invaded the mountain passes and
instilled in the mind of Iramutu a whole-
some dread of tampering with an alien’s
property.

Thereafter peace had reigned over Ra-
panga. The hillsmen discovered that the
white settler would trade a bottle of rum
for ten dacks of dried cocoanut meats and
they worked whenever they felt a craving
for strong drink, which was often. Hardly,
however, had this become a settled prac-
tise but the order of things changed again.
Iramutu returned hastily from a visit to
the coast declaring that an invisible host of
devils had attacked the dwellers of the low-
lands. He had seen his former enemies
dying in scores and he was extremely fright-
ened, so frightened that he forbade any of
his people to leave the safety of the hills. -

-
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But he became thirstier and thirstier, so
parched that at last he cast aside all super-
stitious dreads and sent three young men
down to the coast with instructions not
to come back without a large number of
bottles.

Of the three one crawled home forty-
eight hours later with a broken left arm and
a raw gash running from his neck half-way
down his back.

“We were trapped,” he moaned. ‘“There
wasa great fire. We saw it from a distance
but went on, thinking nothing of it.”

“Where are the others—Ngorodi and
Neriwa?” demanded the headman.

‘Both dead. We were caught as we came
close to the fire.”

“The white man ordered——?"

“Who knows! T did not see him. All at
once numberless men burst upon us, great
men, enormous, such as I have never seen
before. They caught Ngorodi and crushed
him. ©One stroke of a knife severed Neri-
wa’s head. T escaped after striking down
three—four—I do not know how many
who stood in my path.”

“A knife killed Neriwa?”’ asked Iramutu,
leanimg forward, his elbows resting on his
knees. )

“4te] Many had knives.”

“Then they must have been working
for the white man. He alone owns such
weapons.”

The villagers began to growl, but Iramutu
cursed them into silence. His little eyes,
embedded in fat, gleamed brightly, his face
was twisted with rage, but he spoke softly—

“These were new men, you say?”’

“New men, tall like trees—and strong!
It was surely a trap. We could not take
our eyes off the fire, we looked neither to
right nor to left, and they leaped out at
us ikl

“Kah! This we have heard before.”

Iramutu heaved himself to his feet and
addressed the sullen gathering—

“The white man brought these great
beings from the depths beyond the rim of
the sea. Who are they? I think they are
the very demons who destroyed the people
of the coast. Their work is done, they have
assumed visible shapes.”

“Why should they be turned against
us?” clamored a voice.

“As a sore on a body spreads,” explrined
Iramutu. “They have tasted bloed, and
the white man, whose creatures they are,

turns them agamst us to appease their grow-
ing hunger.”

A wail arose. Again Iramutu silenced
them.

“Once,” he sneered, “you" were terrible
warriors, unafraid. Now your shrieks

“drown those -of the women.”

“What can we do against such fiends?”’
choked the wounded man. “If they
come——"’

“Do? Spear them straight through the
chest or club them on the skull. They have

" bodies like ours.”

"Bigger——"

“Perhaps, but bodies that can be touched
and felt. You say you struck dewn three
of them?”

“That is 50.”
“Tonight—" Iramutu slapped his belly—

“I shall go down to the flat lands. Four
men go with me. 'We shall creep unseen
until we find one of these beings. We shall
capture him and bring him back. At lei-
sure we shall see if his body is like ours, in-
side and out. If it is, then—"' he brought
down his fist with a sweep—*“we shall take
payment for those who dled. Net even the
white man shall escape.”

When darkness fell the raiders left the
valley. Up over the hills where the winds
blew fresh, down rugged paths they hur-
ried without sound. They came to the plain
and vanished in the thick jungle darkness.
Beyond lay the incult fields and beyond
these the sea. Beneath a clump of trees
clese to the water’s edge slept the exiles.
The fires they had kindled were dying
down, but the faint red glow of the embers
guided Iramutu from afar.

He struck like lightning, and like & flash
was gone, leaving terror in his wake. Omne
man was missing from his place by the
fire, another lay pinned by a spear to the
ground.

Back in the hills at dawn the captive lay
before Iramutu’s hut. His jaw was broken
and his back where he had been dragged
alopg the ground was a great open wound,
but he was alive.

““This is no fiend,” the headman told his
people. “He is kke us, but not as strong
as we are. -Hear him moan, hear him cry!
He feels pain as we do. Listen!”

He took a long scraper made of shell from
his waist-cloth and bent over the prisoner.
The man’s moan rose until it became a

great gurgling howl of paia.

-
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“You see,” said Iramutu, pointing to his
handiwork. It is flesh, like mine. Listen
again!”

At high noon the captive died.

With his foot Iramutu stirred the man-~
gled body. Itrolled over stiffly, awkwardly,
and a smile spread over the headman’s
countenance, a grim, chilly smile.

There was iron in his voice when he
spoke. -

“That,” he said, “was a man, no more
than a man. Will you believe now, you
cowards? That white man is to blame. He
brought this breed to our land. What have
we done to him? What?”

The people muttered uneasily. They
had been called cowards. Cowards! Were
they not the men of Vungari Umburu? It
was hard to understand.

“Too long we have let this white man
make our laws,” went on Iramutu. “He
sucked the lives of the lowland folk. They
are gone. Now comes our turn. Will-you
submit?”

“What can we do?”’ shouted a warrior.
‘“We wait for the word!”

And the people took up the cry—

“We wait, Iramutu, we wait!”

He grew rigid, his eyes rolled up in their
sockets, foam appeared on his lips, he
dropped to the ground where his whole body
was shaken by violent spasms.

Frenzy took hold of the onlogkers. They
fell to their knees and covered their faces
with their hands, for they knew that Ira-
mutu was in communion with the gods.
Their prayers arose deafening, and the wo-
men, hysterical with horror of the un-
known, fled screaming to their huts.

Ifamutu came out of the trance. He
stood swayhg drunkenly and said little
above a whisper:

“Pudua, my father, came to me from the
land of the dead. His hair and beard were
long in sign of mourning. In his right hand
he trailed a broken spear, and his left hand
was extended as if asking for gifts. He
spoke to me, saying: -

“ “The' skies are dark and the path is
blind—go warily. But if you must kill be
swift!?

“Then he vanished.”.

Iramutu paused, scowling at the warriors,
and they shuddered at the sight of his
twitching face. All at once~he thundered
at them:

“Go fetch that white man. Bring him
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here! Pudua’s spear was broken—we may
fail, but he demands an offering. We must
make it. That is the word!”

The answering shout crashed and echoed
down the valley. The fever spread even to
the aged and the sick, and one old man, a
leper with a silvery mask instead of a face,
arising like some fantom of a long-forgotten
past in the midst of the roaring crowd,
wept silently as he raised his shriveled arms
heavenward in sign of rejoicing. And the
tears ran out of his sightless eyes into the
shapeless thing which, once, had been a

mouth.
@ moment,” declared: Carchot, flat on

™1 his back among the ferns. “A week
earlier you would have put me to shame, a
week later I should have been dead. Your
presence accentuates my futility?

“When I first sighted you,” rejoined Miss
Gordon, tramping up and down in the clear- -
ing, “you did not appear very anxious to
die. In fact you were running away, if I
remember rightly.”

“Madame’s memory for detail is extraor-
dinary. Itis quite true. Ef gue voulez-vous?
One clings to life as a child clings to ‘the
green apple that makes it sick. It is sour,
it is hard, it’s flavor is abominable—one
wants to throw it away but one can not.
The only remedy is overeating, which pro-
duces indigestion, which, if one is very for-
tunate, brings death.”

“Or merely an acute pain. Your outlook

is warped. And, speaking of apples, I want
to eat,”

“Again, madame! We ate early this
morning. Have you forgotten? Bread-
fruit, clear water, more bread-fruit—"

“And in your estimation, how long is this
to last?” .

“Indefinitely, madame, indefinitely.”

He waved a grimy hand above his head,
a wide gesture denoting his complete de-
tachment.

“QOur helplessness is absolute. The sea
is closed to us by our friends the Malaita
cannibals and, at all events, there is no boat
dug to call for another three months. Brail-
ley might return, but I doubt it. In the
hills, as I have explained, there is a tribe
known as the Vungari—"

“Why couldn’t you—"

“They are nationalists of the most rabid.”
Carchot grinned beneath his ragged beard.

“YOU arrived at an inopportune
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“Never have I been permitted to visit their
i . They hold it sacred.”
“And you allowed them to dictate to

She glared at him as she tramped by.

“I respected their rights, I kept them
out of my house, they kept me from theirs.
And, you know, entre nous, I never had any
real reason to call on them.”

“Then how did you obtain the belts you
sent us.’

“Rum,” grumpily admxtted Carchot.
“Iramutu, the headman, brought down his
dancers. They performed for me. In
those days I felt like a Pasha Today I am
content to feel hungry.’

“Very well, if you won’t come with me,
I'm going alone.  Until a boat calls T shall
stay in the hills.”

Carchot sat up, his fingers locked about
his knees.

“It is very risky,” he observed. “Ira-
mutu told me—"’

“Is there a single thing you aren’t
afraid of?”

He shrugged his shoulders.

“It is death to go up there,”” he explained.
‘“Here we are moderately safe.”

“And safety is all you want, is it? You
are content to creep about in the jungle like
a beast until some one finds out that you
are missing. Then you'll drop everything
and get out—beaten by a crowd of sav-
agest”

Very slowly a flush spread over his coun-
tenance and his eyes avoided hers.

“I must think of you,” he muttered.

“Nothing of the kind. I've watched you
for two days. You're too weak and indo-
lent and selfish to think of anybody but
yourself. The trouble with you is that
you've never had to fight. You've grown
soft. You don’t want to live, you don’t
want to die. You can find excuses, I'll
grant you that. Every forger, every thief
has an excuse and a good one, too. And
you’re a forger—you’re deceiving yourself.
You’ve played with words and laughed at
your own laziness. What'’s going to become
of you? Going to turn beachcomber like
the filthy things you see on the Vila water-
front? Is that your ambition?”

Carchot listened in silence, his head sunk
down between his shoulders, his mouth all

puffy and sagging at the corners.

She had no right to insult him. He stole
a glance at her, The skirt all stiff with dirt,
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the amorphous boots, the shrunken coat
~ sleeves that left exposed her broad, sun-
tanned wrists. Her face, scratched by
thorns was repellent. There was that beak
of a nose and the sneering mouth and the
prominent jaw-line sharpened by hunger.
He forgot that she had saved him, and
hated her.

To drown his , because he knew
that she spoke the truth, he sneered at her.

“And what is it to you? Don’t be so in-
terested in my regeneration, mademoiselle.
Gratitude, with me, is not a substitute for
—for something else. I am not the type of -
man who marries his nurse.”

“You cad!” she flung at him.

He grinned, pleased to see her suffer.
But he shrank back when she stopped be-
fore him with blazing eyes, and said quite
gently:

“ have two bullets left. I am going to
waste one of them if you don't take that
back at once. Yes or no?”

The revolver was in her hand, its muzzle
not three feet from Carchot’s head, and her
trigger finger was taut.

“You would shoot—really?” he asked,
dumfounded.

“I am going to shoot,” she corrected.

His hatred vanished as swiftly as it had
arisen. He was ashamed at the contrast
between his own infirmity and her strength.

“Forgive me,” he begged, %I did not
mean it.”

Still she kept the weapon leveled at his
head and there was a gri about her
mouth that frightened him. Would she kill
him after all, he wondered? Women did
queer things sometimes—and there was no
accounting for this one.

“I have made excuses,” he protested.
“The words slipped out. Je suis comfus.
Won’t you accept——"

“Get up,” ordered Miss Gordon. *I
should have thought of this sooner. Now
my mind is made up.”

“And my mind, teo?” he inquired dubi-
ously.

“And yours too. We are going up to the
inland village you spoke of.”

“But—

“I mean it., Get up. This has lasted long
enough.”

He scrambled to his feet, protesting with
a trace of bitterness:

“It is absurd. I know this island.”

“That’s why I tolerate you—because you
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kmow the island. Once you did good work.
Took an interest in le and

‘That’s the you I'd gladly help. Don’t flat-
ter yourself, just at present you're nasty-
minded and disgusting. Don’t stand there
sneering. You're not the first man I've
had to deal with. Get on!”

‘“Madame,” he said, suddenly calm, “you
are a lunatic, a ferocious lunatic, but I ad-
mire you. I cannot help it. I do not even
understand it. You may keep both bullets,
We now pass from masterly inactivity to
action of the®most insane.”

His shirt hung in strips, one whole sleeve
was missing; the knees of his trousers were
no more; on one foot he wore a shoe, on the
other a rope sandal. His sun-bleached hair
was wild and his beard had that unkempt
look peculiar to hedgerows in March, yet
Miss Gordon was aware that his whole bear-
ing had subtly changed. All at once he

was a D’Artagnan disguised as an overfat

SCATeCTOW.
When, for the first time in their brief
intance, Miss Gordon smiled at him,
he bowed and exclaimed theatrically—

“Those who are about to die satute thee,
Caesar!”

"Then to his normal tone, he
added casually, as an afterthought—

“But that is no reason why you should
commit suicide.”

Helplessly he shrugged his shoulders and
led the way out of the gully where for two
days they had hidden.

Soon they were climbing a steep hillside,
following a ravine whose bush-grown banks
afforded some measure of protection from
the glare of the sun. The ravine grew shal-
Yower, the bushes less dense. Far away be-
neath them they could see the sharp cor-
ners of Carchot’s fields, like a wedge thrust

_into the jungle, and the black patch of
charred wood that had been his home.

He thought:

“She is a magnificent woman. Such cour-
age! And what eyes! Not soft—no. An
eagle’s. Perhaps she is right, one never
knows. I have enough money—I could
start in again. Iramutu might help us—"

But he dismissed Iramutu from his mind.
It was too disquieting to think of that sleek,
fat kanaka, with his scream of alaughand
bloodshot eyes.

igher, with the sum burning be-
tween his shoulder blades. He was pain-
fully conscious that Miss Gorden was climb-
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ing more easily than he. She was not out of
breath, she was not tired; where he strug-
gled she moved without difficulty. It was
maddening. He was not leading, he was
being driven. The idea obsessed him,
spurred him on. He longed to do some mag-
nificent thing that would restore his self
respect and force her to admire him.

At high noon they reached the knife-
edged crest where withered bushes clung
to the thin soil among the rocks. The heat
rising in shimmering waves from the sun-
baked earth was stifling, and the sun at its
zenith struck straight down, shadowless and
dazzling.

“Over there,” pointed Carchot; “where
those hills run together, at the foot of the
waterfall—that is the village.”

“Pretty,” commented Miss Gordon, shad-
ing her eyes as she peered into the distance.
“Yes, I see a roof-top.”

“You are not too tired to go on?”

Her lips twitched as she looked at his
shining face.

“Not at all,” she answered not unkindly.
“Let’s get it over.”

No reference was made to his own physi-
cal exhaustion. He was hurt, but very
grateful. '

They went down among trees whose foli-
age tempered the heat. They came to a
brook where, stretched flat on the ground,
they drank greedily, sucking at the rush-
ing water.

Carchot grunted and sighed. He ached
exquisitely in every muscle and sinew, he
did not want to move another step, but he
refused to plead even for a few minutes’

grace.

He sat batk on his heels and stretched his
weary arms above his head.

“Do not drink too much,” he said with a
show of authority. ‘It is bad—"

The admonition died away on his lips, his
arms fell to his sides, for among the fronds
on the opposite side of the stream there had
appeared a black, malevolent face topped
by a prodigious headgear of feathers and
cowrie shells.

“Faites attention!” he cried out, trying to
drag his companion to her feet.

But the warning was useless. A dozen
hillsmen crashed out of the underbrush,
leaped the brook and fell upon the defence-
less pair. For a brief second Carchot tried
to struggle. The forest rang with his yells
as he rolled over buried beneath a cluster of
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oiled black bodies. He shook them off and
plunged toward Miss Gordon who had been
pinned to the ground. Then somethi
struck him just above the ear and his wo:iﬁ
went dark.

B “MY POOR Brailley,” said Lepil-

lier, looking down his nose at the
trader, “permit me to tell you that
you are infinitely stupid.”

“Cuts both ways,” grunted Brailley,
shuffling uncomfortably on the other side of
the desk, hat in hand.

“You were not asked to comment,” re-
torted illier, smoothing his mustache
with the tips of his fingers. ‘“Please listen
to me.”

He settled himself more comfortably in
his swivel chair and allowed himself the
luxury of a long pause that his victim might
writhe at leisure. He was sufficiently im-
portant and wealthy to take liberties even
with swashbuckling traders. Also there
were enough servants within earshot, in
case of emergency, to make him feel quite
safe, and he insulted Brailley with that
bland calmness affected by superior persons
the world over.

He was a very superior person indeed.
His full name was Raoul Thourgis Montal-
lent de Lepillier, and he was the descendant
of barons. He boasted of a family-tree
whose roots groped back through the cen-
turies to the time when the first of the line
sprang into fame because of his strength
and his skilful manipulation of a nail-
studded battle-ax. is thug stole a vast
estate on the banks of the Garonne River
and became the confidant of kings, which
made him haughty. Subsequent genera-
tions showed marked signs of physical de-
cline but lost nothing of the family’s tradi-
tional haughtiness.

Came a revolution. The vast estate was
confiscated and the Lepilliers, shorn of their
titles and prefixes, went to work if they
were fortunate enough to escape the guillo-
tine. Even in adversity they retained their
glacial aloofness. They were not very
popular. They were poor. They were most
unhappy, but they were aristocrats and
never lost sight of the fact. .

They played a gruesome game with
others so situated. Foregathering in sixth
floor apartments in shabbily genteel neigh-
borhoods they would revert to type and
address each other as Monsieur lc Comte, or

Monsieur le Marquis, or Madame la Vicom-
tesse to their hearts’ content. They re-
ferred to their fellow citizens as “le peuple,”
with a sneer. Then they would separate
and go back to their little jobs and be quite
humble as they sold dry-goods to the wives
of the “peuple.” -

Raoul Lepillier forgot the rules of the-
game. He carried his haughtiness beyond
the confines of sixth floor salons and his life
was made miserable. Long after he had
reached the age of discretion he saw fit to
attend a royalist meeting witich the police
broke up. He was so enraged that he
struck a sergent de ville over the head with
the rolled-gold knob of his Malacca cane.
To avoid a scandal, for the policeman’s
skull was somewhat damaged, Lepillier’s
friends spirited him out of the country.
They beggared themselves that he might
escape and he wept haughty tears as the
steamer bore him eastward.

In the New Hebrides he found oblivion
and wealth.

On Api he became a tropical feudal baron
with two hundred black serfs working in
his cotton-fields and preparing his coconut- .,
fiber for the world’s markets. He conde-
scended to associate with governors, but
looked down on his fellow colonists with
open contempt. There is no over-crowding
in the New Hebrides—when his innate abil-
ity to be offensive became known he was
left very much alone. He rejoiced, but at
times found his isolation inconvenient.

When, for instance, a fresh levy of serfs
became necessary for the proper handli
of his increased production, he was obli
to be polite to Brailley because he was too
busy to go recruiting himself and no other
man was available. He ensnared Brailley
with wine and sweet words and the trader
fell protesting into the trap.

Lepillier’s true nature came like a cork
to the surface when Brailley returned with
a pitiful tale of pursuit by a murderous
gunboat and of offioading the Kanakas by
night on Rapanga.

“I said you were stupid,” he remarked.
“I was wrong. You are a fool. ine!

' The gunboat lost sight of you in the night,

but you stop and unload! You give my

laborers to Catchot!”
“I gave him nothing,” retorted Brailley.

“And I'm nobody’s fool. Norwood boarded

my schooner the next day—"
“Norwood?”
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“Yes, lieutenant commanding the gun-
boat. And where’d I be now if I'd kept
those Kanakas on board?”

“You are a failure,” Lepillier declared
wearily. “I have no patience with failures.
But I must have those Kanakas.”

He inclined his head toward the door.

“Go and get them.”

“Not much. I quit. Norwood said—"

“Indeed?” A faint smile played about
Lepillier’s lips. “Unless you obey at once
you receive no money. That is under-
stood, naturally?”’

"“But listen, Rapanga is only three days’
journey from here. There they are—
Eighty good niggers, right next door. You
could get any of two or three men I know
to finish the job—cheap. And I'm to get
nothing?”’

“Nothing.

“That’s not reasonable. Norwood knows
darn well I had those niggers on board.
You bet I didn’t tell him I was coming
here, but suppose I do go back d’you think
I could get through? You know I couldn’t.

“H only you had not made the initial
mistake,”” sighed Lepillier. “Now, I admit,

it is difficult. But I must have those
Kanakas at once.”

A thought flashed through his mind and
he suddenly became almost affable.
*“H I went with you to Rapanga,” he
suggested. ‘‘My presence——"’

" “Lot of good that would do.
own the schooner.”

“One could say—"

“No use, mister. You’d have to change
the papers—transfer to the French register
to be safe. Norwood’s an inquisitive
blighter.”

Lepillier felt certain that he could hold
his own against any gunboat lieutenant,
but he decided to humor Brailley.

“And this formality, how is it performed?”
he asked.

“Have to go to Vila.”

“Ah, of course.”

Lepillier clapped his hands and a ser-
vant appeared. He ordered bottles and
syphons, ice and tumblers. He waved
Brailley to a seat. All at once he was a
model host, urbane and engagingly friendly.

Brailley’s astonishment was so great
that he gulped down whisky as if it were
water, but his glass stood always full on the
broadarmofhzschmrmt.hmwsymchof
his hand. His eyes assumed a glassy stare

You don’t
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ilald his speech grew thick. He was very
PPy '

Toward dusk Lepillier leaned over and
shook hands with him, exclaiming:

“Why, here we are at Vila] What a
pleasant journey we have had.”

Brailley nodded drunkenly.

“Yesh,” he adxmtted pondenng the
statement. “Fine trip.”

“We are now,” said Lepillier, “in the
office of my friend the colonial secretary.

“Thash true,” agreed Brailley, glancing
around at the walls. “Sawful hot.”

“We transfer your schooner, the Grace &
Edna to the French register.”

“Quick — sawful - -quick,” admonished
Brailley, slowly waggling his head.

“The documents are ready for your
signature,” briskly went on Lepillier. He
thrust a pen between Brailley’s fingers and
placed the back of an old envelope on the
chair arm.

“Sign here!”

Brailley, still protesting that the speed of
modern locomotion astonished him, signed
with a flourish that broke the pen point.

“And now,” concluded Lepillier, “we
are going to Rapanga. Finish that drink
and en routel”’

“Not yet. Want visit frenz.”

““One more drink?”’

“Jus’ one,” agreed Brailley, and he slid
off his chair on to the ground where he
snored loudly.

Lepillier ceased to be a model host.
He summoned his Javanese butler, prodded
the sleeper with the toe of his boot, and
snapped:

“Have this drunken pig carried down to
the beach. I am going away. Pack my
bag.”

Shortly after nightfall he boarded the
Grace & Edna.

“You see your master?”’ he said to
Brailley’s half-breed mate. ‘Drunk and
a touch of the sun. I am in charge until
he recovers.”

“He gave orders?”

“Yes. Go back to Rapanga for those
recruits. We leave at once. Be careful to
show no lights.”

Four days later when the hilltops of
Rapanga hove into sight Brailley still lay
on his bunk unable to speak or move. Not
only was he dead drunk, but he was
rapidly approaching the point of complete
exhaustion. And Lepillier was to blame.
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He had watched at the trader’s bedside and
whenever the latter showed signs of re-
covery he thrust more whisky between his
lips. For the last twenty-four hours Brail-
ley had had to be strapped down. Now,
however, hg lay quite still, barely breathing,
his face all mottled and gray.

¢ The situation dmused Lepillier. He never
paused to weigh the consequences of his
actions for the simple reason that he
foresaw no consequences. He would allow
Brailley to recover only when he could
confront him with an accomplished fact.
One of two things would then happen:
Brailley might treat the whole thing as a
joke, pocket his money and go away; or
he might be offensive and in the latter

contingeney Lepillier promised himself the

pleasure of kicking him on his way for the
mere sake of kicking. Under no circum-
stances could Brailley raise an outcry
and demand official justice. He was a
blackbirder and an outlaw; an obsolete
gunboat was burning valuable fuel and
giving employment to thirty odd stokers,
seamen and gunnery experts for the sole
purpose either of surprizing him in a com-
promising situation or killing him outright
if he refused to be captured. He was there-
fore quite defenceless against the attacks
of men called honest.

When the schooner anchored off Rapanga
Lepillier locked the trader in his cabin
and prepared to affront Carchot. The
beach was deserted. It annoyed him to

think that he should have to plod about

in search of a host. It was not hos-
pitable it was indecent, he was deeply
offended.

' “Where is the house?” he asked of the
half-breed mate. '

“House bugned, looks like,” gloomily
answered the latter, pointing to the black-
ened remains jutting above the bushes.

“So it seems, but I see some thatched
roof-tops just beyond. I shall have to
listen to a long tale of this man’s misfor-
tunes, I suppose.”

