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Author of “Tros of Samathrace,” “The Enemy of Rome,” etc.

CHAPTER I Tros, amber eyes heavy with weariness,

his great jaw grinding, shaking his head at
R Iy B D vl throw the black hair from his

3 BIREME, Julius Ceasar’s until eyes, steered a course far closer to the coast

Tros captured it and used it of Britain than was necessary to make
against Cesar, plunged and rolled Thames-mouth; he had come from the
before a westerly gale, not ship- (mouth of the Seine and might have stood
ping much water, because Tros was at the nearly due East toward the Belgian sands in
helm, but swinging her fighting-top like a order to take full advantage of wind and
pendulum and making her working crew of tide. 5
British fishermen miserably seasick. Orwic, nephew of Caswallon, King of the
Forward, on the deck between the citadel Trinobantes, disguised like 2 Roman legion-
and the bow, more than a score of British ary, except that he had a mustache and his
gentlemen lay dead, a sail spread over them  fair hair fell to his shoulders, swung hi; 5
and a guard of four not so badly wounded up from the hold and climbed the poop by
men posted in their honor. Below, in the the broken ladder. For a minute or twohe
dark of the creaking hold, the more severely leaned overside and vomited, then worked
wounded groaned and grumbled at the his way hand over hand along the rail
crude surgery of their unwounded friends, toward Tros and pointed at the coast of
whose methods, whatever their motives, Britain, where the chalk cliffs stood like
were abrupt and painful. They kept the ghosts in a gray mystery of drifting fog. S
rats at bay, whatever else. “Too close!” he objected. “A Roman
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went on.
us toward Pevensey.

d again, clinging to the lee rail.
for him to recover and then
the opposite coast of Gaul,
howling waste of gray sea.
nmmforthesakeofthe
cold wind tortures them.

with Britons than another
Casar!” he said grimly. “But
had time to reach Caritia * by
put a dozen ships into the water.

d time to set a dozen traps. He'll
“and everything to catch and

4 ’I‘wenty of us fit to fight—crew
torn sail—and who is to man the

hug the shore our own
'y y;ult out and throw fire into us,”
“That’s what we always try
the Northmen.”
this gale!” Tros answered.  “Of
Ceesar is the
of Romans. We have stung him,
“We have made a mock of him be-
m men. We have tricked a pris-
of his camp by forgery and bold-
e have made him run; he had to
. And I know Cesar!”
we didn’t catch him!”
am ashamed!” Tros ground his
W what shall I say to Caswallon,
me a hundred gentlemen to take
/el Half of them dead or wound-
nothing to show him but
er’s corpse, for which I must beg

‘shun the stronger.

lon will remember who wrecked
s off Kent a while ago. You
tain for us, Tros. Caswallon will
that.”
smiled sourly. “It is only
‘endure. Kings’ memories are
Casar’s for a friendship.”
too weak to argue, lay down near
il, hugging himself in his cloak.
ago he had ridden in triumph to
announce Cesar’s hurried mid-
treat from Britain; he relished no
“Tros did the prospect of slinking

they would be waiting now to kiss victorious
rs—expecting to see Casar brougl
forth from the hold in chains.

Instead of Caesar in his scarlet cloa.k
would see dead and wounded
relations—lovers. .

Orwic was as young and as imaginative
the girls who reckoned him the bravest man
in Britain.

Tros gave the helm to Conops, his Greek
freed-man, whose one eye, keener than
gimlet, betrayed one sole emotion ]ust then
—curiosity. He looked comical in an imita~
tion of a Roman tunic, with his red
seaman’s cap pulled low over his brow;,
impudent nose beneath it, and a slit
that showed one eye-tooth like a dog’s.

To him nothing mattered except that
master Tros was alive and in command.
He worshipped Tros, regarded him, yor
as he was, as the greatest seaman in
world; and seamanship, in Conops’
was much the greatest of all attributes;
fool could stand or run on dry land, but i
called for something superhuman to control
a storm-tossed ship in chartless seas, bull
mutinous crew and make a landfall afte
days and nights of beating against hud;g
winds under a viewless sky.

Conops was merely curious to know
was to happen next; he had perfect confi-
dence in Tros’ abxhty to meet it. Har
meant no more to him than other
feelings or opinions; his whole interest i
living was to serve Tros loyally; the one
ward he craved, a nod from Tros, mayl]
smile, and a word or two of terse, un
praise.

“Keep the wind at the back of your i
ear,” Tros commanded. “The tide ’Il
slack in an hour; watch for the surf on
quicksands* on your starboard bow.

*The Goodwin Sands, whu:h in those days were
Rt by shoal-water.




it starts to make. If there’s any

le with the crew, wake me.”

HE WENT below, into the cabin
) where his father’s body lay on
Casar’s bed, with Casar’s scarlet
e cloak spread over it. And for a
while he stood steadying himself with one
‘hand on an overhead beam, watching the
old man’s face, that was as calm as if
Casar’s tortures had never racked the
seventy-year-old limbs, the firm, proud lip
showing plainly through the white beard,
the eyes closed as in sleep, the aristocratic
Thands folded on the breast.
It was dark in there and easy to imagine
things. The body moved a trifle in time to
 the ship’s swaying.
“Sleep on!” Tros muttered.
He could not imagine his father dead, not
even with the corpse before his eyes. No
sentiment, not much emotion, had been lost
between them. Tros actually loved his
{father more that minute than he had ever
done. As a prince of Samothrace, deep in
the Inner Mysteries, old Perseus had had
-scant respect for the claims of human per-
sonality, reckoning himself—as he was
reckoned by the hierarchs—a failure to the
extent that he had married and begotten a
“son, who might add to the afflictions of the
~world. He had spared no pains to educate
that son, teaching him mastery of fear—
since no man may escape fear, but a few
“may learn"to rise triumphant over it—and
‘above all, seamanship; but he had con-
ceded nothing to the claims of mere human
 affection.
- Not once had he tempted Tros to take the
vow of an initiate, although that was his
heart’s desire, as Tros well understood. The
first law of the Mysteries forbade the use of
ven the slightest influence, as between
father and son for instance, to induce any
one to become a candidate for initiation,
and Tros had taken full advantage of that.
felt no impulse to devote himself to
teric aims. He could not stomach non-
tance. His father had died not cursing
not blessing Cesar, who tortured him,
it utterly indifferent to Casar’s crimes
pzcvlded his own acts should pass the criti-
of his own e. Tros
the other hand ached for revenge and
ined to have it.
He could not have explained why.

He

<, ty’
acts. He g:d ‘not question’
right to submit to torture ra
veal to Casar the least hint of
secrets of the Samothracian and
Mysteries really were; he would
the same himself.

Nor did he question his father’s
unvmd.lcnve he was rather p:
old man’s conquest over self to
where he could suffer torture and
for vengeance or slaver with sig
ness. He was immensely proud to
old man’s son.

Yet love him, in any ordinary
knew he never had done; and, st
enough, he hardly hated Camsar. He
the enemy of Cesar; he despised
and admired his genius, loathed his ¢
and liked his gentlemanly wit.

Old Perseus had been no man’s en
all the world’s friend, reserving .
right to be its friend in his own way.
gloried in being the enemy of Casar,
Rome, of any man or any power that
to come between him and the fres
earth and sea that his heart told him
free man’s heritage.

He fell asleep at once and his dreams
all of Caesar, Caesar standing on the
bow in the mist'at Seine-mouth, la;
charmingly sarcastic, promising to
him by and by, plunging beneath a
arrows into the waves and continui
laugh out of a fog-bank while the b
pitched over the shoals at river-mou
left Caesar swimming safely out of rea
, He did not sleep long. He heard
shout from the poop and sprang out
cabin sword in hand ready to deal
mutiny. But there was no mutiny. Cq
and a dozen Britons were staring at
ish fishing boat not far astern that lo
if it had been rebuilt by Roman en
it was plunging in masses of spray
the British coast, making for Hythe
likelihood:

“See the way they handle her!” C
sneered. “Romans, or I'll eat m;
hilt! Put about, master, and let’s
them! Did you ever see such landlu
Can’t even quarter the sea! Straight
point to point like a plowshare into a fi
turnips! There—they swamp!”

But the boat was decked, and the
must have been strong and watertigh




short swords.
ram them!” Conops urged
considered that for a
he would likely enough lose
he tried to turn into the wind.
on the rocks when the tide
 inshore,” he prophesied and
again to make up arrears of

not wake again until nightfall,
ed Conops at the helm. By
the tide had carried them well out
h Sea. The wind backed sud-
d:c northwest, increasing in
and he had to heave to.
were no stars visible, no moon,
» do but pace the poop to keep
ng the drift by the feel of the
“the cries of the wounded and the
of that Gaulish-Roman fishing-
her Roman crew, to haunt and

to persuade himself that the

not be Casar’s. But ecalcula-
and checked a dozen times,

him that Casar would have had
reach Caritia by chariot from Seine-
to send that boat in the teeth of
across the Channel; in fact, he
had about two hours to spare,
‘ample in which to choose and in-

n for his purpose, whatever that

7 BLACK night on a raging sea was
neither time nor place for shrewd
e guessing at Cesar’'s newest

_strategy, but Tros did not doubt
run true to form and be brilliant
else. To land a dozen Romans
the shore of Britain would be
if they were not killed instantly
be held as hostages. Direct
to Caswallon would be laughed
would not try any such foolish-
to send messengers to Lunden.
?

s notorious luck would probably
his men all living on the beach,
n cause the mastless boat to

‘a sheltered cove.

n?
~supposing that boat should have
h all hands, the fact remained

What then?

boa purpose?
self on Tros undoubtedly, but how:

Casar played politics like a game,
kingdom against kingdom. Incredibly
ing and swift decisions were the secret of
campaigns; but there was something else,
and as Tros paced the poop, wet to the skin
with spray, he tried to analyze what
knew of Casar, knowing he must outguess
him if he hoped to escape the long reach of
his arm.

He tried for a while to imagine himself i
Cesar’s place; but that was dl.ﬁcu]t,\ the
very breath Tros breathed was the antithe-

burned to see a world of free men, in which
each man ruled himself and minded ln.sovvn
business.

It was that thought, prﬁendy, that
him what he thought might be the >
Well-bred, vain, self-seeking rascal ﬂlwgh
Cesar was, there was something splendid
in his method, something admirable in
constancy of purpose and in his ability
make men serve him in the teeth of si
ing and death. What was it? In

way was Casar different from other men?

was a byword; his extravagance was an
sult to the men who died for him and to the
nations from whom he extorted money with
which to bribe Rome’s politicians. He had
personal charm, but that was not enough;
men grow weary of a rogue, however sus
cessful and however personally charming.
There was some other secret.

And at last it seemed to Tros he had if
Rome! The glamour of the word Rome.
The idea of Rome as mistress of the world,
with all men paying tribute to her—one
law, one senate, one arbiter of quarrels,
fountain-head of authority. A sort of imi-
tation of Nature, with the funda
truth of brotherhood and freedom left out!

Rome first; he might loot Rome and make
himself her despot, but he would leave
mistress of the world.

No other people, possibly no other
than Cezsar had that obsession fixed so
thoroughly in mind that he himself was
almost the idea. Foreigners might
their spies to Rome, and bribe her public
men almost openly, but none could




Rmnm aga.\nst Romxn when Rome’s proﬁt
* was in question. On the other hand, Rome
sent spies, or openly acknowledged agents
and successfully set tribe against tribe,
faction against faction, until domestic
strife ensued, and Rome stepped in and
conquered.

The Britons, for instance, were divided
«nto petty kingdoms, jealous of their own
kings. Caswallon,* who had defeated
Casar with Tros’ help and sent him sneak-
ing back to Gaul by night, had been at his
wits’ end to raise an army, even for that
purpose. The half of one British tribe, the
Atrebates, lived in Gaul and had accepted
Cmsar’s rule, under a king of Casar’s
making.

The Iceni traded horses to the men of
Kent, but fought them between-times; and
as far as the other British tribes were con-
cerned, they were to all intents and pur-
poses foreigners, loosely united by occasion-
al marriages but with no real bond other
than Druidism.

The Druids taught brotherhood, it was
true; but that was too easily interpreted to
mean frlendslup toward foreigners and strife
at home.

‘The only enemy the Britons really held in
common was the Northmen, who plundered
the coasts whenever their own harvests
failed or their own young men grew restless
to wed foreign wives. But the Britons
made friends with the Northmen, inter-
married with them, let prisoners settle in
their midst, and absorbed them, without
making them feel they were a part of one
united nation.

Self-seeking rogue though he was, then,
Cesar was Rome, to all intents and pur-
foses or so Tros argued it. Britain was a
loosely knitted congeries of tribes, without
any central authority, governed by chiefs
who were hard put to it to have their own
way, suspicious of one another. Casar,
driven out of Britain, being Casar, would
never rest until he had reversed defeat.

Therefore, that boat, undoubtedly con-
taining Romans must be a move in Cesar’s
game, 2 move that would mean nothing else
but an attempt to set Britons against
Britons, since that was all a handful of men
could do in an enemy country.

But Cesar never neglected himself or his
own feuds while he spread Rome’s power
abroad. He never failed to follow up his

*By the Romans called Cassivelaunus.

threats; never neglected
sonal defeat. He was not on
was Casar.

Tros had laughed at him, had
prisoner away, had fooled hl.m oul
him, drowned a hundred men and
caught Ceesar himself. It was safe,
to wager that, coming so swiftly after
encounter, the gale-swept Gaulish fishi
boat in'some way was connected wxﬂ:
venge on Tros.

SPIES might have told a grea

deal; but Czesar was astute enough
’ in any event to guess how strongly

Tros stood in Caswallon’s favor,
and suncessiul guile delighted Casar even
more than winning battles.
It was not unreasonable to suppose that
Cesar had sent messengers in that boat—no
doubt with expensive presents—to tell hilﬁ
that should reach Caswallon’s ears.
As he turned that over in his mind
calculated how much time the Roman mes-
sengers would have for intrigue— suppo:
that dismasted boat to have reached the
coast—Tros ‘almost made up his mind to
run for the Belgian lowlands and seek refuge
there. He did not doubt he could make
good friends among the Belge.

All that restrained him was his own pride.

He had made a promise to Caswallon;
would keep it. Those young gallants who
had sailed with him—mutinous cockerels—
had their rights; their dead should be
buried in British earth.
But he almost wished the gods might re-
lieve him of responsibility by sinking the
bireme in that raging sea, that pitched and
rolled her, wind across the tide, burying
her bow in smothering green water as she
lurched unsteadily to leeward, tossing the
wounded about in the hold and shaking her
spar and fighting-top until it was a mystery
why the mast did not go overboard.

The gods—the pantheon of gods he sensed
around him—knew drowning was no envi
able death; but neither was the prospec
anything but vile, of groaning wearily
Thames-mouth in a damaged ship, M‘E
two-thirds of her complement dead or
wounded, their friends, expectant of vic-
tory, waiting to receive them, and a
possibility, almost probable, that Casar’s
messengers had already bribed or coz-
ened influential Britons into a distrustful,
if not an openly hostile frame of mine




into. ﬁ?: hold to tend the wound-
aware of Tros’ quandary and did his

L urage him.
ud of Lunden is a good god. He will
us an achievement!” he yelled in Tros’
ﬁﬂ swung himself down from the poop

ed in darkness.
‘Achievment!” Tros muttered. “And
seasick men to wrest it from destiny!
fe will all do well if we achieve a decent
>

the first time in his life he had begun
ink that destiny might be his enemy
not his friend; that Casar, the Romar]tls,
‘M might be fortune’s favorites and he
his friends, the Bntons, nothing but
ist in the eternal mill
‘The wind shrieked through the rigging;
cold spray drenched him. He had to
cling to the rail, and his eyes ached, staring
at stark, dark seas that pitched the bireme
a cork.
“F will die free. I will set others free. I
‘mustl I burn to live! But is it all worth
burning?”’ he wondered.

CHAPTER II

NORTHMEN!

ANOTHER day and another night of
plunging in a confusing sea, hove-to
half the time, cheating wind and tide by
" miracles of seamanship, found Tros wide-
‘eyed at the helm and the bireme’s bow
‘headed at last into the hump-backed waves
1at guarded the Thames estuary.
was no land in sight, but there
‘were sea-birds and a hundred other signs
that gave Tros the direction; he had run
the dark before a blustering wind, had
caught the tide under him at dawn and was
g the most of it, sure he was in mid-
and as confident as a homing-pigeon
exact position, well along into the

was cold, and the wind bore rain with
that drenched the autumn air and settled

ito banks of blowing mist through which
‘watery sun appeared over the stern like
discouraged lantern-light. The wind
w thtough the rigging and the sea
the remnants of the

rigged arot
she was. The great ungainly ram sploshed
in the steep waves like a harpooned
monster, and now and then the Britons,
down in the hold, screamed from the tor-
ture of ill-tended wounds.

Conops relieved Tros at the helm, nod-
ding when told to keep in midtide and to
watch for land on the starboard bow. There
was a Briton at the mast-head, one of the
crew of fishermen who had been brought
along to handle the sail; but he was afraid
of the souls of the dead gentlemen on deck;
and nobody, least of all himself, had any
confidence in him. Tros went forward, to
lean over the bow and think. 2

He could not throw off despondency. He
began to wonder whether his father had not
been right in saying that a man’s delight
in action was no better than the animals’,
that his brain was only a mass of instincts
magnified, and that the soul was the only
part of him worth cultivating. i
There lay his father, dead, contented to
be dead, with no man’s injury to his dis-
credit, havmg died without regret for un-
attained ambition, since he had none of the
ordinary sort. His father, with all the re-
sources of the Mysteries of Samothrace to
count on, had never owned a house; even
the stout ship, that Casar had ordered
burned for the copper she contained, had
hardly been his property, though he had
built her and commanded her; he had re-
garded her as a gift to the Lords of Samo~
thrace, at whose behest she had sailed un~
charted seas.

But the father had never ached for action
as the son did. Tros had the same com-
pelling impulse to uphold the weak and to
defy the strong, but he had a more ma-
terial way of doing it. He could not see the
sense of talking, when a blow, well aimed,
might break a tyrant’s head. Nor was he
totally opposed to tyrants; an alert and
generously guided tyranny appealed to him
as something the world needed: a tyranny
that should insist, with force, on freedom.

“Is there anything more tyrannous than
truth?”? he wondered, watching the waves
yield and reappear over the ironshod ram.

Even his father had had to admit that a
ship, for instance, could not be ma 2
without despotism. There had never lived
a sterner ship’s commander than old
Perseus; just though he had been and




captain
nohesuahon in obeymg orders. Yet
his father had failed, if the loss of his ship
at Casar’s hands, followed by torture and
death, were failure.

Not even the Druids of Gaul, for whose
encouragement his father had set forth from
Samothrace, had gained in the least, as far
as Tros could see; and if that was not faﬂure,
what was it? Yet his father had seemed
quite contented with the outcome, had died

to believe his failure was success.
he, Tros, not the same right to be-
lieve this comparative failure against Caesar
was good fortune in disguise? It was only
comparative failure after all. Cewsar had
had the worst of it, twice. Once he had
wrecked the greater part of Camsar’s fleet
and saved Britain from his clutches. Then
he had thoroughly worsted Cesar in the
fight at Seine-mouth. His father had never
done anything as effective as that.
And yet, he, Tros, was miserable; and
his father had died contented. He, Tros,
had a chest full of Caesar’s gold, more money
than most kings saw in a lifetime; his father
had never had money enough to do more
than keep a little ship well husbanded.
His father had hardly seemed to suffer
when the ship was burned and her good,
yesourceful crew were beaten to death before
his eyes by Caesar’s order: whereas he, Tros,
who had not witnessed that cruelty, had
writhed at the very thought of it and was
sick at heart now because two-seore friendly
young Britons lay wounded in the hold.
Was his father’s attitude the right one? Or
was his? Or were they both wrong?
‘Why, for instance, had his father taught
him swordsmanship, if fighting was an in-
sult to the soul, as he contended? Must a
man learn how to do things, and then re-
strain himself from doing them? If so, why
~ do anything? Why preach? Why eat and
drink? Why live? What was the use of
knowing how to sail a ship, if action was
discreditable? Was war against the ele-
‘ments so different from war with men?
Should he have let the sea win and have
drowned, too proud to fight?
5 He thought not. He remembered how his
- father used to fight the elements; there had
been no bolder seaman in the world. What
then? Ought all men to be seamen and
spend life defeating wind and tide? The
~ mere suggestion was ridiculous. Nine men
out of ten were as utterly incapable of

esides, if
who should do the other thmgs tha.b

doing?
W changing color of the estuary
Tros began to solve the ri
the umverse, it seemed to him.
“A man is not a man unnlhciee}sﬂ:q
manhood in him,” he reflected. “Then
does what he can do.” %
That seemed to be the whole of it. w
to his own profession, born leaders in
van, born blacksmiths to the a.mml, bam
adventurers toward the sk
onel—and each man fighting to a finish with
whatever enemy opposed him, that enemy
on every battlefield himself, no other!

Good! Tros stiffened his huge muscles

and his leonine eyes began to gleam under
the shaggy brows. There was dignity
that warfare, purpose and plan suﬁmt,
if one should rule himself so ma
every chance-met circumstance that victory
were his, within himself, no matter what
outcome!
And now he remembered Perseus”
speech, and how the old man had fc
den nothing, not even the sword, but: hﬂd
prophesied for Tros a life of wandermgmtf
many another brush with Cesar. He and
Cesar were to help each other some da.y!

“Gods! What a prospect!”

Caefsar stood for all that Tros loal
Interference with men’s liberties, m]gm
of a foreign yoke by trickery and force
arms, robbery under the cloak of law, vice
and violence, lies gilded and painted
resemble truth. And he was to help Czsar!
Some day!

He laughed Yet he believed in dm.l’.ﬁ
bed prophecies. The thought encouraged
him.

“If I am to help Casar, and he me, then
my time to die is not yet. For I will injure
him with all my might and main um‘.ﬂ my
whole mind changes!” :

He reflected that it takes time for a man’
inclination to change to that extent.

“My will is not the wind!”” he muttered.
“I will live long before I befriend Casar!”

The wind changed while he thought of
veering to the southward, blowing all the
mist toward the northern riverbank t

SLOWLY, very slowly,ashe
over the bow and watched




that being Britain and the
went to work on land-and

t changed until both wide-
nks gleamed in sunlight and
estuary-bosom frilled itself with
ce of whitecaps on the surface

ter brightened to steel-blue,
th brown mud where the tide
shoals, and the sea-gulls came
thousands to pounce on mussel-
the tide should cover them.
other hail from Conops, and Tros
to the poop, his mood changing
ther. He was already whistling

ler!”” said Conops, nodding, his one
upriver. “Too much smoke!”

remarked Orwic, but the wish
er to the contradiction.
id seen that kind of smoke before;
e than one scar to show for it. One
“admit, until sure, that Northmen

raiding British homesteads.

” Tros announced after a minute.
almost smell it. “Orwic! Caswal-
welcome us after alll”
shouted. A dozen Britons came
e hold, to cluster-on the poop and
the smudge on the skyline. They

some, bluntly spoken youngsters,

in plundered Roman armor that

: long hair over their shoulders look
lous — easy-mannered gentlemen,
twice had the best of Casar and
fore more than usually ready to
views. Besides, they were no

k, and were annoyed with Tros,

| compelled them to obey him but-

ed to capture Caesar.
nen!” announced one of them,
air of being able to read smoke on
line as if, it were Celtic script.
longships Tros refused to fight
day have found their way up-
! It’s Tros’ fault! They have
march while we plucked his oat-cake
sar’s fire! By Lud of Lunden, we
to trust a foreigner!”
*and Lunden burning!” said an-

at was nonsense; the smoke was
than Lunden.

uggested.

Conops bared his teeth and Orme
had led an earlier mutiny to his own, distr
made signals; but they deferred no m
to Orwic than to Tros. Orwic was
Caswallon’s nephew; they were as good
he, and equally entitled to opinions.
sides, as second-in-command, Orwic was re-
sponsible along with Tros for failure to cz
ture Cesar, and that, added to ]ea.lousy,
excuse enough for ignoring his si

“Any man can sail a ship upnverl”
of them suggested brazenly.

Tros almost brayed astomshment
had thought he had tamed those cockerels!
Cold, seasickness and battle on the deck
had reduced the hired crew to the conditio;
of whipped dogs, but these young aristocral
appeared to recover their nerve the
ment they smelt a Northman!

It had not yet filtered into Tros’
standing how warfare with the men
over the North Sea was a heritage, almost
privilege, a sport, in which serfs were.
prizes and women the side-bets. To
tion Northmen near the coast of Bri
was like talking wolf to well-trained hounds.

“Caswallon gave the command of thi
ship to Tros,” said Orwic, standing lo;
by his appointed chief.

Whereat they laughed.- They were
their own home waters; not Caswallon hin
self might overrule their free wills! Each
man thrilled to one and the same impulse.
Some of the wounded crawled on deck
learning what the commotion was al
cried out to Tros to get after the North
instantly, hoof, hair and teeth!

“I, too, am minded to make the acq
tance of these Northmen!” Tros remar]
and they grinned, although they did
quite believe him; from what they a
knew of him, he was too cautious and cor
servative to lead them into the kind of fight
they craved.

“We will introduce you!” a you.ngst&
swered, twisting his long mustache.
will show you what fighting is!”

“You!” Tros answered; and they
backed forward along the poop because
sword was drawn, although none saw
whip out of the sheath. With his left
he picked up a Roman shield.

“Orwic! Stand by!”




that

on the dark sea off the coast of

other Britons began to jeer at

though they chose their words for

- had been first into the sea at Casar's

-when the Romans invaded Britain, and

was none but Tros who had ever
him on horse or foot.

~ “Silence!” Tros thundered, tapping with
sword-point on the deck.

‘One or two laughed, but rather feebly,
they all grew still before the rapping
ed, most of them clutching at their

s, glancing at one another sidewise.
dust I teach you young cockerels an-
er lesson? Lud of Lunden! How many
have you? Not a hundred! You
ndered arrowsagainst Ceesar by the bas-
! Do you think Northmen will stand

to have their throats cut? Idiots!”
‘e know how to fight Northmen,” one

up. “We’ll show you!”
ou? Show me?” Tros thundered.

took a long stride forward and they
away, uncomfortably close now to
poop edge; there was no rail there to

against.
Lud, T'll beat the brains out of the
who speaks again without my leave!”
‘meant it, and they knew it. “Who has
2

iy he seemed able to meet all

speaks?” he repeated; but none

could back away no farther; to
ce meant instant death to two or
t any rate, and whether or not Orwic
d take Tros’ side.
“At your hands I have suffered failure!”
went on. “It carks in me. I went for
. I bring back dead and wounded
Whose fault is that? Yours, you
ent young ——! By the gods who
d when you wasted arrows, it shall
fault if I fail again! Now hear me!
man aboard this bireme shall see
n until we beat the Northmen first!
uestions that?”
paused dramatically, but- there was
He had stolen their thunder by
o do what they had first pro-
like yielding to a wrestler’s hold in
o upset him.

ing but me to d
one question it?”
“You can handle the ship,
them.
He seemed afraid to hear his
“Can I?” Tros’ voice rang
“Does any of you question that.
“Come! No ill-temper,
doubts your seamanship,”
piped up. “We have had p
that.” :

“Not proof enough! Nay,
Lunden, not yet enough!
cludes the art of choking mutis
doubts that T command this
Briton in her? Speak up! Who
I will abolish doubt!”

“Caswallon gave you the comm
is all right,” said one of them. “O
us against the Northmen, that i

“Lead? I will drive you!” Tros
“Stand out, the man who thinks
Come on and let’s settle the
What? Haven’t I a rival? Do
poop then! Down you go!”

He strode toward them, point-
they scrambled off the poop in
their own defeat. So Tros saw
too, as they crowded in the
the rest of what he had to say.

“Northmen!” he laughed,
planking with his sword-point.
you such a bellyful of Northmen .
neve;,dreamedl To your benches
oars|

4~ AND they obeyed him.
) promised they would
called on. They had

him more than once, a
true that they had squandered
contrary to orders—true that, unles
think of some expedient, they woul
less against the two or three hun
the Northmen probably could mi

But they also obeyed because
on them that Tros was sick at h
having lost so many men without
to show for it, and that he was
snatching a revenge from destiny.

Thirteen oars aside began to -
unison, not adding much to the
speed, but adding a great deal to
imity; and presently Tros




was falling,
half of the time, but the
ith forty-six oars the head-
| enough.
not want to move too fast. He
fought Northmen, although Cas-
| Orwic had told him of their
they usually landed from
on two sides of a village and
way toward each other, burning
to create a panic.
knew the British method of op-
by throwing fire into their
could come alongside, and by
trees in the forest for a ram-
st them when they landed and
on foot.
dred young men he had taken
his venture against Caesar con-
tically the whole of Caswallon’s
fighting force in any sudden emer-
cepting Lunden, which was only
, there were no towns from
‘draw levies at a moment’s notice;
tlements were scattered and
nclined to obey their chief un-
saw good and sufficient reason for
uld take time to summon an
Caswallon was probably in des-
its.

late in the year for Northman
if these were the two ships that
refused to fight in the Channel on
attack Ceesar they might be on
usual plundering expeditions;
case they would be in force and
ir line of retreat extremely alertly
Thirty men would be next to use-
dependent force against them
ly hope would be to reach Cas-
ow and support him.
might be that the Northmen’s
ts had failed and they were up
d game of wintering in Britain,
e damage within reach in order
armistice and contributions of
In that event they would not be
retreat, their ships might be
‘and it might be possible to come

wares.
to Tros, and Orwic confirmed
, that the smoke came from both
river. The man at the mast-
ually sure of it, and those were

might mean tha
were divided, one ship’s crew plund
either bank; which was likely enoug
it would be good strategy, obliging Ca
lon to divide his own forces and making
more difficult for him to gather men
one managable unit. The Britons
probably in scattered tens and dozens b
beaten in detail for lack of one dire
mind.

‘A man does what he can,” Tros reflect
glancing upward at the heavy fighting-top,
that might be visible from a long way
upriver.

He called the man down from the
head, then turned to Orwic.

“You and Conops take axes. Cut
shrouds on the port side. Then chop
mast down!”

He called the hired seamen away
the oars, lowered and stowed the sail, set
of them to hauling on the starboar
and gave the word to Orwic. Three
ax-strokes and the mast went over w
crash, increasing the damage to the b
done by Cesar’s grapnels. Swiftly
chopped away the starboard rigging
Tros sent the seamen below to their !

shro

again. ‘ .

“And now,” said Orwic, “I obeyed
but I don’t know why! ‘Without a sail
can we attack two swift ships?”

Tros was not fond of explanations;
are usually bad for discipline; but he
ceded something to Orwic’s prompt ob
ence, which was a novelty to be enco

“We should have lost the wind around
next bend anyhow. I would have h
take men from the oars to man sheets
braces. The Northmen are faster;
couldn’t have run, sail or no sail. Gal
all the arrows into one basket, set that
the starboard arrow-engine, and listen
me! Tl kill you if you loose one flight
fore T give the word!”

He did not dare to use the bull-hide d
to set time for the rowing, for the'sound
drum carries farther over water than
thump of oars between the thole-pins;
had to rely on gestures and his voice.

The bireme was in midtide, gli
river rapidly; the shore was narrowi
either hand, with shoal-water proj
nearly into midstream at frequent
vals. The smoke of two burning villa




appeared of the two to be
bnmt out. Tros began to whistle

7 BETWEEN the bireme and the
nearest smoke there was a belt of
) Lrees that crept down to the riv-
N er’s edge on the starboard hand.
trees were lower near the water, but
50, now that the mast was gone, they
d an eﬁecﬁveﬂlscreen behind which he
‘approach without giving warning be-
‘the deep-water channel followed the
closely.
,”” he said quietly, “your Lud of
is a good god, and the Northmen
both sides of the river!- Listen!”
horn-blast and then another rang
‘the woods on the starboard hand.
nnswered by two more, from not

those British signals?”
,” said Orwic.

arrows have we?”

laughed.
allon has them checked, T take it!
re summoning their friends!”
sent Conops to stand below the poop
al to the oarsmen to dip slowly,
He only needed steerage - way;

the bireme fast

carrying
perhaps too fast. There was noth-

guesswork until they should pass
elt of trees

shoa.l-mud formed an island nearly
Iriver, half submerged, and between
the land the tide poured in a surg-
stream. There was no room to
hardly room to have swung a
with the aid of anchors. A little

, beyond the belt of trees, the mud-
nished under water and there was

. enough there for a dozen ships to
‘enough water almost from bank

the full width of the river. Tros
orm a mental picture of the river-

Another horn-blast echoed
trees. It seemed to come from
riverbank and was ans
Like the echo to that from
came a chorus of six horns blown
There began loud shouting from
just beyond the trees and, p

There was nothing for it now
If he had the Northmen trapped
at his mercy; if he had guessed
the bireme was at theirs. He beat

“‘One! Two! One! Two! Onel!

Shouts responded from around
clad corner of the bank, shoutsand.
splashing as a helmsman tried
longship in a hurry out of the c
bow-first to the tide, backing the

“Row, you Britons! Row!”

bireme’s ram, and in his mind’s eye.
see the Northmen’s whole predi
with no room to maneuver and
hitting them beam-on as they left
mouth. He could hear their ca
lowing, heard the oar-beat change
the longship was attempting, too
turn upstream and run from the

And it was better than he hoped!
bireme’s bow raced past the belt

help her swing. She was less
dred yards away! Tros could
her, with that tide under him,
troubling the oars at all!

He beaked her stark amidships.




er side. The shock e

e rowers from the benches
swung on the tide with her

a dozen feet away from the
idstream shoal, then drifted
ith wreckage Lrallmg from her
wounded crying that she leaked

- TROS sent Conops below to dis-
ver what the damage really
amounted to, and watched the
orthmen. Their longship had
sidewise, so that not even her
visible. Most of her men were
some had struggled to the mud
the yielding mud sucked them
ers, trying to make the creek-
ere being carried upstream by the
many were swimming strongly
have any prospect of reaching
if they had been hiding in
Britons began appearing from
 the trees gathering in excited
cut down the survivors.
jion opened up her seams. I
’1l float as far as Lunden!” Conops

v much water has she made yet?”
a cubit, master.”
take some of the wounded and

the Lrough a.mldshxps, and

with a bucket at either end that
‘Roman ship designers’ concept of a
Tros swung the bireme’s head up-
and began to consider that other
. of brown smoke, half-a-dozen or

way.
if Lud of Lunden really is a good
‘remarked to Orwic, “we will catch
ip on our ugly snout without

a single arrow!”
might pray to Lud,” Orwic sug-

. “The gods depise a
help men who make
t below there!”
en were all leaning overside to
Northmen being cut down by
‘as they struggled through the
allows close by the riverbank.

like a modern “Walking-beam.” A
h end, who tipped the wat um out of the
trough that carried it

CHAPTER IIT

BATTLE!

IT WAS a desperate, dinning fight
raged to the south of the river and
miles south of Lunden. The tide

and began to change; the bireme mad
progress; it was a long time before
made out the mast of another longship
tween the trees ahead of him. But long
fore that he could hear and see trees
ing, as the Britons felled them in the Not
men’s path. Orwic kept up a running c
ment:

“That’s a good joke! They have b
Borsten’s village; his father was a N
man! They’ll have thought to scare
wallon and force terms from him.
only make him fight! Did you see that
fall? That’s by Borsten’s Brook.
lon has whipped a force together in
of time. He has them cut off from the
There! another tree. They’re ringing.
around! Land us yonder, Tros; I
short cut to where Caswallon stands
ing to the gods for thirty extra men!”

“No!” Tros answered, with a ja
that conveyed conviction.

Tros’ eyes were on that longship.
lusted to possess it. It lay bow-out of
on the mud, with a kedge in mid.
with which to haul off in a hurry in
need. In all his wanderings he had
seen a ship with such sweet lines; she
almost the ship of his dreams—nof
enough, but there were only three
guarding her and she would do for a
ning! One of the three men blew a
blast as he sighted the dismasted
Tros’ laugh was like an answe
call; he knew that ship was his if only
could manage his excited Britons!

It was easy enough to read what had
pened: A raiding party of Northmen cat
ashore by the Britons and cut off fro;

. ship; the men left to guard the shij

moned by horn to the rescue, only
themselves in the same trap.

“The Britons will burn that shij
rot them, unless I prevent!” Tros mut
But he was hard put to it to keep

Britons rowing; they wanted to

%




the bulwark and instruct
lead in to the bank; it was only
saw the bireme back-
‘down the river that they returned to
reluctantly.
began to be downright mutiny
ne man threw a lump of

coward alien. He thundered on the
for silence, gesturing to Conops at the
hold the bireme in midriver.
ou young fools!” he roared. ¢
their sfnp away, what have they left to
to?”

they did not see the point. They
to rush to Caswallon’s aid and share
glory of cutting down the hereditary
. Three jumped overboard and swam

ck to your arrow-engine, Orwic!
the next man who leaves his bench!
‘or Lud rot you! One! Two! One!
Easy, su.rboard Port ahead. Now,
er, back her!
swung the buemes stern toward the
s kedge-warp, and sent Conops
to bend another warp to it, mak-
fast to the bireme’s stern. Then—
eam now—he bullied them all to
until the kedge came up and the
swayed like a pendulum in mid-
mud boiling all around her.
tch those three Northmen, Orwic!
if they try to cast off!”
ip heeled. Her bow began to
round on the mud. Two of the three
led her ran to-cut the kedge-warp
eir swords
oot!”
ic loosed twelve arrows in one flight
e man fell; the other hid himself be-
‘the bulwarks; the third sprang to the
s stern and hacked the warp
h with a battle-ax, but too late; the
off the mud at last and glided into

ireme shot ahead when the warp

; it was a minute before backed oars

take the way off her; then, port oars

d, starboard oars astern, Tros swung
a circle in midstream.

minutes after that they broke three

the bireme bumped the longship

after S
beam to beam and let
river with the tide, which
south bank, away from the fi

A quarter of a mile d
dropped two anchors, he and
ing guard over the cables lest the
Britons should cut them and &
across to the other side. Only Or
nervously, stood by'him; the r

and cursed him for a flinching co
as they could not swim, they
leave him.

Tros watched the far bank,
imagine what he himself would do
a Northman hemmed in by determis
mies and cut off from his ship.
Northmen doubtless had a leader
war, chosen to lead raids bem
vious successes.

He did not believe they
landed without exploring all the
it was at least an éven chance th

who had swum for shore had e

friends to warn them the ship was'
Orwic bit his fingernails, torn.
between loyalty to Tros, anxiet
friends ashore and eagerness to
men into the thick of the fighting.
“By Lud, we will be too late!”
bled. “Too late! Too late! Tro
“If Caswallon can keep them
the river, there’s no need for us,
swered. “If they reach the rives
find boats and try to recapture

objected.

“Then again, no need for us!
wager there are boats, among the
the Northmen know it.”

“Then let’s hunt for boatsand b

Tros laughed.

“Set this crowd of ours ashore,
keep them out of the fighting!”

The Britons, and some of the
with them, had nearly all jumped
longship and were holding a so;
ment, even the hired seamen
An iron bolt hurled at Tros just n
where he stood in the bireme’:
some one shouted—

“Cross the river, or welll b
ships!”




dling, blor
~ Ye'll burn my prize

1 rather see a city burned than
eet-lined ship! He leaped on

s bow, roared like a bull and

n, scattering them right and
ﬁ}e—pot and kindling overboard
could draw their weapons; and

me he had his back against the
ilt of his long sword on a level
chin, its point just sufficiently in
confirm the resolution in its own-

were not afraid of him exactly
none, at that crisis, who would
‘dared to try.conclusions. They
fought Romans on the Kentish
beaten Cesar’s men at Seine-

‘had been trained, since they were °

to hold a weapon, against the
.blgsanhmen and the neighboring

ce was their pet abomination. ’

‘had them puzzled. They were
tary gentlemen, much given to
and to arguing all sides of every-
eeply versed in chivalry and legend,
g the notion of attacking one
overwhelming numbers. Against
- except Northmen they preferred
t to violence. They admired him
to defy them all.
hem kept him backed against
; six others engaged Conops in the
’s bow, fending off his vicious knife-
‘while two more hacked the cables
d set both ships adrift again.
hey drifted toward the wrong shore
since the tide set that way.
a hundred yards they were
| on clinging mud, and in a moment
it there were only wounded left to
th, the remainder, hired seamen
‘had plunged overside and were
shoulder - deep to reach the
nk and hunt for boats, rafts,
in which to cross the river.

’ mine, I give you leave to go!”
wghing, 'and Orwic jumped over-
t touching the bulwark.

*the river, using logs to h

third of a mile of strong stream.

found a raft near the edge of the s

wasted several minutes arguing with'
wounded men who tried to take it fro
them, until Orwic arrived and seized con
mand; he put the wounded on the raft a:
made the others help him swim the c

ing.

Several men found horses—Britons
be trusted to smell a horse if there were
within five miles—and within fifteen n
utes of the ships’ touching the mud the |
horse took the water with its long m
held by two men and a third—he had
one arm—clinging to its tail.

Battle raged unseen on the far bank,
tune of horn-blasts and the crash of f
trees. Chariot and horseback fightin
the Britons’ favorite method—had
oped a type of defensive tactics to co

enemy, ringing
blocking the narrow forest paths and
forcing the dense, tangled und
with massive tree-trunks. %
It was easy to read the wavering
tune of the battle by observing trees:
fell, in different directions, three, for
time. 5
Once it seemed as if the No
surrounded, then as if they were n
good retreat toward where they ha
their longship. But that might have
feint; the shouting and cr: 1
d.lrecuon, there followed a din of
blasts as the Britons reformed ranks
rushed to block a new line of retreat.
Once three Northmen, iron helmet
armed with battle-axes, showed th

}on a bare hillock near by the ruins

burned hut on the riverbank, but they
cut down instantly by a score of Britons
rushed out of the forest.

Once Tros thought he saw
mounted, galloping along the river’
to turn the Northmen’s flank.

It was easy now to disti
from British horn-blasts; the Noi e
note was flat, blown on an ox-horn;
Britons used copper, and even silver
ments that rang through the woods w
exciting peal. Shouting and ho n-blast




in consi
ith the riverbank, their right flank p
bly two hundred yards away from it, with

tween them and the river.

By the sound they were circling that

thicket on the far side. The Britons were
striving to crowd them against it.
Except for a few feet of stump-dotted
marsh it reached almost to the water’s edge
—an obstacle to Briton and Northmen alike;
but once or twice Tros could see Britons
~ creeping into it to take the Northmen in
flank or from the rear, armed with spears
with which to thrust at the Northmen’s
backs from behind the cover of the under-
growth.

Once, about two score Britons tried to
make their way between the river and the
trees, jumping from clump to clump of turf

- and rotting roots, but the strip of marsh
- came to an end in knee-deep mud in which

- they floundered until they gave up the at-
- tempt and struggled back again to hack a

path through the undergrowth toward the

“enemy’s flank.

Ten minutes after that, the Northmen’s
strategy revealed itself. They fought their
~ way around the thicket to a creek that Tros
could not see because of intervening trees.
- The news that they had reached it was an-
nounced by a frantic chorus of British bugle-
- notes.
- Another thirty or forty Britons charged
along the riverbank and tried to force their
- way to the creek-mouth, but were prevented
by the mud that grew deeper the farther
- they went, until some of them floundered to
- the breast in it and had to be hauled out by
- their friends.
~ And presently, from behind the trees that
- shut off Tros’ view of the creek-mouth, three
- small boats emerged crowded with North-
. men, towing others who clung to the boats’
- gunwales helping to shove the boats along
until the water grew too deep.
- The Northmen’s shields were a solid pha-
- lanx, behind which they crouched in the

boats, protecting the paddlers against Brit-
~ ish arrows. Some of the men in the water
swam with shields over the heads, but some
were already drowning. Tros counted
nearly sixty men, and there more behind
ﬂl&m too late for the boats or crowded out,
missiles as they swam.

__2

an apparently impenetrable thicket in be- .

in stature, with a head tha
forward as if he were a habi
thinker, or else wounded or very

He was nearly a full head taller
tallest of his men, two of whom
side him. Their eyes were on th
ashore, but his were on the lo
stood recklessly, ignoring arro
troubling to raise the painted: smé‘
left arm. As the boats drew nearer
saw three women crouching among.

“If that chief loves a ship as I do
fight!” Tros said to Conops. “Swif
our wounded show their heads above.
bulwark.”

The longship had had the. inside
when both ships took the mud, but
had carried their sterns around,
them on the bireme’s ram, which p
stuck fast, so that now both sterns v
into the stream, with the longship fi
cept for the ropes that held he\‘
bireme’s side.

Smashed oars, jammed between
kept the ship’s sides from grindi
water making in the bireme’s hold b
her down by the stern, so that she lay r
for two-thirds of her length on soft mi
movable until they should pump
out and the tide should turn again
her.

Tros climbed up to the blremel
leaving Conops on the longship’s
carefully chose twelve arrows
basket, laying them in the arrow:
grooves and cranking the clumsy
ism that drew the bow taut. The
ied the wounded, some of whom I
all their strength could hardly
heads above the bulwark; there was
man among them fit for fighting;
could carry his weight had gone wi

to the battle in the woods.

““Men of Lunden,” Tros said, for
they liked that better than if he
them Britons, “we will burn both
under us rather than let Northmen
them! But I think those Northmen :
bellyfull. Let your heads appear
pear, as if there were a host of you
ing below the bulwark.”
Many of them lacked strength




tswhl?:ﬁm;meb

iax:k of enoug h paddles and
verload a.nd the strength of

ore the Britons were using
felled trees into the water,
r-deep to lash a raft to-
enough of them might cross

the Northmen battle.
| was a work that required time;
n had burned all the buildings
so there were no doors or

er available.

thmen appeared to have no in-
about arrow-engines, but they
t ordinary arrow-fire. As
their way across-stream in slow
ore than fifty yards apart, and
between them increasing, they
 boats’ heads pointed toward the
ns to reduce the breadth of the
the men in the bows raised a
of locked shields; but they
shields. Tros’ engine could
flight of arrows through them
n ordma.ry arrow goes through

hman chief chose to lighten his
-growled an order and six men
the water, leaving only twelve

women. The six, along with
d swum alongside all the way,
a.nd made for the second boat,
eady overcrowded.

weight against the table on
arrow-engine turned, Tros let the
approach within two ships’

e he tried conclusions.

‘comes here to yield himself?”’ he
in the Gaulish tongue, for he
Norse nor any of the dialects
Britain, which a Northman

ly have understood.
t was at his mercy; it
thing, nearly awash with the
but he could see those fair-

ble—that whether a foe was
e was all one to him—he held
the trigger yet a while.
men seemed to hesitate. They
turn sidewise, head upstream,

two-headed ax

teme’s stern, shouting strange words
a voice that resembled waves echoing
caverns.

It appeared he was defying Tros to single
combat, a disturbing possibility that Tros
had overlooked. He was under no com:
pulsion to accept a challenge, but he knew
what the Britons—and their women in par:
ticular—would say of any man who should
refuse one. It was part of the tactics of war
so to fight as to provide an enemy no op~
portunity to issue such a challenge until the
outcome of single combat could not affect
the issue either way.

However, Tros was not sure he had undelh
stood yet; and there were no women in the
third boat, which was laboring in mid-
stream, losing headway against the tide.
They were rowing with a pole and broken
branches. He loosed the flight of arrows at
it, plunking the whole dozen square amid-
ships.

The wounded Britons yelled delight. The
arrows pierced the shields and struck men
down, who fell against the farther gun-
wale and upset the crowded boat. The
others, jumping to save themselves, cap=
sized it, and it drifted down-stream, bot:
tom. upward

The second boat backed out of range,
avoiding the men in the water because there
was no room for them. It was nearly awash
already without the added burden of strong:
hands on the gunwale and heavy men
ing to clamber overside; its crew of
couraged Northmen elected presently to
drift down-stream, hoping perhaps to make.
connection with the crew of the other long-
ship lower down.

So there was only one boat left ta deal
with for the moment, one boat, eleven men,
and that great, grim Northman captain,
with the women crouching at his knees.
The Northman’s eyes were on the long-
ship; he was close enough for Tros to see
them and to recognize despair, the mother
of forlorn hope.

No ruler loves a kingdom as the true sea~
captain loves a ship he built and nas
through the rock-staked seas. Tros
that blue-eyed yearning; he could ever
it in his own bones when he planned the
queen of all ships he would some day
and sail into the unknown.




~ co
range, flourishing his ax as if he

orthman, who
see him plainly, stay;dA sharp

predicament.
But the Northman kept

death, bellowing his bull-mouthed

that to Tros conveyed less meaning
his gestures. i
They were a challenge repeated again

again. There was no humility about

that man; in his defeat he was as splendid as

victory, demanding a right that no brave

man might keep from him. One of the

ounded Britons called to Tros, interpret-
his words:

“He bids you fight him for the longship!

him, says he, and he surrenders to

—he and his men and his women. If he

ats you, he takes the longship and you

‘must help him sail it home! But if each

d kill the other, then his men- and

olk are at Caswallon’s mercy!

¢ are his terms. You must fight him,

But it irked Tros to be told he must do
nything. He could have shot that North-
~man down, and though the wounded Britons
ld have mocked him for a coward, he
s strong-willed; he could face their scorn
he saw fit.
_His eyes were on the farther riverbank,
here now a hundred of Caswallon’s men
- working like beavers to build the raft,
he was calculating just how long they
d require to finish it and to pole it
the river. He decided they would
be able to move such a clumsy plat-
fast enough through the water to over-
the Northmen, although if the bireme
the longship were attacked they might
in time to save both, and if they were
sful they would claim the longship as
lawful plunder.
It was therefore up to him, Tros, to de-
, and to do it swiftly.
[e doubted Caswallon, remembered that

sh fishing-boat dismasted in the Chan- ~

storm, recalled to mind the likelihood
at Casar’s men had undermined him in
swallon’s favor by some ingenious means.
ven if Tros should fight for the longship
defeat the Northman, Caswallon might
as his own property all shipping cap+

in the Thames.
’s treasure-chest, left with Caswal-
for safe keeping, would be a strong temp-
to Caswallon’s intimates, if not to the

/

and the ded Britons
denly a blue-eyed girl s
Northman, with fair hair fa
plaits nearly to her knees.

She set one foot on the g
mocked Tros in the Ga
calling him a coward among
The words were ill-pronounced
voice throbbed with such scorn:
never listened to—he who had h
women scold their lovers on the
Antioch and Alexandria!

The words—he knew their w
could ignore them—might have
careless, but the voice and h
brought the hot blood to his
had never seen a woman like her,
before felt such strange emotio
anger stirred in him. She look
than nineteen.

Tros threw his hand up in a
command. Briton and North
paused breathless at the signal.

“Tell me your name!” he d

He had right to know that; a.
engage in single combat with:
birth.

“I am Olaf Sigurdsen of M

“I am Tros, the son of Perseus
Samothrace,” Tros answered,
himself.

His father would have been fi
lized at the proceedings!

“I will fight you on your
Come aboard.” s

They paddled the boat toward f
but Tros bade them halt when the
half a dozen boat’s length dista
heard that Northmen were col
although he had only heard that
enemies, the Britons. He kn
plunderers by profession; he
in them to keep faith if they
that only wounded men were on
and that the longship lay defer
summoned Conops, posted him at
arrow-engine.

“Come aboard alone,” he
speaking slowly, waiting for
girl to interpret to Olaf Sigure

He laid his right hand on
engine.




on to this  “Now, no dog’s ¢
e bow, and let the boat put yourself! If you so much as lift a
the river. You must fight help me I'll turn from the fighting to skewer
poop, Olaf Sigurdsen.” . you to the deck! You understand? Hands
ome, and yet, I have no proof of off!”
rthman answered.
e-eyed girl translated that with ® SIGURDSEN came slowly up the
ring scorn that Tros winced. ladder to the poop, ready to jump
en sat down, perhaps to rest 7 backward if Tross l:ould spring at
girl stood, continuing to O him before his feet were on the
until the boat’s bow touched deck, but Tros gave him full law and a
she had to clutch the chieftain’s breathing spell, considering the iron links
her balance. on the outside of the Northmen’s leather
ned the arrow-engine, follow- jerkin, wondering whether the iron was soft
, and went through ostenta- or brittle.
me of taking aim; but Olaf The Northman wore no helmet; he had
fumped ashore and they led the lost it in the fighting over-river. Hls red-
n into the stream, driving the dish hair hung to his shoulders and his
‘mud presently to serve as an  blood-shot eyes shone with a gleam of des-
it the tide. peration under an untidy fringe; and he had
urdsen came up over the bow brought no shield. He looked tired, but
on hip, stood, realizing how he was not wounded; the blood on his face
ceived himself. Tros’ wounded was from a scratch caused by brambles as
ed along the deck below the he fought his way out of the forest. :
of them with hardly strength For a full minute he and Tros stood study-
grin at him, some almost in the ing each other, Conops whispering advice
all bleeding through blood- that Tros ignored.
. He saw the shapes of% “The point, master! The point! Up,
the sail-cloth forward of the  and under the chin! Remember, an ax is
ve a great laugh, lifting his blade. He can only swing with it, but he
h and shouting to his friends:  has a long reach. Keep close, where he can
hey have had a taste of us! only use short chops, and use your point!”
‘have met with Volstrum’s ship - At last the Northman growled like an
Volstrum bit them to the angry bear and came on, his weight on the
but two!” balls of his feet, which made him tower
emen cheered and all three above Tros, holding his great ax forward
the boat mocked Tros, the young ~ both hands.
ing her breast and claiming him Tros met him with the point, stock-mo-
slave, to fetch and carry for her tionless, not giving ground, until the North-
swine. man stepped back suddenly and with the
slay him! Beat him to his knees!” speed of lightning swung at the sword
to Sigurdsen, and repeated it in break it. Tros’ wrist hardly moved,
that Tros might understand. the ax-blade missed the sword-blade by
come,” said Tros, and drew inch and the point went in between two
‘along the poop, d.rawmg his long  links of the Northman’s mail.
g off the Roman cloak and The prick of that maddened him; he came
to the arrow-engine, so that on like a whirlwind, swinging the ax
ht unbuckle the breast-armor. ward at Tros’ jaw—missed, because Tros
ded Britons cheered him when stepped back at last and, rising on both
on deck, for they despised a  feet, aimed two-handed at the crown of
not bare his naked breast to Tros’ head.
Then, pulling off his shirt, Tros sprang aside, expecting the ax would
lmge muscles so that the crash into the deck and leave the Northman
i at his mercy, but the blow was turned |
middescent and swept at him as if his body




were a tree-t.nmk ﬂmmg the shn at his  But that one glance was
waist—then the same blow back again, i
back-handed, quicker than a snake’s strike,
and Tros had to jump clear.

The Northman rushed him, crouched a straight at Tros’ head. It cut his
little, with his knees bent, thrusting up- cheek as he side-stepped to avoid it, €1
ward at the sword-blade, so that Tros’ lunge against the citadel and stuck in t.he WO
only skinned his crown, beginning at the work, humming.
forehead; but that brought blood down into “And now, Olaf Sigurdsen, yield" youmul
the Northman’s eyes, half-blinding him, and - for you and your women and those oth
he missed his next swing wildly. men are mine!” said Tros. &

He tried to shake the blood off, spared his Sigurdsen bowed his head and held: up
left hand for a second, but that cost him a right hand. Conops shouted at the top
thrust through the arm and Conops yelled of his lungs in Greek, and the wounds
retorts in Greek to the women who screamed  Britons cheered, raising themselves by
encouragement in Norse. bulwark to taunt the Northmen in the boa

Tros had his man now, knew it, carried Sigurdsen offered his throat for Tros’ swe¢
the fight to him, side-stepping the prodi- but Tros wiped his blade on Conops’ shirt -
gious swings and thrusting, forever thrust- and rammed it home into the sheath.
ing with short jabs at the Northman’s right “And the longship, too, is mine!” he said.
arm, circling cautiously around him with Sigurdsen nodded. He and Tros could
his knees bent and his legs spread well apart.  understand each other when the conversa-
The air screamed with the ax-blows. tion was of such essentials as ships.

Twice the Northman knocked the sword- Tros held out his right hand.
blade upward, rushed in under it and tried “Can you see it, Sigurdsen?”” he asked.
to brain Tros with the up-thrust, using the The Northman shook the blood out of his
ax-end like a club; and Tros had never eyes again, stared dumbly for a moment,
fought an ax-man; he caught the first of came two or three steps forward as if donb&-
those blows underneath his arm-pit and for ing what he saw and stood rigid, waiting.
a moment it deadened his whole left side. He was dazed. It seemed he still expec
But every time the Northman pressed a to be killed.
savage charge home it cost him blood from Tros seized him in both arms, patung i
some part of his body. Ten times Tros on the back, and Conops cried,
could have killed him and refrained. He Greek, who had few emotions of his own
kept on thrusting at the right arm until the huge capacity for feeling what he suppose&
blood streamed down and the ax-hilt slipped ~ Tros felt. The Northman sobbed as if
in the Northman’s fingers. lungs would burst, but whether that was
(Then for two or three titanic minutes grief or anger none might say; and th
Sigurdsen swung with his left alone, using came a keemng from the boat a.\ongsxde led
his right to try to grab Tros’ sword-blade; by women’s voices.
but Tros opened the cut in his forehead They had had to keep faith, whether
again and the Northman jumped back to not they had intended it, because the raft
the poop-rail, trying to shake blood out of was nearly in midstream and there was no
- his eyes. longer the slightest hope of escape from tbe
“Now kill him, master!” Conops shouted. hurrying Britons.
“Up under the chin and finish him!” Tros kicked the arrow-basket and up-
But Tros stood back, breathing heavily, ended it, let Sigurdsen to sit there, an
point forward and his sword-hand high. ordered Conops to bring water and dea.nse
“Now yield!” he said to Sigurdsen, ignor- his wounds. Then he pulled on his shir
ing the yells of the Northmen in the boat, and leaned oversxde to speak to the girl wh

that might have put him on his guard if he had mocked h

had paid attention to them. She was snlent, dry-eyed, standing in the

He spared one swift glance for the Britons  boat—it was the other, older women
over-river; they were coming at last, a hun- the men who wailed. Her eyes met
dred of Lhem crowded on a crazy raft, with defiantly, bewildering blue eyes like flakes
horses swimming loose on either side of it northern sky under her flaxen hair, eyes tha
and two men clinging to each horse’s tail. made Tros feel unfamiliar emotions; they
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may come up and tell me your
)’ he said ly.

“I am Helma, sister of Olaf Sigurdsen,”

answered. But she made no motion to

y him; simply stood there with her
clasped.

TROS vaulted the rail, descended
midway down the wooden ladder
that was spiked to the bireme’s
side and offered her his right
ilmd. She refused it with an imperious
chin-gesture that commanded him to climb
and let her follow; so he laughed and led.
She was beside him almost before his own
feet touched thedeck. There their eyes met
and he smiled, but she turned her
back, went to her brother’s side to take
the sponge from Conops and attend his
wounds. She said not one word to Tros or
to her brother or to any one.

CHAPTER 1V

'TROS MAKES PRISONERS AND FALLS IN NEED
OF FRIENDS

n.ft drew near, and as the horses’
L feet found bottom they were har-
3 wsed to it to increase the speed. Cas-
‘wallon, with Orwic beside him, stood in the
1ait’s bow, wiping blood off the white skin
‘over his ribs where a Northman’s spear had
‘entered an inch or two. He wore belted
‘breeches, spear and shield, and a little
| peaked iron cap, but the blue designs
painted on his skin made it look as if he
‘wore a shirt, too, until he was a dozen yards
away.

was no news Tros could give him.
Orwic had told about Volstrum’s ship, sunk
lower down the Thames. The Northmen
m Tros could claim as his own prison-
men and women, had climbed aboard
bireme and were standing in the ship’s
waist looking miserable, all except Sigurd-
n’s wife, who was helping Helma tend his

ds.

“The other woman was a widow; her man
been cut down by the Britons in the
{forest fighting and she was keening to the
.y about her loss.

_As many of the wounded Britons on the
ireme as could stand up shouted to Cas-
‘wallon and his men the news of Sigurdsen’s

> ‘Adventuxvev s :

surrender, including the terms of combat
and the fact that the longship now belonged
to Tros.

By the look on Orwic’s face there was
something in the wind beside the Northman
business; he kept glancing at Caswallon and
from him to Tros, who for his own part
studied the prisoners and counted their
weapons on the poop beside him. Conops,
swearing Greek oaths, leaned against the
arrow-engine, itching to loose its charge
against the Britons on the raft if they should
dare to invade thedengship. He’knew how
much loot they would leave in it! They
would burn it when every movable stick
had been ripped away!

However, Caswallon came hand-over-
hand up the bireme’s ladder, followed by
Orwic and six others; he ordered the men on
the raft ashore to find some way of follow-
ing the Norse fugitives down-stream. Half
a dozen tried to disobey him, swarming up
the bireme’s side, but he jumped off the
poop and beat them back with his spear-
butt, the others laughing at them from the
raft.

Then Caswallon looked the wounded over
—a third of them were his blood-relations—
and said a few words to each before he
climbed the poop again and answered Tros’
salute.

“So you have come home, Tros!”

He smiled, but he did not offer to embrace

Tros as the British custom was. “Orwic
tells me you are a great sea-captain.”
His words were almost cordial; there

only lacked a half-note and the old careless
air of friendship to make him the same
Caswallon who had seen the bireme on its
way from Lunden ten days before—but that
might be due to the fighting over-river and
distress to see so many good men dead and
maimed. Tros answered with his hands be-
hind him:

“I bring my father’s body, for which I
must beg obsequies. I crave the favor that
he may lie in British earth beside your own
brave men. Caswallon, not a man is miss-
ing; dead or alive I have brought them all!”
: fCaswallon nodded, glancing to right and
eft.

““Are you well enough paid—with a long-
ship and—how many prisoners?” he asked.

“I never asked payment,” Tros answered.
“Caswallon, what is wrong between us?”

Caswallon frowned, stroking his mus-
tache and tossing the long hair back over




he met Tros eyes again.
f what I hear of you is true, I will
heless remember former friendship,
If it is not true, it is better not
m in men’s hearing. Let us talk
Tros led the way down from the poop
and into the cabin where his father’s body
lay. The smell in there was stifling; Cas-
n snorted, but Tros threw the door
‘wide and they stood together studying the
old man’s face.
- “Like a Druid,” Caswallon said at the
‘end of a long silence.
“Greater any Druid!” Tros answered
“What are those marks on his wrists?”

“Cesar tortured him”’
They faced each other in the light that
_poured through the open door.
“Is it true, or is it not true, Tros, that
ou have made a pact with Caesar?” .
“It is not true,” Tros said frowning.
“Who has come te]h.ng you that lie?”
- “Skell! You spared Skell’s life when you
- had the right to kill him. You sent him to
- Caesar, as you told me to help you to trick
ar. But now Skellnretu.ms with a tale
ut secret intriguing.
- Tros whistled.
“I turned Skell over to Casar’s men at
Caritia, thinking they would put him in the
-house. Has Skell won Cesar’s confi-
dence so soon?”
“He is home again, and in strs.nge com-
“I have not seen

Tros laid a hand on Caswallon’s arm.
“T speak,” he said, “in the presence of the
. Believe me or Skelll Which shall
7

I minute in the doorway, stroking his
watching the wounded on the deck.
s had arrived from somewhere; with
long skirts tucked into their girdles
were pouring liquid on to stiffened

s, wounds, b
manly, as if Lhey knew their trade.
on turned suddenly.
“Tros,” he exclaimed, “I am beholden
ou twice, and I would not take Skell's
for it that the sun is not the moon.

Britons don’t understand.”

“I called on Casar to surr
Tros interrupted. “He had
the bow when I sunk his boat

“‘And Orwic tried to capturé !
called Orwicoff. Casar did not
but you and he spoke, after
caped! And now comes Ski
whence he sends me a letter by
hand; and the woman says Ci
promised you my kingdom when
in return for your having spare
She had a letter for you from
ten in Latin, which I can net
Northmen raided Hythe before
up-Thames. How is it you
following them up-river?”

“Storms! I was hove-to in
Moreover, I did not know of
the Thames. When I saw
villages—""

“My men say you refused tolet
and run to my aid!”

“Did I not sink a lon
asked indignantly.

“Yes, when there was no
And now, when you might hdve
other Northmen down, you let
boat-load of them escape, and.
their chief’s surrender to yo
chief, three women and how
I find that strange.”

“Will you listen to me?”” Tros 2
when Caswallon nodded he tolc
story from the beginning, o
tails, not even his own
thoughts of making for the Bi

“For I foresaw you might
I knew Cesar would be swift
ingenious trick. Now it amoun
Caswallon: I am Casar’s enemy,
friend. But you and I are free
may end our friendship when

Caswallon hesitated, with his
hind him. There was
mind still.

“I have told all. What are
from me?” Tros asked him.

“You shall speak with Fﬂur’
answered.

Tros breathed relief, Whoe

-




Fflur! Caswallon’s wife
Caswallon, but no subtlety
her judgment; she could
men and their intrigues; she
sband and his corner of Britain
‘his knowing it; and she was Tros’

the meanwhile?” Tros asked.
do not forget you were my friend,”
~ Caswallon answered, “and though you have
sixty men on your adventure, you
aved me it may be a hundred in their
sinking that Northman down-river.
am king here and the river rights are mine,
‘you may have that longship and your
That chest of Casar’s gold you
Fflur is yours, too. You may bury
father’s corpse in British earth.
ter we will hear what Fflur says.”

CASWALLON strode out on the

deck and went to where the druids

were tending wounds. Because he

*' was the chief, a druid tried to in-

-on bandaging the spear-wound over his

but Caswallon took the druid by the

shoulders and shoved him back to the task

E l\chad left, standing then to watch the mar-
swift surgery the druids wrought.

y had a drug that caused unconscious-

they opened one man’s skull and inset

bone from the skull of another who had been

Mu hour or two;* one druid opened his

vein and surrendered a quart of blood

the veins of a man who had nearly bled

death. But they amputated no limbs;

if a leg or an arm was beyond their skill to

they let the man die whole, as he had

come into the world, easing his death with

x{‘::med to the poop, where Sigurd-
sat glowering at the Britons, his wife
on the deck beside him, and the
W Helma standing, her back to the
and her chin high, too proud to shed
too hopeless to speak even to her
‘own kin.

She looked away over Tros’ shoulder at
skyline, and Tros, who had seen well-
women sold at auction in many a
port, turned over in his mind what
t say that should console her—
a little, if not much.

your people ransom you?” he asked.
m his eyes and answered with

the slkulls discovered in ancient British bury-
m‘m{ on battle fields bear marks of having been

my people. There
was war and the men of Helsing burned our
villages. There was neither corn nor dried
meat left, and the fishing is hard in winter,
so we came to seize a holding here, my
brother and Volstrum of Fiborg-by-Mal-
moe, with their two ships and all the men
that remained. Most of the women and
children had been carried off by the men of
Helsing. None can ransom us unless Vol-
strum comes up-river, and if he comes—*
“He will not come,” Tros assured her.
“Ihave sunk his ship. If he is not drowned
he will fall into the Britons’ hands.”
She betrayed no emotion at that news,
but repeated it in Norse to her brother, who.
laid his head between his hands and
groaned aloud.

“Will you sell her to me?” asked a Briton,
one of the men who had been in the thick of
the fighting across the river and had boarded
the bireme with Caswallon. “I bid you
two man-slaves and two horses for her.”

“No,” Tros answered, and the other
Britons sneered at the man who made the
bi

d.

They all had slaves. Buying and selling
was lawful; they now and then sold criminals
and captives to foreign ship-owners to re-
place sailors who had died of scurvy; but
they did not approve of barter in human
beings.

However, there was an atmosphere of
enmity to Tros; some one had been spread-
ing rumors. They held aloof from him,
iving him two-thirds of the bireme’s poop
instead of crowding to ask questions or to
boast of their own prowess against the
northmen in the woods.
“What shall I do with you?”” Tros asked,
meeting the girl’s sky-blue eyes.
He knew what he would do with Sigurd-
sen unless destiny should interfere; so
Sigurdsen’s wife was no problem, and the
widow-woman, who was wailing in a corner
below the poop, would dry her eyes before
long and be chosen as some man’s mate.
But this fair-haired girl puzzled him.

“T said what I would do if Sigurdsen had

beaten you!” she answered. I would have
put iron on your neck and you should have
fetched and carried for me!”
“But I beat Sigurdsen,” said Tros. “I
am obliged to make provision for you.
Shall I marry you to one of his men?”

She bared her teeth.




me captives!
ran again, instead of dying
they stood!”
ly her eyes laughed, as if she saw
ate of irony and took delight in it.
belong to you,” she went on. “Are
also a coward?”
stroked his black beard, squaring
his shoulders. Not so soon, if ever,
d he link fate with a woman. His
her had instilled into him at least that
 conviction: Yielding to that lure, and
edom of earth and sea, were incompatible.
‘have yet to meet the-woman who can
juer me!” he answered.
glared as if she would like to stab
but he saw something else in her eyes
could not read, and he was aware of
ous impulse to befriend her.
she only had used the usual feminine
s of ensnaring a man, he would have
more at ease; but she did none of that.
ned away from him and knelt beside
, speaking to him earnestly in
which Tros could not understand.
dsen stood up presently and looked
tat Tros. He was already in a fever
his wounds and his eyes burned des-
ly, although his face was sad and was
to look sadder by the long mustache
. drooped below his chin. He spoke
a dozen words, Helma interpreting,
speaking very loud because her
was toward Tros.
us all into the longship! Therein
us! We will not seek to escape!”
laughed at that.
Not I he answered. “I need the long-
and I need a crew. - You and I might
a fleet or two, Sigurdsen! Britons
orthmen are bold liars; Greeks have
name of being crafty ones, and Greek is
other tongue, so how can you and I
faith?”

interpreted, glancing once at

~am Olaf Slgurdsen ” the Northman

and closed his lips. But Helma,
to that, standing at last and holding
high:

were good Norse stock, instead of
n with amber eyes, you would

hat that means!”
Il him he must keep faith better than

oﬁder in those

with pressure as she clen

but she contrived to force a

her voice, speaking straight at
each word were a knife aimed at b

“He was a spent man when he
or you would be his slave tl
He has slain his two-score B:
forest. You—you do not know
You do not know faith! How
you the worth of his promise?
never kept faith! Olaf Sigurds
were kings when ice first closed
North and darkness fell at mi
king’s daughter! Shall he an
words on you?”

Tros liked her. He forbore to
in kind. And he had seen too oft
sults of promises exacted under fi
he needed friends; he needed
minute.

