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ADVENTURE

“Who was the Man

the Jron Mask?

HIS mysterious prisoner on the ramparts of an
island prison has always excited the most in-
What was the life which he
exchanged for one silent as the grave ? What had j
What was his past?
The dissolute life of a courtier? Or the devious
ways of an intriguing diplomat?
one in the hallowed circle of royalty loved not
wisely but too well?> Why during all these years
has he remained the greatest of all mysteries?

tense interest.

he done? Who was he?

NONE DARED TELL SECRET

Some belieye that he was a twin or even
elder brother of Louis XIV, a true heir to
the crown hidden from the time of his birth.
Others think that he was the eldest illegiti-
mate son of Charles II; or that he,and not
Louis XIII, was the actual father of Louis
XIV. Some have thought that he was the
son of Buckingham and the Queen of France;
others, that he was the son of Louis XIV and
De la Valligre. To have revealed it would
have cost anyone his life. I'he regent admit-
ted when drunk that the prisoner was a son
of Anne of Austria and Mazarin. Louis XV
refused to tell Madame de Pompadour.
Madame Campan stated that Louis X VI did
not know the secret. De Chamillart on his
deathbed declined to reveal the secret.

MASKED—HIS FACE HIS SECRET

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

Had some fair

He was well treated; supplied with fine

clothing, books, and served from silver dishes.
The governor stood before him uncovered,
and addressed him as Mon prince. When
the prisoner wrote messages on his white
linen he was supplied only with black.

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

SECRET EVEN AFTER DEATH

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

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

WHY WAS HIS LIFE PRESERVED?

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

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

LONG BURIED RECORDS FOUND

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

CELEBRATED CRIMES

A collection NEVER BEFORE COMPLETELY TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH of stories of the most sensational crimes;

crimes prompted by illicit love, envy, ambition, religion—stories of poison plots, abductions, treachery, intrigue, and
conspiracies, gleaned from hidden archives. We pass through secret passages, see lurking figures and the gleam of the
assassin’s blade ; we hear the muffled moan, the splash, hurried footsteps. It is the /i7s/ and absolutely the on2/y com-
plete and unabridged translation of this series. Printed from the same plates as the edition de luxe, sold at $100.00 a
set, the edition offered is illustrated by Jacques Wagrez of Paris and beautifully bound with emblematic design in gold.

NONE OF THE EDITIONS OF DUMAS CONTAIN THESE STORIES; AND NO SET OF DUMAS IS COMPLETE WITHOUT THEM

Intrigues of a Licentious Court

In one volume Dumas tells us of the vices
and crimes of that extraordinary family, the
Borgias, that furnished one pope and some
of the blackest pages in history. We see the
murderous, poisonous crew with their greedy
craving for debauchery, titles, and gold. We
watch the career of the beautiful but depraved
Lucrezia. We see the intrigues of the medi-
2val papal court—the murders, abductions,
poisonings—drawn from the chronicles ot eye-
witnesses which frankly call a spade a spade.

Nothing in the World Like Them

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

history of the Old World.

Examine these Books Free

Think of a fascinating series, of which only
a few have had any
knowledge, by Alexandre

umas, who gave you
your first 7eal taste for
European history while
following the adventures

of D’Artagnan in Ze
Three Musketeers.

To appreciate their
value you must see the
books themselves and
read them. We will send

you the books for free
examination. You may
return them in five days
and the examination will
cost you nothing. If you
wish to keep them you
may pay for them by the
easy monthly payments.

order.

NAME

ADDRESS

THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS
Estab. 1878, 18 Medals and Diplomas
RITTENHOUSE SQUARE, PHILADELPHIA, PA.
You may send me for inspection, charges paid,
the8-volume set of CKLKWBRATED CRIMES,
bound in dark blue cloth. I will return the set
in 5 days or send you $1 as a first payment and
$2 a month for 9 months. Canada (duty paid)
add one $2 payment. L

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

=

Foreign $21 cash with

ADV. 11-1-28

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

REEZE over roads or trails on
anew “45 Twin” — feel the
smooth, quiet power of this latest

Hatley-Davidson!

Here is motorcycling at its best—
lightning pick-up, wonderful bal-
ance, and speed enough to pass
any mile-a-minute car!