All the way ashore his exasperation in-
creased. Not a single soul to meet him!
The thought came to him that perhaps
Carchot would not willingly part with the
recruits. He dismissed the idea as irrele-
vant, but he wondered vaguely why the
place was so desolate. Bearing a rifle in
the crook of his arm he stepped out on to
the sand. Still nobody in sight. All the
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coconut-trees cut down, too. That gave the
place a queer, empty look.

“Wait for me here,” he told the crew of
the dingy, and set off briskly toward the
gutted remains of the house. -

,He came to a hedge; beyond it caught
sxght of a row of low sheds.

“Carchot,” he shouted. ‘“Carchot. But
where are you then?”’

A yell answered him, but it came from
the wrong direction, from the beach. He
whirled sharply about and stood staring
uncomprehendingly.

A compact mass of natives sprung from
the shelter of the bushes had swept across
the sands cutting in between him and the
dingy.

It was unreal, grotesque.. In a dream he
saw the oar blades rise clear and shining
above the heads of the throng and crash
down among them. The cries swelled to
a great roar. A group of men detached
itself from the main body and turned to-
ward him, stooping low as they ran. A
stick hurled through the air swished by
within inches of his head. Astonishment
gave way to wrath. They were attacking
kim! An ambush! The crew of the dingy
was being butchered—no help could come
from the schooner. This much he knew,
but he was not going to give way before
these savages. One shot would rout them.

He raised the rifle to his shoulder, aimed
deliberately, fired—and missed. A drop
of perspiration rolling down his nose clung
;lo his eyelash and momentarily blinded

im.

At once he lost confidence in himself
and his composure vanished. Leaping
the treacherous hedge he bolted across the
fields swinging wide of the sheds. Spread
out fanwise behind him the Kanakas
him away from the jungle, kept him in full
flight across the open. -

It was absurd, incredible, that he Raoul
Thourgis Montallent de Lepillier should
be running away, galloping fifty paces
ahead of filthy savages on a remote New
Hebrides island. It was worse than absurd,
it was debasing. He spun around and
emptied the magazine of his rifie at them.
But they were widely scattered; one man
collapsed brokenly, the others bayed more
loudly as they came on.

Again Lepillier turned his back on them
and fled, painfully aware that the distance
between him and his pursuers had been
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redueed by half. The rifle grew intolerably
heavy. He considered throwing it away
until he remembered that in his pocket he
carried an extra clip of cartridges.

Trees and a tangle of underbrush loomed
ahead. A narrow track opened before him
in the bush. Came a sharp bend. He
dropped to his knees behind a fallen tree-
trunk and reloaded, snarling at his own
clumsy, palzied movements.

The clamor of the Kanakas had died
away. They were creeping in upon him,
stalking him through the jungle. The
dread of uncertamty seized him. He
longed to be out in the open again. Out of
the shadows his eyes conjured a thousand
enemies. He . caught sight of a head
peering cautiously from a screen of leaves.
Shoulders followed the hedad as the native
wormed his way forward. Lepillier was
astonished as he noticed the man’s pains-
taking intentness which had banished from
his face all trace of cruelty. He died with
a bullet between the eyes.

The sound of tHe shot reverberated be-
neath the trees. Silence followed, more
nerve-racking than ever. A rustle of dry
leaves brought Lepillier to his feet quiver-
ing. He broke cover, stampeding down
the path. The chase was on again and the
jungle awoke as the trackers gave tongue.

He was out in the sunshine, climbing
from boulder to boulder up a steep hillside
before he became aware of the fact. He
had gained slightly on his pursuers but he
noticed that their numbers had more
than doubled.

The rifle at each step became more un-
wieldy as he dragged it behind him. At
the summit he tried to ‘make a stand, roll-
ing down loose stones upon the Kanakas,
but they dodged clear of the avalanche
and clambered up ever closer.

The test was too great for his endurance,
and when he found that his bleeding hands
could not hold the rifle steady and that his
eyes were blurred, he felt for the first time
fear gnawing at his heart.

. It sent him scurrying down the opposite

slope in headlong flight.
E a while,” concluded Iramutu, rub-

bing the palms of his hands on
his thighs. “She looks strong. And you,”

he purred at Carchot, “are going to pay
for the breaking of the law.”

“I SHALL keep the woman—for
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“You know the ways-of white men,”
retorted Carchot, swaying forward be-
tween his guards. ‘“Have you forgotten
how you were punished once before? Kill
me if you wish—it will cost you your life
and those of half your men. But touch
that woman a.nd the wbole village will be
swept away.”

Iramutu shrieked with laughter. He
held two prisoners where he had only ex-
pected one and he felt sure that he had
nothing to fear. Everything was plain
to him. When years ago his warriors
had raided Carchot’s plantation they had
regrettably omitted to slay the owner.
Obviously the latter had been left in a
position to communicate with the men who
came from the depths of the netherworld in
ships. Now, however, he was helpless.
So, too, was the woman. If neither of them
could get in touch with their clansmen
nobody would come to their aid. It was self-
evident; at least Iramutu thought so and he
was satisfied to abide by his own judgment.

“Tell me quickly,” Miss Gordon called
across to Carchot. ‘“What is he shrieking
about?” _

She stood hemmed in by four Kanakas.
Her hat was gone, her hair clung to her
cheeks, she showed signs of recent strife,
but she was undaunted. Her hands were
thrust in the pockets of her coat, her
shoulders were squared she held her chin
high.

To Carchot she was magnificent, more,
she was beautiful. Looking into her steady
eyes he found fresh strength to keep firm
his sagging lips and suppress the tremor
in his voice.

“He will not believe me,” he explained.
“He thinks I turned those laborers against
him. It is not my fault if everybody has
gone mad! Madame comprehends that?
I have warned him that if we are killed
he will be punished—and he laughs.”

“I'm to blame.” Her mouth curved
into its old, ironical smile. “I wanted to
come. It’s too bad and I’'m very sorry.
How’s the head?”

“Better—much better,” he lied.

“When I have done with you,” Iramutu
was speaking, “I shall drive your servants
into the sea.”

“I should reward such a service if I
lived to see it,”’ quickly interposed Car-
chot. “For each man captured—a le
of cloth, for every ten a bottle of rum.”
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“A trap,” sneered the Kanaka.

The crowd squatting in a wide semi-
circle before the chief’s hut grew restless.

Why waste words when a single blow
would silence the white man? Why waste
time when the warriors; waited impatiently
for the command that would set them free

to kill?

They howled:

“Ho! He talks like an old crone.
out his tongue!”

Carchot flinched, glancmg fearfully over
his shoulder at the warriors. They rocked
with delight. This was the man they had
feared, this bloodstained cringing thing
whose eyes were sick with terror! They
were angered by the thought that such a
puny creature .could have held them in

Cut

check so long.

Miss Gordon’s voice reached him sharp
and clear above the clamor.

“Stand up, Carchot, —— you! Bluff
it out! We haven’t begun to fight yet.”

Her words steadied him.

“Not begun to fight!” She, at least,
when her time came would die unafraid.

“Pay attention!” he called out. “For
me there is no hope. I know it. It is too
late now to complain and I do not care
much. I deserve it. I went to the dogs,
this is the result. Only for you I am con-
cerned now. The chief says he will not
kill you. You understand? He will not
kill you yes.”

She was listening intently, peering at
him over the shoulders of the Kanakas
surrounding her.

“You mean—"

“So you must make him kill you,” he
begged. ‘“And at once.”.

The bellow of the tribesmen made her
answer inaudible. Iramutu was on his
feet shouting:

“Bring the woman over here, by me.
Let her see how we treat such vermin!”

She was seized and dragged to one side.
Carchot stood alone facing his tormentors.

“This man is not worthy of a warrior’s
spear,” Iramutu went on. ‘“He has no
strength. A child could slay him, and a
child shall!” A

He paused and his audience fell silent,
listening intently.

“Ngio, come here!”’ he called out.

A boy of eighteen, squat and powerful,
shuffled self-consciously out of the crowd.
A weak smile was fixed on his thick, moist

-
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lips .and his arms dangled loosely as he
walked. He was the fool, the butt of the
tribe; Iramutu’s stroke of genius brought
wild applause from the gathering. It was
a joke that would be handed down from
generation to generation—how Ngio, he
of little sense, had been picked to kill the
white man who for years had ruled the
whole island!

Iramutu slapped the boy on the back.

“You want to marry Wandika?” he
asked.

Ngio nodded, staring abashed at the
ground.

“Yet you know that no man is fit to take
a wife until he has honored the of
bygone warriors. How are they honored?”

“By sendm them slaves from among
our enemies,’ mumbled Ngio.

“Ho!” chuckled Iramutu. “Your knowl-
edge alone makes you more than half
a man. Now finish the task. You see
this one with the blood on his beard. Go
kill him and you may have Wandika.”

“True? Is it true?” insisted Ngio,
shaking with excitement.” “Without a
weapon—must I slay thhpy bare hands?”

“Yes,” said the chief. ‘“Let me see you
become a man.’

Carchot watched the boy come toward
him with outstretched arms. This was to
be his finish! At worst he had ed
a quick stab in the back, and he was thrown
as a plaything to a fool!

It maddened him. He stood motionless
until Ngio’s groping hands were within
reach of his throat, then he swayed out
of reach, whirled around and sent his foot
crashmg into the native’s stomach. Le

. savatte! He had not forgotten that!

But his head ached intolerably. The sud-
den strain reopened his wound and he felt
blood trickle warmly down his cheek.
The earth seemed to rock beneath him,
there was a thunderous roll in his ears.
Through a thickening mist he saw Ngio
scramble up and rush. Again he tried
to use his foot, but thefe was no s
in him. The Kanaka caught hold of his
ankle. He tottered, arms outstretched beat-
ing the air.

Then Miss Gordon, forgetting her own
plight, wasted one of her two remaining
bullets. She fired from her pocket. Ngio
stared at her, his little eyes slowly dilating.
His grip on Carchot’s leg relaxed, his hands
fell to his sides. A gurgle came from his

N
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g:s;itmdedinagushofredfoamandhe
ed sprawling beside Carchot who had
fainted.

Before a single native could overcome his
astonishment Miss Gordon sprang clear of
her guards. She jammed the muzzle of her
revolver against the chief’s broad back.

“Don’t you move,” she ordered. “Not
an inch.”

He stood perfectly still, for though he
could not understand her words there was
no mistaking the threat.
~ “Be quiet,” he commanded, “until I
am rid of this wasp. Let no one move.”

Silence fell over the gathering, an uneasy
expectant hush. A minute crept by. Car-
chot, his hand pressed tightly to his head,
staggered to his feet.

All at once Iramutu stiffened, for out of
the stillness there had drifted a cry, far
away, echoing faintly up the valley. It
ceased, swelled again, grew clearer.

“Carchot—quick!” urged Miss Gordon.
Do you hear that? Quick! Answer me!”

He nodded, still unable to speak.

“They’re coming after us—those labor-
ers of yours. Make this man understand.
You’ve got to.”

He fought desperately against an almost
overpowering desire for sleep.

“Iramutu,” he said thickly. “I offered
you a reward for every man you would
capture. You thought I lied, but the
offer stands. Now they are coming—"

A shout of terror broke from the throng.
They had caught sight of a man running
toward them beneath the trees. A white
man! They waited for no more. Others
must be close behind him, they felt sure.
Thke village would be wiped out. Panic
seized them, they scattered to right and
left, vanishing beneath the undergrowth.
Alpne Iramutu stood motionless. He dare
not move for the gun-muzzle still pressed
against his spine, and he feared this woman
as he had never feared any man.
~ Carchot shielding his eyes with his hand
gazed at the swiftly moving figure.

“Why,” he burst out, “It is Lepillier!

illier! He bas found us!l We are
e—safe!”

The crisis was past. His worn out
nerves gave way and he wept shamelessly,
even while he laughed.

“Who did you say it was?” Miss Gor-
don’s unemotional voice came from behind
Framutu’s back.
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But Carchot ignored her completely.
With arms outflung in sign of welcome he
tottered across the clearing to greet their
deliverer.

The mystery which surrounds unknown
dwellings, even empty ones, brought Lepil-
lier’s pursuers to a halt. The village looked
too quiet and deserted to be really as peace-
ful as it seemed. Moreover, the long chase
had exhausted them, they were in no con-
dition to face a surprize attack, or, in fact,
an attack of any kind. So they turned
back, crawling stealthily away. And there
were pessimists among them who declared
that their whole conduct since reaching
thz island had been foolhardy in the ex-
treme, and punishable according to the
white man’s code. The empty village
where their quarry had disappeared struck
them as a bad omen. Not unlike many
more progressive peoples their first sense
of guilt followed their first reverse.

But Lepillier was in complete ignorance
of this new development. As he tottered
up to Carchot his first words were:

“Save me! Carchot, I am finished!
They are close behind me. Save mel”

Carchot stared at him blankly, swaying
forward at the hips, and replied after his
mouth had hung open for 2 moment—

“Will they be here soon?”

“Soon!” Lepillier choked, his lungs burst-
ing. “They areat my heels. My ——!”’ he
exclaimed, startled, “Have you no gun?”

“It’s all right now,” persisted Carchot,
trying to make himself believe that Lepillier
was out of his mind, and miserably failing.
“They ran away when they saw you coming.
You reached us just in time. A minute
later and we should have been dead.”

“Ah!” gasped Lepillier, at a loss for words.

“Of course,” Carchot went on, “they
may come back—even though we hold their
chief. They might risk it, one never
knows, I hope your men won’t be long.”

Aghast, Lepillier stammered:

“But I am alone. I was attacked. Do
you not understand? Alone—attacked. It
is terrible!”

“Yes,” admitted Carchot, “it is terrible,
but I understand nothing.”

“When you have quite done kissing each
other,” Miss Gordon’s voice cleaved through
the fog of doubt, “will somebody be kind
enough to relieve me? My arm is tired.”

It dawned upon Lepillier that there were
others in the clearing besides Carchot.
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Behind an immobile Kanaka he perceived
for the first time a woman, a woman holding
a revolver, a nost unwomanly woman with
a masterful chin and badly scratched
cheeks. On the ground not ten paces away
he discerned the body of a man who, unmis-
takably, had died a recent and violent death.
When Carchot left him to rush to the
woman’s assistance he decided the situa-
tion had grown far too complex for his
exhausted mind to grasp. Like some
equatorial Daniel Boone he leaned upon
his rifle and glowered first at the dolts who
would not save him and then along thy
path which his foes would have to travel.

CUPPING his hands about his
mouth Iramutu called to his people.

FAN{] Three times the summons went
crashmg down the valley and as the last
sound died away, they came sidling out
of the bush in twos and threes, sullen and

lowering. ,
“He has spared us,”” began the headman,
indicating Carchot. ‘“He stayed this other

-, one’s hand, for he says it is right that we
should live in peace and he has forgiven us.”

“O Iramutu,” one man broke in, “there
are no others. This stranger came alone.
We could—"

“He came alone)’ countered the chief,
“because he knows no fear. But his ship
is there, waiting for him, and if he is harmed

the ship will belch men and fire and we shall -

be stamped into the ground.

An old hag with a dithering head, cried
out at the warriors:

“Ye ran away from one man, O ye ter-
rible men. And I bred you—you craven
spawn! In my time these three would
have been in the ovens, but in my time,
by Pwimboro, there were fighters living
here—not cowards.”

“Atel and in your time there were no
guns,” jeered Iramutu. “Be still, you
witch, would you have us all killed?”

She spat at him and hobbled away
pouring abuse upon her sons as she went.

Laboriously, many times interrupted,

Iramutu placated the tribesmen. It would -

be senseless to kill these white folk, he
declared; in the long run it mever paid for
they were too strong.

At Carchot’s behest he preached tolera-
tion, insisting upon the advantages to be
derived from friendly intercourse with
these powerful men.

Ngorodi and Neriwa had been killed? -

That was true, but everything was now
clear. The murderers were ignorant people
who in their blindness had seen fit to burn
the planter’s house and drive him away.
But see how swiftly punishment followed
upon such misdeeds! A boat came up from
the depths of the sea, a boat laden with
every conceivable engine of destruction.

‘““He came to our hills to seek our help,”
said Iramutu. “We fell upon him without
cause. Now, to prove our worth, he has
ordered a test. We must go down to the
lowlands -and capture those ‘murderers.
There must be no great killing, just a little
perhaps if they will not give in. When this
is done we shall be paid for every prisoner
we take.”

The prospect: of a raid sanctioned and
condoned by the white man drew a murmur
of approval from the crowd. They were
convinced their prospective enemies might
not willingly surrender.

The day was waning. Long shadows
crept across the valley floor. Beyond the
hills flamed an opal sky, and a breeze
stirred the dust in the clearing.

Carchot smiled at Miss Gordon.
“It has succeeded,” he whispered. “¥ou
- have genius, madame. I should never

have thought of such a scheme. Without
you—"

“When are they going down?”

- “But tonight! At once!”

“That’s good. Keep them moving, don’t
give them time to think. That chief espe-
cially, see he goes w1th his men. We'll
stay here until morning.”

Lepillier was slowly recovering from his
state of exhaustion. Breathing was again
with him a matter of instinct, not a con-
scious, agonizing effort to sustain life.
No longer did he anticipate an immediate
assault by the ferocious host which had
pursued him. Moreover, when it gradually
dawned upon him that this very host was
composed exclusively of his intended re-
cruits his indignation arose and choked him.
He wanted to demand explanations, wanted
to scourge Carchot for his culpable negli-
gence, but he could not place a single
word. He was ignored as completely as
if he were at the other end of the earth.

It became unendurable when he found
that Miss Gordon had assumed the réle
of dictator. It was intolerable, indecent.

Carchot seemed perfectly happy to accept
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a subordinete position and transmit her

. dictums to the Kanakas. He acted as

if he reverenced the shrewish woman.
Carchot might please himself, but he,
Lepillier, would have none of it.
He was not a boor, on the contrary he
all the attributes proper to
gentlemen, but he expected women to be
weak that he might protect them. He
could charm ladies, if the ladies understood
the gentle art of submission. He had a
trick of throwing back his head and looking
at them down his nose which was absolutely
irresistible. A snake practises the same
arts with little birds, but the snake is an
odious reptile, whereas Lepillier was—a
gentleman. He asked nothing of women
but that they should please the eye and
rest the brain. In return he looked at
them down his nose. What more could
they hope for, the silly creatures? Secretly
bhe despised them, but he concealed his
real feelings behind a barrage of adulation,
flattery and ineffable politeness.

But Miss Gordon was outside the pale.
She was not beautiful; she ignored the
meaning of the word submission.

Lepillier revolted.

“Pardon me, madame,” he said with a
touch of asperity. “You are ordering
these savages to assassinate my laborers,
I believe.”

“Can you think of some better plan?”’
she demanded briskly.

“I am sure one could devise—"’

“What I want to know is—#ave you some-
thing better to suggest right now? We
can’t wait, we can’t choose, we must act.
We’re only alive now because Monsieur
Carchot has bluffed these blacks to a
standstill. He can’t bluff them forever.”

“Carchot,” sneered Lepillier, sinking
his voice to a confidential whisper. “He
is useless, that one! Do not trust him!
Remember what you have suffered because
of his depravation. I am so sorry for you,
you have had a dreadful experience! If
he had not given way to mat fever, today
you—" —

“Watch him,” murmured Miss Gordon.
“Do you call that man weak? He’s resur-
rected. Listen to him.”

Night rolling up out of the west had
drained the sky of color. Somewhere in
the deepening shadows Carchot was speak-
ing to Iramutu and his tone revealed no

trice of weakness; it was sharp, clear,
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compelling. It rang above the blurred
monotone of the tribesmen’s voices.

“You will go now,” he was saying, ‘“and
at sunrise we shall follow. Let there be
no needless killing. I shall give the reward
only for unharmed prisoners.”

“You are without fear,” [ramutu an-
swered deferentially. “We are your chil-
dren. But that woman——"

“May the disease (leprosy) rot the tongue
in your mouth,” snarled Carchot. “She is
not to be mentioned.”

Magnanimous, indifferent came the chief-
tain’s answer:

“It is well spoken. She is our mother
and we her slaves.”

“Go now!”

The murmur of voices ceased. = Abruptly
Miss Gordon was aware that the darkness
surrounding her was empty of men. Out
of the stillness arose a single note—the
hurried, unending rush and splash of the
waterfall. As the seconds, like hours,
dragged away, the sound became all-
pervading, dreary as a sigh.

“Why,” she thought, “I hadn’t noticed
that before, yet it has been going on all
the time!”

Close at hand, out of nothingness, Car-
chot spoke:

“They are gone. Until morning we are
reprieved.”

A babel of sound broke out. Down the
line of huts a dozen fires sprang into being
making pools of ruddy light in the darkness.

“Women,” explained Carchot in answer
to Miss Gordon’s exclamation. ‘““They are
still with us. Never forget the women.
You know,” he gave a throaty chuckle,
“it is lucky for me that they are not
combative. If they had your determina-
tion without your standards——"

She laughed. Lepillier hated her for that
laugh. It wassuch a tacit admission of an
intimacy which wholly excluded him.

“I am determined to sit down by ome of
those fires,” she declared. “And if we
could find something to eat——"

Carchot summoned help. The women
brought live embers on strips of bark,
piled dry twigs upon them and crouching
close to the ground blew mightily as they
fed the blaze. The flames leaped up roar-
ing. Other women appeared with leaf
platters heaped with baked eel and taros.

; 0()Sétid Charcot, with his mouth full of



50 Adventure

“Brailley brought you across from Api,
I suppose. ‘I want to get enough stuff
from him to pay these people.”

Lepillier’s exasperation boiled over.

“There is not a man in the Hebrides
who would give you a day’s credit,” he
retorted, his voice trembling with anger.

Miss Gordon, resting her chin on her
knuckles, sat motionless, listening.

“Oh,” Carchot said lightly, “I have had
a bad spell, but it’s over now. I shall have
the place straightened out in no time.”

“You won’t. You whine about having
had a bad spell. And you call that an
excuse—a suitable excuse. You know you
lie. It was mat fever, nothing else.”

It pleased him to see Carchot’s eyes
waver, and he went on:

“Whose fault is it that we are here?
Yours—you vagabond. You should be
punished. How long will it take me to
tame those recruits now that you have
contaminated them? Who will pay me for
my trouble and the men whose deaths
you caused? You don’t know what to
say. You are ashamed, eh?”

“Y didn’t ask Brailley to leave those men
with me,” Carchot mumbled in his beard.

“No, you were too great a waster to
handle even that fool. And you needn’t
talk about going to work again. You
never will. These hillsmen won’t work
for you—"

“] have an idea,” Miss Gordon cut
in. She paused thoughtfully. “Yes, it
tmght do.”

“One can not help such a saleé,” snapped
Lepillier. “And I give him fair warning—
if any of those laborers are killed tonight I
shall have him arrested for inciting a
rebellion.”

“That was my suggestion,” drawled Miss
Gordon. “You object?”

“] am astonished,” Lepillier reproved
her. “Your plan! But, of course, Carchot
would listen to anybody.”

“And perha.ps my idea isn’t much more
acceptable.” Her voice had grown mild
and soft, rather diffident. “I don’t see why
Mr. Carchot shouldn’t keep the laborers.
Pay for them, naturally. He could start
in at once, tomorrow. If they get a sound
drubbing they’ll be as meek as can be.”

“My recruits!” Lepillier spluttered an-
grily. “My recruits! Madame, it is im-
possible.”

“Oh, is it really? Well!” For a second

she studied his wrathful countenance all
distorted by the firelight, then she turned
to Carchot demanding—

“What do you think of it?"”

“Y am a failure,” he began.

“You are,” agreed Lepillier.

“I thought I wanfed to be a faiure,”
Carchot said slowly, with long pauses
between words. ‘“But I find that I do
not want to be a failure. It is very com-
plicated.”

He lapsed into silence, sitting hunched
with his head bowed down on his knees.

Lepillier yawned. _

“I beg your pardon,” he murmured
with false politeness. - “Such a trying day!
And I must ask you, madame, not to put
ridiculous ideas into this man’s head. I
understand. It is a joke, but with such
people one can never be too careful.”

“Is it a ridiculous idea?” she asked hesi-
tatingly. “Well, perhaps it is. Won't
you suggest something? You have had so
much experience——""

A poisonous doubt crept into Lepillier’s
mind. Could she possibly be laughing
at him? No! The idea was absurd. She
was admitting defeat. He glanced at her
from beneath bent brows. Her face showed
no trace of emotion except her mouth,
which was drawn down slightly at the
corners. The amazon was transformed
into a weak woman who seemed on the
verge of tears.

Lepillier rewarded her meekness with a
most condescending smile.

“I should be doing him a favor if I sent
him to prison,” he declared. “You may
leave everything to me. Naturally, I
must have those Kanakas. They belony
tomeandIneedthembadl

“I suppose I was foolish,” she sighed.

“Ladies do not understand such matters,”
he said grandly. “Ladies—"

He stopped, amazed to find Carchot
towering above him, brandishing a hairy
fist within an inch of his nose.