“Is he homeless, and has been
T, too, am homeless and the son of
It seems to me we have a common
meet on,” he said, speaking very'
she might lose none of the s
“When a man plights faith to
him to it, but I repay him in kind.

“Say, to Sigurdsen, I give him
He may fight me again when he has
tomorrow, or the next day, or a m
now; and in that case I will kill
he may ask my friendship and m
to obey me as his captain; and in |
he shall find in honorable service
nity. Or, if he wishes, I will give
to Caswallon, who is a king, w!
not one. Let Sigurdsen speak h
@ her lip, grew pale and re

regarding Tros from ano
pect altogether. She seemed to
nervous.

““A prince’s son?”’ she said, and.
her brother, speaking to him hurs
breathless sentences, clutching h
repeating short phrases again and

Her brother watched Tros”
no sign until she had fin

THE girl’s reaction to ]
was vivid. She changed




none other!” t.he girl
added; “he means by

‘what he means by that!” Tros
and turned to Conops, who
with unconcealed but mixed
He pointed toward the North-
blade buried deep in the wood-
citadel.

it and return it to him!”
never disobeyed; but he obeyed
like a dog sent to the kennel,
time about wrenching the ax free,
still about returning with it.
ed it from his hand impatiently
it hilt-first to Sigurdsen:
me hear your promise as a free
a weapon in your hand!” he said
. “Speak it without guile, as in

Conops swore Greek oaths below
, and glared at Sigurdsen as
at a new, prospective ken-

CHAPTER V
JAMED SKELL RETURNS FROM GAUL

JALLON returned to the forest
efield to count Norse prisoners and
after wounded. Britons, without

d only Conops to help him manage
The twenty hired seamen had re-
om over river, but they were cer-
enemies, not friends.

en dema.nded.weapo;ls, intimat-
e prisoners might make a break
; but their own only reason for
that Tros had not paid them,
re than suspected they would try
elves if provided with more

own short, seamen’s knives.
unarmed they were deadly unreli-
allon’s men who had gone down
k in pursuit of the one boat-
thmen that escaped Tros’ arrow-
sure to pass news along, so it
a matter of time before scores

away everything portable, after
would probably burn both ships in a wz
passion of destruction.

Meanwhile, tide was flowing; both
lay fast on the mud, no hope of
either of them until long after dark.
druids carried wounded and dead a
chariots arrived, as by a miracle, from
where and ga.llnped away with their b
around a clump of trees and ovér the
line.

There was no road in that d
therefore, no prospect of assistance; th
tracks the wheels cut in the turf were n
nearly at right angles to the riverbank,
not even approximately parallel to the
tion from which the chariots had arri

To reach Lunden would take s
hours of, drifting, and the distance v
likely was too great for one tide, wl
would have to rise to three-quarters of i
flow before it could lift the ships; and
0, the bireme would have to be pumy

So Tros took a course few men would
dared to take; he returned their weap
his prisoners, and brought them all up
the bireme’s poop, where they could h
overwhelmed him easily. He could
understand their speech, nor they his; ]
was only Helma to act interpreter, and
smile proved that she understood T
predicament. Her words confirmed

“I have pledged no friendship!”

“Have I asked it?” Tros de
staring at her.

He felt inclined to box her ears,

" knew why he refrained.

Her eyes challenged his, but Tros
the upper hand of her abruptly.

“Make me a bandage for this cut on
cheek!”

“There is Zorn’s w:fel”

“I commanded you.”

He pointed to a box of loosely woven
stuff that the druids had left on the

“Very well.”

She smiled in a way that 1mphed a
which Tros perfectly understood; h
heard that the Norse women were

“Tell a seaman to carry it hes
added; and for the space of ten more
she defied him.

“You fetch it!”




‘had called the “ancient wis-
though Tros was only conscious
determination; he knew he must

this woman -or lose control of all
rs. Far more than Sigurdsen,
her, she was the pivot of opinion,
her brother doubtless thought
the clan.
denly she made him a mock curtsey
t down on deck to bring the ban-
carrying the box back on her head
were a bond-woman, avoiding the
her own folk, artfully obliging them
that Tros was making her a menial.
Tros sat down on the up-turned
'basketﬁagg h?dbmitted his face to be
d as i noticed nothing, pull-
[ the heavy gold band that encigz‘llelald
d and tossing it from hand to
hile she opened his wound with her
- and sponged it. She understood

gold band, though it might hang
y on her neck if he should place it
ld be a mark of servitude forever.
~were letters and symbols graven on
| although she could not read them she
) doubt they were his name and title.
‘could not make a bandage stay in
out wrapping folds of linen under
and around his forehead, so he
not replace the band when she had
He gave it to her to hold for him
of the Northmen made comments
brought blushes to her cheek. She
savagely, tongue-lashing them to
Tros turned his back to her and
to the hired seamen to man the
ist.

y—instant and unequivocall
the bandage and the absence of
band made him look less like
The coolness toward him of
’s. men had had effect, too;
knew better than those hire-
longshore pirates would arrive

labor at the hoist when they would
strength for looting presently,

carrying away the loot to villay

? The tousle-headed, ragged, skin-
defied him noisily, and Conops

‘wooden belaying pin at the head of

i ike a great B
on them, seizing the heads of |
ing them against a third, discz
they lay unconscious on the
a fourth man broadside into h
of his friends, and pouncing on
leader, who had been captain of
his own until Tros hired
twisted an arm behind his back
yelled, then rubbed his nose along:
of the waterhoist, leaving a smear
the length of it. =
“Man that beam or eat it!”
manded. “I will chop and stuff
your throats if there’s a drop of
bilge at sunset, or one backword
you meanwhile!” :
So they went to work and Tros re
three unconscious men toward
until the outpour drenched their
they recovered, when he cuffed a
them toward the beam and they b
labor at it, too dazed to know w
were doing. Then, returning to tl
he grinned at Sigurdsen, not gla
Helma but signing to her to come .
interpret.
“Bid you build your longship,
T,

The Northman nodded. He ¥
deep in a northern gloom and too di
to use his voice.

“Who did the labor? These?”
Sigurdsen nodded again, but a
pride betrayed itself as he glanced

fellow-prisoners.
“I—I taught them all!” he grun
“Good! Then bid them calk this
from the inside as the water leaves
use linen, clothing, frayed rope,
so be she floats to Lunden, wl
beach her on the mud.” >
“Your ship is no good,” Sigurd

gloomily.

“Hah! But her beak sunk Vi
Tros retorted. “She has some
We will pick her as the crows pick
ribs, and you and I will build a ship
that shall out-sail all of them!”

Sigurdsen stared—hardly bel
ears—grinned at last, coming ou
gloom to order his men to work,
three women to help them unravel
stuff into the leaking seams. B




and made ready to accept that

ly enough; it made her feel in-
e and the earlier look of ironic
returned into her eyes. But

ed her.
u cook?” he demanded.
stung, indignant.

These Britons have rotted
with cindered deer-meat until poi-
d taste like golden oranges from

Go! The cook-house is in the
I hunger. Cook enough for six-
ple.”
ids trembled, bri with
tears, but she bit her lip and not
She held out Tros’ gold fore-

it,” he said, “for your wages.”
chance thrust brought tears at last;
a sob. Tros knew then he had
her, although her friendship

be yet to win, and deadlier than her

’t work for wages!” she blurted.
was more passion in her voice than
had screamed to Sigurdsen while
waged on the poop. She could
be a prisoner, to fetch and carry
 brother’s conqueror; but as one
‘fathers were kings when ice first
on the North and it was dark at
” death looked better than earned

it as my gift then,” Tros retorted
air of huge indifference.

st the thing toward him and,
ould not take it, flung it at his
sobbing, hurried down the ladder
ppeared into the citadel, whence
: presently emerged.

did not want to talk to Sigurdsen; he
to think. It suited him best to
interpreter at hand. Sigurdsen,
ounds were painful, soused his
s with water and lay down in a cor-

e poop, his eyes alight with fever.
d against the rail, facing the
‘whence longshore plunderers
yet thinking less of them than

to
Some spark of tyranny wil
gritted out against the rocks of
stirred him toward cruelty, and
blended with an instinct to defend h
against all women’s wiles.

The custom of the whole known world,
regarded prisoners, was even more
and compulsory than written law.
Tros, was answerable for the fate of fif
people; they were his property, to do with a
he pleased, dependent on him, obliged to b
obedient on penalty of deaLh, their only
maining right, that of looking to him
protection.-

He might set them free, but if he
Caswallon, should he see fit, could p
him for succoring and aiding public e
If he should keep them in Lunden, it
probably be months before the B:
would begin to treat them civilly;
would be in danger of mob-violence.

Yet, if he should imprison them their
fulness would vanish; they would
feel beholden to himself and would
seek to escape or else intrigue agains
with any personal enemy who migh
out of the political tangle.

Britain was full of rival factions;
dreds of Northmen had found s
and prosperity in Britain by lending:
selves to one faction or another,
these new prisoners mlght find fi
easily enough. L

The probability was that Caswall
met with political trouble during T&
sence; some aspirant for power Ve
had accused him of assisting Tros with p
visions and men at a time when the
could ill afford it.

If Caswallon’s power were in jeo]
the chief would be a fool not to
his own interests and might even feel
pelled to show him enmity. Skell, wh
of Norse extraction and a natural
treason-monger, might easily enough
stirred such disaffection as wouls
Caswallon’s chieftainship.

The long and the short of all tha
Tros needed friends, and the only av
possible friends in sight were his No
prisoners, whose gratitude he pro
earn and keep. Not that he placed :
faith in gratitude—at any rate,
much.




ependence.

began to wonder just to what ex-
e himself was morally beholden to
He even meditated taking the
hich, having the lighter draught,
Id beﬁ:stuﬂthemud and sailing down-
es with his Northmen to seek safety
Belgmn coast. His only reason for
the idea was his obligation to

mhx:r with proper obsequies.
was particularly thoughtful about the
Fu Instinct told him to
af her, to give her no chance to en-
him, to treat her with less than
5 Intuition—which is as different
msunct as black from white—warned
that she was a friend worth winning,
that nothing could be won by a display

was no horseman, but he had picked
terms from Orwic.

- a finely bred mare that must be

- before she’ll handle,” he reflected,

slyly at the smoke emerging

wore.

His fox-red beard was newly
he wore good Gaulish clo
smock of dressed brown-stained
that came to his knees. He
looked too well dressed if it huk
for the stains of travel.

““Tros, he said, meeting his eyes:
‘“youand I should cease enmity.
a little harm, and you had rev
can employ us both, and I have
you from Cesar.”

““Speak it,” Tros answered.

He desplsed Skell, but he was
enough: to shut his ears to news.

Skell might be Cwesar’s man
but a child could tell by his exp;
it was Skell’s advantage he was
and last. He paused, picking
Tros had time to wonder how
reader of men’s minds as Casar
trusted him.

“I heard of these Northmen.

the

window,
a.she thaught of his lack of expenence

wmdered to whom he should marry
-only ultimate solution that occurred

8. AND while he thought of that, a
| boat came up the river, paddled
furiously by eight men, keeping

*= to the far bank to avoid the flow-
, but crossing on a long slant pres-
and making straight for the two ships.
sat in the stern whose features
vaguely familiar—a man in a fever
te, who shifted restlessly and scolded

straining crew.

”” Tros muttered.
he two are one!”
tarted for the arrow-engine, but
better of it; he could deal with
single-handed, and there was Conops
the boat’s crew were longshore Bri-
the type that might murder un-
men, but would seamper away at the
eat of serious fighting, men of the

t had been serfs for generations.
came hand over hand uninvited up
on the bireme’s stern, and stood
poop with his back to the rail,

“Impudence—

tacked Hythe = Skell said presently,
came o the Thames i
getting word w1th them, for I h
were making for Lundem I
persuaded them to cross to Gaul
and talk with Camsar. Cmsar

* used such allies as these.” =

Tros nodded. Czsar would ally
with any one to turn an adversary
and would reduce the ally to su
afterward. But had Cesar had
say so much to Skell? Tros tho
It was likelier that Skell was
on his own account.

“I met Britons down-river wh
you had sunk Volstrum’s ship an
this one,” Skell went on, glancing rt
at the Northman who lay ten
from him clutching with fevered
the haft of his great ax. “And I'h
know, Tros, that Caswallon has b
against you by a new intrigue.
me, I know that surely.”

“Aye,” Tros answered,
know better than the man wh
intrigue!”’

Skell laughed; it began like a
but ended in a cackle like an
there was no more mirth in it than.
greed ‘and insincerity. But {
note, that had nothing to do




allon. Ibroughta‘

ul with me, one of Cesar’s

She will make all Britain

But Casar thinks,

you are a man of sense. Caesar
‘win you over to his side, if I can.
have turned against you,

He grinned like an oger.
him.

from
and tell your new master,
at I have his bireme and his gold;
m a cold swim at Seine-mouth,
_boats, drowned his men and
fleet! Say that is all prelimi-
him I'm minded to make
h him at about the time of the
ends! Casar will know what
, he talks Greek very well.”
you care to trust me?” Skell

id Tros.
> Skell continued, as if he had
the refusal, “for my part I
er trust you than Cesar or the
I have lived my life in Britain,
father was Norse and I feel among
tons like a fish on land. As for

5

another alien, like me!” said Tros.

you were not bred under the same
r was I!”

is playing Cesar’s hand,” Skell

“H’e ‘would use you and me, and

=g
never forget mel!” Tros re-
ith conviction, grinning again

you like Casar no more than I
ell bega.n again; but Tros’ laugh

msu? I admire him more than
Iever met! Heis the greatest
Compared to him, Skell, you
t that gnaws holes in a Totten slnp'
is a scoundrel on a grand scale—a
n who measures continents, a
-scarlet liar whom you can’t under-
who would tell lies just because

I

ed a mite bewildered, but Tros’

elieve in Casar's fnendslnp, L

formed no part of his philosophy to ref
to make use of a rascal, provided he co
keep his own hands clean. Skell was
mere pawn in fortune’s game, not like
sar, who used fortune for his mistress -
debauched her with cynical  assi
There was nothing to be gained by trus
Skell, but not much sense. in incurring hi
spite; better to kill him and have done v
it than to cultivate his enmity, and Tre
preferred never to kill if he could help i
“You are afraid to go to Lunden?”
suggested, by way of plumbing
thoughts.

SKELL was about to ans
when the door of the cook-h
opened and the blue-eyed

came carrying a wooden d
wheat and meat, her eyes fixed on it fo:
of spilling. Skell whistled softly to hi
~ “That girl is no serving wench!”
marked, eying the amber shoulder-
ments and the gold wire on her girdle.

He seemed amused, and before
could prevent him he was speaking
in the Norse tongue, she standing st.\ﬂ
cause she could not carry the dish and
upward at the poop. at he said did
please her; Tros noticed that.

Skell Jumped down from the poop
took the dish from her, holding it whi
climbed the ladder and then r
set it on the poop edge; she had lifte
again in both hands and was facing
before Skell could climb up behind her.

She appeared to be trying to shame
by her meekness, she a sea-king’s d
and he making her cook and fetch and
But Tros curtly bade her set the dish
sniffing, for he could smell the st
burned.

“What did Skell say?” he de
glaring at Skell across her shoulder,
daring him to interrupt.

“Does it matter what he says?”
torted. ~ “He is neither fish nor bird,
ton who talks Norse!”

“Tell me!” Tros insisted. 2

She turned and looked at Skell,
appeared that her contempt for
her indignation at Tros’ bruskness.




© T would like to hear morc

iendship. Ho there, Conops! Come
, and bring the Northmen. Bid
Britons lay off pumping for an hour,
the water makes too fast. Give
bread and dry meat.”
giant Sigurdsen refused food, al-
h Helma tried to tempt him, but the
Northmen came and sprawled on
crowding the women away from the
Tros sent Conops for another plate
ped food on it for Sigurdsen’s wife
e widow, but he made Helma sit be-
im, whereat Skell laughed.
will not eat with the men,” he ex-

will obey!” Tros retorted, and then
curiously while the Northmen sang
of some kind, a melancholy chant
the dirge of seas in it and some-
of the roll of thunder.
they had done he added a sunlit,
estive verse m Greek, being ever
of other men’s rellglons
while they ate enormously, using
1s, Tros stuffing food into Helma’s
until she laughed and had to yield,
face all smeared with gravy. But
hter brought tears to her eyes, and
kept on eating because Tros in-
shame at being made to eat with
swallowed by a greater grief, and
to pity her in his own bull

way.
brother Sigurdsen has made choice

in his lot with me. These other
n have no choice, but are my men
h. Now you shall choose,” he
“There is Skell, and here am 1.
ortune will you follow? I will give
kell if you wish.
T for Skell was so intense she
spat at him
half-breed!” she sneered. “You
tow me where you will, Tros, for
our right. But I will not die, I will
see you writhe in ruin if you treat
than a king’s daughter! T have
are a prince’s son, so I submit
although I hate you. If I should

- to pounce at the first chance.

o o

plexed about the gir]

able to imagine what to do

ruptly, gruffly, he changed the
“Tell us this plan of yours, S

would she and you make use

What is your friendship worth to h
Skell tried to grin ingratiati

he had eaten Tros’ food he had

violence; the laws of hospitality

it was greater sin to break them

steal or to seduce a neighbor’s wife,

less Tros were willing to incur

the meanest slave in Britain he

to let Ske].l get clear away before

“Caasa.r might love her!” Skell
slyly. “Casar likes them young
bred. Why not send her to Casar
him a while and make your peace wi

“Who is Cemsar?” asked Helma,
reddening.

“He will be emperor of all the w
less I succeed against him better
last two times!” Tros answered.
and I are as fire and water, but a
is which you must judge for you
hate him as you hate me, young
Do you understand that?”

She actually laughed. Her wh
lighted with a new humor that
formed it.

“Ceesar might like you if ymx
him,” she answered, and then looke

“What else?” asked Tros, staring
at Skell.

“Did I not speak of one of
o’ loves?” Skell answered. ¢
crossed from Gaul with me, in a b
lost its mast almost within hail
bireme. Take my advice and be rid
one before that one casts her ho
your heart! Put this one to a wise

“The woman’s name?” asked

“She was named Cartisfindda,
Romans changed it to Cornelia. She
Cesar’s message to Glendwyr the
Glendwyr plots against Caswallos
ou 1
stand now? Ceesar can use you or
You and I and a handful of Nort]
help Glendwyr—man! We can h
selves to the loot of Lunden Town!
beginning I say, send this girl to C
your compliments.”




asked her.
my?” she answered. ‘‘Yes!”

ve enemies enough in Casar’s

Tros. “Did you hear her,
must think of another means of
of me!”
d occurred to him he might make
“Are you afraid to come to

ooked frightened. - For a moment
to fear Tros might take him
will, until he remembered that
were on the mud and he was Tros’
fe from violence.
a stranger to all fear,” he answered.
e could look the part; he would have
a man who did not know him.

BUT the truth was, Skell was so
full of fear that he could be

' trusted to change his plan at any
S moment and never to tell the
ere he had opportunity to weave a
was the dread that makes misers
meanness. He felt himself a toad

e harrow of misfortune, who

ver afford to keep faith because of
handicap with which he started

/
d recognize honesty—none more

hel—but only to try to take

of it; none less than he could cope
tlety t]mt uses truth for bait and
explanations for a trap. But sub-
‘that sort was Tros’ instinctive

” he said, “you are a scoundrel
uld slit your friend’s throat for a

favor. I am not your friend; I
one throat and I need it! I hope
wsar’s friend; yet I would hate to
n like Ceesar brought to his end by
e you! However, that is Casar’s

m and not mine.”

_tried to look offended, but in his
felt flattered, as the smile in his
yed. Tros noticed that and con-
e same vein of frankness:

culty, Skell, is this: That I have
Therefore, you are my guest, and
ow you would never hesitate to
you could do it without danger,
offend the gods by killing you.
I must make terms with you.

“Because I like to have my en
I can see them!”

“And if I will not come?”

“You are afraid to come. You fear
wallon. You know Caswallon knows:
have intrigued with Caesar. Yet you
like to go to Lunden because your hous
there, and there are men who owe
money, whom you would like to press

ment.

“However, it may be that lure
strong enough, so I will add this: Am
man of my word, Skell? Yes? You
sure of that? Then listen: if you ref
come to Lunden I will spend, if T m
much as half of Ceesar’s money that bect
mine when I took this bireme, I will sp
it in cooking your goose for you!

“I will set Caswallon by the ears :
you. And if all else fails me, I will
out and slay you with my own sword,
though it would irk me to defile good
in such a coward’s heart! Do you
me?”

“And if T come to Lunden?”
quired.

He was smiling. He enjoyed to tall
the issues of life and death when the
no presently impending danger. ¢

“Then I will concede Llns. T will not
hand or tongue against you while you
same by me. I will tell Caswallon
a harmless rogue whose bark is far
than his bite, for, as the gods are all
us, Skell, that is my honest jug

ou!

“I will tell Caswallon you have done
a service, for that is true: Unless yo
gone to Gaul in hope of betraying
Ceasar, I could never have anno;
Roman there at Seine-mouth.

“Skell, T almost captured him! So
beg Caswallon to ignore your treacher
if he should refuse, I will protect
my own guest-privilege.”

Skell meditated that a while. H
iron eyes kept shifting from face
avoiding Tros but constantly re
study Helma, who was kneeling
Sigurdsen, aiding his distracted wife t
the stiffening bandages.

“I mistrust your words,” Skell
last. “You are a man who keeps a
but you bind one craftily and I st




o word of the agreement
come to Lunden, subject to my stipu-
tion, or you go your own way and I will
| the earth of you as swiftly as that first
can be done! Now choose—for I hear
and the tide is turning.”

Skell also heard oars, thumping steadily

wn-stream toward the bireme.

“I agree!” he said, snapping his mouth
shut, looking bold and almost carefree; but
Tros’ amber eyes discerned the nervousness

t underlay that mask.

Conops whispered in Tros’ ear. Tros
“stood and glanced over the stern.

“Druids!” he said, and began straighten-

his garments to receive them with proper
gnity. ‘“They will be coming for my
her’s body. Heh! But Caswallon is a
host, friendship or no friendship! See
what state the druids come!”

CHAPTER VI
“A PRETTY DECENT SORT OF GOD!”

E druids sang as they approached the
 bireme. In the bow of a long barge,
ler a bower of yew-branches, there stood
a.naent of days, bald-headed, a white

d flowing to his waist, a golden sickle
‘his girdle, %ns white robe touching sandals

d with golden thongs.
He led the chant; young voices in the
ern caroled joyful, almost bird-like regular
s; fourteen rowers droned a har-

d accompaniment, pulsing to the

m of the gilded oars. Serenely,
ly they hymned the ever-nearness
eternity; there was not one note of grief.
‘The barge was draped in purple cloth and
owers wore sleeveless purple tunics over
white smocks. They who stood singing
the stern were robed, like the ancient in
bow, in white from head to foot; and all

S included, wore wreaths of mistletoe.

the midst of the barge, between the

vers, was a platform draped in white with

de gold border, and over that a purple

py was raised on gilded rods. The

of the barge were white, adorned with
scroll-work.

rowers tossed oars and the barge

to a standstill under the bireme’s

of two men;
if they were trying to.

words. to druid music, th
pagan hearts as only battle,

Sea storms and elemental

ever do.

Skell kept covering his f:
some half-familiar phantom h
haunt his brain. The women, &
sobbed as if the sobbing bro
tortured heart-strin; ut she
beside Tros, brave-eyed,
with emotions that not she
have explained.

. Her shoulder touched Tros’
could feel a thrill that made
. He drew his arm a

orth

Conops, irreverent and practi
rope over the stern, but the
it; they held the barge to the
gllded boat-hooks while two of
drove long poles into the river-]
for an anchor at either end. g
Then they raised a wooden
bronze hooks that caught the b
rail, and up that the old High-
pausing at every step to roll out
hymn and wait for the respo
over the taffrail, singing, mov
hand in centuries-old ritual, as
that were a temple threshold.
touched Tros’ proffered arm as

must have told him where the
a-druid’s body was that he h
bear away with ancient honors.
He strode forward, and dow
ladder to the deck, the other dr
step behind him; and when
ing all his d.\gmty, swung hi
the deck te open the cabin door
the way, a druid motioned him a
let no uninitiated hand have p
untaught eye see the rites they
fulfil, let none but druids hear
pered liturgy. :
Two druids stood outside the
backs to it, lips moving, s




them. Itwas

th Caesar’s scarlet cloak,
d’s garments under a pur-
on a gilded stretcher.
-Druid swayed ahead of the
nting. They ascended the
‘hardly pausing, skilfully pass-
from hand to hand so that
honored was always feet
ontal, paused on the poop
ed refrain, then descended
e barge, with the rear end
hung in slings, and no com-
ovement to disturb the dead

Ing rose to higher melody, as if
a warrior home, when they
‘on the platform in the barge’s
the old High-Druid took his
h the canopy; the rowers cast
anchor-poles; the barge moved
1e stream, and to a new chant,
more wonderful, the oarsmen
inison, until they vanished in a
w of sunset between autumn-
up river.

s broke silence.
otherwise, a soul goes forth,”
jone knoweth whither. They
; and there are they who shall

Greek; only Conops could have

to guess what mischief they
Quietly he plucked Tros’

better give me leave to kill
fox! Coax him forward of the
Slip the knife in back of his
the woman—"
offer to kill the woman; he was
w her value.
her! Whip her now, before
ou easy and does you a damage!
ice, master, or she will cook a
you quicker than she burned

‘went down; and in a haze of

ght Tros drew Helma to the
backing her against it.

d Skell say this time?” he de-

listening, hand on knife-hilt,

between the ships already creaked to
longship’s motion, but the bireme was s
hard and fast.

Helma laughed mirthlessly, but sha
seemed to have recovered something of her
former spirit.

“You are arrogant, and I obey you, Tros,
but I don’t know for how long! Skell says
you are among enemies in Britain. He says
they will not let you keep your prisoners
the longship. He bade me notice how the
druids said no word to you.

Tros laughed. He knew the druids t
no part in personal disputes, not interferi
much in politics. The same law gove:
all their ceremony; nothing was al.lowed
interrupt it.

“Go on,” he said. “What was Skell’s
proposa,l?”

“Skell said, if I go with you I shall be sold
in open market by Caswallon’s order.”

Tros knew that Skell knew better. Evel
should Caswallon claim the prisoners
spite his recent gift of them to Tros,
could not dispose of them like cattle withor
incurring the wrath of the druids and the
scorn of a whole countryside. But it was
likely enough lie for Skell to tell to a pris-
oner, who might not know the British cus-
toms, though she could speak the tonguc

“So what did Skell suggest?”

“He said the Britons will come and loo
these ships. They will kill the men
seize us women. Skell said, if I obey
he will protect me and take me to Gaul.”

Tros whistled softly, nodding to
‘There was no hurry; the longship floated;
could move her whenever he chose. M
while, Skell had broken the guest-law
he had excuse to kill him or to kick him over~
board. Conops read his gesture, took a step.
toward Skell, drawing his knife eight gleam-
ing inches from the sheath,

“Stay!” S

TROS seized him by the

der. It was a dangerous

to deal roughly with a guest

Briton. Skell had eaten
Tros’ dish by invitation, all the crew
seen it. A prisoner’s word that Skell




ulder.
girl laughed mirthlessly again. “I
d hefer die beside my brother than go,
half-breed’s property, to Caesar.”
- “Come here, Skell!”” Tros commanded.
But he spoke too suddenly, too fiercely.
‘There was a splash as Skell sprang overside.
‘Then Tros’ ears caught what Skell probably
had heard first—song and splashing in the
tance, down stream. He thought of the
arrow-engine but refrained and pushed Co-
nops away from it. Conops urged, but
‘Tros knew his own mind.
“Let the rat rin! I have a notion not to
=

“Notion!” Conops muttered. “T've a
ion too! We’ll all be gutted by pirates,

t’s my notion!”
Skell’s boat left the bireme’s side in re-
to his shouts and the Britons who
‘had brought him hauled him out of water.
Suwght away he set them paddling toward
farther bank, where he could lurk in

shadow out of s:ght of the approaching
ts, whose crews sang drunkenly and
ashed enough for a considerable fleet.
ut there was no moon, no stars, only the
ghostly British gloaming-deeply shadowed,
id Tros could not see them yet.
‘Into the longship!” he commanded.

The lnrehngs in the bow demurred. They
v the time was come for looting. Tros
;lmrged them, beat them overside with the
of his long sword. Conops cut the lash-
that held the ships together. There
no talk needed to persuade the North-
to flee from drunken longshoremen;
were overside before Tros could count
teir flitting shadows, and Tros had hardly
to run for Cesar’s cloak before the
ip yielded to the tide and drifted out

into the river.

For a while he let her drift and listened.
could still hardly see the approaching
ts, but it was evident that their occu-
ts had ‘seen the longship’s movement;

had stopped and were holding a con-
on, paddling to keep their craft from
g nearer until they could decide what

~ There was no wind; the longship lay help-
on the tide, useless unless Tros could

to help him repel b

Yet there was no
might be if he should emy
o defenl a chip hat it
dozen hours ago! They, too,
the hirelings to the oars and
freedom!
weapons; they could overwhel

But out of the darkness do
movement. grew again.
advancing on the bireme, k
It was more than Tros could
pirates loot a valuable ship.

“Oars!” he ordered in a lo
oars!”

Conops leaped into the slnp’s“
ing, cuffing, beating with his.
until presently a dozen h
the benches, the remainder h
in the dark.

. “Too few!” Tros muttered.

Unused to those oars and

steerage way against the tide.
count nearly a dozen boats
up to the bireme.

“Helma!” he! commanded,
head to look for her.

The Northmen, except Sig
lay murmuring in delirium,
grinned at him. Helma was b
urging something, speaking No;
undertones.

“Helma!” he said again;
went to his sword, for the Nor
were over-bold.

One of them was arguing
with what sounded like mons

“To your oars!” he ordered,

None obeyed. He seized
Northman hurled him into the

drawing sword and lunging as
“Hold Tros!”
That was Helma’s voice.

sprang to his side then, seized h
in both hands, bearing down o
ing at the prisoners in Norse.
He understood she was
scolding, screaming at her k
and man the oars. He cai




hand raised over his head
the rowers.
had drifted away from the
st and was now nearly beam
He signaled to the port oars
ighten her, then tried three
sides together, to feel what
“speed he could command.
trong, but they could move
than he hoped, and he headed
easy strokes inshore where

7-pads.
count nine boats now nosing
 bireme. Two or three had dis-
_inshore probably. They were

touched the bireme’s shadow
bringing down his left hand:
ho!  Yo-ho! Vo-ho!”
p leaped. Before the Britons
could guess what the shout por-
!ngh prow, notched against the
g down on them, jerking to
as’n oars as Conops beat time
end on the hirelings’ backs.
‘backed away in time; but six
were caught by the longship’s
sidewise between the ships and
the bireme’s hull.
e screams, and a splintering
g of broken timber, oaths, con-
longship where the rowers on
fell between the benches, a
ng cry from Helma and the
ung alone down-river with a
as Tros threw all his weight
steering oar.
in!” he shouted, laughing.
time—with the tide!”
v needed minutes to recover
and breath. There were two
unconscious by their own oar-
[t took time to swing the long-
~up-stream. Tros roared his
screamed interpretation of
plied the rope’s end; but be-
could be headed on her
‘Tros saw the remnant of the

or less slack water, due to

Helma s curiously,
eyﬁ to see his face more cleaﬂy

There were thumps, os,t.hs, commotion

1 the was i

and Tros paid no attention to that minor
detail. He was studying the bireme, mea-~
suring with his eye the height of water up her
side.  She was still heeled just a trifle, bow:
end firmly on the mud.

g BUT there were noises alo;
shadowy, marshy. shorelin
Owls, half a dozen of them,

. into the night and vanished wi
the weird, swift flight -that signified they
were afraid of something. Presently
then ‘a blaze, then a whirl of red fire
as a man waved a torch to get it prop-
erly alight.

Torch after torch was lighted from
first one, until the darkness fifty yards back
from the riverline grew aglow with smnk.y
crimson. The commotion in the ship’s
waist ceased and Conops came aft, leaning
elbows on the low poop-deck.

“All ready, master,” he said calmly; b
he was breathing hard, and he snuffied
cause his nose was bleed.mg

“Find a warp and come up here!” Tros
ordered.

Conops disappeared again. Tros sang

a “Yo- ho" song to time the oarsmen, giv-
mg just sufficient weigh to bring the sh&
abreast. Then, backing port oars with
aid of Helma’s voice, he swung the lo;
ship’s stern until it almost touched the
reme. Conops appeared then, dragging
wet rope, cursing its religion in outrageous
longshore Levantine—which was a
of a dozen languages. Helma pounced
it and helped him haul, her muscles cra.ckmg
h.ke a firebrand.

“Jump and make fast!”

Conops nearly missed, for the longs
stern was swinging. But he had tied
small rope to the heavy warp and tied
to his waist, so he had two hands to clu
the bireme’s stern. He clambered up
like a monkey and hauled the warp



‘Helma, sea-king’s daughter to the mar-
of her young bones, took three turns
nd an oaken bollard in the stern and

held that until the warp began to feel the
train, paying out a foot or two until vibra-
tion ceased, before she made fast to the
vther bollard.

“Both banks—way!”” Tros thundered and

began his “Yo-ho” song, while Helma beat
e and the mud boiled blue around them.
But the bireme stuck fast, though the
Jongship swung and swayed, heeling to one
side or the other as the humming warp took
the strain to port or starboard. Conops
led suddenly. A torch came curving out

“darkness to the bireme’s deck, followed
yells from the longshore Britons as

nops caught that one and tossed it over-
ard. Then another torch, and another.

“Row! Yo-ho! Yo-ho!”

‘The ash oars bent and the rowers sweated
the dark. Helma ran between the
ches, whirling a rope’s end, beating the

ritons’ backs. No need to urge the North-

en; they were working for dear life, where-
the Britons were in favor of the longshore

ates.

~ Tros labored at the helm to keep the long
ip straight and haul the bireme off the
at the same angle that she struck.
ut the warp hummed and nothing hap-
pened, except that torch followed torch so
that Conops could hardly toss them

board

‘Then Conops yelled again and vanished
a bat toward the bireme’s bow. There
shouting, splashing and a red glare
 the darkness at her bow-end—a thump
wood and iron as Conops levered the
eat anchor clear and dropped it over-side

ells as it fell on heads below.
en the glare increased; they were
ng more torches and burning brush-
A dozen arrows flitted through the
rkness near the longship’s poop. Tros
ed, bull-throated, to the rowers for a
effort; but they ceased, drooped,
g on their oars, and the longship
ly swung inshore as the warp held her

n against the tide.

Iros did not dare to let his crew of Britons
near the riverbank; they would

horn split the night. Fi

The red glare faded, giving pl
shadows and din or argument
turned in leaps to the biren
shouted, waving both hands.

“Way! Way! Yo-ho!” Ti

Helma plied the rope’s-end; tl
oarsmen strained, half-mutinor
ship heeled and turned her
stream, until suddenly Tros la
weight and strength on the si
the bireme slid gently back
mud. The tide had lifted her a

They towed her stern-first
until the longshore shouting di¢
tance. Then Tros backed o
reach of the river and lay
Conops could make the warp fast
50 as to bring the bireme’s h

“Who was it saved us?” he

“Tide and a madman, m
came over-river, blew a horn-bl
them, told them then he knew
was in the bireme, offered them
they would cut the.warp and
before they set fire to anything
talking until the tide crept un
Lud of Lunden is a pretty
of god!”

“Aye, Lud of Lunden! Aye,
tered. “Aye. I knew there wa
for preserving Skelll Lud of
will make a little giftlet to that
believe he smiles on effort.
laugh!” =

CHAPTER VII
IN LUNDEN POOL

GRAY, wet dawn was
sky when Tros dropped
pool below the ford by Li
Caswallon’s mouse-hued wooden
splashed with lichen, loomed
ing mist between the autumn-i
Tros sighed for his sun-lit
2




e autumn air, leaned over-
the lush green meadows,

- another sleepily as wooden *

roofs, barns and neat en-
out of the mist a moment
edreamsof fairyland. The
asking to be milked appeared
with excitement. They spoke

pel

high fever had abated. He
> a child and now seemed hardly
id what had happened to him;
talking in low tones, he answer-
fingering the edge of the great
lay across his knees and glanc-
e to Helma, who sat facing
her woman was still keening

nd.
Britons were late sleepers.
being stirred along the water-
er side of the river, although a
a general alarm and a whole
, galloping from house yards
iver and bay indignant chal-
skies. There were several rot-
ng the reeds, all smaller than
and not one even river-worthy.
never be a nation!” Tros re-
here is no hope for them.
two ships into Ostia,
‘the Pirzeus, Smyrna, Alexan-
but a pack of dogs to give the
They will be overwhelmed by
‘They will cease. Ahundred years
will know the name of Britain.”
s nearly as tired out as his oars-
Conops, in no true mood for
Unlike them, he might not
to sleep under the benches.
ore fear on account of his Brit-
who would stick like leeches
paid them. But he did not
 be caught asleep by any of Cas-
, who might remove his prison-
en execute them, especially if
hould be away from home; and

ly.

it strange, otherwise, that
be none to receive him and

would wipe a difficulty
roundly punished for it afterward, no d
since kings must punish criminals

first hot flush of indignation died he

doubt; but he found it difficult, knowing
that kings have harder work than other
men to keep faith, subtler means of breaking
it, and more excuse. There was Casar’s
gold, for instance.

When he had watched shore-bearings for
a while to make sure the anchor held, he
turned to Helma, hoping to take his mind
off one worry by considering another.

“How did you learn Gaulish?” he asked

“Some of us always do,” she answered.
“Don’t we need it when we raid the coastsi
Ilearned it from my nurse, who was a Briton
taken in a raid and carried off to Malm
Britons are good servants, once”they yield.
She worked hard, I loved her.”

“Love? Or was it belly-yearning?”” Tros
asked. “T have heard tell that Northmes
think of nothing else but fighting, feastin
and taking wives.”

“None has had me to wife!” she retorwd,
and there was pride in her blue eyes si
as Tros had never seen.

“Well—well you behaved last night,”
said, looking straight at her. “You are
poor cook, for you burned the stew; but
you shall cook no more for me.
shall be done with you? Speak. Will
return to Malmoe?”

She bit her lip, then stabbed out words
like dagger-blades.

“The men of Helsing drove my brothg
forth. Shall I return and serve them,
ing that with my brother’s ship I b
myself to give to them?”

“You hate me. Why did you sta.nd %
me in the pinch last mght?” Tros ask

“I am a sea-king’s daughter!
side with pirates?” she demanded.

“What were you when you raided ¢
Thames or when you burned a south ¢
village?”-Tros inquired.

“Good Norse stock!” she retorted. *
are vikings!*”

Sho

*Vikings: the word means, literally, *
Dronably e it thm the pmml oF this
a term of contempt it

Other languiages, by being proudly adopted by those
it was comed to offend.




you? What then?”

and reestablish
, you laugh at me.” But there was
hughter in his eyes, and she was watch-
“You might make my brother a
aga.m for you are a bold man and you
handle a ship. But the scalds would
call me a black-haired foreigner’s wife until
the very serving-wenches mocked me.”
“Said I one word about wifing?” Tros
asked, astonished.
But she was astonished, too; backed away
steps from him looking as if he had
ck her with a whip.
~ “I am a prisoner by my brother’s oath of
ttle. I must abide that,” she answered.

“No,” said Tros, watching her.

He knew now she was much more puzzled
 than he had been.

- “You will not degrade me,” she said with

air of confidence.

She implied they had both been talking
in a foreign tongue and so could hardly un-
iﬂstand each other. Biting her lip again,

T will speak with Olaf Sigurdsen,” said
'I‘ros\ and strode to where the Northman
Jeaned against the stern all swathed in

‘Qbandages, nervously thumbing his ax-hilt.
But Sigurdsen knew no Gaulish other
‘than the words for mast and oar, beef, beer
a dozen place-names. Helma had to

d there and interpret.

‘What shall I do with her?” Tros asked,
aymfymg Helma with a sidewise motion of

. “She is yours!” said the Northman, as-
tonished. “You won her!” 5
Helma interpreted, mimicking even the
ice-note. Suddenly, as if she thought
had not understood yet, she pulled off
amber-and-gold shoulder ornaments and
t them toward him.
“Have you a wife?” asked Sigurdsen.
Helma translated. Sigurdsen’s wife stood
beside her husband, staring at Tros as if
were some new kind of creature she had
-heard of. She began whispering, and
en nodded, spoke, with a note of
deur in his voice.
‘What does he say?” Tros demanded.
“He says—you returned him his weapon;
‘accepted his oath as a free man; but

thout
you his conqueror in battle
friend, he swears by Thor |
his ax_blade I am born in noble:
a fit bride; and he gives me ts
wife and to share your destiny

ever entered Tros’ .

as something he wor

He made no oath,
seen too many men grow fat
meshes of a family not to  prom i
would die free of woman’s m
had something of his father’s |
that marriage was earthy of
good enough thing for the rabl
that kept a strong soul from aspis
heights.

Sigurdsen spoke again, not kno
Zeus might be, not understan
plosion. He had never heard o
refusing a king’s daughter. 2

“She is fair. She is young.
gin. Call her wife before the Bri
and men speak ill of her.”

Helma had to translate. She
manlywise, her blue eyes—they
blue, than the northern sk
destiny as something to be mi
proudly borne.

“I think you did not unders
terday,” she said. “Nor I you.
brave man, Tros, and I will bear ;
whom you shall not be ashan

Brave! Tros felt as weak as
landsman! He was ashamed.
refuse, and he would hate
rmght accept, and learn to hate ]
He might give her to some other
evermore regret itle Why had he
oners? Why hadn’t he made a
to Cs.swa,!lon when he had the cl

Slowly—he was striving to h

ing. He let his left hand leave
hilt; he did not know why.
closer, smiling. Both arms s
ward the girl before he knew it.
into them, her head on his b
that very moment Conops




t was Conops’ history,
s of lazy days and tavern-
between long spells of hard-
ce to Tros on land and sea.
titious morals for himself but
ofness for his master from all
was his religion. He had but
use he had dared to rebuke
ing Tros. He rubbed the
tfallen, as if the Tros he
one and some one substituted
d not recognize.
a girl in his arms? He could
it. He came and glared, the
red cap down over his empty
tooth sneering through the
per lip; blood on his nose from
e fingered his long knife. He
quarters of a circle around
looking for an un-witch-pro-
g through which to drive his

‘And your father not buried!”
reproachfully, rather as if
e his senses.
ealous—jealous as a harbor-
of a rival light o’ love. The
if: bubbles on his lean lips.

in no mood to be reproved by a
let out a lick with his fist—
ps on the ear and sent him
ween the oar-benches.
thundered “Will you judge

ﬁd not hear that. He lay hug-
d head, grateful for 1t, glad
that drove the greater anguish
rocking himself, moaning,

ws bunched.
emotions such as Tros had
h turn to anger as the sour
whey—Tros swung his hands
‘and stood breast out, grim chin
at the shore, ignoring Helma.
real irritant. He told himself
rn in him to love a woman. If
t he loved her—had he?—
the emotion of a drunken
sel it was sordid backsliding.
m his own Olympian heights
to the common level of un-

own mother had been, and by
she had wheedled a nndd.le—aged sninz’
the snares of marriage!

Tros knew she had died when he
born, but others had told him she was
royal woman, born of a line of kings wheee
throne was overturned by Rome. Perse:
had forbidden speech of her, and as usual
Tros had obeyed, only listening when other
men dropped information.

Her death, as far as Perseus was con-
cerned, had closed a life’s chapter; thence-
forth he had preached celibacy, not failing
to instill into his son a wholesome—was i
wholesome?—dread of women, or rather of
the love of women and of the loss of spiritual
vision that ensued from it.

“Yet here am I!” said Tros, his hands
clenched tight behind him. “But for
Perseus and a woman, I should not hav
been! I livel By Zeus and the immorf
gods, T laugh!”

But he dxd not laugh. It irked him that
Helma’s eyes were on his back, He
he had struck Conops harder. He
all Lunden would awake and come down
the waterside. He would have welcomed
anything just then, anything to save
the necessity of speech with Helma. i
hated the girl! She and destiny between
them had made a fine fool of him!

Yet as he turned to meet her gazea new
shame reddened his cheeks under the bronze.
He realized he did not hate her. He knew
he would be ashamed to withdraw the

HE HELD out his hand to
with a stubborn gesture, drew he
beside him, made her stand ha
in-hand wlth him there on th
ship’s stern, gesturing to Olaf Sigurdsen |
rouse his Northmen. And when they had
rubbed sleep out of their eyes they s
up, grinning, until it dawned on them
something else was due.
Sigurdsen led the cheering then
his great battle-ax; and the din carried o
water to the houses near the riverbank,
that a dozen Britons came to stare, hi
their ungainly looking trousers.
Presently—being Britons, who




the way out to the Inngshxp
nted the stern, leaving the horse

n where it chose.
ud love you!” he said, grinning, patting
to squeeze water from his clothes.
eyed Helma appraisingly. “Norse girls
Those cursed red sea-robbers
‘more of ours than we ever see of theirs,
igh! - Wife, or ransom?” he asked not
ng for an answer. “Caswallon took
me prisoners, but they say there’s no hope
ransom; some other gang of pirates drove
n forth, so they came to seize holding
ritain. No homes—no friends! Still—

price for her. Lud love me! Is that
irdsen? What have you done to him,
He fought his way out of the woods
out a scratch on him. What’s he doing
hisax? He’s a prisoner, isn’t he? Lud
at them! They're all armed! Who's
ner—you?”’
here is Caswallon?” Tros asked him.
on the hilltop with the druids,
away, loving the wounded, you know;
ts to be popular. But it won’t work.
are too many who say he shouldn’t
fitted out your expedition, stxty or
nty killed and maimed. Lud th
‘As if these bloody Northmen weren’t
ble enough!
d there s @ woman from Gaul—wait
-you see her! You’ll soon forget that one,
She had a letter for you from Ceesar.
llon burned it in a rage, but she says
knows what Ceesar wrote, and she’ll tell
Caswallon didn’t dare to treat her
, because half of us fell hide-and-
in love with her, and there are plenty
Asay he ought to make terms with

e says you and Cmsar understand
other, and we all want to know what
’s terms are. Skell came shortly after
ht, wandered all over town trying
ke people, but we were too tired to

to him. Besides, Skell is a liar. He’s
own house now. I saw the smoke as
by.”
ell?” said Tros.
, Skell, the box you packed off to
"to talk to Casar. Skell the liar,

having saved you in the riv
men or somethi Nobody b
He said you’d sent him ahead
all not to listen to anything
until we’ve heard you.”
“Where is Fflur?” Tros aski
youngster paused for breath.
“With Caswallon, getting in
way, Isuppose, helping to hurt
What are you going to do wil
Burn it? Say—that’s a good
both ships! Make a floating bon
Pool tonight! Tonight’s the fi
the countryside in procession f
to the burying-ground, chariof
They say your father’s corpse’ll
front, ahead of everything except
beard” Why not have a bos
ships when we come back?
show Cesar’s woman. Show her
can stage a circus too!”
He paused for breath again.
“Where is Orwic?”’ Tros inquired.
ing himself and trying
Caswallon left him

many men on your expedition.
says it must have been his fault.
loot—didn’t bring a stick of loot
him from Gaul.

“Everybody says, ‘Caswallon’
is Caswallon’s man,” and the
been popular these ten days past.
why did Orwic wait so long befo
to help us in the woods? Say, d
me cut down three Northmen on
right down by the riverbank th
the mud’s deep and the thicket
to the water?

“They’re trying to make out
I had help. Three men claim th
that with me; but maybe you
across the river. Did you? May]
swear I did it single-handed.
brutes of Northmen as big as
there! Did you hear the first one
I stuck a spear in him?

“The other two went down siler
first one made noise enough fi
Did you hear him? Their v
armor are held for prize-court
others’ll lie me out of them unles
uphold me. Can you?” -




the visitor. s “but I dare not. There
? No matter!” who believe you bring Casar’s mes
linto the river and swam shore-  they want to hear it. There are too
, standing in a boat’s stern, who accuse Caswallon of having sen
p but see him; he stared hard, to make overtures to Casar; too
yellow head go rippling like again, who believe the contrary and
but said nothing. He boarded Caswallon for having sent you to stir C:
saluting Tros with a genial grin  against us. We are all divided.
eless, not more than masked “Some say Caswallon looks to Casar
traint. make him king over all Britain; others
here,” he said, pursing his lips, Casar will conquer Britain first and crucif
at Helma. “So is Cornelia, a  Caswallon afterwards! There are some wh
with Roman paint on her. want to kill you, Tros, and some who
knows you, Tros.” to honor you as Casar’s messenger.”
She lies,” Tros answered “What say the druids?” Tros asked.
3 “That they will bury your father’s
kell!” said Orwic. “But they And that unless we can persuade you
ully! The woman says Ceesar  will be none to answer all these tales.
d you his agent here in Britain. say: If you should go, then all men_
he preserved you from the river- declare Caswallon was afraid of you, :
eturn for which you and he made  would turn against him; but if yor
says you grant him the pro- stay, Britons will be at one another’s
within a day or two!”
He paused a moment, watchmg ’h'os
with me, Orwic. You heard steadily, then suddenly advanced v
Cesar.” dramatic gesture. -
ut I know no Latin, Tros! I . “Tros, I speak you frankly! If we,
called me off when I was hard at  wallon’s friends, should treat you as
eight men in the bireme’s bows. than an honored guest, your life would
t Skell? Did you promise him in danger from our own hot-heads, who
% ready to admire you if Caswallon do
hot under the bandages that to hate you if he doesn’t. They will fo
head. He tore them off. his lead.
d you my friendship!” he said “But if we honor you, then Casw
enemies will hurl that as a charge
I know you did. You beat me in  him. Nerverthﬁless, those same men
and I took your hand, Tros. befriend you, if you let them, and make
I stood by you since? Caswallon of you to attack Caswallon! Wlmt
nd, too. But don’t forget, Tros, say, Tros?”
is king here, and you are a ST What should T say?” Tros ans!
Your life and your goods are in  “What do I care for the feuds of B
eeping, but if you make diffi- against Briton? I come to attend
r us we must think of ourselves father’s funeral.” 5
“Are you Caesar’s man?” asked O

n not welcome, I will go!” Tros

< TROS flew into a rage at
tated, stroking his mustache.
t leaped to the chest of Caesar’s | swered in a voice that

t Fflur, Caswallon’s wife, was sup- Northmen jump and u
e keeping for him. Thoughtfully ,Conops knife in hand from between
Northmen prisoners, and won- benches.
ther he could manage the long- “No! By Zeus and the dome of
t scant crew. There was the no! Do you understand what no
t; he might make that. And Rot you and your muddy Lud of




ou g fools—town
‘town—you are wom t.han my own

5
Do you listen to your druids? No! Do
listen to your chiefs? No! What do you

nto? Your belly-rumblings! You believe
colic is a cosmic urge! You think your
nd is the middle of the universe!

“You accuse your friends and make love
ur enemies! You and your chariots!
at your ships there, rotting! Look at
? Tros struck his breast—“I grieve!

at me! I weep! Why? On your

'unt? The gods forbid it! I hope Cesar

s you underfoot! I grieve that my
ther’s dust must mingle with the dirt of
in! Wois me! Wo that T ever set foot
ritain!”’
eacel” said Orwic, but Tros turned
from him, shaking with fury.
violence had reopened the wound on
cheek and Helma stanched the blood,
g the bandage he had tossed aside.
s whispered to him; he struck Conops,
him headlong again between the
Then, black with anger, he strode
to Orwic, hands behind him.
ell Caswallon, I attend my father’s
. Say this: By Zeus I'll solve his
culties! Can he fight? Is he a man?
! Let him believe either me, or else
| and these other liars! Let him waste
time about it! If he chooses to call me
enemy, he shall fight me before all
den!”

ic forced a smile and tried to pour
of jest on anger.

w would that help? They would say
fought him for the kingdom, Tros!”

swallon’s kingdom? I? That for it!”

spat into the river. “Hah! Barter

freedom for the right to be disobeyed

orused by long-haired horse-copers?

s listen to him! Tell Caswallon I

n’t thank him for what he calls his

! Tell him I doubt his friendship!

m haste and prove it or else fight me!

him!”
Tros, those are unwise words!” said

are mine! This is my sword!”
answered, tapping the gilded hilt of his

sweapon.
you and I swore friendship.”

how the matter

uestion.”

“Zeus! I gave an honest
me friend or enemy! By
nothing to me which way a fish

“Your eyes burn. You are

“Aye! Tired of you Britons
ways! ‘Am I Casar’s man!’
sea and earth! Get off my shi

But Orwic did not move, excep
and hold his hand out.

“Nay, Tros. Irule Lunden in
absence. Welcome to Lunden!
Caswallon’s name.”

He showed a great ring on th
Tros glared at it.

“I know you are not Casar’s

rwic.

At which Tros flew into another

“Pantheon of Heaven! You!
that? You, who saw me wreck a
ships! You, who were with me &
mouth and saw me rape Casar’s
who saw my father’s tortured bo
You know I am not Czsar’s m
I said it?”

Orwic smiled again, his hand
“You will admit, Tros, that
with a certain emphasis. A man

excused if he believes you.”

“Take my message to Caswallo

“I stand in Caswallon’s place.
for him. I have received the mq
prefer to call you friend.”

“Words again?” Tros asked.

He felt disappointed. He h
the burst of anger. In the mo
it would have suited him to urry
to conclusion.

“No more words,” said Orwic.
your hand, Tros. There.”

He stepped close and emb
smearing his own cheek with Tros’

“Welcome to Lunden! Now
a good room ready for you in
house.”

“Young cockerel! Brave young ¢of
Tros muttered, watching him over
turning suddenly to Helma: -

“That is the man you should
ried! Shall I give you to him?
best bred cockerel in Britain.”

She looked puzzled, wondering wi
he imagined that was humor.




our sons.”
ttered, wondering.

gone mad? Come here!” he

came, he kissed her and Conops
at him from beneath an oar-
. was a dawn of mixed emotions
and changing as the Lunden mist.

CHAPTER VIII
CORNELIA OF GAUL

? prisoners—since he had freed
and they were now his hench-
e Caswallon’s guests along with
great house on the hill top. In
s absence Orwic showed them
much courtesy, to the annoyance
and fair-haired British men-at-
onged in thegreat hall or amused
at horse-play in the yard.
ve the Northmen an enormously
on of Tros; and when Orwic
t Caesar’s treasure chest, so that
pay off his hireling seamen, even
began to boast of being Tros’
d Helma put on airs toward the

men, who were friendly enough.

the Northmen to try to ride,
them two on a horse; and into the
ob of onlookers Cornelia came,
| by a crowd of young bloods dressed
hoicest finery, wearing enough gold
and amber among them to have

one of Czsar’s legions for a year.
they were laughing at the North-
s to ride half-broken stallions
a frenzy by men who despised
only fit for fishermen, Cornelia

from a distance.
d done paying his hirelings and was
e rest of the gold, or rather pre-
to count it, watching her between-
droitly as she watched him, each
the other’s eyes. Ga(hering her
nd her at last, she made her way
crowd toward where Tros sat
on Caswallon’s porch.

ed with dignity that she had

rom the Rorans. Her dress and
Roman, aping the patrician

“Has

glistened in a net thﬂ.t held if

her neck; gilded sandals decorats

than concealed her feet. She loo ¢
pensive and calmly impudent. Bu
stock-in-trade was nothing tangible,
though it was all in evidence: An air
knowing more than anybody else knew,
having influence that none could
mine, of laughing at life because she
the keys of fortune.

Those keys, too, were evident, brown
beneath long, dark lashes; carmine, d
not exactly scornful but’ mocking lips
figure that suggested limitless immod
beneath cultured poise; a gown that
precisely where it should cling to excite e
tion when she moved with that app
unstudied ease.

Tros knew her type. Helma did not, a
stood nearer to him, light of northern
blazing under flaxen brows, Norse ji
hardening her young face. #
afraid; Tros felt her trembling when
elbow touched his. But the Gaulish wi
with the Roman name had trained h
in far too many swift intrigues to show
even if she felt it. Rome had made a
dred conquests in the wake of wom
gemus, and before Rome, Nineveh. e‘}n

" in her was all the grace of courts and aJI

spirit of destruction.

“The noble Tros?” she asked, coming
stand in front of him, not trespassing
Caswallon’s porch.

And Tros was not yet minded that
should. He did not rise. He kicke
long sword outward so that its hilt
on his knees and he could lay both h
it, leaning back in the chair to stare i
1y through susplcxous, slumberous eyes.

“My name is Tros.”

“I am Cornelia.”

“Casar’s light o’ love?” he asked,
shaggy black eyebrows just sufficient
barb the insult. “Cesar’s slave?”

Helma, behind him, touched his sh
gratefully.  Conops, seated on Ci
treasure-chest, showed three more
through the slit in his upper-lip, rose
disappeared into the house. i

“Caesar’s messenger!” the Gaulish
answered. 1

There was no iron in her voice;
but challenging laughter. Caesar




ma assisting to arrange it,
( its significance although she
know that Tros had looted it a!ong
Roman’s bireme.
young Britons who had appointed
ves Cornelia’s body-guard began to
per to her. One of them grew bold and
his voice—
your insolence insults us alll”
os sneered; his mood was cynical.
¢ came out of the house to stand be-
~him. Orwic being in authority just
the crowd grew still, until Cornelia
in Latin:

’s cloak, Tros! You foreshadow

He will take that for an omen

n I tell him Tros sat cloaked in im-
scarlet on the porch of Caswallon’s
» z

talk Latin!” some one shouted.

is Caesar’s man!”
were more than a hundred people
t time on the green before Caswallon’s
not counting the stable-hands and
serfs, who were hardly to be reckoned
not daring to offend their betters;
were men who had come too late to
it the Northmen, jealous of the victors’
and very anxious to assert them-

imult began, a few of them denouncing

as an intriguer, some shouting that

's message should be heard. A noisy,

group, nearest to the gate and safety,

nced Caswallon. Orwic swore under

th, using the names of a dozen
ods. Tros whispered to Conops:

d my Northmen gather themselves

the house and enter it from the rear.

e charge of them. Add y lves to

recognized.
you brought me a letter from
told Caswallon burned it. I
are warning the Britons not to.
wallon until they first hear n
They shall hear me now. I am
lon’s guest!”

HE COULD hear a

through the house behind

the Northmen came with

to reenforce Orwic’s men.
was a noise of weapons being lifted fi
racks.

“Casar sent you to me. Are
Orwic?” he whispered. “March.
surround her when I give the word!
fore you are mine. I will see
perverts you from right conds
realm of him who is host to bof
Come!” he commanded, beckoning.

Cornelia appealed to her escort,
Orwic took the cue and rushed
porch with forty men-at-arms beh

twelve of them Northmen very anxiou:

repay bruises done at horse-play.
risky work; the Northmen, fierce e
day ago, were likelier than not to ¢
dignant bloodshed; safety lay in d
work so swiftly that there would be n
for a crowd without a leader to
whether it really was indignant or
amused.

Conops and the Northmen si
Cornelia; Orwic and his Britons who
themselves between the Northmen
British escort, joining spears bel
like a fence-rail, forcing the
escort backward on their heels.
Orwic lished that, Tros-

's men. Be swift.”
en he turned to Orwic.
w or never!” he said, with a careless
of his shoulders. ““Is Caswallon king
den? Gently, boy, gently! Not yet.
this to me. I will show you who
this end of Britain!”
d up, letting his face light with
gathering Casar’s scarlet cloak
him. He addressed Cornelia, but in
that all the crowd could hear, and he
ly, in Gaulish, as if answering her
and taking care that all should un-

throwing up his right arm, shaking
scarlet cloak to distract attention to

“Ho, there! Caswallon’s friends!
is a rat named Skell who b
Caesar’s woman to cheat away your
Where is Skell?”

Caswallon’s friends were fewer.
enemies in that crowd, but the im
stxprize was in their favor. By t
Cornelia had been hustled into the
in the midst of a group of grinni
men, who handled her none too
loyalists had started a diversion,




‘and enemy alike. The
2ven try to stand against the
h the front ones had no
to the wheels. But there
chariots in the rear that could
a crimson swath.
v swiftly!”” said Tros, when Or-
back to the porch trying to look
“Where are those North-
ners Caswallon took in the fight in
2"
of them? There are only three-
, some of them pretty badly
Orwi

c.
re are they? I know mobs! Your
say that it was Northmen who
that woman away. They will kill
-and-twenty! Then, they will
my twelve and Sigurdsen! Then
you!”
‘Who cares if they kill Northmen!”
vered.

>

lon next! Smuggle those pris-
this place. Start a hue-and-cry at
ls; that fox will give them a run
Lunden busy! Send for Caswal-
, and bid him hurry. Bid him
ur with him!”
hesitated, but Tros took him by
ders.
friend or enemy?” he thundered.
That woman will win Britain for
t unless you act swiftly!”
yielded only half convinced and
way to instruct his friends, shut-
great gate and posting guards to
other crowd from forming. Tros
to the house, swaggering as if he
Cornelia was seated near Cas-
eat chair under the balcony at
the hall; her dress was ruffled and
torn, but she was laughing at the
o stared at her, and she mocked
uring at Helma:
You seize me, when you have that
fair-haired prisoner! What use
‘me, when—"
1ave a use for you!” Tros interrupted;
grew still. “You were Casar’s
W you are mine!”
startled, but the scared look
an instant; she had the profes-
er’s self-control. It was Helma

Latin, “Cesar told y

full of guile, and a great ke «
promises. You promised him enmif
wrecked his fleet. You forged C:
name and stole your father from the
three camped legions. :

“That was an inc
Cwsar. You sunk Casar’s boats; yo
his men; you ducked Cesar himself in
tide at Seine-mouth. So you kept
rash pronéise. :

“Yet Cesar’s magnanimity is
than the malice that pursues him.
willing to forgive. He offers you full
nition by the Roman Senate and comm
of fifty ships, if you withdraw your
and promise him allegiance! I am C:
messenger, not your slave.”

Tros answered her in Gaulish—

“When I need fifty of Czesar’s ships,
take them without his leave or Rome’

But that was for the Britons’ ears.
had in mind more than to bandy words.

“Tros——" she began again.

‘‘Silence!” he commanded.

Then he pointed to the door of an in
room between the great hall and
lon’s quarters. Helma bit her lip,
several of the men-at-arms laughed |
But Tros kept on pointing, and he lool
imperious in Casar’s scarlet cloak.

So Cornelia rose out of her chair, b
smirked almost imperceptibly at
and let the way in through the door,
ing over-shoulder in a way that gave
pause. He beckoned Helma. 0

“Bring your brother’s wife and
widow!” he commanded.

So three Norse women followed Tro
the dimly lighted room; and one of
knew Gaulish. There were bench
there for men-at-arms, and one ¢
which Cornelia sat uninvited, arra
graperies to show the shapely outline

gure.

Tros slammed the door and slid the
en bolt in place, with a nod to He
the other women to be seated on the b
es. He seized Cornelia’s chair th
dragged it into the shaft of light
through the one small window. He
sleep, and had not time to waste.

“Turn your face to the light!”
manded. “Keep it so! Now, no e




_never urteous,

enemies. I was told you are a

son. Where you were born are

thought unmanly?”

er this!” He rapped his sword-

a table that he dragged up to the

w-light. “What was written in

s letter that Caswallon took from
and burned?”

smiled and tossed her head. “I gave

the lord Caswallon. He had man-

He was too polite to take it from

t was written in the letter?”
ce the letter was burned, what mat-
was written in it!”
dark eyes dared him.
drew his sword, his great chin com-
ard with a Jerk He let the sword-
fall u.utd it touched her bare throat.
inswer me!”
eyes turned slightly inward as she
_along the sword-blade toward the
lously steady hilt, but she did not
The sword-pomt pricked the skin.
id not even flinch from it.
will not telll And you dare not kill

let the sword-point fall until it
her naked foot between the crossed
of her sandal. A dancing-woman’s
as where her fear might lie closest to

irface!  But she laughed.
ore these women, Tros! What would
s say toyou? Camsar may torture
, and you might—though I think not,
a weakness—but the Britons don’t
'ihlp their children. Would Caswal-
ive you if you should nail my foot

r in his house?”

- TROS owned to the weakness

she divined in him. He could

P8 kill, in cold blood or in anger, but

the’ very thought of torture made

his teeth. The half of his hatred of

‘was due to his contempt for Cesar’s

; he liked the Britons because they
practise cruelty.

ut he could be cruel in another way.

nction that prevented torturing man

n implied no inhibition against

rrorism.  He could hardly bear to

gaffed if the hook would serve, and

m%l'smw
, and
it. }Ie ghnced at’ Helma.

“Bring my man Conops!” he
and he set his sword-point on
tween his feet, to lean on it and

He did not have to wait long.
drew the bolt the door s
Conops lurched into the room,
head with his arm, in fear of
had earned by eavesdropping,
his master’s ways to offer an ex

When the blow did not fall
over his arm, then dropped the
his eye and grinned, knowing d:
over. Tros’ punishments were
else not meted out at all.

“News?” Tros asked him.

“None, master. Only I heard s
are hunting Skell; and a chariot
Caswallon.”

“Caswallon is coming, eh?
wife?”

Tros knew the answer, but he ch
Cornelia should learn the truth
ops’ lips.

“No, mastex—surely you ki
The last woman I—

A frown convinced him he
enough.

Tros turned to Cornelia.

““This man is no beauty, is he!
well bred.  His manners are of
peak quality. He disciplines a
with a knife-hilt. He is single.
enough to marry. He would
better if he had a wife to keep h
longshore escapades. I will gi
Conops to be his wife—his vnle, you
stand me? Conops is a free man,
own a wife.”

He had her! She was out of
indignant, terrified, appealing to
women, ready to scream, in a pa
gling to control herself. Tros’
something he could easily fulfil,
was his by all the written and’
laws.

If she should claim that she ¥
slave, then Tros, as Casar’s el
do as he pleased with her by
ture, she having been sent to use h
on him, not on Caswallon. If
declare herself a free-woman, she mi




1

be returned to him
who had claimed to be free.

d make a gift of her to Con-
tons might be offended, but
be no chance of their interfering.
by gift was binding, all the more
man were a slave or a prisoner of
would not become Conops’ slave
might not sell her; she would be
‘him for life, promoted or reduced
—considering it promotion or re-
she pleased—in theory free, in
ilor’s drudge.
was as much alarmed as she was.
er!” he exploded. “What use is
ship? Why, she can’t even cook!
»

you drunken, blabbing fooll
give you a wife, you'll take her and
1, or I’ll break your head! Think
lucky to——"
who had been Casar’s light o’
d not face life with Conops.
tell, Tros!” she said, and sat down
ir again, shuddering. “You will
me to that one-eyed thing?”
nodded, grunted. He hated to bar-
h her, but on the other hand it
ve gone against the grain to ruin
s by imposing such a wife on him.
at Csar wrote to you, Tros, it was
t the lord Caswallon should read.
s supposed that some one, some druid,
now Latin and translate it to him.
rd burned the letter.”
t did Cemsar write?” Tros thun-
her. “And why in Latin?”
\@vmte, Lord Tros, that he trusted
agreed between you and him at
outh, to stir up the Britons against
Caswallon; in return for which he
as agreed, to confer high com-
n you so soon as sufficient Britons
recognize the advantage of welcom-
Roman legions into Britain. He
by reminding you of your pledge
shall be no opposition to his land-
the coast of Britain when he comes
‘And he charged you, to that end, to
the lord Caswallon’s enemies.
 stroked his beard and pecked with
int at the floor-boards.
he write those lies?” he de-

pudence. :

“Who am I, to know Casar’:

d, and Tros gnized somet
else that she was ready to betray an
for her own advantage. He clutche
ops’ arm and pulled him forward.

“Answer me in full, or——"

“Caesar hoped that any of several
might happen. The lord Caswallon n
kill you, which would be payment for
impertinence at Seine-mouth. Or the
Caswallon might mistrust you and put
to flight, when you might fall into Ces
hands and be crucified.

“Or, learning of the lord Ca
mistrust, you might turn against him in
defense and, joining his enemies, start
bellion against him, setting Briton
Briton, which would make invasion simp!
Or, you might be sensible and, acct
magnanimous forgiveness, take
of Casar’s fleet, making use of your gre
knowledge of the British coast to forw:
an invasion.”

« 5

Tros knew there was something left

said. He jabbed his sword into the

pulled back the hilt and let it go uni
hummed. She understood him. ~She
speak before the humming ceased.
“Tros, I am trained. I sing and d
Some men -are easily tempted.
thought—" ¢
“Continue! What did Cesar think?”
“T am not sure I know what he thos
“Then I will tell you! Cesar tl
might be fool enough to accept his p
from your lips! I might be fool eno
turn against Caswallon, might be
enough to captain Cesar’s fleet a while,
enough to come within his reach an
him, until usefulness was spent and he:
pick another quarrel, crucify me
leisure. You were to beguile me and
tray mé to him at the proper timel!”
“Lord Tros, I could not have done
could not betray a man like -you!
Casar’s slave. Now I am yours. I-
rather be yours. You are not wi
Cesar is! Lord Tros, I will be your f:
slave. I will betray Casar to you!
no degradation! Iam not a common
“Ipity you!” Tros answered. “Pi
make no fool of me nor a successful




But if the i i
lord Caswallon mlght have been sharp
h toundersmndxtwasamckto turn
m against you.”
Tros laughed in spite of weariness and
‘imger sheathing his sword.
o sups with Cesar needs a long
n!
She tried to take advantage of his changed
00d, gazing at him with dark, lustrous eyes
t verged on tears.

“Lord Tros, you said you pity me. Do
pity me! I was free-born. Romans de-
stroyed our city when I was a young child.

was sold and they took me to Rome.

u know what that means? To save my-
self from the worst that can befall a woman
1 strove to become so valuable that for their
‘own sakes they would not throw me on the

ket.
“A dealer had bought me; he had me
ht to dance and sing; he began to make
of me to entertain his customers; and so

T ed intrigue.

- “Once, when Casar was in Rome, I was
sent to coax him to buy man-slaves. I en-
tertained him, and he bought, at above the
‘market rate for such cattle as I offered.
Then, thinking better of it, he returned

man-slaves to the dealer and kept me,
the price of three of them.
“And since then he has used me for his
E:rposﬁ, bringing me to Gaul because I
ew my mother-tongue. Lord Tros, ‘like
master like slave!’ I have had to be wicked,
because Casar is! Lord Tros, I will serve
u as T never served Casarl”
She glanced at Helma, smiled with such
kness and such lustrous eyes that Hel-
a was stirred to sympathy and rose from
bench, though Sigurdsen’s wife whis-
pered and restrained her.
“Sh; is yours, too. Lord Tros, letl ‘'me

Helma shuddered She had not expected
‘that. She shook her head. But Tros was
a quandary and given to strange, master-
impulses when in that mood.
“You have joined your destiny to mine,”
he said to Helma. “You shall do your part.
ke charge of her, keep her until Cas-
on comes.”
Pdma protested in a flutter of mistrust.