And the “45” is so easy to ride—
due to its low, graceful design,
perfect balance, and handy con-
trols. Your dealer will teach you
to ride — free—in a few minutes.
And then what sport you’ll have!
Running cost is practically nothing
— and the “45” shown above is
priced at only $290, f. 0. b. factory.

Ask your dealer about his
Pay-As-You-Ride Plan. Mail
the coupon for literature.

Haritey-Davipson Motor Co.
Milwaukee, Wis.

HARLEY-[AVIDSON

Dept. A. F.

HARLEY-DAVIDSON MOTOR CO.
Department A. F., Milwaukee, Wis.

Interested in the new “45 Twin™.
Name.

Send literature.

D iscorvesed/

a new authoe. . .

YOU

Evrm’ day new writers are being discovered—first novels
—first short stories by writers who are winning their way
to fame and fortune, are being published. Are you neglecting
your talent for writing ? Should you be telling your stories to
the world—earning money—earning happiness with your pen?
Then the Palmer Institute is for you.

Here is a sympathetic, understanding guidance through the
maze of pitfalls that await the struggling writer. More than
125 stories and articles by Palmer students have been bought
by editors in the past few weeks.

Palmer courses are endorsed by many famous writers, among
them Rupert Hughes, Gertrude Atherton, Jim Tully. Clip
the coupon.

LJ L

L] L] [ ] L] L] L] L] L] ° L] L]
PALMER INSTITUTE OF AUTHORSHIP
Dept.127-L,Palmer Bldg., Hollywood, Calif.

I am interested in
O Short Story Writing. O Photoplay Writing

[0 English and Self-Expression.
NAME

ADDRESS
Al corsespondence strictly confidential,

No salesman will call,

CLIP THE COUPON

IVEN 75

3 A Brand New
High Grade Fine Tone "
VIOLIN, TENOR BANJO, HAWAIIAN GUITAR
BANJO, CORNET, UKULELE, BANJO UKULELE,
GUITAR OR MANDOLIN
We will give you without extra Ch‘“Fe when you enroll, any instru-
ment you select and teach you to play it by our NEW copyrighted
easy to learn home-study course. Over 500,000 men, women, boys
and girls have learned to play by our simplified method. Cost s only
a few cents a day for lessons. No other charge. You pay while you
learn. Instrument and first lessons senton FRERE trial. Write to
CHICAGO C NDENCE MUSIC, INC.
1632 No. Halsted St., Dept. 724 Chicago, lll.

In Railway Traffic Inspection

and they get as high as $250 per month salary
We'll train you—and upon completion of your training—
assist you to a position paying at least $120 per month
salary plus expenses, or refund your tuition.

It only takes about 3 months of spare time home study
and you're ready to step into a profitable position with
rapid salary advances to $175 and up. It's healthful
4 outdoor work with regular hours—away from dingy
shops and monotonous desks.

Write today for free booklet--
and contract showing
after graduation or refund your tuition.
STANDARD BUSINESS TRAINING INSTITUTE, Div. 14, Buffalo, New York

EARN UPT0?250.55:»SALARY

mont

DEAFNESS IS MISERY

Multitudes of persons with defective hearing and Head
2 Noises enjoy conversation,go to Thea-
treand Church because they useLeonard g

how we assist you to a position

outof sight. No wires, batteriesor £
head piece. They are Unseen Com- (W2
forts and inexpensive. Write for ¥
booklet and swornstatement of the
inventor who was himself deaf.

A. 0. LEONARD, Inc., Suite 598, 70 5th Ave., New York

ADVENTURE
Nov. 1st, 1928

matter Oct. 1, 1910, at the post-office at New

Published twice a month by The Butterick Publishing Company, Butterick Building, New York,
N. Yearly subscription $4.00 in advance; single copy 235 cents.

Additional entry at Chicago, Illinois.

Volume 68
Number 4

Entered as second-class
York, N. Y., under the act of March 3, 1879.



ADVENTURE

Training
PrREPARING
youtofilla g
fine Drafting
job at a sub-
stantial raise
inpay . ...