Carchot bayed at him:

“Shut your —— mouth! What do you
mean—talking like that? She has more
brains, more good sense, more——"

Lepillier found his most supercilious
stare of no avail. Sitting on the ground
he was at too much of a disadvantage. He
tried to stand up only to be kicked down.

“She cured me,” Carchot raved on.
“Do you think you could have done as
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much? No, you can only sneer, but you
can’t frighten me.”

“I'll bave you arrested,” spluttered
Lepillier, shielding his ribs with his elbows.

“Tell her she is wonderful!” bellowed
Carchot. “Tell her you’re an ass.”

‘“Bandit!” snarled Lepillier. “Vagabond!”

He glared at Miss Gordon.

“Have I your permission to punish this
fellow?”

But he was in no position to assume the
offensive. Carchot, gritting his teeth,
caught him by the coat collar and shook
him violently.

“Stop it,” commanded Miss Gordon, her
voice no longer diffident and mild. “Stop
it, I tell you.”

Carchot obeyed instantly. Forgetting
Lepillier he turned to Miss Gordon and
said quite dispassionately:

“That is the way to handle them. De

. la poigne! 1s madame content?”’

“Don’t worry about me,” she answered.
“If you aren’t caxeful you’ll reopen that
wound.”

He looked at her with dog-like eyes, so
thrilled because she had rémembered his
injury that he could not speak.

“But I am not contented!” declared

Lepillier menacingly. “I am going to give
you——" )
. A Kanaka, his body glistening with

sweat, burst into the circle of light. o
We

“It is over!” he called out wildly.
All of

caught them while they slept.
them. Afe/ How they screamed!”

‘“They did not fight?”’ asked Carchot.

“Fight!” laughed the Kanaka. “Only
a few. See—"’ he indicated some Strands
of hair stuck to the stained head of his
club—*“that one fought like a demon, but
I brought him down.”

He strutted vaingloriously, tremendously
excited for the women grouped in the semi-
obscurity were watching him with pride.

“And now,” he said, “‘you are to come
with me down to the sea. It is as you said
—the boat is there; we saw its lights shining
through™ the darkness. Iramutu waits for
the reward.” -

“We leave at dawn,” answered Carchot.

“No.” The Kanaka carelessly twirled his
club as he spoke. “You must come with
me now. We are not safe so close to that
boat. We need your protection.”

“We go with you at once,” agreed
Carchot.

He translated the native’s words, wink-
ing at Miss Gordon as he concluded—

“So you see, unless we consent to protect
them, I am very much afraid we shall be
clubbed over the head.”

With superb nonchalance he turned to
Lepillier. Very bored, stroking his beard
with a dirty hand, he added in a fal-
setto voice in imitation of the grande
maniére—

“And you will accompany us, I hope,
Monsieur Lepillier?”

Miss Gordon gave one loud cough that
might have been a giggle had she not hastily
covered her mouth with a handkerchief.
As she followed Carchot out of the village
her shoulders shook as if palzied. By the
dim light of the last smoldering fire Lepil-
lier noticed her apparent distress. He
felt so amply revenged that he murmured
in her ear: .

“Do not weep, madame, for such a worth-
less creature. Tomorrow I shall teach him
to know his place.” N

The stars were fading out of an albeseent
sky as the party reached the lowlands and
hurried on toward the coast.

They came to the fields, the desolate,
neglected fields. As they trudged on in
silence the sun rode clear of the sea and
bathed the land in golden light. Carchot
marched with the swing of a conqueror,
a rather portly, very bedraggled con-
queror, as he passed down the line of hut-
ments and reached the ash-strewn space

‘where once his homestead had stood. He

felt as if he were returning after years of
absence instead of three days.

‘“There they are!” he cried out as he
caught sight of the natives massed beneath
the trees.

Iramutu came toward him.

“Count them,” he begged, pointing to
the prisoners huddled close together, peaned
in by the hillsmen, “count them and,” he
grinned, “pay, for I am thirsty.”

“You, Lepillier,” ordered Carchot. “Go
down and shout until Brailley hears you.
Hurry up!”

- “No,” growled Lepillier. “I refuse.”

“Bll go,” briskly said Miss Gordon, and
hurried away without waiting for an
answer.

Carchot stared after her until Lepillier
snickered:

“Romance! This American lady, she is
crazy about you. What a voice!”
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It floated clear and high across the
water—

“Mis-ter Brailley! Ship ahoy! Mis-ter
Brai-lee!”

“You count them soon?” insisted
Iramutu.

Carchot nodded his assent and the re-
cruits shuddered as they saw him come to-
ward them. They fell to their knees and
cried for forgiveness, for deliverance. The
men of Vungari Umburu looked on com-
placently. They had justified their great
name and were very proud.

“They are all here,” said Iramutu.

“Yes, except the dead. Sixty-two! Is
that all you have left?”

“A few threw themselves at us. What
could we do? But all the women are here—
untharmed. Will you pay me now?”

“As soon as the boat comes ashore,”
snapped Carchot.

“Eighteen have been killed since the
trouble broke out,” he told Lepillier. “It
is a big loss.”

“Murderer!” shouted Lepillier at the
top of his voice. ‘“And where shall I
find eighteen new recruits? You are ruin-
ing me. Only sixty-two——"

“Oh, didn’t you know?” murmured Car-
chot. “I have decided to keep them.”

“I do not understand?”

“No? I am desolated. I am keeping
these sixty-two men and women, here on
Rapanga, to work for me. Brailley had
no right to carry women, you had no right
to expect him to do so. The whole affair
is illegal. So my conduct is really above
reproach. My intervention settles every-
thing. Now do you understand?”’

“It’s that woman,” Lepillier burst out.
“I knew she—" -

Carchot’s fist crashed full in his mouth.
His head went back with a jerk and another

blow landed with painful force beneath his -

heart. He beat wildly at the air; by chance
his fingers closed on Carchot’s hair just
above the wound. He tugged—and he
grinned through cut lips when he saw the
blood flow down his opponent’s cheeks.

This unforeseen development appealed to
the hillsmen. They shouted impartial en-
couragement. They yelled with delight
when Carchot butted thé other man off his
feet; they applauded frantically when Le-
pﬂher, jumping up again, tore out another
handful of hair.

When their strength waned, they wrestled

Adventure

body to body and rolied over clutching at
each other’s throat. In one last desperate
rally Carchot freed himself. He tried to
clear the blood from his eyes. But Lepil-
lier gave him no respite. He was brought
down again. The fall stunned him; he
tried to protect his face with his hands—
they were wrenched away. He felt Le-
pillier’s fingers twine in his hair and he
cried out—

%Not that, you ——, not that!”

Lepillier exulted. He found a
pleasure in punishing his helpless enemy.
He was so fascinated that he failed to hear
the sound of running footsteps close behind
him, and he yelped with pain when the
iron-shod toe of a sea-boot, propelled with
great accuracy and force, pitched him head-
long onto the ground.

He looked up. Brailley stood above him.
Brailley with a drawn, haggard counte-
nance and red-rimmed eyes.

Said Brailley in his best East India
Docks voice:

“Thought you’d done me one in the eye,
Monsoor Lepillier, blast you? You only
thought so. Left me locked up on me own
——— boat. Stayed away too long, that’s
what you done. Oh, I'm sober all right
and I'll stay sober for a good long time.
"Ere, get up and take a Jicking hke a man.
Come on nah.”

But Lepillier was not “coming on.” He
wanted to lie still and be forgotten. There
was a pain in his stomach and he was a
very sick man.

“You'll go ’ome in irons, that’s what,”
Brailley -went on wrathfully. “You and
your ¢rooked deals. I'd 'urt you if shoe
leather weren’t too to waste.”

Miss Gordon had wound her vast hand-
kerchief about Carchot’s head. He lay
propped against her knee, blissfully at
peace with the world. He smiled up into
her eyes and sxghed a happy sigh of con-
tentment,

“If it had not been for that cut,” he
apologized, “I should have punished him,
I promise you.”

“You’re feeling much better,” she as-
serted calmly. ‘“Here is Mr. Brailley.
Please tell him what you want him to do.
These Kanakas are becoming restless.”

“What a woman!” thought Carchot with
a groan. “So cold! So wonderful! And
what eyes!”

She desired him to rise above bodily









Standish of the Star Y

Fastern. He carried gloves and a walking-
stick.

-The train, running on a track straight as
a ray of light, flat as if across a table-top,
seemed diminishing rather than moving;
though after it became hardly more than a
speck it remained for a long time in sight.

Norman Standish stared all about. To
him the wide reach of sand plains, dotted
with low-lying cactus where the brittle

skeletons of tumbleweed had lodged, seemed .

beautiful. He was not an artist, but he
felt what artists must feel when they come
to a place that fulfills their longing. The
tones of dusty grayness, the sun-scorched
browns that merged into the darkness that
shadows have, the ashy streak of a road
that became a _thread and vanished on its
way toward the distant mountains, the hot
yellowish glare of sand that had drifted
under the whooping winds, pleased him.

He looked at the circular water-tank
standing far up the track; its big round
body rested on spindling legs, its long thin
neck that bent to panting éngines was now
upraised with an almost animate pride.

As high up as a small boy could reach
by standing on a saddled pony, his initials
were carved on one of those water-tank legs.

Norman looked toward the empty cattle
pens which he had often seen filled with
restless horned heads—nothing but heads,
it had seemed to him, perched high with
short legs dangling from a four-by-six beam
that braced the runway against the sidelong
lurch of frightened cattle when they were
being prodded toward the cars.

Again he looked with reminiscent interest
at the black letters that gave the town’s
name on the boxcar-like building that was

the station:
MARTINEZ

II

=X\ ON A dark night almost a dozen
@ years before, while a heavy rain fell

with thunder overhead, he had
stood within the station, his childish face
pressed against a window-pane.

The storm, as filled with thunder and
lightning as any that he had ever seen,
made him uneasy; but he would not let
anyone know. His mother had taught him
that to tremble or shrink was to be a
coward.,

This night his mother, pale though dark
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of eyes and hair, straight-shouldered, with
her soft lips pressed to the thinness of a
knife’s edge, sat in silence on a chair that
the elderly telegraph operator had, with
respectful humbleness, brought to her from
his little cubbyhole where he listened to the
staccato chattering of the wires. Norman’s
uncle, a gaunt, dark and darkly-bearded

s man, paced with long strides back and forth

in the small station. His long yellow slicker
dripped and glistened in the dim light of a
dirty lamp. By the door a red lantern was
burning.

From time to time as lightning streaked
the darkness, Norman could see outside a
solitary figure in broad hat and yellow rain-
coat. This was also a mere boy, but tall,
strong, thoroughly a range man, and reck-
less with courage, though now aloof and
impenetrable from a sense of having been
wronged. He was a half-brother, some six
or seven years older than Norman, 'but
almost a stranger.

Norman’s mother, though of a western
family, had been raised in the East. She
was more familiar with Europe than with
the West, and liked it better.

She had not at all liked the country to
which Colonel Standish, a man of fine ap-
pearance and long military training, had
brought her, though the Standish range
joined that of her own family. She had
been brought to a great ranch-house, flat
of roof, rambling from being added-to every
decade or so since it had been a square fort-
like room of solid timbers and stone that
stood off Indians, and outlaw gangs that
were worse than Indians; and this house,
so thick of wall, so close to mountain shad-
ows, was ever full of gloom and a chill that
the hottest day never quite removed.

The furnishings were wonderfully luxu-
rious for a house more than a hundred miles
from the railroad, but pitifully bare for one
who had been used to the best comforts of a
city. The young girl saw only the harsh
colors, the crudeness of taste; and, for
instance, where others had marveled at a
grand piano in solid mahogany case, she
touched the instrument but once and shud-
dered at its tuneless jangling.

From the first she had felt less than a
bride since she came into a house where, in
every corner, in every closet, were the signs
of another woman, not long dead.

The second Mrs. Standish did not com-
plain. She was the daughter of pioneers
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who had settled in the same country long
before the name Standish was known there.
Hers was not a whimpering heritage.

On her arrival her discomfort had been
greatly increased by the presence of a small
step-son with whom she could not make
friends. He was only six or seven at the
time, but persistently shy and stubborn
toward the strange woman whom he was
ordered to call “mother.” Colonel Stand-
ish would not listen to his young wife’s
protest, but thrashed the boy; and Robert
Standish would not then, or afterwards,
call her “mother.”

Robert had no change of feeling toward
his father for that, or such other whippings
as the discipline of Colonel Standish seemed
to require; but this second mother was and
always remained a woman that he did not
want to know. When he was in her pres-
ence he was scrupulously respectful, but
would not be impressed by her beauty,
gentleness or kindness. And she, though
his attitude was painful, from the first
respected his loyalty to his mother.

Robert’s feeling of resentment, if it was
resentment, might naturally have increased
after Norman was born, for Colonel Stand-
ish, being deeply in love with his young
wife, doted on the new son, petted him,
made over him—all the while that Robert,
partly through the wish to avoid the house,
was sleeping out with the men, passing
from one round-up to another, and in the
first of his teens doing almost a man’s work.

The two boys hardly knew each other;
certainly not as boys commonly know each
other on the same ranch. Robert always
regarded Norman with a large boy’s uncon-
cern for a baby. Besides, Robert was away
from the house a great deal, and when at
home he was busy with the horses and dogs,
or with some manly trinket, like plaiting a
chain of horsehair, or stringing coyote
scalps—all his own. Also he avoided Nor-
man as much as he could.

Once they had come near to getting

acquainted. Norman, at the time, was
eight; Robert almost fifteen. Norman all
eyes and interest, had found his brother on
the sunny side of the stable skinning a big
snake and making preparations to dry the
.skin for a hatband which would have
cighteen rattles to tinkle with every move-
ment of his head.

Norman made comments and asked
questions that were ignored. Robert was

' matter?”’

Adventure

absorbed, importantly at work. A snake
with eighteen rattles was a man’s trophy.
Norman touched the tail’s tip to count
them.

“Here, don’t you touch them!” said
Robert.

“I won’t hurt '’em. I want to see.” .

“Get away you! This is my snake. Get
away, ‘Pet.””

“I won’t get away!”

» And Norman, who loathed the name Pet,
which he knew was applied to him by the
men, and by even some of the Mexican
house servants who meant it tenderly,
closed his hand on the precious rattles and
stared defiantly.

“I’ll break ’em,” he said, and looked as
though he meant it.

Robert slapped him. The blow was
sudden and hard.

Norman staggered back, hurt in face and
feelings. He clenched his fists, looked at
his big strong step-brother and began ner-
vously to cry.

Colonel Standish stepped into view.
Norman saw him and tried to stop crying.

“Here! Here! What’s the matter, son?”’

It was noticeable that he always ad-
dressed Norman as ‘son”; Robeft was
“RObel’t.”

“I—I slipped there and fell,” said Nor-
man, pointing at the smooth soft

“And are crying?”’ demanded the colonel,
stiffening. Then: “Robert, what’s the

“I slapped him, sir.” :

“You struck him! You! A boy smaller
than yoursel!”

‘“‘He had hold of my snake and——""

Robert stopped, and stubbornly would
say nothing more.

Colonel Standish took both boys into the
barn. Very calmly he reached down a
buggy whip from the nail where it hung by
the lash, and standing off from Robert
whipped him soundly. Robert took it
respectfully, without a sound.

“Son,” said Colonel Standish, taking
Norman’s arm, “I respect you for trying to
shield your brother, but I shall punish you
for having lied to me.”

He then gave him a severe whipping;
and Norman, too, took it without a sound.

As they marched out of the barn before
their father, Robert whi

“You’re a good kid, Pet.”

The next day Robert was sent on the
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trail with ﬂ;e beef cut; and from Martinez
he went on the cattle train clear to Kansas-

City. He came back a month later feeling
fullgrown, having been abroad in the
world and seen sights.

From then on the boys did not have much
opportunity to get better acquainted. Nor-
man was kept busy with studies that his
mother supervised; and Robert was out on
the range, also learning lessons.

Robert was seventeen when Colone
Standish died. . ‘
~ The ranch, aad all of his holdings, were

left to his widow who knew nothing of work
or management. The estate was left
without reservation or conditions, excepting
that on her death everything she had in-
herited from her husband was to be divided
equally between his two sons.

She naturally turned to her brother,
whose 44 Circle range touched on the south
of the Standish Star Y; and he, a dark,
taciturn man, with a brooding watchful
bearing and an enigmatic way of staring
with black-eyed steadiness at whomever he
addressed, took charge. .

This, more than anything else had done,
angered Robert, who felt that he, with the
Star Y’s old superintendent, a man named
McCullough, could very well have managed
the range. But there was nothing that
Robert could do to change Mrs. Standish’s
decision. She had no wish to thwart her
step-son, but she distrusted his youth.
Renalds, her brother, was a cattle man, as
his father had been; and as she was leaving
the West and wanted neither herself nor
Norman to return, she wished to leave it
under a management that she felt would be
secure and relieve her of worry.

The day before she left Mrs. Standish
herself asked Robert to drive her to the
station. It was the better part of a two-day
trip, with an overnight stop at Reddin’s, a
road-house among a clump of cottonwoods
that sat deep in a mile wide basin some
thirty miles from Martinez.

She would make the trip in the buck-
board. This was a wide, light vehicle, high
off the ground, its seat canopied with strong
duck, fashioned like a buggy top which
would keep off sun, wind or rain when the
curtains were on. When there was need a
second seat with the same kind of top was
put on the wagon.

Mrs. Standish had hoped that by sitting
with Robert on the long ride and talking
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with him they could come to a better under-
standing; so she asked him to drive.

He, with a watchful, but entirely respect-
ful manner, had at first made a firm excuse;
then, suddenly, said that he would, of
course.

They had not driven three miles before
Renalds, who was on horseback beside the
buckboard, said:

“Take Whirler and ride on to Reddin’s.
Tell him, Robert, that Mrs. Standish will
be there about six o’clock.”

Reddin did not keep an entirely respect-
able place. Pretty wild doings occasianally
went on. There were many mounds with-
out headstones out back of the corrals. The
road-house was, however, a convenience to
travelers; and, some people suspected,
even more of a convenience to horse thieves.

When Robert arrived he found that
Reddin had been notified the day before,
and the house was quiet, even cleaned in

Spots.

Robert was a little angered at feeling
that Renalds had merely used an excuse to
get him out of the buckboard.

“Yes,” his step-uncle said when Robert,
without any effort to conceal his feeling,
mentioned it that night, “T did send word
yesterday. But you know Reddin’s. What
if we had driven into the yard with one of
his women cursing and yelling? I made
sure it wouldn’t happen.”

The next morning Mrs. Standish awak-
ened with a headache. She called it merely
a slight pain.

It was raining. They waited at Reddin’s

as long as they could before setting out;

but the rain did not lessen; and after they
had started, great clouds that through the
morning lay motionless in the west, moved
forward, thundering as they came.

Robert drove. Mrs. Standish, shut in on
all exposed sides with waterproof curtains,
sat by him, almost blinded by her headache.
It would have been better if she had com-
plained, groaned a little, for Robert did
make two or three friendly remarks, but
froze impenetrably at what seemed the
monosyllabic indifference of her replies.

They did not reach Martinez until after
dark. The train was almost due, but would
likely be late. The storm continued.

“Put up the team then come to help get
the baggage on the train, Robert,” Renalds
said in his watchful, calm way, eying the
boy with a kind of distrustful steadiness,
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which however was habitual with him, no
matter to whom he spoke.

Robert returned to the station, but he
waited outside, in the rain. The train was
late. The elderly operator click-click clicked
for information, but learned nothing. An
hour stretched itself into two. At last Nor-
man, peering through the pane, saw a
twinkling gleam far off.

“Its coming!” he cried.

Renalds went outside, then returned and
began helping Mrs. Standish get her things
together.

The elderly operator, after hurrying into a
black torn rubber coat and old hat, stood
hammering away at his key until the train
was almost at hand. He then shuffled
quickly from his desk, picked up the red
lantern by the door, and going on the track
swung the lantern back and forth. The
eastbound stopped only on signal at Marti-
nez; and it came out of the darkness like a
Cyclopean monster, massive, headlong,
slowing down with squeal of steam as if in
pain, and furious grinding of brakes. A
figure with a lantern jumped from the
train and ran along the side of the track
shouting: -

“All aboard! All 'board! We’re late
now. We're latel”

He appeared to think that people who
had waited through those overdue hours
would not know.

Robert gathered up the three suitcases
and followed at a clumsy run as Renalds
with a hand on Norman’s shoulder and
under Mrs. Standish’s arm hurried them
through the rain to where the great black
car stood, its sides shining with wet.

Mrs. Standish was helped on board;
Norman was thrust up after her. He
bumped blindly against the porter who was
reaching down to get hold of the suitcases
without getting in the rain.

Norman was confusedly aware of a bus-
tling in the dim vestibule, and felt the half-
daze of being suddenly in a strange place.
Outside there was a moment’s clamor of
hurried shouts and vague quick answers.
He felt a sensation of reeling and groped
unsteadily as the train began to move.
Then he heard a far away indistinct “Good-
by, Pet!” and the world outside was shut
off by the downward bang of the véstibule
floordoor. Norman flushed at the name.
He did not know whether the good-by was
said in friendliness or insult. - -
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MRS. STANDISH, in planning

their life in the East, had fondly

-~ pictured that now through Norman’s

enjoyment of the pleasures and refinements

so utterly lacking in the rough country that

she would be vicariously repaid for her
unhappiness while there.

But from the first, and through the years
that followed, Norman showed a passionate
love of horses, and his mother looked with
anxious suspicion on his pride in firearms
and marksmanship.

She never quite recovered her feeling of
security from the time when, with a
mother’s fond furtiveness, she had exam-
ined some papers on a desk where Norman
had been writing with much studious
brooding. She suspected a boyish letter to
some childish girl; and she found the out-
pouring of a youngster who had been
stuffing himself on bad poetry:

Oh the land I love best

Is the land of the West,
.Alnndthatlonceknewwell
. the mycactusstam{s
Amdthe wind-blown sands,
And the sun is hot as hell.

1 want to go where strong men ride
Wlthanxgundanglmgattharslde

And they don’t give a what may betide
As they drag their calves to the branding fire.

The creak of leather and the lash of quirt,
The clatter of hoofs and the six gun’s spurt,
The curse of a villain as he hits the dirt
Are the things of my heart’s desire.

There was more, but Mrs. Standish read
no further. She did not recognize the eenfi-
dential out-pouring of a normal boy to his
muse. She did not understand. She was
exasperated and a little frightened. It
seemed to her that all that she was doing
for him, his education, his appreciation of
finer and worth-while things, would be
wasted if he ever returned to ranch life;
and this sense of waste, combined with her
own intense dislike of the country, made her
apprehensive.

She was further disturbed Just at this
time by a letter from Robert. He had
become twenty-one and insisted on being
recognized as competent to take charge of
the ranch. The letter was meant to be
respectful, but it sounded to her very harsh
and crude for he had written while still
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flushed from a quarrel with the taciturn

Renalds.

Robert accused her brother
management and worse. The letter de-
clared that Renalds refused to give him
any accounting of ranch affairs or to discuss
points of management with him; that from
the first Renalds had seemed determined to
get rid of every man who had long been in
the employ of the Star Y, and in their places
Renalds had gathered in fellows who were
¥nown as gunmen rather than cowmen;
that Renalds encroached on neighboring
ranges; that Renalds persistently drove out
nesters, even when they squatted down
clear beyond the Star Y range; that Ren-
alds was trying to make his own (Robert’s)
place on the ranch so disagreeable that he
would leave.

“But—" so Robert wrote—*“I'l be — if
1 1eave the Standish range for any man. I
was born here, grew up here, I have the
Tight to be here, and I stick.”

True enough, Robert had crossed out the
“be —— if”’ and written above it ‘“won’t,”s
but Mrs. Standish felt as though he had
sworn at her.

Renalds answered her questions by point-
ing out that he had displaced the old Star Y
men with others in whom he had more confi-
dence; that he had protected the Star Y
range against all comers, as though it were
his own; that he had never discussed busi-
ness with her Robert because the boy was
the wildest of dare-devils, hard to handle,
full of courage but absolutely without any
semse of responsibility; and that the only
redson he had permitted Robert to stay on
the ranch at all was because she had re-
quested that nothing be done to drive him
away.

Then, advised by her lawyer, Mrs. Stand-
ish wrote her brother to sell the ranch. He
answered that he would if she insisted; but
that cattle were down and land was worth-
less, and that if thrown on the market at
this time there would be very little realized
in comparison to the real worth of the
ranch. He suggested that she wait for a
rise in values.

She replied that she would wait a little
wihile, bt that the ranch must be sold, no
matter at what sacrifice, before Norman
bhad finished college. She also admitted
that Norman did not want her to sell it,
which in itsef was one of the strongest
reasons for making her wish to be rid of it.

of mis-
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Time went by. Norman finished with
his studies and went abroad. His trip was
hardly begun before he was recalled by his
mother’s death.

Norman wrote His uncle that the lawyer
who had looked after” his mother’s affairs
was on a vacation somewhere up in the
Maine woods, and that just as soon as he
(Norman) could get the affairs left on his
hands straightened out that he was coming
West and take up ranching.