But Tros knew Jealousy
He laughed. :

“I have given you
answered.

“Then at least a guard of

“Zeus!” he exploded. Bui
the laughter in his eyes. ““
deaf? And you dumb? If
men, shall they not obey you?’

She dropped her eyes, apol

“So be it. All, save Sig

swered.

But when she looked up it
ops. She knew well enough
manage Sigurdsen.

“Heh? What was that?
you deals with me!” Tros a

He, too, suddenly faced Co

“You! You see that wos
her name is. - She is my bride.
her, save and except only wi
clash with mine!”

Conops blinked. Helma
“Oimoil We were maam
Now we are three and — take

ops murmured.

For which impertinence Tros
the ear and cuffed him, but not
to hurt.

Over Helma there crept a
sense_of possession. Nothing.
could have said or done could
much impression as that spee
come into her own; she was
partner!

Strangers they might be, with
to learn about each other, bu
a rock of confidence in place,
build the future, and her
gratitude.

CHAPTER IX
TROS STRIKES A BAR(

TROS slept until Caswallon
pelt, with a yell to the
gate, reining in foaming sta
fore-feet over the porch and
the pole between them into
Fflur following a moment later.
and Orwic were conferring wher
sleepily and bulked through




as swift of resahmon and
| as a boy beneath that rather
surface. His mustache hid
e the lie to nhe high cheek-
gentler than he seemed, al-
ty man in battle and stronger
.strongest men-at-arms.
pawing dogs away, pretend-
‘took Fflur’s hand, she watch-
she could read thoughts be-
Three children came
Fflur, but she hardly noticed

trick of driving through and

about the Gaulish woman?”
‘when he had waited for
k and Tros said nothing.

esar’s slave,” Tros answered.
entitled to be anybody’s guest.
d you, me, all of us, every
Trinobantes, when he sent a

-among us as an equal!”
‘Caswallon, and tugged his

at Fflur, but she looked away
no counsel.
? Do you know that?”

Il her to you, if you wish! Sheis
@sar sent her to beguile me!
you a bill of sale for her and
Cesar’s name and seal. To
and binding T will wear his
ook with his seal and

p of
of Skell. B;
‘Lunden! She
visit me with more than thirty
bloods fawninig on her! She showed me
Casar’s letter, and she spoke of you.
“In an hour, nay, in less than an hour,

She gave me that letter, and
burned it. It was Latin, and besides, yo
had been my friend. Idenotdmase

“He believed it!” Fflur int
There was almost hatred in her eyes. “He
took that womansword that I, the mother

stuttered against my teeth for lack
words?”

“Yes, words!” Fflur answered.
war}?e mxsc.hlef You lethugo:.n‘]'hn
with——"

“Should I have kept her in my house!
Caswallon almost yelled at her.

“No!” said Fflur.

“Should I have killed her? What would
the druids have said to that? Whatswould
half Britain have said that is forever urging
me to listen to Czesar’s terms! Lud knows,
it’s hard envugh to rule, without new

tching Fflur sidewise, consider-
that her eyes revealed. Sud-
her full gaze and she nod-

‘are my friend, Tros,” Said Fftur
vmce, “you will keep that wo-

‘of answering, Caswallon let
and strode a dozen paces
Magain.

cuses for di ! 1 had to say I wor
take time for - And before I could
think, those Nornhmen came plu
the river-villages.

Tros med to pour oil on the waves

argumen
hﬁ‘r‘The quwﬁon is, what shall be done with
“That which should have first been ¢

with her!” Fflur answered. “Send
back to Caesar with a whipping, in a
turned inside out and a whip in her h

a gift to Cesar! Bid her tell him that
Fﬂu.r s reply to Rome!”




is forever positive,” he gruml]
Tros by the shoulder. “But what
would you do? Half my kingdom favors
to Cewsar. Shall I ride it over
them?”

Tros threw his hands behind him, legs
ipart, as if he stood deciding issues on his

WI. POOp.
s us hear Fflur. What says| Fflur?”
I have been hearing Fflur

Fflur mterrupted She went to Cas-
‘wallon’s side and held his hand, then burst
into speech as if a ten-day dam’were down,

“He is the best king Britain ever had!
Bravest of them alll Generous—too just
to every one except himself! They take
advantage. Kindness is weakness in a
king. He should rule, and he won’t! I
told him when to kill Skell, but he did not
‘even hunt him out of Britain! Now Skell
is back again. They say Caswallon’s friends
are hunting him. Orwic bade them—"

- “I thought of that!” said Tros.

“Yes, but it is your fault Skell is living,
Ttos—yours' You should have killed him
when you had the chance! What kind of
friend do you call yourself, if you can’t
slay Caswallon’s enemies! Now Orwic
says Skell has escaped them. Do you know
‘what that means?”

She paused for breath; mastered a sob-
shaken voice, and forced herself to speak
with t.he slow, measured emphasis of

Ske]l will go—has gone to Black Glend-"

wyr’s place. Glendwyr craves Caswallon’s
oes! Glendwyr leads the cowards who
would live by Caxsar’s leave! Skell will
urge Glendwyr to revolt! He will speak of
that Gaulish woman; he will lie about her;
e will magnify her rank; he will tempt
‘Glendwyr to win Casar’s good will by be-
iending her and overthrowing you!”
‘She almost struck her husband, she was
bent on compelling him to understand

danger.
“Glendwyr will say you let the Northmen

three villages. He will say you sent
against Cesar, to irritate him when
shou]d have sought peace. Father of

et g
bled,

“Pray L

“What have you done
him?” Fflur retorted. “Gl
brewing treason all these
help us against Caesar on
he!

tell you, Glendwyr did it!”
“How do you know that?’

“Lud rot the druids! Theyv
like kitchen-wenches!”

“The same druid told me -
man came to Lunden in Glen
jot,” Fflur went on, tight-lip]
her eyes blazing.

“Why didn’t you tell me

“T d.\d You didn’t listen.

woman should be refused a h
refused to hear me!”

“Mother of my sons, Lud
are full of your rebukes!”
swered, comically sorry for him
will you! Silence! Let us

Orwic looked bored and
as usual when there was reason
serious, stroking his mustache

ooming were nine points of

“They’ve looted Skell’s hor
they’ll burn it. Skell was
and they can’t find him.
others have gone, too. I d
right: They may have foll
Glendwyr’s place. But that
the funeral. Glendwyr lives
to interrupt that.”

“By Lud! He shall not i
Caswallon exclaimed; and Ffly
if it were no use trying to make
recognize danger.

She turned away and left
for the room where Tros had i
ma and all his Northmen with
from Gaul under their closesul

There was presently much
yond the wrinkled leathe:
Caswallon, Tros and Orwic
face considering what next
another. They three stood
Jong time.




so colorless as flax.
funeral first?”” Tros asked.
lon, I would hate to see

my father’s gravel Vet if-

d if this Glendwyr is the

nks he is—there would be
tonight than the druids have
Yet if you die, they must

, because I like to stand with
would rather leave this girl a
dow,?rl&ss. There is kings’

and on Helma’s shoulder.
‘Tros,” she said, “you are my
you have done me greater
befalls a many prisoners. A
cried to my brother Sigurdsen
S

aud Tros, half-bowing to Cas-

s woman,” Helma
Caswallon swore under his
sick of that, subject. But

ears.
ed my hair, swearing she would
speaking presently of Cesar,
most highly praising you by
ntrasting you with Cesar.
a time, she found out that I
oncerning the lord Caswallon;
must choose, I should follow
 to acknowledge him. There-
time she was silent, while
hair. -
‘began to speak again she asked
my people whom the lord Cas-
ade prisoners in the fighting in
e knows they are now in a
the stables within the wall
this house. I think she over-
d to bring them here.
e supposed I could influence
r a while after that she talked
gs—mainly of Gaul and the
’s prisoners.
she had done my hair, she
t making a great show of humil-
a little, and then exclaimed
ter desuny had treated me
who am to be a great sea-
and she but a slave.
while she held my hand,

haj

“So I questioned her,
in her art of rwdmg what is written |
lines on the palm of the hand, although
know such stuff is witchcraft, and a li
invented to entrap fools. Presently, hav-
ing made much talk of voyages, and money,
and—I think she said—five sons, she grew
excited and very earnest, saying there was
a grave disaster impending, that I might
prevent if I were wise enough. And she
said there was wisdom written on my palm,
but too much overlaid with other lines that
signify a ess to submit to whatever
-fate may inflict.

“She ‘was very full of guile. It was little
by little, holding my hand and forever pre-
tending to read it, that she hinted and then
spoke more plainly, and then urged.. She
said it was written in my hand—minel—
that a revolt is coming, and that you, her
protector she called you, would be slain
unless I bade the Northmen seize you and
carry you to safety elsewhere.

#T questiom'ng, she seemed to go into

then of men who will revolt against the lord
Caswallon, intending to slay him and set
another in his place. She said my destiny,
and yours, and hers lay with the new man;
but she did not name him.

“She spoke of tonight’s funeral. S
said she could see me left in this house with
the Northmen and a very small guard of
Britons. She said she could see me leading
away the Northmen through the woods,
guided by her and a Briton, toward men
who made ready to attack the lord Caswal

lon.
“She said she saw the funeral, and you

beside the lord Caswallon. Men seized
you, she said, because she and I insisted,
and they bore you off to safety in the woods.
But the lord Caswallon, and the rest, she
said they slew.

“Then she came out of the trance and
asked me what she had been saying. Sh
said she never can remember afterwards
what passed her lips when those strange
spells possess her. So I told her what she
had said, and she seemed to grow afraid,
;scmng that a god had spoken

er.




. lent chariot and
reach Lunden, would attack the

Caswallon and himself become king.

‘She said, ‘Let us plan so that all the
Northmen in a band together shall seize the
lord Tros and convey him to safety, since
neither you, nor he, nor I, nor the North-
men owe the lord Caswallon anything, but
the lord Glendwyr will be glad to have us
with him.” <

‘Tros and Caswallon met each other’s eyes.
- “How long have you known this North-
‘woman of yours?” Caswallon asked.

“We haveall lived many lives and destiny
%roys with us like pieces on the board,”

s answered. “I know the truth when

war it

He drew Helma closer to him in the hol-
Jow of his left arm.

“Truth when a woman speaks?” Cas-
wallon answered. “Phagh! 1 grow sick

these cross-purposes! This is but a trick

in. Northmen are all liars! This is a

to gather all the Northmen in one

. They would gain my confidence,
then break for liberty. Cesar's woman
has had no time to learn Glendwyr’s plans,
'suppose he has any. And who would trust
Glendwyr against me? Not more men than
I can snap my fingers at.”

He snapped his fingers, . then flexed hls

uscles and threw his shoulders back.

“Give me one good excuse to burn
“Glendwyr’s roost!”” he exclaimed.

But Tros grinned. It was an aggravating
grin, as he intended that it should be.

“I have heard you say, ‘Fflur is always
right” 7 he answered. “Cesar’s woman
has had five days. Casar, himself swifter
than the wind to snatch advantage, doubt-
less picked her for her swiftness. Zeus!
‘Have you and I not seen how swift she is!
And it may be that Cesar knew before-
hand of Glendwyr’s plans.

“Ceesar has spies, and there are Britons

ho trade back and forth with Gaul, as

or instance the Atrebates, who are not your
friends, Caswallon. Why, they tell me that
of the Atrebates live in Gaul.

‘Would it be wonderful if Cesar should
have learned about dissension in your
realm? Rome’s very life is staked on other
folks’ dissensions! So is Cwsar’s! A dead

smells the same whichever way the

go of Helma, almost pushed:
“Cast up the reckoning!”

us strike one woman off aga

trusting neither. But a

How often have you told me

ways right!” I say, take Fflur’s’
and look sharply to Glendwyr!
lml(lfaswallon stood still, mid-l

.“..[t would suit me well to

said.

And he Jooked the part.

“Then fight him now!” Tros
“Glendwyr thinks tonight’s
hold you occupied. Is he mad
spare you while your back is tu
me it.looks simple enough.”

Caswallon came and stood
him, arms folded on his breast.

“Simple?” he said. “How lo
known Britain? Twenty years
kinged it, and I—I don’t know

et!”

“If I should stand in your sh
teach them to know me!” -
“Bah! Tt is as simple as a mj
Pick out the ringleader and
Thus, then Casar’s woman!

Let her learn by listening whet
none watches her, that you
you trust will attend the obseq
leaving this town unguarded.

“I will urge you, in her hea
the town well; you poohpooh
at me, and bid Orwic gather
for the procession. Then he
cape or let Fflur dismiss her
Fflur give her a chariot and

make that plausible! The

to Glendwyr; she will hurry
Lunden is undefended! Go
pone the obsequies. You
catch Glendwyr unready in
hour between preparation and.




But you don’t know Britain,”
ed. “I am a king, but
y their Mysteries are more
‘even as a man’s life is but a
ht of eternity.
ighted the fires. They have
“gods. They have found the
ion of the stars and set their

\ of a generation younger,
ore impatient with eternity.
men has Glendwyr?” Tros

hundred! Nor will he have
‘he can score an advantage. If
work raising a handful to fight
~what hope has he of raising an
might flock to him if he
‘battle, but not otherwise.”

w many have you?” Tros asked.
hundred. I raised three hun-
the Northmen; but some were

urt and some have gone home.
be a thousand in to-night’s pro-
:many women, but nine-tenths

ns are brave enough, but they say,
d king it They leave their
it when the trouble starts.
dwyr would never dare to
druids.”
not watched Glendwyr?
spies?”’ Tros asked.
my men go home to the
a fight is over, whether they
it!  Glendwyr’s men are feast-
stake my kingdom on it.”
kingdoms staked, and lost
' said Tros.
’s indifference puzzled him.
the chief of knowing more
ded, and yet, the almost
d look might be genuine.
as bored and careless as

‘who paid.

“I have a bride, a longship and
of thirteen men. I need more men,”
remarked.

“Lud love me, I can spare nonel” said
Caswallon.

“You have three-and-twenty Northmen
prisoners,” said Tros, “and they once be-
longed to my man Sigurdsen. They are no
good to you for ransom.  They are seamen.
They can build ships. I can use them. If
Glendwyr should attack Lunden while your
back is turned—"

Caswallon smiled, a little grimly, but said

—nothing.

y would naturally help Glen-
dwyr if he tumed them loose. But I have
Sigurdsen, their former chief. And I ha
Helma, whom they love.

your back is turned?”

Caswallon stared hard. “Will you not
attend your father’s obsequies?”’ he asked.

“That I would dearly love to do,” said
Tros, “but you are my friend. I think you
are in danger. 1 would rather strike a hard
blow for a living man than shed tears fol-
lowing a dead one to the grave. Give me
the Northmen!”

“What will you do with them?” Cn.s“L
lon asked.

“I will guard your back tonight.”

“You mean, you will dare to hold Lun-
den Town for me with six-and-thirty men?”
Caswallon asked.

He hid his mouth behind his hand as
he watched Tros’ eyes, and once, for a)bcut =
a second, he glanced at Orwic.

“Aye, % Tros answered. “I am no fair-
weather friend. As for my father, if he
could come from the dead, he would bid
attend to the task of living and leave com-
fortably dead men to the druids!”

“You are mad, Tros!” said Caswallon.
“But I like you, though I did doubt you
while back. You are a fool; Northmen
poor laborers on land. I will give you i
stead as much land as you can stride
length of on your own feet from dawn
sunset. With Casar’s gold you can
mares and cattle. I will give you the g
stallion I bought a month ago from




no bon
the Northmen?”
are yours,” Caswallon answered.
t you are more mad than a hare in the
furrows in spring!”
eless, he nodded at Orwic as if
Tros’ bargain suited him, and Orwic smiled
behmd a hand that stroked his long mus-

CHAPTER X
RASH? WISE? DESPERATE? OR ALL THREE?

‘HERE was a deal of talk still, inter-
rupted by men who came in to ask
about the night’s procession, and by the
servants who set up the long table in the
hall, putting benches in place and silver
ghtes for folk of high degree, wooden ones
or ordinary mortals. Britains never moved,
whether for war or peace, until they ha,d
rged enormously.

“A poor enough wedding ‘feast!” Cas-
wallon said. “I would rather you waited,
Tros, until—"

Tros interrupted him with one of his
- deep-sea laughs that rose from somewhere
near his middle where the sword hung:

- “Until Glendwyr runs me through, and

give Helma to a man who loves horses
and pigs? Nay, Caswallon, you shall marry
me this day! Then if I die, Helma will be
dowered with money and ship, so she may
choose, and not be chosen!”

He swaggered with his deep-sea captain’s
gait toward the long room at the rear where
all his Northmen lay glooming, their eyes
on Casar’s woman, who sat between Si-
gurdsen’s wife and the widow.

~ Sigurdsen rose to his feet as Tros entered;
looked as if recovering from too much
~mead; his eyes were red; his knees shook; a
northern gloom possessed him such as grays
winter’s sea; but he met Tros’ eyes as faith
faith, without emotion.

He would have spoken, but Tros checked
him with one of those gestures of confidence
that convey more than a hundred words.

Sigurdsen sat down again among his men,
back toward a leather-curtained wall.

Tros smiled at Casar’s woman. She

iled back, remaining seated. She did

ot glance at Helma, who had followed Tros

o the room, but she let Tros see that she

Tros out-acted her.
there swept such visible
might feel who found himself
had doubted, to discover thal
wrong; who envied brains mo
his own, who held the upper h
diffidence in using it, because
favors of his victim.

There was vague regret
little laughter at the ebb an
a gift of guile that could ad
expression of a clever gambler,.
will pay the bet.

“If you stay, Fflur will tear )
he said, grinning, stroking his
the blax:k beard straggle throug]

“T am your slave,” she answ

She laid chin on hands, both
knees, to watch his face.

He nodded.

“Careless kings are weak frier
darkly. “Caswallon cares
you. Fflur will not endure yor

go. I will send you to Glend
Tell Glendwyr I would have cor
but I attend my father’s obsequ
he takes Lunden before dawn,
friend him with six-and-thirty’

“Noble Tros,” she answered,
Glendwyr how many men gua
you inform me.”

“None!” said Tros, almost

She stared. He nodded, one
his chest, resting the other elb
chin on hand.

“Tell Glendwyr I arranged
for service rendered, handsome
derstand me?” &

“Noble Tros, I am your sla
be king of Britain and C:
you will trust me!”

“I judge words by perfor
answered. “Come!”

He led her to the stable-yard,
had a chariot for her yoked and

“How far to Glendwyr’s pl
her, as if that were an aftertho

“Four or five hours,” she ans
Glendwyr waits only three ho
or it may be less. I know
charioteer, who brought me,
where the road turns off by a
forest.”




| a side gate, smndmg behind
did not catch sight of him,
ppraising eyes swept every
~yard, and Tros was sure she
of chariots that stood pole-
number of restless horses in the
and how many serfs played
under the eaves.
of hers missed nothing, except
hed when her chariot went
the gate, and that it was
’s nephew and his right-
slammed the gate shut be-

nest!” said Orwic, rather mel-

will no eggs in it!
dwyr; bold when it pays to lie
at smiting time! If he had
the Northmen, yes, he might
following against Caswallon

low then, and he will lie low
swallon has an army at his
the fool will have at us—Lud
He shall lie low then for all

eyes glanced at the sky.
t wind backing to the north!”
but what he meant by that he
any more than he knew what
information in reserve might

wned to where Helma waited

to Sigurdsen. The Northman

Tros with new appraisal in his

tually smiled at last.

fight?” Tros asked. “Is he fit
ture?”

odded and talked back to
singsong growl that sounded
on jasper beaches, but Tros did
all that outburst to be inter-
n Helma turned to speak he
the shoulders and, in short,
old her of the plan in mind.
Sigurdsen, and he, laughing,
bidding one of them help
all the bandages that impeded
B hon o

_ you keep her!

1

Conops drew him back into the room
whispered

“Master! Women are no good! Iknow!
Inever dallied with a woman but she robbed
me! That one you have sent away would
sell her lover to a press-gang for the price of
a drop of scent! This one, this yellow=
haired young one will scold you, day in, da;
out! When she is older she will be like
Fflur, who scolds Caswallon until he daren’t
even drink without her leave, and drinks
because she worries him! Master, don’t
marry her! Don’t! Deon’t! And your
father not yet in his grave!” :

Tros took him by the neck, las
shook him until his teeth clattered like
castanets.

“Stand by!” he said. “Stand by! You
hear me? Stand by for dirty weather,
you smell the wind! If she should scold
me, I will take it out on your hide, little
man, you little one-eyed, split-lipped, red-

haired, freckled, dissolute, ugly, faxth.ful =

friend o’ mine! Belayadvme

“Out oars, you knife-nasty, wharf-run.
ning, loyal old dirty-weather sea-dog! Sto:
that tongue and stand by me as I endure
you, dock-rat, drunkard, shame of the
Levant, impertinent, devoted trusty that
you arel No back- talk, or I'll break your
head! Tl buy a wife for you, and make
Now, are you satisfied?”

, TROS banged his head against
7 the wall by way of clinching argu-
ment and strode at the head
his Northmen to the stable-
they tramping in his wake like hen
who had served him since the day they car-
ried arms, with Conops fussing along behind
them ragging Sigurdsen because he did not
keep step.

But Slgurdsen was too proud to fall into
the rhythm of the tramp, and rather too
long-legged; also, he was not at all disposed
to do what Conops told him, or even to
notice of him, or to admit that he under-
stood.

When t.hey reached the great barn w

uge :
way then toward the yard,
him in the door, gesturing

Northmen were confined, O
wic was waxtmg and unlocked the com
cated wooden contrivance that held




their usual easy—gvmg tolerance
d and former foe alike. They were
in straw, their

hite linen.
who could rise were on their feet the
t Sigurdsen stood bulked against the
; there were only two who lay still, al-
ugh a dozen of them had to struggle from
e straw, being stiff from painful wounds.
But there was none hurt beyond fairly
recovery, or he would have been
” where he lay on the battlefield as
for slavery, half-slavery of service to a
ritish chief, or ransom.
Tros, with Helma next to him, stood one
of the long barn where the failing sun-
pouring through the door shone on
faces. Sigurdsen, his Northmen at
back, stood facing Tros; and there began
rhetoric as Tros had never heard.
or Sigurdsen’s fever had left him and
his brain clear. A beaten chief, hope-
of ransom, Tros had given him far bet-
terms than even over-generous Caswal-
would have dared to give.
‘The Britons would have put him to hard
for a year or two, a dismal execution
thanging him if he should fail to please;
ter, little by little, they might have
rise from serfdom to a holding of his
half-subject to one of the numerous
inor chiefs.
ut Tros had offered him a free man’s
of honor, second-in-command to Tros
, and great adventure on the un-

VI seas.
Sigurdsen waxed eloquent. Thethythm
northern sagas rang among the barn-
as his throat rolled out in Norse a
e to defeated men to rally to a new
Tros of Samothrace, sea-captain with-
ual, loved of Thor and Odin, braveand
Txos who stood before them, Tros

of a hundred kings, to be his bride!
seemed no stopping him now that
broken his long silence. He recited
’s pedigree, commencing in the dim
dawn of time with mythical half-
~and battles between gods and men.
e the roof-beams ring to the names
oes and fair-haired heroines whose
seemed to consist exclusively of

in existence was, apparently, to
pins for heroes to knock down.

And presently he sang of
measured, rhythmic prose grew
song as imagination seized him,
one could hear the harp-strings
the tune. He had no facts to
except the all-important one that
conquered him in single fight and,
ing a descendant from the gods, ha
with him faith forever on an
“a sea-swept poop, a poop of a pi
mistress of the gales, a strong
ship, a ship that Tros, a mxgs@
battle, saw and seized—he, si
s]aymg fifty men!”

He made a pedigree for Tros. He
of his black beard and his amber
were the gift of Odin treasured throt
less centuries by high-born
were born into the world to mate |
spring of a hundred gods. He
that roared in cataracts across
of the world, where Tros had
fleets and smitten them to ruin,
bare bones of the foemen strew the
and the rotting timbers of the
broken on the sand!”

He crowded half a century of
mto Tros’ short life, described his
a “king of kings” who died in battle
fifty thousand men, and ended
prophecy that Tros would found
in which kings and queens sho
vassals, dukes and earls his servir
and “amber the stuff his cups m
platters of gold to eat from.”

A hundred sons and gra.ndsona,
valor, should comb the earth in
manhood to deserve the privilege
ing Tros’ sword when, “ripe in

splendor,” he should go at last “to w
gods and all his ancestors make mel
feasting in Valhalla!”

Tros did not understand a wor
but Helma told him as much as
remember of it afterward, when
done roaring “Hail!” to him and th
oteers and stable-men crowded in
way—first with a notion that




kissed Helma and did ~ The sun went down and
each touching the hilt of his - the oil- ied wu:ks in long bronze

‘and murmuring hoarse words
like an echo of a longship

off the ways. There was a roll
in it, and the names of Thor and

HELMA smiled through tears, a
of grandeur on her face.
ut she was serious when she re-
peal:ed to Tros what Sigurdsen
she. walking hand-in-hand with
d Caswallon’s hall, with the
tramping in the rear supporting
ed between them.
not appear to occur to her that
t be any untruth in Tros’ pedi-
dsen unfolded it, or that there

-dsen and could not possibly have
undredth part of all that Sigurdsen
to him, meant nothing to her. |

s proud of her new lord beyond the
ression, far beyond the common-
ons of such tawdry facts as

d space. She walked beside him
, her young, strong, virgin heart

h such emotion as no years can

Tros,” she said. Her voice thrilled.
vision in her eyes. “My brother
d the veil of thmgs The

ugh his mouth. It is honor and
beyond words that I will bear
e )

Tros went searching in his mind
uch as he had never used to man
in, marveling how lame a thing is
and how a tongue, not given to
silence, can so hesitate between

e and another, falling between
0a stammermg confusion. So that

er I be this or that, and a strong
‘weak one, I will do that which is in
ou be not sorry if my best may
gﬁd,” he said at last.
took comfort from the speech, al-
ked him to be picking and choos-
find no -proper words. And he
nk of his father at all, although he

the wall when they all came to

table and the noisy men-at-arms filed
Caswallon’s relatives by blood or m
most of them—heaping their arms in
racks in the vestibule and quarreling a
themselves for right of place at table.

Some of them had wives who sat each |
side her husband, because Fflur was

beside Caswallon’s great
throne-chair that had been pulled f
from under the balcony. Unmarried v
mien served the food, receiving it from se
at the kitchen door.

Tros sat next to Fflur, with Helma on
right; beyond her, Sigurdsen, his wife a
all the Northmen faced curiously a
Britons, who seemed to think it a goodj
to be eating and drinking on equal tes
with men whom they had beaten in b
recently. Conops stood behind Tros,
lecting the best dishes as they came
snatching them to set before his master.

First came the mead in beakers that.
women carried in both hands. C:
struck the table with his fist for's
then, beaker in hand, stood up and made-
shortest wedding-speech that Tros
surely Britain—had ever heard:

“Men of Lunden, we go presen

tly
_where the druids speed brave comrad

through the darkness men call death, i
life that lies beyond. And none kn
what the morrow shall bring forth; so th
are acts that should be done now, lest
first fall on us, like rain that shuts
horizon. Hear ye alll This is my brof
Tros. To him I give this woman Helma
be wife, and all these Northmen, who v
mine by victory, to be his faithful m
arms and servants. Tros!”

He raised his beaker and drank de
up-ending it in proof there were no d
And when that swift ceremony was compl
they all drank, except Tros and Helma,
cheered until the great hall crashed
sound. Fflur, rising, gave a golden .
into Tros’ hands, from which he and
drank in turn, Tros finishing the mead
one huge draught that left him
when he set the flagon bottom-up.
he spoke, and was briefer than Caswal

“Lord Caswallon, you have n




they have followed one who

de his friends in need and kept
atsoever came of it!”

Tros took the broad gold band that

replaced on his forehead, and by

trength broke ltd sxgmfymg that a
ed.

began the next by binding the broad

-ound his bride’s right arm, she staring

symbols carved on it and wondering

1t gods they charged with her protection.

Jut there were some who murmured it

tcheraft; and a married woman cried

that the breaking of the golden circle
omen of ill-luck.

after Tros had hard work to prevent

Jorthmen from drinking themselves

s, since the mead flowed without limit

as host Caswallon was too proud to

them.

Tros imposed restraint by promising

ow-woman to the soberest, whereat

in a panic, began drinking behind

d when the hurried feast was nearly
~end there came a bare-back galloper,
tered, sweating, who burst into
and ran to Caswallon’s chair,
ing his head and shoulders between
chief and Fflur. He whispered, but
heard him:
ord! Make ready to hold Lunden!
and two hundred men are
g! They are at the king’s stone*
Thames! They mean to make
chief while you stand on a hill-
communing with dead men’s souls!
Lunden is empty! Not a light! No
t Lud—gate' They have all gone to
circle!”

‘Why not?” Caswallon answered.

he glanced at Tros.
d! Stay and fight Glendwyr! He

n your house!”

he!” Caswallon laughed. “Lud rot

would like too well to live in it!
undred men, you say? Did you
them?”

I rode! But I heard two hun-
n laughed again.

the market-

there is no

- ‘The old stone in
said to be of Saxon
S ea T raan

my p :
“Na.y not yet the whole of

wer
And he looked a third time

“Take a fresh horse. Ride
Glendwyr. Bid him meet me af
side where the druids wait. Say—
when the souls of the dead have
their appointed path and all the
will fight him, he and I alone.
dawn before the fires die. Say I
him for my house and Lunden w
rises over the druids’ hill.”

“He will not believe me.”

“Show him this,” Caswallon
and he pulled a great gold brace
wrist.

But Fflur shook her head and
words failed her. -

‘The man would have gone at o
his errand, but Tros, who had been
ing to Fflur, leaned behind her and
the fellow’s arm.

“Let him wait. Let him see us
he whispered, wrenching at the
so that he swore aloud and s
hearing what was said. “Let him
me and my men march out with the

Caswallon nodded.

“Wait,” he ordered. “Ride w ’

you”
SO THE man went and
the fireside, drinking m
rubbing a wrist that T
come near breaking.

“Caswallon, will you hear me
asked.

“Nay, for you are always
laughed, “and I know what you 1
Fflur: That the druids rule Britain,
true enough. But you will tell me
ride it rough over the druids, wh
not, right though it may be
druid’s neck may break like 1
man’s, and I could butcher a herd
maybe, like winter’s beef, but can I
Britons I am right to do it?

“How long would they be about
new king to rule in place of me?
would choose that king, and
than ever! The druids summo




u go,
en Town, because a kmg s
legs, of which the first is a
he second is ceremony; and the
ry;and the fourth is common
the druids did not summon Tros,

ed hard at Tros again.
left that courtesy to me to under-
maybe I forgot to mention it!”
t wait for Fflur to answer. He
g toward the door, through
sound of stamping stallions came
crunch of bronze wheels on the

ve. :
Tros,” he said, “I would not leave
unless I knew this Glendwyr busi-
little matter. And I know, too,
need a hook on which to hang
, as it were, if you are to winter
 Britain. I need a good excuse to
you house and countenance in spite of
y and tales against you.
lendwyr is no great danger but he
your end. If he has fifty men,

ore than I think; and the half of -

run when the first one yells as a
t pricks him at Lud’s Gatel
counts on Lunden turning against
can steal my house. Take care
t he never entersit! For my part, T
ie men of Lunden know you saved
vn for them tonight when their
turned!”
swered him never a word
a rash fool, or so wise that he can
t rash fools, or a desperate king with
ds on his neck, or all three things at
wondered.
swallon marched out looking like
ho understood all the rules of the
‘kinging it.”

CHAPTER XI
THE BATTLE AT LUD’S GATE

gathered his Northmen, the
ded and all, for they could eat
and walk, ‘whatever else might
and, with Helma at his side,
the rear of the procession be-
chariots that swayed in the crim-
orches held by men on foot.

th the irregular
where the folk of Lunden and the
villages formed one continuous

“Zeus! Those druids have the B
by neck and nose!” Tros muttered. “V
my father have asked burial at the
a man’s throne? Not he! He would
ordered them to throw his body on a
heap, and defend themselves! If he
too busy in another world, he will fo;
me for not attending his funeral!”

The long procession filed through
circle of solemn yew-trees, where the
was on which a daily sunrise sacrifice
laid; and there Tros halted, gathering
men around him, bidding Helma exp!
plan to Sigurdsen:

“Now we march back. One has
to warn Caswallon’s enemies that his
is empty and the town unguarded. H
us all march away, and though that n
&/ ’s friend, the i
out of him like the smell of strong
through a bottle-neck. There is non
Lunden, save the fire-guard, a few old
men and, it may be, a handful of
fishermen down by the riverside.”

“Who is the fire-guard?” Sigurdsen a
for he knew next to nothing of Britons,
cept that they were not fit to be recks
with at sea, although great fighters on
back, and on foot in their forests.

“They,” said Tros, “are about a
old men, who sleep by day and are sup
to patrol by night. - This night, insf
snoring in the watch-house, they shall
a purpose. Conops! Go find the
guard. Wake them. Keep them a
See that each cripple of them arms h
with two good torches. Hide them
Caswallon’s wall, with a small fire
at which to light the torches swiftly
I blow three blasts somewhere n
town-gate.

“When I do that, make all the noi
sible and run downhill toward the
if at least fifty of you were coming
aid. If the running kills them they w
in a good cause, so spare none!
now! Go about your business! Hurs

“How much of a fight is this to
asked Slgurdsen. “A third of us

with wounds.”




can do, and neither
1d ask more or expect less!”

w that nothing could be gained by
Sigurdsen how great the danger was.
rthmen had too recently been beaten
ill at any thought of a folorn hope.
-must make them think their task was

5o he led off, whistling to himself.
d first he returned to Caswallon’s
e to rifle the great racks of arms that
| 2 storeroom near the hall. There was
» guard, no lock. He laughed as he served
‘bows and arrows, laughed again, as he
of that gold he had won from

T

was supposed to be guarding it.
‘probably under her bed! He won-
where Caswallon’s own treasure lay,
galﬂen money coined in the mint at

esty, unless all other men are hune]st
better than Achilles’ heel!” he re-
“Britons are madman. Caswallon
ddest of them all!”
‘marched his men out through Cas-

‘the neat, fenced houses, leaving
s wife and the widow-woman
to attach themselves to Conops’
de. But Helma he kept with
since he had no other means of in-
‘*his men.
‘marched into a creeping gray mist
g from the river, that made trees
houses loom like ghost-things from an-
world.
t that once or twice a tied hound
it them and cows lowed in the barns
went by, there was no sign of life
they reached Lud’s Gate with the
bridge beyond it.
was a guardhouse built of mud and
cither side the gate, but no lights
one man fast asleep on a bench
guardhouse door. When
ened him he said he was there to
belated strangers, and he pulled
of roasted wheat, supposing that
“his men wished food and lodging

ays known as St. Albans.

1t lay

Tros decided not to ck
It was ajar when he arrived,
man was too thoughtful of his 2
to struggle with it if a stranger
admittance. Tros flung it wide, a
the bronze lamps in both gua
dows, so that any one coming we¢
there was no obstruction and
to ride full-pelt across the bridge.

The wall reached either way
rity. It was a thing of mud and
useless against battery, but too
enemy to waste time climbing if h
see a gap that he might %allop
Beyond, were occasional clumj
that loomed through the d.nitmg
low gurgle from the swamps at th
edge, and silence.

“Now,” said Tros to Helma, “y
be a widow on your bridal night,
shall wife it with a man who stands.
one king’s favor! It seems to me
are all fools, not alone Caswallon.
think this man who comes to
wallon’s throne is no whit wiser the
rest. If I am wrong, then you are
as married to a dead man! But
see.”

He took Helma and the old g
man across the bridge with him,
clump of trees and unds
fool might look for an ambush th
after ten minutes’ stumbling over
ridge and muddy hollow, chose
stretch of open country where the
crossed what apparently was level

“But he noticed it was not actual
mist and darkness were deceptive,
feet away to one side the smooth,
turf was half a man’s height higher-
road, and from that point it fell a
into a mist-filled hollow. He
hidden a hundred men there.

He glanced at the town gate,

viting. - Lamplight shone across the
ing, blurred by fog, and he whi
tentedly as he realized what a glare
torches would make, seen from th
point through the lighter mist uj
there was something lacking yet.

“If they come they will come m
They will charge the open gate.
get by before we can check them?"




T that
king place.

“he said, pointing to it, “take
of ague and hide yonder in
will give you the three worst-
en as well, and there is flint and
the guardhouse. Mark this place
mind. When the enemy comes
me—for I will hide here along
dsen . and all the others—you
flint on steel and make a good noise
es. If that does not check them,

rch or two.”
d liefer die beside you,” Helma

will do my bidding!”” Tros retorted,
said no word to that.

SO TROS went for his Northmen,
putting the three most badly
wounded, along with the old gate-
house-] keeper in Helma’s charge;
he hid carefully in the clump
showing them precisely between
ranches to make their sparks and
thrash the undergrowth; but as te
er time to do that, he trusted

or widow!” he said, throwing an

nd her, laughing gruffly, for he had

d yet to travel before he would

gentler side of him. “Do your

nd I will do mine. So the gods will

irs; for they like to see men and
. prove themselves!”

that he left her to her own devices

em all on the shoulder of the slope
e road, where even if mounted men
spy them from the higher level of
chariot, their heads would look like
nps in the mist. He was careful to
them at unequal intervals, not in a
line.
the Northmen were nervous. They
too much and had been told too
had they any interest in fighting,
that they would rather, for their own
ease Tros than offend him. It was
keep them quiet, although Sigurd-
lown the line whispering hoarsely,
even striking them. They com-
their wounds and the chill night

Glendwyr must come if he should ¢
all; but those stallions were somew
hind him, whereas the road spread in-
to left and right until it turned away th
distant trees and followed the riverb

His next trouble was that the North
even Sigurdsen, grew sleepy; some of tl
snored and he had to throw stones at
All of them were half- asleep when he c:
the sound of horsemen in the distance; z
it was the sound of so many horses that
feared for one long minute his chil
different men would welcome panic
take to their heels.

But Sigurdsen sensed the panic,
stood up, swearing he would die b
Tros. Tros had to force him down
before the a ce-guard of what
to be at least a hundred horsemen
looming through the mist.
rear again, three horses nei
sounded strangely as if
were half-finished, smothered.
the advancing horses answered it,
there was no reply.

“Zeus, we are in for it!” Tros mutte;
himself. ““A hundred coming—more!
other lot behind us waiting to join:
No quarter! Horsemen front and
Well, there’s a laugh in everything.
Northmen have nowhere to run!
What a mad fool must Caswallon
leave me and this handful to def
Lunden!”

He took a long chance, crept alo
line to see that bow-strings were all
shaking each man as he passed, gro
orders that accomplished more becas
Northmen could not understand a
said. If they had understood him
might have tried to argue.

The leading horsemen ridin§ s
peering to left and right, drew nearly
of the ambush. One of them t
shouted. At least a hundred in the
along the road began cantering to cate

Helma heard that. Her sparks
and there began a crashing in the
brush, just as the advance-guard beg:

spur their horses to a gallop. Th
heard, drew rein again, began sh




ts in

“mélée of ghos
ere away behind Tros stallions
again.

, imprecations, argument!
to th’:tl:Js Tros loosed his Norgth“gen’s
fire! He could hear the clatter of
wheels and the thunder of hoofs be-
‘him now. He knew he was between
iemas, ‘one careering from behind him
e junction with the other. He blew
bugle—blasts that split the night, and
for Conops’ torches, heard an an-
bugle-blast, and saw them come

g through Caswallon’s gate, a splurge
crimson, whirling and spreading

" Shoot!  Shoot into the mass!”
seized a bow and arrows from a man

fallen horses kicked and men cursed,
e yet whence the arrows came and
men yelling contrary advice, as some

5 ané some saw the torches com-

‘men were on their knees to take
e of the shoulder of the rise; from
ront they were hardly visible. But
saw the havoc they had \wrought
, heard the thunder of hoofs and
approaching from behind, sensed
‘and rose to his full height, roaring.
more bow for him! He dropped the
‘and stood in full view, whirling his
bellowing his men to charge and die

n there at handgrips with the Britons!
Northmen rallied to him in a cluster
ridge. No more bows and arrows
had to die; they drew swords and

‘since he had lost control of them,

nd by Sigurdsen and sent one final

“death-whining into the mob before

to face his party both ways. The

‘were almost on them from behind,

“hoofs and wheels, no shouting, din
d by the turf.

score men in the road had rallied

, saw Northmen’s heads against

, spurred their panicky horses

ed to charge uphill. But even

‘wheeled, a squadron of chariots

came thundering through the

‘into
e mist! conf

n, where they could
tinguished friend from foe,
Glendwyr’s men were in hea
hard followed. It wasoverins

Tros beat his Northmen back
flat of his swordblade, until
breathless and, g to
screamed at them all to let the B:
among themselves. But nob
understood what had happened ur
wallon loomed out of the mist,
rein, resting one foot on the w
above the chariot’s wicker-work.

“Brother Tros,” he said, “did
I would leave you in the dark to
back? By Lud, no! Kinging
trusting enemies to do their
watching friends lest they suffer by
friends! I told you this would be
matter; but it was no small thi
to proveyou aremy friend and n6t

“You came between block and
sald Tros, his foot on the hub of the

“Not I! Didn’t you hear my
squeal before we silenced them?
seen Glendwyr?” -

. THE chariot-horses
shied, and Tros had to ju
of the wheel before he c
swer, for Conops came
torch in hand, and all the king’:
all the king’s men meant nothing
until he knew Tros was safe.

But when he had thrust the to
to Tros’ face and made sure there
wounds, he thought of loot and va
the direction where the loot might be.
was a glare of torchlight in the to
where his breathless veterans sto
tating, doubtful, ready to welcome
ever side was victor.

‘Then a shout out of the darkness,
voice—

“We have the young Glendwyr!”

men were holding one. He st

he ceased to struggle when they
him from the chariot and stood

to Tros beside Caswallon’s wh
minute the whole party was surro
dismounted horsemen, whose held




the horses, “that he spoke to the
nly, and when he did speak
a hammer-on-anvil note.

ungster’s voice was insolent,
h anger. He was possibly eight-
(it was not easy to see his face
the mist came drifting like smoke
int wind and the torchlight cast
shadows, distorting everything.
black hair that fell on to stalwart
s, and he stood straight, with his
h, although two men held his arms
im and were at no pains to do it

did he die? When?” Caswallon

ungster answered scornfully, as if

n, not he, were the accused:
smud! You are the one who should
hat! You, who sent Casar’s woman
You who sent a lying messenger to
him after her dagger had done its

d knows I would have fought him!”

on answered pleasantly enough.
You! You lie! You sent word to him
you at the Druid’s Hill, and a wo-
‘make sure he should never reach

father, like son!” Caswallon an-
1If your father is dead, why didn’t
to fight me in his place, instead

ing through the dark to loot my

Town? I have caught you in your

shoes! But how did he die?”

y, she stabbed him!”

tllon made a hissing sound between

is she now?” he demanded; and

dissatisfaction in his voice.
’” he sneered back, “she has earned
place! But you will have to win her
Skell! Lud’s mud!. If there is any
in you, fight me before Skell

ith a dagger for your back!”

I would have fought your father
you in his place,” Caswallon an-
am vexed not to have slain him.

came to burn your ho
mercy!”

He spat, and a Briton close b
would have struck him in the face,
Caswallon prevented that:

“Let him be. He has fire in his
Boy, I will not kill you, nor shall an
man kill you while you are at my ch
Will you lie in fetters until some fo
ship puts in needing rowers? Or shall I g
you to my friend Tros?”

The youngster nearly wrenched lna,
guards off their feet as he turned to
at Tros, whose amber eyes met his
laughed at him.

“Be still, boy!” Tros advised him.
I say no tothls you will die of scui
some Phenician’s deck, or else be sold to
chained to an Egyptum oar.”

The youngster bit a word in two
swallowed half of it. He did not like
laughed at, but it had only just b
dawn on him that he was lawfully
wallon’s property, a prisoner caugh
act of rebellion, henceforth with no
rights than if he had been born a sla
even the right to be hanged or burned

“How many prisoners are taken?”
wallon asked in a loud voice, and there
some calling to and fro through the
before Orwic answered—

“Nine-and-thirty; also a dozen or
teen who are hurt so they will not live.

“Brother Tros, how many will you n
to build and man this ship your hea.rt
sires?” Caswallon asked.

“Ten score, at the least,” Tros ans:

Caswallon ]aughed 3

“Well, you have your Northmen,
now mne-and -thirty Britons, forty of
counting young Glendwyr. Maybe
men will catch a few more rebels for
However, a man needs enemies, so
shall let some go! Boy, you belong
brother Tros, but a.].\ your father’s lands
property are mine.”

Young Glendwyr hung his head
men who held him would have
wrist if Tros had permitted; but
two Northmen in charge of him,
stung the youngster less than if he
tied, and mocked, by his own coun
Caswallon sent the other prison




X O
at Lunden!”
den is a good town, but it would irk
to have to govern it!” Tros answered.

Caswallon layghed, turning his head to
ten to sounds approaching through the

‘mist, wheels, hoofs and a voice.
- “Pledge me your promise,” he said sud-

ly.
Tros hated promises; like all men who
habitually keep them, he regarded a blind
‘promise as stark madness. Yet there was
- madness in the mist that night, and all rules
ent by the board. He heard a gasp from
Conops, somewhere in the mist behind, as
‘he raised his right hand and swore to do
tever service Caswallon might demand

He could see Caswallon whispering to
Orwic, and Orwic passing word along, but

- it was Conops who gave him the first inklin;
‘that he might be called on that night for

rmance, Conops, and then Helma,
his hand and pressing close against
Conops said

“Master, he will ma.ke a fool of youl Take

that promise before he—""
elma said:

“Lord Tros, I am your wife, i is it not so?

is my night. Will you—"

SOUNDS in the mist interrupted,
sounds that included one familiar
voice: A chariot emerged into
the torch-glare, horses snorting
clouds of vapor as they slid to a thundering
hlt, all feet together; and the first face
‘Tros recognized was Fflur’s, the torchlight
her eyes. She looked like an avenging
ddess. It was she who drove, who reined
horses in, her hair all fury on her
oulders.
“T have them both!”’ she remarked.
Her voice was flat—determined. There
ere issues in the mist that night!
A chariot behind hers plunged to a stand-
and Tros saw Ceasar’s woman’s face,
vhite in the mist, with Skell’s beside hers;
d Skell looked like a ghost from beyond
borderland of death, with such fear in
eyes as a beast” shows in the shambles.
arms were tied so taut behind him that
breast seemed ready to burst and the

£k
them. Iam good at

But Fflur appeared to
watched like an avenging fu
dragged Skell and the Gaulish
the chariot and stood them in
wallon, where he considered b
a minute without speaking.

Then suddenly he raised
though he spoke to all present
enough that his words were

“Shall a king protect men’s
shall he squander it?”

All knew the answer to
spoke, not even Fflur, althor
her lip. -
| “Shall a king offend the dru
he abide their teachings?”
speaking loud and high again.

They knew the answer to
None spoke except the
She cried aloud:

“Not the druids! Kill mel”

Then she began screaming,
clapped a cloth over her mo
when she grew calm.

“As for this woman,” Cas
“she was Cesar’s slave, and she
to Tros—my brother Tros.”

The woman flung herself sol
mud at Tros’ feet, clinging to his
to him:

“Lord Tros, mercy! T knew yo

the lord Caswallon! I stabb
Glendwyr lest he should slay
your slave! My knife is yours
yours!”

“Be still!” Tros ordered g

He knew predicament was co;
all his wits to meet it. Emotio;
showed, angered him, and in a
not much wisdom.

“As for Skell, what say
asked Caswallon, raising his -
than before. ¥

There was a murmur at thal
was speechless; fear held him
whites of his eyes glistening.
spoke again, his head a little
Fflur:

“The druids say, a good deed
to repay—evil deeds are for
punish. What say you?”

5




e sai
mine. Hehelpedwhen
He helped rebuild it.

ered him at last, thin-lipped,
ward :
ever listen to me!
n!”
answered, laughing, “you are
‘What shall I do with himp” -
you will! You are the king!”
angrily. =
laughed again.
I should not forget I am the

It must

et other men forget it!” Fflur

Il remember!” Caswallon turned
and looked straight at Tros.
Tros, you have told me you will
for which you will need a great
now you have made me a prom-
whatever I choose to ask. Was
faith?”
1y spoken word,” said Tros; but
guardedly—he did not care to
‘executioner, even of such a treach-
as he knew Skell was.
e Skell! He is your slave! Use
on an oar-bench and sweat
out of him! Work manhood in,
it come from outside, since what
e seems to have lost!”
hed, high-pitched and cynical.
at Tros as a tied steer eyes the

* he said, wetting his lips with
“I'was born free. Oar-bench?”
Tros answered. “Loose him, lest
ow weak! I will keep that

id, grinning at Caswallon.

he has freedom in him, he shall

loosed Skell, and the Northmen

of him with low-breathed in-

g him as neither Norse nor

t a traitor to both races, speakmg

es. Tros, arms behind him,

the Gauhsh woman, who was
the mud.

he wondered. “Mine? By

should a seaman do with you?”

“You shall go to Ceesar!”’ Tros said fi
“You shall take my message to him.
“You shall say: ‘Whatever Tros

Ceesar’s leave or favor!”

“Bid him send me no more slave-wom
but guard himself against a blow
comes! And lest you lie about that message,
woman, I will chisel it on bronze and rir
that to a chain around your neck!”

“Sol Then this business is over,” said

We must make haste.”

He signed to the Northmen to take
prisoners away, and offered Tros and Helma
places in the chariot beside him, the
shouted to the team and drove like a m
man through the mist.

He said not another word until the hors
leaped a stream and the bronze
struck deep into the far bank; then, wh
they breasted a mist-wreathed hill be
dripping branches and he had %lln.n
over-shoulder to make sure Fflur follow
and Orwic, and a score of mounted
behind their chariots, he tossed speech:
Tros in fragments:

“Too many druids, not enough king!
druids keep me waiting, men say ‘Hah! even
Caswallon must cool his heels!” But
keep them waiting, they say ‘Caswallon
irreligious!’- Nevertheless, unlws I king.
carefully there will be neither king
druids!

“And the druids know that. They m
wait for me. And I think that dawn is
better time for funerals than midnight,
cause at dawn men hope, whereas at nigl
they are afraid.

“So, Brother Tros, you shall attend
father’s funeral after all, and all my peop!
shall believe you are my friend. I will b
the druids thank you that Lunden wa
plundered while they prayed! On
horses. Ho, there! Hi! Hi-yi! Whi
the hardest, brother Tros, to king it or
captain a shx at sea?”

But Tros d.ld not know the answer to
question; he only knew which of the
tasks he himself preferred.
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Author of “In the Maw of the Ice,” “Jeff the Guesser,” etc.

N THE fall, havoc reigns on the
tidal rivers and lagoons of the
Arctic coast.

Winter on the northern tun-
dra, facing the sea, is a simple affair. Calm

beheld the miracle of an off-
piling the sea on the beaches
the waters of the lagoon and ri
bordering flats were flooded, the
tories ha].f«submerged and_ thw

and great cold alternate with
deadly blizzards; but the water that was in
ea and rivers, is ‘asfixed as the land. Spring
unlocks the ice and moves it grandly forth,
out of the ken of men. Summer dapples
with light and shade the dun hills and
coastal plains.

But October rouses this coast to ram-
Fa.ucy—-as Jim Knight and Joe Woods
learned to their sorrow when, weeks before

their planning, they bucked scum ice all the
way across Kotzebue Sound, broke the crust
nearly to the head of Buckland lagoon, arid,

t, half frozen and cursing volubly, made
shore and camp on a dismal, rocky point,
getting their outfit ashore a box or a sack at

a time. They had three dogs in their whale
boat and hickory strips and sticks for as fine
basket sled as old Alaskans could make.

- The makings for it were hardly a sub-
stitute for the sled itself; yet a sled then and
there would have done them no good, for
ere was no snow. The air was deadly
Id and only winds and tides and the cur-
t of the river playing the game of chaos.
Chaos, indeed, it seemed to these men
m the interior. A south wind blowing

Pacific water into the Arctic and they

67

outfit t

on the rocks Lhey moved 1t sweaf
uzskallmghtinadarkse
bumped each other, coming an

Then, while the risen waters
sustained by the south wind that
half a continent, new ice form
foot of it in a night and a da;
the water finally subsided this ice
lowered upon the flats capping
of every boulder and rock of tl
shores, and making queer ice-s
which later were built up by
strange, ghostly shapes.

Vet fall was not through with
The pent waters of the river,
last, found entry between the old,
ice-crusts, and, coursing down th
goon, raised the new ice to a
and depressed the old, wearing |
here and there in a way no man
Eskimo could know. 5

Knight and Woods knew nof
when the weather settled, but &
goon seemed open again along h
its normal channels, and if
manage to obtain a flat boat or
they could get their outfit—in




in that new placer-mining
ising ones like Knight and
the immediate region of the
e, and were piercing hith-
preparing to prospect new
hese two men were the last to
y of the sea.

where Candle town must lie—
over the Tow hills, There must
re there. They got the perish-
their outfit into the shelter of
nt, fastened its flaps, and struck
It was a day’s mush
slippery tundra, a rime of half-

w clogging their feet.

[AGACHUCK, oldest of a small
up of Eskimo who wintered
few years on the Buckland,

e miles from the head of the

d been told by his nephew, out

nting in the interlude of good
t white men had landed in a
the coast. He had walked
to an eminence, squinted his
against the glint of the sun,

that this was true. All
he had glowered and mut-

e dog that followed him.
the Mutterer he was; or, to be
Mutterer against white men.
criticized for this, for his hate
ut reason. Years before, at

a winter of unprecedented cold—-

ous, prime fur—he had been
only of his furs but of his young
swift-moving miscreant white
however, not swift-moving
For Nagachuck had hunted out
him, and, after him, another
huck took to be the white

d and therefore avenger.
ick was a large man, powerful
was plentiful for a season and
lithe always He was mild
his kin, wise in council as to the

tainship as his people acknowl-
zave him that influence which is
ient substitute for authority

ing them. But his brethren
indulgently, thinki; i
absurd as well as unkind.

They had high hopes of better
than was possible with the whaling ships
that, in ever-decreasing numbers, had come
yearly to the sand-spits of Kotzebue Sound.
‘When more whites came he had frowned and
muttered, but said nothing. For, after all,
they were in Candle, these ground dlggmg
white men. Let his brethren there, the
Kugarluk Eskimo, do as they might about
it. The Buckland was as yet uninvaded.
But now! =

When he returned he went straight to the
igloo of his son-in-law, Streechuck, who—
strangely enough—was a white man, one
Ike Holland, an ex-whaler stranded years
before and given hospitality by the people
of Nagachuck who, himself, happened to
away at the time. When he returned and
found his daughter already too much af
tached to the scrawny, almost toothless sail:
or for a seemly parting, he gave the man
Eskimo clothes, taught him to use a spear
and made it plain to the white man—wh
years in the Arctic had given him some
knowledge of their speech—that he would
be safe if he stayed!

Whether Streechuck stayed from choice
or virtual necessity he alone knew. Though
the natives thought nothing of it, a fello
white man might have regarded it as signi
icant that Streechuck ever kept aloof from
trading whites. Whenever a whale shi
lay in the Sound, Ike Holland was off hunt-
ing. Once, only, he wronged a native—stole
from him—but his wife forced him to make
restitution before the theft was discovered.

Nagachuck, in wrath, told of his discove
to his son-in-law who, because he lack
many things for which he hungered,
came immediately interested. And whi
the gray-haired Eskimo inquired of him
sternly how these whites who had invaded
the Buckland were to be dealt with, Hol
land, cocking a shrewd eye, answered that
there was but one safe way—to deprive
them of their most cherished possessions,
so that they might be forced to go awa
He offered to assist.

Nagachuck was a man of hate,
avarice. But had he not been just




il does n
deems it necessary.
ou are right,” he replied, after think-
it over. “Though I want none of their
we shall take that which they must
, thus forcing them to leave. Let us
d our dogs at once.”

Thus it was that when Jim Knight and
Woods started westward at daybreak
- mext morning two pair of eyes observed their
departure from a clump of stunted willows
~across the lagoon; and when they returned
from Candle to two days later, they
found their tent rifled. Disgust and anger
ied with amazement, for they would have
sworn the region was uninhabited. What
particularly enraged them was the dis-
‘appearance of their strips of hickory.
‘They had been unable to bring a boat.

They must make a sled! ~
Rapidly they noted the disappearance
many things, and thought the theft a
- random catching up of a sled-load of food
nd equipment. But it was not that. Tke

lland, long hungering for certain delec-
tables, had made careful selection. In par-

ucular, he had always hated the stiff,

clumsy Eskimo sleds, with their solid run-

‘ners, and his greedy eyes had lighted covet-

ously at sight of the strips of clear, straight-

grained hickory.

Nagachuck had made demur, at first, to

e taking of the sled lumber. For now

that the ice had come, how could these men

%t away, he asked, except with a sled? But

olland replied that aving them their

sled, they would continue on up the Buck-

d notwithstanding that he and Naga-

ick might deprive them of much of their

these white gold diggers being a per-

tent and insolent crew. But with their

d wood vanished they would be dis-

couraged utterly and return again to Candle,
_where they belonged.

KNIGHT and Woods did, in-

deed, start back toward Candle

Butit was with blood in their eye!

They wanted the aid of a deputy

- marshal. Suddenly, however, when out

‘mile, Knight grasped the shoulder of his
ner, stopping him.

“I reckon we’re —— fools, Joe,” he ex-

iimed disgustedly. “One of us oughter

Woods squinted at hir
liable to glt you, tdo?” 7S

“Not if I see ’em first, »
“And I aim to do just that!”

It was certainly a chancef;
savoring of suicide.

Knight, as any old-timer in the.

Reluctantly Woods
Knight retraded his way to.
desolate camp above the |
rocks of the promontory.

These rocks at once shaped t
to the designs of the irate
from the tent some food which
eaten raw—crackers, canned
dried fruit—and his caribou:
found a nook among the mus
which commanded a view both
and its approaches.

Solaced by his pipe, he by
watch. Nothing whatever
ing that day. Night came,
slept, his common sense telling hir
thieves would not choose darkn
new their robbery of a camp
deserted in the day-time. Late
ing his vigil was rewarded.

Tke Holland had convinced his
Jaw that they had not yet red g
sessions of the invaders sufficient ly t
ple thexl? and f(glce them to retre

Knight saw them cros
boldly enough it seemed.w;fe
that they were very wary of tl
pecially where the lagoon g
crouched more closely within tl
that concealed him as the two
their scraggly dogs directly for

He tried to see if they were a
could observe upon them only
sheath knives which coast naf
carry. These gave him no con
would have given much to know
concealed a rifle. The one gun
and Woods possessed, an old V
was among the articles n
tent. Knight was armed wi
volver. He formed his plan,
simple one, though bold.

He would let them take mo:
be mainly grub, for most of
ables were already gone. If he
ture them now he might never




m:se—north or south or
| they would stay until
, 5o he might follow them un-

ned to follow them anyhow

them if he could. The plan’s

was due to his ignorance of

Arctic coast ice.

remained in the tent a long

t began to hope they would

until the early shadows de-

the lagoon. In this he was dis-

They began to make trips to
g it but lightly.

sy on us this time?” he won-

have they got all they want?”

Holland had not all he wanted.

quite another reason for the light

made off, slantwise, across
the old Eskimo ahead guiding,
man at the clumsy handlebars.
ht crawled out of his retreat,
drag after him his skin bed.
little food and kindlings in his
east pouch; on his hip was his

d in his heart a murderous anger.
« around the rocks to the side
and from this cover peeped out
ed the moving line upon the ice.
mile away he pulled his
et mitts tight upon his hands,
a sleeves snugly into them,

was because the tide was out,
not know that.
nds and knees, like a bear, he made
idly from hummock to hum-
g the protruding, ice-capped
shallow shore. They would
suit; they would probably not
If they did they would not
to see him. Never mind that—
‘much preferred to get their true
neward before he was observed.
n minutes—he had to crawl low,

was beyond the shelter of the

rocks—he raised his head oc-
nd saw that the thieves veered
- This enabled him to lessen the
n them. But when, sud-

d the ice wet he decided it

watching the men
eyes to note if they observed him.
parently they did not observe him.
Apparently! Jim Knight, a for
man, a forthright fighter, was no
versed in the ways of rat-like, guilt-con
scious men, nor of the always alert natives.
He had been observed from the first mo-
ment he emerged from the rocks. And
Ike Holland and Nagachuck had divil
his intentions and planned to kill him.
The old Eskimo, obsessed with the not
ignoble purpose of ridding his people of the
invading, all-consumi ers, would

s
‘have shot him out of hand. But he was

half-cracked from the shocks of years before
—as Ike Holland was aware—and little
knew or recked of the consequences. N
so0 Holland, whose constant care both before
and since he became a “squaw-man” had
been the keeping of a whole skin! He re-
minded Nagachuck that under the whil
man’s law, absurdly forced upon them
these aliens, theft was much less of an
offense than

The tides would still run for a numbex
days and obliterate the signs of
But a killed white man would ireeze in, yet
not be covered up until the uncertain com-
ing of the big snow; and, lym%ll;here on
ice, would point the way to
Let them, then, lure him farther—to where
the ice was thin and the Buckland water
flowed beneath! The body would never be
seen until next summer, in the open
if it were not consumed before t.hen.

So, never turning their heads to warn
white man that he had been seen, ¢
veered gradually toward the head of the lk?
goon and nearer and nearer to its channels
where tide water, merging with the outflow
of the river, obscured the treachery of i
undermining.

Jim Knight, not relishing a sprawl
water to duck a rifle bullet, hurried after
them, and when he judged the distance rig]
for his purpose, bawled to them to stop.

E IKE HOLLAND  turned.

would have been useless to pre-
tend he did not hear, in the d¢
level silence of the lagoon.

gave one quick look and pretended

He called to his father-in-law to




with a counter revolver fire or
speed of their dogs, once the ice was
othand dry. - But he would know where
and Woods and the “deppity” were to
them—and the loot. So, on he went,
sloshing rapidly through water ankle- deep,
g that where they could go with
their s].ed he could follow with his two good
}eet encased in high, water-tight skin boots.
Nagachuck would have steered, now, for
thin ice of the left channel, and when
pursuer should attempt the crossing,
‘would have shot him, trusting to the river
ter to complete the eating out of the new
and carry the body down. But Holland
more careful. He took the lead, guided
s victim with sinister, consummate cun-
to a place where no rifle bullet would be
led to stop him.
It was the splitting point of the two chan-
Nearer and nearer he drew toward that
sac of the forking channels where, as
knew, ice-bridges, still firm for a sled but
for a man, might always be found un-
the surface flow.

Knight, gaining on them, his revolver in his
d, reckless with rage and the thought of
tory. And when he saw the team dart-

It is a strange kind o
rotten, submerged ice.
portant element of sound. B
fear-sickened inner senses supj
Jim Knight felt flindering ice,
almost metallic breaking thro
heart contracted sharply at the:
down of his leg!

Tke Holland, his head partly
ing slowly, his hand on the sled, s
den side lurch of the pursuing :
knew it was the beginning of
cried to his dogs and hurried a1
lacking the animus of personal
dregs of the humanity still in hin
reluctant to look upon the dea
of the ice-trapped man.

IT WAS well for
moved rapidly; for .
leaping rage, thrust
volver and shot at
white devil who was brisking
ture of vengeance that seemed
moment wasted. Yet the effo
his slanted body over, plunged
with the revolver into the water
ice and thrust him straight

He struggled to regain footing
ten stuff he could tread but co

ing this way ahd that after the hi
olland he was sure they sought only a shal-
place to cross the line of water so that
might wet as little as possible of the ill-
tten contents of their sled. And he,
ing little, now, for a wetting, forged
it toward them and was soon knee-

Hoﬂa.ud coa.mng the dogs, slipped by
n toward the sled—very cautiously, in
ty, but this was lost upon Jim Knight.

hen, holding to the sled, gaining thus the

Ip of its wide bearing surface on the ice-
idge beneath, he and Nagachuck passed
tly over, a.nd cantmg slightly upward
from the channel, gained the firmer, though

ill surmerged ice.

Knight, feeling the water rising upon him,
wed the way of the sled. This was

for the men he pursued had slowed—
ely, to guide him. Thus he came to
shallower part—the ice-bridge—chuck-

after moment, by the mere
rapidity of these flailings, like a
ning down,

Nagax:huck forgetting mo

man. For this was not a time
flee. But at once he rememb
purpose—remembered his hate o
spoilers of the hunting and
sealing grounds of his breth

and the squaw-man, unafraid f
it. He even came nearer to

near enough to see the piteous loo
m the staring eyeballs of th

Then the centuries worked
centuries of survival of a peo]
upon the rim of the world, in

_desolate cold. A people t.hat




bear; to- stare, wil

great white

 to feed to the hungry their
fish, their last drop of oil;
ack cliff for the first wild.
the sick child of a friend; to
wn strength, their own breath
the strength and breath of all
very salt of the blood that

h the veins of Nagachuck.
el wrong that had racked him
d not gainsay it. For what
in the life of a race—a race
very image of the tradition
d it and made it to survive?
life-time fled away as he looked
face of the valiantly strug-
leaving him only Eskimo, tin-
ged with the fervors of an in-

on.
head he jerked off his long parka,
twistingly into the air until it
six-foot length of clumsy rope,
flat on the margin ice, his up-

alone free of the water, flung out
d to the desperately plunging,

ent it was before Jim Knight
been sucked into the depths of
lagoon slime beneath, ice above,
as in a tomb. He snatched at
parka at its neck, and the knot-
ve the miner’s fingers a sure
ent. :
crawled Nagachuck, and called
s to the drowning man to
spread-out!” For Knight was
with his feet, breaking down,

ith neither nor hate
bewildered, wondering at what he h
wondering ‘still more why he had done

Slowly the gray-haired Eskimo cam
his feet and lifted the miner up. And t
gether they walked ashore and the natis
made a fire, having matches in a sn
hollowed bone fitted so closely to its cover
that no month’s soaking could wetit. Lo
before, Tke Holland and the team had be-
come like a line of insects moving across
tundra plain, southward.

When the two were nearly dry—
alucktok”— Y ou go”—said Nagachuck,
turing the man away. ,

There was emotion in his voice, for
had come to decision. He, too, would go—
in an opposite direction, to the far Seela
where there were no hills of gold, where
white despoilers would be tempted to follos
He would send back his message to
people to demolish their igloos and, with
coming of the big snow, to pack their mez :
all upon their sleds and follow him to their
old grounds on the inland Seelawik lakes.

Without further word to the white man
turned his face to the north and walked

away. 2
Jim Knight, his strength recovere

stared upon the retreatfx!:g back of

strange being that had robbed him, I

him toward death—and snatched him

its hideous maw! Then he faced abo

jog-trotted around the shore of the lagoo

and, by the early stars, took a wester]

course for Candle.

Just before darkness closed he desc

“«

only means of the
surface cf the submerged ice.

ly when the native illustrated,

s and arm and spraddling them

, that Knight understood him

s limbs and body straight out.

h he sank for a moment, stout

ick was able to draw him up-

lid ice—and safety!

figures A moment later
was face to face thh his partner, Joe Wo
and a “deppity.” They held quick
verse—too quick for the telling of the
part of the story.

marshal.
Jim Knight pointed out into the darkn
“South,” he answered. ““Both of them!”




Author of “Observation,” “On the Cards,” elc.

T WAS a chilly, dreary night in

Three years—m!

sea always come back, even the

th their coat collars turned high hulks of men.

“He’s not gone.

=

A fine, misty

rain was falling and the passers-by
along the waterfront walked s

early November.

I
wi
about their ears.

ly and

teany

He shivered, and his wan chq

Water dripped from the eaves of houses drawn, indeed like those of an over

¥
“T'll find him—"" he looked closely

companion as if forgetful of hi
“Carrell, and when I do—"

hands and twined

race horse, twitched spasm

working of his mouth.

River crafts, their out-

d gloomily.
dim and vague, swept by like ghostly

the harbor lights, red white and green,

blinke

and fell splashing into the dirty streets,and
lines

is id
He k

slender

A policeman, in a friendly door-
th his hands deep in his

his club beneath his arm,

shadows.

his long,

pockets and
wished himself at

way wif

throat.

imaginary

about an

sisted.
ed to a cheap restaurant a few

” Carrell per:

5

“Come on,

light interest the

the curb.

home, and watched with s!

two men before h

im on

“Have something to eat a

away.

One was a tall man, big of frame but lean
and emaciated. He faced the walk and

coffee.”
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“Cra

he murmured.

“Poor Dolan,”

you need it.”
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piece.
tonight, always is when it
0 but what I aught to run
e keepin'—guess he’s harm-

THE restaurant, Dolan, with
food untouched before him,
s talking excitedly across the
le to Carrell.
Penguin,” he was saying, “the
Just north of Watling we hit
ttom up. Tore the bow com-
of us it did. I was mate and
ter. I went forward and down
r one hold to look at the damage.
n by the bow and settlin’ but
bulkhead still holding aft of the
. It was weak and bound to
told the captain. Iknew she
n’. Twas two o’clock in the morning
ok to the boats. The captain
erable coward. He went wild
Poor Jim Mullins—didja know
Iwere the last to start for

in stood at the rail and trem-
couldn’t talk st.ra.ig,ht he was so
was rough, you know. He
im and 1 slide down into the

ere wasn’t room enqugh. He
was room for a dozen. He was
rdly swine. Shot Jim, he did—

- head, then lost his gun and beat
head with a stanchion. Right

foreward and traced with his
scar that ran from his left
oss his head.
the water-way and lay there all
washed away over the side. The
down and it started to rain. It
orning and I lay there rolling
the water way. Then the sun
d it was hot—hot as ——!
ter—tried to crawl and couldn’t.
hot as ——! Then—then—"
ndering. “Then—"
were picked up by a—"
nght‘ I was p:cked upbya
All red she was—red lead,
think she was a tramp.

"Yes, yes. Forget it, old
food.”