Guarantee

of Position and Increased Pay

o

1 If you are earning LESS than $40 a week
now, we guarantee to find you a satisfactory
position within 60 days after you finish our home-
study trnjning in any one of the thirteen complete
courses listed on the back of this Guarantee; and,

We guarantee that said position will pay you a sal-
ary of at least 50« more than you are earning today.
Or, failing to do so, we guarantee to refund to you
immediately the entire amount that you paid for
this training.

If you are earning $40 or MORE aweek now,

we guarantee to refund to you the entire amount
that you paid for your course, if, when submitting
your ﬁnnPexaminntion, you notify us that, in your
Judgment. we have not given you the training and
‘employment service that will help you secure pro-
motion and increased salary.
THIS GUARANTEE may be withdrawn without
notice unless your enrollment application for our
home-study training is sent to the AMERICAN
SCHOOL promptly.
Given under the seal of the School by order of the
Board of Trustees of the AMERICAN SCHOOL,
this 16th day of January, A. D. 1928,

WW President
Ll !

o

A Drafting Job Guaranteed

Paying 50 % more than you earn today
—or not a penny of cost!

Now, at a cost you can afford, on terms of only
$6 per month, you can actually BUY a fine
Drafting position and a substantial increase in
pay. A two-million-dollar institution guar-
antees both—the training, then the employ-
ment. Under money-back penalty.

This agreement brings you your SECOND
CHANCE. Torepair a neglected education, to
specialize, to change toaline where you can get
ahead morerapidly. Readit,andinvestigateit!

THE AMERICAN SCHOOL

Chartered 30 years as an
EDUCATIONAL institu-
tion like the best resident
schoolsandcolleges.Weoffer
complete, thorough, up-
to-dateinstruction, built
by 200 leading Educators,
Engineers and Executives, A
unique instruction, built to
meet the specifications of
well-paid jobs as laid down
by employers themselves,
yet simplified for ready un-
derstanding by men with
only common schooling.

The American School
Drexel Avenue and 58th Street
Dept. D-84, Chicago

Director
Extension
Work

Employment
FinpinG you
® thebetterpaid

position and
& PLACING you
init,or money
refunded . . .

Come into Drajting!

Men who can read blue-prints and draw plans are “sit-
ting-pretty” these days. No wonder, when you consider
that every machine, every building, all industrial activ-
ities start on the Drafting table! Intensive production,
record-breaking construction operations, have created
a tremendous demand for expert Draftsmen capable of
designing and calculating original plans.

$50 to $125 a week paid to
Expert Draftsmen

Get this point—that Drafting isn’t just one line of
work—it reaches out into the Electrical, Manufac-
turing, Building Construction, Automotive and
Structural industries. Thatis why you’ll find well-
paid Drafting positions advertised in all indus- P
trial centers of the U.S. 70,000 vacancies reported
in the past 12 months. And thatis why I advise
men to go into Drafting, particularly if handi-
capped by lack of high-school or college
education.

Coupon Brings Job
Offer!

You will never have a more serious personal
problem than deciding your future life-work.
So we merely urge youto LOOK INTO DRAFT-
ING. See how you like it, see how easily it can
be learned at home in spare time by our prac-
tice method—get the facts about the jobs open
for Draftsmen in many industries, the oppor-
tunities for advancement. Just mail the coupon
and see how we have helped other men justlike
you to successful careers in Drafting—how we
undertake to train you and place you and raise
your pay—or no cost.

/ %{\r 2
g )ﬁ z'
-\

O. C. MILLER, Director Extension Work,
THE AMERICAN SCHOOL, A
Dept. D-84, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago, Ill.

Please send without cost or obligation:
1. Facts about the opportunities in Drafting.
2. Your Guarantee to train and place me under money-back penalty.

Name

Address.

Age Occupation

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

You are always sure of the
right time when you carry
Pocket Ben, the famous
Westclox watch. It’s the
kind of timepiece any man
can- be proud of . . . long
life, good looks, reliability—
real value at $1.50.