A telegram answered:

Stay where you are. Situation here worse than
ever. Really dangerous to come. Am writing you
in detail—C. C. RENALDS.

Norman did not reply. He did not wait
for the letter. He did -not wait for the
return of the lawyer. He took the train for
Martinez.

There was no one to meet him. No one
knew that he was coming.

IV

NORMAN now picked uwp his
heavy suitcases and struggling with
them to the station, set them in the
shade of the building; then stood at the
door for a time looking inside. It appeared
just as when he had left.

He went slowly up the street, particularly
noticing everything that was unchanged,
for this seemed friendly, and the changes
were few; but in spite of the familiar things
he felt like a stranger. He had rather
expected to slip back into his boyhood sur-
roundings the moment he stepped from the
train, as one slips into-old clothes.

Martinez was apparently little more than
a place for getting on and off trains set
down in a country not much given to travel;
but it took on a sort of carnival aspect two
or three times a year, particularly in the
fall when the cattle moved at a crawling
pace through a dust cloud and were crowded
through the chutes into the cars.

Usually the town was very quiet, though
occasionally men jogged in from across the
flat and made things lively in the dull
season. San Carlos, to the north, was a
more important town, and most of the trade
went to it; but men rode in and out of
Martinez, coming for the mail, bearing
cumbersome and mysterious packages away
on their saddles—for the mail order cata-
logue was to the bunk-house what the Bible
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would have been had the bunk-house been a
theological seminary.

Wagons crawled in, loaded up, creaked
out. Sometimes a bonneted woman, thin
as a fence post, with a string of children at
her heels, came on the wagon and shopped
with wary appraisal and thoughtful regard
for price tags at the Emporium. Now and
then a rickety buckboard, with wobbly
wheels came behind low-necked horses,
with a slump-shouldered man looking
dispiritedly ahead.

These men, these lean women, mingling
old age and youth on their drawn faces,
these shy, tugging children, were the pests of
the range, squatting down on barren places

in one- or two-room rough board shacks— -

sometimes with a dugout behind the house
to stow the overflow of children, or perhaps
the family lived in the dugout until they
could get lumber.

How they managed to keep alive was an
exasperating miracle to the cattle men,
who suspected that much of their nourish-
ment came from beef after the branded
hide was buried.

Norman had always regarded these peo-
ple with a wide-eyed distrust and the curi-
osity that a small boy feels for whatever his
elders, in the fragments of phrases he has
overheard, condemn. What he could not
understand was why they came, with their
unlovely women and dirty children, huddled
in a covered wagon; or having come, why
they stuck to the cheerless empty soil.
Winds overturned their shacks, heat blasted
their crops, cowboys broke through their
fences and turned starving cattle into their
fields, and sometimes burned shack, shed,
wagons and all. Besides, the range be-
longed to the ranchers.

But come they did. For the most part
they seemed sullenly hopeless, these squat-
ters with their smoldering watchful eyes.
And they hung on, they brushed the land
that they claimed, broke the earth with
ploughs, got down pipes to water, raised
great circular fans to the wind, rushed
crops to a meager harvest between the
Winter rains and Summer heat; and so
lived on, planting trees, digging more wells,
laying out ditches, raising pigs and chickens,
cows and horses, fencing pastures, getting in
more ploughs and wagons, mowing ma-
chines, hiring men—taking hold of the soil,
even as a cottonwood fence-post, set down
on the plains, will sometimes bud and grow,
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binding itself in the earth with roots that
reach down to hidden water.

Now as he walked up the street he saw
some people in the Emporium, heard the
clinkety-clink of an anvil, and the sound of
voices when he passed the Toad Saloon.

At the upper end of the street was a two-
story frame building, the only two-story
building, though some of the stores had a
false second-story front to give them also a
metropolitan air. This was the Metro-
politan Hotel, and its name had once
appeared in large letters on a sign attached
to the top of the building and swung out
above the street, inviting train travelers to
get off and try its hospitality. But the
sign was gone. It had blown down, and
was never replaced. Besides, it was never
known as the Metropolitan, but as Davis’s.

‘On each side of the street were board-
walks, for some unknown reason raised
about two feet above the ground. And
there were a few knot-holes. Once a young
Star Y cowpuncher, none too steady, as it
e was, in sharp-heeled boots and under the

weight of Davis’s whisky, had stepped into

one of these, broken off his heel, and after
expressing himself fully on the subject of
knot-holes and their ancestry, he had got

some newspapers and tried to make a g:e

under the walk. .

The man who owned the store before this
knot-hole grew excited. Friends urged the
young cowboy to be moderate in his pun-
ishment of the knot-hole, and mentioned
the strong probability of burning the town.
They sympathized soothingly with his feel-
ings, being themselves on dime-pointed
heels, and tried to lead him away to such
solace as Davis’s offered. But every time
he took a cnpple-hke step on his heelless
boot, wrath was again jarred loose
him; and the proprietor only reached a
safe’ compromise after bringing a piece of
tin from a tomato can, nails and a hatchet,
then under the critical supervision of the
heelless one, nailing it over the hole.

Norman paused and touched this rusty
can’s top with the point of his walking-stick;
he smiled and went on, feeling more at home.

Two front doors opened into Davis’s.
One was for the long barn-like  bar-room.
The other door opened into the “office.”

Norman went into the office. It seemed
very dim inside; and his first impression
was that it had unaccountably shrunk,
becoming absurdly narrow and small,
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This office was merely a short desk witha
high stool behind it, and rack of pigeon-
holes hung on the wall. Davis, or one of the
Davis girls, would sit at the desk after meal-
time on busy days and take the money.

The floor was bare, black and splintered
where the wear had been against the grain.

Behind the desk, tacked to the wall by
the pigeon-holes, was still the picture of a
woman, plumed and in tights; a cloud-like
red cloak billowed behind her as from a
chariot she lashed two cream-colored horses
down the course of an amphitheatre, while
trailing out behind were other chariots,
driven by men, wearing what appeared to
be sleeveless nightgowns, their heads b01md
with fluttering ribbands.

He had often stared up in a mouth-wxde
daze at this gorgeous creature; but now
under his amused appraisal she seemed to
have grown a little fat and coarse of feature.
There were innumerable fly-specks and a
film of dust over the picture which, when
first hung, had created much attention and
endless comment of a freely critical nature.

A narrow passage led past the office desk,
past the stairs, to the dining-room. There
was a door under the stairs, and beside this
door was a broken mirror, with a nearly
hairless brush and an aluminum comb, each
attached to a light chain. Outside the door
was a low bench, greasy-white from the
sloshing of soapy -water, with many tin
wash-basins and a barrel and a bucket to
dip out the water. The water was strongly
alkali and came from a pump near the rear
of the building.

Norman remembered it all clearly for he
had often stopped at Davis’s with his father.

A woman with a baby on one arm came
from under the stairs. She looked tired and
shrunken of chest, as if the baby had taken
away part of her life with its milk. Her
long one-piece calico dress was higher in
front than behind, and it was not clean.
Ber hair was combed straight back and
wound into a tight knot behind her head,
but there were loose ends showing with the
frayed brittleness that strong soap, alkali
water and hot weather give to women’s hair.

She regarded him with staring wariness,
and without friendliness said—

“Howdy?”

For a moment he tried hard to see in her
thin, prematurely middle-aged face some
trace of either ome of the Davis girls’
features.
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He asked doubtfully—
“You aren’t one of the Davis girls, are
you?”’
She eyed him with expressionless steadi-
ness; thenm—
“You want to see them Davises?”
“Why, yes. I would like a room for
tonight. And if Mr. Davis or if one of the
girls is about I would like to see them.”
“I can give you a room, I reckon, but
them Davises ain’t here.”
“When will they be back?”
“I don’t know. They been gone three
year next Spring. They sold out.”
She eyed him distrustfully. The baby
;)Vhlm'pered and blindly fumbled at her flat
reasts

“I reckon,” she repeated, “as how you
can have the room. George, he’s asleep.”

From somewhere in the dimness behind
the stairs a child’s thin voice began sud-
denly to wail.

The woman turned fiercely—

“Shet up that bawtin,’ you"’

The child muffled its crying.

“I don’t know what’s the matter with
it,”” she said to Norman, though still eying
him doubtfully. “It yells all the time, and
wakes George up. Then he wants to larrup
it.” Fiercely, with a note in her voice that
gave Norman a shiver: “I'd like to just see
any man hit one of my chilern!”

Norman felt a little uncomfortable under
the glow of her gray eyes. She was worn
and bedraggled and all her strength seemed
to be in her gaze. She still had something
on her mind and, without friendliness, told
him of it.

“George”’—there was a gleam of defiance
in this—“George is all right but he ain’t got
enough backbone. He quit farmin’ an’
come to town. I hate it here. It’s too
crowded.”

She led the way up the stairs and opened
the door of a room that had probably not
been opened in many days. She looked
with sullen stiffness at his bow and “I thank
you,” as he stood in the door when she was
leaving; and she left without a word.

The child below started yelling again
in a way that must surely have troubled
George’s dreams if it did not end his slum-
bers; and Norman heard from afar the
shrill, impatient: “Shet up! Shet up, you!”

Norman raised the window and went to
the washstand. The pitcher was empty.
When he lifted it from the bowl he found a
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black ring of fine dust that had settled about
the base of the pitcher. He decided not to
go for water.

He sat down on the bed, covered with a
heavy patchwork quilt. The very weight
of this was enough to tire one who sought
rest under it. The surface was gritty to
the touch. The winds drove sandy dust
everywhere.

He felt depressed and ashamed of himself
for the depression. For years he had been
telling himself with much inner pride that
he was one of these people,and by birth-
right belonged to this country. There was
now no thought of returning, no swift
shadow of a wish that he had not come;
but he strongly wished that he felt differ-
ently about what he had found.

He remained sitting in aimless medita-
tion for some time; then with a glance at
his watch decided to see about his suit-
cases and trunks.

When he reached the office he heard
voices through the open door that led from
the passageway into the saloon; and he
looked in.

An angular sleepy-eyed man, with tous-
eled hair, wearing suspenders over a faded
blue shirt and a dirty white apron around
his waist leaned across the bar and talked
with two men who were obviously farmers;
evidently father and son, for one was a
mere boy, and had the same sort of Adam’s
apple, lean features, and home-made blue
shirt dotted with red.

Norman was unnoticed.

The bartender, who heard more news
than any other man, talked:

““— coyotes and buzzards had cleaned his
bones slick as a dawg’s tooth, an’ his horge’s
too. No tellin’ how long he’d been there.
But I hear tell he’s been missin’ nigh three
weeks or more.”

“Who done it, you reckon?’’ asked the
young listener, his tone conveying the hint
that he had suspicions of his own.

“Who done it!”’ the bartender repeated
contemptuously. “I allow that no man
what’s got half my sense, the which I ain’t
braggin’ is overmuch, won’t make no
guesses right out loud. Somebody seems to
be doin’ a ——’s plenty not more ’n a hun-
dred miles or so from here. But I ain’t
mentionin’ of no names.”

The younger man, who evidently under-
stood the cryptic reference well enough,
cursed bitterly.
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His father dropped a hard sun-burned
fist on the bar and said savagely:

“We won’t move on! Not -for ‘Red’
Allisters, ‘Black’ Renalds, or nobody! Us
nesters has got the right here. And by—,
we stay!”

“We stay by ——!” repeated the boy,
setting his lean face firmly.

The bartender nudged the whisky bottle,
and all three poured out a drink and tossed
it off. Water was not served as a chaser in
Martinez. .

“There was a hole nght dead plumb in the
middle of his forehead’’—the bartender
raised a fingertip to the center of his own
forehead to illustrate—“an’ his saddle an’
bridle an’ belt an’ gun was all there. The
clothes was tore all to —— o’ course.””

““He was a good feller, that boy,” said the
father. “He didn’t like the way things are
goin’ on.”

““That old Renalds is a —’ again the
young man swore hotly.

The father and bartender exchanged
quick, half-startled glances.

Norman drew back from the door, out of
sight. Something hot seemed to have
passed throu egh his body, leaving him weak.
He continued to listen.

A long pause.

Then the bartender, with an off-hand
manner and change of tone, said:

“T hear ‘Fuzzy’ Buder ain’t been seen
around in these parts none lately. Fuzzy
he come from Texas. He allowed as how he
was always goin’ back there ag’in some day.
"Pears like he’s gone in a hurry. Fuzzy he
was shore one good shot if you was inclined
to take his word for it. He shore was. Like
some other folks he packed two guns.”

“Uh-huh,” said the father.

‘“He lit out in a hurry seems like,” the
bartender went on, and all of those who
listened knew that the bartender had his
own well-defined opinion of why F had
“lit out”; though he added: “I wonder
what could have took him all of a sudden-
like for to travel?”

“Bob Standish had a pile of friends, that’s
why!” said the lean-faced boy. *“They
could shoot just as fast and straight as what
Fuzzy Butler could. And Red Allister and
Black Renalds has got a heap pleanty of
killers left to do more of their dirty work!
Red Allister knowed that Bob would shore
kill him—and Butler was an Allister man.”

Norman felt sickened. He gripped his
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wakking-stick as if holding to somethimg

. that would steady him. Then with the
vague, half-conscious knowledge that it
would be better not to let these men sus-
pect that he kad overheard, he umsteadily
climabed the stairs and sat down at the top.
He felt dizzy. In a way he had hardly
keown his brother, but a leaden sense of
loss bore down en him. “You’re a geod
kid”’ came as a faint echo into his thoughts,
and “Good-by Pet” sounded like the fare-
well of the night before.

He tried to think, but all of his thoughts
mingled cemfusedly. Red Allister was
Renalds’ right-hand man, and put in charge
of Renalds’ 44 Circle some years after
Renalds took charge of the larger Star Y
koldings. He dimly remembered that Allis-
ter had borne a bad name, though through
somehow rescuing Renalds when he was
comnered in a fight Allister had got into
Renalds’ friendship. Norman recalied that
Calonel Standish had never liked Allister,
but he had liked Renalds.

After a time Norman agan went down
the stairs, and into the saloon. The men
were still talking, but they now turned
toward him and stared.

“Howdy,” said the bartender, whose
calling was hospitable toward both friends
and strangers.

The farmers looked at him with straight-
eyed curiosity and the suspicion that people
of the land in those days had fer a stranger
in good clothes.

‘(‘11 am stopping here at Davis’s tonight
and——" .

Norman stepped, growing prickly with
anger, his face becoming pale, for the

man had sperted, and was stamping
the floor with his heavy shoes as he bent
over, doubling up, with ‘“haw-haw-haw!”
His father smiled broadly with a sidelong
starxe at the bartender, who looked severe.

“Davis’s! Davis’s!”’, the bartender jeered.

Then he impersonally blank-blankety-
blanked the Davises, and concluded with the
weariness of one who has often explained:

“This hain’t Davis’s no more. This is
George Welch’s—I'm George—an’ the long-
eared snaggle-toothed pup what told you
this was Davis’s ain’t no better’'n a sheep
dawg. I ain’t blamin’ you. You ain’t
been here long enough yit to git some o’
God’s ry under your toe-nails, but
them as kmows better still call my hotel
Davis’s. Have a drink, young feller!”
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He shot a glass down the bar, pushing the
winisky bottle after it.

Norman smiled slightly. He knew the
bumor of the country well enough to see
that, if for no other reason, “Davis’s” had
been perpetuated to stir up harmless anger
in George.

“Thank you,” Norman said, and barely
covered the bottom of his glass. Then:
“I'll not make the mistake again, Mr.
Welch.”

He pushed the bottle away. All the'men
soberly eyed the smallness of his drink.

“He can’t swim,” said the farmer boy.
“An’ he ain’t takin’ no chances.”

“Wally”’—the father spoke reprovingly—
“you go round and hitch up them broncs.
We got to be draggin’ outa here. It’sa long
ways to home.”

“F have some baggage at the station,”
said Norman. “I would like toget some
one to help me with it.”

“I got a crippled nigger here,” said
George, looking about.

Then for a time no one spoke. The bar-
tender used the end of his apron to rub the
bar. The father pulled out a corn-cob pipe
and felt about in his hip pocket for tobacco.
Wally, who could not read, pretended to
study the label on the whisky bottle, at the
same time twisting a bracelet of braided
horsehair; but furtively he was watching
Norman. Then:

“I reckon as how I'll give you a hand,
mister.”

Without waiting Norman’s reply, he
started for the door, stepping heavily in
hob-nailed shoes, their soles an inch thick.

Norman followed, and tried to walk be-
side him; but Wally hurried on, apparently
trying to avoid having Norman by his side.
Norman could see that this was merely shy
awkwardness.

When they reached the station the tele-
graph operator, sleep stilt in his eyes, had
just come on duty. He was a thin, sickly
man, full of stomach trouble. The best
part of eighteen hours a day he spent at the
clicking wires. The west-bound, with right
of way before it, went through, never stop-
ping unless to drop passengers. Even the
mail sack was snatched by a hook from a
post beside the track where the sack was
fastened. So Keyes, the operator, snatched
a little sleep in the middle of the day. At
night freights came through, and the opera-
tor needed to be alert with signals, to convey
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orders, make reports and see that trains not
supposed to go through were side-tracked.

“Come in on the one-ten, huh?” Keyes
said gruffly to Norman, as though people
were not supposed to come in on the one-
ten, while he slept.

Norman said “Yes,
to his trunks.

The operator looked after him, staring
soberly.

With a little furtiveness Norman tore

” and went quickly

away the tags on the trunks that gave his

name, and put them into his pocket. He
had no really clear idea of why he did that.
Somehow it was connected with his dead
half-brother and the wish that no one
might know that Renalds was his uncle.
Norman was in a nebulous state of doubt
when he could not believe, but could not
quite disbelieve, what he had overheard of
Renalds, who had always filled him with a
little awe, being a strange silent man, dark
of feature and strong of body. Norman had
never quite liked this uncle, and now he did
not want to be recognized in Martinez as
his nephew.

“Let us just roll these trunks over to the
station,” said Norman, “I’ll attend to them
tomorrow.”’

Wally picked up one end of the larger
trunk and waited for Norman to take the
other. He took it, staggered under the
weight, stumbled, almost fell, and dropped
the trunk. '

“It’s heavy,” said Norman, flushing.

“Is it?” asked Wally. :

He grinned, then walked off with the
trunk, dragging it bangety-bang-bang after
him, and jerked it up and on end beside the
station.

The second trunk, being smaller, Norman
again took hold to help.

Wally said, “Let go a minute,” and when
Norman let go, Wally heaved it on his
shoulder and staggered off, proud of his
strength.

Then Wally picked up both the suit-
cases and started off.

“I'll take one,” said Norman.

“Naw. It’s easier totin’ two,” and on he
walked.

The suitcases were heavy. His arms
ached. But he would have let them be pulled
from their sockets before pausing to rest.

He carried them clear into Norman’s
room. Norman thanked him and offered a
dollar. Wally looked at the tempting dol-
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lar, for money was scarce, but he shook his
head, at the same time nervously twisting
the hair bracelet on his wrist.

‘“Naw. Fer totin’ them things? Huh.”

“Will yon have a drink with me?”

“Shore. An’ when you’ve followed a
plow much as me, you won’t be needin’
help to tote your Sunday duds. Me an’
Paw we took up a section out southeast of
Reddin’s. Renalds had all that country
fenced. He’s still got it fenced. When me
an’ Paw want to come to town we cut
through the wire an’ come. Maw an’ Jess
set out front with a Winchester waitin’
till we git back. We may have to cut
through the fence to git back ’cause it ain’t
always healthy like to come back the way
we come out—an’ it ain’t healthy to try
to stop us neither.”

His light blue eyes glistened.

“Do you nesters have much trouble with
the cowmen?”’

Wally sat down on Norman’s bed and
hugged a knee.

“We’re the only nesters inside that
fence—" he said it proudly. “Down South
from the Santee Divide up, all 44 Circle
country—Black Renalds he owns the 44
Circle outfit too—they run off nesters. Red
Allister does it. Up this way they run ’em
off too if they git in too clost. But they
ain’t never bothered us much more’n givin’
warning and sayin’ what they was goin’ to
do. Bob Standish he was our friend.”

“Did you know Bob Standish?”
“Shore I knowed him.” Watchfully:
“What do you know of him?”

“I’ve heard him mentioned, and nothing
but good spoken.” .

“Then you ain’t been around Black
Renalds. Paw he don’t believe in talkin’,
but I do. An’I tell you old Renalds had
him killed. First he didn’t like Bob, and
then he wanted to git hold of the ranch for
that city half-brother of Bob’s. Everybody
out here knows they’ve been tryins for
years to beat Bob out of his share. An
Renalds he’s been throwin’ Star Y cows
down on to the 44 Circle range. Red Allis-
ter he’s been helpin’ hisself to Star Y cows
too—puttin’ the Lazy A on ’em. Every-
body knows——"

Then to Norman’s astonishment he found
that Wally Frazier knew, and declared it
to be common knowledge of the range, all
about Colonel Standish, his will, his two
sons, his widow, and Renalds.
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In the West of that not so very long ago,
what happened was never forgotten, it
.passed repeatedly from mouth to mouth;
newcomers heard of it, talked it over a
thousand times, passed it on to new neigh-
bors, and as long as the principals remained
in the country their history was kept at the
tongue’s end of those who knew them.
“But you come to town unarmed,”’ said

Norman, when Wally had finished theq his-

tory and paused in his recital of the nesters’
wrongs.

“You mean we don’t pack no guns around
while we are in town. Nobody ain’t goin’
to open on us where there are a lot of wit-
nesses as long as we don’t pack guns. It’s
out where nobody can see who does it that
we keep our eyes peeled.

“Renalds he’s got a lot o’ killers ridin’
for him, but even them on the Star Y liked
Bob Standish. Bob he was jest a big kid,
but he could outshoot™n’ outride any man
an’ they all liked him purty well. That
Fuzzy Butler used to ride for the Star Y,
an’ Bob, he run him off. He backed Fuzzy
up in a corner onct over to Reddin’s an’
dared him to draw. I bet if Fuzzy ever
meets Bud Russell, or even Buck Blevins,
that Fuzzy’ll be dead afore a cat could
spit.” p

Norman made inquiry as to who was Bud
Russell and Buck Blevins.

" “Bud Russell he was Bob’s side pardner.

Jest a kid Bud is, but he shore liked Bob
Standish. An’ Buck Blevins he’s one o’
Renalds’s gun men. Jest a young feller too.
This here is a joke. When we first took up
the land, Buck he was sent over to tell us
to git. Hecomeupa.ra.nn an’ talkin’
big—then he seen Jess.”

Wally stopped and bent over as with the
cramps to laugh.

“He seen Jess—haw-ha-ha! He got SO
perlite all of a sudden that he almost told
us to stay sot jest where we was. Jess is
shore purty as a picture book. After that
Buck he rode over frequent to see if we was
gittin’ out of the country. Let’s have that
drink.”

They went down and into the saloon.

George was alone and dozing head down
on the bar. He looked up and said to
Wally—

“You re paw’s gone to hitch up.”

“Whisky,” said Wally.

Norman asked for beer.

;‘Am’t got no ice,” said George. ‘‘This
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time o’ year it don’t pay to git in ice. Have
some whisky.”

Norman chose beer nevertheless; and ..

George, invited to join them, took whisky
and paused with the glass on its way to his
mouth. The child was again wa.ﬂmg

“Shut up that bawlin’, can’t you?” he
shouted.

Then having drunk the whisky, he said
to no one in particular:

“Yelps all the time, that kid. Can’t keep
nothin’ on its stomik. What you s’pose
makes ’em holler like that? Two-year-old
and it bawls all the time. Maw says the
milk don’t agree with it, but shucks, I
don’t know. We tried both brands the
Emporium’s got.” '

Norman listened unhappily “to both
George and the child. He knew that here,
in the midst of the cow country, there was
nothing but tinned-milk for babies. He,
however, as a child had been raised on pure-
bred Jersey’s milk—and gallons upon
gallons, unused at the house, was poured
daily to the hogs.

Colonel Standish had been more than a
mere cattle man or rancher. He had main-
tained many interests, and had done every-
thing in a large way, used immense sums
of money in foresighted development and
built up a baronial estate. He had dammed
up a stream that ran wild down the moun-

-tains in the Spring and died down in a

course lined with willows and cottonwoods,
miles out on the plains, in the Summer.
He used the natural bed for a deep irriga-
tion ditch, deepening it with an army of
mule-skinners and scrapers, and, following
the guidance of surveyors, had run laterals
that fed his fields. Orchards were planted,
and the fruit rotted unpicked, for there was
no market, or at.least the market was too
far away for perishables. A whole colony
of amiable Mexicans, house servants and
chore boys, lived in rich semi-idleness from
the wasteful overflow of plenty.

The colonel had put in great pastures of
rich alfalfa and broad acres of wheat; and
the cattle men eyed his development with
disapprqval, declaring that it would ruin
the range by showing the richness of the
land to nesters. His deep wells, some of
them artesian, had let it be known that
water was available.