“‘Oh, all right.” G

His eyes calmed and he fell to rave
for a while, then looking up suddenly wi
the old wild light, he said:

“Twas north of Watling, dya mind?
And it rained—"

“Will you eat?” The small man thumy
on the table in mock anger. £
“Yes, but listen!” Dolz.n’s eyes wel

gleaming savagely. “I wanta tell you. T’

sailing tomorrow—on the Estrella del No
—did you know it? Bosun—bosun—forge
his name—used to be with me on the
boga—gave me a job—A.B. Igota

see? I'm gettin’ closer to lnm—-oh I ca
tell—feel it here, when it rains.”

He placed the palm of his hand upon th
livid scar.

“When it rains like n/orth of Watling,
see? And the sun—"

IT WAS hot, with the sultry h

midity that Of;m;ceeds the short,
; fierce squall of the tropics.
g stuffy foreca.sde, reeking with
stench of sweating men, the sailors in the
double tier of bunks rolled restlessly in
sleep. A boy, with the pale skin of the cil
dweller, lay fully clothed in a bunk, on
back with his legs dangling sidewise inf
the narrow aisle. = :

A stocky, blond-mustached man, eanng‘
the ma.rksyof a true sailor, stepped over the
sill and into the forecastle. He stared ab
for a moment in the light of the smoky 0
lamp bracketed on the after end of
quarters, then seeing the boy sprawled
the bunk he strode over and kicked rough
at the dangling feet.

“Up, ye scut,” he said in a low
;‘Break out of it!” He kicked again at

eet.

“Huh?” said the lad, and he sat up

rubbed his lids apart,
“Get up, —— ye.”

The man grasped the boy by the arm
yanked him to his feet.

“Mate wants "is coffee.”

“Yeah?” The boy stretched lazily
stamped his feet to start the circulati
his legs. “What time is it?”” he asked.




A are we?” he asked presently.
‘North of Watling, I heered the mate
”” answered the other, and he slumped
~down upon a stool and reached for his pipe.
form in a bunk at his back twisted un-

Tge boy started toward the door, stopped

d turned. “North of what?”” he asked.

“North of Watling, ye fool!” roared the
‘man. He made a menacing move and the
‘boy scuttled through the open doorway.

- The man in the berth stirred, sighed heavily
-and sat up.

The impending squall came down with a
rush from the northeast and the Estrella del
Norte began to pitch and roll in the quarter-
’mg/swel%an The wind came first in puffs,
then in a steady thunder of wind and flying

ay that sent the half empty freighter
‘heeling far over to leeward. A flash of blue
lightning streaked downward and licked
the tops of the foam crested waves in the
distance

- From the open door of the sailor’s fore-
castle came a man in a long oilskin and
a sou’wester. He was a tall man, lean of
statue and with cheeks drawn like those of a
tired race horse, and he made his way along
the heaving deck with the assurance of a
born sailor.

He went aft to the bridge, mounted the
ladder and stepping into the pilot house
stopped before the chart board illuminated
by the downcast rays of a shaded electric

lamp. With parallel rulers and dividers he
stepped off several distances in the rapid
manner of the skilled navigator, then
dropped them with a sigh.

~Above, on ﬂ?en%mdge Captain Bleibtree,
big, full-faced man with a loose mouth
and small pig-like eyes, clenched both hands
tly about the stanchion before him and

‘Mr. Nordstrom ” he said in a thin, high-
d voice, ¢ xvill you go and see to Lhe
-deck ports? Have Chips dog ’em
again and look the ship over while

She’s safe as
strom, and his mouth was
I'll look her over Cap’n, just

He clumped angrily across the
down the port ladder. The capt:
in the corner and hung on.

He felt the presence of some.
turning saw a tall form, erect
easily to the roll of the vessel,

“We'll have to leave her,

head and all the weight of the

the forward water-tight bulkhead.
hold long—I put my hand on i
trembling. When it gives she’ll
like a shot.”

There was a familiar ring of au
the voice and the words sent the
back against the rail in fnght.
what?” he gasped.

“We must take to the b
man leaned close and stared in
Bleibtree’s face. “Why, you’

« he exclaimed wonderingly.

to the boats, d’ya hear. R
Bosun, bosun—"  He looked b
and seemed surprised that no

there. “Where are you, Bose?




ther into his corner.

. “Who are you?”
The man wiped his eyes with
hand and muttered vaguely.
attitude was gone and he
his accustomed slouch. The

“My

the squall had passed, and the,

after, spattered upon the lean
With the first dash of cool water
underwent a transformation and
owed in the darkness like living
pointed a long forefinger at the
his mouth worked with a fierce

I know. At last—you—Cap-
. You—the coward—the mur-

lown with the Penguin—in the
The heat—no water. Look
Dolan, don’t you know me?

his head and exhibited the scar
hite through his thin hair.

id that! You dog! T'll strangle

‘the heart out of you—with

ced and grasped the fear strick-

L by the throat with his claw-like

“With these—in the rain—north
You swine!”

‘WHEN forced into a corner the
ost craven of men will fight

k, and it is often the cowardly,
fear-crazed man who is the most
Captain Bleibtree, though wild-
blubbering with fright, fought
wage ferocity that equalled that of

ed all the strength of his powerful
vain attempt to tear from his
‘hands that were slowly throttling

the bridge they struggled, then
in to the corner, where Dolan
captain to his knees and wrenched
the flesh within his grasp. The
weakening but with a last des-
he threw himself backward and
ght out with both feet, catching
ove the ankles and sending him
the deck where his head struck
t the rivet studded angle-iron.

a mortal fear, and mad with

hatred of the man who had menaced
three years, he seized the limp form
arms and sent it hurling over the rail
into the sea, then with his face ghastly,
with his mouth quivering with relief,
leaned weakly against the rail and stared
into the murk astern.

/He started at a voice but was unable
turn. “She is all right, Cap’n,” it said.
“And the squall is over anyway. I figured
the position and we are fourteen m
north of Watling.”

The captain, with his arms frozen ab
the stanchion before him, gasped, trem|
and stared fearfully into the mght

ON THE bridge deck of th

freighter Estrella del Norte, an-
= chored in Cristobal harbor

only waiting for morning to
alongside the dock, Captain Bleibtree lo]
in his canvas deck chair and gazed la
over the stern at the lights of the
cities, Cristobal and Colon. He was e
tremely comfortable and, although th
was a slight feeling of uneasiness lurl
some where in the dim recesses of his
he was content.

The menace of three years, the va
shadow that had haunted his dreams,
constant threat of vengeance that hi
dogged his footsteps, had been removed—
fortunately without trace. A seaman had
disappeared at sea—that was all.

Such an occurance was not unusual
was nothing to cause undue comment.
had entered it in the log, written an offici:
report of the happening to be sent to tl
authorities upon arrival and in the ca
tain’s opinion the matter was closed.

All was well, and he rubbed his hands
a satisfied manner, then settled deeper in
chair and fell to watching the ever-ch
clouds that scurried across the evening

It was a night to gladden the heart.
clouds, rolling in great fleecy balls over f
sea rim and, sailing swn.itly across the g
blue inverted saucer of sky, reflected fr
their under surface the silvery light of
moon not yet above the eastern horizon, ¢
the trade wind, hardly more than a
and laden heavily with its burden of




ently at%lgchm henved and snghed
“nodded to the passing swells that
to the bay. Over head a gannet,
ck and white and squawking raucously,
and whirled, and overside a school
-fish flitted and splashed along the

it surface.
The captain lolled luxuriously and smiled
ntedly at the sky. On the tarpaulin-
vered top of number two hatch, just for-
d of the bridge, a group of sailors were
bled, and their voices came up to him
a faint murmur.
puff of tobacco smoke drifted up and
off to leeward. For lack of a more
esting occupation he began listening
to the voices.
he mess-boy’s thin, high voice was the
to make itself clear.
‘—and then he went along the port side
nd up into the pilot house, then out again
p the bridge ladder. Then I .don’t
yw where he went. It was ’im all right,
I betcha——"
‘Whut wuz thet, boy?” broke in a
ff voice, evidently that of a newcomer.
hut dye say ye seen?”
‘A man who walks around the decks
night at two o’clock,” piped the lad.
stranger, nobody knows who he is.
ee nights now I seen ’im. So did Bill
and Coogan. I don’t know where he
nes from nor where he goes, but he walks
it every night. Yes, he does, I tell you
e B

w rats!” said a strange voice. “Some-

dv e s
s been tellin’ you ghost stories,

dunno about that.” A puff of smoke
upward and in his mind’s eye the
incould see “Chips,” the ancient ship’s
penter, sitting with crossed legs and his
, black pipe between his teeth. “Ye
kin tell. Strange things happ’n aboard
, I kin tell ye. T remember oncet in
: 0 N:mcy B., a three-masted bark she
from Capetown to Boston with——"
t nut.hm to do wit’ th’ Estrella,” said
gruff voice. “And T kinda think th’
might be right. Thought I saw sum-
t'other night myself.”
‘ell, who do you Lhink it was?” asked
nful one with a laugh.

’im,
too dark for that, but
And so did Allen see ’im,
Didn’t you?”
There were two grunts
the boy continued. “He’s co
haunt us, maybe he was thro
side, instead of fallin’ over.
know?” :
“Rats!” scoffed the dissenter.
“Then you stay up tonight and
dare you. It makes cold shivers
your back to see ’im parade
decks. I tell you it is Dolan who
the side north of—north of—
again, Mike?” :
“——, north of Watling!”

pouches of flesh beneath his small
loose and flabby. The hunted
again in his eyes and he suddenly
tired—and afraid. Again! Even

a death which he had witnessed
eyes, the spirit of the man he had
persisted in holding over his head
of vengeance. 4

Was the shadow of this man,
maddened creature with a mind i
the captain’s blow, to darken the
of his life as it had darkened the p:
years? Captain Bleibtree, in sp
pusillanimous nature did not
ghosts or the supernatural, but h
tirely at a loss to account for the
sembling Dolan which the sailors
so certain they had seen.

Sailors’ tales must always be
with a wide margin of leeway,
but even so, when three men
positively that they had seen
strange form on three consecuf
he reasoned that there was som
the story that lifted it above a me
castle yarn.

The late tragedy was still fi
mind, and the solemnity of the
sigh of the wind in the rigging,
moonlight that now bathed
the swelling water, the gull that
whirled, the enchantment of a

its somber beauty, all these len
in furthering the chain of tho
by the sailors’ gossip.




throa.t a.nd vague forms
ﬁlenﬂy by in_the darkness, of
apes with lean, tight-skinned jaws
scars, he fell into a restless
nted slumber, and lay, his body
the vagaries of his mind, tossing

g in the darkness.

THERE was a feeling of impend-
ing tragedy in the air. Overhead
the moon shone with a dull splen-
or but, in the northeast, black
e mou.ntmg and the trade wind

il had sailed off shoreward and the
1 were somewhere deep down in the

ths. There was only the soft lap
against the sides of the Estrella del
break the silence of the night. As

rolled drowsily in the swell her
rigging threw weird shadows
across the grey decks.

semi-darkness of the little wheel-
lighted by the moonbeams that

ugh the small, round ports, stood
;ga.rbed in boots oil skin coat and

a tall man, and big of frame, but
bent low over the dark square of
board, upon which there was no
md:stmguxshable
were moving slowly over the
e and his mouth was moving
speech. He straightened, sighed
murmured vaguely and moved to-
door.-
he circled the house, mouuted

t eyes over the side and aft, and

shuddering. Of a _sudden he

1, and his eyes, wide, glassy, and
 filled with horror.

inkle of rain from the passing rain

head spattered upon his face and

d mixed with the cold perspiration

d back and then forward, and
hand clutching his throat wa:ded
foe with the other.
gasped. “Agam‘ You! I'lldo
time, you fiend.”
forward and, still clutching his

ing and striking heavy blo

hand, which landed upon noth

while cursing, mouthing foul epi
jabbering an insane mixture of fear
hatred.

The cloud above spilled more of its
contents and the man’s wet oilskins
tened dully. Still he fought on, half
the bridge, then back to the corner,
his imaginary assailant wrenched him to
knees.

“Let me go,” he finally pleaded in spit:
the iron fingers that were slowly taking
life. “Let me go! Igivein. Do you
I shot Jim Mullins, I drowned you-
sorry. Iwas maddened with fear. Let
Dolan, let go‘ You’re kllhng me. S
man, for —’s sake stop, d’ya hear?
plty—have— Ah!”?

Through lips covered with foam and bl
he screamed hoarsely, then fell wn hing
the deck.

When he came to he was spread
upon his back in the center of the bri
sailor astride his legs and one upon e:

arm.
Through half-opened lids he saw

 chief “officer standing at his feet and

behind him stood the second officer.
mess boy was strutting boastfully in
back ground.

“Didn’t I tell you?” the latter was sa;
exultantly. “Didn’t I? ‘I knew there
something wrong. You betcha!”

“You were right, lad,” answered
second mate. “And you called me just
time. A moment later and we might h
been too late.”

“A somnambulist,” said the chief
wonderingly.

“More than that,” the second n
said with a shake of his head. “A
of mania, caused most likely by Do
threats of death, which we have all b
hearing about the docks for the last
years, preying upon a guilty conscier
And the strangest part of it is, he throf
a confession from himself.”

“Well, you see,” said Mr. Nordsf
“tyas the weather, ]ust like north of
ling—and it rained.” =

Captain Bleibtree gasped, groancd,
ed convulsively and swooned.




Author of “Out of the Tungle,” *

HO calls for Theophilo Da Costa?
Who is in trouble now about the
upper rivers? Oho, a Senhor
Gringo? Bom, what can I do

for the senhor?

The name is—how? Faraday? Senhor,
I desolate myself. You have me in disad-
vantage. The senhor’s illustrious“name is
no indentification to me.

A letter from your son, who says that I
have befriended him, and gives the direction
for your reply in the care of my name?
Alas, Senhor, that the fact is still no identi-
fication. I am Theophilo of the upper
rivers, and I have befriended many men’s
sons—and many men’s sons, Dew gracas,
have befriended me. Else I should not be
here. Perhaps you would be so good, then,
to tell me some detail; some little——

A lad, you say, who came to wrest a for-
tune out of our wilderness? Yes, there
have been many such. And he wrote to
you to say that he was doing well but that
capital was needed to expand his business
against the hostility of competitors. And
50 you have come to save him from all the
manifold dangers of this savage outland of
ours that beset him from all sides.

Oho! TIknownow! Why, that would be
none other than the “Pelloroxo—the Red
One!” Senhor, it is an honor to me to meet
the distinguished father of my friend. But
carramba, how should we of the upper rivers

79

“The Courage Medicine,” elc.

know that his name might be Faraday
what it might be? Pelloroxo, we @m
him, the Fire-Head; and what should we
know or care besides? For we of the riv
are wanderers of the waterways, smndmg
each man to himself by the things he does.
Not like these city people of Manaos who
set great store by names and families anc
the things their grandfathers have done.
But come with me to a quiet corner, Sen-
hor, where we can talk at ease over our little
burnt coffee; and I will give you all the
of this son of yours, whom I have left not so
long ago seated behind a tree with a rifle

across his knees.
erness. Wide-eyed, eager, bus-
“hus-

HE CAME, as you have said, to
make a fortune out of the wild=

-
2 tling or, as he boasted 1t

tling,” asking innumerable questions ubeut
the affairs of everybody and expectin
everybody to confide in him with as
friendliness as he in them, and d
ever to be called by his first name. :

But it is foolish of me, Senhor, to describe
your own son to you. For these extraor-
dinary peculiarities must have made them-
selves manifest to you long since.

No? Isitpossible then that thisisa
in your country? For there have |
others; though this one had a talent
evoking hostility. Vet there have been




I make clear to you how
urious ways of his impressed
e of Amazonas, in order that
derstand some of the vicissitudes
ught upon himself.
ps difficult for you, as it was
realize that he was a foreigner
e city; and that, as such, it
him to deport himself circum-
ut in this matter you Ameri-
like' the Zngleses, only not so bad.
not an action of this lad’s that
upon the sensibilities of the resi-
onsider, Senhor:
no manner of doubt that America
h is the greatest and most pro-
of the Americas. Yet we of the
t care to have forced upon us the
conviction that we are an outlying
tive people, and that of all our
d customs and doings there is
‘which is not done better or not
in the north.
 lad meant no offense. He spoke
born conviction while conversing
utmost friendliness. Not a_sub-
y@there, but presently he would be
no longer and would
dl now; in the United States—
ould proceed to tell all and sundry
 better the thing was done in his
‘You understand the irritation, no?
is listeners out of courtesy would
n to continue he would enlarge
eme, showing in detail how much
thing was done in his particular
ip than in all the rest of those
States. A veritable patriotic illness

he south have a conception of the
some forty or so united States.
youth divided them into three
Those of the two former he spoke
osity and derision; while some
ywalet or other, the name of which
had ever heard, he extolled as
own country.”
here in Manaos at the time; and
ned to a two-hour exposition of
ence of hls home town sanitary
pared with that of M:

true we had the yellow fever—
and laid my hand on his shoulder.

may be u
whom fortune waits in this vas
of ours.”

For I said to myself that this lad w
his clear eyes and his strong nose and h
wide mouth, and with his restless ene
looked to have the makings of a man-
indeed his enthusiasms should outlast
rebuffs which would be his portion h
And the good God knows that this A
nas of ours needs men to develop its g1
resources.

But he, he looked at me with agreat w
der in his eyes and wanted to know w
should the good people of Manaos ever b
hostile to him; they were his friends;
liked them and he had no_enemies. Y
what could I say? Meu Deus, I am
evangelist to explain to youLh its
comings. So I wished him well and
him, much mystified, to learn in the o
school in which youth ever learns, tha
experience.

And the first of the lessons came s
enough. In the full publicity of the Teats
Central it occurred. Some foolish pictus
was showing, depicting the life of
vaqueiros in which men rode among cattl
and in and out of clapboard villages at
pace never less than a gallop and shot e
other with a pistol to each hand.

Now we of the south can never un
stand this anomaly. How you of the n
progressive north can abide such lawless;
at your very doors. And in this matter v
think ourselves superior. For in our g
plains, where the herds run in their
thousands, we do not permit murder by
heroic wholesale.

Yet this lad of yours, conversing wi
couple of other gringos, his compani
made some remark to the effect that it
prized him, having been in Manaos
months now, noi to have witnessed s
such exciting lawlessness; and he cited
an amazing twist of pride the number of
killed yearly by pistols in' some to
other of yours of equal population to o

Whereupon a young hothead of the
sitting behind him, who understood E:
as do most of our better class youths, ¢
contain himself no longer; and leaning
ward, he tapped the other on the sh




tric lighting and water and tramway
tems; a ten story brewery; a two-million-
ollar opera house with a capacity of four
usand; and a system of floating docks
pable of accommodating the largest ocean
liners. So the local patriot’s indignation
‘can well be understood. But to his ques-
tion your lad must needs reply with wonder
in his eyes, and somewhat indignant himself
at the brusk interruption.
“Why—we, yes. I kinder thought that
’d see some excitement way out here.”
Well, qué carramba, what happens when
youth argues with hot youth? Words
‘make more words; and many words make
blows. I have regretted that I was not
present to witness that fight. But the tale
‘ofrit made good telling i m the cafés for a
week or two.
It began with the mterchange of such in-
tual blows as men may deal in the half-
k over the backs of benches, and pro-
‘ceeded then by mutual consent into the
' passageway between the seats where there
‘was more room. Who struck whom or how
hard could not be seen; but in a moment the
theater was in an uproar. Women, of
course, shrieked—as they do on all occa-
sions, whether of mirth or of fear. Men
shouted; some for quiet; some demanding
that the belligerents sit down and permit
~ them to see; some calling for lights and the

ard.

The fool of an attendant, instead of
throwing in the switch, rushed first to sepa-
rate what he thought might be no more than

little argument. Somebody, whether

d or foe, struck him under the ear, and
‘nobody thereafter seemed to know where
the lights might be turned on. The uproar
creased. Partizans sprang up from all
les in response to the shouts of our

youths and lent impetus to the fray by

climbing over the seats to join in.
Your gringos, of course, called for no
help, being imbued with your customary
t conviction that each one of them
conquer ten foreigners, as you term
our own country. They fought si-
tly—except that they cursed horribly by
name of God and of the —— as they

et
of the dim passageway til
surged into the space of
“beat each other with the insf
musicians who) wretched
means of escape.

In the meanwhile those wh
get out at the upper end by
pered the guardia civil who si
in, So it was not till fifteen
passed that they finally g
and then, as is always the
arrives, the rioters ducked
that and melted away in the
there remained when light w
restored only those who were
for flight.

One of these was your son,

~“dark trickle oozing from his fiery
him another gringo, a blond yo
longed to a respectably establ
house of the city. Three
groaned among the wreckage;
spice was added to the tale whes
men extracted from among the
piano the Senhor da Sylvestra,
substance and position in the ci
no right to mix himself up with
ings of hot-headed youths.

One result of that affair was
of the fire guard that all such h
vided with at least one exit
addition to the door of entry.
to your son was what was to b
They were taken up, all of thes
policemen caught, and thrown i
bougo together to reflect upon:
ness in disturbing the peace.

of days or so, there v
be paid before the
“ much anguished
on the part of your harassed ¢
his countryman, the instigator
with no worse than a wholes

The youths, what with comf
other in the lock-up and helpin
with their hurts—and havuﬁ
certain respect for the weight
blows—became friends. All
Da Sylvestra. For he was by
ing a pompous man; the wits

LATER, in the course




all might have been well for
for we of the South, though
are different, do not hold

i that you are an ex-

and become often boisterous
Unlike the Germans and

who are more like ourselves
our customs immediately and

to look with toler-

he gave expression to in
to rejoice that nobody had
fight with pistols. And
dignantly whether he thought
zens went to their entertain-
he said with naive surprize

in the rear of all trousers made

States.
is just little things like these
A city that is admittedly of
civilization and which has
gh a period of wild lawlessness
early building may well develop
sensitiveness about its adherence
‘order. Did not the same spirit
time to time among your own
nunities, when in their sudden
irtue they organized commit-
ince to deal more violently with
of the law than the lawbreakers
You understand the situa-

ion of this was that I found him
ter in the Café dos Estrangeiros
ble, alone. Among us it is the
en a stranger sits alone, for some
ents to approach and request
to sit while he takes a small
cigaret, the while he engages the
such small conversation as may
d. It is a pleasing little cere-
ive of welcome at the hands of
So it is my observation that
sits alone he has given offense.
slid into the chair opposite to
ed to the mogo with my two
ed.

you are beginning to learn
‘these people are your friends, eh?”

He remained silent for a while, si
moodily and with a wry face at the
coffee. Then—

“I don’t understand you people ”
burst out.

1 shrugged.

“No?” I asked. “Is it not yet clear
you that you have offended these good citi-
zens in some manner?”

He remained silent again, stabbing at the
thick coffee grounds with his little spoon.
After a full minute:

“That’s just it,” he complained.
been engaged in a trifle of a brawl; but I d
not see what there is to occasion so much
afuss. The populace looks at me as if I had
stolen something. Even those three who
were locked up with me seem to have been =
frightened away.” Silence again. Then a
burst of youthful confidence. “Why, in
my home town there would have been a
whole gang of fellows ready to make friends,
and my picture would have been in the
local paper.”

- I was forced to laugh once more.

“True,” I said. “Here we do not give
honor to.mere notoriety for its own sake.
But you are right. To many of your people
it is not given to understand our people.
For them it does not matter. They work i
somebody’s office and they draw a wage;
and presently they go home again—or they
stay on and die. But you, you have ambi- g
tions. Yet you have been here three
months and yet you do not understand that
it is not on account of a little brawling that
people avoid you. You do not grasp
many little, little reasons for your offense.

And he proceeded immediately to give me
further proof of the fact by forcing upon
a cigaret out of his own case. In politeness
I took and lighted the thing; and doubtless ]
made as wry a face over it as he over the
bitter coffee. A foul tube it was, stuffed
with the sweepings of the tobacco factori
and tasting like a mixture of all things that
burn. Yet he extolled it to the skies wi
genume conviction. And for what reason?

“A million packages are sold every
he said. And he added as a final prﬁ!\




ive : where,
our ﬂavms are strong, we smoke at
pure tobacco. Vet he meant no in-

t. That sense of superiority of all things

emanated from his own petty corner of
th was an instinct with him. I rose

d Jeft lum :
~ “My son,” I said ‘to him. “If that God
who shares with h{ou that select little spot in
‘your country where you were born is very
‘good to you, it may be given to you to un-
derstand and learn. In the meanwhile
remember: When you can live no longer
here in Manaos, try once your fortune in the
‘upper rivers before you go back to your

eaven. Ask for Theophilo of the upper
ivers. It will be a sufficient passport for
your safe conduct.” '

And so I came away upon my own busi-
mess which took me on that occasion up the
Rio Negro and inland into some of the dim,
overhung creeks, igarapes we call them,

ich come in above Santa Isabel. Word
filtered up to me from time to time about
‘the doings of the Fire-Head; for it had been
very swiftly noticed that I had shown a
‘small interest in him; and there were men
who worked on the little flat stern-wheel
‘steamer of the Companha Navigacione,
which came once a month as far as Santa
Tsabel when the river currents allowed, who
were anxious to have my favor.

It appears that he perpetrated no particu-
lar enormities. Except that he drove my
gzod friend Vargas, the proprietor of the
hotel, to impotent rage by repeating to him
upon all occasions the glory of some hotel
or other in the north which boasted eight

ousand rooms. This barrack, with in-
timate details of its telegraphs and its ele-

tors and its valets and its cooks of the
- European nobility, was thorn enough in the
proprietor’s side. But its very immensity
rendered comparison innocuous.

It was when the incurable patriot began
to extol the superior system of the little
‘hotel in his own home town that Vargas at
last with gnashing teeth begged him either
to desist or to go and find some other hotel
wl he would have less to criticize.

ereupon the young man with an ag-
ed air capped the crime by apologizing
ly and saying that he thought the

the
suaded him, I do not knov
word came to me upoq
that the steamer of the Co
rived at Santa Isabel, and uj
whom the captain would have
that he had given it out tha
seek Theophilo Da Costa.

“Oho!” said I to myself. ¢
none other than my Pelloroxo wi
very best of intentions has exasp
commandante to the point of mut

And I took two extra men to
and with eight paddles going T
take charge of this responsibility
invited. The steamer was al
some five or six days, tied up
Santa Isabel. For the only
the return journey was the
tanha, which you call Brazil
company had tried desperatel;
establish a schedule.

But, dientro, Senhor, it must
that we who live in the hot co
grown into the habit of taking
and nothing could teach those
of the nut gatherers who live

could make any difference on

So they straggled in v
goes a day, two days, or even
And the steamer must needs sit o1
by the river bank and await

&

SO I found my youn
cheerfully occupying
which they called a
apparently enjoying
ing hostility of the captain.
“Picaro,” 1 said to him

Has nobody told you that this
as a killer in the rivers?”

He had the effrontery to grin.

“So the talk ran,” he replied.
man laid needless insult upon

And he related how, the we
stifling, he had sat down to the
which was served on the open d
his coat; which, he maintai
wore a new silk shirt and a col
considered in his home town fo
in the presence of the seven or




“But this is not

A coat of some sort

ren t.hough it be only a rag.
naked.

Tknow?” he defended. “In

captain thought I was scan-
ship he should have told me in
ad, he called a slovenly
‘whispered certain instructions
fellow present me with one of
S0 very clea.u white duck uni-

ver.”
And what then?” I

 upon a,
a saint!
widely again. “I
-and bowed to him and put it on
Irning your customs, you see.
the next meal, I called the
and whispered to him and had
nt the captain with a pair of

as!” I shouted. “And you

forced to laugh with him. For,
ly Ones, the man had deserved
And, knowing that captain, .1
a tale that would make for the
my gringo bearded the bad man
ground and suffered no penalty.
begins to strike back when he
is in the right,” said I to my-
is good metal for the tem-

d an Indian to take up his pair
ither satchels and I hurried him
the boat with speed before I, too,

come embroiled with the enraged

d I made him welcome to ham-
in my own bateldo.

we ate and slept; and in the

e talked of plans for the fortune

going to wrest out of the wil-

e we are,” I said to him.
yourself at last in the lawless
you thought was Manaos City.

TIsabel, as you see, is but a tram-

place for the steamer and an
which the owner calls the hotel,
rubber shed. From here up
of the upper rivers where the
who can make it. Here you
pistols tied to your thighs in

Manaos, where I would have been

with everybody, I met only hosf

which—" he grinned again—“may

have been somewhat my own fault.
»

“Oho, you have indeed begun to learn
I said to him; and I clapped him on th
shoulder. “But my young friend, let me
tell you this: Here in the jungle, where you

hope to wrest a fortune, do not hope to be

friends with anybody at all; for everybody
is striving with all his mind and his heart
and his sinew to accomplish the same thing,
each in his own way. What way have you
in mind to adopt?”

“Let me be accursed if I know,” said
And he sat, swinging his legs from
ha.mmock a.nd frowning in thought.

, Wa his face and his careless con=
ﬁdence, thought that I might use this young
man here where there were few people
him to insult. So I made him a compli-
mentary offer which many a youth of
cn.y would have given his soul to ac-

cept

Good” I said. “I shall give you em-
ployme_nt working with me till such time as
you know the ropes, and then you may
strike out for yourself.”

But, carramba, he refused the chance as
airily as if I had offered him a cigaret.

“No,” said he. “I thank you, friend
the jungle places where I must look for
friends. I can not take employment; for
my home town, in an institute for the teach-
ing of business, they taught me an advice f
all young men, ‘Be your own boss.” So—
he cast about in his mind—*“I shall make
business for myself.”

Truly the man had a talent for givin
offence. Yet he had smilingly called me
his friend on top of my warning. And
reflected that it would not be a. bad thi
to have a youth with his unconquerable
confidence and energy allied to me in tho
upper rivers. So instead of leaving him
his own devices, 1 declded to help him.

“Bom,” 1 said. “You talk as if many
varieties of business stand cataloged.
tohand. Vet business can be made by
men as are not fools or cowards, else
should we river runners live? Tell

=




stea.mex have‘ ob-

And that business is conducted

badly. There is room for much im-

ovement. Therefore, I shall go into the
il nut business.”

“Miravel!” T was forced to.exclaim. “He

put his finger upon it in a single viewing.

Exactly as they did in the old days when the
business was a few bateldo loads; so they do
now, though the export is sixty thousand
tons. This must be an example of—how do
you call itP—hustle?

“But, my young friend, you overlook a
matter which is a stumblmg block to all
your compatriots. This manner of gath-
ering and shipping these nuts has now be-
‘come established custom: it is costumbre.
And the man does not live who can in one

etime alter costumbre.”

His confidence hardened to the usual
stubbornness of one who does not under-
stand the dlﬂiculty

“By golly,” he began
~speed up that—

But I do not waste time any more in ar-

ing with Americanos about the rigidity of
established custom among our people. In-

ead of trying to convince him, I showed
him an easier way, a gift of certain informa-
on which T had.

“I’ll bet I can

“Listen, my confident friend,” I told him, :

che you speak of nuts, there is an alterna-
tive, which may, with the expenditure of

uch hard work and a little money, be
developed to great profit. In these igara-
pes, the creeks that I am having oc-

ion to explore, there exists, within
arkable distance, fagua in great quan-
tities.”

Seemg his face remain blank, I explained
“further.

“The ivory nut, from which in your
country they manufacture buttons, and
then send catalogs to our merchants adver-
tizing products of genuine ivory. The

eeks are not far. Indians are available

friendly; for the castanha does not grow
e and so these trader fellows have not
etrated. The condition. is ideal. My-
1 can not use it; since I have other irons

ma.k.i.ng’ieﬁ cHle it
trouble with tl
present this business to yo
With it I give my advice out
rience and such help as my
mit. And you shall give
over hand clasp to apportio;
third share.”

His face expanded with
listened, and he interrupted
the “gum” and the “cripes,”
the folks back in the insufferab
of his would surely call this
opportunity to get into a “
and to be “one’s own boss”"
were apparently the religion of
But his enthusiasm faded
with mournfulness:

“Sure sounds like the goods.
business needs capital; and I ha
hundred dollars.

“Ouve lhe! Listen to him!”
and smote him on the back.
here a pioneer, I have told
money, but bowels—and a littl
does a man need to make a bus
pioneer country. Three hundre
nearly three thousand milreis; an
half of that you can have built :
mine and fill it up with trade g
for a year.”

His eyes opened witH tha
wonder that had so impressed 1
first meeting in Manaos City

“Gee,” he said, “with three
lars back home I couldn’t—"

But I clapped my hand over !
before he could tell me about his h

“Listen, my friend,” I told h
instruct you in the rules for m
in our rivers. They are three.
is: Make friends with the Indi
ing and respecting their customs
stitions—for they represent
Prate not to them about the sup
ner of conduct in your accursed he
When they say, ‘In such a
accustomed to do this thing,
‘Good. Let us then do it all
with speed.’

“The second is: Make frien
ipagés, the witch doctors, for
your labor.

“And the third is: Never




‘warning.
Jearn. But not so easy to
all one’s dealings, amigo.
men who trade these upper
perhaps but one other than
‘adheres to them—which is why
petty traders. Three simple
fellows do not heed them.

my Fire-Head, I will add a

t that petty townlet which
your God in the center

ica. And concede that whole
also in the states of the east
west. Ay, and even in some of
of America of the south.”
at me again.
1 b nmng to ﬁnd out, my friend
" he sai

“You ‘have learned

e then. Let us go to the
d purchase from the traveling

house of Araujo Company such
as will be needful for this busi-

‘SO WE went together. And as
. we stood on the long plank that
- connected the steamer with the
- less moist of themud of the ad-
, the captain, swelling at the

|at us from the upper deck.
that man that you bring with
philo, sheltering him under
your name to insult me on my

to reply as the man deserved
s Fire-Head took the words upon
d shouted back:
an up-river man, mio Capitdo, by
oroxo. One who shelters under
ume but his own.”
” 1 muttered.
s npe for quarrel.

“Fool-Head.
Be ready ‘to

m.pta.m was clearly taken aback
dness; and he must surely have
ckly that this man’s reputation

a pistol in that specially con-

| pocket of his, even in Manaos
_instead of ing any hostile

e but grumbled and retreated into
I breathed again at the

e trouble, and we went on into

Knives and machetes and ax h
fish hooks and small mirrors and
such things as the Indians most
And I told him that I would make out
list for him of their values in terms of
for since the Indians understood nothing of
cost, it was necessary for him to know ho
much labor could be bought for each
article.

And I added for his own feeding, quinin
and medicines and rice and great slabs

But I told him:

“You have seen your last leathe;
and your last musty vegetable on
steamer. From now on you will eat th
manihot yam of the Indians.”

He made a face, but said nothing.
laughed and reminded him with gusto:

“Wait, my young pioneer, till it shall b
your fate—as comes to all oi us river men—-
to eat the stinking pirarucu.”

And then I selected for him a rifle of tke
Winchester .44 with five hundred ca.rr.ndgg,
which have become so standard in our
rivers that they pass for currency. And
advised him further that, while it was
against the law, since there was no law in
our jungles, the best present that could be
made to a chief in the back creeks would
a muzzle-loading gun of oné barrel wil
black powder and shot for its use.

All the things that would be necessary f
his subsistence in the jungle I selected f
him, and in all things he submitted to my
judgment; and we made a great pile of the
goods upon the deck and I checked over
the list to see that nothing was forgotten
and said to him then: :

“Basta, it is finished. You are outfitted
now with all that any man needs in our
back creeks.”

But he demurred still.

“Will it not be necessary, amgo, to ca
a pistol in those back creeks?”

“The automatic pistol that you have
suffice,” I told him.

But he replied:

“I have no pistol, my good friend.
since they found such fault with me
Manaos and made such a fuss about tl




back to that captain
no pistol in your back pocket?”
grin was that of an infant without
e or care. -
ti:niy’”” said he. “But how was ke
t!

“Celestes,” 1 grumbled. “A fool like you
needs two pistols at the least.”

So we bought them. Great pistols of
Colt, which are as good currency as the
rifles of Winchester; and we called Indians
and conveyed the whole mass into the aged
rubber shed where I set a man of my own
to watch over it.

“Now,” I said. “All that you need is a
bateldo; and you are established. But that

- will take some little time to be built.”

But in this matter we were fortunate.

ith all that pile of goods in the rubber
shed it was evident to all the world that a
‘boat would be needed to carry it in. And

50 in the course of a day or so there came to
me a padrdo of nut gatherers who told me
that his partner had been bitten by a jara-
raca while dipping his hand foolishly to
draw water, and that his boat was therefore
for sale.

So we went to look it over, and found a
wvery satisfactory craft; a bateldo much like
my own, stoutly built of hand-hewn planks

mahogany; some ten meters in length,
“having the stern half-covered over with a
funnel-shaped roof of palm thatch to afford
dry accommodation for goods and gear, and
hammock room for the owner; amidships a
small deck upon which he might recline
while directing the craft; and the forward
part half-decked with slats of split cane
whereon the paddle men would squat, three
to each side.

The rogue of a padrdo immediately asked
a gringo price. But the Pelloroxo told him

tly:
“Name of a ——! What is this? Iam
an up-river man and the partner of Theo-

ilo.”

So the fellow accepted the half and was
“well satisfied. As was I also; for my own
business demanded my time; and I had
n wondering how this lad with no experi-
ence would be able to make his first ap-
hes to the up-creek Indians without

me guidance. Now I would be able to

- mouth.
could master suffici
is a very simple language and
—and a temporary paddle
he would dismiss after having
friendly relations with the loca
So I found for him a piloto, a
who knew something of the n
a bateldo in the currents and
cook a little in the batelero sty!

.ing spent a long day, we slepf

first time in his own bateldo,

as an infant with a new toy.
that a profitable day had been
that nothing had been omitts
very morrow we would start.

A propitious morning. For
curred to occasion delay—whi
of the south is unusual. The P
peared in the formal Americano di
trip into the wilderness. A s
open at the neck; breeches of
yellow boots, All complete
with one of his new pistols
hip from a loose belt.

“Mira qué magnificol” T
him as I laughed. ~And the b
had gathered to see us off murme
bation.

Collectors of the castanha
padrdos they were, with several
Indians; and they had never seen:
nificence of fashion. Old sl‘io
batelero of forty years’ standing’
rivers, spat his chew of ipadu I
prow of the new boat for luck and

“Let be. Let him pe
reaches the creeks; and the
surely think that he is a very gi
for never have they seen such a
And within that time he will hax
from experience that breeches
‘when one rides upon a horse and
stands upn;iht; but for all other p
the world they bind at the knee w
sweat and itch like the very cane
selves.”

But he Jaughed in turn and

“Por Deus, these are what I pu
great expense in my home town
vice of the camp-goods dealer
that such would be the appropri:
for Manaos City. So wear t
must.”




that point is a sea of some four
with islands, this
enly a narrow tunnel winding

into the very heart of the'

h and dark it is, overhung
which send aerial roots and
as a man’s body to seek foot-
lushy ground which never dries
dry season.
the great black river is silent
of all life, here one plunges into
s of the jungle. Monkeys and
h one knows to -be disporting
the sunlit green far above but
; the hiss of insects that

y as the cry of one of the larger
now and then a,gam a wild cry
of twenty years’ experience,

ot place at all. ~Ilooked back from

and called to Pelloroxo:

, my gringito. For from now
 not see t,J,Je sun till you come out
laughed.

If have told me that I am a pio-
my fathers. Why then should
s

as he sat on the thatch roof
songs of atrocious tempo and
brious of sentiment. But in
the careless spirit of his fore-
spirit that drove them ever to
d take delight in the new places.
of days we arrived into the
here I had discovered the tagua
there I summoned a council of
chiefs and caused the Pelloroxo to
re them as my friend who would
hem even as I had dealt. After
s compelled to leave him to his
es, to stand or fall according to
ns of his own wit and courage
ity to absorb the many advices
him. For my own business de-
t T return out to the big river
yet three days farther up.
th some misgiving that I went
v and much in need of expe
t, since he would have only I.u-

fidence was the one thing that

least ever since his first arrival in Man
So I wished him & buena dicha, t_hebét
luck, and went.

FIVE months passed. I, thi
) ing often of this so venturesome

gringo, and wondering how

was progressing in his capacity
of “his own boss” in our joint “new busz
ness,” till I was able to journey again to
Santa Isabel, and made a point of going up
our igarape on a tour of inspection. -

Paddling and poling up the dark passage,
I began to be filled with dismay at seeing
signs of a healthy traffic; lianas cut and
water passages cleared and all the mar]
that canoe traffic will leave. The 1gampg
was empty and deserted. Even more so, it
seemed to me, than before, when a few
Indians passed occasionally to Santa Isal
to exchange feathers for goods.

But it turned out that I was needlessl
alarmed. As I began to reach into
tagua district on the second day, signs
industry became apparent. The first was
a far chopping in the forest. 2

“Hau, one makes a canoe,” grunted my
paddle men.

Presently we came upon a naked Indian
in a dugout canoe with a new machete stuck
through a thong at the back of his waist.
Him I ordered to come near and account for
his possession. He came readily enough,
without fear; and said that he worked for
the white man, gathering the fruit of the
tagua tree for some strange purpose of the
white man’s; and that the white man was
different from all other people in that he
paid in advance. His machete, therefore,
had been come by honestly; for he would:
fulfil his promise and collect three canoe
full of fruit.

“Qué loucol” said T to myself.
fool system is this? How can one m
contract with Indians who donot love work?”

Yet, just round the bend we came upon
a small clearing and a palm leaf shelter
the creek edge under which a pile of
was accumulating: Other such shel
were passed, and more Indians. And pres-
ently, toward the end of the day came tl
camp of the white man himself.




he Pelloroxo descended upon me with
‘cries and many oaths, and dragged me
immediately to eat; for his code of hospi-
tality was that a friend must be first of all
fed. Manatee steak it was; well prepared
d tasty; the good effect of which he would
‘have spoiled by thrustmg upon me one of
‘his pernicious cigarets.
“Tam: conservmgﬂnem with jealous care,”
he assured me.
But I pushed the foul paper aside and
rolled one for myself of pure tobacco in a

“Now tell me all thmgs ” Isaid. “But

first of all why, in the name of all the saints,

you have not been sending your nuts down
‘to Santa Isabel to ship? You have plenty

This is a very center of
“unexpected industry.”

He threw out his hands.

“My friend,” said he. “Qur business is
~held up by the transportation problem. I
‘need here a fleet. The nuts you see are
‘only a part; for I'have beenvoyaging up and
down stream and into all the little side
‘creeks; and we have now many little sheds
filling steadily up with nuts.”

“Miracle!” I grunted. But with skepti-
cism; for I knew those Indians. But he
~was eager to proceed.

“True, at first there was difficulty,” he
admitted in answer to my tone. “For
‘these Indians have no desire to labor; and
‘they were skeptical; for some of them had
“been down to the big river where they had
fallen in with the traders; and there was a
_conviction among them that they would be

id either not at all or cheated in the
amount. Till I hit upon the plan of paying
in advance—and now we have the Ind.lans

twenty-one villages working busily for us.”
1 grunted again.
y “They may work,” said I.

“Or rather,
ise to work while you dangle a knife
- or a machete before their eyes. But how
‘busily they will continue to work after you
gone is another question.”

“No my good friend, you are mlsta.ken
insisted against my twenty years’ of ex-
ence. “They will work and produce;
T have taken the business precaution of

only to attract trader
we are well established?
begin to ship until my fleet is

surance? How do you proj
fleet?” I demanded.
His grin flashed out. T

“High finance,” he exul‘wd.
dians, as you know, will do a
than settle down to the three n
of hewing a canoe out of a tree
they struggle along with any
thing till it positively falls apas
they will bind it up with vines
half full of water.

“So I conceived the idea of
for building new canoes for then
ax head to each man who would
put it to use in hewing out a ¢z
stipulation only that the canoe
meters in length or more and
fill it up three times with nuts.
my friend, presently we shall
despatch a fleet of a hundred
four trips we can collect in the
shed at Santa Isabel a cargo
charter the whole available s
steamer; and then those cas
will come to us begging with bz
hands——" .

But I cut hls rhapsody short.

“Hm, fme,” I said with
wonderful dream—if these India
ple with whom you could make
and who could be compelled to
agreements. But they will
of labor and will make excuses

But he in turn interrupted me.

“No, my friend. They will

“Psha,” said I. “I know these
twenty years of experience. Yo
tell me any new thing about thy

And he, grinning again:

“No new thing indeed. But
what you yourself advised. I
their customs and their beliefs,
made friends above all things
ipagé—who is my insurance. In
it was: The old chief Upanha is
second chief was an e
He had been to Santa Isabel of




selves; and that I, the white
d surely back him up in the
‘that he had learned from the

2 the decision of a dynasty
thrust thus suddenly upon my
So I called the ipagé quietly and
quinin to make witchcraft with
imed that I, for one, surely be-
witcheraff to effect a cure for

wizard triumphed; and the exist-
y continued; and the pretender
ne died—I do not know of what.
agé is now my stout ally; and his
t those Indians who take the
's pay and do not deliver their
full and with speed to the white
gives honor where honor is due
ully bewitched by him. So, my
ve no fear. We are well insured.
eliver.”
was sufficient. I was convinced.
k credit to myself that I had
this young Fire-Head’s
and energy; and I gave credit
T smote him joyfully on the
‘told him with some complacence:
you have learned well the lesson
told you. Having forgotten your
ble home town and its useless cus-
‘have learned the customs of the
s and have been enabled thus to
rk in organizing the beginnings
fitable business. Now tell me,
ht?”
s of that young ruffian laughed
the spirit of the very —— in

‘were right in all things,” he said,
at in that institute which taught
my home town they taught me
most important principle upon
iness could be built was—or-

“None the less, my so confident fi
you have learned the lesson that you m
work with the customs of the people inst
of trying to tell them how much better
your own.”

To which he, with all humility, BM
I stayed with him for two days; and in his
bateldo we cruised into the upper reaches
of the creek, where I saw for myself how his
system of advance payments with the in-
surance of the ipagé’s witchcraft to back uj
his contracts was working out. And, car-
ramba, it was like a system of loans con-
ducted by a bank. Never have I seen so
much industry in the upper rivers.

I gave him congratulations and I left him;
this time with no uneasiness in my min
The man had learned and was established.
Remained now only the problem of se
a market. His last words to me, shoute
after my bafeldo as'it was turning the
bend of the creek, were:

“Why not go on down to Manaos and
make a contract with some export house t
purchase our product? For we can very
shortly now guarantee a fixed quantit

home town taught me that the second most
important principle upon which a business
can be conducted is—guaranteed delivery.

I made the sign with the palm of the hand
against the thigh and the throat which
signifies among us that misfortune is di
to him who brags, and went on down
Santa Isabel. But I thought much over his
suggestion; and truly it seemed good to me
to make some sort of an agreement wi
some exporting house whereby we might
gain some advantage in return for a stes,dyx
delivery with each month

So, the monthly steamer being there, |
took passage and went. And in Manaos
found very favorable reception; for the pril
of tagua was standing at two and a
milreis per kilo and not much was com
in from the other rivers. Yet the
ments took up some time; and the steam
went ,up again and returned before
ready to go—and then it was delayed wl
its decrepit engine indulged in one of
periodical breakdowns. So that it wen
into two months before I was able to trz




disquiet greater

than on my first trip. For at the

first of the palm leaf sheds I

nd two si bateldos-tied up to the

half full of nuts while the shed was
empty. Their masters were away in the
- woods, the crews told me. But Iknew their

* The crew man were sullen and would tell
me only that their masters had bought the
nuts from the Indians who collected at that
point and that they were arranging now for
‘more laborers to work for them.

“Diabol” said I to myself. “What villainy
is this? Has the Pelloroxo also been brow-
‘beaten by their evil reputation to permit
this robbery? Or is he, perhaps, dead up

ere in the jungle?”

So I passed on with anxiety. But Indians

a new canoe whom I met farther up told

- me that the white man lived and was well.

So I told my paddle men to dip deep and
strong so that I might reach the camp by
the same evening and receive his explana-
tion from himself.

His joy to see me was as great as his relief;
and he recounted to me immediately how
those two had sneaked up our creek; and

 the first that he had known about it was
when he received a machete, the same that
‘he had given the Indian down there as pay-
ment for his labor. He did not blame the

Indian; for those trader men had told him
that if he returned the payment he would

e free of his contract, and that they would

e him another machete and' something
‘more besides. But what was he to do about
those two men he did not know till I should

turn; and he had been waiting for me

this full month while they stole our

ts. I looked at him with amazement and
considerable disappointment.

“Sangue Deus,” I growled. “What do

‘expect to do in such a case? Call for a

don’t know,” he answered with a grave
“I waited for your coming to find out
t was the proper ptocedure a,ccording
the custom of the upper rivers.”
Proper pr 1 said with

P

in pioneer country beyond
law, you became tame and
what is the proper pmced.ure
tro, I will show you what is
shall go down to those two
tell them that I, Theophilo,
in this business; and basta,
gize and withdraw.” ;
But he bit upon his lip and

scorn.
“No,” he insisted with a set
am to conduct a business in t
rivers I must attend to this
I but wanted to know what mif
without antagonizing the w
zonas. Let us say no more,
and eat.” =
So he took me into his stilt
‘would say no more on the subj
called his piloto and gave ord
bateldo crew be prepared for an |
the next morning, and he re:
silent mood till morning came.
first screaming of the parrots he
shouting for his paddle men to j;
and he would have gone a
silence and his set face. But T
accompanying him, for I
men to be cunning as well as tx
They were lolling on the bank
bateldos when we arrived, for
siesta hour. The one, a heavy s
the same height as the Pelloroxo,
stout - from easy living; and
equally tall, but as lean and sf
first was stout; though both their
well matched in a furtive sort of
Upon seeing our bateldo come 1
bend they sprang to their feet,
surprize; for they had flaunted
lence so long in security that
very unexpected indeed. The
made as if to run to his bateldo;
held him by the arm and drew
self, and they stood together wi
We swung into the bank,
loroxo sprang out with a]a,cnty -
“Have a care,” I warned him
lowed. “For both these fellows
reputation of carrying weapons,
view like yours, but concealed.”
But he, paying no attention t




ut the lean one quickly re-
surly self-possession and ad-
to me.
ou, Theophilo, any interest with
or with his fate?””
question, and I knew
my answer would depend their
t my mind was quickly made up.
“He handles his own affair
9
oxo, while watching the others
, still found time to flash a
me and to murmur, “Thanks,
‘During which interval the other
at one another and laughed as if
were about to befall. Then the
two composed his features to
on of ferocity which fellows of
ploy for the purpose of intimi-

said he with contempt, “we do
we fight or when.”

HE delivered 1t as an ultxma.tu.m,

argument in reply.
ingo of mine-was ever restless

under the blow. Again, be-
n could recover his balance and
scream of rage was yet in his
hit him with the other fist a

incredible speed he struck him
as he thus staggered, and com-
fall down the slope of the bank

Ishouted with excitement. And
ted, a pistol sounded and I heard
hum and clatter the next instant

e beyond the creek. Thanking

its in the same breath for that
was an inaccurate sport at
d my head and saw the other

mo{lon plctures?‘the Peﬂoroxo snatche
pistol' from the holster which hung at
loose belt of cartridges and fired wi
raising to aim. The man’s arm flew a
and upward from his side. The pist
dropped from his hand. He screamed onq
and lurched up against his tree where
supported himself like one drunk, and like
a drunkard began to grow weak at the knees
and sag to the ground.

Then Pelloroxo turned with ready pistol
to attend once more to the other whom he
had knocked into the creek. But that blow
upon the ear, coming in addition to the
terrible assault upon his stomach,
rendered him unconscious. He lay in

water inert while the Indians from the
bateldos chattered in affright and pointed
at the swirl and splash of the black was
all round him.

“Mercy of —!” I cried. “The pmmhd"
And T rushed to haul the wretched man
Indians to

forth, shouting upon the
help.

By the fellow’s great good fortune this
affair had taken only séconds to accomplish.
Had it been a protracted battle his plight
would have been a pitiable one. As it was,
a veritable school of those ferocious fish
must have been nearby when he fell; for
bled from half a dozen places already on his
unprotected hands and face. Clean round
holes as big as a vest button they were,
showing that his luck was good agam
that they had been young fish.

By this time the Indians had féund the
wits and were ready to help. Already
couple of them were chewing great wads.
the tamaquaré leaf to apply as dressing.

I left them to bind him up as best th
might and turned once more to look for my
friend. He was leaning over the oth
fellow, shaking him by the shoulder. z

“He is not hurt,” he said to me with
gust. “Ishot him only in the forearm.”

And forthwith, by kicking him vigotor
on the nether pants, he forced the man
his feet, and so held him, clutching at hi
arm and scowling.

“Now,” he ordered “tell your Indi:
xmmedmtely to unload those nuts back
my shed here. Make speed.” And




miraculous pistol

»tﬁu he ]aughed at me with loud

y iriend,” said he. “In my home
n there is very probably no man who
ever fired a pistol in his life—as neither

- “But—but, name of a saint,” I began.
‘But he interrupted me, jeering.
- “But—but, am I not learning how to
conduct a business here beyond the borders
the law? Twice have I sent down to

- I do not know how many kilos of cartridges.
have been practising the ways of your
~ Amazonas, my friend; I have been prac-
tising. Vet I will tell you—""he laughed
in—“I aimed to hit that man anywhere
‘between his belt and his hat. But it is good
for my reputation that ke does not know
that.”

‘Carramba, rest on that reputation,” said
“The tale will spread. You will never
h&ve to shoot again.”
He shrugged and turned to see that his
‘orders about the nuts were being carried

stood watching all these things with a scared
‘countenance. The man came in answer to
the summons and at five paces distance

loroxo spoke to him sternly in the Geral:
“Tutua, descendant of a black spider-
‘monkey, you are a fool. You will return
‘immediately to these men who are half
white their machete; and you will come to-
ow to my place and will receive again
that which I gave you—for which you will
w deliver four canoe-loads of nuts.”

fingers against his forehead, an-

- “What my white chief says, will be. Only,

Kariwa, those men gave me no machete,
only said they would give.”

The Pelloroxo threw back his head and

ed with much enjoyment.

‘Good,” said he. “That tale will spread.

¢t them rest on that reputation.” Then

Indian, “Go. And take an offering

you to the ipagé, that he may remove

. But there was

: left him to

and busied myself with s

of our nuts was well and

of the bottoms of those baf
it was finished; and the men
of their stolen plunder and
missive. Pitiable to look at;
his arm rudely bandaged apd
recognizable through the poulf
leaf where the fish had taken
him. The Pelloroxo stood
with a hard mouth. Then he
their orders.

“Listen, you two. You will go
quickly; and you will remember
selves, and tell it also to all the
kind, that I, Pelloroxo, the up-
have drawn a line across the mo
igarape to mark it as my water.
and it is easy to remember. N

They gave no argument; but
their bateldos, scowling and silent.
dians pushed off without the
chant; and in less than a minute
beyond the next bend had swallo
Ilaid my hand on my partner’s

“Amigo,” said I. “That was.
An improvement even on our
for some of those things that Is
day when I came, I give you my

He grinned.

“They are forgotten, good fri
upper jungle,” said he. “Havea

I DID not go back

his camp. It was g

me that he had well

the knowledge neces
conducting of an up-river man’s
at all events in the jungle.
would be another problem; for th
forsee conflict with men not so
well-meaning as Indians of the b
growing in me a
fying confidence in this Pelloroxo ¢
had begun to understand that
thing  that people adhered to
whether in our country or in his.

So I went back from that
to my own water to attend to m
once again with an easy mind free
giving. His parting word to me w
“If you listen carefully froi

creek you will hear the howl




gained
ion. But he told the capt:

day upon Santa Isabel and
into the old rubber shed.

ly knew anything about his prepa-
r the port, between steamer visits,

t the half-breed with his family
the adobe hut which he magnifi-
the hotel.
roxo wasted no time; but made
home like a true river’man by
hammock between two posts,
ly despatched his fleet to bring
other load. Six cargoes he-brought
hen the steamer finally wheezed
landing stage he sat ready. He
oard and greeted the captain.
mio Capitdo. A quick return
you this time; for I have a cargo
for you.”
tain was not one to forget. He
open hostility; but he growled
uld carry no cargo for the gringo.
laughed easily.

“No no, mio Capitdo. Iam no longer
much of a fool as I used to be. Iknow
well that if a single bateldo should
alongside in the interval you would proc
to unload that one, and then another and
then any others that might keep arriving;
and you would claim that you took them
in rotation. By no means am I such a fool.
No, you will give me just one tally cler]
f;nfl my own Indians will load into your

old.”

At this all the ferocity of the captain’s
nature blazed forth; and for a long half
minute—so the Arau]o agent who witnessed
it, told me—he thought that violence would
ensue; and he made for the shelter of
cabin storeroom. But it turned out as T had
prophesied. The captain had very e
dently heard the tale of that shooting
doubtless exaggerated in order that th
teller’s own honor might not be lowered.
So his rage passed no farther than his eyt
The fire died in them and he covered th

ned many of the river ways.

t cargo that comes.”
For there used
h wrangling, and not a little blood
ong those castanka gatherers over
should be given preference
boat was full. On one occasion,
e lot of them, they contrived in
to set fire to the boat. So the
instituted a rule of first come,
—and saved, incidentally, many
thereby. Though, as T have said,
plenty enough; for nothing could
from those indolent fellows the
cargo space would not still be

er four or five days.
of course, was absolute, and the
compelled to recognize it. He
it the complacent gringo for a mo-
nd then thought better of it and
He admitted the rule and said
‘he would be ready to begin load-
soon as he should have done

ent of his ship. But his eyes

confusion with the lids. Then he shrugged
and turned to spit over the rail. That
was all. 2
“I thank you, mio Capitdo,” said the Pel-

loroxo. And he went to the lower deck and

gave his orders to the tally clerk.
High-handed no doubt. But, as he told

me himself later, it was urgently necessary;

for his canoe men had told him as long as

two days back that one of the casianha

padrdos was waiting at his sitio but half

day’s journey up river with three bateldo.

and some dozen canoes, taking things

till he might come down and meet all nhsxm

friends for the pleasant monthly carouse.
And within the same day he came;

on his heels others began to drift in from

river and down-river with their bateldos

canoes; and the howl of dismay which v

up when they found that all the a:

cargo space was taken was an ational calan{

ity. They appealed to the captain to git

them at least the half of the space

apportion it out according to each m

offering; and they suggested absurdly

their own men would unload the cargo

was already stowed without expense

delay. :




rule. So the d:smm.ﬁud

mdu-s stood about in groups and

and asked each other what might
‘done in the matter. The answer of
was, nothing. They had come late

What is the usual outcome in such a situ-
lion? In a crowd of some forty or fifty
sh fellows of no very great intelligence
. inevitable that anger should turn
against the foreigner. Somebody started
murmur, and it was not long before the

up-river eommnmty
thing when one wishes to co
in that community.

I was much perturbed when
But, diabo, qué facer? There
that could be done about the
seemed to be his fate to antag
But it is my observation that b
antagonism; and it takes much
duct a business and not make

And, by the very —’s il luck,
the business was starting to
feet the eﬁect of all d:wse nm‘(

general ble was against the
go who had outmaneuvered them.

Somebody started the suggestion, and it

s a matter of only a few minutes before

¢ was a concerted move to go and inter-

v this gringo. The thing was very nearly

dy to become a mob. It remained only

to start the suggestion about

t to do with the gringo. And that sug-

would devolve naturally out of the

ed wudswhlch would be exchanged at

about hesitant, waiting for somebody to
in that argument. The gringo looked
them never once. He was deeply en-
in playing with his pistol, ro}hng

d

 through the trigger guard so that the butt
swung into the palm of his hand with a soft
d satisfactory slap.

He spoke no word to the crowd; and no
an in the crowd quite liked to start speak-
g to him; for the national shooting pro-
si ufyouAmamwaswallknown
all of them and the story of the shooting
that particular pistol had very whole-
ely spread. It followed thus that there
no argument of heated words. There-
nobody started the suggestion of what
do with the gringo, the crowd never
ume a mob at all. Instead, it went softly

ly to attend to other business.
ut the enmity of the thing remained.
this I did not blame the Pelloroxo this
It was no fault of his forcing that
town annoyance down the throats of

d upon our P
His very first success was the
that drew the most powerful
upon himself.

That shipment, upon its
Manaos, created a stir. Tagua,
and in quantity! That called for
For no other was coming in
Negro side at all and the price
If the stuff could be collected W

there was money to he
reasoned the merchants of the t«
entirely ignorant of the astute
that lay behind that load.

An old enemy weighted the
mind and decided to take action.
than Da Sylvestra, the pompous.
had got mixed up in that theater
was a chance to invest some mone;
purpose of making a profit and p
a debt in a very pleasant manner.

next return steamer he
Santa Isabel himself,

L} of tagua.
should have learned their lesson
time. But it takes more than one I
teach a’ man the value of time;.
then, having learned that value,
how to speed up his little organiz:
jungle workers who had been
their lives. Only a few of them,
were ready. Room enough in the.
hold for all.

The Pelloroxo stepped on
through the formality of arr:

loading. But the captain




Ik about the shipment of his
Da Sylvestra threw out his
uppermost, and smiled as he

desolate,” said he. “But I have
‘the entire space for the return
business.”
said the Pelloroxo, wondering
this move might mean. “You

said the other, “into tagua.”
the direct challenge. The Pel-
to it immediately.
ot selling my tagua to you,” said

shrugg
lstaguamthebackcteeks and
d nut gatherers are here in

was the plan? The Pelloroxo

od now. But he was in a position
e replied.

Senhor, there is agua in my water.

extends back for fifty miles into

. How many Indians live in its

iches, I do not know; for I have-

d time to explore. But four hun-

under their chiefs and ipagés

y friends, work for me. Believe

~when I tell you, Senhor Da

these expert nut gatherers of

\wi]l not enter into a war with

ted to let the reﬂectlon soak in for

are a business man, Senh r. There-
vill make you a business offer: I will
rour charter from you for the half of
paid for it.”
he left him and came away to
eldo. . He spoke his insulting offer
t no sooner was he away than he
canoes to carry messages; one to
it his camp, and one to me. Then
n to make such preparations as
nd to wait.
estra was left to gnash upon the
cigar and to exercise his wits for
‘of his charter money. He sent
the nut padrdos as were there to

of
true what he says; they will surel;
him; as ours—curses upon them—

So Da, Sylvestra, thought angrily
more, and then said cunningly:

“‘Bom, the man is your enemy as well a
mine. You know what may be done here
and what may not. But I tell you this; and
let it be known to all i
arrive; that I will pay price,
two and a half milreis per kilo, for fagua
delivered here at Santa Isabel.”

g

indeed to urge those fellows to desperate
measures. For the best that they cou.;iget
for their castanha was less than one
half. Entla, what would be the inevitab]
happening?
‘The Pelloroxo, sleeping in his bateldo,
awakened by one of his Indians to listen to
noise up at the rubber shed.  He rolled
of his hammock and stole up to invest
But silently as he went, as he appro
the shed, a pistol was fired out of the dark-
ness and a ball coughed out over his h
toward the black river. Happily, as I ha
said, pistol shooting is not so popular a
pastime among us as it is with you of the
north, and we have no experts.

The Pelloroxo fell to the ground and la
waiting in uncertainty; for only a fool wﬂ‘;

walk into what he doesn’Tknow in the dark-

ness. But those others lacked the courage
to defend their position of advantage against
that pistol of which they had heard so much.
They fled into the night; and the Pelloroxo,
when he called for a light, found some doz

or so big sacks filled with his tagua nuf
ready to be taken away.

Petty thievery was what he had ha
expected. - But that was not a matter
be greatly exercised about. He sent an I
dian to fetch his hammock. He would s
in the shed and put a stop to that
thing. But there were men among the
creek padrdos who were arriving now
every hour of the night, who would
much for the price that Da Sybh
offered—provided that the risk were
too great.

As the Pelloroxo was tying his h
ropes, another shot came out of the
ness. This time he jerked his own




as h
ose to his head. That would
turesome snipers for a while. But
edless risk is foolish. The Pelloroxo called
men to scoop him a pit in the top of his
pile of nuts; and in that fortress he spent the
‘night on guard.
With the coming of morning his cargo was
still intact. But the light disclosed a string
f bateldos straining in the stiff current of
 that place against their head ropes tied to
takes. The more fortunate early comers
nestled along the outer side of the steamer.
‘Though not more than a half dozen or so;
for the captain would not allow too great a
weight to attach itself to the strain against
his own cable which was bent round a stout
paxiuba palm.
- The owners stood about in groups or
busied themselves with their boats; all

the lone foreigner. Yet all eyes shot furtive
glances at him and heads turned to look
after he had passed. A veritable camp had
risen over night, and all of it was hostile

to him.
~ What could he do? He could not accuse
this man or that one at random of coming
in the night and attempting to steal his
nuts.  So, as he passed among them, he
took the cue to pretend that he had no sus-
picions against any man. He greeted those
- whom he knew as he went about his busi-
ness, and showed an unconcern as great as

to steal nuts, more or less desperate, were
made all through the night. Had it not been
for the fortunate convenience of the fortress
thin the great pile of nuts who can tell
what ill chance might not have happened?
For the shot of even the poorest sniper in the
~ dark might speed true.
This thing could not go on. So the Pel-
oxo with the next morning bestirred him-
betimes and stalked down to the
ner, both pistols swinging very much
evidence, to hold a parley with Da

snarled from the upper
not in a mood to parley
taking his morning toffee he
So the Pelloroxo, poor inn
to his watch and sat down to
thought of treachery. Had I
could not have been so easily ho
For I have experience of some of |
ness men of ours. It would have
to me that Da Sylvestra playe
time to plan some new line of
it must have been clear to him
paltry thought of bribing others
nuts out of the fire for him was
cessful as he had hoped against
respect for the gringo’s pistols.
his time, of course, as well as :
cunning fellow might. The plan.
He collected a gang. %
The senhor must not misun
in thinking that all those
gather monthly at Santa Isabel
drels. Most of them are good
enough; and some of the best
the makings of a good up-river
tagonistic to the gringo who
trade they might well be, as is na
the most of them would not stoop tc

villainy.

Yet in such a gathering of
there are always enough who will
much for money. Da Sylvestra
some half dozen such round hi
then sent a message to the Pellorox
that he was ready to talk. h
walked down to the steamer with
picion. Da Sylvestra himself can
the gang plank to meet him on
where his hirelings lounged with un
It was all so simple. And like man;
plan, it worked without a hitch.

Da Sylvestra proffered his hand.
ing. The Pelloroxo accepted it.
vestra gripped that dangerous
fast; and on the instant the rest
upon the dupe.

What chance had he to s
half a dozen? He was quickly
laid helpless; and then at last Da §;
felt that he could afford himself
of the customary sneers that men
mind heap upon their adversarie
helpless.

“Fool. You thought to pit
wits against me?”’ and so forth.




h d their

o the waiting hold of the

e "ﬂ last nut had been

2y took the Pelloroxo’s pistols

retreated onto the steamer,

e gang plank. Then an In-

to loosen his bonds and

their safety, shouted to him with

would be good for his health to

sight and rifle shot.

coup and perfectly successful.

o was left with no alternative

One can not single-handed

side of an iron steamer against

And some of those fellows from

of the steamer deck would

fired had he attempted any such

So the Pelloroxo showed wisdom

y from there and retiring to his
to plan whatever he might.

AND then I arrived. The Pel-
loroxo was, of course, raging. As
was I also as soon as I heard the
tale. But while I was furious
to contain myself, his was a
ger. He sat with a hard face and
and asked me first:
is now the custom? What may
ithout antagonizing yet further
community? And tell me; just
is place from the law? It seems
far indeed.”

of a thousand saints! It is six
s steamer journey from the law—
far enough. What may be done
all our Indians and to make a
him and all the rest of this bribed
who are your enemies already.
e they? A city man and some fifty
They are nothing. We can
a thousand.”
the cooler judgment.
said. “It is'a bad thing to try
ess in the middle of an enemy
~ And besides, they are not
many. For—” he smiled with
and tapped me with emphasis on
“look you, my friend. His own
 turned against him. For of the
, how many of them are any
ter off? He has filled up the hold
‘tagua nuts and they are left still
o space for their product. Our

““But with a rifle?”

be neutral. “Emtdo, it is enough,” T
“We are two; and with your bateldo crew :
mine we have twelve men. Sufficient. We

can not go down to the open river bank
against their rifles. But from the shelter
of the jungle we can pick them off at our
ease and with perfect security bring them
to terms.” :

But again he shook his head. E

“Not so good, amigo. I have been think-
ing this thing over this few hours ahead of
you—and this bushwhacking does not ap-
peal to me. In any case, what we do we
must do quickly. For consider. They have
nothing to wait for now. The captain will
soon get up steam, and they will be gone,
laughing at our helplessness.” E

“——1” That was so. I was taken aback.
“Carramba, what then?”

He leaned over toward me and lowered
his voice; for other bateldos were tied up
near us; and, neutral or no, who knows who
might carry a tale?

In these hours I have been thinking of
a plan,” he told me with caution, “and that
is why I asked you how far was this place
from the law. Consider then. You know
how the current swings from this place?” :

Assuredly I knew. It was a stiff four-
mile current, and it swung round the shoul-
der of that landing place and cut diagonally
across the wide breadth of the river, where
it split some two miles down over the sand
spit at the head of Peccary Island. Many
a time have I been put to it, driving my
men to hard paddling, to avoid being wash
ashore there. The Pelloroxo fixed his gaze
upon me with narrow eyes.

“What would happen?” said he. “If we
were to cut the steamer’s cable before they
could get up steam?”

I caught at my breath; for I could foresee
g;mult. But in the next instant I told

“You can never cut it. They would fill
you with rifle balls from the deck before you
could swing a machete once.” 2

He shrugged and grinned at last like he
was wont.

“With a machete, never,” he ag

“Sanctissimas! Can you?” T demande



ioc st of the adobs hotel

a clear view of that paxiuba

 to which the cable is fastened; and we
take our leisure. Not in one shot may
succeed; nor in ten. But why not in
fifty? While T shoot—or you, it does not
matter—the other will prevent interference.
And who will interfere? Our enemies are
on the steamer, as surely marooned from
the open bank as are we; and why should
these others, neutrals, intrude themselves?”
Picarol The lad was right. It was no
trick at all. For the first time I was able
to laugh. I said no word, but stepped from
his bateldo into mine to fetch my rifle with
many shells. His own was ready. So we
went without more ado to the adobe hut.
proprietor knew me of old; and with

him I made no bones. T told him simply

which we desired no interference. Basta,
that was all.

Without question he left us. < And the
Pelloroxo, laughing .grimly, took a_poncho
from the bed and spread it on the dirt floor

before the doorway. Then he lay down
confidently on his belly and snuggled him-
self to take an easy aim.
- “Bet you I hit it first crack,” said he.