He had kept prize stock, partly for the
love of thoroughbreds, and partly to breed
up his stock; and massive short-horned
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Hereford bulls were turned loose on the
range and had sent a streak of blaze faces
through his herds. But Jersey stock had
to be petted, nursed in cool pastures up in
the foothill valleys, and were held in un-
speakable contempt by the cowboys, whose
idea of a proper cow was a rangy long horn
that could feed a week without water, then
run a horsehalf to death before being turned.

OUTSIDE of the hotel there was

now the hurried clatter of galloping
horses, a shrill many-voiced y-yi-
hi-ee-oopee!; and as Norman glanced out of
the street door he saw a half-dozen riders
through a flurry of dust. They

stopped with violent suddenness, the horses
flinging their heads high, and swung from
saddles before the Horned Toad saloon.
Some dropped their reins and strode with
awkward stumbling into the saloon; two
or three paused to weave the end of hacka-
mores worn over their horses’ bridles into
slip knots at the hitching rack, then fol-
lowed. Instantly the street was quiet again.

“Renalds’ Millers!” said Wally, and cursed
them.

“You talk too blame much!” said George,
with a trace of anxiety in his tone. “It
ain’t well to speak names in this country.

“You all may be afeard of Black Renalds
an’ his men. I ain’t!”

“He’s done some good fightin’ in his day,”
George answered.

“Look who he’s got doin’ it for him now!
Red Allister an’ Jim Harvey.”

Jim Harvey was the present Star Y
foreman.

Presently Mr. Frazierappeared in the door.

“You be a-comin’, Wally.”

“See who’s in town, Paw?”’

“That ain’t nothin’ to do with us.”

“Naw,” said Wally. ‘’By, stranger,” he
called at Norman, and with a long thumping
stride went out.

Norman watched from the door as Wally
and his father got into the wagon. As they
drove away Wally threw many glances back
toward the Horned Toad, but Frazier,
slumped over, did not turn his head.

@ but he wanted to hear mare. So,
with the intention of drawing George
out, he said—

VI
NORMAN was nervously depressed,
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“I judge that Wally doesn’t like those
Renalds men.’

George cocked a sleepy eye, regarded him
for a time, then leaned wearily on the bar:

“We got one judge in this here inter-
prisin’ town, an’ there ain’t enough to keep
him busy, so I allow he don’t be wantin’ no
assistance. An’ Wally’s a danged kid what
takes after his maw, wio is a great woman
to speak right out in meetin’ and express
herself fluid-like. I know women as-a rule
don’t put no great store by them gifts of
silence you've heard tell about, but Missus
Frazier she cares less for ’em than most.
Bob Standish he used to say that after he’d
been out where it was lonesome-like an’ was
jest hankerin’ for the dulcet sound of a
human voice that he’d make for Frazier's
just to git his ears full like a doggy makes
for a water hole when its belly’s bumpin’
its ribs. Have a dgnk, young feller:’

Norman declined, but took a cigar and
paid for two. George eyed the cigar that
Norman pushed to him, picked it up, looked
it over closely, then bit it half in two and
began to chew. When he had the tobacco
softened enough to resume speaking, he
said casually—

“Right smart good country we got here,
ain’t it?”

Norman took up the name of Bob Stan-
dish, but George was wary; and in turn he
hinted strongly at Norman’s business,
where he was from; how long he meant to
stay. But George would not ask a direct
question of a stranger. It wasn’t manners.

But Norman had needed to give a name,
so he said, slipping unconsciously into the
idiom of the country—

“Folks call me Norman.”

And George called him Mr. Norman.

Supper was served at five o’clock. Long
before that time some of the storekeepers,
business being slack, came to drink aml
talk. They were middle-aged men, in shirt

. sleeves, slow of movement, and sociably

indifferent to each other. They had met at
breakfast, they had met at noon, they had
probably talked across the street to one
another through the day, and most cer-
tainly they had stood together at the Em-
porium, which had the post-office, while
waiting for mail, of which there was always
very little.

Now, on coming in they looked at Nor-
man, eying his youth, his clothes, most of
all his light walking-stick, which he knew
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better than to carry but would not discard
because he felt that it would be weakness
to be influenced by the questioning amused
glances.

He recognized one or two of these men,
but they did not know him. In appearance
he resembled his mother, and Mrs. Stan-
dish had never been well known, even by
sight, in Martinez. -

He’sat apart with an old newspaper and
read bits of sentences while listening in-
tently to the slow, unemotional tones of
such as talked. He could not overhear
much that was said, but enough to know

that they were talking of Bob Standish, his -

bones, his saddle and bridle and gun, that
were found in an arroyo about thirty miles
south of the Standish ranch house.

Norman overheard that these men
thought it a bitter thing that old Tom Mc-
Cullough, who for years had been the Star
Y superintendent, had found the skeleton
and knew the saddle and guns at a glance.

If there was ever one man who loved an-
other, it was McCullough who had loved
Bob Standish. Bob had been like a son
to him.

McCullough had a granddaughter.

Norman remembered her as a wild
motherless girl, dark and pretty, who wore
divided skirts and stole from the corral
horses she was forbidden to ride. As a
child he had been half-afraid of her. She
was three or four years older than he, and
with half a chance bad tormented him in
a way that was both exasperating and not
wholly unpleasing. She had not been afraid
of anything or anybody; and every time she
was ordered not to do something she took
it as  strong hint that there would be a lot
of fun in doing just that.

Mrs. Standish, after some attempts to
help her choose more maidenly ways, had
regarded her with a cool uneasiness, never
speaking ill of the girl and never trying to
have her punished—but she did not like to
have her near.

Kate McCullough had whole-heartedly:

and avowedly loved two people; her grand-
father and Bob Standish, and one of these
she sometimes obeyed, but it was rarely th
grandfather. :
Norman remembered McCullough as a
lean, wrinkled, silent, slightly bent and
hard-bodied man; one of the few men to be
found at his age who had been a cowman all
his life, He had ridden from below the

-
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.-Mexican border to the Dakstas and back
again, driving lean herds to the fattemi
northward range, fighting Indians an

erustlers. He was a thorough cowman, and,
though he had known little of the farming
and fancy stock raising Colonel Standish
introduced, the colonel had made him super-
intendent, choosing a man whom he could
trust thoroughly.

It had been at Colonel Standish’s sug-
gestion that McCullough, who had a plains-
man’s hatred for a fence and-contempt for
a plough, had filed on a choice section of the
foothill range used by the Star Y.

"McCullough had protested:

“Why, colonel, what do I want with that
there land what is yours? 1’d feel like I was
turning nester, and Lord knows, if he’s
about his business as the parsons say,
there’s more of them comin’ into this here
country now than’s wanted.”

Norman had been with his father at’the
time, and rode on a small swift pony under
a gaily-stamped boy’s saddle. The wild
girl, also on horseback, hovered at his flank,
furtively tapping his-pony with a quirt’s
tip, wanting to see Norman display a little
horsemanship. -

Norman had therefore not listened very
closely to the conversation between his
father and McCullough; but he knew that
the colonel had pointed out that this was
a choice location, with water, good land for
farming, and that some nester might soon
:); on it and object to Star Y cattle grazing

ere. py

“The range will go. It is only a matter
of time,” said Colonel Standish.

“Well, colonel, I'll do what you say. But
as long as I live, it’s Star Y range.”

But when Renalds took charge of
the Standish ranch McCullough was dis-
missed. Some quarrel over Allister, it was
said. For. many years he had saved his
money, with an eye on the girl’s future, and
owned quite a bunch of cows which ran
with the Standish stock. Then, being dis-
missed by Renalds, he had turned nester,
fenced his land, and held it at the point of
a Winchester, much to the disgust of the
new Star Y cowboys. But more than this,
McCullough’s example had drawn in other
nesters, and there were occasional killings,
and frequently shots were fired between the
grangers and cowmen.

Norman, now listening to the slow mum-
ble of voices, learned that McCullough had
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been riding out after'a stray horse—he lost
many horses, as did other nesters—when
he: had come upon the picked bones of a
horse and man.

Norman also gathered that everybody all
along had taken it for granted that Bob
Standish and Kate McCullough were to be
married some day—‘‘jest as soon as ever
Bob jarred loose his share of the ranch.”

There was no doubt as to where the sym-
pathy of these men lay, and though they
knew one another better than brothers, Nor-
man did not overhear anything like a free
opinion expressed among them; but he did
perceive an odd inflection, followed often by
a noticable silence, at any direct reference
te his uncle. Also he did hear the state-
ment:

“Red Allister he said onct that Mr.
Renalds means to leave ever’thing to that
nephew o' his. Them Renaldses always
great hands to stick to their own blood.
Axn’ with Bob gone that city feller gets the
whole shebang.”

Then there was sileénce and a wise nodding
of heads, with understanding glances cast
back and forth. )

A crippled negro, in overalls and under-
shirt, suddenly appeared at the door open-
ing in from the office, and though one word
would have told all that he had to say,
he beat a gong furiously. This gong was a
thin bar of iron bent into a triangle, with a
string attached by which he held it. Having
informed the patrons of the bar that supper
was ready, he went out of the door and from
the front porch gave the same news to the
town.

The men filed out of the saloon, into the
narrow hall, and on back toward the din-
ing-room. Some paused to wash; others
merely glanced into the cracked mirror and
passed the nearly hairless brush over their
heads.

Norman went into the dining-room.
There were two or three smaller tables with
chairs. The regular boarders each had a
place at one of these tables. There were
other long tables, bare of top, with benches.

George left the bar in charge of the negro
boy and also came to supper. The men
seated themselves at the smaller tables.

“Mr. Norman,” said George by way of
introduction to the table. ‘“He come on
the one-ten.”

There was no further introduction. The
men gave slow glances at Norman as though
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they had not seen hinr before and' began,
without talk, to est. .

The food, excepting the dessert, was on
the table. There was beef stew, thick with
peotatoes and meat, coffee, bread, olemar-
garine, and stewed tomatoes with sonvething
that looked like lumps of fat in them; this,
however, was pieces of white bread. For
dessert there would be stewed dried-apples.

Mrs. Welch passed rapidly with a gaunt
determined air back and forth from the
kitchen. She had little to say and mever
smiled. The two year old baby was in a
chair at a far end of the dining-room, and
splattered its tin spoon in a bowl of canned
milk into which bread- had been broken.
Flies bothered it. Now and then it paused
to wail.

“Shet up, you!” Mrs, Welch weould yell,
not always looking around.

The room was hot arrd full of flies in spite
of the paper-fringed sticks that stood in 2
corner. With these sticks they were every
few days chased out of the dining-room.
Here and there about the room were saucers
of dirty-looking water near which a few
inexperienced flies had died; the others,
apparently warned by the fate of their
fellows, kept clear of the poisoned water.

The men ate rapidly. George talked
some, and was at most answered with a few
mumbled words. A stranger was among
them; one of whom they knew nothing.

Presently there was a stamping of feet,
and clattering jingte of spurs, the quick
short phrases of rollicking voices, then six
cowboys, their hair shining with water, with
handkerchiefs pulled about their necks so
that the knot was in front, broad hats in
their hands, came in.

The leader, a chunky, square-built man,
with narrow eyes, a long mustache, wearing
a plain dark vest, corduroy trousers tucked
into boots, and gun that swung low with
thongs at the end of the holster tied around
his thigh, gave a slow impersonal look all
about and nodded to those who nodded to
him. He followed Mrs. Welch to a table.

Some of the men with him quietly ex-
changed nods with those who were eating,
then ranged themselves along the bench
beside Jim Harvey, their foreman.

Mrs. Welch, with a more determined air
than ever, hurried about, dropping cups,
knives, forks, plates, then dashed in and out
?glél‘re kitchen, bearing a tray leaded with
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“I didn’t know you-all was in town, Mr.
Harvey,” she said as she placed a big dish
of stew before him. |

“The which is all right, Mrs. Welch,”
said Harvey, helping himself to the stew and
pushing it toward the next man. ‘“We just
rode in.”

“Buck be ain’t here yit,” said a man.
“He was riding of a hoss the which he

thought could travel some. But he ain’t
here yit.”
All of the men grinned broadly.

“Like —— I ain’t! Naildriver could walk
back’ards and beat that swayback, spavin,

knock-kneed crow’s meat you call a hoss.”

“Oh, hello, Buck,” said the man, glancing
down the row of faces toward the young man
at the end. “I didn’t know you was come

.t-,,’

“I knowed you was blind in one eye and
couldn’t see out of t’other,”” Buck answered.

After that they ate in silence, at least as
far as words went; but there was clattering
of tableware, rattling of long-shanked spurs
as they moved their feet about, noisy gulp-
ing of strong hot coffee. Frequently.one of
them paused to wipe his face. The room
was hot, the food hot.

The men were seated in a line facing the
door. As one after another of the town’s
merchants finished his stewed apples, he
pushed his chair back, arose and left with-
out speaking.

Nol:'man closely observed the cowboys as
well as he could without being too pointed
in his staring.

Harvey was more plainly dressed and
older than the others. There was no super-
fluous trappings on him. He was quiet,
reserved, at ease, and Norman did not see
any shadow of the dark villainy that he
had rather expected after the way Wally
had talked. .

All were guns, for those were troublous
days when the nesters carried Winchesters,
and there was much hard feeling.

Buck was plainly the youngest, and more
of a dandy than the others. His red hand-
kerchief was of silk; his vest of deerskin,
bright with intricate and many-colored
beading. His hat band was studded with
silver corichas; his leather chaps were
fringed and lined with conchgs.

Next to Buck was a tall lean man, thin
of face, sharp of ngse, wide mouth and little
tosay. He was addressed as Slim.

All were dark of face, sun-blackened; none
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of them was fat; and two or three were
lean; and their faces, though hard, were not
unlike the faces of the Star Y men Norman
had seen in his boyhood. He almost felt
resentful toward Wally Frazier.

Norman left the table and started for the
barroom. He hoped to overhear more
conversation.

In the dim passage he met the telegraph
operator, hurrying with an anxious air to
his late supper. Keyes did not speak, but
as he passed eyed Norman with dyspeptic
disfavor. -

"4 8 §

THE crippled negro had disa

peared. George, full of stomari

looked more sleepy than ever. A
few men in one group leaned against the
bar, talking without apparent interest.

Norman caught the names: “Harvey—
Renalds;” and seeing the slow gaze of the
men turn toward him, he passed on to the
table where he had been pretending to read,
and again picked up the newspaper.

It was growing dim. The crippled negro
limped through the barroom bearing a
bucket, and disappeared. George lazily
lighted the two bracket-lamps behind the
bar, and called loudly for Limpy. No an-
swer. ‘Then swearing without feeling at the
lazy, loafin’, no ’count nigger, he came him-
self from behind the bar, stepped on a chair
and lighted a large lamp that hung from the
ceiling.

The cowboys came stamping in. The
restraint they had felt in the dining-room
was gone. They laughed, passed remarks,
swore, and all in the highest good nature
greeted the town merchants familiarly.
Only Harvey was silent, apparently un-
watchful, but alert. They lined up and
drank, joked, and stood around waiting for
ionfxebody to suggest something that would

e fun.

Meyers of the Emporium, was telling an
endless story. Some listened, having noth-
ing else to do, as though they had not heard
it before.

“Well,” said one man in a slow uncon-
cerned way, but pitching his voice to a key
that let every one know that he was going
tostart a little something, “who’d a thunked
this mornin’ when Harvey piled us out that
we was goin’ to have supper at Davis’s?”’

Then silence. Not a man moved. There
wasn’t a scrape of spur or scratch of match.
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They were waiting for George to start; and

Geotge started. He cussed them there-

Davises from the time the first little Davis
baby got to earth, and on down the line into
the remote future; then he impersonally
started in on half-baked idjits what couldn’t
learn in three year that an enterprisin’ citi-
zen by the name of Welch had toek over the
city’s leading hote! and made it werthy of
its metropolitan narne.

The offender humbiy begged George’s par-
don and allowed that after such a teachin’
he wouldn’t soon ever again forget himself.

After that there were drinks at the bar,
much laughter, great sympathy expressed
for George and his struggle to overcome the
blight of Davises.

But soon again there was the ominous
restléssness of men eager for fun.

Somebody suggested a poker game, but
before critical objections as to the metive
of this suggestion had died away, Norman
became sensitively aware that Buck, in all
of his range finery, was standing open-
mouthed some ten feet from him and
staring. Then:

‘“Here fellers, here at last is one o’ them
Galliloopeses you hear tell about!”

“Naw, that ain’t a Galliloopes, Buck.
That’s a young Dingus.”

“It ain’t,” insisted Buck, walking slowly
around Norman’s chair. “It’s a Galliloopes,
an’ a crippled one at that. See its cane?”’

The cowboys came forward, gravely in-
spected the cane, shook puzzled heads.

“T hear tell o’ them Galliloopeses, Buck.
But this here ignorance o’ mine is shore
profound. Jest what they be?”

“You eat ’em like an orange,” said the
authoritative Buck. “Pilgrims sometimes
throw the skirs out o’ train windows. I
low one bit into this Galliloopes an’ found
it too green. So he flung her out.”

Harvey, back to the bar, leaned on an
elbow, without comment. Norman, grow-
ing red and pale and red again, looked hope-
fully toward him. Harvey saw the glance
but said nothing.

“T tell you it’s a Dingus, Buck.”

“Its feet ’s too splayed for a Dingus.”

“No they ain’t. I seen them Dinguses the
which left tracks broad as the side of a
steer.”

‘¥ wonder is it alive?”

“Dunno,” said Buck, pulling away the
tablg from Norman. ‘“But we’ll soon find
outt

In a flash Buck’s gur came out, roared
at the floor before Norman’s feet.

Norman sprang up, pale, rigid, angered,

glaring. ] .

“Dance, Galliloopes, dance!” yelled Buck,
and shot again.

“No!” Norman fairly screamed, outraged,
and the light walking-stick came up,
whistled, and streaked the side of Buck’s
face with its blow.

Buck staggered back, half-blinded; his
gun came up, but was caught and held down
by “Slim” Simmons, who stood nearest.

“Careful, Buck—the kid ain’t armed!”
said Simmons.

Buck yielded reluctantly. Simmons gent-
ly took the gun from Buck’s band, but
jammed it back into the gun’s own holster.

Buck was furious, mad beyond the use of
words. He lifted his hand and felt of his
welted cheek, then stared at the faint smear
of red on his fingers.

“I'll beat your —— head off for that!”
he cried, and began frantically to unbuckle
his belt. :

He swung hqlster and gun from him, not
looking to see who took it as he cried at
Norman—

“T’ll fix you, you — city dude!*

F Keyes, the telegraph operator, disturbed
at his late supper, had rushed in to see what
about that shooting; and he saw. As Buck
braced himself to strike, Keyes yelled:

“Buck—Buck Blevins! Don’t! That’s
Renalds’ nephew!” ,

Buck’s fist fell to his side as, open-
mouthed, he turned toward Keyes. The
room was quiet. Men looked from Keyes
to Norman, and again at Keyes. Harvey
took a step forward, eying Norman; he
asked in a hard, quiet tone.

“Are you?”

Norman’s throat was dry and tight. He
did not try to speak, but stood+nervously
tense, pale, his dark eyes blazing.

Keyes answered with sour eagerness:

‘“His name was on them trunks. From
New York. An’ ain’t I been sendin’ tele-
grams from Renalds to him?”’

Some of the merchants who had sat at
the table with Norman looked questioningly
toward George. .

“He tol’ me his name was Norman,’ said
George in a voice at omce injured and
apologetic.

“Tis!” shouted Keyes.
Standish[”

“Norman
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“The ——!” commented George a little
sheepishly, feeling that he had been taken
in. ‘“Have a drink, gents!”

No attention was given this hospitable
suggestion. - A

“Buck, you shore have put your foot in
it, an’ that’s a fact,”” said a friendly voice.

‘I shore have,” Buck repeated, but with-
out any strong accent of regret.

Harvey stood before Norman—

‘‘Are you Norman Standish?”’

(‘Yes.”

Harvey looked him over; then—

“Buck, seein’ as how you have made
some mistakes in more ways than one——"’

Harvey’s eyes looked pointedly at the red
streak on Buck’s face.

“—T guess you’d better offer the young
man here a little apology.”

Buck shook his head dispiritedly:

“Nope. They got ’o wear calico afore I

beg their pardon. You go i:t a skirt on
him an’ I'll get down on my knees. But to
no —— man I won’t. No!”

Those about him did not take the remark
as being appropriate. They looked soberly
at Buck. Stared at Norman.

“How in —— did I know he weren’t no
regular tenderfoot? He shore looks it!” *

And Buck, having reassured himself with
another glance toward Norman that it was
a mistake that anybody might make, strode
with clatter of long-shanked, big-spiked
spurs to the bar, poured himself a drink,
threw it down his throat, then turned to
Harvey, saying:

“I’d reckon as how I'd like my time. I
got an old aunt with the hiccoughs. I think
I'll go nurse her some.”

“That’s the stuff, Buck. That’s the way
to talk to ’em!” cried a half-drunken voice.

-‘This was from a fellow named Mentone,
a big swarthy man, formerly a railroad em-
ployee, who had for some weeks been loafing
around town, mostly in the Toad Saloon,
where he cursed the railroad company on
some more or less vague complaint, which
was connected with his discharge.

But there was no smiling among the other
men. Little Meyers of the Emporium
shook his head soberly.

“Dot ain’t no way to talk, Buck—not mit
your foodt in it like what you’ve got.”

“You’ll have to see Renalds about your
time,” said Harvey, quietly.

At that several of the cowboys shook their
heads a little. They knew that Buck,

-through his love of finery, was in Renalds’

debt. A two-hundred dollar saddle had put
the reckless forty-a-month cowpuncher
deeply in the hole some months before.

“Well, you know he ain’t around the
ranch, an’ won’t be back for some time,”
said Buck with an aggrieved air.

“You can wait till he comes back,” said
Harvey. ®

“I wouldn’t sell that saddle for no
—— man,” Buck declared, denouncing the
thought that had come to him suggesting
a way out of Renalds’ debt.

“An’ don’t you ’pologize, Buck. Don’t
you ’pologize!’’ Mentone shouted.

“And don’t you open your mouth again,”
said the tall lean Simmons quietly to
Mentone.

After that the men stood about, saying
little, standing quietly, and let Buck strug-

-gle with his own dark thoughts, though

plainly he had their sympathy. He had not
only picked on the wrong fellow and got a
disgracing welt across %he face, but this
man was Renalds’ nephew, the favorite with
Renalds; and Black Renalds was a dan-
gerous man to cross in any way. Buck
couldn’t get his time; he couldn’t pay up
and quit; and he appeared to be meditating
on the idea of quitting without settling
the debt.

Norman spoke to Harvey—

““Mr. Renalds is not at the ranch?”’

“No,” said Harvey; just that, but looking
steadily.

‘““An’ ~—— shore has been poppin’ o’ late,”
said a cowboy who was some distance away
and spoke to no one in particular.

“It shore has,”” another agreed, and took
a jangling stride toward the bar.

“Nesters,” said George, sympathetically
beginning to scatter glasses along the bar.

“Rustlers!”

“Rustlers!” George repeated, for a mo-
ment losing his weary air, and looking with
pointed inquiry toward Harvey.

“You’re doin’ the talkin,” said Harvey
toward the cowboy.

‘Waal,” he drawled, a little self-con-
sciously, “rustlers for some time now has
been troublin’ the nésters, which ain’t so
bad—them bein’ nesters. But cowmen—
there was some mighty good hosses in our
North pasture. Part o’ the herd bred to
that mustang stallion of ourn what you all
know as Thunder, and to them Kentucky
mares which the old colonel had. There
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ain’t no faster hoofs on ary man’s range than
them hosses. An’ one night they was there
in the North pasture, and the next morning
there was eight or ten of ’em gone. We rode
twenty-mile o’ fence a-fore we found where
they’d left at; but there weren’t no break
in the wire. It had been cut an’ fastened
up ag’in. Considerate o’ them fellers,
weren’t it now? Run off the best string o’
hosses on the place, then tie back the fence
to keep the rest o’ the herd to home. ——
thoughtful I call it.”

Those listening glanced for confirmation
toward Harvey. The merchants of Mar-
tinez were used to being tricked into great
interest and a little excitement by some
cowpuncher’s slow recital of important hap-
penings, only to discover at the end of the
story that he was having a joke.

Harvey, who never joked, now nodded.

“Go on, Windy,” said a cowboy. ‘“Tell
itall. You ain’t but jest begun.”

“I been goin’ long enough to have a
thirst,” said Windy, perhaps not unaware
of the consideration that is readily given to
one whose interesting news is still unfinished.

The blacksmith of Martinez, a burly,
swarthy man, also something of a horse-
trader, dropped a gold piece on the bar and
silently waved a thick arm. The men strung
themselves out along the bar.

Norman, hesitating to accept an uncer-
tain welcome, was about to leave. Harvey
touched his arm and said—

“Come up.”

“Here’s to you, Blackie,” said Windy,
holding up his glass in acknowledgment of
the blacksmith’s generosity.

Then resuming his story, Windy went on:

“Slim Simmons an’ Buck here found that
there break in the wire, the which them
blankety-blanks had considerately repaired
for us. They followed the trail an’ she hit
straight for Turges Cafon. It was dark
when they got to the cafion, so they quit,
then they come back that night.

“Harvey here the nex’ morning he looked
up old Sawyer, him as is varmint-killing
for the Star Y—been doin’ jest that as you
all know for twenty year. He can trail a
hawk by the mark its shadder makes on the
ground, then shoot out its right eye without
touchin’ nary a hair of its head or otherwise
hurtin’ of it much, the which I allows is fair
shootin’ with an ol’ rifle like his’n.

“Y’see, as you all know, it was Sawyer
who creased that there black mustang stal-

lion, Thunder, and brung him iIn. So
Sawyer, you all might say, had a sort of
proprietory interest in them hosses, the same
as which he’s sort o’ claimed in the whole
danged ranch for twenty year, an’ what
more time he’s been trampin’ the range an'
them there mountains that he knows bet-
ter’n I know the inside o’ our bunk house.

‘““Harvey here he wants to send along a
couple o’ us fellers, but ol’ Sawyer he won’t
hear o’ it. He’s al’us lived alone an’ worked
alone, an’ he allows as how he don’t want no
company. So he rode off on that rattle-
bone bronc o’ his’n, sayin’ in a day or two
he’d be back an’ tell where them there hosses
is, and where thenr as is curious can find
the re-mains of them rustlers—varmint
killin’ being his work on the Star ¥. That
was two week come tomorrer.”

Windy paused, as if his story was finished.

Some one thoughtfully passed the bottle.
He drank, replaced his glass and remained
silent. -

“An’ then?"’ said an encouraging voice.

“We ain’t got that fer yit,” said Windy,

g. ;

The listeners looked from one to another
doubtfully, beginning to suspect a joke. No
one liked to rush in with questions and draw
the laughter down on his head.

But little Meyers had too much curiosity
for silence— -

“Go on Windy, my bhoy.”

“Well, Sawyer, he ain’t come back yit.”

Silence. The feeling was that the rustlers
had got old Sawyer. Turges Cafion was
a bad place to go into if somebody hap-
pened to be there that wanted to keep a
fellow out.

Sawyer was well known by sight in
Martinez.

Originally, it was said, he came from Ten-
nessee; he had been a plainsman, scout, In-
dian fighter of the old days, and was still
a ‘“long hair.” A tall straight man, no one
hardly guessed at his age. He wore long
hair and a long beard, and carried a single-
shot rifle with a long, octagonal barrel.
His clothes were of deerskin, nearly in-
destructible; and for years, answering to no
many though in the employ of the Star Y,
moving about as he pleased he had warred
on the wolves, coyotes, mountain cats, and
bears that had once been a menace to the
range.

With traps, poison and rifle, he kept at
his work, contemptuous of even the scanty
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soeiety of the range, silent, inhospitable,
tramping from place to place with the slow
tireless walk of the old hunter, usually fol-
Towed by a bronco bearing his meager out-
fit, occasionally riding bareback on a gentle,
sad-eyed peny. Since Colonel Standish’s
death there liad been but two men who
could get a civil answer out of him; old
McCullough and Bob Standish.

Sometimes Sawyer came to town; but he
never drank and he never talked, and his
leen narrow old gray eyes looked with un-
answerable directness at any one who tried
to start a friendly conversation, to- draw
him out.

It was said’ that le had once served as a
scout with Colonel Standish- when the
colonel was a young man.

“But that ain’t all—not by a —— of a
sight it ain’t,” said Windy, who saw that
his audience was beginning to turm to one
another and exchange non-committal
opinions.

This statement brought them around with
a jerk, and they listened interrogatingly.

“Three days ago—that’ll be Thursday
last—I was over toward the cafion with
Slim Simmons here, throwing back some
cows that jest naturally hankered to get up
in the mountains, when cross the hill from
where we was cussin’ them cows we see
what looks like to be some smoke, an’ we
lights out —— -for-leather to take a look.
There ain’t none too much feed on them
foothxlls this time o’ year without fire
eomin’ in.

“When we gits up where we can take a
look what do we see but two men moseyin’
along like they had more time than they
needed after a bunch o’ cows, the same bein’
headed straight for the cafion, same as
where them hosses was drove. An’ them
fellers was a-ridin’ two of them hosses!”

Exclamations broke out at this.

“Me an’ Slim wasn’t carrying Winchesters
or we might have spoke more illuminatin’ly
to them fellers. As it was we rode down
after ’em so fast some o’ the hair blowed
plumb off our hosses—but shucks, old Thun-
der hisself couldn’t have cotched up with
them gran’-children o’ his. We didn’t get
nigher ’n a half-mile to ’em, so o’ course
them blankety-blanks couldn’t hear none o’
our personal opinion. Siim here he was
plumb garrulous in expressin’ of hisself.

“And,” concluded Windy, “now you gents
hasallhstbnedpatiently Have a drink!”
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Conversation brokelose rightandleft, with
vague guesses and no mention of names.

Norman started to leave the barroom.
The drinks were coming too frequently, the
talk was too general and impersonal for him
to hear anything of further interest.

Harvey held him for a moment:

“Mr. Renalds has gone clear plumb to
Kansas City to attend a cattlemen’s con-
vention. He ain’t no hand to tell folks his
business in anything, but he told me he
might not be back for seme time. I am
sendin’ him a telegram about them rustlers.
Was you thinkin’ of goin’ out to the ranch
soon?”’

“Yes,” said Norman. “But I’ll manage
all right. If somebody comes in with a
wagon I'd like to have my baggage taken
out. But I know the road to the ranch all
right, Mr. Harvey.” :

“It’s changed some since you used it.
We're ridin’ early on a roundabout way—
headin’ over toward Bald Rock to make
inquiries about rustlers. I’ll leave a man

to show you the road. ’'Night.”

He turned away, and Norman, ready to
protest that he did not need anybod
show him the way, hesitated a little, then
went on.

As he climbed the stairs he heard both
babies crying, and Mrs. Welch’s shrill,
exasperated:

“Shet up! Oh, shet up, you!”

Far into the night he could hear the sound
of voices in the barroom, the frequent clat-
tering stamp of spurred feet as one or two
men came late up the stairs to bed.

VIII

IN THE morning before he had got
nearly enough sleep, having been
- disturbed all through the night by
the tramping and by his dreams, Norman
was awakened again by the clatter of feet
stamping through the hall and down the
stairs. ‘It was just beginning to be light.
From a suitcase he selected a dark flannel
shirt, corduroy trousers, and a wide leather
belt. Then he took his pitcher down and
brought up water.

The cowboys were at breakfast. A few

‘minutes later from his window he saw them

tramping awkwardly on high-heeled boots
down the street, making for the corral; and
presently they rode from town, five of them,
their horses at a jog-trot.
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When he went down again George was
nowhere about. Still sleeping, Norman sup-
posed. The negro boy was behind the bar,
standing respectfully by while the mer-
chants took their eye-openers. They nodded
to Norman, offering him the inevitable
bottle.

Breakfast was pancakes, fried potatoes,
thin steaks and coffee black as ink. Mrs.
Welch waited table. The children were out
of sight and for a time silent.

After breakfast Norman went to the Em-
porium, which sold every thing from pins
to lumber, and was fitted with a pair of
high-heeled boots, with a sewing of orna-
mental scroll-like work that gave the famous
brand Star Y. Little Meyers knew how to
build up business. Norman selected a pair
of spurs and also bought a Stetson, leaving
his straw hat.

When he returned to the hotel Simmons,
the cowboy Harvey had left behind, was
dealing solitaire. He said “Howdy” in a
friendly way and eyed Norman’s new
spurs, new boots, new trousers, new shirt,
new hat. - .

“Looks like somebody was gittin’ all
ready for a weddin’,” said Simmons. “Har-
vey he allowed that you might want to a’
go in a buckboard and take your traps
along.”

Norman said that he preferred to ride.

‘““Make you mighty sore. Maybe we can
find a hoss though.”

They went out together.

The hlacksmith, called Blackie, whether
because of his occupation or complexion,
owned a few horses, being something of a
trader. He allowed as how he guessed he
had a horse and saddle Norman could use,
though he had just spent an hour replacing
a weak spoke in the buckboard wheels.

“Is that hoss o’ yourn gentled?” asked
Simmons with accents that seemed almost
top solicitous.

“He’s a good hoss,” said Blackie, leaning
against the long handle of a big hammer.
‘“He’s the only hoss I'd offer anybody as
could ride. O’ course, he’s throwed some
men in his day, but who wants a hoss that
ain’t? Not if you ca’calate to git any-
where.”

“Can you ride?” asked Simmons, soberly,
with somehow a warning in his tone.

“Yes,” said Norman.

“Then that’s all Biscuit asks of any man,”
said Blackie.

“Biscuit!” repeated Simmons, with elabo-
rate concern.

Norman’s heart missed a beat. He could
ride. He was as good a cross-country rider
as almost any man; but he was not a bronco-
buster, and he didn’t want to have his back
teeth jolted out of him at the beginning of
a long ride. He said nothing. He knew
better than to flinch at this time though
they brought to him the worst outlaw on
the range; besides there was very little in
his nature that had a tendency toward
flinching. '

“How about goin’ in the buckboard?”
suggested Simmons.

“I prefer to ride,” said Norman.

Simmons shook his head gravely:

“An’ Harvey he tol’ me to look after you
good. You are plumb shore you want to
ride?”’ ‘ }

‘(Yes.”

“There ain’t nothin’ more as I can do,
Blackie. Ina manner of speakin’ Mr, Stan-
dish here is not only his own boss but mine
too, least-wise while I’m ridin’ for the Star
Y. Bring on your hoss.”

He gave the blacksmith an elaborate
wink.

Blackie dropped his hammer, bunched
the ashes of his forge to hold the fire, and
led the way round back to a shed and corral
where he kept up a few horses so as to have
something to trade with nesters, most of
whom had to wear their horses down with
hard work. .

“That’s him. The sheep-headed buck-
skin,” said the blacksmith, pausing, giving
Norman a chance to change his mind.

“How about them other hosses?” sug-
gested Simmons, with large notes of anxiety
still in his*voice. '

“They ain’t none of ’em cripples,” said
Blackie. “But they’re work-hosses.”

They looked it. Their sides. were worn
by traces. Their shoulders were ‘without
hair in places where collar sores had
healed. '

The humiliation of riding a work-horse
was too much for Norman to consider. Bis-
cuit himself was not anything to fill a rider
with pride, but at least one did not have to
look more than twice to see that the ewe-
necked buckskin was a horse. He appeared
meek enough, but Norman knew that many
a range horse that was hard on a man in a
saddle had an air of lazy harmlessness.

“Q’ course Mr. Standish, I want yeu to



Standish of

know that this here hoss has killed two
men,” said the blacksmith soberly.

At that Norman did have a moment’s
weakness; but he rather suspected that they
were putting it on pretty thick to try his
nerves. Besides, he most certainly would
not be seen on one of those other horses,
and to go in the buckboard now would be
to lose respect in his own eyes and in the
eyes of every man to whom Simmons told
the story.

For months, wherever he went, he would
be forced to listen to men talking about that
there sheep-headed buckskin o’ Blackie’s,
the which had killed two men—by lettin’
’em die o’ hunger before he got "em to where
grub was. That is, Norman knew that he
would have to listen to such talk if Biscuit
were harmless; and he had a little feeling
of security in the belief that Simmons would
not let him mount an outlaw.

“T ain’t never seen him rode,” said Sim-
mons with exact honesty, “but I shore have
heard tell of him.”

“Pll try it,” said Norman.

Simmons sighed audibly.

“Waal Blackie, there ain’t nothin™ more
as we’uns can do but jest naturally throw
a saddle on that bronc.”

Simmons and Blackie went into the
corral, telling Norman they would bring the
horse out.

Simmons took a rope from a peg under the
shed, and at the sight of it all the horses
stirred into life and moved away. He tossed
a noose over Biscuit’s head and led him
out. Blackie followed with saddle, blankets
and bridle.

“It’s after you get on him that he wakes
up,” said Blackie to Simmons.

“I know them kind, Blackie. They
wasn’t broke right. They’ve learned they
can’t keep from gittin’ under a saddle, but
they’ve learned toe that not ever’body can
stick. So they jest naturally sit pretty till
they’re climbed.”

The stirrups were shortened, the saddle
thrown on and cinched.

Norman, who knew all about riding as
riding was known in the East, then in-
spected the cinches, loosening the rear one
a little. -

“Waal Pl be danged,” said Simmons
under his breath, seeing the tenderfoot
change his own adjustment.

Norman prepared to mount, and the men
also made those preparations that add un-
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easiness to the rider who isn’t sure of his
seat. Blackie held the horse’s head; and
Simmons, having looped the rope around
the horse’s neck in the fashion of a hacka-
mare, then took hold of the end of the rope,
dug his heel into the ground and braced
himself as if to hold the bucking horse in a
circle.

“Say,” called Simmons, “jest a minute,
there. Maybe I’d better top him off for
you. Sorto’ take out some o’ his high
life.”

Norman almost yielded, but shook his
head. He did not speak. He held the reins,
fitted his foot into the wide stirrup, gripped
the saddle horn and swung up, getting his
free foot into the other stirrup and braced-
himself as Blackie let go of the horse’s head
and jumped back as if in great fear of being
ridden down.

Nothing happened. Biscuit stood mildly
expectant for a moment, then hearing no
sound, feeling no pressure of rein or touch
of spur, bent his head toward a wisp of dried
grass and took two or three lazy steps.

At this the men began to roar with
laughter, for there Norman sat, tense, pale,
under an almost desperate strain, ready to
do his best at riding a bad horse.

“Lookout!” yelled Blackie. “You’ll fall
off—he’s goin’ a-take another step!”

“E-whay-00!” cried Simmons, waving his
hat, while Biscuit swung his head in amiable
inquiry at such foolishness.

Then something did happen. Norman
was angered, his face suddenly red with hot
blpod. He sank the spurs far up into Bis-
cuit’s soft flanks, at the same time bending
impulsively forward and drove his thumbs
up along the horse’s neck.

Inan instant the amiable Biscuit changed.
Memories of his ill-spent youth came to
him, and, outraged by such treatment when
he was as gentle as any horse could well be,
he threw back his ears, threw down his head
between his forelegs, and tore loose like a
trout at the sting of a hook.

“Holy Judas! He thumbed him!” yelled
Simmons, astonished; then braced himself
at the end of the rope and went skating this
way and that in an effort to hold the horse.
The loop had slipped from Biscuit’s nose;
the noose remained around his tough neck.

“We shore played ——!” cried Blackie,
running up to give Simmons a hand.

“We shore have!” Simmons agreed
heartily. Then, loudly, at the top of his
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;Plﬂﬂcérgn They do not understand. Never

He dismissed the subject with a gesture
and leaned forward.

“I came, my friend, to ask a favor. I
hope you will grant it. Perhaps I can help
you, you can help me, and between us we
can help some one else. Sondberg has been
offered a position as overseer of a pine-
apple-plantation, and he wants you to put
him ashore. Sondberg is a reliable officer,
but, nevertheless, you would let him go
were it not for the fact that it is against
the law to sail with less than three mates.
If there was another licensed officer to take
Sondberg’s place you would be willing to
do as he asks. That is so?”” He waited.

Captain Mac nodded without speaking.

‘“Listen.” Shang Toy leaned closer.
“There is a young man ashore here who
used to be a sailor—an officer. He has a
chief mate’s license. His name is Scott.
He was employed here in a confidential
capacity by one of two great rival con-
cerns. Ineed not mention them. You know
them, and you know the bitter rivalry,
the hatred, that exists between them. It is
almost war. The boy could not stand the
tropics—he slipped. One night, in a café
with a certain woman and a certain man, he
drank too much—he let slip from his tongue
information of much importance to his em-
ployers. The information went straight to
the enemy. His company could not let
him go because he had not told everything
—he still knows things which the company
is very desirous of keeping secret—they are
afraid to discharge him. So they keep him
on the pay-roll. They would like to see
him out of the way, in some nice, quiet
underground dungeon, perhaps, where he
would be safe—until privation, loneliness,
disease, closed his lips forever in death.
Then too, although the officials of the com-
pany would not countenance murder, there
is the chance that he may be accidentally
shot by some subordinate. Or accidentally
stabbed in a street brawl. Do you under-
stand? The first I can prevent. He will
not go to jail on a trumped-up charge. I
have seen to that. But the other—'’ he
spread his hands with a gesture of help-
lessness—*‘is up to you, Captain Mac.”

Captain McGuire, understanding, nodded.

“Send him to me,” he said, “and I’ll take
him before the consul and sign him on in
place of Sondberg.”.

'

“There is another side to the case,”
Shang Toy went on in his precise English.
“The boy is not suited to the tropics—few
white men are. He has no responsibilities,
but little work—nothing to occupy his
mind. He is lounging about town taking
things as they come. The sun, the climate,
the drink—every day I see him becoming
more lax. He is'on the verge of no longer
caring. He is a good boy, you understand,
but careless. And the tropics——""

He spread his hands again.

When Shang Toy left the Hawk the cap-
tain walked with him to the gangway. Mr.
Tenny, the chief mate, came to the gang-
way and looked after the yellow man with
inquisitive eyes.

“Deep, deep,” he said confidentially to
the commander. ‘“Thet Chink’s a deep ’un.
I don’t know what he wants ye to do,
cap’n—"" he waited a moment, expectantly,
then continued—*“but whatever it is, don’t

ye do it.”

“H’m.” Captain Mac nodded
ment, but his eyes were laughing at the
meddlesome old man’s attempt to draw
him out.

“He’s deep, I tell ye—and mean. No-
buddy likes ’im.”

“Worse than that,” said the captain.
“They hate him.”

“Yep, yep, thet they do, cap’n.” Mr.
Tenny nodded vigorously.

“Because - they fear him, Mr. Tenny.
People always hate those t.hey fear. It'sa
trick of human nature.”

Old Tenny shook his head doubtfully at
this. His washed-out blue eyes were brim-
ming with unsatisfied curiosity.

“They hate me, too. Everybody does.
Even you do, Mr. Tenny.”

He smiled crookedly and halted the
mate’s declamation with a wave of his hand.

“I think between us—Shang Toy and
me—we can lay claim to being t.he two
most hated men south of Ambrose.”

He turned away. Mr. Tenny stared at
the captain’s back and said nothing. His
eyes were hateful and he was cursing si-
lently with his lips.

Carrell Scott came down to the Howk
that afternoon. He was a young man of
about twenty-six; well set-up, square-
chinned, and with frank, gray eyes set
well-apart. It was as Shang Toy had said—
he was on the verge of becoming lax—care-
less. His chin was not as firm as was its
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wont, his lids were red-rimmed, and there
were shadows beneath his eyes, as if from
dissipation. His Palm Beach suit was soiled
and wrinkled and he was in need of a shave.
‘There was an air of sullenness about him, of
irritableness, of rebellion. There was every
sign that he was beginning to lose his men-
tal and moral firmness, and this, in the
tropics, is the beginning of a fatality.

Captain McGuire met him, questioned
him curtly, inspected his license, and signed
him on before the American consul. Scott
bad his luggage brought down to the ship,
donned a faded blue uniform which showed
signs of having been long packed away, and
entered upon his duties with a zeal that
showed he was glad of the chance to climb
back to his former manhood. Sondberg
packed and departed toward the in-
terior.

“Keep your tongue between your teeth,”
was the latter’s parting advice to Scott.
‘“One-Two Mac’s a bad actor—but he’s
square."”

Three days later the Haowk sailed north-
ward on the last leg of her three months’

voyage.

m WITHIN a month the little
dabt ] freighter, en route to Central
A~ American ports, stopped again at
Port au Prince. Carrell Scott, in a clean
white uniform, stood beside Captain Mac
upon the bridge. His shoulders were back,
there was a new set to his chin, and his
" bearing was one of confidence. His eyes
were clear, but when he looked at the little
ship-master at his side there was resent-
ment, almost hatred, in them. On Scott’s
cheek was a scar, not yet fully healed.
Captain Mac had struck his new third
mate. While in New York the master had
~reprimanded Scott for his negligence in not
properly supervising the unloading of cargo.
It was a small matter and would have
passed over had not Scott, still a bit sullen,
thought the captain interfering and too par-
ticular. He had given a surly reply, and
then, giving way to his anger, he had fol-
lowed with language not becoming his posi-
tion as an officer. They had been alone
upon the bridge. One-Two Mac had lashed
out suddenly and sent Scott sprawling in a
corner. The third officer had arisen, only
to be sent down again. Still full of fight,
and not being a quitter, he had got up
again, only to find that the captain had

disappeared. The fight, if it could be called
a fight, was over. '

* It was the first time Scott had ever been
struck by a superior. And it was the first
time he had been beaten in a fist-fight. In
fact, he wasn’t convinced that he had been
beaten. There was a dogged determina-
tion within him that would have sent him
again, and again to the attack, and only
sheer exhaustion and a refusal of his mus-
cles to obey his commands would have
stopped him.

Scott knew, as did every one else, of the
little captain’s terrible reputation as a fight-
ing-man, but he did not know that Captain
Mac had gone to his room the night of the
fight to save his third mate further punish-
ment. In his secret heart the little man was
a great admirer of gameness, and rather
than needlessly inflict pain upon a man who
was too game to quit he had almost run to
his room. :

Scott did not know this, and he grew re-
sentful, and his resentment was gradually
smoldering into hatred. He remembered
the way the little commander had leered at
him with his crooked smile. One-Two Mac
had added another to the ranks of those
who, not understanding him, hated him.

Scott got a side-light on Captain Mac
that evening as he was leaning over the
bridge rail smoking an after-dinner cigaret.
Below him on the main deck two sailors
were talking. One, an ordinary seaman, a
young lad just starting upon his career as a
sailor, had remarked with a boy’s bragga-
docio— '

“T’d like to see ’im hit me.”
speaking of Captain Mac.

The other, a grizzled old sea-dog with a
voice like a fog-buoy, laughed.

“Ho, ho! Hit you! Don’t worry, lad, he
won’t hit you. If he should, ye wanta
stick out yer chest, ’cause One-Two Mac
only hits men. Hit you! Ho, ho!”

- “Well, he better not,” retorted the boy.
“If he did I'd turn him in to th’ commis-
sioner when we got back to New York.”

The older man snorted angrily.

“Yer like the rest of th’ kids thet er goin’
to sea now-a-days. You'd aughta stayed
to home wit’ yer mama. Ye ain’t got no
sense anyways. When One-Two Mac hits
a bloke he gives ’im the right to hit back.
It’s a fight, see? . He don’t chaina man toa
stanchion an’ then kick ’im, like these new-
fangled skippers does. They stands up on

He was
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th’. bridge, looks down, an’ says, ‘Put ’im in
irons, log ’im ’is pay, and when we gets to
Cristobal send ’'im to jail.” Thet’s th’ way
the modern skippers does. The poor swab
loses ’is pay, lays in irons fer a week, an’
then rots in jail, and when ’e gets out ’e
has to work ’is way north on some old tub
wit'out pay. Thet ain’t Cap’n Mac’s way.
He’s down off th’ bridge in a minute—bing,
bang, biff, it’s all over. No irons, no’fine, no
jail, no workin’ fer nuthin’—yer black eye
gets well in a week. Gimme Bucko Mac’s
way. I don’t like ’im person’lly—thet ——
crooked grin of his gets my goat, but ’¢’s
square.”

“Cap’n Mac only hits men.”

Scott felt somewhat better after that, and
the phrase kept running through his head
as, contrary to Captain Mac’s advice, he
prepared to go ashorer He had, not been
much of a man when he first came to the
Hawk, he felt sure of that, and surprizing
to himself, he began to feel rather flattered
by the means the captain had used to dis-
cipline him. Looking at it from his new
angle, a blow, with the privilege to fight
back, was undoubtedly better than having
insubordination charges lodged against
him with the licensing commission. The
latter would have meant suspension, or

possibly revocation of license. His resent-
tempt for all things modern, this was a con-

ment lessened and would have disappeared
entirely had it not been for one thing. Cap-
tain Mac’s smile. That crooked, twisted grin
of derision. He could not forget that.

Later, at the Carib,Club, Scott heard the
same thoughts expressed in other words.
Preston, a blaff old seaman, port captain
for the steamship company that carried
the bulk of Haiti’s exports, became angered
by something that another of the party had
said about the master of the Hawk.

“Why don’t you lay off One-Two Mac?”’
he snapped. _ “Sure, he’s a bucko, but,
what of it? If I was a sailor I'd rather be
punched in the jaw by Cap’n Mac than
logged a month’s pay and sent to jail by
some milksop that hasn’t got spunk enough
to come down off the bridge without a gun
in his pocket and three mates at his back.
What of it if he does let loose on a fo’csle
hand once in a while? Sailors are supposed
to be men. They used to e men. If a man
hasn’t got backbone enough to give and
take he should stay at home—behind a rib-
bon-counter, where he belongs.”

Scott winced at this. Had he, Carrell

Scott, “backbone enough to give and take?”
Captain Mac, by hitting him, by treating
him like a man who could give and take,
a real sailor, had shown that he took it for
granted that he had. Scott pictured him-
self as he had been when he first signed on
the Howk’s crew list. He had been a man
disgraced. A betrayer of trust. He had
been a waster, a slacker, only a step above
a beachcomber.