But he lost. I could see in the clear water

beyond, against which the cable stood out
suﬂmd:ﬁk that the ball had flown high
He called sofdy on the name of the ——
 after the manner of you gringos and -tried
in. This time was better. I saw a thin
spurt of dust; and, after its passing, a little
edge of cord stood up against the

it some two feet from the palm trunk.
“Braval” 1 shouted. ‘I must join in this

Short

~ But already footsteps were running to see’

t the shooting was about. I stepped
ly to the door to stand guard; and to

e bateleros who came I said sternly that
was entirely a private matter to which
my friend were attending ourselves.
offered no interference. But stood

, wondering. The Pelloroxo took no
‘of them; but continued calmly to

little puf
then those others understood.

a gasp of wonder and a thousar
they made no move to annoy me.

“Por Diabo,” said one. “This
merry surprize to that stiff-ne
tain.”

And another:

“To that Sylvestra bandido, ton.
wager you, friend Jodo, that he
ten shots.”

“I will stake a good -mcl:m
that,” said the first.

Snltwasdez.rtomeuda. el

affection for that gang of ruffians
once again preempted the steame:
Others of them took sides in the
and added to the play; and there:
cursed or cheered according as
went. I was able to turn my af
possible interference from the st
Asyetthmunbmrdknewno h
lay, beyond wondering -
wha.t that steady shooting was
But I took the precaution of
of the hut and up a sheltere
in the nearby bushes from where
command the deck if need should
To those who watched and wagered
exciting sport I said: :
“Hola, there. Go one of you an
your friends to stand clear of that
this will not last long now, and
parts it will snap back like a watch

BUT I was still spe
an uproar suddenly arose
steamer. Either they h

™ some vibration of the

shots transmitted along the cable, 0
body friendly disposed had given a
There was a shouting and much
scurrying; till presently somebody
to run out the gang plank, while
men with rifles waited fiercely to ¢
and put a stop to the menace. £

Here was where the tables of
were to be turned upon that crew of
I laughed, and fired a shot that
cracked gong upon the plates of the st
right at the feet of the men who h
plank. Lead must have spattered
face of one of them; for he yelled
up, to fall and roll with his hands

ot




its rope.
op to that effort for a while.
again in a frenzy and shouted
ch other, each urging the rest
‘while he

-mdmamtaebufs

demn'n:hlhm-ud

ﬁuioudymgetmdthemy.
'stern, as on a pivot against the
‘steamer swung in a grand arc till

tndthebutmmtheiullgnp
ent. Decrepit and rusted and
mpmasmt&:ﬂedoﬁmﬁl

rail;
like ants, as if they might

st.ngger and halt apparently in its
then its momentum seized it, and it

head of the other islands lower down. Some
curious shifting of the undersurface currents
doubtless caused it, and thereby the life of

unburt.
mem-dolﬁebnkum:imd,
“Aa-ahl” as the boat remained stationary
and did not swing off to float on to sure
destruction on some one or other of the
lower islands. With the loosening of the
tension came time for comment. Much of
it was ribald; much, jesting; and all was
careless. Nomm&uuovdhdauy
particular stake in t-e fate of that steamer.
Tbysmdabmfammmwmm
further interest might happen. But nof
did. The shouting and the confusion di

would be the final outcome? Our cargo
tagua was still in the hold of that ship.




to us faintly the
The boat whistled—from habit, I
d there followed a mighty
f sand and water from the great
ern wheel in reverse.
T held my breath, and I observed that my
iend’s face, too, was hard and set. But
still nothing happened. More whistling and
billows of black smoke full of hot sparks and
more furious churning. Half an hour or so
of this. But there the boat remained; listed,
g ps, a little less than before; but still
At last I was able to breathe again.
I looked at the Pelloroxo. His eyes were
still hard, but he grinned.

“How do you think, friend Theophilo, is
the best way,” he asked speculatively, “to
bring our prisoners to terms?”

“Prisoners” was a word most satisfactory
to contemplate. Yet I asked him how he

- could consider that we two on the bank
“could call prisoners men who were on a ship
a quarter of a mile away, even though stuck
fast upon a sand bank.

“The boat can not leave that place,” he
bo.: shortly. “And they can not leave the

“How so?” T dema.nded

But he only grinned the more hardly and
sat him down in the shade to wait. I with
him, wondering what would be the next
move. It was not a long wait. i
preparations went forth on the ship. With

uch shouting of the captain a great anchor
was lifted from the bow and lowered into a

The cable was lowered also; and the
t then proceeded to row off up-stream,
. “They will drop the
anchor above and will kedge off with the
ﬁm,:}L Carrambal they will escape us

t appeared from behind the steamer’s
ody laboring up-steam, he raised. his rifle
fired.

In instant confusion the boat turned

nd scurried back to the shelter of the
. The Pelloroxo grinned out wide.

he test holds good in our favor,” he

Y.
t even as he spoke, one shouted a warn-
A bullet spattered among the rocks of

‘time all who

shelter behind the jungle
the Pelloroxo grinned at me
hi s

“Truly are they prisoners,’
“They can not see us, while we
them at our leisure. Yet—"
thought came to me—“they will
by night.” 2

“I am not at all afraid of the
the Pelloroxo easily. “The
two hundred meters. This is
season; and even when the mq
late, the star reflection on the
show up a boat black against th
And they will have a long way to
that anchor. No, my friend, they
succeed by night. We can hold
month.”

“And when we must at last
found objection.

But he was confident.

“We will post our Indians to
wake us as soon as anything occu
eyes are better than ours; and
have taught my piloto to shoot.”

“There will be other da.n;en i

“Assuredly,” said he.

We shall meet them as they com

And so it turned out. To
bateleros who still watched from
fringe I said:

“My friends, this affair is our b
Bullets that will come will be for
you, therefore, leave us to attend
business. And will one of you do
favor to send my piloto.”

So they went. And if curiosity
any to watch still, they watched
other point, Ieavmg us to our vigil
selected spot directly opposite
stranded steamer. >

With the first coming of the d
of course, made another attempt
out their anchor. But it was as f

black smudge clear against the shiny s
of the water. A few balls from ot
sent them quickly scurrying
shelter of the ship, just as before.

we struck, or by how far we

not tell. But what matter? We w
enough to make them realize that

,boat is a wide target and that

tell whom a ball might strike or’




ugu nuts; and here were
p them there at our will till

, after much talk during the
, was that I shouhil come dowhn
paddling a double crew night
 Manaos, where I have friends,
now ready to come back with
back what is ours.
further danger I foresaw before
that was that some of them
the farther shore under cover
and the bulk of the ship, and
n-stream and across again and
pon the Pelloroxo through the
he was supremely confident.
against his comfortable bed

inned without care.

“Have no fear on that

will post my Indians in a circle

They have their blow guns. I

than in a city. Have no fear,

go swiftly and return with help.

at least will be here. I can guar-

that. And I will be here, keeping

my rifle and my good Indians

wealth. And of those robbers,

still be here. Some, I think, may

s may well get a bellyful be-

bickering is over, and they

al away. What matter? They oan
away our cargo any more.”

SO there he is, Senhor. Your
Fire-Head son, eating and drink-
ing and sleeping with a rifle across
his knees, holding down a ship
. And here am I, ready to

. the situation; for all things have

ungle and
said he.

which has my approval.

That I charw here quickly a small
steamer and go up with our friends
transfer our stolen cargo right at the sand
spit.

Come with us, Senhor, to witness this
jest that will be your son’s triumph. For
consider what will then happen. We shall
chase those robbers, any who may still re-
main, into the Junglm We shall not hunt
them down; for we are not vindictive.
Dientro, let them suffer a while from the
insects before we let them return to the com-
munity of respectable folk. When that time
comes they will have learned to leave alone
such men as Theophilo da Costa and
Pelloroxo.

And the Da Sylvestra, if we do not havi
to kill him, being caught with his charter of
the regular steamer, must needs accept for
transport the castanha of all those other
padrdos at whatever price he can get—
which, ho-ho, it will not be much, I can-
tell you. So shall the goodwill of the rest
of that community of Santa Isabel swing
back to us. And the last words of that
incorrigible Fire-Head to me as I left him,
were:

“In that institute in my home town they
taught me that the third most important
principle for conducting a’business is, 50
to conduct it that you have the respect and
goodwill of your neighbors.

Por Deus, a true teaching. But he did
not assimilate it for a long time. Not till |
he came up to us of the upper rivers. B
he has learned much. He has learned, and
he is established now as one of us. King
the fagua he will be, And I, T shall have
one-third interest in the kmgs busine
Come with us then, Senhor, and join in the
Jfiesta which we shall make with our friends
over that kingship.
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Author of “At Pender’s Gap.”

JHE young operative followed his
chief, 6ld Thelpin Martin, head of
the Martin Detective Agency, into
the private office of Mr. Jepther

Ross, president of the Merchants’ National

Bank.

“Sit down,” grunted Mr. Ross; and when
both Martin and Willis Shaw had complied
in silence, the bank president, a grim old
man with a thin, hawk-like face, a mane of
snow-white hair and deep-set, piercing gray
eyes, continued:

“Well, what have you to report? It's
been four, nearly five weeks since I gave you
the job of finding and bringing back both

* McCray and the hundred thousand dollars
. he stole from my bank. So faras I can see,

you haven’t accomplished anything. Have
you come to report that you give it up?”’

Ignoring the thrust, old Martin said
quietly:

“While we have been watching every
avenue of escape to Central and South
America and combing every possible hiding
place here, I have reason to believe that
your assistant cashier is going quietly about
his business within forty miles of the city.

“Had you had as much experience in run-

ing down criminals as I have, Mr. Ross,
you'd know that those are always the hard-

"T)u Killing of Tom McCray,” copyright, 1925, by How-
«ard Ellis Davis.

est to find—the ones who don’t try to hide
or run far. I think, however, that we have
our man spotted out at Dolvin, working
there under the name of James Trueman, as
a laborer in the saw-mill.

“You think! Why don’t you know?®
said the bank president impatiently. “Why
didn’t you have this suspect arrested and
brought in at once? I'm going to have
Tom McCray if it costs me another ten
thousand on top of what he made off with!”

Mr. Ross clenched his fist until the leaders
stood out on his forearm and pounded uj
his desk; and it seemed to young Shaw &’u .
the vindictive old man was more bent upon
crushing McCray for his crime than he was
interested in returning to the bank the funds
that had been stolen.

“I thought I had persuaded you, Jep-
ther,” Martin replied, “‘that it would be best
to get the money first, if possible, rather
than arrest the man and, after he had served
his prison sentence, have him recover for
himself what he had hidden away. It is
necessary to proceed very carefully. How--
ever, if I 'm not handling the case to suit
you—"

Thelpin Martin shrugged his thick shoul-
ders and elevated the palms of his hands in
an excessive gesture.

Mr. Ross glanced quickly at his old
friend, then, with a change of tone.
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ong utherelsanychanceof

’s being recovered. My cashier

man here besides myself who

taken. I have temporarily re-

amount from my ‘own funds.

rse I want that hundred thousand

t I want McCray, too!” Again he

‘the desk with his clenched fist.
’s your plan?”’

n is to send this young man,”

the direction of Willis, “out to

get a job with the saw-mill com-

He is from a town up the state

living here only since McCray

So there is no chance of

who he is. I have given

iled description of the man we are

or, and he has studied carefully

hotographs which we have been

of.

ess will be to meet this man
learn as speedily as possible if
man we’re after. If Trueman is
he will try to gain the man’s con-
to a certain extent, watch him care-
learn, if possible, where the money
Those swamps up there would
ideal hiding place. 1have learned,
‘way, that McCray’s old home is
up in that neighborhood.”
Reoss turned and gazed so steadily
it the young man flushed.
t,” he said tersely, “you know
t—both the money and the man,

- THIS interview was still fresh in
the memory of Willis Shaw as he

s stood late that afternoon on the
front porch of the mill boarding-
off across the bared slope to

at the foot of the hill. He could
‘whine of the big circular saw as the
iven upon it, the swift, rumbling
the carriage when the cut was

thud of squared timber, shunted
ids, reverberated rough the

. Came the sharp slap as board
on board. Farther along, the
in the planer droned in a con-
The many lights about

hoarser,
the planet The whine of saw and h;
machinery ceased; the engines slowed down,

brawny negroes, dinner bucket swung on
arm, straggling to the quarters beyond the
branch; those whites who lived with their
families in the c y houses; the com-

-ompan
paratively few who stayed at the boarding-
house.

At the supper table a half hour later, he
was seated opposite Trueman, whom, from
the photogmphs he carried, Willis ized
instantly, even before his name was called
boisterously by Hansen, the big Swede:

“Hey you, there, Yim Trueman,” the
Swede said as he leaned forward and
a boiled potato with his fork, “cuttin’ them
small logs up live into deckin’ and piece
stuff keeps us yumpin’, I'll say so.”

“Jumping is right,” Trueman replied with
a laugh as, cnntrary to custom, he passed to
“{alnls ohashbeforehelpmgh:sawn‘
plate.

“T feed that so——fast thatitseem
like one piece of lumber go through all the
time,” Hansen continued. “On the other
side that edger, you off-bear the lumber so
lively it seem like you dancin’. I seen you
go wobbly just before knockin’-off time. I

ink old bear got you sure.”

“He was right behind me, Carl.”

“He get you tomorrow, maybe.”

“Oh, no. I've been promoted.”

“Promoted?”

The murmur went up from the men,
they paused in the hasty bolting of
food to gaze at Trueman.

“Yes; the foreman told me he wmted
on the log—deck toscale. He's going to
Winters from the scaling job to the

Willis noticed that the men smiled a
nodded in approval. “That job on the k
deck’s a cinch—and more pay,”
one.

“Knowed you was too good a man to
in that off-bearin’ job long,” said T«
Westgate, a grizzled little man who fi
dry-kiln




ding

and he had wefuﬂy studied the
hs.

- There was a strong resemblance to this
man, Trueman; and yet there was a marked
difference. Trueman’s face was thinner,
and no such smile as Trueman’s had lurked

- about the eyes that had looked out at him
from the pictures of McCray. The pictured
face had been tight-lipped, rather cynical.
Martin’s description had borne out the im-
pression of the man Willis had formed from
the photographs.

“However,” he decided, “it’s either Jc-~
Cray or a near relative; and it’s up to me to
find out which.”

‘When they had risen and filed out into the
hall, he approached Trueman, who already
bdmnmdwwxrdtbeiwtof the stairs.

“This is Mr. Trueman, I believe?” he
said. “My name is Shaw.”

“Welll” The reply was uncompromis-

- ing, the man’s face going suddenly hard.
He extended no hand to acknowledge the
introduction.

“Ms. Peterson told me that you are in a
room by yourself. I wanted to see if you
wouldn’t take me in with you.”

“No,” Trueman snapped. “I told Mrs.
Peterson emphatically that— But you’ve
got to sleep somewhere, haven’t you?” he
interrupted himself, his face breaking into a
sudden smile. “‘Oh, Carl; come here. Here’s

- aman to sleep with you.”

“Sure,” said the big Swede, lumbering up
to them. “I'm glad of his company.”

. An hour later, however, Willis crept from
Hansen’s room and, crossing the hall, tapped
~ lightly upon the door Lhmugh which he had
seen Trueman enter. At the rather sharp
to come in, he went into the room,

dosmg the door behind him.

A fire was burning brightly, and the room

“Say, Trueman,” he exclaimed, ignoring
the frown, “you’ve just got to take me in.
‘Hansen has that little stove in his room red-

t, and he says it’s too rainy and cold out-

for me to raise a window. His wet
are beneath the stove, and—er—by

“You’re certainly yp against
tion of circumstances,” he said.
things and come on over. You
in here with me—until you can

all that might be desired as a
Seated before the fire, after
had been made, Trueman asked

“Going to work here?”

fl;A.,l]ythxng I can find to do

“You don’t look like a labo
the slight build of the other man.

“I’m not; always did book wo
truthfully replied.

“Then why don’t you try the

“Did. They don’t need anyb
to have a job of some kind.”

“Well, they are short-handed

It will help you.

“Knew a fellow once who had
job and got into a rut. The
stayed the deeper got the rut, until it
as if the sides reached up like s
impossible to climb over. He grew
his job, his boss, and, most of a
Grew sour, sour as ——. De
Wasn’t a man any longer. Then
away. Didn’t climb out of the r
broke through and left. Got a ji
hands—with his hands!”

Trueman, now standing beside
raised his muscular arms and
hands, calloused and scarred, in s
hesvy work gloves, now resting on
of the mantel.

“Worked his body nea.rly to
made another man of him.”

Suddenly a light broke upon W
man whom Trueman had d
Trueman himself, in that other
bank. This accounted for the

i the change




father and grandfather were
. It’s born in me to love the
ly sawed pine. I'd rather feel
under my feet than the pave-
ly city that ever was created.
on the log-deck, now, scaling logs.
g0 to the woods. I'll ask to be
A year or two in the woods
ﬁmber then—well, this plant is
young.

are ﬁfty Lhousa.nd acres of virgin
which their logging road is just
to crawl. Who can tell what
n store for a fellow who's got the
in him? These people are wide
ppreciative. The president is
the mill or in the woods every day.
son to believe it was he suggested
f“t on the log-deck. Yes, sir;
4 to find myself!
> of my old man’s memory, I'd

lI, rather slender figure erect, hands
p into his pockets, the color
igh in his thin, tanned cheeks,
been pacing up and down the
speech coming jerkily, more as if
self, giving voice to thoughts

his brain until there must be

now, he paused in his stride and
broke from his lips. Then, as
ething unconsciously done, he
nd, seizing a piece of wood, threw it
fire with such violence that the live
scattering, out upon the thread-
While Willis, with a folded news-
Iusuly brushing them back upon
, the other man abruptly left the
prized, somewhat bewildered, the
ive stood gazing at the sharply
door.

THE days that followed were
» trying ones for Willis. He was
soft, and clumsy about his work,
'stuck at his job asa mill-] hand
force of will. He let no op-
to search for the stolen funds,
2 had never been able fully to

night, after ; ;
niously by Trueman, who had n
until long after Willis was in bed,
made a thorough search of the room, care-
fully combmg through Lhe other ma.n s few

mattress a.nd even, havmg pried loose some
boards at the back of the shallow closet, -
he searched the adjouung loft beneath the
eaves.

Guarded inquiries revealed the fact that
Trueman, tramping in over the logging-
road, his bundle carried at the end of a short
stick over his shoulder, had arrived in Dol-
vin about a week after the bank was robbed.
No one of those of whom Willis casually in-
quired seemed to know where Trueman had
come from, or why so little was known about
the man.

Jovial and friendly with the other men, he
was a prime favorite among them, and he
threw himself into his work at the mill with
an abandon that was good to see; but at
night, within his room, he drew into his shell
and had little to say. That he was laboring
under a tremendous mental strain was very
evident, which, Willis reasoned, was only
natural. And yet, at times, the impression
persisted that this was not the man they
were after, that Trueman was not the alias
of Tom McCray

“Perhaps,” he thought one evening as he
sat by the fire watching the other man end-
lessly pace the floor, “he is some near rela-
tive who knows of McCray’s crime and feels
a certain amount of responsibility. Mec-
Cray may be hiding about his old home near
here and may have sent for Trueman, with
whom he is keeping in touch.”

The idea was rather startling. With
nothing tangible upon which to base this
line of reasoning, he decided to accept it as
a “hunch” and spend the following Sunday
investigating the old home where, according -
to Thelpin Martin, McCray had spent his
boyhood.

On the fourth day at the mill Willis
sprained his arm. He had been placed in
the hole near the sawyer, tripping slabs from
the live rollers, a job that required no great
amount of intelligence, but quickness and
some dexterity in the use of a pick—a place
usually held by a negro.

But the run of logs was small—top logs,
most of them. Scarcely did it seem that




carriage

ated, the log was turned by the steam-

, and the powerful twin engines drove
carriage forward again at tremendous

, leaving another slab with which to
wrestle. Sometimes, before the first slab

and pick, doggedly he persevered

As the day wore on his wrenched arm

i him without i The muscles
throughout his body, stiff and sore from the
unaccustomed toil, clamored for rest. In

~ the palm of his right hand, an open cut from
a piece of bark burned with the salt of his
sweat. His nerves torn to a frazzled edge,
it seemed as if the sharp whine of the saws
and the clank of the machinery were splin-
 ters driven into his brain.

The men began to watch him, knowing
grins stamped upon their faces; ior, in their
vernacular, the “old bear” was about to get

- him—an incident always treated as a huge
]okc. From the log-deck, Trueman waved
and smiled encouragingly. Once or twice,
when the sloping ramp that fed the car-
riage with fresh logs was full, he ran down
and, thrusting Willis aside, took his place
for a spell.
Neb Horton, the sawyer, a large-framed,
bony man with blue eyes, grinned
~ tantalizingly as he tried to “smother” Wil-
lis; and at last, when it seemed inevitable
~that the boy’s trembling knees would buckle
beneath him, when his eyes were dimmed
with the tears of exhaustion and mortifica-
tion, he began to be filled with a rage against
the man who was persistently giving him
just a little more than he could do.
A light slab, jerked too soon from the
-bed, struck him sharply on the leg,
‘and this trivial incident was the straw that
- snapped his self-control. With a cry, he
dropped his pick, caught up the slab and
rushed upon his tormentor.
“—— you!” he shouted; and he brought
the slab down across the sawyer’s shoulder.
The grin never leaving his face, Horton
released the knob of his lever for a moment,
'swept back his arm, and the big open palm
his gloved hand struck Willis heavily on
side of the head.

Reeling from the blow, Willis’ heel caught

something and he fell sprawling on his

ideways against tri
that cut them to uniform
He was not stunned; but he
on his back, his legs, from the ki
dangling over the end of a wide p
conscious of the plank’s slow p
the conveyor, he relaxed his to;
cles; and he was only
shouts above the sound of the
of a sudden cessation in the rumb
carriage. Then he was seized b;
and jerked with a thump to the fl
Scrambling to his feet, he found
looking into the face of a giant
his dark skin turned a peculiar
eyes rolling whitely, was gib
telligibly. Behind the negro Hor

“You go on home, youngster,
for the balance of the day,” he
other six inches before Jim T
you by the feet, and you’d have b
pin’ around here in two pieces.”

And he mopped his anxious f:
glove, leaving a streak of grease

with widening eyes at the whirling ts
the existence of which he had f
which, inevitably, would have rij
i]:jntwo with the board upon which

The foreman, a youngish man
ing hair beneath his cap, came
up. Meeting him with his expres
Trueman said:

“Mr. Higgins, haven’t you a n
can send in here to take Shaw’s place
balance of the afternoon? He’s
paused to laugh. “The old bear’s b
behind him for an hour or so.”

Smiling understandingly, the fo
ded and turned away; and Wil

haps for those he was leaving
the shriek of saws and the clank
chinery it was not an unusual
day’s routine.

For him, it held the added
that to the man suspected of hav




‘night after supper, when
seated in their room be-
the fire, he tried to
lething of the gratitude he felt.
d man, you saved my life this
he began. “I want to tell you

express

1an, who was pacing up and down
urned on him with an impatient

all right,” he said. “It was noth-
say no more about it.”
‘you hadn’t been watching me and
hen you did,
er not talk tomght if you don’t
n said; and Willis saw about

n’s gray eyes an expression of
as one sees about the eyes of a
has sat days and nights on end in
vigil at the bedside of a stricken

his shoes, Willis covertly
him. To him the man was an

The esteem in which he, as
other men, held Trueman, and

s

‘unconsciously to the surface, made
impossible for him to believe that
a position of trust in the bank,
ve betrayed it as Tom McCray

, now, by the debt of 'Smtltude,
could never adequately repay,
‘a pity induced by that hopeless ex-
on Trueman’s face, he was formu-
his mind a report to his chief,
z forth his belief that he was shadow-
e ng man when, with that abrupt-
had characterized his action the
Trueman left the room, slam-
> door after him.
ly Willis realized that it was his
t. If Trueman was going out on
rainy night to the hiding place
s funds, he must follow him and
the money was hidden. If, as
suspected, Trueman was in
some relative and was going,
meet him, Willis must learn of

man.
off his shoes and carrying them
d, he turned out the light and

. the

where the men hung theu' hats.
the need of a covering for his own head,
waited until Trueman had gone out of
front door, then slipped out after him. =
The gate clicked as Willis paused on the
steps to draw on his shoes. A moment
later he, too, was outside, following at a safe
distance the dimly-seen figure that passed
around the fence and out into the road
beyond.

For several days there had been heavy,
intermittent showers, and the road was
deep in red mud or patches of watery sand.
Tonight it was colder, and the rain had
slackened in volume to a blowing mist. At
intervals a moon half-revealed itself through
shredded clouds.

Regardless of themud, Trueman ploughed
straight down the middle of the road. At
times the enshrouding darkness shut him
completely from sight; at others, when the
clouds overhead thinned, his figure was dis-
tinctly outlined. A mile from the village a
dark object, caught by a sweeping gust of
wind, came whirling along the road and
flattened against Willis’ legs. He picked it
up and found it to be Trueman’s soft hat.

Apparently heedless, the other man did
not pause, but ploughed steadily on. When
the moon shone down through a temporary
rift in the cloud curtain, Willis saw that
his bare head was thrown back, his face
turned up to the night.

Steadily they floundered on, until more
than three miles must have stretched be-
hind them. Then Trueman turned into a
side road, almost indistinguishable in the
darkness. This, in time, led to a bawling
creek, well out of its banks. The
crossed by a ford, and into this, without
pausing, Trueman continued, though t.be
water soon reached to his waist.

Stopping in surprize, Willis stood wa.tch-
ing him; then he sought and found a foot-
path that led to a log, crossing the stream
just above the ford.

He was halfway across the log when,
from the middle of the creek below him, a
burst of harsh laughter rang out upon the
blustering night, followed by some words
which the wind swept away before they be-
came distinguishable.

Edging along the log, Willis came to
place where he could see a dark blotch




by convulsive sobbing, low
g, almost as if someone were being

“My —!” Willis breathed to H,
‘u!epouiebwkuhethxsmmd
a quarter of an hour he looked on
Im- his point of vantage; but for the last
ten minutes the man, waist deep in the creek,
with the dark waters swirling about him,
had stood in perfect silence. Then True.
suddenly, splashed back to the

The course through themodslbdpres—
ently to a deserted log shack,
door of

- “Come on in, Willis.”

For a moment longer Willis stood with-
out moving, his eyes glued to the crack,
unable to believe that he had heard aright.
‘Then, subconsciously attributing the knowl-
edge of his presence to some instinct pos-
sessed by the demented, he went around to
the door and entered, pausing just within
the cnbin, expecting to find a man entirely

!.mtud the face lighted by the crackling
ﬁamet tlmt “Trueman tu.mad to him had
ion in

another way Though the gray eyes were
still heavily shadowed by dark circles, the

eut, and he greeted Willis with a frank boy-
ish smile, his white teeth

~ “Didn’t think 1 knew you were iuﬂm

me, did you?” he said. “I knew it when we

&tbehmne but I'had forgotten it, until a

‘moment ago.”

~ Willis moistened his dry lips with his
~ tongue but said nothing.

ome on over by the fire; you must be

were going on, I thought you
Truemim laughed. “!

he said. “Audpuhpalv_,

go
With a hot drink of d
and a few hours’ sleep you'll feel

Impatiently Trueman shook:
from his shoulder.

“You still think T'm unb:
said. “But you be quiet, wi
rupting me, until T tell you
T‘hen I hnve aj pbior'ymu

had a chance to—to get to him and:
Beneath the floor of this shack is the
he stole from the bank. Iam




weariness and the ordeal r.hrough
If, instead of sending it back by which he had passed. When he had had
d let McCray suffer for his crime.  time to think and to realize definitely the
to argue that with'you, be- position in which he stood relative to the
I have suffered the tortures crime of James Trueman, at’first he had
din uncertainty, trying tomake been torn with doubt as to how he should:
upon one of two courses. act, Then he had made his decision. From
fully made up my mind that abooth at the station, he called his employer
McCray must die, or he must go  and through the early dawn drove out to
ﬂxﬂty to the theft and return the old Thelpin Martin’s home.
ere could be no halfway mea- Refreshed and breakfasted and with what
him tonight and killed him, seemed to him tons of responsibility lifted
ve proved a convenient agent for  from his shoulders, he followed Thelpin into
the bank’s funds.” Mr. Ross’ private office as soon as the presi-
 to his feet, held out the bundle to  dent had arrived at the bank. When,
detective and extended his hand.  without invitation, Thelpin dropped into a
n ,.catch the early morning train chair, Willis placed on the desk before the

city,” he said. ank the bundle ining the
k the money; but he refused the stolen funds. :
and.

“Here is the money you sent me after,”
” he said huskily. “You per- he said simply.
ht you were justified in killing To Willis’ surprise, Mr. Ross shoved the
but I—I can’t shake hands with bundle aside, almost impatiently. “Where’s
Tom McCray?" he demanded

“This matter has_ r $
pon you rather suddenly. You “But’ why —what —I—1 don’t under-
d time to think it over. When stand.” Mr. Ross had slumped back in his
thought, and understood, and if chair and sat gazing blankly up at Willis;
, then, that I should be brought to  and an ashen gray pallor had overspread his
or what I have done, you will find stern old face.
the employ of the Banson Lum- “I—I'd rather not talk about it, if you
ny. Igive youmywordofhonor don’t mind, sir. There is your money;
tle: that I will not leave. Tom McCray is dead.” And there was the
bear in mind, Willis, that Tom bite of sarcasm in his voice as he told
d become the degenerate he was the vindictive old man, “You ought to be
he individuality and manhood had  satisfied.”
ped out of him by his employer, Then, leaning forward so suddenly and
. It were better, was my de- aggressively that Willis retreated a st
this degenerate should die, and Jepther Ross brought his fist smashm;f‘y
blotted out, than that he should down on the desk and demanded:
y and, dragging out the years of “Did you kill him?”
sentence, sink, through hate, into He spoke slowly, through clenched teeth,
ture than ever. Because, know- and the keen eyes glaring from beneath
y as I did, I knew that is what their heavy white brows seemed shot wi
bappened points of fire.
again to shake hands, he Willis, put so suddenly upon the defen-
a.ﬁecnonaﬁely on the shoulder, sive, stammered in his reply:




elt now a sense
zen enutt_hgp..guont.hatseemedto
 the old man because death had cheated

. “Were you present at his
death? What > you know about it? How

- “T was with Tom McCray from the time
1 reached Dolvin,” Willis replied quietly to
this volley of questions. “We occupied the
same room. On the night the funds were
‘recovered he—he killed himself.”

Again Jepther Ross sank weakly back i in
his chair. “Killed himself?”” he whi:

crime. If—if you had

me, Thelpin, I would have
onmykneeslwou]dhnvc’
giveness. But now——"

Jepther Ross’ body was sh
convulsive sob, and Willis saw te
from between his fingers.

Then, before Willis realized wh
taking place, Mr. Ross was on his
thick white hair seeming to stand
up upon his head, his face conto
passion; his arms extended, he lea
Willis, his long, strong fingers
unclosing, as if they itched to get
young man’s throat.

“You hounded him to death,”

“You .:...- ¢

~ hoarsely. “Oh, my God! My God!” " And
he covered his face with his hands.

Released from the fierce eyes that had

ed to-hold his own, Willis turned ques-

- tioningly to Thelpin Martin and, to his

surprize, found a satisfied smile on the old

- detective’s lips. Sinking weakly into a
»d.'mr Willis mopped his perspiring face.

To think that it should have come to

this,” Mr. Ross said softly. “A fresh coun-

try boy, son of the man who had been my

gone. Though I loved him as if he had been
my own son, I never let an opportunity pass
to crush out his individual impulses and
l&;& t.hmkmg to graft my own upon him in
stead.
“And —— how I worked him! Two years
ﬂng‘: he moved from my home, and I knew
that he was beginning to hate me; but
I would not relent, thinking that my course
‘was the best for him. It was only after he

WW

You hounded that poor boy untll
his own life, ou——=%
But Thelpin Martin was now |
them, forcing Mr. Ross back to his
“There, there, Jep,” he said gen
the familiarity of a long, long fri
“Sit you down; sit you down.
ing out just nght—h.ke Ifi
With a nod over his shoulder,
Will.is from the room. -
ving forced Mr. Ross back
dmu-, Thelpin stood behind him
hands resting affectionately upon h
ders; and as Willis moved quietly
room and tried to slip without noise
the door, he heard the old detective
“Now that you've learned your
Jep, we'll have a little further tall
we'll run out to Dolvin on the no
and somebody, and it won’t be
Cray, will be given another chan
you make good, we’ll see— Oh,
see what'll we'll see.”




Author of “The Bush Lopers,” “The Homesteaders,” etc.

The first part of the story briefly retold in story form

FRANK ELLIS woke up one bright morning in
California Gulch to find himself a total failure.
All through the winter of 1862 he had trailed from
one holding to another until the gold mining season
at aclose. He was penniless, and he had a sister
east who believed him a great success. There
was nothing left for him to do but take a job over
the lunch counter of the Great Western Hotel,
under the hand of George Skillings, boss.
As he was serving his first meal to a group of
, traders and mine employees, he uncon-
sciously burst into a plzimive song.
“Stop that —— racket,” the boss roared.
From that time on he was the “Singing Pilgrim.”
The Pilgrim became a drawing card. Nate Goss,
the gambler; “Rabbit,” the Indian, doomed to death
by his tribe on a charge of killing a brother tribesman;
“Ancient Days,” an old-time placer miner; “Bones,”
a man with a prehistoric delusion of great beasts in
Lhegulchw—aﬁ fellinto the lure of the Pilgrim’s voice.

CHAPTER III

THE IMPROVEMENT COMMITTEE
0SS and Whip King met at the
G Boston Hotel for the midday

; meal, and under cover of the con-
— fusion d d the homicide.

“He would’t have run away if he hadn’t
done it,” admitted Goss. “If he’d gone
back to the hut and pretended to be asleep
when they called for him he might have
fooled them.”

“Pwd: " copyright, 1925, by Hugh Pendexter.

“Whip King,” reputed to be the best wagon-train
boss between the River and the coast, arrived in
gulch with a startling crack of his monstrous whip.
He had no special destination, no special enemies,
and he cared little for firearms. But he proved to
be the friend of many restless men who fought
constantly. Many was the time that his long lash
sent men, armed with six-shooters, cowering in the
corner.

With the season almost ended and too many men
finding almost no gold, things in California Gulch
became a bit thick. Goss had a fight with Charlie
Dodge, the monte gambler, as a result of unfair
play, and finally the Pilgrim fought with his boss.
The fight itself was inconsequential, but a threat
Xnomul in the background when the Pilgrim swore
vengea

Thnt m;:ht Skillings, the boss, was found with a.
knife in his heart, and and the Singing Pilgrim was.
missing from California Gulch.

“Acted like a fool,” rumbled Whip King.
“But we must remember he’s young.”

“I knew he was down on his luck and had
guts enough to fight if cornered,” con-
tinued Goss, “but I never dreamed he’d
sneak back in the night and use a knife.
Think of his going out to nail an enemy and
not packing a weapon! Skillings was killed
with his own knife.”

“Probably he did pack a gun along and
then was afraid to use it.”

“Then why didn’t he carry a knife?
Mine is still at the hut and he never wore
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boar

e coming over the G
m‘u’lﬁ’t have had time to try for it

fter ? feet hit the ground.”
“Skillings needed killing badly,” mused
King. “But it’s all so darned mixed
Something aroused Skillings. He lit
out the wagon, carrying a fight. If he had
any weapon besides his knife, where is it?
If only the knife, he would have it in his
hand. Then how could the younker take it
away from him? Skillings was a powerful
‘built man.”

~ Goss shook his head.

- “Lots of puzzles, but the main facts re-
main—Skillings is dead by his own knife, the
Pilgrim has ducked out, and Ancient Days
and Big Bones are missing. Ancient and
Bones liked the Pilgrim. They lit out so
they wouldn’t have to tell on him. Young-
ster’s got a sister back East. He’s been
feeling blue along of not making a strike.
‘Told me something about her. If Skillings
only could have been killed by some one
else I’d have staked Ellis to take over the
Great West and run it on his own hook. But
that’s all in the fire now.”

A man at a table near the entrance of the
tent’ exclaimed loudly. Oaths and angry
cries ran along the ﬁrst table. Several men
jumped up and ran from the tent. In the
~ street outside much savage talk resounded.
Goss’ dark eyes blazed with desperation.

“By ——1” They’ve caught him!” he
- whispered to Whip King. “I’m going out.
You needn’t come into this. It’s none of
ur hash.”

“Some of the cattle seem to be ta.ngled
p,” gruffly replied Whip King: “Think I

can help straighten out the mess. He must
‘have a square show. Don’t try any gun
He had a right at the wagons.

friends. Skillings broke from the corral
ith a knife. Had tried to kill him before.

Self defense is the ticket. Ought to go in

any miners’ court.”

3 But before they could leave the table the

proprietor of the Boston hurried up to them

‘and excitedly cried;

“What do you thmk! That Skillings was

~worse than we supposed.”

e Singing Pilgrim?” harshly broke in
“Where is he?”

«en.t back to sleep there with his two .

“Good land! How should I know when -

“You never mind what we think.
)]2; tell what you think,” growle

“Well they’ve found twenty
dollars in counterfeit script hid
wagon, the one he slept in!”
The proprietor paused to en

surprize.

Goss laughed, rejoicing that
been captured, also because Skilling
would seem less of a crime now th

money had been found. Whip
excited by the news and mumbled h
Recovering his composure he lament
“To think no one suspected him
;;vas recew;ng supplies of the
olding it for others to pass. He
of the gang that’s working from
New Mexico. If the men
grim knew this latest they’d be co
and wishing the Pilgrim good luck.

But the proprietor dlscoumged
belief by adding:

“Many of the men now beheve-
grim was in cahoots with Skillings
counterfeit money. They’re more
find him than ever.”

“Euchred!” snapped Goss, rising.
going to my shack to get a few hours sl

“I’ll drift over to the Miner’s Ho

keep my ears open for more news,”
Whip King.
Goss went to his small log
threw himself on the bunk, intend
a bit of sleep against the waking
the night. For an hour he
turned, his mind persisting in ds
the problem of Skillings’ death.




touching the butt of a

He saw the aperture

the dark face and

!rom the gun and called out—

bit entered and softly closed the
d him. Goss coldly advised—
nd, you should learn the white
ef knocking.”
ned his rifle against the logs and
on the floor and lighted his

 the white man slept I did not. wish to
id.

few puffs the hunter announced—
a talk from the Singer.”
k features remained immobile.
repeated, “My ears are open.
‘who will go back to be hung by his
will not bring me a lie.”
tersely corrected the hunter. “It
I should die as a hunter kills. I
and I killed a drunken man who
to hll me.”
d there’s nothing to make you go
the Indian nation to be shot.”
1 would be there on June first next
alive,” was the stolid reply. “I
ed to read and write like a white
am still Indian enough to keep
If I did not go back my father,
‘even my ]:i mother, would offer

g his voice almost to a whisper
ter informed—
Singer is hiding at Twin Lakes.”
ed his eyes slowly and came to a.
osture on the edge of the couch.
ling Skillings he should have re-
»

ok his head a.ud replied—
not kill Skilling
why did he run away?” harshly

Goss.
e he was unable to conceal his
white men heard him say he

gs if the white man tried to
‘White men will not take a white

killed?”” demanded Goss.

“I came here and told him. T
the first to reach the . I knew
would be blamed before the white men
all the signs. Your people hang first,
ask questions. After you came alo n
they began to say he did it I came here and
woke him up and led him to the lakes. We
finished the fifteen miles by sunrise.
started back here at once. He is sick in the
heart. He felt better when I said I would
take a talk to you today. He has bhukm
and meat. I shall take him a gun.

“Rabbit, you’ve tipped the ketde over,”
groaned Goss.

The hunter made no defense except to
remind him—

“They were crying, ‘Hang him! Hn.us
him!” when I led him away from this place.’

Goss said no more. What was done had
been done through friendship. But had
Ellis been found, soundly sleeping in the
hut, with no signs ! of the homicide upon him,
his innocence would practically have been
established. Goss quietly asked—

“What is the talk?”

“He says for you to look for letters at the
express office and send them back to him
by me.”

“I will do that, and write something to
him. But where will h he go? What will
he do?”

“He has two legs and is young. He can
go where he chooses. He can work for
white men.”

“And be found and hung! He ran away.
No miners’ court would believe you or him.

‘

Now they’re even saying he and Skillings s

pased worthless money in the gulch.”——

have eyes only for the wagons tah.ng t.benr
East, or for the bars and dancehalls of
valley towns. He is called the Si
Pilgrim. Hccantakeanynamehem]],
if he does not sing no one will be looking ' i&’
him after another moon. Before it is
for me to go back and be killed he can c
back to his camp and no one will bother
White ears in Colorado hear nothing bu
voice of gold.”

“You talk —— smooth, Rabbit.”




message. T L nut
you write your talk for the he threw down the pencil an
paper. He would send E
pa,ced the sma.ll room, perplexed to and a good revolver, but as 1

v just what word he would send. If knew not what to write. He had

was not found inside of another twenty-  of smuggling him into Whip K
four hours the searchers would be returning  bound wagon train, but he first n
to their work and the peak of the danger Whip King’s permission.
‘would be passed.
“When do you go back to him?” knowing when Whip King
“Tonight. After it is dark.” . or from what point.
““See me before you go and I will have my do was to hunt up his friend and
talk ready. I can not think straight now. advice and help. He believed El
I will look for letters for him.” be safe in any of the northern c:
He was at the door when Goss shot after  that men were cleaning up their

= preparing to join a homeward-bo
“Rabbit, who killed Skillings?”
The hunter paused but made no reply. 5
“Did you?” Goss demanded. much travel back and forth bet
“No. A white man killed him.” camps.
“Do you have any idea what white man?” “But he’d have to go to the to
“I know the man.” “even if he goes now to a camp,” he
“Who is he?” “So he might as well go to town
“I have not said.” later. But what town? Whip
And with that the Indian passed through name it. Best way would be to
the doorway. back East where he belongs.” -

Goss’ calling made him selfish.

easily spend his winnings, or

DISGUSTED by the Indian’s
reticence the gambler threw him- away; but to mortgage his time
self into a barrel-chair and grap- deavors came a bit hard. Yet he
pled with the problem. Ellis’ . desired to help the likable young
3 ﬂxght had convicted him in the minds of a He gave up the idea of sleep and
great majority of Oro’s citizens. The dis- to find Whip King and ask his
covery of the bogus.script had inflamed the Cached in the floor under his couch
public aga.mst him as well as against the serve fund of two thousand dollars ir
dead man and gold. He intended to send
With no jails for housing the accused and  dred of this. He carefully b
with no patience for drawn-out hearings, let  sleek hair and belted a gun on his
alone the entire lack of legal mechanism for  slipped another, the one he wor
conducting the same, the camp was bound  Ellis, into a holster under his left
try, convict and execute, and have done would write his letter from the
with a disagreeable business as expeditiously Home after talking with his fi
as possible. Of course there was the chance freighter. As he did not plan to
of a speedy wcq\nttal did Ellis return and ' the hut before meeting the R
“stand his dropped on his knees by the co
Had it not been for the discovery of the started to tap his cache for ahundred
unterfeit money Goss would have sent ‘The door flew open, and, still sq
%exemptory word for the Pilgrim to return. his heels, he spun about, the belt-gun
ut now he would not assume that respon- and cocked. Whip King promptl
bility. The young man was foot-free,and his hands.
btless the Indian was right in saying the “What the ——!”” impatiently
would be forgotten before another Goss. “Your manners are bad
on. ~To risk hanging for the privilege of nerves are ragged.”
g a few more weeks in the camp And in disgust at his gun
tossed the weapon on the co




of a lead. Stay inside,” tersely

‘Whip King. >
what, Whip?” softly asked He pulled his black slouch hat well
eyes glowmg ward, stepped out and closed the door and
~mad as Taos whsky That leaned against the logs.
script found in Skillings’ wago: Fifty men were streaming up the slope,
hobb. They now saying t.he Sing- the foremost being within derringer
was one of the gang.” It was more ominous that they came in
silence. They halted a rod from the hut and
gyit\dfihp King curiously. The leader in-

ot-heads say the boy slept here “We're the latest improvement com-
u being such a friend to him. mittee in Oro City, Whip King. Were
that you knew about the looking for Nate Goss.”

2eg “He’s at home and well, Tom Cameron.
of them dare to say asmuch to  He’s my friend. What do you folks think
to do with him?”

fifty headed this way to say it to “Improve him!” cried a man.
They swear they’ll clean the Several smiled grimly.
‘ou light out.” “That’s no talk to make to a friend of

. Iknow no more about the counter- Nate Goss,” said Whip King. “He’s a
the Pilgrim does. That means gambler, but he’s a square one. You can
I have done nothing except drag him from that shack and kill him, but
he’ll take a lot of you along with him. Be-
gave the younker a bed. They’re ing his friend I shall have to stand by him
h to make a lot of it.” and get killed. And I shall take a few with
when a committee tells me to. me, even if I be a great lover of peace.
L fool. But I won’t run before the S’pose you men let Cameron do the talking
the word.” for you and leave out the war talk.”
King nervously played with the Cameron, who had been in Colorado City
of his whip and warned: two years and whose Union Ranch, fifteen
be here soon. Maybe youwon’t miles from Oro City, was a well known
ce togo. Youknow the hair-trig-  stopping-place for travelers, quietly ex-
er of a crowd that suddenly decides  plained:
mining camp pureand noble.” “The boys are getting tired of the m
Murm:d to r.he couch and quickly things are going in the gulch. Being in
cache, disposing of the money town and being impartial, they asked me
- pockets. Whlp King looked to take a hand. They’ll keep shut and I
will do the talking. The solid men in the
Tll  mountains never intended to have any such
doings that have disgraced the camps
California and Nevada.
“The Montana diggings have called most
of our bad characters away, and we’ve

trot out of here. I’ll play the
»

looking for a fight. T’ll hear the
s talk. I'll say it’s a lie. Then
allowed to go decently. But

nothing about that. That young man
led to get here ahead »of thcm. skipped before any one accused him.
they won’t let you go,” omi- looks like he was guilty. He slept in

d Whip Kiny hut the last time he was here, At least,



“Pll be glad to join your committee,”
artily agreed Whip King. “The boy lit
ut and you say his going looks like he was
ilty. That’s why Goss wouldn’t run
when he had word from me you was coming.
e stayed to face the music. I’ll be glad to
in your committee if every accused man is
given a square shake.”
~ “Well, you don’t see any ropes and we
ain’t waving any guns,” patiently replied
Cameron. “But if a shot’s fired from that
hut we'll blow it plumb to , and the
- man in it.”
- “You ought to with so blg an outfit,”
warmly agreed Whip
“The long and short of it is this—Goss
must clear out at once. Not a hand will be
raised against him if he goes promptly:”
Whip King relaxed. The door behind
him opened and Goss stepped out, his hands
empty.

“I never stayed where I am not wanted,”
he told the crowd. “I was ready to go
after that trouble with Dodge. After he
ran away I was made to understand I was
welcome to stay. There’s quite a number
of cardmen in Cro, Slabtown, and Malta.

- You won’t drive them all away. You'll
want some to stay to give you a play when
you feel lucky. As to knowing anything
about counterfeit money—that’s alie. I'm
a gambler. That’s the worst any one can
say of me. Skillings belonged to the gang
passing counterfeit money. I detested the
man. If crooked, I won't travel with such

ttle.”
“The singing waiter killed Skillings last
t. You sent him up here to sleep.
e boys say you warned him to light out,”
explained Cameron. “It’s along of those
things, and not because you’re a gambler,
that your rooms are wanted in place of your

npany.”
It was on Goss’ tongue to say Rabbit in-
duced Ellis to run away, but second thought
vinced him he would be making serious
ble for the Indian.  For the same reason
refrained from repeating the hunter’s
rtion that a white man, but not Ellis,

d Slulhngs

’s some two thousand men down

T 3
idiotic for anyone to think the
kﬂlamana.ndthencomeb!&
to sleep.

“No one says he went to sl
corrected Cameron. “But it
pretty slick of him to make beli
asleep. If he’d done that and
making believe sleep the boys
been fooled.”

“All right. I’'m through. I
business matters to attend to an
to leave until early evening.
that’s satisfactory.”

“Any shooting or knifing bus
plclously asked a citizen.

Goss shook his head and assured

“Only a quarter interest in a clz
refused to pan out. I may find
foolish enough to buy it. A fewb
and a few debts to collect. Sun
find me here.” =

“That’s reasonable,” agreed” C:
“You should have time to settle yo
but be out of the gulch before sun
pass word below to that effect.”

And he turned and led the
down the slope.

“Peace corral again. Heads of
facing out from the circle,” mi
King, mopping his head with a red
chief. “But where’ll you go?” -

“Cafion City. Denver.

Fxrst I shall go to see

He rapldly related what the
old him.

Whip King was apprehensive
one from the gulch stumble u
hiding place. The gambler was
fident the Indian had hldden h

cretely.

“Rabblt and I agree it might
smuggle the Pilgrim out of the
and back East in your next wag

“That could be done,” readily

Whip King. “But I won’t be ref
the Rwet until after the season

right. You can write to me at
well House. If I ain’t there the cl
send it after me.”

“You’re not traveling entirely
then?” remarked Goss.

Whip King shook his head.




kskin. Ought to be able
to other camps. We'd

back into the hut long
several tin-types and make
nkets. As they walked down

King asked:
do to help you? Expecting

If any comes for the Pilgrim
name—tell them to forward it

well House. Scarcely any one
his name. I'm making a call at
office now to see if he has a
the Indian and tell him to
ne there or at Londoner’s store.
1 run out and will go with him

. got to have a hoss. Oughter to
tham up down below. Prob-

mtered the straggling street,
ces were cast at Goss and his
flushed. - He knew word had
‘he was run out. His blanket
his departure. But after
reached the express office and had
would be better for Whip King to

under the name of Ellis, excited

calling down the street.

" snapped Whip King, darting
ce. “But what’s up now?”
bringing in the Pilgrim,” mut-

like that, Something big
Prob’ly big war news.”
t spread up the street and

ve broken out!” loudly shouted a

poured from huts and tents.
came so fast as to be unintelli-
man mounted a drygoods box
his hands for silence. Then he

rd has just been received that the
e war and are raiding the

r. Minnesota is overrun and
killed v]ﬁo have ];l:t esm.pedb to

pi. Minneapolis is

a border has been pushm
tribes will join in. It means
off from the East. We'll be

success of the ouf =
the number of bands or tribes
hostile, the street orator’s lurid a
ment was accepted at face value.
rado’s position was peculiarly dangerous Iml
the far-sighted were fearing what they be-
lieved must come soon, a general uprising
of the Plains Indians.
Even though the red forces were success-
fully stood off from Denver and valley
towns, the mountain camps must be aban-
doned should the Utes join hands with the
Plains tribes. *
The greatest hardship would be the pri-
mary question of food. Already a delay in
wagon trains making Denver meant a boost
in prices. With an Indian war to blockade
the freight trains, there would be danger of
starvation. Gulch merchants who heard
the dire prophecy darted back into their
stores and began marking up their goods.
Goss smiled grimly and observed:
“About the only one to draw an ace out of
this mess is the Pilgrim. Every one will be
shy about wandering around looking for
him. I'm going to Londoner’s store. If
you see the Rabbit send him to me there.”

W A RED curtain was strung along
the eastern skyline as Goss and
the Rabbit ended their fifteen-
mile walk through the darkness

and left the treeless valley to enter among
pine-covered hills. The first rays of the
morning sun lighted a desolate stretch of
dead trees, skeleton forms, grim and fan-
tastic. The Rabbit said the trees were
killed by elk eating the bark and often
girdling a trunk.

They passed through this dismal grove
and came to another that was orderly in its
green dress. This was the last barrier be-
tween them and the shore of the lower of the

quiet, and Goss wished to halt and rest.

“The singing man is at the upper end,”
explained the Rabbit as he continued to
lead the way.

He kept on and Goss limped after him fot
three miles. When they halted it was close
to the narrow barrier, a twenty-foot-hi
bank which all but separated the upper fi



meﬁowness of Indian summer.

gambler lost no time in pulling off his

ots and socks and bathing his aching feet
the cold water. Glacier ice had once filled
ressions now made beautiful by

es. Goss was admiring the

reflections of mountain heights in the per-
fect mirror, when the Rabbit gavea low call.

“Lord, but I've ‘been lonesome! Too
lonesome almost to eat. Thought the Rab-
bit would never come. Never dreamed you
would be with him. At the best I only
looked for some word from you, some bit of

: advi‘ce. It’s mighty good of you to look me
N

“You’re sizing up the draw entirely
wrong,” wearily corrected Goss. “They
ran me out of camp. Had to go somewhere.
Came here. We'll find horses at Camer-
on’s ranch and travel easier.”

“Any letters for me?”

‘Goss shook his head and proceeded to re-
sume his socks and boots.. Much of the
joyousness vanished from Ellis’ face and it
was a minute before he requested details of
what had happened in the gulch. While
the hunter was making a fire the gambler
gll'sply related all that had happened in Oro

ty.

“It was the finding of the oounterfelt
money that started me

“It’s all on account of me,” Ellis mourn-

”regretted

Goss believed in good and bad luck, and
winced at the speech. In his mind was
born the fear that association with
e Pilgrim would mean a continuation of
ad luck. Yet he endeavored to make his

- voice hearty as he insisted:
“My game was about played out there.
ngs was the man who brought me bad
uck. That counterfeit money was the last
g’ Do you know who killed Skill-

“I've brought you bad

ot an idea. The Rabbit woke me up
ur shack and told me I had to run. I
t entirely awake until we were well

bered it. It came easier for them
to go the second time. Yet if
found that imitation money I co
finished the season.

“No one’s shedding tears over SI
Some would like to have him back
him, that’s all. But someone stz
yarn you must have been in cah
him; and it was known you went
cabin. I was blamed for running
the mob to warn you. The
nearly broke my feet hurrying th
darkness to get you and fetch
wagons.”

“Just as I said. It’s all along

“Oh, well! The camp’s about p]
Placer mining has seen its rosies
Colorado. If they don’t learn
handle the quartz these mountains
dead inside of another year or two.
to go with me to Denver? Whip
take you back East in one of his
trains.”

Ellis rested his elbows on his knees
pressed his hands against his head.
scarcely audible voice he answered

“To think this is the end of all
plans! Can’t even stay and try!
will she think?” :

“Memmg your sister, I suppose.
won’t blame you. You’re not Eo

“Oh, she would never blame
matter what I did she wouldn’t bla
But it all means we'll lose our
Raised money on it, you know.
us!”

“Too big a medicine to be wasted
affairs,” growled Goss. “Why nof
yourself? You've got your legs
No one’s taking your life. You've
sister. If I had a sister! —— of i
an only child. Quit sniveling and
your hand.”

“All right, Goss. Youll hear n
sniveling.  But I won’t go back
can stay out here without being hi




mouncedthebrukfstwas
they joined him at the edge of

nfdce.rmeat,hrﬁda,ndcoﬁee

surroundings.
't taken a holiday for a long

-we’ll discuss plans for traveling
ce revealed his d:sappomtﬁlénL

M to read the tell-tale expres-
ps it’s as well.  F'll snooze for
hours. I'm used to being up
my feet that bother the most.”
go back under the pines and
singing man will go with you
‘watch,” spoke up the Indian.
have been out down the val-

n horses. They may be com-
this way. TI'll scout around and

nter entered the timber, the white
heels. Goss threw himself down
his soft hat over his eyes. Al-
ly he was asleep. Ellis sat be-
mind open to homesickness and

lly wondering when and where it
end. He was pressed down by
more than by fear of California
Goss turned on his side and the
slipped from his face. Ellis was
for the first time with his dark
relaxed, and he was surprized to
yw youthful the gambler looked to
disquieting, if not humiliating,
that one so little his senior could
t and masterful, so firmly en-
Ellis ha.dfelt

o the lake where they had eaten.
minutes he stood staring at the
ountains, yet scarcely conscious

the inverted picture. Some
d down the bank and at first
m\ﬁancc to his mind. When

With a mighty ﬁm‘the hmmdw
right, bringing his back to the barrier. T
walk slowly to the pines, to whistle softly as
he advanced, was a fine test for his nerves.
He fancied the savages were at his back, yet
did not commit the fateful error of turning
his head. He expected at each step to feel
the bite of an arrow, or the benumbing shock
of a bullet; yet he forced himself to whistle
and pmceed with measured steps. When
hcknewhewasoutdsxghtofthehkehe
mlowmdmsoidyom(h:

He reached Goss and shook him genﬁy
by the arm. The gambler was instantly
awakeandsuetdxedhsamandyam
and opened his mouth to speak, but Ellis
lightly placed a hand over his and
whispered:

“Row of Indians along the high bank!
Didn’t let on I saw them!”

Goss came to his feet and clapped on his
hat and felt for his two guns. Ellis’ rifle
was on the ground. antmgtohthe
gambler rolled his blankets and threw them
over his shoulder and whispered:

“They've come-down Lake Creek from
the west. When you don’t show up th
think you went toward the Arkansas.
camp will tell them more than one man ate
there. They’ll wait a bit for all of us to
return. We’ll pass them by making west i
a wide circle.”

““And the Rabbit?”

self. Come!”

rapidly.

lake without sceing it, and entered the
row rugged valley of Lake Creek where
stream brawled among huge boulders,
in_one place passed under a na

“Forsaken looking spot!” Ellis exclais
his gaze hopelessly wandering from the
of boulders to the well-defined water
four hundred feet up the mountain




‘hundred foot rise in ]
hundred feet. Much water
foot of the mountain and
ground was boggy. He saw
so arduous was the task of
3 trail that he had scant time
His assurance was born of optimism, forin  hunter.
their own mgged country the Ute tribes ‘When he halted, disgusted
were a match for the bravest of the Plains and inclined to blame Ellis for
Indians. They covered ten milesand finally he had an extended view of L
camped where the valley twisted toward the valley. It contained nothing to
southwest, with the trail sloping sharply moody spirits. He pronounced
upward to Red Mountain Pass. and dreary. The timber was po
“We'll starve,” prophesied Ellis. i
“We'll sleep first,” declared Goss.
“Do you suppose 'the Rabbit can find us?”
asked Ellis, in woodcraft he knew it was n
Goss drew his hat over his face, although  Utes would select for a camp.
the sun could not find him in the thick cov- however, indicated they travel
ert, and drowsily answered— down the narrow valley. In
“Fool to spend his time trying if he plans and Ellis had not got out of their
- on letting his own people shoot him next set with the fear of being oves
June.” Utes he hurried down the trail,

CHAPTER IV
traveling away from Lake Creek.
THE SENTENCE OF THE PIPE He had no love for wild scenery.
2 his vocation made him a silent,
EARLY in the morning the two men man, he was naturally greg
were up and wondering whence would position. He liked lights and
come théir breakfast. Goss was moody and  the risks of the gaming tables. -
grumbled at their plight. He insisted they The descent to the mouth oi
_ should have remained at the lake and stood  tributary was fully as tiresome as
off the Utes if attacked. Ellis replied: the upward path. His ts

“You'd be mij l%hty glad you're here and with mud and his temper heated

not down there ’d seen that string of pitch. His exasperation broug
faces staring up out of the water, painted point where he would have wi
like so many——and as sly as panthers. with the Utes, and he almost b
They must be the band the Rabbit said had  would relish a quarrel with Ellis.
been stealing horses down the valley; they greatly improved as he came to
wouldn’t hesitate to kill. T’ll take my rifle beheld his companion riding to
and follow this little creek south and see if a decreplt pony and leading an
I can shoot some game.” “The Pilgrim has the luck!” he
“We've lost the Rabbit. We'll be losing “Walks away on a blind chance
ourselves yet,” said Goss. back two ponies.”
“I can’t get lostsolongaslshckwt.hls El]:swavedh:sha.ndmdtﬂcd
creek from the south.” sorry mount into a gallop.
- “And I can’t lose myself if I stick to the “I found a beautiful little spof
main stream coming down from the moun- “Meadowland enclosed by mounts
“But it seems we're grass. Ground as level as a floor.
these ponies there. And there’s
a look at the country. Maybe I can beaver. I'm told they’re good to
some game with a hand-gun. But don’t I saw grouse but didn’t dare shoo
~ go far. Be back here in an hour.” “Is there a way out of the op
gambler had the worst of the travel- this stream?”




we camp there till it’s safe
this way and make the

what we must do. Season’s
greenhorns to go mooning
mountains. If I'd traveled much
valley I'd found snow. But
i % eat. I'll knock over
with my six-shooter. Doesn’t
uch noise as your rifle. We'll
t for a day. Then we’ll come
and Utes or no Utes, we'll go back
and down to the Arkansas.
ild' life isn’t my game nor yours.
brains enough to accommodate
it for a bit. We won’t have
long as those nags hold out.”
nted the second pony and Ellis
led the way south. The animals
spirit and plodded along slowly,
graze despite their riders’ kicking
ving no bridles it was difficult
ponies and once Goss had to
and turn his steed around to keep
making for the Lake Creek valley.
way grew narrower and the thin
out, the ponies walked more
tent on reaching the succulent
opening below. The walls of the
hed closer together until the
ed to be a mere slit through the
rocks. The morning light became
‘and the gambler complained they
g a tunnel.
the brawling of the pent-in
d and Goss was shielding his eyes
abrupt return of the sunlight.
dampness was succeeded by genial
rom the mouth ﬁf the gulch the
gazmg on a small park, roughly
with a small grassy hill rising
ter. Through this level opening
reandered placidly, with willows
mirrored in the quiet
nes and spruce with soldierly
 covered much of the lower slopes.
blue sky rubbed the bare rocks,
with snow.
_mighty fine layout"’ exclaimed
‘Looks tame enough down here.
_blankets and guns and ponies.
shall look for grouse and then

directed: 5 =

“Along the edge. They seem to be tame.’

Goss started for the timber, a revolver

in his hand. Inside of five minutes after
disappearing from his companion’s sight he
had shot two grouse and was proudly re-
turning to the creek. They dressed and
broiled the birds and ate heartﬂy although
they had no seasoning.
“T’d give five dollars for a. pinch of salt e
grumbled Goss. Then, after feeling in his o
empty pocket he added “I'd give a hun-
dred for a good cigar.

The lack of tobacco irritated him. He
was for boldly making for the Arkansas.
Absence of creature comforts and the un-
accustomed environment again worked him
up to the fighting edge. He gave short an-
swers to Ellis’ questions. The latter, having
troubles of his own, was quick to resent this
treatment. Finally he decided:

“We're only two white men and this
seems to be quite a roomy place. Yet it’s
already too small for us. I'm ready to start
back now. Better fight Utes than to be
fighting each other.” 3
“There’s no fight between us,” growled
Goss. “At times my bark is worse than
my bite. I feel I've hogged out of luck. I

can’t be agreeable even to myself. Why’n
——don’t you sing? No, don’t. It'll make
me homesick. If we can round up those
two bags of bones we’ll start back. Fre-
mont had trouble somewhere in these moun-
tains and lost men. And I never let on to
be smarter than Fremont’s guides.” -

“All right. We'll go back. Qu.ltesways o
to come for our breakfast " said Ellis.

Now that they were to make for civiliza-
tion, Goss quickly became more affable.
He helped Ellis catch the ponies, which
were too feeble or lazy to evade them long.
Gathering up_ their blankets they armed
themselves with willow whips and urged
their mounts down the creek toward the
slot through the tall walls.
Goss repeated his request for a song,
declaring the danger of homesickness had
passed. Ellis willingly obliged and started
on “Westward Ho!” He had finished the
first stanza when the gambler interrupted
hJ.m by point to the left and crying:
ew I was in for a stretch
of bad luck!” 5




Racing savages for the
entmoutofthequesuon. Goss

allowed his pony to halt and graze.
’re bottled up!” he muttered.

“Good ! Look behind!” cried Ellis.
A dozen braves, their long braids of hair
snapping behind them, were riding down the

creek at a furious gallop.
- There was no cover except the fringe of
willows along the stream. Goss slid to the
gronndmdmtedthebarrelofh:sgun
across the pony’s back, intending to utilize
the animal as breastwork against the In-

them and the exit from the park, and aimed
his rifle on the leader.

A chorus of wild howls rose from both
galloping bands which not only startled the
stillness of the opening but incited the
mes to bolt toward the spruce growth.

two men were left naked to the attack.

i3
THE yelling suddenly ceased and
the two parties slowed down to
a walk. From the larger band
a rider detached himself and gal-
loped ahead, his open hands held high in the
sign of friendship.
~ “Most of them have guns. All of them
have bows and arrows,” said Goss. “It’s
sure death if we fight, yet I’m willing. What
do you say?”

“There’s my sister,” hoarsely replied
Ellis. . “I mustn’t miss a chance to get out
alive.” And he lowered his rifle.

Goss thrust his gun in his belt. The two
bands kicked their ponies into a gallop and
with a wild flurry of hoofs, quickly sur-
_rounded the white men. The leader, who

made the sign of peace, flew from his
pony and ran to the prisoners, his hands
open before him. He kept repeating—
“Good! good!”

‘Then with a quick movement he snatched
Ellis’ rifle away and almost at the same

jerked the gambler’s gun from its

er.
Immediately rough hands were laid on the
and they felt nooses of horsehair ropes
their necks. Their hands were tied

. With loud whoops the-entire

started up the creek toward the south.
the prisoners desperately hurried along

pointed dramati

down ponies and
gambler shook his head to ind
not understand.

Ellis caught something of the.
and told his companion— 2

“Awful big fuss to make becau
a few miles on those castaway

The rope around his throat ti
cut off speech.

The way led to the southern ¢
park, a distance of three miles,
swerved abruptly to the right, or
the mouth of a narrow guich. Its
could not be suspected by a s
he was close upon it. The trav
rougher, the Indians taking to the
bed of a mountain creek which
tered thickly with small and ];.:gg
Only by the utmost agility di
men escape being dragged by the n
was evident the Indians were not
lar whether they took them along
alive, as no consideration was sh

‘When Goss ma.nsged to get a brief
mg spe!l he choked:

— their hides! If I'
rd made it a fight!”

“We'restill alive,” reminded El
voice. 2
For five or six miles they clamb
bumped over and against the b
‘When they were on the point of e
their faces bleeding from abi
gulch widened and debouched into
ful park of about the same size as
where the capture was made. Th
twenty or more skin lodges, and
of women and children indicated
temporary settlement, a hunting

camp.

A considerable herd of ponies was gr.
in the rich grass near the mouth of th
From the lodges came the wailing of
voice. But what interested the p pes
now that the ropes were removed fi
necks, was the sight of a white man
on the right of their approach to
He was smoking a pipe, and on d
the prisoners he jumped to his feet
toward them, calling out—

“Who are you?”

An Indian struck at him with
smashed the head of the pipe.




man, and Goss announced:
pnsoners Are you?”

weeks. If this isn’t a pretty
e looked to be scarcely past his
He was slim of build and had
t hair. His blue eyes were
staring. Both Goss and Ellis
‘’him as being a bit simple-minded.
_expression suggested perpetual

mbler gave his name and intro-
as the Singing Pi

Euclid because of my abstruse ¢

mining before now.”
his voice as lf famng their

much time. Time’s money. If they had

trying to cure him.
was und.mg the butt a.gamst arock. Wi
the whole tribe had caught the same bullet!
“If they’ve kept you alive two weeks
there’s a chance for us,” hopefully said Ellis.
“Oh, I'm sure of it. But I'm losing too

to catch a white man why did they have to
bag the best assayer in the mountains?
In any mountains?” sighed Euclid.

“I’d hate to have such a poor opinion of
myself,” grunted Goss.

Euclid did not appear to sense any irony.
He started to explain in detail the im-
portance of his work when the voice of the
medicine man abruptly ceased.

“The old buck’s deadl” whispered Euchd
staring at the lodges.

The silence continued for a minute, then
commenced much shouting and men began
running about. One warrior ran to the
pony herd a.nd called loudly to the guards.

would nd he con-

three ponies were driven one

her mathematics I've discovered
conquer sulfurets. Best stampers
saving only a fourth of the gold.

profits by trying to get rid of sul-
wrong methods. We exhaust

bed in Central City,” harshly

Goss.

didn’t understa.nd at Central City.

‘Whip King now?’

darted forward and struck at

iciously with a piece of firewood.

was dodged neatly, but Euclid

silent and walked farther from the
owed by Goss and Ellis. None

s followed them. The wailing

‘camp grew more piercing. Euclid

sxde and shot with arrows. A fourth pony
was hurried to the camp. Men brought
out a blanket-wrapped form and placed it
on the pony. A tall Ute with many silver
ornaments decorating his two long braids of
hair walked toward the west side of the
park. Several men with the pony, followed.

“Man going ahead is Red Crow, son of
Little Tree, the dead man,” muttered

Euclid.

The lodge in which Little Tree died col-
lapsed and coals from a fire were thrown on
it until it began burning; for the Utes de-
stroy all property left by the dead. When
the lodge poles and skin covering and few
furnishings had been reduced to ashes sev-
eral small trees were felled and dragged in
and dumped on the spot; this, so that no
man would erect his lodge there.

Euclid fingered the stem of his pipe and
complained:

“Blg fool busted my pipe. Now I m’t
smoke.”

“Queer that Whip King should ha
asked about you and that now I should
meet you,” mused the gambler.

“Whip King means well, but he’s narrow=-
minded. He doesn’t comprehend that the
universe is simply a problem in celestial
mathematics and that if the great truth
ever discovered it will be by my pencil an




/ FOUR Indians ran up to the pris-

oners and began pushing and

shoving them about and striking

them with their bows. A red
man would have considered a blow from
a bow a deadly insult, but the white men
were thankful clubs were not used. Fierce
gestures were made, knives were thrust close
to their throats.

Goss pressed his left arm against the gun
under his armpit and submitted with poor
grace to the tough treatment, determined
to show no resentment unless attacked with

Ellis was alarmed.
Euclid appeared used to abuse.

The Indians desisted and watched for the
return of the funeral procession. A shot
was heard. The men came back without
the pony. They had killed the animal close
by the grave of its owner. Little Tree was
something that never had existed. He
would not be mentioned in any conversa-

- tion, nor were there any of his personal
effects in existence to recall his memory.
So it was with all the Utes; but if property
could not be inherited it could be and was
given away before death. As the men
entered the camp with Red Crow in the
lead the white men were subjected to more

,l‘

mauling.
“They act as if we were to blame for the
~ old fellow’s death,” muttered Euclid as their
tormentors ﬁnally finished theu abuse and
hurried to the lodges. -

Goss picked up his soft hat and brushed
it carefully, smoothed his hair and stared
after the men with death in his gaze. He
‘believed he would have opened fire on them

ith the unsuspected’ revolver had it not

for the presence of Ellis.

Euchd sucked at the pipe-stem and mur-

"Supersutxon. Destroying property. Or
be they're wiser'n white folks.

“‘Shut up! You make my head ache,”
wled the gambler.
“Where’d you see old Whip King? Still
ting, T suppose,” said Euclid.
was Ellis who gratified his curiosity

shifted his baleful
Indians. < s =

“I heard something about Ch
when I was up in the Gregory
remarked Euclid. “Pretty
aman. Folks don’t like to cross

“Goss, here, made him back d
near killing him,” proudly info

The Utes now advanced in a
the prisoners, and Goss stood up a
down on the hidden gun, his
cheeks and high cheek bones gi
profile that was suggestive of In
His right hand held the lapel of
ready to dart inside the coat lnd.
revolver.

This time, however, the Utesh
the prisoners and Red Crow b
dress them. Hi> eyes were
while none of the prisoners
word of his taik, it was apparent_
denouncing them, The warriors b
on both sides of him listened to his
in ferocious impatience and
clubs and knives and short-handl
if waiting for some word.

“T shall take five or six with
gambler muttered from the
mouth. “Go down hung 2

Red Crow sudds

his men shifted their gaze in the
of the interruption. A small
mounted Indians were rapidl;

the park, and the leader col

ing and waving his arms.

Ellis, standing at the g,ambler‘s
tremulously whispered—

“The second man is the Rabbit!”

Euclid exclaimed:

“Thank the Lord! Here comes
Chief of the Utes. I promised to
make a million from placer
knows about.”

The tableau persisted while ths
band came up at a
a dozen riderless horses before lf.
tensity of Red Crow’s men relaxe
_began shouting salutations to
“comers, They expressed much




d joined the group

“the latter dropped his

to the leader’s talk in

d Ellis were amazed when the

no sign of recognizing them.
er was first to take the cue and

‘want them to know he knows
to him.”
er of the horse thieves entered
conversation with Red Crow
talked he nodded several times
Euclid. Goss studied the heavily
and noted the broken nose and
eyes and smiled grimly. No
paint or Indian toggery could

him the fact the man was

bbit showed no interest in the
dark face was as expressionless
of quartz as he stared steadily at
‘countenance of Red Crow. As
the White Chief’s talk Red Crow
indecision. His men, too, re-
state of mind. The most of them
eir knives and axes and lowered

said something that §wnched

s inspired to make another short
When he finished Red Crow turned
and walked to the lodges, fol-
his men. The White Chief dis-
followers with a few words and,

ced a step and thrust a hand
the gambler’s chin and glared

, Goss! I don’t know as I'd
ed so strong if I’d seen it was you,”

it to blame if you had to light
Salt Lake City,” quietly replied
never looked over your shoulder

hand away. You can call them
give them a different talk; but
the Pilgrim here into it as you
any grudge against him. Be-
ted for killing a man in Cali-

y

mation.

“Both these men are my friends,
What happens to one must happen to
of us.”

“Close your meat-trap,” growled Lom
som. But he squatted on the ground and
his eyes lost Some of their ferocity. “Goss,
you're a gambler. You never crossed my
trail. But the sight of your —— smooth
face makes me remember Salt Lake City,
Porter Rockwell, the Huntington brothers, .
Bill Hickman, and more of that kind who
would-a liked to seen me cut off behind my
ears. Then again if I ever dare break
away from these Injuns it’ll be some one
like you who'll know me and give me
away.”

“No. I wouldn’t have given you away
if we’d met in any of the camps. Too many
men are walking around out here in broad
daylight who are known to be killers, for
me to start in naming them. Just now I'm
in a bad mess trying to save the Pilgrim here
who’s wanted for killing a hotel man in
California Gulch.” *

This confession seemed to remove the last
of Lomsom’s animosity and suspicion.

“That sounds all right,” he admitted.
“But I'm hunted. I quit the Danites and
they’d like to take a whack at me. Then
some folks seem to think I knifed a wagon
train man. With gentiles and Mormons
wanting my hair, I'm likely to feel the
pinchers nipping. The only safe place for
me to sleep in is a Ute camp. I lead a small
band of young men who don’t take to old
Ouray and his Eastern ways. I don’t dare
to leave the mounitains.” :

“Ride over the range north to the Beaver
to Nevada. You’'ll never be bothered.”

EUCLID, his round eyes try-
@ @ broke in: <
“Some would call it coincidence
there’s no such thing as chance. Your meet-
ing here is one of the many million little
reason why you shouldn’t tell the Indians
to let these men go free.”

Head country or the Snake River camps or
ing to grow even larger, shrilly

the way you two old friends meet here. But
factors in the eternal equation. There’s no
Lomsom laughed sardonically and re-

plied—
“I s’posg their taking and riding



Kiowas at the edge of the plains. He
he’d give two ponies to the bad god

and the Kiowas, but he got clear. He kept
his word and gave the ponies. Qf course

“But they are such poor ponies!” pro-

"I'hat. don’t make any difference,” angrily
retorted Lomsom. “Mebbe the bad god

square the
“Vah-h! Td look fine giving away hoss-
flesh that I traveled way down to Beaver
Creek to lift,” snarled Lomsom.
Speaking for the first time the Rabbit
advised—

~ “Give the horses to save these two men.”
Lomsom stared at him wrathfully and

“You’re red and may have spuIl with the
Utes. But I'm the White Chief. Tbey
rghln.keanotmn to tie you to apunys

1s.”

The Rabbit smiled slightly and replied:

“I know the Utes better than you do.

met and talked with many of them

ile out hunting. They call me the Walk-

Dead Man; for they know I have only

til June first to live. No Ute will place a

on me, no matter what I do. They
mdasmnckthinkofsmkmgaghost.”

“Chief, give the horses,” urged Euclid.

ymdon’t Iwuntusemy calculations

your secret diggings.”
“You round-faced fool!” gritted Lomsom.
now they want to skin you alive for
Little Tree, father of Red Crow.

The Rabbit said:

“It is true they believe a:
a bad spirit to a village. But
one should tell them that Lom
man, driven out of a Mormen
he had a bad spirit always
brought death to Little Tree?

alking Dead Man, whose

exclaimed:

“I'mred. Iain’t white.”

“They will listen very hard to.
Walking Dead Man says. Call
men and tell them te kill me.
lift a hand.”

“What’s to stop me lifting a ha
you?” cried Lomsom.

“Fear of death. You love life,
wouldn’t live with the Utes.
would be the first to try for your

Lomsom drew a deep breath
surrendered, “I ain’t marrer. I &
anything against Goss or the y
with him. Tll give the two hosses
Crow. I can steal some more.
do that you must talk strong to
other feller whose blamed for Li
death. I'm banking on him to
enough gold to take me far from

“If T had a dredge I could
out of the Twin Lakes’ s
Euclid.

“Pll be glad to help the yo
readily agreed the Rabbit. “W
have a talk now before Red Crow

more trouble.”

“A.l]rzghtfcrﬁc?ign-m
Goss. “I feel like some music.”
“Bleat his head off if he

halted and looked back for a few n
The effect on Euclid was most




Got to smoke on that.
et a job at Denver, singing.”
singing,” mumbled Ellis, with
side-glance at Goss.
blamed for killing a skunk he
ed,” explained the gambler.
n as the Singing Pilgrim. Best
t to sing in Denver for a season

, it’s primé music. Let’s stretch
[0 one will notice so long as we
the pony herd.” '
s willing. Goss fished a deck of
his pocket and decided to re-
he was and play solitaire.
e way to the lodges, explaining:
nd to have a smoke, You saw
beast smash my pipe? But I
”t.here’s others, lots of them.

before a large lodge and pulled
entrance flap. There were no
the place nor any other signs
used as a habitation except the

es hanging from the center pole.
- not wish to enter. He feared it
i txudmg.

sured him:

iﬂmed alot about Indians. You're
| to walk in where you want to.
hungry I go into any lodge and
ans don’t know anything about
doorbells or knocking. Go where
to. It’s their way. Iknow a lot

&

talked he stepped inside. Ellis,
misgivings, followed him. Euclid
lained:

make it out this is sort of a club
to every one. Indians meet
talk over things. Funny lot of
ey cart around.”
he nodded toward a buffalo robe on
the painted skull of a buffalo, a
mountain sheep that measured
t in length ahd was nearly five
hrough at the base, some curious
a miscellany of other objects.
his companion was examining the
 examined the medicine collection
ly and became interested in a
statue. While ignorant of the
ways he knew the little idol was
Ute’s culture plane. He de-

with toco

He puffed contentedly. Curious aboy
the statue, Ellis took it to the opening the
better to examine it. Euclid followed him,
mum

bling:

“This draws better’n the pipe the Indians
busted. Stem’s too long, though, to handle
easy. If the stem was shorter I'd take it.
Even-Stephen.”

The Rabbit appeared between two lodges,
and on beholding them, halted in amazed
horror. Then he was fiercely commanding:

“Fools! Come out of that medicine
lodge! * Put that pipe back! Knock the
tobacco from it!* You’re stepping over your
own souls. Quick! Before you are seen!”

Both intruders were alarmed by the in-
tense earnestness of the Indian. Ellis
dropped the small statue in his pocket and
darted from the entrance. The Rabbit ges-
tured for him to get clear of the camp.
Euclid, inside the lodge, lost no time in
emptying the bowl of tobacco and returning
the pipe to its thong on the centerpole.
He was nervous and alarmed but not to the -
extent of Ellis’ fright. When he emerged
from the lodge the Rabbit had vanished,
gone to meet and hold back any Utes re-
turning from the conference.

Ellis slowed his pace when clear of the
lodges, and on seeing Euclid coming, he
halted and waited for him.

“I’'m scared,” he greeted. “We were fools
to go nosing in that place.”

“Seems an awful row to make over a
smoke in an empty skin hut,” growled Eu-
clid, now beginning to feel ashamed over
his dxsp]ay of alarm.

“When the Rabbit speaks like that he
means it,” whispered Ellis.

“No harm done. None of the
saw us. I supposed it was all right to go
into any lodge. Seems that place is an
exception.”

“No need to tell Goss. He'll think we're
fools,” said Ellis.

They joined the gambler and for some
minutes watched his game of solitaire be-
fore the Utes swarmed back into their camj
Lomsom’s offer of two American horses to
take the place of the medicine-ponies no
longer acceptable to the malign spmt was
accepted. It was necessary, howe
make new medicine to propitiate




ers
finished his game, and as he shuffled
cards he glanced up and remarked:
idn’t stay long. Find your pipe?”
Euclid shook his head. The gambler be-
a new game. The Rabbit halted be-
ind him and stood with head tilted as if
fearing to hear a menacing outburst. After
a minute or two of tense waiting he relaxed
and remarked—
“I believe everything is all right.” For
the gambler’s benefit he explaine:

“I've talked them out of thinking an;
wlute man caused Little Tree’s death. And
they have agreed to take two horses in place
of the ponies. If nothing else bad hap-

He never completed the sentence. A wild
outcry from the camp brought Goss to his
feet, part of the cards in his hands, the rest

out on the ground.

“Now what has happened?” he began,

the cards in his pocket and jerking
hu left shoulderand arm toloosen the hidden
gun in the armpit holster.

The Rabbit drew a deep breath and
warned—

“Something very bad has happened.”

“The cards haven’t run good at all.
Haven’t got it once,” moodily remarked
Goss as he stooped and picked up the cards

. on the ground.
Euclid was worried but insisted:
“They’re always howling about some-
3 Just some of their heathenish ways.
' We folks from the East have read so much

‘we expect their villages to be like ceme-
teries. I've learned there isn’t any place
noisier than an Indian village. When the
- women and children are present it must be
as noisy as a fourth of July.”

A | HIS words dwindled into silence
as, with a still more ferocious
cla.mor, the Utes came swarming

. from the lodges, leaping high and

dict Racing d 1

P P y
to keep in the lead was Lomsom. With a
final burst of speed he came up to the
hunter and prisoners and hoarsely cried:
“Good ——! What have you fools done?”
Goss stared in bewilderment. The Rabbit

h

other pipe but the
“But how can they tell?

was holding up the hng—stemmed
savage face reflecting fear as

as he shouted something.
Lomsom in an unsteady
preted—

““He asks which of you smoked

cine-pipe.” ”
“Neither of us,” answered E
round face and round blue eyes
astonishment.
“No good to tell him that,” m
Lomsom. “There’s some trade tob
it and the bowl is still warm. And
the smell of tobacco in the lodge.
you has cooked his own goose.”

Euclid’s innocent face
white, but he promptly said:

“I smoked it. Indian busted
Wanted a smoke. Thought it was
Lomsom darted a glance at the &
Utes. None had understood
spoken confession. The renegade fir
lieved Euclid possessed knowledge o
als that would permit him to find :
where the ordinary placer miner
make bacon and beans. i
through the mountains, the Whif
had examined many bars and gulcl
believed he knew of several that
nanza rich. He needed the wisdom o
clid in order to accumulate riches.

He would need, he believed, mu
before venturing on a far flight.
California Gulch had panned o

rich, but he knew that of all the the
who had entered and frightened the
from the thickets of aspens, there

a few who had made a strike. N
Lomsom, Mormon apostate and sla;
sleeping wagon train man, was

could gather millions in gold if he ¢
the eccentric Euclid as advisor. He t
to Red Crow and rapidly announced:

“The young white man brought |
the medicine-ponies smoked the
pipe.”

None of the prisoners knew he’
tenced Ellis to a horrible death. The
bit did not enlighten them. St
front of Ellis he warned—




us. Does the Walking Dead
e hunts game in our country
lu friends? Does he now

knowing he must soon

not die until after new grass
” quietly replied the Rabbit.
d he would be with his people

. Until that day he comes
a ghost and can not be hurt.
with the white man alone. It
‘smoke a medicine-pipe when not
icine for the Utes, but the talk

it’s posmon among the moun-
was unique. He was a hostage
He would be claimed by Death
summer. For a man, white
ticipate the sentence-day would
the hostility of Death. Red
inced at his followers and read a
cence in their eyes. He bowed
tossed a pebble forty.feet away
‘where the Rabbit should briefly
bbit knew Euclid had no suspicion

me was shifted to Ellis. He was

isom started to join them, fear-

> Rabbit would revenl his duplicity,
ter in English warned him:
‘back. You have talked enough.
dy to help. One shall not die

” Euclid demanded of the rene-
's all this talk about? They’re
any mischief to that fellow,
Are they still yapping about
I said I smoked it. What

up! I'm trying to save your hide.
it it’s about. That young fool

pony and the Indian hunter
ve his pelt,” hoarsely growled

3
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three men now halting to confer.

The Rabbit began to talk by abruptly
saying to Ellis:

“You are in bad trouble. Some sha-
man laid down a blue path for you, and you
followed it into the medicine It was
very bad to go in. It was death to touch

Ellis felt ill and weakly defended. “I
never thought to fetch it away. You or-
dered us out so sharp I didn’t think to put
it back.”

“For ——'s sake, what’s all this about?”
fiercely asked Goss. i

The Rabbit stared curiously at Ellis and
noted the furtive move of a hand to a coat
pocket. He murmured: =

“You are blamed for smoking the medi-
cine-pipe. That’s wvery bad
What do you mean by bringing Bumethmg
away?”

“The little stone doll. I was looking at =
it when you told us to quit that place. T
wnssomixedupldmppediti.nmy =

“The tribal medicine of the Unwmpchxm
Utes!” - hissed the hunter. “You have
taken that away?”

“In my pocket now,” mumbled Ellis.

%Vith a little gesture of despair the Rabbit
said—

“Even Ouray couldn’t save
“Hold on!” cried Goss.

youl”
“T take it the

Those redskins may rake in the pot, but
it’ll cost them a lot of chips.”

He slipped a hand inside his coat. =

“You have not the red mind. You do
not understand,” said the Rabbit.
have a pistol hidden under your coat, save
bullet for your friend and one for yourself.
Then he reverted to the phraseology of the
Cherokee shamans and softly lamented:

“‘He had stepped over his own soul. He
has put it under the earth to be covered
with a black rock. He is nearer the Darl
ening Land than I am. He will e



in ik
 had nothing to say. Goss stoutly

ot by a —— sight until we’ve had a
y for our money. I won’t chase a pair
of deuces into the grave, but I'll try a bluff.
He has that stone god in his pocket and
~ they don’t know it’s missing. It’s valu-
able to them?” :
“The Navahos had it from Old Mexico
and they prospered until they lost it. The
Apaches got it and they won many fights
and stole many horses and women. Then
- the Uncompahgre Utes got it, and they have
i i the Plains

It was evident his white education had
- not in the least weakened his belief in the
~ efficacy of the small, squat idol. .

“Glad to hear it,” said Goss. “Looks
like we had something to swap if we can
cold-deck them. Go ahead, Rabbit, and

ive us a talk. You keep your arms folded,
g’l g

My father and grandfather were sha-
~ mans when my people lived east of the
~ Mississippi,” muttered the Rabbit. “I will
use our medicine, white man; but it may not
work against a red medicine to help a white
man. Hayil Yul—Listen.”

He lifted his head and in a loud sing-song
called on the elemental gods of his people.”
He invoked the aid of Uktena, the great
horned serpent, of the terrapin, the hawk
and the dog. The power of his gods having
no relation to the size of their earthly re-
flections he appealed to the spider as ear-
~ nestly as he did to Unelanuhi—the sun.
He called on the moon.

As his red religion was zootheistic, the
~ greater number of gods summoned to give
aid were animals. He omitted fish and in-
t gods as being subordinate, and the
situation was too desperate to depend on
‘aught but the mightiest agencies. Nor did
he appeal to the stone god, although it was
a major spirit among the few inanimates.

He could not trust this deity inasmuch
as it was invoked only for finding what was
lost. Not only would it smack of sacrilege
petition a god bound to be in sympathy
with the medicine represented by the stone
1, but there was the danger of it function-
to discover the lost medicine even

h he did not call on it to help.

one who was sold to Death, to be
on day named, would be mightily
until the fatal hour overtook him.
him off before his time would be to
with a terrible medicine and invite
punishment. Ellis stood with arms
his eyes staring at the Cherokee
under a spell. Goss told the hun
“That’s a strong talk. It ought.
the dust to our side of the table.
longer has the little doll. You g
eyes off me and I'll hide it. After
den you can offer to trade. The
life for a return of the thing.” =
“I can keep them from him till
said the Rabbit. “When you nod
head I will know it is put away
place. Do not tell me where.”
The Rabbit and Ellis walked b
Utes and the former announced to
Crow: %
“This is no place for a medici
I have much to tell you. We will
medicine-lodge. The white man
with us.”
Goss was strolling aimlessly to
clump of timber. No one gave an;
him. Red Crow did not approve
hunter’s suggestion. The
had been desecrated enough. He i
“We will go under the trees
Bring the white man there.”
He led the way to a pine grove.
followers quickly formed a circle.
stood on the outside of the circle
catching the hunter’s eye, removed hi
and nodded slightly. Then he sat
on the ground beside Lomsom. The !
bitterly complained—
“Why’'n —— the young fools
touch that pipe?”
“My friend did not touch it,”
the gambler. “It was your man.”
“T’other feller can’t prove that,”

omson.
“T don’t think he’ll try.”
Lomsom was puzzled and s
asked—

“What game be you up to, Nate

“It’s a good game, and —— hels
you try to foul my hand,” w
gambler. %
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friend
‘Euclid out. I'm i
o help me get lots of gold.”

you it’s both or neither. The~

tell Red Crow you lied if it
owdown. Keep shut.”

had taken a position opposite

and had Ellis on one side and

other. After a few minutes
chief stood up and said:

g Dead Man has something
‘before the smoker of the pipe be-
_ghost. The Uncompahgre men

stop to listen to another man.
. listen to the Walking Dead Man.
the moons of his life on his fin-
is almost a ghost. Our ears are

‘brief pause the Rabbit rose and
time ago, Ta-vi—the Sun God—

will soon be a ghost? Ta-vi keeps in his
trail. The Utes have lost no medicine.”

The last two sentences evidenced how
thoroughly the chief had comprehended
the hunter’s veiled warning. The latter
now stood up beside his robe and slowly
replied:

“The hand of Death is always on my
shoulder. Each sleep it presses harder.
your medicine-man digs medicine
ashes from a medicine-pipe and scatters it
on my toes, he can not hurt me. I have
walked close to the Darkening Land. Iam
almost in sight of the Black Houses. There
is nothing left for me to fear.

“I speak with a straight tongue. They

_the lands of the U pahgre

say the Ui Utes have lost a very

different trails. Sometimes he
near and burned the grass and
the rivers. Sometimes he was
hid in a cave and the land grew
the snow was deep, and the Utes
work to keep alive.
‘Ta-vi came close and burned Ta-
‘Hare God, who was sleeping on
Ta-wats was angry and fought
time with Ta-vi, and beat him.
i said he would stop coming too
hiding too long in holes, and would
d of the Utes by the same trail
The Utcsknowwhenltmllbe

-and Red Crow, puzzled and
ed at him angrily.
bbit continued:
y Ta-vi is waiting until the Un-
Utes lose their strongest medi-
he will do as he did before
it him. They say he will come
and burn; then keep so far away
mountains will be ice. When
es lost their medicine-arrows
wnees they were whipped in battle.
glad to buy the arrows back with
»

.spw.king and to the surprize

at the seemingly purposeless
uickly ‘replaced by an uneasy

strong medicine and will be glad to give
many ponies to get it back, just as the
Cheyennes would give many ponies to buy
back their medicine-arrows. say
theUtestrongmedm.nelsnotn&ennd:

cine-lodge.”
Startled glances were darted around the

circle. Anger began to show in each savage
countenance. Anger, because the Utes
feared the Rabbit spoke the truth. For
several minutes none moved from his place
or spoke. Then Red Crow leaped to his
feet and walked slowly to the medicine-
lodge. He walked slowly to conceal the
dread now choking his superstitious soul.
None oﬁered to accompany; all studiously
avoided gazing after him. He entered the
lodge and” was out of sight for several
minutes. When he emerged it was with
great abruptness as if some invisible for
had hurled him through the opening.

He ran at top speed, and shouted
hoarsely, as one who brings word of some
terrible disaster. The circle became mo-
bile and was on its feet, some running
meet him, others swaying back and forth.
Etiquette was forgotten. All seemed to be
talking at once. Gesticulating and yellin;
those who went to meet Red Crow, now
turned back and ran behind and beside his

On arriving at the council place the cl
flung both hands high above his head




is gone! The stone-
ne is gone!” Red Crow shouted sev-
times.

one of his men spoke. He became-si-
t, breathing deep and rapidly like an
exhausted runner. The Rabbit got on his
feet and asked:

“Has the Red Crow looked with sharp
eyes? Has he looked everywhere in the
1odge?”

“It is gone!”

The Rabbit folded his arms and swung
his quick glance around the circle and
Joudly announced:

“Then the Walking Dead Man has more
talk. My medicine tells me your stone-
~ medicine is angry because you would kill
one of the white men. Give me the three
white men and do not get in front of us
when we leave t.hls place and your medicine
~ will be return
Terrible rage convulsed Red Crow’s
usually immobile features. Now he knew
there was nothing supernatural about the
disappearance of the stone idol.
~ “The Walking Dead Man knows where

the lost medicine is?”” he denounced.
~ “No. Hedoes not know. But he knows
it will bc returned when the white men are
set free.”

By a mighty effort the chief smoothed his
down to a k-like stolidity
even if he could not master his fear and
anger. He forced himself to meditate. He
believed the presence of at least one of the
three prisoners had brought death to his

open place below this camp and
will then tell me to send back
the lost medicine is.”

Lomsom touched the gaml
and whispered:

“You don’t take that Euclid av
“He’s nothing to me.
want to,” shortly replied Goss.
you buck against the Rabbit’s
yow'll quit being the White Chief |
Utes. The Rabbit might even p

to blame for the loss of the medicine
death of Red Crow’s father.” :

“There’s medicine and medi
easily muttered Lomsom. “But
of stone didn’t walk off by itself.
you stole it. Red Crow ain’t a fool.

Red Crow whispered with some
older men for several minutes.
the renegade’s followers were incl
the conference. Lomsom noticed
was afraid. Finally the chief stood
his robe and announced:

“The Uncompahgre men say it is
know how the medicine left the
They say it is good to know this
trade is made with the Wa
Man.”

show the Way to the hidden i
murmured an appeal to Unelanuhi
the eyes of the Brown Rock until th
men were safe. Then he asked—
“Who knows how the medicine
awn%'_i] and where it is?”

father, Little Tree. He knew the
ponies had been used as riding animals, that
the medicine-lodge and sacred pipe had
‘been profaned. But the loss of #he medicine
was a tribal calamity. All his ambitions
of succeeding Ouray, too friendly with
whites since his visit to Washington, were
ashes until the stone image was recovered.
He seated himself on his robe and quietly

“The Walking Dead Man has something
to trade.”
- “He trades the lost medicine for the lives
of three white men.”

“How will he trade when he does not know
where the medicine is?” demanded the

“He will know after the white men have

pipe knows how
away,” promptly answered the chi
has been smoked by that white man.”
he pointed a finger at Ellis. “It
passed around the circle to be s
more white men; it is very o

give medicine to another pim

passed and smoked. The man holdir
‘pipe when it goes out stole the

medicine.”

& circle to determine who
3 4 undertake some unus
ardous service, was common among
tribes. Buit this appeal to the p
unexpected by the Rabbit and his h

THE casting of lots by
a lighted pipe passing




2 pipe? It will not bring

- 5 t
‘knows what & medicine will
d Red Crow. “The medi-
ve:{eangry Féur bad things
Uncompahgre men since
‘men came to this camp. There
e-ponies ridden by white
‘man can not ride nor strike
the father of Red Crow, dead
‘bad spirit came here with a white

umgzymuhcmo-papeawhte
ked. Now the st

difficulty concealed their relief.
had not gone out. But the Rabbit
them anew by i.nfurming*—-

“Now it comes back.”

The prisoners had assumed the test was
ended once the circle was traversed by the
pipe. Nor did the last man to smoke pass
it to Red Crow to begin another round, but
started it back from left to right.
warrior now puffed more strongly and the
concoction of willow bark and a meager
amount of tobacco was being rapidly con:
sumed. Wlth practised eye the Rabbit

d the of the bowl by the

say a white man stole it

the medicine-pipe. If the

‘hear are not lies then Ta-vi will
fire to burn the white man until

re the stone-medicine is hidden.
pipe and bring it to the head of

it whispered first to Ellis and
Euclid, “It looks bad. A medi-
.ongthemhopestomngrmt

is test. We must smoke.”
| man, grotesquely painted and
op hoofs for a mtde, brought
pipe to the chief and indulged in
umery as he handed it over. Then
rattle with two hands and took
ion in the circle. This was the
s medicine-man the Rabbit had
as being the instigator of the

w puffed four times at the adul-
bacco and filled his lungs with
‘exhaled it slowly from nose and
passing the pipe to the man on
silence each Ute in turn sucked
times at the stem and permitted the
issue lazily from mouth and nose.
Goss, whose fastidious
ed. He made a wry face, but
ur puffs before passing it to
The pipe traveled to Ellis, and
atly relieved to observe the to-
ould last until beyond his two
The Rabbit smoked leisurely and
oked impatiently, and muttered:
ﬁmven there’s no such thing as
nd I know there’s nothing in

ea of medicine.”
‘but keep still,” warned the Rab-

‘breath.

:

warrior’s haste in it. The smoke
was almost white and very hot.

As the pipe neared Euclid the smoking
was more furious and the stem was snatched
quickly. With stony gaze the Rabbit saw
the smoking bowl swiftly come along the
line. FEuclid, perhaps, doubted his ex-
pressed disbelief in chance, for his hand
t.remblcdwhmhetuokﬂmplpea.ndhe
spilled some ashes. A low hissing sound
ran around the circle and every copper face
was turned on the nervous smoker in fero-
cious expectation. He puffed rapidly and
handed it to the Rabbit. The latter saw
the tobacco was all but consumed and began
inhaling slowly; for now his medicine was

- telling him how to baffle the Utes. The

pipe should go out in his hands. He drew

in .strongly to exhaust the fire. Ellis

thwarted his ingenious purpose "by ex:
citedly snatching the pipe. The Rabbit
suppressed a groan and muttered—“Hurry!
Hurry!”

Ellis inhaled a mouthful of smoke. The
second time he inhaled there was no
smoke. He held the pipe before him nd
stared at it dully.

As one man, the circle of Utes shouxed.
Red Crow leaped to his feet and cried:

““The medicine-pipe speaks through this
pipe. The stolen stone-medicine sends its
voice to tell us the thief. That white man
there stole the medicine. Walking Dead
Man, our medicine is very strong. Open
your ears to hear what the Uncompahgre
men will do. If the white man holding the
dead-pipe will tell where the stone-medicine
is we will give you two white men to tak
away. That man and that man.”

He pointed to the gambler and Euclid.




iped to his feet and cried:

 you will never see the stone-medicine

n. You can not burn the hiding place

it of him, for he does not know. The

‘alking Dead Man who never again will

the summer grass grow tall tells you this

jipes. The Walking Dead Man does

ow where the lost medicine is, but his
Brown Rock medicine will find it.

“His medicine will not talk until three
‘white men ride with him down to the valley
of the Arkansas. Now, go ahead and burn

white man slowly and lose your stone-
‘medicine forever, and have the Arapahos

- and the Kiowas and the Cheyennes come -

‘and carry off your women and ponies and
leave these mounm.ms filled with dead Un-
eompahgre warriors.”

CHAPTER V
FROM BAD TO BAD

RED CROW and his men weighed the
Rabbit’s warning in silence. Lomsom’s
wild young braves felt the tug of ancient
superstitions and were entirely under the
uence of the chief. The medicine pipe

had spoken. The circle remained motion-
less, eyes staring at the ground, waiting for
~_the chief to order the white man to the fire.
The Rabbit’s dark face was expression-
less although he knew the singing man was
sentenced to be tortured. Not Until the Utes
Ellis out in spread-eagle fashion

lighted small fires on his chest and

stomach would they be convinced the stone

possessed by the thief.
stepped to the Rabbit’s side and

he Rabbit frowned for him to be silent
cast a glance at the heavens. Red
brought his men to their feet, each
ed with enthusiasm, by ordering—
“Drive four lodge poles deep in the
nd and bring rawhide.”
uclid hoarsely whispered to Lomsom:
‘Save him or you'll never get a smell of
Save him, —— you! At least you
born white!”
’d peg me out and burn me in a

roast!”
‘Whooping

the western sky.

it was growing dark. He, too,
gaze to the west. Enormous
black clouds were crowding over the
tain wall, bringing an icy breeze fro
top of the continent.

“Light the fire near the polel
fa,st,” he commanded.

Indians filled an empty ket
coa.ls fmm a cooking fire, brought it
and dumped it on the ground and tl
fresh fuel of dead pine branches.
drop fell in the fire with a faint hiss.

“Faster!” ordered Red Crow.

Two men seized Ellis and began f
rawhide thongs to his wrists and an
heavy drop of rain splashed on the
painted nose. Goss, who now rez
suuauon, shivered slightly and
hat a race!”

A loud hissing like a nest of se
aroused to “anger rose from the fire.
Utes piled on more inflammable fuel, b
tongues of flame were drowned out
as they appeared.

Red Crow, much cast down and
worried that the Sky God in i
should blow up a storm and for
render null the medicine of the pipe,
more consulted the heavens.

The dull, hoarse rumble of thun
shaking through the dark heavens.
of white shattered the mighty, onru
wall, as the Thunder God resumed
cient and endless strife with the Wates
Earth Gods. A sheet of rain bl
western ridge from view and fell on red
white men.  Thinly at first came the.
then thickly in a tremendous do
just as Ellis was thrown on his back a1
gambler was reaching for his hidden
was edging to seize the chief as a hostz

“The ambitious medicine-man, who
urged the test of the pipe, spoke
Crow. The chief gathered his
about his naked shoulders and
shouted:

“The medicine-pipe says to put
men in a lodge and watch them till mo
Then we will burn a man till his to
straight. The pipe says the man




‘prisoners and hustled them to
and, with menacing gestures,

shouted.
ed about with blurred eyes to
of his men. But if any of

‘He pointed to the Rabbit.
white men stay in this lodge. No
A dead man, walking, goes where
You have named a ghust,” an-

f the storm and the increasing dark-
making the work of the guards
very dismal. Euclid inconse-

haveapedzdsnuwmmthml
m“dhg tning.”
the second to break the silence.

six shots! First bullet is for
s 'ﬁx:y’iln:verburnmeakve”
the gambler.
is easier that way than by fire,”
 agreed the Rabbit. But I have
ed to be home on a day named. If I
in this place my people will never
‘must keep my promise or shame

in circles!” exclaimed the gam-

across the entrance with heavy robes
over their heads. To his companions
announced:

“The storm is

. “All we ask is a start from this

cumed place.”

“Three men are at the front of the lodge,”
said the Rabbit.

He stepped to the opposite side
passed his hand on the wall and located the
backs of two men against the skins,
He made a circuit of the place, and then

Kanati—who with your two Thunder sons

- live in the west, listen. Put down a smooth

hnddhxspeop]e,eastdﬂnl{umsw

panied by a flood «of white light,
his prayer. Stunned by the shock, the four
men remained silent. The floor of the park
had seemed to shake.

'——1” exclaimed the gambler.

renewed and a violent wind tore the
skins loose and swept them fluttering
monster night-birds into the darkness.
guards were scrambling for shelter. In
interstices of the tempest’s clamor
yelps of terror could be heard. Other
ing cried also reached the prisoners.

* The Thunderers. 1 The Red Man, i, ., I




~ for the gulch below. At last they entered
an area of comparative calm where the jut-
ting side of the gulch broke the force of the
wind. The pony herd and the horses stolen
by Lomsom’s band already had taken shel-
ter there. There were no signs of the
herders. The Rabbit shouted in muﬁs

cmtgodsauindmgwdinfthesml:nsmdc
still wore a horse-hair bridle. Selecting a
mount for himself he rode into the cafion
wfdheredxeaﬁuxoithmmwuwody

t.

The gambler exulted:

“Gamed them out of the pot! That’s
what I call playing a hand! Regular ‘Dead
Man’s hand’! Never was beaten! Rabbit,
you win!”

"l‘hegmisofmypwp]ewnn,”mmd
the hunter as he picked a path through the

~ scattered boulders. What had been the dry

bed of a water course an hour before, was
now alive with a foot of muddy water. In
single file the four pushed their flight until
the rain ceased and a star rekindled its
light.. Then the Indian halted and an-
nounced:

“The storm has blown out. I must go
back. They will start a search with the
first 1j

“Don’ tgohtk{”phodedmhs “They’ll

- blame you and—'

T “NolndmmﬂhmttheWalhngDcad
Man,” reminded the hunter. “I will tell

them Kanati and his Boys and the Red

trade.
“At the foot of the tree nearest the spot

where I played solitaire.”
“I will trade the medicine for them to re-

They heard his horse stumble as he
‘headed him up the gulch. The gambler said:
“He stands strong with his medicine.

o amount of white education can wash it
of his mind. Better dismount and lead

northern wall and found the
When they emerged into
valley the sun was peering

Swearing softly he turned the :
and limped to the lake and
boots to bath his swollen feet i

“What'll we do mw?" lan
as he dismounted. “That
Lomsom, wx]lhe after me to wi
diggings .

“T’'m going totakeaxleep,

. “You might try ynu

dry process’ in securing some: 7

Ellis shppedmﬂmgound!ni

“Myfeetarembadshape.
to stay here for another day.

seems to be all right. Go down
andmxkcforDenwr T’ll meet

grub-stake you.” :

Rabbit will hold them two days.
mend my feet I'll start after yo

= you,

My horse isn’t good for mud:."
“We'll all stay,” said Ellis.
“You'll go,” o 1 the

“You’re wanted. No danger
But you'll be better off in De
“I wasn’t thinking of mys

like leaving you two.”




place Euclid can use
Quicker you start the
find some grub. Get along.
Good luck till we meet at
Housc You ought to find

It was empty, but a kettle of beans

pork were on the coals of a rude fireplace

and blankets were spread on a pile of bou&hy

at once side. The law of the road entitled

him to shelter and food and he ate greedily.
ve t.hem, yet believing he was  from the kettle; and reckless to the danger
til far from California Gulch, of being recognized as the Singing Pilgrim,

- hands, caught his horse and rode he threw himself on the low bed and a.lmost

s. By the time he was out at once was asleep.

his friends he was planning to The sound of low voices greeted him when
k of being identified. he opened his eyes. There was a light in
mile and a quarter brought him  the low room. Through narrowed lids he
and a half wide valley of the saw two men sitting at a box before the fire~
the river hugging the eastern  place. They had been eating and were now
watch behind him to make lighting their pipes. The first speech his

y of miners from California ears managed to catch made him afraid, for

at his heels, he rode down the one of the men was saying:

o miles and dismounted. Then “I tell you it’s one of the hosses that was
horse off the road—the same stole down the valley. They blamed it
ken by Fremont in 1845—and on to Injuns.”

, rocky hill “But how did he come along here if he
alevauon he discovered several  took it?” persisted the second man, whose
from the north. He led his face was round and full like a moon.
from the road to a spot hidden “Never mind how he come here. He has

s by and nervously waited until the hoss. Probably got turned around in
an, five in number, had passed. trying to get away from the valley road.”
ring to travel close behind them he “Queer he ain’t got a_gun,” mused the
his horse and threw himself on the round-faced man.

 sleep. The sun was low when he “Queer he has nearly two hundred dollars

eyes. He knew he was withina on him. Why should an honest man be

ere Tabor discovered gold in hungry if he’s riding his own hoss and has
he came up the valley in the that much money?”

miners were there, striving to “I dunno. I still hold Injuns ran off the

the black sand. He decided it hosses. That’s the word sent up the val-

to pass this place in the even- ley. That Utes ran off the hosses,” in--

x sisted the round-faced man.

‘e had taken a nap at the upper “And I believe he’s one of the gang that’s
had slept again within gun-shot of been stealing hosses up and down the vaJ.ley

d, he found his eyes heavy as he sat  for a year or more. If he’s honest he won’t

is back to a boulder and waited for be hurt. You stick here to hold him if he

cease balancing on the crest of the  wakes up. T'll fetch some of the boys from

. Fighting against the per-  below.”
e to sleep, he waited until after The suspicious man rose to his feet, his
then renewed his journey. He cowhide boots making much noise. He was
half a mile before he caught  tall and gaunt, and had to walk bowed over
. Alarmed lest he fall off his  to escape the low roof. The second man
leep, he welcomed a hut on the  remained seated, his fat fice worried.
road. After the man had disappeared into the
sight he had taken it for a pile of darkness the guard cocked his head for a
second inspection revealed it to few moments; then said in a low voice:
ition. He slipped from his horse “Better not hold your breath any longer,
the low entrance and called young feller. You’ll bust.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)



b‘y Josiah M. Ward

HE early American Rocky Moun-
tain trapper considered himself
fortunate if he possessed an In-

| dian wife; more so if he pos-

sessed two. It was not only the rough
frontiersmen who took unto themselves In-

the children of the union to become useful
and honorable citizens. But the men of
try never had more than one

white women as probable.
covery of gold transmuted a barren waste
into the lusty young city of Denver he
moved his family, one and all, wife and
children, to the place because it afforded
nearby facilities for education. Colonel
Gerry was one of the finest gentlemen the
“West—or the country so far as that goes—
ever produced. He added luster to an hon-
orable name.

Colonel William Bent of Bent’s Fort,
grandson of the Bent who led the Boston
Tea Party, and son of Missouri’s first
United States Judge, married a Ck

lope skmwnh long fnngﬂ.xt’
ith I

tbey were beautiful. When
trappers these spendthrifts de:
the finest that could be bought,
each other in extravagant clo
Indian girls, however, after the
in American “fofarraws” made
or ornamented them in the Ind
Thus proving that taste in woman’
is a matter of geography.

An exceptional case was that
Beckwourth, a French mulatto,
his way to the highest chieftair
Crow Indians. Beckwourth ma
lection of Crow maidens as wives.
was thirteen or fourteen, each
individual

In contrast with Gerry, Ben
Culbertson and others of the h@:
who married Indian women was
Lisa, whose father came to
States in the servlce of Spain, pri
Lisa was the

Indian girl and by her had three children.

The five were given
superior educations in St. Louis and four

fifth, Charles Bent, was the worst sort of
renegade, a leader of outlaw Indians, who
attacked farmers’ houses and wagon trains,

burning, pillaging and murdering.
These young Indian women possessed a
and a comeliness that captivated
men of lonely lives, such as trappers and
trading station men. They were as cheerful
as a happy child, with a happy child’s win-
someness; they were docile, they were faith-
ful. And they were the only wives available
those early days except a few Mexican
en who were willing to brave the wilds

the men they loved.

eir native dress was very attractive,
tunics being made of soft deer or ante-

Lmns fur deﬂ.\er to establish forts
upper Missouri and Yellowstone

to operate the business on a I
preceding Chouteau and Ashley.

by trading with the Osage Ing
broadened his field, accumulated a
and died in 1820. Although he had

- wife living in St. Louis he also

Mitain, daughter of an Osage chief,
her had two children, a boy and
descendants of whom are still
Western Cities.

The first child, the girl, she st
to Lisa to be taken to St. Louis a
cated. His first white wife who
less died in 1817 and he next
Louis woman of high social pos
asked Mitain to surrender her
the boy, to him that he might ha:
cated. Mitain begged that she,
taken to St. Louis, where she could
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. He woul

her
at the fort but the children

up.

e way to all the fury of her

No longer was she the docile

denounced him for his cruelty
and endeavored to flee with

took possession of the

saw either child.
imilian, Prince of Wied, was
d hunting in the Rockies in
a sad-faced Indian woman and
story about her, her recreant
nd, and her lost children, a story
every trapper was familiar. The
Mitain.
the trapper with two Indian
3 comprehensnble system. One
clothing, including moccasins,
garments comparatively clean,
them, lighted his lordship’s pipe,
' brightness and uplift to the
other took care of the horses,
ood and did the cooking. Usual-
ation of the pelts for the market
he required the services of both.
onte, one of the earliest trappers,
anch advocate of the two-wife sys-
d always clinched his argument with
nce:
time he had a Ute wife whose
was “The Reed That
ly of the clinging vine type;
hone wife whose name in English
‘Who Runs With the Stream,”
babbling brook or gossiper.
absence on a three days hunt

; = o :
phllosopher He had lost all he
earth except the clothes he wore, the hors
he rode, the firearms he carried, but
calmly hobbled his horse, made a fire of the
blackened ends of his lodge poles, threw
a piece of buffalo meat on the coals,
squatted down before the fire, and lighted
his pipe.
What though he missed the delicate ma-
nipulations with which the “Brook” was
won’t to beat to tenderness the toughest
bull steak, or the tender care of the “Reed”
as she patched his torn clothii
life. And after a solitary me
blanket about him and fell into sound
slumber.
As he slept a figure emerged from the
gloom and drew near. It approached the
fire and added a log to the pile. It quietly
seated itself at the foot of the sleeper, its
‘head bowed low, and it remained silent and
motionless. La Bonte slept the night
through and at the first sign of day laz:.ly
raised himself on his elbow. b
“Wagh!” he exclaimed. &
The figure remained motionless. La
Bonte, leaning over, turned up its face.
It was The Reed that Bends and she was
awaiting his verdict. She had escaped from
her captors and made her way back to her
white husband, fasting and alone. Was she
to be cast off?
La Bonte welcomed her to his arms.
“That’s the beauty of having two wives,”
he invariably added as the final clincher of
his argument. “If you lose one you have
the other left.”




Author of “The Pool of Execution.”

UST a loose boulder on the side
J of the dry watercourse, an awk-
ward, scrambling fall of not more
than ten feet, and old Jim Mc-
Call knew that his number was up and his
chance of living a very slender one. For
he had felt a sharp stab of pain in his right
ankle and had demonstrated with one hope-
less effort that the leg was no longer in
working order. Thereafter he had dragged
himself into the shade cast by a near-by
rock, and had sat down to make a thorough
examination.

Getting his boot off had been a labor of
infinite agony but, once this was accom-
plished, at least he knew the worst. The
whole ankle was turning black, and the
shape was wrong. Evidently a bone was
broken, either in the ankle itself or just
above in the leg. Perhaps quite a small
bone, but it meant everything.

“Wouldn’t old Japie laugh if he was
here,” McCall muttered, looking searching-
ly at the bush and small trees all about him,
for the first thing to do was to make some
sort of splint. “I wish he was here—even
if he did say, ‘I told youso.” ”

For Japie Du Plessis held, quite rightly,
that it was the height of folly to venture far
into the nearly uninhabited, waterless mazes
of the bush-veld north of the Komati, un-
less some one went with you. Two together

~ was all right, or even one, if he had a native

guide; but the place was too big for a soli-
tary prospector. So many little things may
happen to a man alone—little things that
would be insignificant but for the mere fact
that he is alone. He may fall into an old
prospecting hole, long forgotten, masked by
the long, rank grass of summer. P

it is only a dozen feet deep, but if the sides
are sheer, and he is by himself— He may
twist his ankle on a loose stone, or cut him-
self badly. He may have the ultimate mis-
fortune to break a bone. McCall had quite
agreed with the sentiments of his old part-
ner and—had played traitor to his own
knowledge.

They were a queer pair, known in every
town from Lydenburg to Pietersburg. Me-
Call was fifty-eight, thin and tough, with
an instinctive as well as practical knowledge
of gold and most of the valuable secrets of
the earth. Du Plessis was a few a2
younger, looked about a hundred with his
flowing gray beard, and was very large and
likewise exceedingly tough. His knowledge
of minerals was practically nil, but he could
find his way anywhere in the out-districts of

South Africa, and was a wonderful shot with

a rifle.

So you have the members of a partner-
ship that had endured for nearly thirty
years, and had penetrated, with varying
success, into most of the inaccessible corners
of Africa. Du Plessis filled the pot and at
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ey were the greatest of
ered in one essential detail:
tely lived in the past, and
ather strangely for a man of

dernity. McCall habitually car-
.303 Lee Metford carbine, prin
it had come into his possession
years previously; Du Plessis had
rifle produced by the Mann-
le, that had cost him his entire
e proceeds of one of their trips.
perfect weapon, and the fact that
‘difficult to obtain suitable am-
‘did not trouble him at all. Mc-
her despised matches, unless they
tips and smelt abominably; Du
the very latest idea in automatic
-steels—which never worked—and
those electric torches that never
refill.
time they got back to civilization,
would hold back desperately from
which McCall was wont to cele-
eir return. Not that he had any
| on principle, but first he wanted
n whether there was any modern
calling for the investment of his
ds. Somewhere in the Free State
old mother, and her unimposing
‘was full of twenty years and more of
’s offerings.- Many of the things
n, and most of them meant abso-
nothing to her; but she was very
them. For many miles around
was regarded as a sort of museum.
the real reason why McCall was
alone.
had dropped from nowhere into
tein, to buy a few odds and ends of
t ere setting out north and east
‘the fever country to a spot near
uguese border. An old native
| of gold—alluvial gold—in a dis-
ich they both knew, and alluvial
the strongest lure of all. They had
their simple purchases, and the store-
r had happened to mention casually
had written to Johannesburg for
framed tennis racket with wire
Blakfontein was a sporting little
the leading tennis player had a
y this new kind of racket.
enough for Du Plessis. In his

marvel. It might arrive at an

“Man,” he had exclaimed, the youl
fire in his eyes contrasting strangely wil
his patriarchal beard, “that is what I should
have had—an iron racket. The other kind—
pouf—I always smashed them after a month
or so.”
But McCall had chosen to be obstinate.
He refused to admit that there was no occa~
sion for hurry. As a matter of fact no one
else was in the least likely to have heard the
rumor; and in any case, as it was the height
of the fever season, none but thoroughly
salted veterans like themselves was likely
to venture the trip. But he would not admit
it.” They had come to Blakfontein with the
intention of leaving again the next morning,
and he was going to leave. Du Plessis cor
please himself.

Du Plessis had laughed his deep, jolk
laugh, and had pointed out that Mc&i‘i
could never do a trip like that by himself.
He would lose himself in the bush-veld, and
with that funny old gun of his he could
never shoot enough food. This assertion
had just sufficient foundation in fact to
make McCall more pig-headed than ever.
He would not argue the matter at all, he
would not even speak. His mind was
made up.

As they had argued on every conceivable
subject for some thirty years, and as Me-
Call lost his temper every time and Du
Plessis was invariably calm and jocular, the
latter took no particular notice of this pres-
ent difference. He was going to stay and
see that wonderful racket, that was cer-
tain; McCall might pretend he was very
angry, and start off by himself, but he
would not go far. Five miles or so, just to
get away from the dorp, and then he woul
halt. It had happened so before. b

But McCall did not halt. The reflection
on his ability to find his way through the
country and live on it had hurt his pride.
He would show Du Plessis. Just because
the big Dutchman usually attended to the
pot, he thought he was the only one in the
world who could shoot straight. As for
making his way to any given point, he
could do it with his eyes shut. So he shoul-
dered his pack, and pressed on. He made
good time, too, and it was on the aftern




WITH his hunting knife he cut
straight  branches, and

two
\ inoothed them down ol} the one

S ly of firewood, for it was lion country.
']ﬁp mbwem reserve stretched

themt were the forests of Portuguese terri-
tory. In the morning he would think out
some plan of action, but meantime he had
live through the night—if he could.
Luckily, wood was plentiful near the dried
watercourse, but it was a dreadful business
gathering it. He managed to get a fair
- amount to the open, sandy patch where he
proposed to camp, but he knew it was not
enough for safety. Mercifully it was sum-
mer, and the night would not be so very

He made some strong tea and finished
what was left of a guineafowl he had shot

try to forget the agony in his leg But he
knew it would be fatal to give in, for that
way lay surrender—and death. He would
it! He’d show Du Plessis that even with
oken leg he could make his way back
to some native kraal, and live. He knew of
small one not much more than twenty
les due west, and he would set out at
reak.

ut in the meantime there was the night.
sounds to which his years of roaming
accustomed him took on a new signifi-
‘cance now that he was alone and crippled.
[0 Jonger could he ignore the twin spots of
nish light that shone ever and anon in

e blackness and told of some prowling

st that watched him. The coughing
of seeming to come from all

~of the compass, made him curse

of the question to seek a fu
Even had he been whole it 1
madness to leave the protection of

ment at his back. He swung r
fired again.

He was convinced the wild ki
cnppled, and therefore doomed.
fmha:drzﬁ eqxu:!y
to a camp,
had been fired. Constantly
the darkness and heard stealthy :
the long grass. But good i(:ltdnne c

ly he
the small stuff dut was left, and hel
emergency He even dozed a little.
night passed. :
At t.he first sign of daylight
work. He made a crutch by cu
foot stinkwood branch and fining

fortably under his arm, and

fact that the wood would not jam
any length of time the crutch a
enough. Then he made for a

then that the proximity of this h
counted for the number of eyes he h
round his camp. It cheered him up
this natural explanation, for it was
to think that the wild knew he was
and was merely waiting.

It was a tedious g
waterhole, and took him out of lnl
it had to be done. The next v

sure he could make ten miles
Even in the cool of early morn pr




_ that y Ly
unnoticed now had to
with much thought and care;
hat he could have stepped over
abyss. Once, when the branch
of his improvised crutch, he came
the broken leg with his full weight.
him an hour to reach the water-
he was pretty well exhausted.
pool was there all right, and he
bandaged leg in it and drank his
‘e rested for a while, till the heat
rocks warned him that the sun was
and time was slipping past.
he went through the small pack he
carrying. Usually the partners
with a couple of donkeys, but he
nt to make good time on this trip,
elected to bear his own load. Or
it had been merely a species of
born of his somber rage against Du
He wanted to show what he

pack now was out of the ques-

tfully he discarded his two old
ets, his small stock of flour, his
of boots and the rest of his
kit; all he kept was a little packet
and a piece of fat bacon. Those for
,' a]nd then his water-bottle, as

3
e time he had finished his prepara-
was perhaps eight o’clock, and the
down fiercely on a world rapidly
up every trace of the morning’s
ess. With his old pipe clamped firmly
ws, McCall set out on what he had
suspicion was to be his last trek.
ew well enough the penalty for dis-
in the wild, but he was going to
big fight. Twenty miles——

TO THE uninitiated the bush-
veld, looks flat or at most undulat-
ing, with here and there a kopje
to serve a most useful purpose as
iark. The hunter knows that it is
d much cut up with dongas, lit-
ith loose stones here and there, most
for a man desiring to steer a straight

. McCall, crippled as he was, found
tmare, a long drawn out agony of

g effort, of racking pain, be-
pitiless glare of a tropic sun. Fre-
‘his improvised crutch gave way, and

progress told ileavﬂy on even C
muscles, and he was bathed in perspirati
But he pressed on. /

He lost all count of time, and was con-
scious only of the agony in his leg and the
blistering heat of the sun. He had thought
no sun in Africa could bother his accustomed
hide, but this was outrageous—a sun su
as he had never experienced. He had fi
quent recourse to his water-bottle, and be-
gan to mutter and talk to himself as he
crawled along. He was surprized that it
was still daylight, for he had been i
so many hours; and yet the sun was stil
high, and its heat unabated.

Vaguely he became aware of movement
in the long grass to his left—movement of
which his trained instincts gave him warn-
ing, though he was not aware of the reason.
With a shock he came back to realities, and
sitting down on a convenient rock, hastily
strove to pull the stick out of his carbine.
The movement in the grass had ceased, but
the wood was jammed. He dare not exert
any sidewise pressure, for if the end broke
off he could never get it out. Curious, how
it had slipped out so often as he walked, and
now, just at the wrong moment, it jammed.

With an exclamation of impatience he
put down the carbine and picked up a frag-
ment of stone. With a shout of startlin;
vigor he flung this as far as he could towar
the place where he had seen the movement
in the grass. After all, in the wild, attack
was the surest means of defense, and he had
to do something. A large striped hyena
broke cover, loping away unhurriedly, f:)k,- 3
ing back over its shoulder. With a sudden
wrench McCall got the stick out of the
barrel of his carbine, slipped in a cartridge
and fired. The beast broke into a clumsy,
agitated gallop .and soon vanished from

“A hyena—and in broad daylight!” Me-
Call muttered. “They must have me
marked down all right. Fair game, just
because I go along like a crab. The filthy
brute! _Anything that’s wounded and help-
less. But I reckon I've still got a kick or
two left.”

He broke off abruptly as a shadow swep!
across the ground before him, and looked
up much as a rabbit might look when the
sun sends warning of the approach of




anger, for he was badly shaken.
- “Come on then—flock around!” he yelled.
fou hunters of dead things. I’ll show

it

He fitted another cartridge into the car-
and fired at the bird above him; but the
distance was deceptive and he missed alto-
gether. Startled, the vulture sloped sharply
upward and planed away across the brazen

X,That’l.l teach ’em,” McCall muttered,
and screwed the stick back into the muzzle
He was surprized to find how little water
he had left, and shook his head dubiously.
Handicapped as he was, he knew he could
never make those te?h miles between hl?
present position and the next certainty of
- water. Still, he could try, and perhaps there
might be a strea.m, not entirely dried out, on
~ the way. With a groan of pain at the ne-
cessity for effor the stood up again, slipped
his crutch into place and strove to press on.
His head was throbbing most strangely,
and he found it curiously difficult to keep
his balance. There was movement again
in the grass, all round him, beating against
the thin trunks of the camel-thorn trees. If
he hadn’t seen the hyena he would have
thought it was just the wind, but now, of
course, he knew better. Hyenas—hundreds
of them—gathering round till he fell, and
they could pluck up courage to make a
ru:g. But he wasn’t going to fall for a long
time. He was feeling much better, and he
didn’t notice the pain of his leg any more.
But he had to press on, and he couldn’t
afford the time to stop and shoot. Still,
the human voice was quite enough for
beasts of that sort.
_ Abruptly he began to sing, in a loud,
usky bass, the parodied words of a song
that had been popular when first he came
to Africa:

Comrades, comrades, every since we were kids,
N Shmng mch other’s tickies, sharing each other's

It was years since he had sung, but now

ouldn’t understand why. The song

nded fine. It echoed in the wide spaces,

d the sides of a near-by kopje threw it
SecHe i d the hyenas )

Comrades, comrades, ever since
Shmngha each other’:
ts.

's trousers, s

They-were jolly good words
words. You didn’t come across
that nowadays. It cheered a fel
sing, too. If he had thought of if
would have come along much fasf

He paused at that, half incli
trace his steps. Realization of w]
doing came to him with a sh
resumed his pitiful progress fez
knew well enough what it me
man began to get those queer f:
very soon he was singing again,
unconscious of his pain and

true to his instincts—the instincts
trained to the wild—he did not

circles, but preserved a more or
stant westerly direction despite his

It was perhaps three o’clock
finally halted. He had come to a
spot. Here was a donga down
waters roared after every big
some particularly heavy deluge
had brought down a maze of uprc
and bush, to spew them on to a fl:
stretch of bordering grassland.
firewood and to spare. He’d be
from the things that prowled
long as he had a decent fire,
going through his expenence of the

t again.

Heedless of the torrid heat, he
quantities of dried wood round
trees that had been cast up b
With astonishing strength he pi
more close by, chuckling to h
own forethought and cunning.
carefully set a match to some
and laughed gleefully as it caught,
bigger branches began to burst into
He drew back a little from Lhe h
seated himself on the sandy
water was finished but he dxd n
Here was such a fire as a man migl]
about, and the night must be dra;

Two native hunters from the
a visit to friends in a distant k
near at the unaccustomed sight of
fire in the glare of afternoon.
still on the far side of the donga, b




’ the other agreed. “And
‘inte men are drunk, they hit us

me ado they turned on their
disappeared.

‘DU PLESSIS soon found out that

P
still at the little hotel, and—
both of their pack donkeys
peacefully on the commonage
n, he had chuckled. It would

eys, just to make it look as if he

ing. So he settled himself
 on the hotel stoop and awaited
xmvﬂdthesﬁedradas.

moment McCall was striving desperately to
reach from the other side. For McCall had
passed through the kraal and was beating
back to it from beyond. Most of the men
were away on a hunting expedition, but the
few natives still there welcomed Du Plessis
itably. Yes, “Rhi ’—the native
and by no means flattering name for Mc-
Call—had through two days since.
He had stayed for the night in the guest hut,
and had left early the following day. He
talked very little.
Du Plessis stayed long
a pipe in comfort and drink a huge bowl
of native beer; then he shouldered his pack
again and set out, heading due east for the

the
moutlymgfsrmmdrq;ormd
I had passed his place that
headed toward the northern Le-
He was carrying a pack
mabadtcmper But, then, old
dnysabltofachnwter

-without donkeys and had two days
are utterly impossible when

to quick traveling. Therefore it
him to follow McCall’s example

ry his own pack. That he could let
go on alone never even occurred

do you go back to your farm?”
themnﬁmnoutstdc,whobad

thing tomorrow. I've got a few
fix up, and we can make a night

But as soon as it is light
we must set out. It will save
i to your house, for I

Qbeﬁmuomﬂdmkeblm,he

Toward sundown he saw the smoke of a
fire, and, walking to it, found Sibuya’s
hu.ntmgpauymmmp Sibuya was a trucu-
lent old chief with Matabele blood in his

a staunch friend and an enthusiastic enemy.
Hehadmadeahtdehmtorymhxs time, but
in his later years had been uns

loyal. They had had good hunting, a.nd
Du Plessis was received with acclamation.

But when he made known that he wanted
to catch up with McCall two strange na-
tives, who had but just and by chance
joined the camp for the night, asked quick
questions; and then one of them laughed.

“This man you seek,” he said, “we saw
but three hours since. Hehadmndeahg
fire, so that we wondered if the veld was
ahght, this not being the season. But when
we drew near we saw he was seated there,
singing very loudly, and waving his arms
about. Truly he was very drunk.”

There came a sudden silence at that, for
the men of Sibuya’s kraal knew well enough
that such action was utterly out of keeping
with the character of the man they knew as
the Rhinoceros; and Du Plessis knew be-
yond any shadow of doubt that it meant
tragedy. When any man, by himself in the
wilds, begins to behave strangely, whatever
the cause, the end is not far off. And in the
case of McCall, a hardened campaigner,
meant that the end was near indeed.




mud-eating
e from the forests could have seen.
~ who have seen him must guide

“That is not so,” one of the natives

jected. “We have traveled far today and
are weary. Moreover, already it grows
dark, and there are many lions. To travel
at mght means death.”

Du Plessis held himself in with an effort

and turned to Sibuya. There is a certain -

~ etiquette on such occasions.

“What do you say, Sibuya?” he de-
manded. “It is my old friend who needs
help.”

“These two,” Sibuya replied judicially,
indicating the two natives from the forests,
‘are my guests tonight, and consequently
I can not say to them, ‘Go” as I would
surely say to my own young men. Itisa
great pity, for I like you, and the Rhinoceros

He shook his head solemmly and took
snuff from a small gourd -elaborately deco-
. Du Plessis strode across

~ savagely to their feet. Then he gripped
~ them grimly, purposefully, and they yelled
airesh as his huge hands sank into their

“It is in my mind that you will come,
dogs,” he said. “Truly the lions are bad,
but you may escape them; if you do not go,
most surely you will not escape me. So!

- Can you feel the bone crack? A little
more and— Ah! We go together? It is
well.”

~ “We also come,” Sibuya said shortly
Id I am and useless, but by no means a
. Alsp, when I was a young man

stood that many things have changed, but

even now my young men can throw a spear

and know how to use the broad-bladed

i. What say you, my children?”

His followers gave a shout of agreement

d reached for their spears. Sibuya, old

% wrinkled but still full of fire, drew him-
up proudl

‘So you see, ¢ he said softly to Du Plessis,

also are no mud-eaters. We start

now, for safety from the beasts
lay with Sibuya’s followers, and
it.  So they set out, the.natives
and singing as is their custom whpi
at night, but making good progress.
less.

Still it was a we and trying.
for night had fa.lleneaggd there
The natives pxcked their way
across the broken country, but it
three hours before they sighted tl
glow that told of a dying fire.

Du Plessis made his way to the fr
hurried forward, the natives pi
him. Clear against that glow he cot
out a black shadow that moved a li
natives saw it, too, and shouted
the crouching shadow moved no
they all heard the snarl that came |
another spot away to the right.

Du Plessis called out a swift order
shouting ceased. Quite unshaken !
his rifle—his expensive and
rifle—and waited just a breal

ear-splitting roar; and in the next
he had fired at the clear mark of
silhouetted against the glow of the
Something dragged itself into the
and lay there threshing about,
horribly.

The natives drew together at
hung back, for no man could hope
a wounded lion at night and live.
Plessis went straight on, and at
was old Sibuya. For very sh
followed.

In the bush to their right thet&
cras g of broken branches,
Plessis fired quickly three times
not know, nor care, whether he
He was more careful with the anim
ing about in the grass, for it was
too badly hit to get away, and th
its menace. He fired once—twi
sounds, and the snarling ceased
From some little distance came the:
laughing shriek of a hyena. -

McCall was sitting up, the de
fever driven out by his long sleep




his parched lips. Then,
‘was quenched, “I bet I’d
a’s kraal tomorrow, if you

man when he’s not drunk, and
won’t be drunk when he sees

‘swallowed once or twice, for his

alone. Also he had

“‘Old pardner,” he said, almost ple:
i § may be this and I may be that,
least I'm fough, ain’t I?”

They shook hands solemnly. Under Si-
buyas direction the natives were
constructing -a rough litter of branches, for
time was precious if the leg was to be saved.
At the first streak of dawn they must be

away.

“Tough, like them iron n&mmm
so keen about,” McCall went on after an
interval. “First thing when we get back
I'm %oing to buy one of them for you, old
man.”

THE BEST SHOTS

by Raymond S. Spears

_ALL rough-and-ready marks-
en, I suggest that the Mis-
Ozark mountaineers were
 best in the United States.
ally of those in Taney, Chris-
ljacent counties. Down to with-
years, and probably to this
shooters there handled their re-
er than any other district’s
T ever heard of, individually
ively.
ouri, probably, came the best
the West, from Kit Carson’s
ward. Kentuckians salted the
ness with their own skill.
particular district, the one cov-
Bald Knobber chm the shooting
curacy. Two men
put his bullet through the
d, and followed that bullet with
so close together that a dollar cov-
this, while the victim was falling.
‘was at the base of the accuracy.
shot from ambush. No bush-
acting the coward, could shoot as

well as the brave man who faced his enemy
in the open. When, at a church one night,
two enemies met, one, who had the ad-
vantage of being in the shadow cast by the
moon, sprang forth into the bright light be-
fore he drew his gun and thus, all fair and
square and in the open, the two fought—
and the man who would not shoot even
from a shadow was killed.

The practise in that land was to ride
past trees at top speed, and then shoot the

marks on the bark. Qunnmll‘s

riders, and the upshoot bands of James,
Younger and Cook—general terms,
most Indian Territory despemdoes—aﬁ
other badmen, had shootmg characteristics
of the Ozarks.

Sporadic marksmanship appeared else-
where, a few good men gave a whole ot of

O«

or lucky shots mads ‘the reputation
second-rate marksmen, but, as a region,
with revolvers and derringers, the Ozarks
were as great as Kentucky riflemen
their best.




JAY, Effendi. Iam a poor man and

N thine offer is generous, but I can

not sell thee this dagger. I pray

thee do not tempt me with these

gold coins of thy country for which I would

sell thee many things in my humble store,
but not this dagger.

I know that there is nothing but the ex-
quisite etching of the blade and the carved
handle to speak for it and that these merits
have caught thy fancy. The price thou
hast set for it would more than cover its
value, yet I can not sell it to thee, effendi,
nor to any other man. There are many
other things among my wares worthy of
thine ownership.

Alas, there is a tale, Effendi, which I shall
tell thee, and then thou wilt understand
why I can not part with this trifling thing.
Trifling in thine eyes, whom Allah has
blessed with worldly goods, but priceless to
me, Mehemed Ali, who owns but this insig-
nificant stall in the bazaar of Bosna Seray.

There is kuskus for thee, Effendi and this
tchibouk. Rest thy back against these
cushions and listen to me. It is not often
that I repeat this tale to strangers, but thou
hast been kind to me and many things hast
thou bought to take back to the land of thy
fathers. May Allah bless thee with long
life and may thine offspring increase like
the goats on the mountains of Hercegovina.

It is now many years since the Austrians

- came to Bosnia, when Bosna Seray was but

.m.“..um.
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2 srpall town apd not the capital, and not
so many since they have left it again.
There was war on both occasions, but I had
no part in it. The first time I was too
young and the second time I was too old.
Besides, Effendi, I am a peaceful man. -

After the Austrians had come the first
time, and had quelled the uprising with
many soldiers and put garrisons in all the
larger towns, they forthwith began to build
roads and schools. But they did not pene-
trate into the mountains, not in the times
of which I speak, and the town of Banya-
luka was in the heart of a mountain dis-
trict where they had but a small number of
soldiers.

Word had come to the general who com-
manded at Bosna Seray, that a daring ban-
dit was active in the mountain fastness
around Banyaluka. The bazaar was full
of tales, tales of cunning and dark deeds.
The people were afraid of the bandit, but it =
was said that he did not harm the poor, but
took his booty from the wagon trains of the
Austrians which were sent to supply the
garrison of Banyaluka. =

It was also said that many a loaf oi 3
Svaba bread was eaten in the kans of the
poor people in the mountains and that they
also found flour and rice on their doorsteps
in the mornings. . All these were gifts of the
bandit. Thus were the tales of the bazaar.

I was but a youth in those days and my
face was still beardless. -But I was stron
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who' built

engineer
‘was a captain in the Austrian
Haslet Bey I knew him

was a whose

“He knew |
Servian and so he was able to qu
the people about the bandit. The

Kohlman. Strong was this
tall. Taller than any of the Aus-
were part of the garrison of
they called Bosna Seray.

‘when I was resting at noon time .

of an olive tree, Kohlman
ached me and began to ask

jevo? Had I ever traveled
Banyaluka and did I know the
trails?

er’s han stood on the Ponir pla-
ooking Banyaluka and well did
know what my answers would

a long tale short, Effendi, he
me as guide and promised to pay
We were to start afoot during
morning. I was to meet him on
yaluka road, which leads out of
y from the western gate.

n had just come over the Borya
when I passed through the gate,
was no Austrian in sight, but a
moslem, a Hadshi, for he wore the
ban of the prophet.

s my surprize, Effendi, when he
known to me. It was Kohl-

walked the many weary miles, he
that he was going to catch the ban-

yaly also surprized me,
ustrians were never prone to tell
to the people of Bosnia, for
ittle love for them in the hearts
He gave me money, with
of a rich reward if I did his

poor_then, Effendi, poorer than I
for I have never afno:sscd riches
pted his offer and promised to
faithfully if he did not insist

d raise my hand against my own

he laughed. He would take care
bandit himself. I was to be his
ht else.
~we arrived at Banyaluka, he did
) the commander of the garrison.
the kan of Yussuf Ibrahim, who

Did I know the country-

d him gladly, for they thought

to be a holy man who went into the moun-
tains with his follower to meditate and to
pray. It often aroused my anger to see

i

this infidel spread his prayer rug and turned
his face toward Mekka. He did not pray,
he merely went through the motions, in
order to deceive the people. But he paid
me well and I was a poor man. Iheldmy
tongue and bided my time.

THEN came days when I could -

show him no more. He knew

the country as well as I did and

~>>. he went out alone. I would

spend my days in the coffee houses and in

certain other places. Even in those days

many troupes of Arabian performers came

as far north as Banyaluka and they carried

with them a number of dancers, which were

known as Ouled Nayls. Those I loved to
see, for I was young then, Effendi.

One day, Kohlman returned after an
absence of three days. The deeds of the
bandit were now a byword of the people and.
with the exception of the Austrians, no one
paid much attention to his exploits, for he
never harmed the people. As I have told
thee, Effendi, he only robbed the military
trains of the Austrians.

They had increased the guards for these
trains and many soldiers walked
of the wagons and horses. In the begin-
ning the bandit had boldly robbed




would have sent many soldiers

‘catch him. What he did and what he

merely annoyed them and they did

think it worth while to concentrate

iy men in one place. They did not have

so many soldiers, and then there was still
unrest in the south.

‘This night, Kohlman took me with him.
‘We went-into the hills, south of Banyaluka
and waited, behind the large boulders,

\alongﬂde of the road over which the Aus.
trian trains were traveling.