Captain Mac had accepted him as a
man, had given him a position of responsi-
bility, had saved him from the rocks.
Should he growl and whine at the man
whose only mistake had been one of judg-
ment, who had overestimated the man he
had helped? No, by —, he would prove
the captain right! He would go to him.
He would hold out his hand. He would say,
“Here, Cap’'n Mac. You thought I was a
man. Well, — it, I am.” They would
shake hands and be friends. Scott half-
arose from his chair, with the intention of
going straight back to the Hawk and seek-
ing out the little captain.

The port captain was still speaking.

“He’s the last of the buckos, the last of
the men who fought their own battles and
left the law for landsmen. And he’s as

-good a fighting-man as ever I've seerf.”

For Preston, who had a deep-rooted con-

cession.

“But everybody hates him—Ilike they do
old Shang. Don’t know why, but those two
are the most hated men in the tropics.
Personally, I can’t say that I am fond of
either one of them myself. Shang’s so
smooth, and deep—you never know what
he might be thinking about you. And One-
Two Mac’s so sarcastic, with his eyes and
lips, without speaking. And when he smiles
in that twisted way of -his—well— But,
blast it all, he’s a man!”

reston thumped the table with his fist,
to drive hame that fact, at least.

Scott sat down again. That smile! He
could not get by that crooked smile. Should
he go to Captain Mac, the little man would
smile, would leer, would distort his face in
that sarcastic grimace. Scott slumped
deeper in his chair.

¥R AT ELEVEN o’clock that night Cap-
. tain Mac sat alone in his room, He
e was puffing at a little brown-
cigaret, and at his side was an ash-tray
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of discarded stubs. The room was in dark-
ness, and through the open door the Jjttle
man could see along the moonlit dock to the
jetty. A member of the native constabu-
, & carbine slung by a strap from his
shoulder, lounged, half-asleep, against a
pile of dye-wood. The silence of the night
was broken only by the thrum of mosqui-
toes against the screens and the soft lap of
water. Captain Mac, anxious about Scott,
who against his advice and wishes had gone
ashore, watched and waited. ’
Soon there was a form, a dark blotch
against the gray of the dock, that came
from the jetty and trotted along the string-

piece with short, swift strides. It was a

man, or a youth, short, slender, and grace-
ful of movement, who, evidently bent on
avoiding discovery by the gendarme, stole
stealthily, but smy, between the piles of
cargo. e captdin chuckled as the new-
comer, like a ghost, slipped by almost with-
in reach of the drowsy policeman. A mo-
ment later he was pattering up the Hawk’s
gangway, and the captain arose and went
to the door of his room.

He was a boy, a yellow boy, and he came
direct to the surprized captain and without
a word handed him a folded paper which he
took from somewhere within his blouse. It
was a note, and Captain Mac stepped in-
side, switched on his light, and read.

My Honorable Friend: S—— should not have

e agshore. There is a plot. Find him and bring

im back with you. The police are against you.
Follow Moy.

There was no signature. !

“Me Moy,” said the youth. “Your flend
Calib Club.”

He started for the door.

Together they left the ship, avoided the

liceman, now sound asleep, passed along
the dock to the jetty and on into the town.
The Carib Club was four blocks from the
dock. They went swiftly along a dark, for-
bidding street lined on both sides with
yawning stone doorways. Soon there
loomed above their heads a huge spire-
topped mass, the cathedral, and they in-
creased their speed. The club was just
around the corner.

“Halte” A khaki-clad negro policeman
sprang from an open doorway and barred
their way with his out-flung carbine.

Moy did not pause. He ducked beneath
thg rifle and continued the few steps to the
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corner. There he hesitated but a fraction
of a second, then sprang forward. His
voice, tense and high, came around the cor-
ner to the waiting captain.

“Quick, cap’n, quick! Plenty fight!”’

Captain Mac flung the gemdarme aside
with a sweep of his arm and followed the
little Chinaman. '

On the sidewalk three men were strug-
gling. One, a white man, was defending
himself against two giant blacks, one of
whom was brandishing a knife. To one
side stood a white man, and he held a revol-
ver in his hand as if in readiness te shoot
should it be necessary.

Moy glided forward and climbed kike a
cat to the back of the man with the knife.
With one arm he encircled the man’s throat
from behind, and with the other hand he
grasped the wrist of the hand holding the
knife. » Scott, it was he, turned his atten-
tion to the other black.

Captain Mac threw himself upon the
man holding the revolver. The catapulting
body threw the man momentarily off his
balance, and before he could recover, his re-
volver hand had been forced over his head
and a fist had smacked solidly to his jaw.
They fell together to the sidewalk, twisted
and rolled over the two-foot curb to the
cobble-stoned street. One-Two Mac, one
hand at the man’s throat and the other
clutching at the revolver, was on top.

The gewdarme, angry at the captain’s re-
fusal to halt, and undoubtedly friendly to
Scott’s opponents, came around the corner
at a run, his carbine held ready for a
smashing blow with the butt. He made
directly for the two men struggling im the
road.

There was a flash and the sound of a
shot, and the gendarme halted suddenly.
His face, in the moonlight, was stupid with
surprize. His surprized expression changed
to one of pain, and his white teeth glistened
as he drew back his lips. ‘Then he staggered
backward, slowly, step by step, until his
heels came against the worn steps of the

cathedral. His rifle fell from his hands and
clattered to the pavement. The man fell
on top of it and lay still.

Captain Mac wrenched himself clear and
sprang erect. He had the still smoking re-
volver in his hand. The other scrambled
to his feet and ran. The two negroes belted
and disappeared around the corner. Only
Captain Mac, Scott, Moy, and the, dead
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man lying face up at the foot of the cathe-
dral steps, remained.

Down the street came three mounted
gendarmes, their horses at a gallop. Moy
grasped the captain by his coat, and in
spite of his protests pulled bim into a door-
way. The revolver was dropped and left
lying at the curb. Scott darted for the
doorway, hesitated, turned and ran into
the street. The horsemen came down upon
him and he halted with his hands in the air.
Three carbines were leveled at his head.

One of the three, a sergeant by the chev-
rons on his sleeve, dismounted and strode to
the dead man lying on the sidewalk. He
leaned down and the two watching from the
doorway could hear his hoarse exclamation
of surprize. He looked around, saw the
revolver and picked it up. He raised his
hand to his mouth and the still night-air
was rent by the screech of a whistle. *

“Did you do this?”’ The sergeant, speak-
ing in English, was addressing Scott.

There was no answer.

“You shot this man?” It was half-ques-
tion, half-accusation.

Scott still did not answer.

“Tell me! Did you?”

From the doorway the two, the man and
the boy, could see Scott straighten and
throw back his shoulders. He looked at
the revolver in the sergeant’s hand, then
- at the body on the sidewalk. He looked
toward the passage in which they were hid-
ing and when he spoke his answer came clear
to them.

“Yes.”

Captain Mac started forward in surprize,
but Moy clung to his arm.

“No! Stay here! Me savvy.”

The yellow boy pulled him back into the
shadow.

Then, like a flash of light, it came to Cap-
tain Mac too. Scott was trying to protect
him, or at least give him a chance to get
away. The third mate thought that Cap-
tain Mac had fired the shot that had killed
the gendarme. The fool! Captain Mac
started forward again, but Moy clung to
him with all his strength.

“No, no! One in jail plenty. You free,
help ’um, in jail, no can help ’'um. Shang
Toy fix.”

Excited and angry as he was the captain
could see the wisdom of the boy’s words,
and he ceased trying to free himself. They
stood quietly waiting.

Two of the gendarmes, Scott walking be-
tween their horses, moved off down the
street. The other one stood guard over the
dead man.

“Come.”

Plucking Captain Mac by the sleeve Moy
beckoned him to follow. The boy leading,
they went straight back into the dark pas-
sage, and at length came out into a court-
yard. At the other side of the court was a
passage which evidently led to the next
street. As they crossed the yard, all gray
and silver in the moonlight, a distant bell
was chiming midnight.

“You come Shang Toy tomollow,” whis-
pered Moy, and he slipped away in the dark-

ness of the passage.

7~ | SHANG TOY, on the streets of

':‘:l Port au Prince, was a mongrel, an

incongruity, an occidentalized Ori-
ental, a Chinaman with the speech and
manners of west of Suez; but Shang Toy in
the room behind his curio store—the store
which did five hundred dollars’ worth of
business yearly and was Shang’s excuse for
living in Port au Prince—was an Oriental
par excellence, a Chinaman. There during
the heat of the afternoons he would sit
cross-legged upon a mat, at his hand a
glass of warm rice whisky, cut with Bour-
bon and flavored with aniseed and pow-
dered ginger.

Shang, as he sat thus, exuded all the
qualities of the Orient; ‘calmness, gentle-
ness, wisdom, and that indefinable some-
thing which denotespoise. And about the
room there was an atmosphere of chandoo
and aloe-wood; of bronze, green with age;
of carved statues brought out of the India
of Confucius; of fine embroideries and silken
brocades, faded and musty-with the scent
of dead centuries, and heavy with the warm
fragrance of China.

On the day following the killing of the
policeman and the arrest of Scott, Shanz
Toy sat upon his mat in the room behind
his little shop. At his hand was a glass
g/f{ Chinese rice whisky. Behind him stood

oy. -

There were three doors to the room, one
leading to a rear room, one to the shep,
where a young Filipino lounged behind a
counter, and the other, in the side of the
house, opening upon the Champs de Mars.
All three doors were closed and locked.
The room was lighted gply by the rays that
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filtered through two small square windows

high in the wall.

There was a sharp knock at the door
opening into the street.

“Open,” said Shang Toy, speaking in
Chinese. “It is my honorable friend.”

Moy opened the door and ushered in
Captain Mac. There were but four men in
all Haiti who had seen the inside of that-
room. Captain Mac was one of the privi-,
leged. ’

Shang Toy arose, and in accordance with
Chinese courtesy, bowed the little ship-

master to a mat at the east side of the
room, himself taking the one at the west.

*  “Be seated, my friend,” said Shang Toy.
“We can not act until tonight. Tell me
about it.”

“You know that Scott has been arrested
for shooting the gendarme?”

Shang Toy nodded.

“You know that he lied when he said that
he did it?”

Shang Toy nodded again. Moy came
with a tray and set a glass of liquor on a
stand at the little captain’s elbow.

“The white man I was wrestling with
fired the shot,” said Captain Mac. “He
fired at Scott, but the bullet struck the
curb, ricocheted and hit the gendarme. It
was not until after the shot was fired that I
was able to wrench the revolver from his
hand. Scott thinks he is shielding me.”

“He is a young fool,” said Shang Toy.
“Had he told the truth I would have had
him freed by noon. I have been to the
commissioner. He intends holding Scott, of
course. ‘A gendarme is dead,’ he says. ‘We
have under arrest the man who says he
shot him. What more do we want?’ He is
right, and even though he knew the truth,
there is pressure enough from outside, cou-
pled with the boy’s confession, to keepy
Scott in jail> The commissioner is laughing
at me; he thinks that for once he is going to
put it over on old Shang—make me lose face.

“Scott’s former employers are behind

" this, of course, indirectly. It is a question
of oil—oil, more precious than gold. Every
one knows there is oil in Haiti, but its exact
whereabouts has been a mystery. This
company has information which means mil-
lions to them—if Scott can be silenced.
They do not trust him after his breach of
faith. In jail his life is in grave danger—a

pinch of poison in his food— The official I

must reach to protect him is in Cuba; he
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will not return for ten days. Then it will
be too late. There is still another way.”

Shang Toy leaned forward and gazed into
Captain Mac’s worried eyes.

“You must get the man that shot the
gendarme and bring him here. I will get a
confession from him—no matter how.”

He puckered the wrinkles of his eyes and
lips in a smile. ‘

“It will be easy. The man is in no danger
of being convicted. It was an accidental
shot, he will say, and his company, with its
millions, will stand behind him. But I will
demand that our young friend be released—
,on bail, at least. The whole affair will be
squashed—it will become merely a common
street brawl in which a policeman was acci-
dentally shot. But we must have the man

- who fired the shot. And we must have him

before tomorrow morning.”

“Do you know him?” asked Captain Mac
eagerly. )

“Yes-’,

Shang Toy leaned forward and whis-
pered a name and an address.

“He is a big man, but cowardly. On his
left cheek there is a scar. He is a good shot
with rifle or revolver, and he will not hesi-
tate to shoot. Moy.”

He motioned to Moy, who went to the
rear room and returned with' a big black
automatic pistol in a shoulder holster.

“Put that on beneath your coat,” said
Shang Toy. “Go to the man’s house to-
night after dark. He will be in. Bring him
directly here.”

From within the wide sleeves of his blouse
the old Chinaman slipped a small fan, and
he slid it across his polished finger-nails
with a rattling noise.

“He will then confess,” he said, and he
closed his eyes.

e IT WAS a low, square bungalow,
ﬂﬁ situated on the northern edge of

the town and on the road that went
to Cape Haitien. It set back among the
trees apd there was a narrow, crooked path
that led from the dusty road to the front
door of the house.

Across the road from the house & sapo-
dilla-tree, heavy with fruit, bent and swayed
in the fresh trade wind. In the shadow of
the tree stood Captain Mac. It was night,
dark and gloomy on the lonely road, and
the black clouds that obscured the moon
promised rain. Farther along the road
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there was a small, disreputable laverne, and

before its door two constabulary ponies
waited for their riders.

Captain Mac crossed the road and walked
boldly up the path leading to the bungalow.
He mounted the steps to the porch and tried
the door. It was locked, and he stood with
his hand on the knob, undecided. There
was a sudden clatter of horse’s hoofs from
the rear, and Captain Mac ran to the end of
the porch and looked around the corner of
the house. In the rear of the house was a
stretch of open ground, and across this a
horse was tearing at break-neck speed.
Upon its back was a big man who bent low
in the-saddle. The man had escaped! Cap-
tain Mac remembered Shang Toy’s words.
“We must have him before tomorrow morn-
ing,” and he looked after the horse and
rider, both now blotted out by the night.

“Hm hai 12}

The call came from the trees that lined
the path, and Captain Mac whirled to face
the sound. A slender form slipped from be-
tween the trees and came toward him.

“Come quick, capt’n. We catch ’um
yet.”

It was Moy, and he padded back toward
the road, leaving the captain to follow.

In the road Moy turned and ran toward
the taverme, and Captain Mac, at his heels,
saw his intention. Together they raced to
the waiting horses and threw themselves to
their backs. A gendarme came to the door
and stood with his mouth open in surprize
as they tore away. A moment later a bul-
Jet kicked up the dirt ahead and there was
the sound of a shot, then they plunged into
the friendly darkness.

Straight along the road Moy led the way
for at least a mile, then he swung sharply
to the right, and leaving the road they
raced along beneath the drooping leaves
of banana-trees. They came to another
smaller road and Moy turned into it. If
Moy’s judgment was correct the fugitive
was fleeing toward the Cul-de-Sac marshes.

It began to rain and the road-bed be-
came a morass. Still on they went, mile
after mile, the little ponies plugging stub-
bornly on through the mire.

At the end of an hour Moy pulled his
horse to a walk and Captain Mac followed
suit. The road had narrowed and was now
only a narrow path that ran crookedly
through the foul swampland.

“Him fool,” said Moy. ‘“Rain pmake
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plenty mud. Road all swamp seon. No
can go much further.”

He had hardly ceased speaking when the
darkness ahead was pierced by a streak of
flame, and there*was a sound as of the angry
droning of a passing bee. Then came the
report of the shot. They dropped from
their horses and landed ankle-deep in the
mud. Captain Mac fired, but he purposely
aimed high. He would do Scott no good by
shooting the slayer of the policeman. Moy
slipped into the brush at the side of the road
and disappeared.

Captain Mac left the horses and stole
forward, crouching low so that his body
could not be seen against the sky. There
was a sound as of seme one passing in the
brush and he dropped to the ground and
lay flat, listening.

There was a shot from ahead; then an-
other, then a series of flashes 'that stabbed
back and forth in the darkness. Moy had
evidently circled and was now on the oppo-
site side of the fugitive.

There was the squash, squash of feet plung-
ing along through the mire, and soon a form
stood out faintly against the dark sky. The
form was too big to be Moy and Captain
Mac crouched in the brush and waited.

The man was almost atop the waiting
captain when his pistol clicked on an empty
chamber. He stopped with a curse, and he
was fumbling at his belt for cartndges when
the captain sprang to his feet.

“Drop it!”

Captain Mac, his pistol held awkwardly
in his hand, advanced toward the big man
standing in the road.

“Drop your gun, I tell you!” The cap-
tain came closer.

The big man looked at the little one, and

«his eyes took in the awkward way in which
the captain was holding the pistol. He
decided to take a chance.

With a motion as if to throw his own
weapon to one side he swung suddenly and
knocked the pistol from the captain’s hand.
It fell and was lost in the mud. The big
man laughed shortly.

“So you’re the bird that’s been doing alt
the shootin’,” he said. “No wonder you
couldn’t hit me—when you can’t even hold
on to your own gun. By the noise you was
makin’ I thought you was a gang.”

He looked down at the little ship-master
and laughed. It was evident that he
thought Captain Mac alope,
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The big man was fully a head taller than
Captain Mac, and in the darkness he could
not see the little man’s face; had he been
able to do so he would have ceased hlS
taunting. The captain was smiling;
smile that lifted one side of his mouth a.nd
lowered the other; a crooked, twisted, sar-
castic grin; a grin of fiendish anticipation.
They were both unarmed, and One-Two

Mac, the fighting ship-master who had -

fought his way to fame as the tbughest of
buckos, could ask no more.

“I took your gun away from you, now I
think I'll throw you in the ditch and go
home.”

The man reached out and caught Cap-
tain Mac by the collar of his coat.

It was as if he had put his hand on a
slecping wildcat. A hand flashed up and
sharp knuckles cut a three-inch gash in his
cheek, another blow mashed his lips be-
tween his teeth and a third dug into his
throat beneath his chin. It was the last
blow that sent him, gasping and coughing,
to the ground. He arose and began fight-
ing, frantically and with the desperation
of a coward who knows the uselessness of
flight. He lunged forward and swung heavy
blows, blows that described semi-circles in
the air and landed upon nothing. The lit-
tle man was on top of him, beside him, and
behind him, and the sharp, stabbing blows
seemed to come from all directions at once.
And each blow, like the thrust of a sword,
left its mark. Soon the big man, blinded
by blood, and exhausted both by his own
futile effarts and the battering of those
never-tiring arms, sank to his knees and

covered his head with his arms.
“Stop, stop,” he cried. “Let up, — it,
let up!”

Captain Mac ceased hitting and leaned
down.

“Will you write out a confession that you
killed the gendarme?” he asked.

“T’ll write out nine of ’em,” gasped the
man. “Only let up on that sockin’.”

Moy came up with the horses. He was
smilipg blandly and there was something in
his eyes that suggested admxra.tlon

7P AT DAWN six men stood in Shang
8% Toy’s shop; Captain Mac, Shang
- Toy, Moy, two gendarmes, and the
big man with the scar. The last named,
confident that his detention would be
merely a short formality, took his cap-
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ture lightly, and he was loudly reciting
the adventures of the night to the grinning
gendarmes.

“And I took his gun away from him,” he
was saying. ‘“‘He didn’t even know how to
hold it. I wish I had let him keep it—he
might have shot himself. He was more
dangerous without it than he was with it.
I took him by the neck and was going to
throw him into the swamp. Gosh! It was
like kickin’ a jungle-cat. He hit me forty-
seven times and I didn’t even see 'im move.”

He felt tenderly of his bandaged face.

“Gosh! Why didn’t they send the army
instead?” .

‘“Take him away.” Shang Toy motioned
to the two policemen. “Tell my most hon-
orable friend, the commissioner, that J
also have a copy of the confession.”

When they had gone Shang Toy bowed
Captain Mac into the inner sanctum. They
sat upon the mats and Moy came with his
tray and glasses of liquor. Captain Mac
rolled a cigaret.

Shang Toy sat upon his mat with all the
dignity of a mandarin. Behind him, as he
sat thus, one could visualize generatlon
after generation of calm Chinamen, digni-
fied, honorable gentlemen all, and reaching
thjrty centuries into the dim past. - Behind
him were three thousand years of unbroken
racial history; of pride; of achievements;
and Shang Toy sat with the knowledge that
this was so. In his face, with its network
of wrinkles, and in his eyes, dark and un-
fathomable as the sea at night, was the
wisdom of the ages. -

“My friend,” said Shang Toy, “do you
know what they are saying? They are say-
ing, ‘Old Shang’s messing in politics again.’
And ‘Shang’s got something up his sleeve.’
Because I try to save a boy from ruin or
death. When I cross the street they say,
‘Look out for Shang, he’s deep.” If I buy a
box of pipe-clay for my helmet, they say,
‘Look out for ‘Shang.” If I go down to the
Hawk to see my old friend, the captain, they
say, ‘Look out for Sha.ng.’ »

The aged Chinaman smiled his queer
smile. .

“They read something deep and mysteri-
ous in every move I make.”

Captain Mac nodded and puffed away at
his little brown cigaret.

Shang Toy continued:

“We are a palr of fools, perhaps, but,
after all, wasn'’t it' worth while? In saying
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with any leases, and they were not to be
talked out of their determination, though
the parties who climbed up the path could
talk very well indeed.

“Take it or leave it!” Red Peter made
answer fo their overtures steadfastly.

“Take it or leave it!” Black Peter re-
peated after him. Meaning that whoever
acquired title had to buy outright.

The first parties went away; but they, or
others, came back shortly with offers for the
freehold. They began with ten dollars an
acre; but the Spadeses weren’t tempted by
so modest a price.

“The ‘timber alone's worth that much,”
Red Peter pointed out.

“Jest the timber alone—sayin’ nothing
about the land,” argued Black Peter.

They hadn’t to wait long for a better bid.
More geologists came nosing about the bad
spring; that first offer of four hundred
dollars for the forty acres was doubled
before nightfall, and by another sundown
the Spadeses were refusing fifteen hundred
dollars. ,

But of course they ran a risk, and they
were not too simple to sense it. If the boom
was only a bubble, as well it might turn out
to be, they were in danger of holding out
too long. They slept the night; and early
next day, when parties offered three thou-
sand or seventy-five dollars an acre, they
saw fit to call it a trade.

Right away, however, there was a hitch.
Parties were used to the commercial fash-
ion of making payment and wrote a check
accordingly. They wrote a check and
handed it to Red Peter, and he shook his
head and handed it back—the scrap of
paper didn’t look like anything but a scrap
of paper to him.

“Real money—we’ll sign up when you-
uns pay us the real money,” he stipulated
gruffly.

“Real money"’ mumbled Black Peter.

The parties had a few hundreds in cur-
rency with them, and they wanted to pay
it over and take a receipt to bind the deal
while they went to get the rest of the money;
but the Spadeses had no fancy whatever for
being so bound.

“Somebody mout come along and offer
us more,” Red Peter objected craftily.

“I wouldn’t wonder and somebody didn’t
come along and offer us more,” Black Peter
chuckled with a knowing air.

So the parties had to leave their bargain
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up in the air until they could hustle to the
nearest bank and procure the needful cash;
and it was during their absence that John
Avery got into the game.

He came with a bid for the land. It
wasn’t more, though. In point of fact it
was five hundred dollars less—only two
thousand five hundred dollars. But he
knew hillbillies better, and he had been
wise enough to bring the price in a kind of
money than which nokind could be morereal.

Gold, in a word. He had two thousand
five hundred dollars worth of yellow-
boys in a stout shot-bag; and wheén he
poured out the glittering coins Red Peter’s
eyes glittered responsively. So likewise
did Black Peter’s. The fact that the price
was to be paid down in gold and the gold
right there under their hands—it seemed so
to enhance the offer in their estimation that
the five hundred dollars they were asked to
sacrifice was in a manner offset and out-
weighed. It was as if the sight of the yek
lowboys had put a spell upon them, and
they didn’t shake it off till they had signed
what was in effect a contract and the title
to the land had passed to John Avery.

He held it just a little over twenty min-
utes by the clock. In twenty minutes or
less the parties who had negotiated the sale
at three thousand dollars and gone to get
the cash came back up the declivity in their
fast car, and Avery sold the forty to them
for five thousand dollars.

That was when the Spadeses woke up.
Here was quick action even for a dicker in
oil; but they were not too dazed by it to
perceive right away where it left them.
They had sold out for two thousand
five hundred dollars and let another two
thousand five hundred dollars slip
through their fingers; and though they had
their own simplicity mostly to blame they
were only the angrier with John Avery for
having so taken advantage of them.

They were mad enough to. fight. Red
Peter held his peace and did nothing but
glare balefully; but Black Peter boiled right
over.

“Swindler!” he screamed and shook his
fist under Avery’s nose. “We didn’t sgn
no deed, and 'we won’t sign!”

They sxgned however. They were under

" contract to do so,-and Red Peter at least had

no intentions of backing out.

“We’ll do what we agree!” he growled
sullenly. &
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They signed the deed, Red Peter in si-
lence, Black Peter with a final burst of
wrath.