It was a dark night and great clouds

before the wind over the mountains.
Midnight came and then we heard the
of wagon wheels and the breath

of laboring horses, for it was a steep path.
Then the column came in sight. Ten

with them, except those who sat on the
‘wagons. Three men to each. As they ap-

roached us, Kohlman halted them. He

first wagon and this man shouted a com-
- mand. The wagons were drawn up along
the roadside and the horses were unspanned
and driven a little ways off. Then the
soldiers made fires and set up little tents.

Then Kohlman returned to our hiding
place. We could see the entire length of
 the wagon train, for the fires gave enough
light. Except for the last two wagons,

ich loomed as black bulks in the shadows
- of the mountain, each of the remaining
elght could be . plainly seen. Our hiding
was directly above the ninth
V'Go

uddenly, a few small stones came down
~ the mountain. Kohlman gripped my arm
- as I started to rise. Strong was his grip,
ffendi, and he pulled me down. Ilistened.
could hear a faint sound, as if cautious
eet were moving over the rocky ground.

‘And then I saw.

A shadow passed across the road to the
last wagon. A sound, ever so light, as if a
knife were passed through the canvas cover-

the loads. After a few minutes, the
dow reappeared and it seemed that the
carried something on its back.

essly it disappeared up the mountain.

~ After a while Kohlman followed and I

- moon, yet enough to

who carried a sack on his back
mountains of Banyaluka. A sm
was and not strong, for he was g
bent under the heavy load.

‘We gained rapidly and then he
He turned around and saw two

turning fled up the mountain. £

But Kohlman was quicker. He |
in mighty leapsand when I came
he had seized the bandit. ‘?
gleamed in his hand but Kohln
his wrist and the dagger fell out
bandit’s hand. I picked it up.

Just then Kohlman laughed. It
ugly laugh, Effendi. It conveyed
something I did not, at the moment
stand, but came to me when I

say—

“Agirl! A young girl at t.hatl"

And then I saw. It was a
as a man, but the tussle had
turban she had worn and her bl
long hair reaching below her
streaming forth.

She struggled to gain her free
she was helpless in Kohlman’s
then I realized what his ugly
meant. I had heard of him in B
—of broken lattice windows in the
of many citizens—but it was bazaar
me then, and many things are tol
have no more merit than a tale.
saw and I did not move. I stared
young then, Effendi.

But the girl cried out:

“If thou are a Moslem, a Bosn
me! Wouldst thou let this infidel
a maiden of thy people?”

Her cry of despair awakened me.
dagger she had dropped lay at
I do not know how it happened,
but there was a red mist before n
My right hand struck and struck
again. The dagger plunged throug
and flesh into Kohlman’s back as
held the girl against him. I do not
how often I struck, I was blinded by
When I had calmed down, there la:
man at my feet. He did not move
eyes were glassy and looked into




HE girl stood trunbl:gk,el;m-
against 3 icked up
the sack she had dropped and it

was heavy.
‘thou,” I said to her, “and I will
shall carry this sack for thee and
to cast this carcass into the

girl shook her head:
are soldiers below and I heard him
em before I stole up to the wagon.
know then that it was him, but I
the voice. They will be looking
if he does not return within two

considered and I sat down to find
The girl sat beside me, watching
d below. The soldiers could not be
the glow of the fires was still high.
I found a way out.
this dagger,” I said to the girl,
my arm. My right arm. It
that I have fought with the
that he did escape. Go back
‘han and take this dagger with thee.
that it must be the last time
 hast taken food from the Austrians.
has paid me well and given me
to the general who sits at Bosna
a reward is coming to me. Itis
I can not see thy face, but come to
y where thou wilt find me at the
‘Husref Beg, who is my uncle. By
er I shall know thee!”
could prevent her she had taken my
and lifted it to her forehead.
"’ she said, “can not see thy face,
Il find thee, O Defender of the vir-
I am not a thief, I have but taken
s taken from the kan of my father
¢ infidels came into this land.
ed the /an, after taking bread
and left my people to starve. I
from them but bread and flour
sack contains no more than to even
I will take it to the i

or old, for the garments the women of my

flowing blood, she had vanished.

I returned to the wagons and bade

soldiers to get the body of Kohlman. They
did not believe my tale and turned me over
to the commander at Banyaluka, who sen
me under escort to Bosna Seray. The gen-
eral heard my tale and when he saw my
arm he believed me and called a doctor
to dress my wound. When the arm had
healed he gave me enough gold to buy this
stall in the bazaar, which I stocked with the -
kind of goods which thou seest now, Effendi.
Kohlman had written a paper stating that
I had served him faif
desire to contradict him.,

=

thfully and I felt no

One day, after I had finished the noon
meal, I was sitting in the door of my stall,
when a woman aj hed me. She was
veiled and I could not see if she was young

these trinkets I had for sale and followed
her into the stall, which was then just as
dark as it is now, Effendi. It helps the
trade, for one can not examine too closely
aa:ld it is only men of thy race, or women,
who insist upon light, afraid that they might
be taken advantage of. e 5

Within, the woman threw aside the folds
of her garments and I beheld, even in the
dimness of my stall, the slender form of a
girl which had been on my mind ever since
that night in the mountains of Banyaluka.
From her sash she drew a dagger, and then
I was certain.

Is that all of the tale?

Not quite, Effendi, but I do not believe
that thou wouldst like to hear the details
of the wedding which my uncle Husref
Beg arranged and of the change that has
befallen, Zorbeida, my wife, who was once
a bandit. That is her voice now, effendi,
scolding the neighbors, and it is not the
same music which gladdened my ears in the .

I shall come to Bosna Seray. I

thee, O Protector of the poor.”

she picked up the sack, forgetting

. had asked her to do. I called her
ting my request.

not hurt thee, but I must do it, to

of luka where
had been slain.
And is this the reason why I would not
sell thee this dagger?
Nay, Eﬁendx;ht:mu d;g:tcr wrong.
By keeping thi I am able to
vince Zorbeida that I still love her,



THE BEACHCOMBER

ly Charles Nicholls Webb

So I've come to rest awhile
‘On this fairy, palm-fringed isle;
Come to rest and dream and wait
Formyshipthntmenoalll";‘tlel;
For my ship, my dancing shi
Wn;hg)gmehsddgdd.
Silken sails to tease the gales,
And rubies in her hold.

Keep your smug religious creed,
Framed for proper folk. -
Damn me as a
Treat me as a joke.
Let me only rest and wait
N For my ship, that some call Fate;
For my ship that means to me
M;;ﬂmm‘:momhy.. %
my ship, my ship,

- Silken to tease the gales;
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v |OME poetical person once wrote:
) | For East is East and West is West.
e - And never the twain shall meet.

was all wrong, that feller—all wrong.
Pll tell you how I know he was wrong.
ain’t no pessimist. Not by a danged

I ain’t, If a little kid burns his fin-

ot stove and keeps away from
> fir from that time on, you don’t call
a pessimist. That’s me—burnt to a

1l the Harper tribe, as far back as I can
e out, was cautious. We bred more
, than we did fighters. Of course
ain’t as many of us as there is Smiths.

predominate, as it were. Anyway,
Smith tribe ain’t got nothin’ to do with

't been in Piperock for several weeks.
“Dirty Shirt” Jones has been pros-
’ back in the Whisperin’ Creek hills,

our usual good luck—of gettin’ back

all our food was gone. And we finds

‘pardner, “Magpie” Simpkins, settin’

h \@,ble in our shack, wearin’ his Sunday

ie is so danged tall that it takes him
y to find out whether a certain pain is
ion or inflammation of the knee-
He’s solemn, Magpie is. And when
elongated, pious-faced cross between a
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Author of “Hidden Blood,” “The Lovable Liar,” elc.

scientific lecture and a —— fool statement
gets pouches under his eyes and droops his
eyelids like a blood-hound—caution cometh
to me.

Magpie is writin’. He’s got ink plumb
to his elbow and the floor is plumb littered
with paper. Does he welcome us effusively?
Like —— he does. He just looks at us,
kinda reprovin’-like, as if we should ’a’
knocked.

“Well, you old cattywampus, howdy!”
greets Dirty Shirt.

Dirty has one eye that kinda oscillates,
as it were. Not bein’ what an astronomer
would call ‘a fixed orbit,” it does a lot of jig-
glin’ before it picks up what Dirty’s lookin’
at.

But it don’t noways affect Dirty’s aim,
bein’ as he shoots with both eyes open, and
most of the time with both legs workin’.
Magpie looks him over solemnly and sa;

“Mr. Jones, I give you good afternoon.”

Dirty spits in the general direction of the
stove.

“T’Il take it,” says he.

“Mr. Harper,” says Magpie dignified-
Tiks

€.

I kicks the door shut, slides my gun
around where I can get it real quick and
looks my old pardner over. He’s shaved.
Yeah, you can always tell when Magpie has
shaved, because he’s got so danged many




it all theway around, Magpie, Simp-
is a dude.
ou a.m't got yore days mixed, have
yuh?” I
“Duyu mlxed?”
- He speaks like an actor—kinda runnin’

“I am well aware of it.”

“Then what’s the idea of dressin’ up
thisaway?”

“The idea? Hah!” He kinda swells up
with importance. “I’'m the president.”

I looks quick at Dirty, who is starin’ at
Magpie with his mouth wide open. Then
he looks at me and shakes his head.

“Tke,” says he hoarse-like, “I knowed it.
By ——, the human brain can jist stand so
much. Hesbeenfcebh.n'upmtheheadior
a long time. I've seen it comin’ on by de-
grees, and I ain’t a mite surprized. There
~ ain’t nothin’ yuh can do, except to hopple
’em so they can’t hurt nobody.”

Magpie looks at Dirty kinda funny and
Dirty edges toward the door.

“Better git a rope, Ike,” advises Dirty,
backin’ again’ the door. “Them high-
minded first symptoms is apt to degenerate
into vt'lence, and we don’t want him to hurt
nobod

Set down, you ——= fool,” says Magpie.
“I ain’t crazy.

“Proves it on himself,” declares Dirty
nervous-like. “They all swear they ain’t.
Look out for his first rush, Ike.”

But I holds firm. To me he’s always been
anzy so I ain’ tscaredofanextm.djegree

» 1
aaks.

or
“We didn’t glt back in time for the
convention, you remember.”
~ “Don’t try to be smart, Tke,” says he.
“T plumb forgot that you “fellers has been
away. Since you was here, Piperock has
advanced by leaps and bounds. Right now
I am writin’ a biography of our fair city for
all to read and appreciate how we have ad-
vanced. It is marvelous.”

“What is? The biography?” asks Dirty.

“No—our advancement. Gentlemen, we

re on the threshold of a wonderful era for
No more shall the rest of the
d point a finger of scorn at our com-
ity. No more shall they say that Pipe-

perock.

ty:
“Fits in with what we've

says L.

“And with the dawnin’ of a
Magpie squints at his paper—
that’s as far as I've got.”

“Yuh hadn’t ought to go that
o 3
“Hadn’t I? Huh! That’s who

irty.

“Chamber of Commerce? Di
I'm surprized at you. It is an
tion.”

“It’s the same thing as the Chas
Horrors,” says I, “only they deals
merce mostly. This one will prob
horrors as a side-line.”

“Nothin’ of the kind, Ike,” pro
pie. “Piperock is past the age of s
clothes. We has emerged into the
and it will be well for all other citie
to their laurels. I wouldn’t be
see Piperock one of the big cities
world. We have everythin’ to n

“Yeah, we’ve got a lot of country,
mits Dirty Shirt. “Me and Tke came
twenty miles of it today, and there v
beyond where we started from. If y
to go east, west, north or south fi
yuh can find a lot of open counn:y
got room to build, that’s a cinch.”

“But what would bring anybody
Tasks. “Folks won’t even come fro
dise, except to a dance; and then th
to pick a fight. We ain’t gota
to offer—except to somebody that
trouble, Magpie.”

“We will have, Ike. The idea was s
in Paradise originally. Me and Wick
was down there last week and we
see a tent show. It wasn’t much
it wasn’t doin’ no business. Me
got to talkin’ to the feller that o
show and he told us all about his

“He says that a circus is a di
market now, and that animiles
nothin’, except in a zoo. He says
really surprized that some of our




d Wick has a few drinks with  contraptions. gﬁgple Simpkins
to talkin’ it over with him. He drunk and talked me into bein’ a pub
ot the ingredients of a first-class benefactor, dang his hide.

- menagerie, and that he’s got a “Got me to procure the ingredients oi
n’ the proposition up to Para- zoological garden, that’s what he done.
ta elephant. Of courseitain’t  Got the whole —— town heated up over a

elephant, bein’ as it’s kinda thing he calls the Piperock Chamber of
from travelin’ so much. Commerce, and then goes out and gits him-
el is—well, it ain’t noways in self elected prestdent That's a — of &
but it’s a camel. The tiger way to do, ain’t it?”
as good as tigers go. He says “You wanted to be president, eh?” 1
thousand dollars for the whole asks.
“Well, —, why not. I bought the ——
thing, didn’t I? Magpie said that Piperock
; but he kinda lumps ’em to- would pay me back for it. How’ll they do
gives ‘em to us at cost. it, I'd like to know. Mebbe I’'m supposed to
Smith is public-spirited, and after raffle ‘em off, eh?”
m what we’ll do about organizin’ a “I won’t buy no chances,” says Buck.
of Commerce, he ups and buys “I’ve been down to the livery- stable and got
les on the spot. The feller a look at them there animals, and I'm free
the cage free gratis for nothin’; to state that I don’t want none. Magpie
aves us quite a lot. I figures that  orates that we'll have ’em to attract more
pick up a grizzly and a wolf and folks to Piperock. My ——, that bunch
mountain lion to kinda add to our  will drive away what we’ve got.”
wxll come a long ways to look “If T had that elephant,” said Mighty,
, Tke—a long ways.” “I’d shore take a reef in him. His hide don’t
d Dltty looks at each other and fit him no place. He ain’t no attraction—
ut to unpack, while Magpie goes he’sa disgrace. From therear he looks like
Piperock’s epitaph. ‘Polecat’ Perkins in his Sunday pants.
Wick, you ort to give him a belt to take up
~ IT’S been quite a while since we the slack.” :
ut our foot on the rail; so we “That’s why he’s an attraction,” de-
ies up to Buck Masterson’s clared Wick. “The feller I bought him
saloon, where we runs into Wick from said that Gunga Din was a rare species
and “Mighty” Jones. Mighty and of elephant. His name’s Gunga Din. My
irt ain’t no relation. Mighty isa ——, he ort to be good. I paid three hun-
, who thinks he’s big enough to - dred and thirty-three dollars and thirty-
own. That’s one reason why three and one-third cents for him. Thal
camel and the tiger cost the same. -
n a tenor voice and chaws his to- “I think that Magpie’s crazy,” say I
“How about me?” wails Wick. “I pﬂ.ld
greets us gladly, but Wick don’t for ’em myself.”

 happy. “Yore wife’s callin’ yuh, Wick,” observed
ellers been prospectin’ again’?” Buck.

3 Wick squints toward the door and nods

and we’re goin’ ag’in,” says Dirty  sadly.

his here town is gettin’ too danged “Yea.h I left her to run the store while }
lit me and Ike.” talks over my sorrow. Now I've got to

fete,” agrees Mighty. “Ain’tbeen - back and git —— agin’. She don’t beheve

killed for two weeks.” in Chambers of Commerce, she don’t
up, brother,” says Wick solemn- I'm commencin’ to wonder if she ain’
‘here’s allus a lull before a storm.”  right.”
eparin’ to massacre?” I asks. Wick pilgrims across the street, while:




: says I “How

trouble,” says he, diagnosin’ him-
“Spots beiore m’ eyes, dizziness and

sluggish-like
edoeslookkmdapeleandwa.lksmb&

“How comes you to git them there symp-
mms?” asks Dirty.
“Ignorance,” says Hassa . “I tried

“Meanin’ Gunga Din?”
~ “That accordion-skinned thing,” says
Hassayampa pamful like, kinda pluckin’ at
his Adam’s apple. “I ain’t jist right in m’
yet. It grabbed me by the slack of
the pants and took m’ pants plumb off while
P’m still in the air. Them kinda shocks ain’t

thing slap)
own pants and knocked me plumb across
the stable And into the oat-bin. Iain’t been

since.”
“Youutmmduponthngshkcﬂnt"

~ “Wasn’t there no directions with ’em?”
I asks.
“No. Direction don’t mean nothin’ to a

“That's 2 —— of a ideal” snorts Dirty.
o-bits to see a elephant. T'll tell you
we will do, Hassayampa; we’ll pay

n cured.
h,y I’vegutabdlofsevmdol}msngm
critters n@:t now. By golly, that tag-
Meat costs

‘went back up town, where we leans on
’s bar.

ain’t been there long when Mike
Ricky Henderson and “Old Testa-

er shop. |
tﬁpmbﬂpoﬂn
dise.
Testament looksa.hap

a;mrofpanmﬂmtmhﬂm

of his skinny legs and a pair of
sag a heap at the top and shows thaf
ment don’t noways pinch his feet.

Mike parts his hair on one side, sl
side down until she almost reaches
of his nose, where it retreats some
like. He smells a heap of heel-
perfume.

Ricky is a barber. He looks, s
acts like one. Whmhegetsewlu}
plauds, like he was stroppin’ a
ment used to think that he had
Ricky and Mike from the burnin’
Testament first comes to that
has an idea that there was a lot of
snatch from the burnin’; but he got
a few times and let things go as they

Them three angles up to the bar,
hands with us, just like they cared to
us, and asks us to drink. Testament
his usual lemonade and a wink,
we discusses conditions.

“How -is everythin’ in this
quuuy?" asks Testament kinda

Imqmty, ——1” snorts Buck.
ain’t no unq\uty in Piperock. We're
minded and antiseptic of condition.
there’s any infection in this city it’s bre
here from Paradise. By golly, some
you'll be glad to be knowed as bein’a.

; City.”

of Piperock City. ;
“Haw - haw - haw - haw!” says

“Suburb of Piperock. Paradise will

mee-trop-polis when Piperock goes

the prairie-dogs.”
1It’s difference of opinion that mak
races, wars and so many kinds of
all out of one barrel. Me and D
are plumb full of civic pride,
willin’ to fight for our fair city—if
one—but Piperock and Paradise
no supreme effort; so we slides out
graceful-like and pi.\gnms back to
Magpie is just goin’ away, carryin’
plete dignity and a lot of stationery.
him about the three men from Par:
“The word has reached,” says M




says Dirty Shirt. “Them

3
ers didn’t jist ride up here to
quor.”

a peaceable aggregation,” says
‘No more shall the war-cry

r the runnin’ rivers be red. We are
shed the things that have held us
ivilization must bow to the tread
The wheel of progress is turn-
woe unto him who gits under the

e people of Piperock have risen in

ht, unleashed the bonds which have

in darkness and are comin’ out
light of a new day.”

? says Dirty kinda awed-like,” if

t a —— of a lot to say all in one

’Il eat the garment that made me

pi¢ snorts and pilgrims on up the

e emits to us, I notices that he’s got a
shoved into the waistband of his
Me and Dirty stretches out on the

and rolls up a little sleep.

THE course of human events
“some queer things happen. And
the queerest thing I can think of
is the fact that Jasmine Green-
me to teach school at Piperock.
ain’t the kind you’d imagine would

like that.
s plumb decorative, if yuh know what
T ain’t goin’ to describe her, "cause

d Dirty runs into her that evenin’
’ve been stationary at Buck’s bar
or more. Dirty’s active eye jig-
onvulsive-like for a while, and he
be wearin’ about six too many

ure you remember me,” says she,

t us.
lives to be a million, I won’t for-
nts Dirty.
Mister Harper,” says I.
nbly has the longest memories of
bly on earth.”
of the Jones’s,” says Dirty.
- pa could remember before they

“And the

can I do for yuh,

“Same here,” says Dirty, kinda
me aside. -

“I told them that you were always
ing to do anything for the public good,’
says she, smilin’ sweet-like. :

“To whom did yoo tell this, ma’am?”

asks.

Somehow I kinda gets a hunch that every:
thin’ ain’t just right.

“Mr. Simpkins, the president of
Chamber of Commerce,” says she. “He
and Mr. Smith seemed to think——"

“Since when did they start thinkin’?”
asks Dirty. “That shore is a novelty to
my ears, ma’am.’

“Mr. Sunpkms is a very brilliant man,
says she. “He has some wonderful idm”

“With parts missin’,” says I.

“Perhaps you do not appreciate wlm&‘
he is doing for Piperock, Mr. Harper,” says
she. “I have just come from a meeting
the new Chamber of Commerce, where Mr.
Simpkins presided and read us some w
derful plans for the betterment of this town.

“As you know we already have the nu-
celus of a zoological garden. Mr. Smif
who is heart and soul in the advancement
of Piperock, purchased these three-jungle
animals. Our meeting this afternoon was
to decide upon a plan to reimburse Mr.
Snnth and to acquire the animals for the

“Next Monday is Labor Day. I have
been lead to understand that Piperock has
never celebrated Labor Day.”

“They’ve sure celebrated everydnn’ else,”
says Dirty Shirt. “My ——, ma’am, don’
let ’em celebrate.- You don’t know Pij
rock.”

“It will be a harmless celebration.
spoke about having you two gentlemen
sist, and Mr. Simpkins and Mr. Smith
sured me that neither of you had any ci
pride. They said that both of you were un~
civilized, unprogressive and not at all in a
cord with any movement that would cu
your savage tendencies. I'm sure it
prejudice on their part.” *

“Yo're danged right!” says Dirty.
“Them pelicans sure did lie to you in fi
shape, ma’am. Piperock don’t mean
whole lot to either one of us, but 'm
to do anythin’ yuh say.”

1=



‘heard this same kind of stuff

so has Dirty; but any old time

by girl smiles at Dirty, it’s just another
den of Eden and alotof'a.ppla

e don’t tell us what we’re supposed to

ut she does ask us to promise to help

that? Me and Dirty goes back to

ck’s place, whezewemassngesourm—
es with Buck’s Best.

‘ 'eselbona.naverageoftwuoxthree
s a day, and that barrel is still over
full. It has never weakened, as far as

place. Dignified? My —, they act
a pair of royal flushes.

Mr. Masterson,” says Mag-

“How goes things this day

“Wdl, all nght,” says Buck, bein’ kinda
dazed. “How did the meetin’ go?”
“Perfect,” says Magpie. “The die is

The ladies’ auxiliary is in complete
cord with us and we all feel that it will be
Piperock will

g.mnng the cities of the world.”
“The hd)es what?” asks Dirty.

pts Magpie.
I know it,” says Wick. “There’s my
who is prmdent, and the followin’, to

Mrs. Wick Smith, Mrs. Pete Gonyer,

complete, as it were, and we expect
0 Howevet, ‘we have a quorum, et cet-

, ad

s’d hope sho,” says Dirty, ge dig-
. “What ’bout Mish Jasmn Green-
n? Ain’t she invited t’ j'i

Jasmme Greenbaum s actin’ in
e

Tstxment and Rxcky and
e doin’ up here?” asks Buck.

h m,m 1 told e
rock acquirin’ a Chamber of Co
three jungle curiosities. They
the idea of the Chamber,
take the animals at a shght
what Piperock paid.”

“What did you say?”” asks Wick

Them
ain’t for sale.”

“Ain’t they?” asks Wick. “At
paid? Magpie, I'd like to have
over them critters myself. I own
I? They ain’t Piperock’s a
Piperock has a bill-of-sale for ’em.
as —— don’t thank yuh for what
done to me.”
© “Where’s yore public spirit?” as
pie.

“Thassall right,” complains Wick.
got more public spirit than most fo
reckon; but a thousand dollars i
sand do].laxs. If Paradise wants to.
more’n I paid—they g:t em, by g

“You'd make a
Chamber of Commerce,” says M

“All right,” says Wick. “If you
of anythin’ else that’s funny, Il li

“Yore livestock are eatin’ up

says L
“Yeah, and that’s another this
chk, pawin’ at Magpie’s sleeve.
gom to pay their board?”
“Gunga Din eats a bale of hay e
teen minutes,” offers Dirty Shirt

like.

“He—he does?”

“He—he do,” nods Dirty.
bale was two pounds short; so

€.
“ told "em to go to —.

tigers will eat a whole cow for.

and you know what cows are worth
DOW

“Magpie—" Wick is almost
this time—“Magpie, I asks you asa
what’ll I do?”

“Have patience, Wickie.”

“Have —! _ P’ll go down there
sacree all three of them monstrosi

you ain’t hardly fit to help us b
Piperock.”




ks oulf
up, but I know danged well
on. Me and Dnty feels that
y of Piperock ain’t so badly in
assistance; so we saddles up our
and goes to Paradise town.

PARADISE runs a dead heat
~ with Piperock, as far as city is
- concerned. When P. T. Barnum

said that a fool is born every min-

tht have added that they were all

d Yellowrock County.
several of the above in Mike
on, and among them is “Chuck”
“Muley" Bowles, “Telescope” Tol-

as their native haunt. Also
“Liniment” Lucas and “Tomb-
'odd and “Hard-Pan” Hawkins.
ne is so tough that he can wear
oots on his bunions, and “Hard-Pan
keeps books on his crimes. Tomb-
ws me aside and gnaws on one end
ustache, while he cuffs his sombrero

says he hoarse-like, “what’s this
’ about the hamlet of Piperock?

ly was a-tellin’” me that they’ve
up there to respectablize the town

il

cinda hard to per-fume the rose,”

e gnaws a little more and fights

, I s’pose that’s right, Tke. Are
Dirty Shirt part and parcel of this
vement?”’
knowin’ly, Tombstone,” says I.
speak to me with perfect confi-
nd go away feelin’ that I won’t exag-
hat you've told me.”
has been braggin’ goin’ on,”
‘ombstone. “If there’s anythin’
e hates it’s braggin’. Piperock orates
he’s 1eapm ahead like a bee-stung
She ain’t, Tke. It jist ain’t no ways
for her to leap thataway. Sheain’t
like Paradise. We're able to do

bouts in —— does Piperock
‘with Paradise, T asks yuh to an-

0 ly? She don’t. We've got
ate and brain power. We've got

Ike
“Except a eleplnmt acamel and a

What’s them amount to?”

“And a Chamber of Commerce, Tom
stone.”

“Mm-m-m, yeah. Well?”

“Well — right back at yuh.
started this argument.”

“It ain’t no argument, Ike,” he explains.
“Paradise is the legitimate place for them
things. We could do it up right.”

Tombstone invites me back to the bar,
which I accepts. Dirty is arguin’ with the
Cross J outfit and Liniment Lueas, and
from Dirty’s talk I'd gather that he’s body
and soul with Piperock.

“From this day henceforth, Piperock
shall rossom like a blose,” orates Dirty

irt. “The people of Piperock have rosin
in their might, and we are comin’ out inte
the dight of a lew day. And if that ain’t
—— of a lot to say at once, Ill eat the gar-
ment that made me what I am today.”

From that time on things get kinda bam
Mike Pelly peddles a brand that wor
make a cotton-tail rabbit grow fangs in his
mouth and rattles on his tail. T'm led to
understand that Paradise is jealous of Pipe-
rock, and that Paradise hankers for them
three animals, like a calf hankerin’ for if

3 neve::

ma.

Me and Dirty balances on the edge of the
sidewalk in front of Mike’s place and be-
gins to cheer for Piperock, when some care-
less son of a gun moved a heavy chair plumb
out of Mike’s doorway and it hits me and
Dirty Shirt at the same time.

And when we woke up we finds oursel:
in jail. Hank Padden, our estimable sheriff,
tells us that we’re in jail for disturbin’ the

peace.

“You be ——!” wails Dirty Shirt.
dise never had no peace to disturb. I
prove it to any judge, jury or collec
of folks which has two ideas above
monkey.”

“I done my duty,” says Hank firm-}
“I was hired for this kind of work. You’
prob’ly git six months apiece.”

This was sure cheerin’ news. The P
dise jail don’t feed none too good. We ha
a idea that Piperock would arise in
wrath and come down to drag us forth:




e and Dirty Shirt are in jail
for upholdin’ Piperock.

And this is what he sent to me—

Good for you. We appreciate
yore civic pride.

He didn’t sign his name, but he didn’t
eed to. I sabe that kombre like a book.

“swears that he’s all through with Piperock.
nght there and then I adds my voice to his.
‘If that’s patriotism,” says Dirty,
“‘gimme death. Our own town has turned us
down, Tke Harper. I didn’t think they’d
do it. And they wouldn’t, if they wasn’t
ttin’ civilized.”
A little later on cometh Chuck Warner,
Liniment Lucas and Testament Tilton.
- “You can take the preacher back,” says
Dirty. “Weain’t in for murder, you know.
“I'm not in my clerical capacity,” says
Testament. “Be e both of good cheer.”
“—nof ce, the way Hank runs
his place here," snorts Dirty.
“I’ve been up to Plperock ” says Chuck,
’ his ears. Chuck’s got flexible ears

- and he can wiggle ’em like a mule.
“And nobody shot yuh?” gasps
“My gosh they’re sure gittin’ forgivin’,
Chuck.”
“They ain’t no friends to you two,” says'

=5l

=

ps Dirty.

Chuck/seriouslike.

jail down here.”
Chuck Warner is the biggest liar west of
e Atlantic Ocean—but this time I be-

ved him.

“Magple and Wick Smith hope yuh stay
in jail,”

=t kmda looks like they’d git their
hopes,” Dirty acts kinda mournful.

“It kinda does,” agrees Liniment.

He's got one ‘of them long, wet-lookin’
‘noses and sad eyes. I reckon his folks in-
tended him to be a undertaker, but Old
‘Lady Fate had “horse-thief” marked after
his name in the Big Book.

“Ts this here a party of condolence, or
did yuh come to gloat?” I asks. I hate like
—— to have folks lookin’ at me through

“They’re glad yo’re in

bars.

‘Condolence and good cheer,” says Testa-
hitchin’ up his pants. “You might

it a parley. I will go now, as it would

be meet for me to be party to it. Not

It sure m
drive you nway," observ

Old Testament pulled out,
the cell door, and they all comes in.

And what follered kinda tou
my heart-strings. It was Chuck’s
listened to Chuck, Hank and Lin
cas, as they unfolds what’s on their
It has been said that every man
price. Ours was one elephant,
and a tiger.

They wants us to steal them
mals for Paradise. All we’ve got to
hand ’em over to Paradise and all |
given. But they’re square about it,
they will pay Wick Smith what he
’em; and give us a hundred apiece.

“And Plperock ain’t treated

square,” sa;
"l‘hassal{snght,” says I, “but

get away with any thing like that,
It wouldn’t be hard for Plperock
that they owned ’em, ’cause th
there !S of the species in YValler
Count

“We’ve fixed that all up,” says CI
“Don’tcha worry about that end of it. -
fellers go back home, feelin’ sore at P
and nobody will expect yuh to raid
sabe?”

) WE WENT home, 4iter
to do our little best, and we

nothin’ about his kind note to us,
don’t mention it to us.

“Still tryin’ to uplift Piperock on

I E

“Combatin’ a evil influence, ]
are the pioneers—others foller.
is tryin’ to steal our Lhunder %

“You got plenty of it,” declares
“They could swipe a lot of it from you
still leave enough for a dozen men.”

“Sarcasm is the weapon of the
says Magpie. “What heard ye
dise?” 3

“They’ve ordered a elephant, camel
tiger,” says Magpie. ““They’re payin’




us about i
i(. he thought we ought to
e heard about it,” says Dirty
off-handed like. “It didn’t
’ to us.”
re holdin’ a indignation meetin’
nmight,” says Magpie. “We aims
penly against such practise. It
You and Tke be there, will
in the Mint Hall. The ladies
r will be there, et cettery. We
for blood to be spilled. It’s
principles and regulations; but,
!iey’ll go too far pretty soon—and
helped back.”

ext day is kmdn quiet in Piperock;
quiet she’s dangerous.

h ain’t at Lhe store, and Mrs.

to see how Hasaya.mpa is

don’t find Hassayampa in clmrf.
ith meets us at the door, and he

deus his throat kinda hoarse-like.

t civic pride, by —!”

e showed it, W‘xck " says L.

h. If 1 had more sense and less

be better off. Hassayampa Harris

a bill for thirty-six dollars’ worth

d I got so —— full of pride that

d him out and took

——, that elephant is jist like a

. Yuh can’t fill it up, I tell yuh.

‘was feedin’ Cleo-patree meat! Can

that? Cleo-patree is the tiger.

of a gun has cost me one hundred
=

? says I, “wouldst be rid of "em?”

looks at me for quite a while, spits

ke and nods slowly.

uldst.”

get yuh a thousand dollars for the

hopeyuhm.ntlym to me.”

= i
g like these, I'd ask you? Half
is guardin’ this here stable.

Oneofr.hﬂnee his eye
They’re watchin’ to see that Paradise
come and take them

things away.
“And at night they’re guardin’ this p]ane

with sawed-off shotguns. They heard tha
Paradise was goin’ to take away the menag-
erie; that’s what they heard.”

“It’s kinda easy to see why Paradise
wants to shift the job to me and Dirty
Shirt Jones,” says L. “Can’tyuhdoasyuh
want tomthyoteownammn

“I can’t,” wails Wick., “Magpie got m
drunk, ]udge Steele wrote out a option—
and I signed it. I can’t sell until thirty
days after Labor Day, By that time I'll be
in the poor house.”
“What do these here animals look like?”
asks Dirty.

Wick leads up back in the stable and
makes us used to the t lookin’ trio
of animals I ever seen. Cleopatra is in a
cage on wheels, and if there ever was a
meaner-lookin’ tiger I've never seen it.
She’s jist skin and bones and a big mouth

full of teeth. :

The camel opens his mouth and grins at
us, kinda asthmatic-like. His name is
Sahara, and he looke like —— It is
wasn’t for his humps he’d look like a moth-
eaten burro.

“Here’s the e pluvibus peritomitis,” says
Wick, pointin’ at the next stall. “There
stands Gunga Din. I tied thesonofagun
up a while ago.” =

We steps over and takesa close look. It’'s
kinda dark in that stall.

Wi

hap! z

Somethin’ hit me in the face and I donea
foot-race backward plumb to the rear door,
where I hits my shoulders first, followed by
the rest of my anatomy, makin’ a sound like
the couplin’-up of an engine on a train of
cars. Kinda clunkety, clinkety, clank!

ThroughthehmlseuDI:tyShmfn&
out through the front doorway, and I seen
Wick Smith climb up a post, where he hangs
harness. He got hold of the harness peg
and tries to lift himself up; but the
busted and he landed back on the
under two sets of heavy harness. 3

I got up and went weavin’ down the
stable, feelin’ kinda light and airy. I seen
Wick come up from under that harness
go gallopin’ out of the place with a h




n twice before I got outside,

I found Dirty and Wick. Wick got

tug caught in the sidewalk and ain’t got

‘sense enough to let loose of the hame.

‘There he is, yankin’ and haulin’, while

Dirty is standin’ in front of him, legs wide

apart, wavin’ his hat in Wick’s face and
)

“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa, you — fool!”

I fell over the tug and sat down on the
edge of the sidewalk. Dirty manages to
get Wick calmed down, and we looks each
other over. Dirty has got a pair of sleeves
on, but no shirt. His jiggly eye does a lot
of cavortin’, as he looks at me.

“I never expected to see any of us alive,”

ys he.
“You don’t need to start cheerin’,” says I.
“What in —— was the matter, Wick?”
“Ignorance!” snorts Dirty. “If I didn’t
know any more natural history than that
T'd hang my head in shame, Wick. You
tied him up, did yuh? Well, by golly you
ort to find out which is the head end of a
hant. You tied him by the tail.”
‘Well, I-I-I-I tut-tied hxm” wails Wick.

can tell which is which is to give it some hay
and see which end turns toward it. He
didn’t kill either one of yuh, did he?”

“Don’t give Gunga Din any credit,” says
1. “If that back door hadn’t been shut I'd
be in Canada right now. Go back and
make pets of them s, if you must, but
spare me from havin’ anythin’ more to do
with em.”

" We helped Wick back into the stable,
stole a bottle of horse liniment and went
home to recuperate. Dirty walks like his

dder was cramped just a little, and I'm
‘kinda reared back to take the strain off my
shoulders, hips and ankles.

IT WAS kinda late that evenin’
whenmeand Dirty limped up to the
Mint Hall and found Piperock as-
sembled. Magpie is on the plat-

and the argument seems to be gettin’
On the platform with him is Mrs.

k Smith and Miss Jasmine Greenbaum.
en she sees us, she hops off the platform,
and leads me and Dirty up to the
of the room and asks us to sit down.

are brave and full of courage,
reason I have selected them.”

“Brave and full of courage!”
Yuma Yates. “Full of rheuma
the way they walk.”

“I'm goin’ to remember most ev
I hear said here,” says Dirty. “Th
mark number one, Yuma.”

“My list shows number one for ¥
Yates,” says I.

Magpie hitches up his belt and r
to the edge of the platform, where he
at me and Dirty Shirt. ,

“Threats are out of order,” he
“Piperock is passin’ from such
From now onward we are promo
brotherly love—not battle.
and save yourself trouble. We wel
both to the fold, a.nd thank yuh for off

yore assi o Miss G

cerebj yours, Plperock Chamber of
merce

“In reply to yore letter of today,” say
“T can say that yore fold don’t appeal to
so am sendin’ it back by return mail.
cerely yours, Tke Harper and Dirty SI
Jones. P.S. And if you don’t know w
I mean—ask us.”

Magpie glares at us for several m
and then turns to Miss Jasmine.

“Miss Greenbaum,” says he, “I told
that I was sure them two jiggers was
when they offered to help yuh. Prol
they’ll deny ever sayin’ it now.”

Dirty Shirt hops to his feet.

“Magpie Simpkins, yo’re a—a-
geratin’ things. By golly, we said
help Miss Greenbaum, and we’ll
Anythin’ she asks us to do is jist the:
asdone. Ain’t that ﬁght, Tke?”

“Well,” says I, “I hate to have a
body doubt that T don’t know what
sayin’—drunk or sober. I'm with
Dirty.”

“I knew it,” says Miss Greenbaum.
knew they would do it for me. It i
often that I make a mistake in hun
nature. When I first saw these two
men, something told me that they w
be depended upon. Mr. Harper
Jones, I thank you.”

“Yo're welcome v says
sure are awful welcol ltty

“Well, now that que settled that




“Oh, well, if we have to have ’em.”
Meanlertyspellsout the next
the i

little,thmsonofagun,thha

g, ";{1 Cdis the only horseless WHEN EAST MEETS WEST
‘“"-‘;uﬁ’ ounty. THE EAST IS AMAZED AT THE

.‘;’ }Za“:lé a‘egfﬂﬁ: PROGRESS OF THE WEST

tin’ to be did. The time is = THEY MINGLE LIKE BROTHERS
to complete all the details; but THE COMING OF THE WHITE MAN
' to be the biggest thing ever p;ﬂled VIGTORY
i o eudchidmn il be THE SPIRIT OF PIPEROCK—
won’t be,” says Dirty Shirt. PROGRESS
of a mean remark, bein’ as -  DON'’T FORGET THE BIG DANCE

AT THE MINT HALL
dixﬁcdy befhi:dﬁus kfmﬁ;‘: eased THATCHER'S
aside out of the line of fire. COMBINED ORCHESTRA
shook his head and polished the .
o o e WILL FURNISH THE STRAINS

AND
t to be me says he. “‘The SUENERY

fiherit the earth.”” SIMS WILL DO THE CALLIN
won’t be a —— of a lot of fun, if COME ONE AND ALL E
n’'t nothin’ but meek ones left,” =

TWO DOLLARS PER EACH

— earth WILL COVER

m’»'” 2 Dmy"isfnlft ofearth©  rHE PAGEANT AND DANGE
that’s all we knew about the meetin’. 3 PIPEROCK

a hunch that Dirty spoke up too

1 told him that they’ve been arguin’
and him before we got there, but
care. There ain’t a chance to

animals for Paradise, even if We found Wick Smith at the store.
50 inclined—which we ain’t—so we i in’

{he next mornin’ we finds Magpie - store; hut he ain’t c.hcetful
a big sign. He ain’t noways ar- “Tomorrow is Labor Day,” says he with
readable. At the top is one tears m his voice. “I ort to be happy, I
letters two feet high— s’pose, ’cause the proceeds of the pag-unt
= PAGEANT is to help pay me for them animals; but
somehow I can’t seem to rend the vﬁvﬁ
t below that is two more big Eld ’I:amment says, and see the
inin’.”

OF FROCRESS “Aw, itll be all right” says
hat's that, Magpie?” asks Dirty Shirt. “Parades ain’t much to worry lbout,"

ictin’,” says Magpie, wipin’ some “Thasso?” Wick squints at Dirty.
int out of his mustache, “the prog- “You’ve survived some of our p:
Pageant means a high- ain’t yuh, Dirty?”
There has been parades be- “Yeah, but you‘ve got to figure
t this is the first pageant. If you Pxpemck is civilized. It ain’t noways v
will go up to Wick Smith’s she used to be, W‘ck Right now Piperock
il prob’ly find Mrs. Smith and is meek and mild.” 2
nbaum workin’ on yore costumes. “Tll betcha,” nods Wick. “Well, T
goin’ to make ’em first thing has hopes, but—I dunno. I can’t
> figure out my wife lookin’ like a stz




‘ou ain’t never won a battle from her
have yuh?” I asks.
No, that’s a cinch. Well, mebbe it’ll be
§ nght You fellers ain’t got no easy

”»

“What have we got

“You two depicts the East, Ike. Anyway,
t’s what they’ve proclaimed for yuh.”

“——, I don’t look like no East!” snorts
Dirty.
¢ “I don’t think I do either,” saysI. “Any-
way, I ain’t seen nobody from the East that
looks a — of a lot like me. How does she

- come that we’re inflicted with this idea,
“Wick?”

“Don’t ask me. My ——, it ain’t none
of my doin’s. T've got all the grief I can
stand. You better ask Magpie or Jasmine.
They fixed it all up between ’em.”

“Do we wear costumes?”’ asks Dirty.

“Search me. My wife does. Mosquito-
barl My ——, can yuh see my wife in a
mosquito-bar dress?”

“I'd like to,” says Dirty.

And then we left. Wick hadn’t ought to
be so finicky. His wife is about five feet
four inches tall and weighs two hundred and
fifty. = She also wheezes considerable in her
_talk. Mrs. Gonyer is six feet two inches
tall, and so danged thin that she rattles
\when she walks. Mrs. Mighty Jones ain’t

0 taller than Mrs. Smith, and she don’t
eigh a hundred.

ME AND Dirty don’t get much
satisfaction around that town.
Magpie goes to Paradise to ad-
vertise the affair, and to probably
~do a lot of braggin’ about himself. We runs
into Scenery Sims, who has his eyes focused
~on the wine when it is red, and he ain’t ex-
ly what you’d call coherent.
“J—I ain’t much,” he tells us tearful-like.
We agrees with him, which don’t help
none.
T can’t do nothin’,” he tells us.
——, that ain’t news,” agrees Dirty.
erybody knows that.”
“In the pay- jint,” says he._
somethin’.”
‘All right,” says I. “You be a hump in
road for ‘the wagons to run over.”

He

“I want to

 been shoved

, that’
done to, by gosh Mebbe
progressin’, but I'm right where
week ago.

We would. In fact we had se
got to a point where Dirty gets to
about bein’ East. He orates that
effete. Magpie comes back from P
all swelled up over himself, and
Buck’s place.

“They’ll come,” he tells the
“Paradise will be here in copious
From Curlew we’ll poll a big majo
there’ll be a sprinklin’ from Yaller
I prognosticate that Piperock
about all there is in Yaller Rock
‘We has spread the gospel of pro
the world responds.”

“Has Paradise got her animals
asks Buck.

“Not yet. Mike Pelly tells me
they’re on the way. It’s goin’ to be ni
tuck between us towns. Well, v
and see how things is goin’. Is
Yuma workin’ on that float?”

“All day,” says Buck, “It'llbea

“Float?” says Dirty. “My —
ignorant, Ike. There ain’t water
in this town to float a cork. We”
give our word to see that this here pe
a howlin’ success; but after it’s over,
you starts a pilgrimage. I sicken
flesh-pots, jack-pots, et cettery.
may she wave. Let’s have another
to old man Backus.”

And that’s the way she went.
Thatcher and his orchestra showed
little later on—a bull-iddle, a
organ and a jews-harp. Bill's bo Y,
the squeeze-organist, and old
Deschamps is doin’ the moanin’ on

“Kinda wanted t’ know what
music Magpie wanted us to, Play " €
Bill. “We've got all kinds.”

“You fellers graduated from
Marie’?” asked Dirty.

“That’s good musxc,” says Bi
indignant-like. “If yuh don’t like
can play it any old way you want it.”

Some of Paradise comes that ni
among ’em is the gang from the
Chuck gets me aside and asks how
comin’ on the animal stealin’. I
the difficulties, showin’ him how
rock is guardin’ their zoo.




did,” says I. “I'm part of the

are you, Tke?”
of the east end,” says L.
asmuch as I do.”
in’ ’em now, Tke?”
'Lsure, but I reckon Hassayampa is

“Now

goes away, leavin’ me to nod at
nder and lean against Dirty Shirt.
_cometh Polecat Perkins and his
high-class mongrels. He’s got
’em, all on ropes, and they proceeds
themselves around our legs.

n's, everybody,” says Polecat.
n, dogs!”

cat joins our convention and gets
iastic over the fact that tomorrow is
y and that we’re goin’ to have a

ce them dogs outside,” orders Buck.
, this ain’t no doggery, Pole Cat.
away so folks will have a chance to
the bar.”

about that time Hassayampa Harris
into that saloon. I dunno how far he
from the outside, but I know he
his head on the top of the doorway
ded plumb in the middle of the room
-w-w-w! Look out!” he yelps.
behind Hassayampa comes Cleo-
She comes among us, like a striped
ts in the middle of the room, lands
pool table and goes plumb out
h the back door, which has just been

by Mighty ]'ones Mighty’s feet
where his hat had been, and over him
olecat’s flock of dogs, each one tryin’
louder than the rest.
’s our tiger!” explodes Buck.
you can huh-have it!” pants

npa.
did it get loose?”

and ask it. I—I was talkin to
‘Warner at the front door of the stable
to once I hears somebody yell, and
es Cleopatra.”
body yell?" snorts Buck. “By
Tl bet some of that Paradise gang
her loose while you was at the front
it down there, everybody, before
’em all loose.”

all went down there, except me and
Buck. They could turn ’em

- ment

ment ain’t nohat and his coat
the back. Muley don’t track very well
he’s got a swellin’ over one eye.

“‘In themidst of life wearein death,””’ sa;
Testament, indicatin’ that he don’t want
his lemonade straight.
Buck looks ’em over. :

“You two been fightin’ each other?”” hi
k :

n-
“It—it was a mistake,” says M
drinkin’ the water and pourin’ his liquor

the cuspidor. “I thought Testament was
a—a—

“He Lhuuﬁht I was a door,” finished
Testament, “and tried to go through me.

Perhaps we had better go home, Muley.”

“Yeah—and stay home,” says Muley
painful-like

They went out just before the crowd came
back. It seems that Gunga Din and Sahara
areball.l right, but they left five guards in the
stal

“We found a hat,” said Mighty. “Has-
sayampa said that they ain’t fed that tiger
for two days, and I'm kinda scared thatwe
;lv:n:t never find the man to put under that

e

TI'm goin’ to draw a veil over the rest of
that night. It will be sufficient to say that
mornin’ came apace, the sun came up in its
usual way, and among us was brotherly love.
and the sweet spirit of progress. Civiliza-
tion is sweet to the civilized. -

Magpie found us the next day. He looks

o]

us over, tells us what he thinks of our ances-
tors, takes our guns away and leads us down
to Wick Smith’s home. I'm kinda hazy on
just what happened to us, but it seems that
me and Dirty went to sleep on a bed.
1 DUNNO what time T woke up,
but I suppose it was afternoon.
Isets up on that bed and looks
§ the dangest person I ever seen.
He was settin’ there, lookin’ at me.
kind of a dirty, brown-complected hombr
with somethin’ white wrapped around
head, and his body is covered with a striped
gown of some kind.
1 bats my eyes a couple of times, but
don’t disappear.
“I’m dead and in ——,” says the appa

It has the voice and eye of Dirty



L
dead,” says the person.
delirium tremens enough times

that this ain’t it.”
1 looks across the room and sees another
er of the same brand. Then I starts to
t out of bed, intendin’ to head for the door
this second dirty-faced thing moves
right along with me. T've been lookin’ in a
mirror. Then I lifts one hand to my face,

and it comes away the color of chocolate.
T,la::rees a strong odor of turpentine in the

lemt in —— has been happenin’?” I
““Are you Tke Harper?” he asks, kinda
awed-like.

“If that’s a mirror, I ain’t,” says I
“Who are you?”
“I used to be Dirty Shirt Jones.”
I starts to scratch my head and finds it all
wmppcd up in cloth.
“Did we get hurt, or somethin’?” I asks.
Before he can answer me, Wick Smith,
~ Yuma Vates and Mighty Jones come in.
They looks us over, and Wick Smith says—
: nd‘"l;}lmk gosh, they’re sober enough to
- “Who done this to us?” asks Dirty. “I'll
the man that painted me thisaway!”
““There was six of us done it,” says Yuma.
t sure is one good job. By golly, nobody
know yuh, that’s a cinch. Haw-haw-
haw-haw!”
~ Igot off that bed, intendin’ to maul some-
dy; but Yuma pulled his gun and backed
me onto the bed again.
“The worst is over, Ike,” says he. “Be
le and gain great fame for yourself—
u and Dirty.”
- “We better be goin’,” opines Wick. “The
vd is anxious for us to get started.
>C'om, you East Injuns.”
- “East Injuns?” says I. “Is that what
we look like?”
“Accordin’ to the book,” nods Yuma.

What could we do, T ask yuh? We went
it with them, wearin’ bandaged heads,
ouse-paint and mother-] hubba.rds That
t is ’ to dry on my face, and
turpentine stings like a lot of bees. I

d my mouth and I can’t get it shut.
rah for —!” wails Dirty. “Who’s

fire?”

Ike can ride the elephant, ’cause
biggest, and Dirty Shirt can n
camel.”

“Just a short moment,” says L.
body asked us. When I ride, I
horse; sabe? I ain’t no elephant sci

“Ain’t yuh?” asks Yuma. “Yous
do what Miss Greenbaum asked yuh
She asks yuh to ride the elephant.”

“But what for?” I asks.

By golly, I ain’t got no idea wba
about. I can hear folks yellin’ out
street, and when they start to
Pxperock I don’t wish to be there.

“Here’s what yuh got to do,” says
“You two ride down the street.
front of Wick’s store yuh will
Chief Cod Liver Oil and old Runnin’
They’ll have on their war-bonnets,
tery, and they know what to do.
present the old West; sabe? /

“They gwe yuh the peace-sign, @
seems like yo’re all talkin’. That’s
of it which is knowed as the West
the East. Then comes Pete in an
ered wagon. That is the comin
white man. The Injuns act s
Behind his wagon comes Scenery
autymobeel, which has been made
fleat, and on it is the three figures,
represent Victory and the P
Piperock; sabe?

“Then that’s about all, I re
dunno what else there’s to be
Ike. Magpie explains that much
Thatcher’s orchestra will be playin’
time, I reckon. Anyway, it’ll be
Hassayampa, you and Half Mile h
up on Gunga Din.” :

“ItI he good all right,” grunts
““Cod Liver Oil and Runnin’ Dog dor
a quart of lemon extract and a bo
perfume between ’em.”

1 let ’em put me up on the back of ¢l
India-rubber ox, which ain’t wearin’
nor bridle. Behind my animal is
Shirt, settin’ on the hump of Sahars
face tvmted kinda funny. He s gof
of reins to hang on to.

Just then Gunga Din starts ahead.




Ve
sure was there. Every hitch-
with horses, and between the
| the middle of the street stands the
of a county, waitin’ for us to

out a cheer when we showed up,
ain’t more than halfway to ’em,
street comes old Cod Liver Oil
’ Dog, both of ’em decked out in
, nose-paint, war-bonnets, and
ted ponies.
it was a sight worth seein’.
to gosh, I sure did feel aboriginal.
, too. The only emotion I can
with’ my right leg—the left one has
sleep. Then the East met the West.
got within twenty feet of each other
them pinto horses got a good look at
¥ Din and Sahara. Cod Liver Oil’s
0 spread its legs, bawled like a calf
[ fell down, sendin’ the old buck into a
lt almost under Gunga Din. Run-
pinto turns around on one hind
n’ old Runnin’ Dog, and went
e a streak.
Din reached down, wrapped his
‘around Cod Liver Oil, and stood the
7 on his head twenty feet away.
-w-w!” yelps Liniment Lucas.
show!”
into it all comes Pete Gonyer, drivin’
of broncs hitched to a covered
He is the Comin’ of the White
He came—Tll say that much for
yellin’ is too much for that team
, and here comes Pete, feet braced
t the front-gate of that wagon, haulin’
the lines, while behind him billows
on-cover, like a anchored balloon.
Dog has got to his feet, with the
t over one eye and blood in the

” he screams. “Hyas masahchie
)

the first elephant he ever seen, and
it a big evil with two heads.

ain’t no chance for me to move
Din out of the path of them two
; 50 I sets supine and lets death rush
upon us. But it don’t rush all the

twenty feet away, them two broncs
first look at the East, and they
like it. They dig their heels into

Gu.nga stil
As old Judge Steele rmght say—“Panﬂyn
igns.”

The two broncs their equili-
brium, ducks sideways and tries to go
around us. They were goin’ pretty good
when they took up the slack on them lines,
and Pete Gonyer lifted right off the dome of
Gunga Din, sailed off through the air and
butted Dirty Shirt plumb off his camel. He
not only butted him off, but took him along.

Then Gunga Din lifted his trunk high in
the air and bugles loud and free—
“Ra-a-a-a te ta-a-a-a ta ta-a-a-al”

RIGHT then I want to get down.
I don’t reckon that any Harpet
ever lived that wanted to get
down as badly as I do; but there
ain’ t no sa.fety on the ground. Every horse
at them hitch-racks are heavin’ and i
folks yelpin’. I want to yell, but
darned paint has set, with my mouth half
open, and all I can do is say—

“Hoo, hoo, hoo!” like a darned owl.

Then  cometh Vlchory—and Progress.
Pete Gonyer has made a riggin’ to fit over
the top of Scenery Sims’ automobile, kinda
like a platform, and there’s a railin’ all
around it, decorated with flags and colored
cloth. The driver ain’t in sight, and the
danged thing looks like a runaway raft.

On the front of the arrangement stand
Mrs. Wick Smith, all gauded up in cheese-
cloth and a silver crown, which is settin’
down over one ear, kinda rakish-like. One
hand is grippin’ the rail, while the other
hangs to a big banner.

Behind her stands Mrs. Gonyer, dressed
in white, tryin’ to hold up one hand, like an
Injun givin’ a peace-sign, and hangin’ onto
her is Mx; Mighty Jones, wearin’ a night-
gown and a pair of paper one of
which has climbed up on vl:eu;gsshoulder
makin’ her look like a broken-winged duck,

I seen all this in a lot less time than it
takes to tell it. The thing is comin’ too
danged fast, I sabe that much, and I know
that an automobile don’t scare at elephants.
A runaway horse goes past me, hits its rump
against the platform of Victory and Prog-
ress and skids the thing aside.

Mrs. Smith goes down in a lump,




V S >
h ‘Gunga Din loose from the “There ain’t no tree, Dirty,
street, but they didn’t remove him. T got “Ain’t there?” he asks soft-
Mrs. Smith in my arms, but Mrs. Mighty ort to be—there’s so —— man
g:ncs went past me so fast that I didn’t Over around Buck’s place
~ have no chance to make a collection. Then yellin’ to beat four of a kind, and
Gunga Din got his four feet on to the terry- guided jigger starts shootin’. I¢:
firma agin’ and started out. there ain’t no regular doorway left
He bowed his head, put it against that saloon—just an openin’ about ten
float- and started for Buck’s saloon front. Just about that time Gunga D
I seen Magpie’s head come up from among around the corner. He ain’t
the wreckage and he starts hammerin’ on his back now, but he’s got a chai
Gunga Din over the head with a piece of around one hind leg. He runs
two-by-four, but he might as well a’ kissed hitch-rack, tried to go under it,
him, for all the good it done. plumb out "of the ground. This
Wick Smith comes gallopin’ alongside of him sore; so he wraps his trunk
us, yellin'— of the posts and starts for us,
“Leggo myw:fe' chgomymfe! Dang  draggin’ it along with him, while
you, Tke—leggo her! end of it is tied a piebald bronc
“Tell it to her!” yelps back at him.
“You —— fool, I ain’t doin’ the holdin’.” The most of the crowd stampeded |
‘The rear wheels of that equipage hits the Mint Hall, Wick’s store and other p
_ sidewalk, lifts up real sudden, and we begins  safety, and it sure don’t take lo
to shove that whole works plumb through the street of spectators. I sabe that
Buck’s saloon front. It was then that I Din is on a regular bust; so I
maged to get loose from another man’s Shirt up in my arms and sta
a.nd proceeds to fall backward off that Buck’s plaoe.
I ain’t in no shape to p&cl :
’cause my right leg acts too sh
right behind Gunga Din, unless he was sup- makes me circle a little to the ri
ﬁd to be there; but I do know that Ilit close to Gunga Din before I ri
da folded up across his long neck, and he There’s just a whap and a n')
starts to run with me. We wentaroundina side of Dirty’s r he’s as
. circle three times before I fell off, and that day he was born. Gunga Din shu
~—— camel walked all over me. like an ear of corn. But Dirty
Then I sets up in that dusty street and it, and I don’t care; so we s
tries to see what is goin’ on. Horses are through the haze.
- runnin’ around like they was in a circus We fell into Buck’s place, and
ﬁ,mdsomenf’emmdmggin’wagons take a normal man to see that
buggies behind ’em, which makes the ain’t right in there.
su'eet a_dangerous place for to be. One Old Testament Tilton is settin’
E the street twice before I no- what used to be the back-bar,
tices t.hat Dirty Shirt is standin’ up in the there like a wise old owl, lookin’
wagon, kinda balancin’ himself, with his world; settin’ there like a statue,
arms spread out wide. nothin’. Piled up against the bar
Then the wagon hit the sidewalk and is left of the float. Buck is flat on his b
Dirty turned over twice before landed sit- with his feet up over the pool-table,
tin’ down on the sidewalk. I managed to has been moved over against the
limp and crawl over to him. His good eye All to once that mass which
ﬁﬁ‘“mb closed, and the bad one won’t keep the float begins to heave upward,
among the busted two-by-fours,
He’s singin’ soft and low, and kinda wires and colored cloth, cometh
beatin’ time with that jiggly eye. I has to How in — that camel got mixed
listen real close, but above the roar of de- that float, I don’t know, but there
struction T hears his singin’— He comes out of there, plumb




of Commerce.
still got on one boot, a suit

eyes is a stern resolve. And be-
win’ out of the wreck, comes

They all gets clear of the

Sahara stops. Wick has a two-

of two-by-four in his hands, and
feet far apart.

ie,” says he kinda thin-like.

made me a widder man, gol ding

ie don’t hear it. His mind is

id that pageant of progress. He

inda smiles, as he says:

eel of progress is turnin’, and

m who gits under the tire. The
has risen in their might,

theu bonds which has held them

Wick Smith’s two-by-four ended
In’t have to blame him entirely,
T.

and looks at me, kinda weavin’

” he whispers. “You come bub-
T

d her, dang you! I seen you
i
piece of scantlin’ comin’, but
flexibility enough to dodge. I
heard it clank against my head,
finds myself out in the street
can hear a lot of dogs wailin’, and
rs if I can hear this because I've
the dogs. Ain’t it funny what a
think about in a case like that?
folks are yellin’ at somebody or
5 50 I sets up and concentrates on
A bullet digs into the dirt be-
ut I don’t mind. I kinda won-
ey’re shootin’ at me, of course.
thin’ hooks me off the ground and
e me a ride.
to get one eye open and finds
on one end of that hitch-rack, and
ive power is furnished by Gunga
've picked me up in the angle
one post and the top-pole, and the
that part of me which wasn’t on
1s somethin’ awful.
Din let out another of them

shucked the hitch-rack and

and the crown of his hat,

cat Perkins’ pack of hounds, run
frazzle, but still able to stagger on and
plenty loud and long.

Them dogs has run that tiger all nlght
and it ain’t no wonder that the tiger is -
huntin’ for somethin’ to climb on to. Right
into the wreck of Buck’s place they went,
while the crowd, which is located in places
of safety, yelled, shot and generally decided
that —— was havin’ a recess.

IT’S only about five minutes
since East met West, but there
has been several things come to
pass. Gunga Din has gone back
into Buck’s place, tryin’ to get rid of Cleo-
patra, when here comes Chief Cod Liver
0il, packin’ an old Sharps rifle. The old
war-whoop sure must ’a’ been fortified -
agamst fear by much flavorin’ extract,
‘cause he heads straight for Buck’s shat-
tered entrance, soundin’ his tribal war-
whoop regular. =

I got to my feet. I reckon they were my
feet. There ain’t no feelin’ in ’em, but they
hold me up; so they must be mine. An
armless man could count all the Harper
heroes on the fingers of his hands, but just
the same I goes pawin’ toward Buck’s place
to see what I can salvage from Gunga Din, .
Cleopatra and Cod Liver Oil.

I don’t quite get there, when Cod Liver
Oil comes out. He came out of there, end
over end, missed me about a foot, and stood
on his head and shoulders in the street.
His Sharps lit just outside the doorway; so
1 picked it up and went in.

Cleopatra is settin’ on what used to be the
end of Buck’s mahogany bar, her mouth
wide open and her eyes shut. Gunga Din
is standin’ in the middle of the room, with
one hind foot on Magpie’s pant-leg, and
Sahara is half-in and half-out of a rear win-
dow. And every time Gunga Din weaves
the whole building shakes.

Dirty Shirt has got to his feet, and there
he stands, plumb out of clot_hes, kinda
rockin’ on his feet a}l;d grinnin’ foolish.

“Dud-do somethin’l” whispers Magpie.
“Ain’t nobody goin’ to do somethin’?”

“Call on the Chamber of Commerce,”
says L.

From under a smashed card-table, Wick
Smith shoves up his head. He’s got




bar, but now he shakes loose and falls into
Cleopatra. He kinda takes that big striped
cat into a lovin’ embrace, but Cleopatra
yowled once, kicked Testament backward
and jumped straight at me.

I throwed up that old Sharps, took a

, wing-shot at Cleopatra and then a great
weight settled upon me. I ain’t no fighter.
None of my family ever won any diamond
belts; but there never was a Harper that
wouldn’t fight to save his own life.

~ sure went into a clinch with that tiger.

My eyes are too full of dust and pain for
me to see just how the battle is comin’.
We just kept on fightin’, thassall. Once we
got separated and it takes us quite a while
to get together again, but we did. I can’t
see a danged thing and I don’t reckon Cleo-

& gatra. can either; so we locates each other

e

sense of smell.
I dunno how long we fought. Scientists

would probably differ as to how long a man

and a tiger can fight without one or both of
’em dyin’. I ain’t got no feelin’ left within’
me. I reckon I'm kinda primitive just
now, and I fights with tooth and claw. I
hears voices around me, kinda cheerin’; so
I puts up a supreme effort, as it were, and
feels the tiger go limp.

“My —!” I hears Dirty gasp hoarse-
like, “They’re still at it.”

“I licked him—her,” says I.

I ain’t got more than enough breath to
~say that. And then I kinda passed out.

It seems like I heard somebody say:

“Let him alone, dang yuh! He done jist
what I've wanted to see done for a long
time.”

It was probably quite a some time before
1 woke up again. For quite a while I can’t
figure out just where I am and what’s goin’
on. I seem to be layin’ across somethin”
that heaves and surges a heap. I manages
to get one eye open and discovers that I'm
on my stummick across a saddle.

Out in front of me .and the horse 1s a

aded. It looks back at me, and I
Dirty Shirt by his jiggly eye.
I slides off and se:s down beside

“It don’t make no differ
he asks. “They said that we
to blame; so I took you away
went away. It wasn’t our faul
they have to blame somebody.

“Magpie was mostly to blame,’
“We done the best we could.
what you done, Dirty, but I
Piperock from a lot of heartaches.’

“You sure did, Ike,” says ys Dirty.
= mtter would ’a’ been the

l

“That’s a cinch, Tke. But the
it is, you only stops the plague
rarily.”

“Thasso?” says I. “I done'
Dirty Shi:t. I wish I had the
souvenir.”

Dirty looks queer-like at me.

to his cannibal ancestors.”
I dunno what he’s talkin’ about
too bunged up to care much, and
n’ to crack.
How in —— did it finish?” T
“All right, Tke. The animals

ber of Commerce stop him?”
“There was only one to vote a
and he was too danged near death’
squawk. They never even give
for tryin’ to save the tiger. I
sﬂﬁe “Cf%mn you lifted that old
oot Cleo)
Gunga Din g:fi“f,eﬂ into yuh.” $°
“Uh-uh-huh,” says I, feelin’ weak.
thenwhatdidldotothetjgu-, D
“Nothin’ a-tall. i
t to turnin’, anc agpie got
ﬂe thasall. In the e of
Sunpkms 3 wouldn't be surpri
Piperock one of the big cities of the
“Well,” says I, “in the
Harper, whose spirit, liver,
zard has been busted to make a
holiday, let’s get to —— out of her
the place grows too big. I don
even be seen in the suburbs.”
But she hasn’t grown any sing




<

by _Larry O’Conner

'ORD GOD, Thy will controls the winds, Thy hand can still the seas;
Thy love condones our mortal sins—forgie’s our trespasses.
nk not I'd dare to interfere in plan of Thine, O Lord;
ut Ye'll obsairve, we've with us here two hundred souls aboard.
feckless loons wha dinna ken Thy mysteeries, O God—
wadna’ know a clincher-pin fra’ yon connectin’-rod.
ey’ve trusted to our seamanship, the skipper’s skill and mine,
To see them safely through this trip across these seas of Thine.
ot e’en a sparrow falls to earth but what ’tis seen of Thee;
isna’ mine to judge their worth—these lives depend on me.
rate my wark too high? Mayhap; yet, when all’s said and done,
y job’s to see yon heap o’ scrap performs her scheduled run.
And should T fail to keep that trust, the blame comes back to me,
That leaves this helpless chunk o’ rust the sport o’ wind and sea.

Thou knowest, Lord, how we ha’ wrought—we dinna seek for praise—

‘Whilst all Thine angry seas have sought to end our mortal days.

A surge, a broken pincher-pin, a bent eccentric-rod,

And over @’ the fearfu’ din that spells Thy wrath, O God. -

"To heat and shape that rod again, ’twas no small task, Ye mind,

‘Whilst tossed about like bowlin’ pins, our eyes wi’ sweat half blind.
nd so, for fifty mortal hour, wi2 hand, and brain, and nerve

‘We strove; and now we’re under power; she knocks, but she will serve.

The end is aye within Thy hand, our skill is but a spark;

‘But still, a man, Ye understand, must strive to do his wark.

Not but the skipper’s used his wits, above there on the deck,

- Wi’ every life-boat smashed to bits, the bridge a total wreck.

Seas swept the funnels from their stays, and breached the starboard rail;
h, aye; it’s no child’s play to face a North Atlantic galé.

The wheel-house went that second morn, wi’ four hands, by the board.

They’d wives, na doot, their loss to mourn— Thy will be done, O Lord.

The crew’s a scurvy pack o’ thieves—dock rats, and gutter spawn;
But still, they’re white; and times like these they curse, but carry on.
ot like these slant-eyed yellow men I've stokin’ for me here;
Inclined to mutiny, Ye ken; and unco’ swift to fear.
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 Six inches on the floor at most, just sloshin’ wi’ the roll; :
What’s that, that men should quit their posts? They’re here to sl
Our spanners taught them new desires, losh, man, they’re awfu’ sy
Eh, well; they bided by their fires— We must ha’ discipline.
Our sails, they lasted half an hour; cheap, smoke-burned, rotten,
Our owners furnish us wi’ power; why spend good cash for sail?

They owners! Lord, I wadna’ sit to judge my fellow men,

But, an he be not short o’ wit, a man must think, Ye ken.

They’ll bide there safe ashore the whiles, wi’ cars and Boards o’
And count, wi’ smug and oily smiles, the profits they ha’ made.

I wad we had them wi’ us now; I'll warrant they’d ha’ learned
Somewhat, ere sightin’ land, of how those deevidends are earned.
Ye¢'ll note the way those stay-bolts lift wi’ every lurch and roll;
See how yon fish-plates girn and shift— They even skimp on coal,
And fill our bunkers up wi’ rot that cakes the grates amain.

Tut, tut; I canna voice my thochts wi'out I'd grow profane.

They send us out wi'out repairs; cheap gear, and coolie crews;
«They must not risk that gold of theirs; we've only lives to lose.
Insurance? Aye, for twice her cost. Why should they be annoyed
If common seamen’s lives are lost? Look what she’d bring from

Now, Lord, if Ye'll but stay Thy hand, sheathe Thy destroying swo
Think not I'd wish to chaffer and to bargain wi’ the Lord—

But these four days o roll and rack; of race, and strain, and knock,
Ha’ crippled us, and o’ertaxed this cranky, outworn box.

I dinna ask for summer sun, nor calm and peaceful days,

Here on this North Atlantic run, wi’ winter under way;

But if, O Lord, it suits Thy will, abate this wind and sea,

And leave the issue to the skill Thou gavest unto me.

We come and go at Thy behest, nor reason why nor when;

A man may only do his best— Thy will be done. Amen.




Our Camp-Fire came into being May 5, 1912, with our June issue, and since then
its fire has never died down. Many have gathered about it and they are of all class
and degrees, high and low, rich and poor, and y h , and from all
parts of the earth. Some whose voices we used to know have taken the Long Trail
and are heard no more, but they are still memories among us, and new voices are
heard, and welcomed.

We are drawn together by a common liking for the strong, clean things of out-of-
doors, for word from the earth’s far places, for man in action instead of caged by cir-
cumstance. The spirit of adventure lives in all men; the rest is ‘chance.

¥ But something besides a common interest holds us together. Somehow a real com-

radeship has grown up among us. Men can not thus meet and talk together without

growing into friendlier relations; many a time does one of us come to the rest for facts

and guidance; many a close | friendsh our Camp-Fire built up between

tl;vo fI‘I:I‘L ‘n’ﬂho had never met; often has it proved an open sesame between strangers
a

Perhaps our Camp-Fire is even a little more. Perhaps it is a bit of leaven working
gently among those of different station toward the fuller and more human understand-
ing and sympathy that will some day bring to man the real democracy and brotherhood

seeks. Few indeed are the agencies that bring together on a

and such great extremes as here.

friendly footing so many

And we are numbered by the hundred thousand now.

If you are come to our Camp-Fire for the first time and find you like the things we

like, join us and find yourself very welcome.

no forms or
‘women gathered for interest and friendline:

L IF ANY of you can throw further
~ light on the following, it will cer-
tainly make interesting reading.
> Who was this white giant among
the Western Indians a century or so ago?
It’s so wonderful a tale that if it were pre-
sented as a fiction story we’d hesitate to use
s0 improbable a hero as this eight-footer.
Vet the evidence Mr. Weaver brings for-
ward points at least to a possibility in fact.
Visalia, California.
Can any member of the Camp-Fire or any of the
staff or oox;ps of the magazine throw any light on the
identity of a hunter or trapper of almost gigantic
size who disappeared unaccountably, probably be-
tween 1800 and 1820, in the far West? His remark-
able stature must have made him well known and of
great repute among the early Mountain Men.

here is no obligation except ordinary

no dues, no officers, no aqything except men and

Your desire to join makes you a member.

THE reason for asking is as follows: Nearly thirty
years ago a small party of hunters were storm
bound in an Indian camp in the lower Sierra Nevada,
in California. A member of the party who could:
speak a few Indian words made a “hit” with a very
old squaw, one of the oldest in appearance that any
of the hunters ever saw, and she tried to give us a
line on the history of past storms, other white hunt-
ers and some severe sickness. We could not make
out if she was relating events in her childhood or
during the childhood of her mother. The childhood:
part was plain enough, through her signs, but the
word meaning “mother” was so frequently used and
our knowledge of her language, as was her knowl-
edge of ours, so slight that we could not be certain.
At any rate the gist of her relation was that a great
many years before, while her tribe was living in an-
other section of the same mountain range, another
party of four white men, one of them of tremendous
stature, had come to her camp in the midst of &
storm. They were the first white men she or her
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in the same
talk made us undersband that the mode of bum.l
to make us

hher was pretty

ing the fact that we had no more than a dozen words
mmnouandt.h&tshcwastwddmdhxhkm
do much The uncommon size of
one of the early whqte mm,hsdentha.ndbunul
and the long time elapsed since the coming of this
were plain. If the event occurred during her
0od it could not well have been later t_ha.r.\ 1825

or 1830, even -.llowmg for the fact that the Indian
women age early and look older than they are in
many cases. I{dunngd:ech:ldhoodn(herm«her,
the date would run_back possibly to near 1800. As
early as that, or within a few years at least, 1 be-
lieve the Hudson’s Bay Co. had men in touch with

e Pacific coast.

NOW ‘many years after our party listened to the
Indian’s tale, one of the members was
in the construction of a road about ‘twenty miles
from the site of the Indian camp where we had taken
shelter and a “cut” disclosed the grave or graves of
four humans. A button or two was found, no other
relics, but enough to prove the occupants of the
graves to have white—nor were they buried
in the position the Indians give their dead—and
among the bones were those of a giant. These,
placed as well as possible by the finders showed one
to have been near eight feet in height and with
teeth, as one of the finders said, “nearly as big asa
horse’s.” Exposure to the air caused the disinte-
pahtm ‘of the skeletons in a very short time and the
‘whole were cast into another hole and left, without
tear or marker, merely the last bed of an unknown
adventurer and his pals.—MozrvE L. WEAVER.

SOMETHING_ from Talbot

Mundy in connection with his

complete novel in this issue. His

conception of Julius Cesar has
stirred up quite a ot of argument and we’ll
try to hear the pros and cons at Camp-Fire
pretty much in full before we’re through.
Let’s keep open-minded until we hear the
evidence on both sides.

Wlnt _appeals to me most about this period of
is that there is almost nothing definitely

known about it. Of course, there are plenty of
theories, but most of those are contradictory, al-
though for the most part based on Julius Cm.rs
taries. But it can not be too often pointed

out that Julius Cesar was beaten in Britain—twice,
in 56 and 55 B. C., and therefore that his account
s tainted, to put it mildly, by deliberate and very
skl.lliul adwomcy of his own case.

> TEERE is plenty of room for opinion, in view of
- the scarcity of known facts about the Britons.
- Forinstance, not even the most dogmatic and cock-
sure historians (of the type who wrote text-books
when I was at school) pretended to know whence

JFOR instance again, scores of m-dsn&ih- 2
have been attributed to the

subsequent careful investigation shuwmmi

Roman origin, although the may re-

paired some of ﬂmmdmyhv:usedm-l:

base for their own

G it
proof) as Lhe highest civilization of that period.
Tl hsdau‘ldmgpom:;tvm(pmw&e
Isle of Wight) where the maslembhinmts
and shipped in foreign bottoms. =
enmsmtheOldTeshm(]snuh)mﬂthﬁ
the Sea, and there is ground for supposing
Is!&wemBmz.ma.ndImhnd at any rate, the
theory is next to impossible to dspmve.

AS TO whether or not Lunden (I.mdvn) ﬂ‘i
as a town in Cesar’s day opinions are about
equally divided. I have chosen to assume it did
exist, as Caswallon’s capital, for reasons thatare oo
long to give here in full. But there is no doubt that
the Thames existed and provided a safe,
anchorage for foreign ships.
Gate Hill, and Ludd was a god of the Britons. The
site of St. Paul’s Cathedral must have been as




s would 70/ have built a town and forti-
one place where traders and sea-pirates
mtheveryheartofthﬂrcountry

that brings up the subject of the “North-
” and their ships—a long and equally con-
‘one. The written records of the North-
-dnps do not commence until two or
years later than the period of
udlueemsto be assumed by some histo-
the Northmen developed a type of ship
d to navigate it, suddenly, at about the
the Roman occupation of Britain was
ing uldose But this is so contrary to all
‘teachings of history that I, for one, refuse to
def it -emus!y. Neither customs, architec-
nor geographical conditions are devel-
d-y. or in a hundred years. The clipper
 instance, was the outcome of a
, generation after generatlou of de-
g some ement until at last the al-
“mistress of the seas” was
a( Ml.kll-;leg and Mdasnchxus s
ships discovered in len
ngland, though sdm.\ttedly of a period some-
ater than this st all show an exquisite
of line md “m quality” that could not
have been devdoped except by genemuons
And there is no way of
upzmnce except by navigating rough seas
not navigate rough seas for amusement, as
under the impulse of necessity or for the
fit. And conditions in Norway, Sweden
must ha\;z bee:;mud: Itiae aeme (aardto
hy) as today. other words,
mmp used to fail and he fared

 all histom.ns admit, there was an appreci-
ercentage of Norse blood in the Britons on the
ist. I infer from that, that the Britons were
‘absorb” their prisoners and the occasional
‘who made good their footing; which is a sign,
barbarous people, but of a rather highly cul-
ﬁut treated pneoneu humanely, had no

intermarri: th them, and could

hing better to the mvader than the social
‘he had left behind.

for inwmce, that if the American In-

on the whole, a superior culture

m white man who invaded his country,

Britons” and prided ther n Sp
d:cixloya.l:ytot.hknmer.hatmy them

The British culture (whatever that was) profo
ly influenced the Roman:

invaders overran the cor , imposing

ditions and new customs; but the climate, and s_o- ¥
thing else (perhaps the pagan culture of the Druids)
pelsuteeé:l—ddoubdess with names

mod-

squires—a little stupid, a little “insu~

Iar,” but a perfect sportsman—who led his men te

Meath against the Germans on the Marne.—TALBOT
[UNDY.

! ONE of our comrades starts a
snake argument with Curator
Ditmars of the Bronx Zoo and
offers to back it up. He had
something to say about Prohibition but,
having given both sides a hearing at

Fire, I think we’d better lay off that

ject at least for a while. No, no, don’t get
suspicious—at least nine-tenths of you
who’ve written in on that topic have been
on the same side of the fence as I.

Philadelphia,
I'm off. For agvem Dve been listening to the
steady uadde arguments pro and con—hoop 5
snakes, milk smkcs, anti-pistol laws, prohibition,
etc. Now listen to me.

SINCE I was six years old I've played with snakes,

since about founccn I've studied their hlbii‘
am now twenty-nin

When I start to ﬂgure it out I even surprize
self with the fact I've handled thousands of repti
which I caught bare-handed, or with the aid of a
stick. I never killed a reptlle of any kind except~
ing the common water es, which, in my estima-~
tion, are deserving of death as they feed almost ex-
clusively on fish.

Granted that Ditmars knows his stuff—so do
And if I feel like disagreeing with him, grant me th %

right.

Eugene Cunningham gives Ditmars credit for ﬁ:a»
statement, “We (New York Zoo) ha.ve never induced
snakes to take an interest in milk.”

Have available a baby boa that drinks milk
readily as water and seems fond of lt, though much
After wit-

gnfemng live mice. Have fed mil

lack snakes, pine snakes, corn mnkes
nmmg“?ﬁnmso emtirmkn Ioﬁerb;o rove,
given sufficient time to get specimens,

stration that these snakes will drink milk.

AVE two eye-witnesses to what I believe was a
.kthg;oughly (;ﬁecuve demonstnuon of a blut
snake charming (hypnotizi esmerizing,
ever you choose to call lt) a bird mto helples 0
and then swallowing said bird.



. along with the
 saying ltu&l’t done. Nor are there any
A blue racer or whip snake so;

ﬁé"’ down grade so fast he flops tail-end first and
a clumsy somersault, but he never rolls in a
M If he tried such a stunt he’d dislocate every
‘bone in his spinal column. Mr. Snake can enly

bend sideways with comfort.

S TO the pouonom snakes, especially the cop-
A perhead, of which I now speak with painful in-
timacy: when t.hey bite, you know it with sad and
immediate certainty. One copperhead, about 18
inches long, with half second’s injection in my wrist,
_gave the sensation of a red-hot poker being thrust
against the wrist, then pre: ssedallthewayupmy
arm to the shoulder. You can’t fix a ligature with
one hand. If you're bit on the hand or forearm

suck it out as fast as it’ll come. This has to be done
quick to draw the poison out the way it went in.
But you won’t do it quick enough to stop the in-
mse pain no mawr.rl}mw mdy you are to act, I

The swelling of the arm was terrifyingly fast, and
. It took about twenty-four hours for the

arm to shrink to anything like normal, somewhat
longer for the discoloration to disappear. Body and
head were hot, painful and feverish. Terribly
thirsty. Believe that several gallons of water every
few hours helps wash the poison out of the system,

however. But to realize LE: terrific effects of snake
'venom, read the Dept. of Agriculture’s pamphlet on
their findings in this respect.

SO THERE remains with us a large number of

serious (?) thinking people who, because they see
the effect, think they know the cause of crime! They
do insist that by taking from us the only weapon
we have with which we can combat the murderer
“and thug on equal terms we’ll bé setting the crim-
‘inal such a good example he’ll reform. Apple-
sauce!

DETEST spiders. I once had a double handful
of puff adders, horn toads and lizards, as well as
eral pockeﬁuls of turtles, when I kicked what
like a fuzzy rock. The fuzzy rock (about as

as my fist) spread out into a reddish brown spider
size of a plate—and slammed itself, plop, against
ll:ggm; encased leg. I kicked so hard

leg had
saw a number of these spiders near El Paso.
ten wondered if they were poisonous. Don’t
they were tarantulas for I've looked over some
ed specimens of the latter smce then. They were
plenty big, though.

one that cares for any “dope” on the rep-

“* tiles of Eastern-Central States can sound me
Don’t recall their Latin names off-hand, al-
have to look this up, but the snake doesn’t

oy .

 but crayfish. i

snake likes nothing so well
lars or worms that make h.ce-wozk H
lettuce leaves. Wonder what the farm
lf he found the snake’s bellylullof m

he spends so much time an
after he thou;htlmly Uled lt?—-Olc
bers, V. A. GRILLET.

SHORTLY after he
Ad

thority for France one
comrades passed into th

a few hours. Though I had never n
he was one of our readers with wh
become friends through corr
and I had come to admire him not «
his personal qualities but for his
clear-sighted Americanism.
I know that Camp-] rise
flget ﬂto wish him good faring over tb&
ral

BECAUSE it brings up a

we haven’t heard di

Camp-Fire—and Lha.t 1t

just as well to have a look at
passing the following letter on to
though the writer asked not to he
name used with it. Also, as some ¢
may have queried John Webb’s s
about rations during the war, it gi
Webb a chance to back up his wor

In general, however, the line

drawn more strictly than ever agai
i.ng any letters without printing the
ers’ signatures. There are, heaven
plenty of good letters for Ca.np-Fme*
out using unsigned ones.

Your story in Camp-Fire for Februu-y 8
ler and his present day work ina

uf archery gets to me; when I was a boy on
in Tennessee I now own there my father
into our hands and I've always had a wish.
thing with it if opportunity ever offered. No
T'm in the tropics in business for so
work, I need exercise and I despise golf,
though that may be; there doesn’t seem to
enough practical use about it; so I want to
Stemmler if I may have his address.

OU may be interested to know wht I
in conmection with some New
T'm trying to establish the feasibility of a
system of milk suj hﬂlym the tropics. If th
ple (especm.‘ly cl ren) would drink more

>




could get together (not a great many,

o( this subject was then even less

ted than now) though owing

the military mind, this

u chance to show what it could mlly do
grub for the boys good and plentiful. It

ly more for them than had ever been done

. a war, and not only insisted on a well-
and well-cooked ration, but kept a vast
of bad food out of their victuals. Witness
ere was no “embalmed beef” scandal in this
d that one “gold fish” contract was knocked
by this service and, as I now recall, prac-
of the stuff kept out of circulation,  Our
suffered from hunger on the French and

D ,wlnch were different and much less

not balanced.
w hzve been the reason Mr. Webb (a
the way and so with no first hand knowl-
Amy rations) was so besieged in overseas
soldiers and he ought not to write so
e” wn‘]mut exact knowledge criticism

g{m them by
don’t believe t.hose men were liars; they were
honestly thankful when I gave them places at the
mess-table in the forecastle. And they nearly al-
ways left the ship with the same remark—*“Youw'll
have to come over and eat with us sometime, boat-
swain.” This was merely out of politeness; lt was -
not really an invitation.- They always added, “That
is, llyouuenthungry,mddontau’!mudlwm
. You needn’t expect to get anything like
you get aboard kere.” And the food aboard that
ship was terriblel Forecastle food is notoriously
poor, but our food was far below the average, and
the kind of food I'd not give to a dog that I thought
anything of—or to any dog, in fact. It gives me
weak feeling in my stomach to think of the dishes
handed out to us aboard that ship; yet the soldiers
agreed that our food was vastly superior to their

t ue ﬁt to publish any part of this let-

see why you should) don’t use my name.

eis chiefly to m Stemmler’s address, for

’t send you return postage, obviously.

1 want to call down loose writing and“inci-

 to call attention to a scientific achieve-

ite as important in its way as anything with
—and a darned sight more usefi

times—and of which few people seem to

B. A, Late Captain Sanitary Corps.

by John Webb of our writers’

Long Branch, New Jersey.

h—dunngthem,lmmqu

months all together. I was in Brest, St.

e, Bordeaux, Paris and Marseilles (twice). I

a great many soldiers, and listened atten-

y to what they had to tell me. Some of these

ere stupid, some were intelligent; some

us liars and scoundrels, many were just as

ble and decent; most of them were

, but some were very drunk and others

bom!ef line; amongst the men I listened

and gunmen, factory workers, labor-

ics, business and professional men, heads

mea, college graduates and men who
the inside of a schoolroom.

as I said, some of these men were doubtless

the truth, but I do not think they

if Mr. C. B. A. is right, and thesoldms
as good as he says it was, then

all conditions and from all walks of life, in

French cities and from many wﬁ‘lts

worked for the company, and he told
stench from the cans, when opened,
a mule down,
But Mr. C.B.A. uyu these
huppen
em, and 'm
luusd to thought they

visions. I notice a peculiar

of the war, though: approximatel

died from “disease” as were killed in action.

round numbers, 63,000 is the number listed under
the heading “Disease.” Many causes contributed,
of course; but remember that the victims were
nearly all young men, the pick of the country’
‘manhood, mdludallbea'gh lly examined and
pronounced in good health.” I'd bet there were
some among them who did not die from an over-
mdulgenee in good food. The food we had aboard
ship was unfit for a dog, as I said, andlfdwumy
food was worse—TI leave the conclusion to

boys good and plentiful.” How, then, did it
accomplish so much, if it had no chance to accom-
plish anything? I don’t get that. ;

query— “And we call ourselves civilized?”—];
WEBB.




an exclamatiol
eir changing the title of Bi

book from “Fenceless Meadows”

5

CROWDING CONRAD
‘Conrad was no sooner safe upon his pedestal than
- men began to burrow about the base. Already two
 rivals, if not suj mrs, have been found, one hr.re
K own candidate for Con-
rad’s fame is Blll Adams, an ex-sailor, now home
m the sea and settled in California. His last
’s book, “Senseless Meadows,” is mentioned
les Baldwin's new critical volume, “The
‘Who Make Our Novels,” as a true rival of
Conrad’s best sea stories: and Mr. Baldwin has
&Quel Hopkins Adams (no relation to Bill) to back
In England Mr. Clement Shorter hails the
writer, Mr. H. M. Tomlinson.

- “Fenceless Mes.dows,’; as you know, ap-
peared first in our pages and, as Mr. Lewis
ys in an accompanying letter:

And to think Adventure discovered Bill Adams and

| dventure readers have been enjoying his stuff long
before the Literary Lights spotted him! Same goes
‘at:tS:rbntml Some day they’ll discover Hugh Pen-

Tt is good that Bill Adams is beginning to
be accorded the place that is his due. If a
certain story be true, this his first book met

th bad fortune. The report is to the
effect that certain of the New York profes-

“critics were much impressed by the
erary quality of his work but, not being
ilors, turned for expert judgment on his
wledge of the sea to one or two ex-fol-
lowers of the sea with literary accomplish-
nts or pretensions of their own. That
udgment, solemnly delivered, was that Bill
-g\dms did ot know the sea and that his
ies were not sound and reliable from the
oint of view of nautical technicalities! So
the alarmed crities hastened to hedge on
ntended endorsements of “Fenceless Mead-
‘ows,” handled it very warily or not at all,
and all the sheep critics and sheep readers
- who follow along after them of course did
he same.

It is both laughable and pathetic. And

ther disgusting. I wonder how many of

who are sailors and know the sea have
ten in, first and last, about Bill Adams’
tories. If I am wrong, correct me, but

uy single one of you ever say that Bill
s does not know the sea? Does any

th {

I ever knew, I have forgo
am glad of it—the names of these
gentlemen —no, men—no, person
safely behind the scenes and estab
the confidence of the confiding
carefully and coldly prevented
man from winning literary laurels coy
by themselves. One’s sympathy goe
critics who were gulled and betray
them but along with the sympathy
go a grin that these exceedingly so
cated gentlemen could be so maive
trust the verdict of such obvio

Here's to Bill Adams! May he cor
his own.

SOUTH AFRICA

‘some little distance away :

liam Westrup’s letter didn

= us in time to appear in

containing his first story in our m
but here it is along with his second.
his best to follow Camp-Fire cusf
the letter as well as in spirit and
doesn’t ask anything more than M

Born in Enzlmt‘ikmuch longer ago thn

think about. e early eighties, to be
Educated there, and while still in my teens
South Africa with the rather nebnloux idea of
secretary on an out-district mine of wluch tha
man was a family friend. But w]

tal, the Boer War, which should hve b
was still in full blast, and the alleged mine
inaccessible. - As soon as I could burst m;

I did so, and joined the Natal Mounted

too late for any fighting.

"T'HEREAFTER, having a hellt.hy 2pP
no means, I did many Lhmin

at the Durban docks, tried my d as a

clerk, became accountant for a firm of
ents. The last was rather star-spangled,

aine I knew nothing about accountancy and

rely on a pathetic smile and a large mo\mt of

About this time things brisked up, and findis

self in possession of some real money, I ve

forth to see South Africa. Tried, in u. not

ous manner, farming, gold mining, di

vial dlamondn, native trading, and

lines. All the time I was storing up ma

later came in very useful, for the itch tn

family failing. Adventures? None really stz

One rather unique for this sunny country

myself and a friend were lost in the snow o

Drakensberg Mountains for three days. It

5




m
who owned a rather dud paper. I
articles for him and they neuly

ed and sedentary. Getting stout.
4 Ioecupya niche in a big financial

Johannesburg, I always cherish the con-

one day a book of mine will boom and

for the life of the veld, with the camp-

ght, and the good buck stew, and the yarns,

quitees and scorpions and snakes! Still,

cult to. remember the snakes and scor-

it the smell of the wood fire. . . .
WP

A CONTRIBUTION to-our dis-

—WiL-

= derson of our writers’ brigade and
of our editorial staff. He holds
have originated in Asia instead

Montauk, Long Island, New York.
Clnp-Fuu.dimmmn about the intro-
to the Cossacks both.

via. Con-
ople An:hmg!l. Mayl:d&mthe
nny opmmnlhz’rmrs may very well
tobacca from. the Far East?

CCO has every evidence of having been

gical commonplace to note the resem-
bgtween characteristics of Mongols and
and the Indians of America. To one who

hﬁ in their natural settings their cousin-

ctly obvious.

Il as I can remember, the native name for

in l-dm is tambaku, When I was with

n n Tobacco Company in China,
Mupm exploring the country found
being grown under conditions t as-
‘them, far in the remote interior. The

to great size in irrigated fields, sometimes

; and snow did not seem to make any differ-

o the stacks that were piled for curing,

-naxuemdy cause, and had every indica-
of native orij affer this as an
m have dways believed it can be sub-
tobacco cultivation had its origin in
hthanAmﬂ'ma. The flora of hoth
strikingly similar, you know.—W. A.

I won’t refer you to the Go

ords, etc. Camp-Fire didn’t vouch for any

of that article. It was merely present
else is presented at Cnmp-

Fxre, to meet the Camp-Fire test and, if it

deservedlt,tobepulladtoplaees;unu

you are doing. Go to it.

Brooklyn, New Yolk. >
A couple of friends, old-timers, originally from
the cow country, were visiting me today, mdum
others the article in reference to the death and
mmphahmnuofandekmnuth
came up. We all read Camp-Fire.
Yuuca.upuhmdlyuuchmmdwhatpaxﬂ
calamity you possess that if somebody don’t take
notice of said eulngy and reply to what we read—
I wish Cody, Hickok, Dr. Carver,
Cal. Joe, Pawnee Bill, Texas Jnck Bat Hnm

and a host more were all ali

could be where I could wau:h thm Lhﬂb-

olory m ene 5

“Y JSED both guns hammer fanning.” T’ve a hun-
U dred bucks m he never made a bull's-eye

without using the er (unless by ncadnt and

such don’t obtain Well)

So far as his being the “official War Department
inwﬁigatmdthcmm’mﬂp
ting Bull’s 600 miles on and inducing
him to return to the reservation and wes present
at Sitting Bull’s death is concerned, we two of

Canada. an il Fort
Buford (N. D.) of hunger voluntarily, He was at
first pinched and then the Government got shut
of h:m hy giving him to Cody as an attraction in the

Thvsg t J‘lanamy have been in at the death
of Bull. If so it’s the first Ieverkncwo(rtorolany
white man being there.

()N'CBmmhsnn to the facts. Major
Laughlin (agent at Rock) sent 40 In-

jun police up to Bull’s house. y were follo

at a distance by some troops. ese police



- was all over
case of Lmuble) came up
the camp with Hotchkiss guns.

'Will you refer me to the account in the Govern-
records where this great Hans shows action?—
x Copy BLAKE.

~
‘That comrade Blake himself' fully real-
izes Camp-Fire’s methods of bringing out
e real facts by genera.l discussion is evi-
denced from a later letter—in which he has
a shot at too expert gun men:
X
rooklyn, New York.
, By this forum, this free- for all, t.he real true his-
tory of much which has long since happened is fo
the first time being printed in Adventure. Take for
example the controversy Hough vs. Henry.
‘Now when it’s all out and we’ve all put
our bluff r¢ Custer, 'm gambling that out of
is told in Adventure may be read the first and
lete true account of the affair. Personally
interest in anything referring to.Custer
mother lost a brother in the scrap.
ly think anything I wrote you is worth
ting. I'm an old cow-punch who, although
broke enough to know not to put hoss-radish
ice-cream, can’t write good composition enough
for magazines. If you think different and consider
‘what I wrote calculated to start some sport to giv-
us some information, go aht

IT&AY or may not interest you to know I wrote
(and have long reply from) the best and highest
authorities in United States on gun fanning with a
in those days) and absolut,ely it is only
by accident; only by such that absolute centers or
are hit at any such distance as we read of.
course, none of us old blokes read or pay any. at-
tention to these cusses who get their beans by writ-
ing stories of two-gun sports who file the sights off
‘and pull out the muer olding up the hammer with
their thumb. ey might hit a man across a table
ora hoss five ieet away and that’sall. What's more:
This chu icking a tomato-can or two into_the air and
m::g it up there by hitting it six or twelve times
a Colt or throwing up six poker chips and hiv-
ing one after the other “and each fell in fngmcnv.s”\
(usually in about '.he third chapter) is all
as is this getting “creased in the ahoulder" 50
To back to Custer—for I am going to let the
men" fight out the first mentioned wonderful
this old sport is said to have done. I had sev-
with two Sioux bucks (old ones, of course)
ugh a Mis-

(who was the top boss in the fight), the squaw
the “interpreting” for us when necessary and
tle by little I am getting the real dope concerning
Massacre and if the outcome of all this contro-
over Custer results in Adventure puttmg

the public the whole story, I sa will
be more than worth all we pay orxt—

' Copy BLAKE.

possibly get hold of.

Probably few of you realize
amount of office work necessary f
all the details of our various d
If Adventure printed fiction only
probably cut our staff in half and ¢
work easily. “Camp-Fire,” for es
my own personal job. I like “C:
as much as any of you, but I cerf
like the work it involves. It looks e
fill a few pages mostly with what s
else writes, but I think I never in
did anything else that took so much
proportion to results shown. An iro
fully detailed system would save
that time, but none of us has time to
ate the system.

So we must just be content with o
into which all Camp-Fire letters g
from which we draw pretty much
dom,

Pardeeville, Wi

Will some one tell me who wrote “In the ]
the Meeting”’? It relates to the Sepoy u
Rujub the juggler with his daughter are
a tiger by Bathurst who drives it off with a w]
read this a long time B;o and would like to
again.—DRr. A. L. Woo

DON'T forget that we still

on hand a number of ing

volume for Adventure whi

shall be glad to send to
return for the necessary postage.
costs about one cent per index.

Old Songs That Men
Sung, a section of “Ask Ad
runs in alternate issues from “Lost Trails.”

Camp-Fire Stations: explanation in
ond and third issues of each month. Full
second issue of each month.

‘Various Practical Servlcen to Any
Free Identification Card in eleven

(metal, 25 omu)is’
Buttou,etc runu:mt;eh.ltmeeleuh'




A Free

iy Qnu!lon and Answer
matxon on Outdoor Life and Activities Every
Upon the Various Commodities Required Ther
ducted for Adventure Magazine by Our Staff of Expem

UESTIONS should be sent not to this office, but duect to theex-
pert in charge of the section in whose field it f So that
service may be as prompt as possible, he will auswer you by
mail direct. But he will also send to us a copy of each question and
answer, and from these we shall select those of most general interest
and publish them each issue in this department, thus making it itself
an _exceedingly valuable standing source of practical information
less otherwise requested inquirer’s name and town are prin

with question; street numbers not given.

When you ask for general information on a given district or subject
the expert may give you some valuable general pointers and refer you
to books or to local or special sources of information.

Our experts will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using
their own discretion in all matters pertaining to their sections, subject only to our general rules for “Ask
‘Adventure,” but neither they nor the magazine assumes any responsibility beyond the moral one of trying
to do the best that is possible. These experts have been chosen by us not only for their knowledge and expe-
~ rience but with an eye to their integrity and reliability. We have emphatically assured each of them that
~ his advice or information is not to be affected in any way by whether a given commodity is or is not adver-

tised in this magazine. | .

1. Service free to anybody. provided self-addressed envelop. and full postage, nof
> are (See at bottom of page.) Correspondents writing
3 to or from foreign countries will please enclose International Reply Coupons,
= |;|n:hmnble at any post-office, and exchangeable for stamps of any country in the
= International Postal Union. Be sure that the issuing office stamps the coupon in the
left-hand circle.

Send each question direct to the expert in charge of the panicular section whose
field covers it. He will reply by mail. Do NOT send questions to this ngnzlne.
No reply wnll be mde to reqvuatx for partners, for or for
* covers d work it
. o-ly if they are outdoor acﬂviﬁu. and only in the way of general dau and advice. It
is in no sense an employment bureau.
4. Make your questions definite and specific. State exactly your wants, qualifications
- and intentions. Explain your case sufficiently to guide the expert you question.
Send no question until you have read very carefully the exact ground covered by
expert in whose section it seems to belong.

»
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Sea Part 1 American Waters randa, Oriente, Cuba. Geography, industries, people, cus-
e T was s E roe aat
3 naut tory, sea: e

,—ak-m, sl ¢ gmmmin.l acios of e g0k Islznds, Ser o =
forth erica; marine bibl; S.; fishing. « MLLs, "”‘ﬁl Star, Pellding, New Zealand.
atthe North Atlantio aod Pcic e (i aonT Ttk M. Siatt® S exploring,
rt Waters (Send internaiional Reply Coupon for eleven cents. )
%Arnm A. E. Diicis, care Adwniwre, Seamesshlp, 8% South Sea Islands Part2 French Ocenn on
mdd-ﬁnn orizing, ocean-cruising. Ques- lumoto, 5 ]*."
tions on the sea, ;mtp. and mea local to the British Bmpire Westorn: Faciie Sotomons. Horw Hebades
to Captain Ding! r. Brown. Fili, Tongw: of Central Pacitic (Guam, Ladrone,
Stmtistics of American Petew, Carn)lne. Marshall, Gilbert, Ellice): of
B oacrarss. Apereaens i o Detach enriqn , Easter,
, D. C. Historical ages, names '-’b
‘names, dimensions, , class, o T g e No. 16, o Tabitl,
BERNGRY 84 past ewnorshipe, slgnals, oty of Soclety Tslands, South Pacific s
vessels of the American Merchant Marine travel, sports, nu&vm—t. di.mu, -ﬂdanu
vessels In existence over i tons in the United Sta merce, pearls and cocontt; (Send Inter-
Panama and the Philippines, and the furnishing of Infor- Reply Coupon for eleven cents.)
mation and resords of vessels under American registry a9, % Austraiia and Tass
Pmire NormaN, 842 Military Road, Mosman, Sydney,
Coasts Part 1 Islands of Indianand  N. S. W., A [ resources, . hunting,
Ocenn mlﬁ.mnmem; Cape Hom  sparts. history. (Sewd International Reply Coupon for eleven
its.
care Adwenture. Ports, trade, T Moty Sriates: s Jave

, travel. (See next section.) Fav-CooPEr Ccu: Bh. D, Field Musoum of Natural His-

ds Part 3 Haiti, Santo Dominge, Perto Rico. : Tl Hunt d fishing, exploring, come
s ‘Tn and Jamaica Grouj merce, inhabitants, history, itions.

Cmaress Esmeson, Adveapure Cabia, Los Gatos, 1L & New Guinea - 2 “
ﬂ-hnu“mhlmw.ﬁmm.kw . P. B. Amvat, Port Moresby, Territory of Papua,
~ and tobaeeo production. Sydney, Australia. - Huntiog tad fehing, , com=
Isfands Part3 Cuba merce, 'Inhabitants, history, tions. _Questions re-
'ALLACE v, Warner Sugar Co. of Cuba, Mi-  garding the measures overnment of

 (Enclose addressed eselop with International Reply Coupon for eleven cents.)
182




A Chicago, Ill. Customs,
o .;"'?:u ot fosing,

EaasE®r. Kuomson, Castine, Me. Commerce, politics,
m, o, history, geography, travel, agriculture,

Asia ’ Part 1 Arabia, Persia, India, Tibet, Burma,

BlErim Bavms: v otms Sare Adswuinre. Hunting,
cAIN oGS, ure.

Brvann care e. Hunt
rared Pact 3 4 o Siam ns, Malay Straits,
Straits Settlement, Shan Statcs and Yunnan

Qho:wu MAﬁCmm, o1 Bt 14t York. Hunt-
‘trading, tra;

U, Asts Purtd vslolatof Northeastern Siberia, and
Carr. €. L OLVER, care Adventure, uage.
BEetts, opts.. iow somdltons: mairus wamiing, =
18. % Asia Part4 North China, Mongolia and Chi-

me ‘Turkestan

Natives,
ic Ocean:

, 60 Rue de I'Amirauté, Tien-

tsin, China. ives, langu: v.r-dnnc customs, ate

and hunting. (Sud Iulanalumal Reply Coitpon for five cents.)
19. Africa Partl Sierra Leone to Old Calabar, West

Aklu‘ Southern and Noﬂhtm Nigeria
T SIMPSON, care Adventure. Labor, trade, expenses,
nm living cor d.( , tribal customs, transportatien.
d the Upper Cox

AL (Aipes Niary

g, equipment, trading,

eustoms, living itions, witchcraft,

(Seni International Reply Cotupon for

Rl ooy e
jons. Natat and Zaiy

Orange River

Carran F. e Adventurers'
€480, 40 South Clack St., C Chitago, T Ctmete. -hooting

dieot shi R oo ot e, isers
ing routes from ing conditions, travel,
B ey e U 8, b on:
‘§towing, apple-frowing, sugar-growiag, maise-growing; viti-
 eulture; sheep and fruit ranching.
frica Part 4
» WARING, Corunna, Tnd.
duce, clis game, ex-
(Smd International Rwly Cou-

port, Lancashire, En-
Climate, prospects, trading, traveling, eustoms, his-
(Send International Reply Coupon for three cemts.)

'D ixag, David Lass, Bast Hampton, N. Y. Travel,
‘merce, tdoor UI. M'l{ informat n i ok
, ouf
“Asia Minor

inted.) 'rrnd umry. topography,
, customs, trade opportunf
3. Albania
- Rovrt S. Townsexn, 1447 Irving St., Washington, D.

ia and Chile
Epoar YOUNG, care Adventure,
history, industries, topography,

36. SouthArl:!ﬂelﬂm Part 2 Venemell,tluﬁlh'

RAT, VANORDEN Sk, 369 W. 1220 St. New 25 N.
Travel disory ums.?ndmﬁu. Dociapiy. tbabiats
3. smnh A iaarion Pmm:f Argeéntina, Uruguay and
y 2
WitLian K- BARBoR, care Adventure. Geography, travel,
lture, cattle, em%: nhbnwum n;ma -nd"
ation, general informat Questi em-

40. Mexico Part2 Southern; and
Lower California
C. R. MAHAFFEY, care of Roadmaster, S. P. Co., San d.
ommplod o Masabine: - Misiag. agnoaltece, Sopons
‘ampico to Masatlan. e,
&, Runting, Inmbering, history, inhabi
conditioas.

Mexico Part3 Southeastern
RUSSELL SnEE?s, 1303 Bucid St , N.W, uhmm
D. C.” Pederal Tartitory of Quinta’ Ros, Yoo l
peche. Travel, geography. Dtimess. soudirions, explorast

Biom, inbabitants, istory and cusioms,

2% Ganada Height of Land, Region_of
Northern Quebecand orthernC Oniario (except
sui betwun Minn. and C. P. Ry.); Southeast~

and Keewatin
S. E. Sulmm ("Cunud( ) L .B 393, Ottawa, Canada.
(Pm s, big ga ; equipment; luh-
I dhalms Hudwna BnyCo posts; -inzmh
stoms regulati No questions answ %
lor profit. (Smd In(umaﬁmul Reply Colwvn Iov three
°. 5!' C ada Part 2 Ottawa Valley an S.nm

Hugw R Deseronto, Ont. Conada,
o ey Bl o oy oy B o - 5 "
pan !17! three cents.)
44. " Canada Part 3 Georgian Bay and m

INSON, 115 Hum St., Walkerville,
b “’fs..a““"‘z.mu"'"“"‘n“;

ional
ﬂ Iy Ce 9 thr £s.)
ly Cou; on/ox;h :?:-n: = ¥ ‘
Department .of S-lneu. Duluth
H!gh School, Du.hnh. M::n Fisking, camping, m
trapping, citmate, topogra
46. Camada P-ni Yukon, British Columbia and

Edltarlob wed,) Including Peace River distriet;
i inieg
katchewan, Mac-

n Keer
o Fosr Mantvoots
hunting, tre; l»

C‘nﬁﬂnmﬁumﬂ‘mﬂ languages,

mtﬂ
lugo-Slavia and Gnau
TLLIAM JEaNA, Plattsburg Barracks, New York.
-wliﬁu.mw geography, language, travel, out-
door
Qﬁ—: et e | 'romn“:n. 1447 Trviog St., Woshington, D.
customs, languages,
* sports, travel, outdeor life.

. indland
C. T. Jamss, T‘he Dn!y Globe Publishing Co. Ltd., sz

nelose addressed envelop with International Repl: on for five cents.)
¥ (Enclose addressed envelop with International Rt’f; Coupon Jor thvee cenis.)
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5 onw::g Hxnsu;éc.%ﬁéx. i
un hi.u.dnwm au

oneral inforaia.
m , climate, timber, k_ﬁ-ﬁ
Sorowmons, 6720 Leland Way, Hollywood, znl:;us Part5 Tenn. A.h.Mh.Mndl
Arctic {band travel; boats.plckm;,yb'lekp-chng d

xcept T

‘and Greenland fishing, , s " -n
t Suaw, Box 958 Ketchikan, Alasks. Hunting, 6‘) EuternU S Pm 6. Mnne
dog-team~ work, whaling, geology, ethnology 2. G. E. HATHORNE, 70 Main Street, Bangor, Me.
(Eskimo). au t.cmtory west of the Penobseot river. Fishing, hunt
Part I Calif., Ore., Wash., Nev., ing, guides, outfits, supplies.
g‘unux 70. Euum U.S. Part 7 Eastern

E. E. 3 2303 W 13rd SI Lou An::la, Calif. ANwooD, East Sullivan, Me.
Gm.ﬁn- fish; ca: bin; mi tains. ea:lo(the Penobscot River. Hunting

New M
202 Knrba-( Block Mhnq'naque,
routes, Indians, Indian Mass.
il-fields; lnm’hng. Howluu) R. VolGB’r, Js Dawson Avl ‘West Haven, Conn.
Fishing, hunting tr el oads; busiaess conditions, istory:
3 EBastern 005, Pert?. New ecsey
chsﬂ Bex, Jr , Farmingdale, N I w‘!‘!.

3, Eastern U.S. * Part 10 Maryland
wrENCE EDMUND ALLEN, 201 Bowery Ave., Pmm
@ Mining, touring, smmmer. resorts, kiswociond
West. Boseman, Mont. general information.
e wastecs ol b, Bt ting Jfishing, ——
, automobile tours, guides, early history. A.—Radio
Western U. S. Part 5 khlxomdﬂmdmr McNicor, mqmmmp.,k‘“,!_
Enicy Telemphv telephony, Bistory, bmdeunns apparatus,
B Nema Bor 83, An e
Stormation on sxpetiions gt

¥ £ad faizbitants. B Mot ek Froegecsl
Viczon Suaw, Box o, Ketchilen, Alagia.
w. ::.xsnsw mhso Amn,‘l‘lz. l::- e erritory

an;
o e, o h ‘mining, mining methods or practise;
N‘“El:aew«.mmv.s. Part 1 The Dakotas, Neb., T 3 . how.to outfit; how to make

x Kan "how to wark it and how to sell
‘HaANSON, care Adventure. Hunting, fishing,
Epecaly. carly history of Missouri Valley:
‘Western U. S. Part 2 Mo. and Ark.
B. THOMPSON. ley”), care: of Adveniure. ol 1
"":."&.1"'5‘;""' City, lowa. Wilder any excluded. 7
countries Ozar] swamps; , fishing, S
farming, mining and range laads; big-timber
e A AR R =
B M!n“(“lh‘kem;l-y g)!.nmn of Adm;,

cowboys, pioneers, rivermen,
voyagmuns, raiirond —g-i-u.
hn.nda ete—R. GORDY

& D.—Weapons, Past and Present
Rifles, shotguns, pistols, revelvers, ammunition and edged
(Any questions

to
Wmddmb':mstgm;‘mwla
e g e e e
shooting, jomn B. THOMPSON ("Osark Rip~
Pistols and Revelvers, laclading for-
, New York; elen and American makes. DenacAN WiGoms, R. F. D. 3
> ‘: Atchatalaya  Lockc Box 75, Salem, Ore -
ncis River, Arkanons —] ‘capons,
FL ', Swords, pikes, ives, ton, and all of
the fiintlook, matchlock, wheel-lock aad
eties, " LEwis APPLETON BARKER, Road,

E.—Salt and Fresh Water Fishing

pPing; Jory B. THoMPSON (“Ozark Rbley" ase of Adeentur

, camping, natir tady. tackde and and
ing, nature S Pabine- 2ad vsigment; Dalt casting

Cruising on Delaware and (i g B

 Howam> A, m:mweu-m: Motor-boat
ﬂ—v . Oystering, exabbing. coling
% Pl oo e ‘Bay, wﬁ

% "xam‘?mMaryz:ndan Virginia. Barly
66. U.S. Part 3 Marshes and S: lands

of the Aumﬁc Coust from Philad
Jacksenvill
Howarp A. Smumou, care of Adveniure. Okefinokee and




.l vayl\hmn
V. Greeng, U. S. N.
sues Bm-klyl NGY Regulations,
guanery tactical aad steategio questions,
comstruction, classification; general informati Questions
mm:ﬂmmandoﬁmmummnd
in the Register of Officers can not be answered
B i haieopulecs Nont ot the Fanss Cecal
HUR WOODWARD, 12. Leighton Ave., Les Angeles,
i Custonon,dres, arehi i pottery and decorative
‘weapons and implements, Tetishisen, social divassons.

i

M.—Health-Building Outdoors
Gaupe P. Fornyce, M. D., Falls City, Neb. How to
nmmmwm{nqmm.mm
L right food and habits, with as much
ion as possible to pattioular cases.

Reminiscences of East Africa
VARIED life in Portugal’s leading
colomy:

Latin-American
L. S. Rows, Di
ForR. C. M. P.,
8 to nb:v‘c'sﬂ.lh.n-dmdﬂq
. no:”'.n.xz.m.m Panarma Canal

mof A
Jn Sec’y, 1108 Wi
Bhﬁ!h IvetA-‘n. Ww. A. M
m vo

ey
section gangs in our own country, with the a

of a canopy top and seat, an ofmﬂ'u 3
Switches are led, so that

represent the motive power, seek a
near by until their services are again required. |
merchant owns his outfit.

In the past the town had an unenyiable re
for fever, and the mortality ran high for so
In local circles the old timers will tell you that ¢



whu:h of itself is suﬁcwnt to
the port.

h tide, we resumed our

alnp is ‘unable to approach the

 than two miles. For this distance out
muddy, owmg to the vast quantities
that are annually carried down to
sandbars, making navigation some-
for amything but flat-bottomed

le is the British custom and clearing
: entral Africa or N

ouuoftheonlymanmthephcewho

speak English, and he was an Italian.

For the next three weeks, pending arrival
from the bush of my senio ¥ was the guest of this
Italian gentleman, and right nobly did he do the
honors. Intunatcly acquainted with native life and
customs, for he was the Government agent for the
recruiting of native labor for the Portuguese
sessions on the West Coast, I learned much
him that proved most useful in my subsequent two
years’ residence among the natives, often forty er
eighty miles from another white man for months
at a time.

Angoche, the Portu'uue name for the section

of thirty whites,

lht Aline of flat-bottomed
mﬁms ply on the great river
rminal point of the rail-

't.h Bhuyee, some one hundred
mh.le“ .
ellimane, locally known
of Bast Africa, and located on
~of the Zambezi, some twenty
The entrance to the river
bout high ude and a series
w water on

pl:d on each side are numerous groves
tations. Tangerine oranges grow
‘as well as all kinds of tropical fruits.
veritable garden, but a very unhealthful
ity and steaming atmosphere, the
ﬁmwth and vegetation, make the

and enervating for the Eu-
was here that the famous missionary,
¢, ended his march across Africa; and

farther the nvex, at a place
he burkd“&l

tide we left for An;ode, some four
north; and en the second day out

i we eame in sight of a rise in the
land, low-] hills topped with bush,
from the lowlands which we had

the eommeneement of our voy-

hut, or a humn being.
Mmod with life, animal, insect and

of l\e tide on our arrival at ;hehl::l;
r erossing, so we lay to for

whda we were suceessful, touching

It was now dark, and we were one
half miles from the shore.

a couple of boats came alo:

ils and puselgen One bag of mail, two

s oﬁulln and myself were mustered for

uuld not speak English, and I could

ir language. Our conversation was

onosyllables and sign language. Eight

was plenty for me, and I was glad to

2

d into the boats, bag and baggage,

of

at the head of wlnch is_an individual styled a
capitou mor, the senior officer of the district, and
practically an autocrat. As there is no civil law the
districts of Mozambique and Nyassa are govemed
by the military, and the powers of the cepiton mér

are necessarily very wide. In all the affairs of the
community his law, subject only to the

ovn-ut at Mozambique.

e post-office is typical of the district—dn un-
pretentious building of clay and galvanized-iron
roof. The general-delivery leuers are put in a cigar
box on the counter.  You just go in and look them
over, and take what belongs to you. If you decide

to take half the box or some other fellow’s, well and
g\)od no questions asked. Delightfully free and
easy. The mail arrives only every two wer.ks
The Societé de Madal have a warehouse here, and
are engaged in the export of mangal-bark, ebony
wood ground-nuts and eopra.

Hoffman, a German comy have the lem‘hx
store for “whte man’s stuff” ?:p,omu and eann

fruits,
store is the only
lunch and a bed. Needless to say, st
and far between in this out-of-the-way pl
quently no provision is made for them.

Besides the above, there are several Bamyan
stores. The Banyan storekeepess are natives of
British India. They are %0 be found all along the

coast, and are successful traders amongst the
natives. Thcy pmb-bly do the bulk ef the trading
that is done, for they readily tﬁ.ne!vum
the native way of doing business, i i
a Eurepean ean not, and will not,

Herenﬁnmyitudmw The native comas into
the store and looks arownd for some time. When
he sees what he wants he seats himself on the floor,
which is the sign that he is ready for business.
storekeeper eomes over and seats himself opj n

A conversation starts up om local gess
ich others may join. After a while the ue
brought down, examined carefully, and
commences. This goes on for some time, meither
being able to agree on price. The goods are then
laid aside, and a lot more gossip and banter goes en
until they once more get on to the buﬂnul game,
coupled with further haggling. This will go on uatil
a deal is made; and more often than not it extends
mwaccl?leoihoun The native walks off with
a few yards of cotton, and the Banyan puts a bag




70! and with a kniemmethr
ﬂm Mmmmdthucutoﬁ
native village adjacent to the Portu-
guese settlemnt of Angoche, consists of about one.
aske“dnf“yf“‘s SR
an pyp ce; but at night many fires are
the central , and dancing goes on most of
ﬂunlght The monotony of the drums is very try-
ing to a newcomer.

MY THREE weeks being about ended, I was
expecting the arrival of my senior from the

interior at any hour; and in due course he arrived.
much broken in health and suffering from an attack
of blackwater fever. I therefore immediately pre-
pared for my journey and took with me for cook
and general handy man a native who had previously
been in the employ of my senior and whose name was
tti. After his height—he was six feet—his

the most conspicuous part of

commissary department, I had no cause to worry
over his board-bill. He understood a few words of
ient to make him a nuisance. Swahili
Makua he also spoke ﬂuent.ly, and in addition
he also was able to speak some Portuguese. It was
Mmmethztmyspueumlhadm\ddbe
Mﬂlyemployedmncqumng working knowledge
of these ; and with a Swahili vocabulary
tuguese-English conversation book, coupled
some Makua words, I evolved a which
uolennbkdmetngeulongﬁuy
At two o’clock in the we embarked on a

wvy machinery in a country more
o! access and without any means of t
other than crude native labor.
The site eventually
ant, up on the hills at the village of
four mlls from the hmd of the Cocola

latter would be more' proj named as.
the sea, for it termimmym a width of

twenty H. P. vertical boiler, and this was
four miles, up and down hill and
by gangs of men. The work was slow an
but after nine months the plant was
ready for steam.

‘The trial run of the plant was evidentl
day of days amongst the natives, none of y
seen or heard of a steam engine and knew

could distinctly see many kinds of
derment, expectancy, fear, exhilaration.
pounds pressure steam was turned on

dhow. The crew consisted of Omari, the captain,
& burly, turbaned type of the coast, with his crew
‘of two seamen, myself, Mokosetti and two native

swamps, the night air from w}uch was any-
but conducive to sleep, especially on bags of

‘With the incoming tide at daylight and a freshen-
in;-indnomfzvorwecmsudthe and were
thward bound at a fairly good clip, and by luck
rndmd our destination, a small native village three
miles up the Cocola River called Tabua, just before
This place consisted in the imm
vicinity of four or five huts, one of which belongbd
Nahoh the dudoh.h:d trict. The rest of the
clan as I af rd learned were scattered around
the country. Here 1 spent two months awaiti Lhe
ival of mm:hmery ro England mth whl
were to

-DURING my stay at Tt:dbm 1 had ample oppor-
y to get th my surroundings
t.he nnﬁves of the district; also their various

had also a suitable site to select for the location

Riding Through Mexico
A COUNTRY. abounding in
but be sure you get a gun lic
fore you cross the bor
Request:—*“My partner and myself are.
todl?t;iég;h”“"’ug at an early da;eo We e
el M
E rospecting "and find a little ndventlnt. It
elpu:zxeauylfyouwuuldmswm
questions:
. What is the ut'tgetude of the natives t

Wlutbi‘md of nﬁe and ammunition,
are used mostly down there?




you advise inr that climate?

eciate it very much if you would
questions to the best of your

'—Wrriss T. Livo, Austin, Tex.
. Whiteaker:—The nanves in Mexico

;domg much for the Mexicans in a bus-:

oping the resources of the cco:lnt:y,_

provements in their mining, agri
turing methods. Most of the Yaqui
a sober, industrious people. There are
are in a savage state but you are not
as they are in a remote region far
usual run of men.
is one of the chief industries of Mexico.
ui Sonora and Clnhun.hua rank among
‘mineral regions in the world.
are to be found in these States and in ad-
tes. Silver, copper, gold, lead, zinc, coal,
1y other minerals are found in the north-
s of Mexico.
- the hunting done in Mexico is by (omgn-
natives are not much inclined to hunting
their food supply. Bear, deer, antelope,

and_many other such fowls are lbuxk
ting license is now required to hunt in
You can find out about this at the port of

rifle for big game and a shot gun of 12
ds are the customary weapons used. It

L if you can enter that country with
t a special permit. You may be able to
firearms after you arrive down there.
of four men in El Paso last summer
‘held up for three weeks on account of
hke their guns with them; they left

. this side.

supplies on the other side so as not

the larger towns in Northera Mexico are'
Many opportunities in a business

can be found if sought.
as a whole are like late fall, except on
s where it gets rather warm about mid-
nights are chilly and you will need several
in the mountainous sections.

especially
‘not nwd much clothing—several pairs of
ks, heavy and light underwear, good
and leather puttees unless you wear
olen shirts, and after _you get Lhere you
‘What the others are wearing.

your question direct to the ex-~

ge, NOT to the

2% ferences | en t ve
and the “Old Model” Colt pocket pi

Reguest:—“Will you please answer the fow
questions?

What is a Wells-Fargo Colt?

Did Col. Colt manufacture it?

Could anybody buy it except the Wells-Fargo

people? ;
‘What was the difference between it and the pocket
pistol Colt of that period?
Idontexpectyoumwntelbookonnms,blt 3
a few words will be welcome.”—LEONARD ANDER-
soN, Newburyport, Mass.

Reply, by Mr. Barker:—The se-called “Wells
Fargo” Colt was a .31 caliber pocket pistol or re-
volver, it was an issue of 1851 (not many made),
five shots, wnh no loading lever. It resembled t.h

odel” 1849 pocket pmml wn.h which it is
usually confounded, there being the
he “Old Model” had a squa:&b:cked trigger
guard, and elliptical or round cylinder slots or m
while the proper “Wells Fargo” had square cyl 3
slots and round-backed trigger guard.

Colt revolvers, after 1850, including the “Wells
Fargo” proper, had a small’ bearing wheel lt the
base of the hammer bearing omn the main
revolvers made in 1848-49, including l.he “Ql
Model,” had not. The 1848-49 revolvers had no
Tittle slot in the base of the nose of the hammer, with
corresponding points between the cylinder mpplu, B
for the slot to fit over and thus lock the piece be-
tween shots. Those made after 1850 did have this.
feature. On some of the “Old Model” revclvw f
]fust gne point and the slot in the hammer will %
founc

differences:

Very few people, even, collectors, know of this
variation between the “Old Model” and the “Wells. 3
Fargo” proper, and term them all “Wells Fargo.”
As a matter of fact, the “Wells Fargo” Co. did not
start operating till 1852; As probably less than one
thousand five hundred of -the “Old Model” were
made, they are extremely scarce; quite as much so
as a Paterson Colt, which is one made by the first
Co. in Paterson, N. J They were identical in having
no loading lever. ‘This distinction between these
two types of “Old Model” and “Wells Fargo”
ignored by Bannerman’s latest catalog and, indeed,
by all authors, so far as I know, except Sawyer.
Many persons, thinking they have a complete line
of Colts, have not, as they have but one of &ese two,
obviously, usually the “Wells Fargo” proper.

Any one could buy it. It was used by the “Wells
Fargo” messengers, and by police officers, being less.
apt to catch on being drawn tham one wif
regulation loadmg lever.

of loading lever was the noticeable difference.
These two were the only two Colts, save the Pater-
son ones, that had no loading lever.

P

The full statement of the depart-
ments, as given in this issue, is printed .
only in alternate issues.




Are there any books (in English, of course) on
th subject printed in Japan?
I am not interested so much about its history or
- evolution, but wish to study its principles and
ies.”—STEPHEN J. Rapicano, Newark, N. J.

Mrs. Knudm_“]udn Japanese
Cnlmre," by Anma, may be purchased
firm called Orientalia, 32 West 58th

St.met, New York City. The pncc formerly was
$5.50. And they m:{ have other books upon the
subject in their list of more recent acquirements—
information is now several months old.
“Jui-Jitsu Combat Tricks,” by Hancock, is pub-
lished by G. P. Putnam’s Sons, 2 West 45th Street,

Nu York City. 5 =
ldd.resnnx a letter inquiry to
Knns Ju-jitsu School, Kodo-Kan Tokyo Jay
you m.l.!, I think, get on the Engiﬂ’
books. 1udmg
has written qmu

Professor Kx.no u
lxon ju-jitsu in Japan
cxtenxw work, but I do not know the
recn works or of his publishers. He

students.

Repugi

luu tumed out many English-
- You can safely write him in i

you don’t want it.
Alaska’s Climate
WHERE forty below is not un-
comfortable—if there’s no wind:

Request:— Would you please give me following in-
y'o'-p ther eﬁ‘i-"&lmn of "‘I‘IM

What do people do when caught away e
and weather

ta’hunmm turning colder than they
'ﬁthldoldothinxdo le wear to be able

to go about their work in colder weather?”—
Geo.

‘W. Hues, Garrett, Pa.

, by Mr. Solomons :—Summer temperatures

are |bout spring tures elsewhere

thug ly, especially in southern Alaska
the mumr o

ne may eace quite a de-

he
You have to watch them, rubbing them a
and again to maintain the circulation.
out of doors in Alaska all winter, doing t
work at ﬁftgvmdcvcnslxty below.
But winc

temperature of zero is far more dead!;'
degrees below in a dry, still air.
forty below and a blizzard, whi il not.
i tho lfzsae Beghit-som T
en the u beat m

1f you haven’t any home e
shelter behind a rock, in timber, g:nkots
anything. And getmmyonrsleqnng

bag? Well, it’s like this: In a northers

yecttosmnmammshnuld
from his cabin orh;s::dor tent wil

. And eating regularly.
isnntlthm he must make himself a
‘:lelg heap of it, crawling

ht e mom—i

ing in winter is just
instead of overcoat.
have to be well protected—they are the
nerable parts. -K‘z
Fb'umbutdon'tm&w.\ tl
postage to get it to you.
Northern Australia

@ A TERRITORY of infinite p1

#:—*I have heard that there are

eastern and north-central United States, due to the

tively low latitude and the sea. In interior
3 rthward, the temperature in win-
hwer and’ lower, reaching its coldest.
one lext encounters the influence
‘water again—Arctic Ocean water. Rampart, on
 the Yukon, may have, “3’ ity degrees, but
taking northern Alaska’ an Canis s el

opportun ies at Port Darwin, but not b
ous of entering on a l-goose chase T
ILghed could you give me some definite inf

_l.? tdn-minumind& of
2. What are the ruling wages fvrllHl!ﬂ
or an unskilled labour? Iamn voodwa
trade.



eral Go
lions of
of miles cheap
nasty politicians, its construction will no more
stimulate  th

vernment proposes
undzonmunnmwy n‘y

long, mainly for the transport

e progress of the dis ul area

than a fly-blister will remove a carbuncle from a
wooden leg.

“Ask A e’’ service costs you

wit.\n.henghttotxlk but is p;

sul ]ect relating to his constituency.
yohu;rs queries to Mr. Nelson. The
inly his: .

ﬂ?nmmue there in the vicinity of

-All kinds of minerals occur in the Ter-

only reason for their not being exploited
mnspummon facilities. The biggest

lies about fifty miles from the res

1y from Port Darwin to Katharine River

boy field). Values range from four to

L ‘The tin-bearing area covers hundreds

, railway will be in course of con-

hteen ‘months which will run

zmln of Marn.nboy, and should be com-

ears. The mining area of the terri-

t.he v?hole of the North and Central por-

he area, and comprehends apprmumaoely
miles of territory, much of which

_exploited. Many huge base-metal lodcs

to exist, but are not worke'd owing. to

lon..

es, etc., Mr. Nelson writes on this

as I desire to see the Territory popu-
juuld not advise any wage-earner to go
type of men required in the N. T. is the
rospector or settler. Hundreds of un-
racing every known trade, are, and

vllt of work for over twelve months.”
ok ;?V Wism and doddering

Sy d.ne to Darwin

ingle 25, second.class Ei6 Ayt
p & Co., Bridge Street, Sydney.
Stefannson, the Arctic explorer, de-
as a “tonic climate.” The native-born
l!e the best type of Australian the conti-

X banl purposes—horse, cattle, sheep or pi

the Territory has no equal in Austral
' drawback to settlement is lack of cheap
tation. With the advent of the N. T. Rail-

difficulty will be considerably overcome.
don’t, on any account, migrate to the
yyou will fill the bill as a self-reliant pros-

. many of Mr. Nelson’s glowing statements T
i The N.

in complete discord. e N. T. has been

d and exploited for thirty years, and has

duced any wonderful results. It was said

lie—as Mr. Nelson says of the N. T.—

‘mineral-] beanng area covered thousands of
Kalgoorlie is practically

mt, nnd lhe nchly jmpregnated composite

self-addressed envelop.

nothing whatever but reply postage and

Hunting in the Everglades

THE alligators are growing scaree,
but there’s-still lots of game to be
found: :

Reguest:—*“A party of three of us intend to go to.
Florida from here by auto, for the purpose of hunt-
ing and fishing in the Everzladee and vicinity.

Kindly inform to kind of game in that
vicinity? 1 Tave o355, e Wiashstee fatt
bine, and a .38 Smith and Wesson Special. Do you
think these big and heavy enough for game there?

Can you hunt at night with a jack light?

‘What kind of tackle is best? Size of lines,
hooks, length of rod, flies, bait, etc.?

How about hunting a]luamrs? Can you hunt
them, and how, at mght? =

will be highly
FRANK J. SmiTH, JR., Hamilton, Olno o

. Reply, by Mr. Liebe:—The game to be found in the.

vicinity of the ’Glades—rather than in the ’Glades—
is deer, turkey, bobcat, a few_panther and small
black bear, fox, squirrel, quail, snipe, etc. The
weapons you name are big enough, surely. I'd
use soft-nose bullets in the rifle. Carrying a revol-
ver in Florida is unlawful.

Hunting regular game at night, I think, is barred
by law. Write the Florida State Game ‘Warden,
at T see, for pamphlet copy of game laws.
Your non-resident hunting hcensc will eome high,
by the way—about 325 per county per hunter,

Fxsl:ung tackle? If you cast, use a short 'rod,
twenty-four pound test black silk line, level- wmd:
Tunning to

reel, and for baits light-colored—
white and yellow—wooden minnows.
minnow I know is Pflueger’s “Surprlu with Bed-
don’s “Zaragossa” and “Head-On Basser,” and
South Bend’s “Bass-oreno,” next in line. Of

you can use live minnows, if you can get them, in
place of the artificial ones. This, you understand,
is for bass, the only fish you are likely to find in the:
’Glades cmmtry Flies are not well-liked here.

Hunting alligators? They’re pretty scarce now.
Usually hunted at night by “shining” their eyes
with a light, shot, and the spot marked; next day
one can go back with a long hook on a. lnlg pole and
find them—if he has really killed them. There is
little in it, mmmerm]ly So far as I know, there
is no law against killing ’gatorse

T believe this answers your questions. T'm wish-
ing you good luck.



U!OI.AIH“ mail is held by Adventnre lnl' tha
following persons, who may obtain by
sending us present address and proof of Mmuty.

ADDLEMAN FRANK R. C.; Aldridge, F. P.; Bailey,
Dick; Bapuste. Jeom; Balensifer, Frank A. W.; Bell,
beth; Beverley, C. S.
Blulchar. Olurl A.; Bonner, Major J. §.;
£ ; Bourl :
E u

wland, C. E.;

vil ] g S H"t‘imb ?!dkA W, B
nﬂ as] ns, of an; Hooker, ‘'m.
s, Hrank E.; Hunt, Daniel 0"Connell;

ThumBsL Jackswn Ry

er, Lio; 'm. Pranes
Larisey. - ‘Larret el Fred
Lee, Wan-R.; Lek Michasl; Mo Adms W.B
. V.; McKaughan, Robert S.; McKee,
cMahon, T. A.; McNair, Henry S.;
MacDonaid, James; Marut, Ret; May,
Minof, John'; Moore, Robert; Moore, Te
 Mrs, M. P Nylander, Towne, gden,
ack; Overton, G H; Parer, G, A
ps, Buffington; gw A. M. Pos
Riknes, Web- o, R 'Boh agner;
Hoe, Mrs. Vingis; 1io an
thactord, Msy

Siagl mith, C. O.; Smith, cnnoth;

Sorensen, WWar, Noi; Starr, Ted Stevens, Albert A, Mrs.;

= E. ] et im B, Stonway, ]nncs Stmng
e Bullivan, Walter; aylor George Kathr,
Thaxter, Kenneth; Van Tassel, Harry; Van ;X‘?lcr, Chwter

Yasmer, C. W, W.; Von Gelucke, Byron; Wi

Chester; Watkms, E 3 7 W hh Churkx N

Father and sons, Brnest,
d George. Any information g

iem will be appreciated.—WILFRED. J LACHAPELLE, 120
s Siross, SR Fomeicteo, Caltornis

W C. - fatter roceived. Eversthing settied ‘back
e

Send money when you can.
ARKEEK, CHARLES. Native

ACHAPELLE ENSEBE.
& Leo, Arthur an

ooxx GEORGE W. We living at H.
Street, N. E ‘Washington. Wﬂt: or come :xui see.
us—MARY AND ALL.

vao'sT 'i‘RAiLs-

ﬁom ‘whom chz yean have 'e'l!lnbui ﬂmm
seek, give your own mame if possible.
c

ry instructions, will be con:de:ed

191 2

Fire" ﬁudhp‘oﬁu-
Omdd iﬂuxr]: acquaintances
'.hnfﬂnndm
inquiries n.lo-\g this line, unless
intended for b!xenwn-
discretion.

‘e have
publication in their *Missing Relative Col
any of our inquiries for persons last
latives, inquiries from one sex to the other are hl.n‘ed

McTUerNAL JAMB'S ornny of his flmih 'h-‘h‘

steel business

Xho Siannad o srihas of taltaein Wit ﬂ’ wife .
died when I was s yoars old. Anyone knowing fmy fatiers S
‘people, address—CHARLES J. MCTURNAL, care of

ANCE, ANDREW. Home lorida.
shipyard fne;d i - et st lrom v

Your old
sonville, Fla,, - C. Faew dl..*)o. =
3. 533 F. k. San Diego, Ca ,

A.'W., of Tampa,
rom in Newport, tucky. é)aulb\y in &5-
tur (nend woul hear f-n-lnm

(CORBIN,
heard_fr
fornia.  Vour old ship-i
Address—J.
Califormia:

RENARD. 1 should tke to find my sister’s children,
g Irven Renasd, ago thirty-iwo and =
Buth Doen et Rector, Olay Couty. Afk,
aiden name was Nannie Taylor, Lheu’ fnthars umnx
Charics Renard.
boys went
last heard from in 19(4

appreciate:
!on South er Street, Rom

GETTLE, SAMUEL, 1 would like to find my brothor
1 have not_seen since I wasa girl. Few months
a T o e M anten aficiatshat bt waa R R
in r92a.  Hle s becs ia fae western and soothetutntes
years. Went West later. Address—MRs. HARRIET
BANKs, 53 Mosher Street, New Bediord, Mass.

LOVGHLIN, PETER. Left his home in Buffalo, -
w York about thirty-one years ago. Was sup-
posed oo gone to Any Taformation sangehe
g him wil be wpprecisted "By e sster—Mas SESES
HoomesLiv, Libby, Montana, Box 18

BELL. HARRY. Son W. and Persis A. Bell,
formerly of 5503 ot T Avenue, Los &

., and at one time in the cigar business at 122 N.

Los Angeles. Can learn something of interest {0 S
i o I by cotatn oy s unieat AU
rty named below. The person sought was rai s:ﬁiaum
Bity) New Mexico, /Address—H, L. O'NEiL, :
113 W. 9 Strest, Los Angeles, Calif.

TALLMAN GEORGE (Shorty). Last heard of in Gib-
20, Nebraskea, November, rpz4, ‘Auy information
appreciated by his buddy. Address—Jamus

o T Trieh Dok, Thdibue, Mo

X-MARINES. Anyose who served with the Seventh

Company fitfall regiment during 1910 and up until

September, 1922, are to write to their old buddy.

V.H. R.in care

MIUNROE. Any person who was acquainted with the
fammily of Christina Munto during tho years of 1478

70 in Glasgow or ‘thereabouts, pleasc communicat
Lestie, Box 226, G. P. 0., Melbourne, Australia.

OSTON, CHARLES C. Lived at 1918 South 60
B Mo ead T See aions’wnd

e 5
a letter. Add:uw—l’ ‘E. BOSTON,
612 Wes: Flfx.h Smseh _Wilmington, Del.

(CHARLES, W. Write to me at once.
alone.
Hurry.—Lors.

ok i e ot Teiker omms Adsemiiss ot




CKE] LDR!NZO
TUGKER. 10RENGO, Les hard

oty petasii P
as Limust ave your signature on & Quitclaim deed
‘bought of yo\l in 1015,
R
THE following by Inva lmn \nauired for in m
Aqthe April 58, (May =0, 1925, Issues
entu ' ‘e )he name and address
il be ene fia Mlisenth of dpetl - P%" ke T aa i e e
MCMARON, Andy; McMorow, Paddy snd Denia
Grcary Kagl; Knulmngn Do
way,  Charles P, hm,i,au"vf v bB 1d3m H' f
Porty-seven years old ﬁ‘.&’:&“‘né’@"ﬁ;’“w.m
e R Ty MISCELLANEOUS- Dastiog Juck: please let me know.
engineer by trade. lease let %
o to St. Louis. Xnyon& Iknowing his where-  where you are; would lnke to K‘::r{::m those who mew me

er—MRs. A. BRULEY,  while serving in C pply De\‘.uc)unmt Q. M.
lif. Camp Merrit, New axu'y<

i

THE TRAIL AHEAD
JUNE 20TH ISSUE  °

Besides the complete novel and the two complete
_novelettes mentioned on the second contents page of this issue,
the next Adventure will bring you the following stories:
SKIPPERS OFF GEORGES Warren Elliot Carleton
Captain Dan wanted to be high-liner.
PARDS A Five-Part Story Part III Hugh Pendexter
‘The Pilgrim met the torturer in the Colorado mountains.
FLOOD David Thibault
‘When the leveé broke.
KING 'l'l-lE HUSKY John Beames
Man'and dog were twe of a kind.
OF MCCLURE - Rolf Bennett
‘They were magic to the natives.
THE KING’S MEAL F. St. Mars
The eagle’s swoop means death. L

*MEDICINAL METHODS John Murray Reynolds
Chewing cut-plug is a-man’s job. ¥

Still Farther Ahead

, three issues following the next will contain long stories by Leonard H. Nason, Geoxge E. Holt,
Allan Dunn, Everett Saunders, Frederick Moore, Walter J. Coburn, John Murray Reynolds, i
. Arthur Gilchrist Brodeur and Charles Victor Fischer; and short. stories by Captain Mmﬁﬁ:’l‘
18 Phl]hpa, Ralth Perry, Chester T. Crowell, Alanson Skinner, Fairfax Downey, Bill Adams, Royee g
uis, F. St. Mars, Alex. McLuen Alan Le May and others; stories of dragoons in
estorn Range, traders in the South Seas, desert nden in Morocco revolutionists in
America, lumberjacks in the ‘North Woods, hardcase skippers on the high seas, I troopers in
ph with the Adanuc Fleet, Indian detectives on the reservation, adventurers the world ammm
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Private Secretaries of FAMOUS MEN

. G?or the required perfection

in my finished work, the smooth speed
and clear impressions of my Easy
Writing Royal Typewriter are indis-
pensable.

«“Compare the Work” ff Z L a

Trade

u ... Secretary to C. A, Whelan, President of
the United Cigar Stores Company of America—

. the largest retailer of cigars and cigarettes

in the world, operating over 1200 stores and
TYPEWRITERS 1800 agencies.

Royal Typewriter Company, Inc., 316 Broadway, New York
Branches and Agencies the World Over
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Durham.-Duplex Razor Co., BaldwinAv.,~ # JerseyCity,N.J.
for which send me a Durham-Duplex Demon:

strator Razor with one detachable, double-edged blade. I prefer

the “Safety” Type [] The Long-handled “Safe” Type[] A¥s

Signed...
Address.
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