“It'F do ye no good—you’ll see!” he
wamed Johm Avery. ‘“The wicked shall
prosper for a seasom—that’s what the Good
Book says, and what it says is so. You’'ll
seel”

The Spadeses took their bag of gold, and,
when the men were gone and there was no-
body to see them, buried it under a loose
plank in the kitchen floor. The ground
was no longer theirs; but the new owners
didn’t care about the part of the forty
where the cabin stood, and they assured Red
Peter and Black Peter that they were wel-
come to stay as long as they liked.

ALE sorts and conditions of men

came and went—some good and

some bad, some "who meant to pay
honestly for what they got and some who
were no better than thieves. Thievery was
a downright novelty in those parts, too,
and it made more stir among the hillbillies
than the clanking drill or the talk of black
sand.

Red Peter heard, down at the crossroads
where he went to trade, that a ham had
been stolen from a smoke-house—a prodigy
without precedent. The merchant, with a
thrifty eye to the passing breeze that might
be made to fill his sails, laid in a stock of
padlocks and spread the report of the stolen
ham. Red Peter heard it and brought a
padiock home with him.

Black Peter made a wry face at the sight
of it.

“T don’t admire to live in a kentry where
padlocks has to be clapped on smoke-
houses to keep hams from bein’ stole,” he
grumbled. _

Red Peter evidently relished the busi-
ness as little, but he put the padlock in
place at once—the sooner the better if
there were thieves about. He drove the
staples deep into the hard, seasoned logs
of the ancient building; he fitted the hasp
rudely but securely to the heavy door; and
when he had snapped the padlock into its
place he hid the key in.a crevice just under
the eaves of the cabin, Black Peter watch-
ing him sourly the while.

That night, in his capacity of cook and
housekeeper, Black Peter was put to the
strange necessity of unlocking the smoke-
house in order to get the materials for sup-
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per, and he was frankly irked. The crevice
where the key had been hidden was almost
out of his reach; and when he had fetched
the key down it stuck in the tumblers and
baffled him annoyingly. He wasn’t used
to keys, and old dogs don’t pick up new
tricks in a minute.

Black Peter flared out angrily, talking to
himself. He expressed anew his discontent
with a country where such things had to
be. But withal he wasn’t seriously hin-
dered in his work—he had supper ready as
usual when Red Peter slouched in and flung
his hat on the floor. .

Supper was ready as usual, and as usual
they ate it—without a word being spoken.
Red Peter devoured his hunks of corn-
bread soaked in fat with frequent slices of
meat interspersed, and when he was done
he lighted his pipe, dragged the clumsy
splint chair back away from the table and
sat down, tilted against the wall, his knees
drawn up and the heels of his shoes hooked
over the rung. In that posture he smoked
slowly and thoughtfully, saying nothing.

The back door of the cabin stood open
behind him. The front door, directly
across the room, was shut. They seldom
used it.

Black Peter washed the dishes, mutter-
ing to himself now and then but otherwise
in silence. The back door was behind him
too.

" Behind them both; and neither of the
Spadeses was looking that way when a
slinking figure stole in, noiseless as a shadow.
Black Peter was a little hard of hearing
and heedless to boot; and Red Peter was so

lost in his reflections that the figure not

only stole in through the door but crept up
near his chair unseen. The first intimation
Red Peter had of anything untoward was
;he muzzle of a gun poked right up in his
ace.

If the slinking figure’s purpose had been
in any degree doubtful there could be no
doubt after that. He was a thief bent on
plunder, and by every token he wasn’t after
anything so trifling as hams. A bandit, in
short, to give him the name his manner and
methods deserved.

“Stick ’em up!” he barked harshly and
without a quaver, as if that sort of enter-
prise were not new to him.

Red Peter understood. Though un-
schooled in the slang of the day he under-
stood perfectly what was wanted of him.



90

Promptly and without parley he put his
hands up over his head.

Black Peter was a weak old man, and the
bandit had a right to deem him a point of
secondary importance in the attack, to be
safely left and attended to presently. A
moment since he had been drying a big yel-
low bowl with a tattered dishcloth; but when
the bandit, having got the drop on Red
Peter, glanced back over his shoulder there
were only the bowl and the dishcloth to be
seen—Black Peter had vanished.

A big round oath made it sufficiently
clear that the bandit hadn’t counted upon
just such a tum.

“The old man’s gone for help;
little good it’ll do you!”’ he snar. ed.

Nevertheless he lost no time. Even as he
spoke he was at work swiftly. He fished a
strong cord out of his pocket and with un-
holy skill, somehow managing the knots
with his teeth and the fingers of his right
hand while he held the gun steady in his
left, he got Red Peter trussed up in such
wise that his arms were tied together be-
hind him with the loose end of the cord run
up between his shoulders, looped forward
about his throat and thence drawn back
down to his pinioned wrists. That done—
and he did it almost sooner than the telling
—the bandit thrust a short stick through
the thong and with a few quick turns
twisted Red Peter’s arms upward and his
neck backward until the bones cracked in
their sockets and his breath came in la-
bored gasps.

A more effective means of torture could
hardly be devised. Red Peter howled in
agony—howled and choked.

but —

“Where you got that gold hid?” de-

manded the bandit savagely.

j<eap] BLACK PETER hadn’t gone for
\J3 help. He slid out of the kitchen at
the first glimpse of the bandit’s gun,
but not to raise an alarm. The nearest
neighbors were too far away—by no means
at his command could he reach them and
rouse them and get back soon enough to
prevent the mischief that was afoot. The
bandit was right—it wquldn’t do Black
Peter any good to go for help.

He was mighty spry, however. He too
could work swiftly in a pinch, though or-
dinarily so feeble. He heard Red Peter’s
howl of agony, and it acted upon him like a
galvanic shock—as might the distressful
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wail of the little child Red Peter once had
been, calling to the father’s protective in-
stinct.

‘““Hold out,sonny—held out jesta minute!”
the old hillbilly whispered under his breath.

Whatever was done he had it to do alene
and right now; and as he rose to_the emer-
gency it seemed as if the years of hisage fell
away from him.’

The night was densely dark, but that
was as he would have it. He knew
what he was about; he didn’t need to be

.lighted on his familiar way, and he did

need, for the purpose he had in mind, to
work under cover. Although he couldn’t
seehlshandbeforehimheﬂitwdswifﬂy
and without groping, first to the chink in
the logs under the eaves, where he got the
key, and thence to the smoke-house, where
he unlocked the door.

He slipped the padlock out of the hasp
and put it in his pocket. Ithadltspa.rtm

his strategy.
The darkness was even more dense in-
side the smoke-house; but le went straight

to the old bear-trap hanging in the far cor-
ner and brought it out, together with the
clamps used in setting it. Making never a
sound, he knelt on the ground and pro-
ceeded, wholly by the sense of touch, to
work t.hespnngsdownandspreadopenthe
ponderous toothed jaws.

That was never anything but a difficuit
and dangerous undertaking, its difficulties
and dangers multiplied now. The power-
ful springs being crowded down, the farce
latent in them invested the inert iron as it
were with a character of malignancy, like
that of a fearsome wild beast crouched
ready to leap up and set its cruel fangs into
an arm or leg or whatever else might be so
unlucky as to get in the way.

A delicately balanced trigger held the
jaws of the trap apart—so delicately bal-
anced that the touch of a sleeve i
against the pan would be enough to release!
them. A wrong motion in the dark, amd it
might be Black Peter’s own arm or leg
caught in the mangling, jagged fangs.

But he made no wrong motions; amd
qmteassoona.sﬁlthadbeenbroaddny
light he had the springs forced down and
the trigger balanced. Thereupon he pieked
the trap up very gingerly, since so slight a
jar might serve te throw it, and carried it
over and laid it down by the back doer
the cabin. -
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Men who pursue wild game, and espe-
cially men who live by such pursuit, develop
special instincts. A hunter learns to shoot
to kill without '‘payinz any attention to the
sights of his gun, and in a similar manner a
trapper knows, though he can’t tell you
how he knows, just about where the crea-
ture he is after will set its foot down. Nor
does it much matter whether the creature
walks on four feet or two. -

Black Peter had been a famous trapper
in his day and he hadn’t lost the special in-
stinct. A man walked on two feet; but so
did a bear at times; and, whether or no,
Black Peter’s instinct was equal to the
chance that his game might step over the
trap and in that way escape.

A flat rock broke the drop from the
threshold of the back door to the ground.
A man coming out might clear the rock at
a beund; but he was more likely, especially
if he happened to be a stranger in the dark,
to feel his way to some extent, not knowing
where a bound might land him. He was
likely to step down && the rock, and if he
did so the next stride would bring him into
the path the Spadeses, going and coming
thfise many years, had worn in the flinty
soil.

So much for the probabilities, as they
might be reasoned out. Black Peter didn’t
consider them, for reasoning was no part of
the trapper’s trade as he knew it. He had
his purpose definitely in mind, but for the
rest he went by instinct. He laid his trap
down where instinct told him to lay it.

Red Peter’s cries of agony meanwhile
were hardly for a moment still, and they
served Black Peter’s purpose in two ways.
When he lifted the rusty old log-chain out of
the crotch of the willow by the door the
links clanked a little in spite of him, and the
cries from the kitchen covered the sound.
But more than that they filled the old man
with the tremendous wrath which caused
the years to fall away and gave him back
the strength of his youth wherewith to do
what needed to be done.

He lifted the log-chain down out of the
tree and dragged it over to the doorstep.
That was where the padlock played its
part in the strategy. Black Peter thrust it
through a link of the log-chain and a link of
the chain that went with the trap and
locked the two securely together. :

“Eighty pound!” he gleated grimly.
“Not countin’ what the trap weighs!”’
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B ] THE cabin had a little window set
[ in the logs at either end. Black

Peter crept around to the window
at the kitchen end and peered in very fur-
tively. Red Peter had fallen forward and
lay prostrate but with his head so drawn
back by the cord around his throat that his
face showed hideously mottled and dis-
torted. His thick hair and beaird dripped
with sweat. His bloodshot eyes started
from their sockets. Foam flecked his lips,
and from between them his tongue pro-
truded, black and crackling.

The old man cringed at the sight.

“Tell him, sonny—you can tell him
now!” he whimpered very softly.

So softly that by no chance could Red
Peter have heard the admonition, neverthe-
less he told. In that moment his great for-
titude failed him. He could bear the tor-
ture no longer. The bandit gave the thong
a last vicious twist, and big, stolid Red
Peter went to pieces. -

“Over there in the corner—under the
loose board!” he gasped as with his last
breath.

The bandit acted upon the information
without an instant’s delay. He had the
board up in a jiffy and in another jiffy the
shot-bag, heavy with gold, was in his
pocket.

But if he was prompt Black Peter was
no less so. Pausing only long enough to see
that the bandit had the treasure actually in
his hand, the old man dodged nimbly
around the corner of the cabin to the front
door.

There rough boards laid loosely over sills
of unhewn logs formed a sort of stoop.
Black Peter caught up a chunk of firewood
as he ran, and when he had come up to the
stoop he knocked with the stick on the
boards, a jumble of thumps in imitation of
heavy, confused footfalls. It was rather
well done, the effect so far as the sound went
being not unlike that of a party of several
come to the rescue; and to help out the
illusion Black Peter clutched at the latch
of the door and shook it violently, as if it
were fastened and he were somebody try-
ing hard to get in.

More strategy, of course. Black Peter
waited till the bandit had the treasure in
his hand because at that moment, with his
purpose accomplished, he would be entirely
ready to take his flight, and the thumping
of fictitious footfalls out on the front stoop
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was to make sure that he fled by way of the
back door. He might flee that way any-
how—most likely would indeed—but it
was just as well to make sure.

Then too the sudden suggestion of pur-
suers close at hand was calculated to give
his flight a more hasty character. Black
Peter din’t wish the bandit to feel that he
had time to flash a torch ahead of him to see
where he was going to step. _

Strategy—and it so far- worked out.
When the old man ran back to the kitchen
window and pegered in there was nobody to
be seen but Red Peter stretched out on the
floor. Stealthily, not knowing yet what he
might find, Black Peter crept around to the
back door.

It was very still. A sick fear assailed him,

“The varmint—mebbe he jumped clean
over!” he croaked.

But when, with quaking hand, he struck
a match and held it down to the ground
where he had set the trap, no trap was
there—only the bare path worn smooth..

Black Peter lifted up his head.

“Eighty pound—sayin’ nothin’ about the
weight of the trap!”’ he exulted, and laughed
right out. A

In the cabin Red Peter, utterly un-
manned by the ordeal through which he had
passed, was weeping like a baby.

“He’s done gone—with the money!” he
sobbed. :

“He’s done gone, but he won’t go fer
Black Peter cackled.

RED PETER’S shoulders were
| cruelly racked; but his legs were as

good as ever, and it didn’t take him
long to get his nerve back and dash off
down the valley to gather a party and gq 'in
pursuit of the bandit. Neighbors were
more than eager to lend a hand in that kind
of chase; the word spread rapidly, and by
midnight the whole countryside was up in
arms. The outlets toward the railroad were
covered, and a ring of men was thrown out
to embrace as much of the rough wilder-
ness as might be.

Black Peter’s prophecy was amply justi-
fied in the event—they caught the bandit
at last within two miles of the cabin. Not
till after daylight, however, for the neigh-
bors, prudently mindful of the gun he car-
ried, closed in very cautiously.

But their apprehensions were groundless—

_the sooundrel bad no heart left for shoot-
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“ best their rude arts availed little.

’
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ing. In fact he was glad to give himself up
in order to be rid of the bear-trap which had
him by the leg and wasn’t to be made to let
go by any device at his command. Without
the help of the clamps the springs could not
be crowded down and the jaws released,
and go the fellow had dragged the trap after
him, with the heavy log-chain locked se-
curely to it, until he was exhausted with
pain and the loss of blood and crumpled
down in the thicket where they found him.
The trap had caught his right leg just over
the ankle, and it had bitten to the bone,
chewing like a thing alive till the flesh hung
in shreds. ‘
Black Peter was wild with delight. In
fact there was something almost fiendish
in the way he danced about the anguished
outlaw. ‘
“Hurt ye, eh? Hi, yi—I reckon!” he
crowed, and when he was prevailed upon at |
length to go and fetch the clamps he didn’t
hurry a bit. \

POl HILLBILLIES stood guard till the
';;" sheriff came, and the bandit’s man-
gled leg gave him no peace mean-
while. They pitied his suffering at length
and did what they could to ease it; but at
He was
a gritty fellow, and he didn’t whimper; but
the experience and the reflections it
prompted so far affected his outlook that

"he had some disclosures to make when the

sheriff arrived.

“What do I gain by being the goat?” he
demanded.

“You can search me!” the sheriff replied,
and with that they two went into close con-
ference. .

‘Hillbillies weren’t permitted to hear
what passed between the officer and his pris-
oner; but at the end of the conference a
deputy was summoned to take charge of
the bandit. ‘

“You’ll have to step lively,” the cutlaw
warned the sheriff. ‘“The minute that crook
heal.lxs I've been caught he’ll drop out of
sight.”

The sheriff took the advice to heart. No
grass grew under his feet that day. The
deputy forthwith conveyed the bandit to
the county jail and had no more than clev-

etly landed him behind the bars there whes |

the sheriff drove up with John Awvery.in
custody and landed him in a like manmner.

_ They two were partners—John Avery
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and' the bandit, according to: the handit's
testimony. The trick they had come so
near playing out to a successful finish with
the Spadeses was a trick they had counted
upon repeating often up there among the
hillbillies, who wanted the pay for their
land in cash and who would seoner bury
their money in the ground than deposit it in
a bank. John Avery’s part was to buy;
and when he had bought and paid over the
money he was to pass the word to the ban-
dit, and the bandit was to do as he had
dome that night, and between them they
expected to acquire the land for nothing.
Black Peter journeyed down to the jail
and danced in front of John Avery’s cell.

“Didn’t I tell ye? The wicked shall
prosper for a season, jest as the Good Book
says, and then their calamity comes on
them and they’re broken suddenly—sud-
denly shall they be broken and without
remedy!” he declaimed and had to be led
away at last.

The Spadeses tarried in those parts no
longer than was needful in order to give in
their evidence at the ttial.

“I don’t admire to live in a kentry where

“you kain’t have money without somebody

wantin’ to murder ye for it!” sniffed Black
Peter, and while Red Peter had nothing to
say the sentiment was plainly unanimous
in the family.

ORIGIN OF THE GlPSlES

by George Gatlin

T IS not uncommon for boastful
T Gipsies to claim direct descent
) from the Pharaohs. There are no
records of the origin of the race,
and many among them believe the apocry-
phalstory used five hundred years ago to ex-
plain the appearance of their people in eastern
Europe. When their nomadi®ancestors en-
tered Europe they claimed to be Egyptians,
a tribe banished from their own coeuntry and
condemned to wander for the sin of refus-
ing hospitality to the Virgin Mary and the
Child Jesus during their flight into Egypt.
This strange story has been told and re-
told until the Gipsies themselves accept it
as authentic history. It is doubtful, how-
ever, if they were the originators of the
legend. At the time of their invasion of
Europe it was customary to attach a re-
ligious significance to everything, and it is
probable that the story originated among
Europeans who knew the prophecies of
Ezekiel. The story benefited the extraor-
dinary wanderers and they adopted it.
Posing as Egyptian penitents, they lived
for a while unmolested. Popes and kings
protected them. So effective was the story
n arousing interest and awe, and in gaining

privileges among Christian people, that the .

Gipsies used it advantageously as they
moved onward through Europe. One
Lorenzo Palmireno, an able scholar of the
sixteenth century, wrote: “They pretend
that they come from Lower Egypt, and that
they wander about as a penance, and to

prove this they show a letter from the ng
of Poland. They lie, however, for they do
not lead the life of penitents, but of dogs
and thieves.”

In English-speaking countnes these pic-
turesque and mysterious wanderers, main-
taining the integrity of their race under the
most adverse conditions, have been called
Egyptians, Giptians and Gipsies. They call
themselves Romani. A written description
of the first Gipsies to appear in Paris, in the
vear 1427, accurately describes those of to-
day, whether in America, Russia or Spain.
Their style of dress has changed little since
the Middle Ages. It resembles the dress of
the nomads of India. Their peculiarities of
dress, features, color, habits and character
indicate the oriental origin of the race.

The Gipsy language, Romanes, is the most
important and dependable clue in de-
termining the origin of the race. The loan-
words found in 1L.enable the student to
retrace the wandérings of these nomads
through eastern Europe back finally to
India. The number of borrowed words even
gives some idea of the length of time spent
in the countries through which they passed.
There are a large number of Persian,
Armenian, Slavonic, Rumanian and Magyar
words. The bulk of the words, however,
are Indian or Hindustani. This secret
tongue, which resembles Sanskrit, is evi-
dence that the Gipsies are neither Egyptians
nor descendants of the Lost Tribes of Israel,
but that they originated in India. .
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‘Mas’ Darron, sah. He be new residen’
foh dis place. T’ree moon pass, me an’ him,
we come from Zungeru.”

Zungeru was the mplta.l of Northern
Nigeria and the governor’s headquarters.

“How long time he sick?” Haviland
asked.

‘“Pass seven day, sah.”

“How he catch sun?”

Gif hesitated long enough to make Havi-
land instantly suspicious.

“I—I no savez, sah.”

This meant that Gif did kmow how his
master had been sun-struck, but for some
mysterious reason did not want to tell.

“Where is sergeant for police? Where
orderly go?”

Gif hurried to explain that the Hausa
police sergeant’s mother was ailing and he
had gone to visit her, and added that pos-
s1bly the rest of thé police was taking a day
off in consequence.

At this point the assistant resident began
talking about the ‘‘dark” again, and onee
more pawed under his pillow in search of§
something that was not there.

“What’s matter he do so?” Havxland
asked Gif abruptly. ‘“What thing he keep
under him pillow before he catch sun?”

And Gif’s eyes tried to look everywhere
at once; everywhere except at Haviland. .

“I no savez, sah,” he mumbled and sidled
away a step or two, making ready to bolt.

Haviland’s large right hand reached out
with startling swiftness and closed about

the boy’s clammy neck.
“Talk true! What thing he keep under
him pillow?”

“I—no fit!”’ the boy whimpered.

Then, as the light scuff of a sandaled foot
sounded suddenly on the veranda, he altered
his tell-tale testimony to a hurried and
nervous “I no savez, sah.”

And the boy’s eyes went sharply toward
the doorway in search of approval. Havi-
land slowly turned his head.

A tall and comparatively young Fulani
was standing in the doorway, and, in turban
and flowing #obe, with the government S
official stave of office stuck out at arms-
length before him, it was apparent that he
wanted Haviland’s first i impression to be of
the best. Also he had evidently been
advised of Haviland’s presence at the
residency.

“Hail.”

The word, spoken in sonorous Fulani, was
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respectful enough, and it ignored Gif an¢
his anxiety very carefully.

(‘H ll ”

Haviland returned the greeting as a mat- |
ter of course, releasing Gif for the time being
and moving steadily toward the doorway.

‘“‘And peace be with you.”

“‘And to you peace,” Haviland completed.
casually bundling the Fulani out on to the
veranda with him.

The visitor did not like this. His name
was Abdulahi, and he was the government-
appointed balogun of Faloji, which, though
a chieftainship of the lesser order, was none
the less important in the eyes of Abdulahi
A single glance told Haviland that the
vanity of the balogun of Faloji was a god
above all other gods.

When they had solemnly introduced each
other, and Abdulahi had assimilated Havi-
land’s name, his eyes narrowed sharply,

. then opened wide in bland inquiry.

“You are traveling beyond Faloji—to the
south?’’ he asked in Fulani.

“When the fever of the resident has left
him,” Haviland admitted, deliberately giv-
ing him the information he wanted.

“That is a good thing,” Abdulahi Lied
simply, and cursed Haviland obscenely
under his breath.

He did not like the thought of having
Haviland in his town for several days or
weeks as the case might be.

“And that soh of a blind camel, has he
told you that T have watched many hours
by the bed of the resident? Till my eyes
burned with fire and there was no more blood
beloglfmy knees. Has he told you that?”

13 ?”

Abdulahi grunted a most ungenerous
affirmative.

‘‘He is the son of the cockroach on which
vile Yoruba men make their dinner. And
all men know he is a thief. There are many
things he would steal if I did not wa

“The resident will surely thank you when
the fever has left him,” Haviland promised
dryly, and offered Abdulahi a cheroot and
a light.

Behind a cloud of smoke, the Fulani's
eyes again narrowed and, after a solemn
minute or so of most digniﬁed silence, he
asked—

“You are sure that the resident will once
more sit in judgment upon my people?”’

“As sure as the rising of the sun makes
the dark to fly away.”
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Haviland was a long way from being as
sure as this of Darron’s recovery, but when
he said it he watched the Fulani’s face in a
dreamy, disinterested kind of way, as if he
were lazily turning him inside out.

Abdulahi smiled, ejaculated his praise
and thankfulness to Allah,sand indicated
that nothing short of divine intervention
could have sent so great a healer of the sick
to the resident’s bedside at such a crucial
moment.

He repeated variations of this several
times, and his smile seemed to grow broader
and rather less convincing every second.
Havﬂand detected an eager, shifty glint in
his eyes’ that hinted at a consuming desire
to be off. And when he did go, after an
interchange of the usual polite amenities,
Haviland watched him striding across the
patch of lawn until he had disappeared
beyond the flat-roofed, pink-walled police
barracks.

Then Haviland turned toward the bed-
room again to resume the interrogation of
Gif from a different angle. He noted that,
though Gif was no lofiger in the room, he
had returned Darron’s miscellaneous ward-
rabe to the trunk, and had moved the trunk
to one side of the room. Also, he had drawn
the mosquito-curtains very earefully, tuck-
ing the ends under the mattress.

Haviland went softly toward the bed,
saw that Darron was quiet for the nonce
at least; and then, because the mosquito-
curtain was tucked in so tightly, he saw,
immediately behind Darron’s pillow, a slitin
the curtain that had plainly been made toac-
commodate the insertion of a covetous hand.

Haviland’s eyebrows lifted a little, and "

when he had stroked his chin for a while,
he called his own Kroo house-boy, left him
in charge of the sick-room and went
thoughtfully in search of Gif.

He found the Ijo in the kitchen axmex'

with a brown leather legging decorating one
forearm. He was supposed to be polishing
the legging, but he was spending fifty-five
seconds of every minute studying the sar-
torial effect of the legging on his arm.

When Haviland entered he came in-
stantly to his feet and his eyes went natural-
ly toward Haviland’s right hand, but since
there was no hippo-hide—or anything else
that suggested corporal punishment—in
that hand, he tried to assume an attitude
of docile attention, and awaited Haviland’s
sli7ghust demand.
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Haviland ordered a lime juice he did not
particularly want, then asked abruptiy—

““Balogun stay plenty long time ’longside
Mas’ Darron bed?”

“N—no—yessah,” Gif finally decided;
and thus told Haviland quite plainly that
he was in no little fear of saying anything
that would put the dalogun in a bad light.

“What thing Mas’ Darron keep under
him pillow all