Built by the makers of Big Ben and other Westclox.
Sold everywhere

WESTERN CLOCK COMPANY
La Salle, Illinois

New Westclox
Auto Clock

. Attractive, convenient,
i reliable. Fits any car.
5 Quickly attached on dash

$250 or above wind-shield

(A SV/A S/ /8 Sv/8 Sv/e A

LEARN i~ LOS ANGELES

TRAINED MEN NEEDED. Earn $40 and up a
week. If you are earning less this is your chance
,to gain, Auto industry will pay you more and
‘offer greater opportunity. You qualify for Big-
Pay Job through National’s Famous Job-Experi-
ence Training. Over 17,000 Successful Graduates.
California is Land of Opportunity. Millions being
spent on autos here. Learn Mechanics, Ignition,
Repairs, Construction, Garage Management,
Etc. Qualify for technical or executive posi-
tion or go into business for yourself. ENTER
NOW. No Age Limit. Low Tuition.
23rd Year. Unexcelled Training. |[Ne¥ree n.R.¥are
Thirty-two instructors...Free .JAnHenest Schoel
employment service while learn-
ing and after graduation. Write
for Illustrated Catalog...FR

.. Tells everything..

Dept. 202], 4006 Figueroa St., Los Angeles, Calif.
Send me the big, FREE National Auto Book that
explains how I can Succeed in the Automobile Industry

r:
Everywhere

Thousands are grateful
for Unguentine Pile Cones

ELIEVE the torture! Stop
itching, bleeding! Begin
with Unguentine Pile Cones
today. Same soothing, healing
powers as Unguentine. At your
druggist’s, 75c. Trial FREE.
Writenow! The Norwich Phar-
macal Co., Norwich, N. Y.

Foreign Work!

Like to Travel—Does Romantic, Wealthy
South America call you? Unusual oppor=
tunities for young men. American eme
ployers. Fare and expenses furnished.

BIG PAY. Write for Free List,

> SOUTH AMERICAN SERVICE BUREAU
14600 Alma Avenue Detroit, Michigan

$12.35 = g

¥" FRENCH ARMY RIFLE, MODEL 1907-15

with rapier bayonet and loading clip. Three shot; cocks on
opening bolt; walnut stock. Weight 9 lbs., barrel 31/ inches,
calibre 8 m-m, adjustable elevator sight. Complete for $12.35.
Cartridges $1. 40 for 20. Leather sling, used for 50c. Shipping
weight in case 20 lbs. 372-page illustrated catalog of guns and
military equipment for 50c. Special circular for 2c¢ stamp.

Established 1865.
FRANCIS BANNERMAN SONS 501 B’way, N. Y. City

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

 Latest Style Overcoat

Finest Quality—Finest Tailoring
Greatest Value for Men
We Have Ever Offered!

Here’s a garment that is everything a man could ask for.
Here’sthe newest popular double breasted style—tailored
of guaranteed all wool material. Very stylish and service-
able. Pattern is a neat dressy overplaid and the inside
has a very attractive plaid effect. Special feature is the
lustrous rayon yoke and sleeve lining guaranteed to last
the life of the coat. Highest quality tailoring through-
out. All seams piped with sateen. Cut full and roomy.

Overcoat is full 45 inches long. Choice of rich colors of Fancy Grey,
Medium Tan and Olive Brown. Sizes: 34 to 46.

Order by No. A-8F. Terms $1.00 with coupon.
Then, if satisfied, only $4.45 a month.
Total Price, only $27.50.

6 Months»Pay

See how convenient and practical our easy
payment plan is. You can just as well have
this splendid value as not because you’ll never
miss the easy payments—only $4.45
a month.
Send only $1.00 deposit now—No C. O. D.
i to pay. Norisk (see coupon). Get this hand-
] some coat on approval, then if perfectly sat-
isfied take 6 monthsto pay the bargain price.

Send Only $1.00 Now!

[ ] .
Send for g \ ElImer Richards Co.
Free Style H Dept. 1018  West 35th St., Chicago, IlI.
s B Tenclose $1. Send me the All Wool Overcoat No. A-SF. If not satis-
catalog RlSk! B fied, I can retumnit and get my $1 back. Otherwise, I will pay ;4.1435
= a month until I have paid $27.50 in all.
No B (Check Color Wanted)
C.0.D. ¥ FancyGrey...O
= Medium Tan . , (] Name
to' § Olive Brown ]
] ]
Pay! 1 e — e .
B Height..ooonnnnnnnene. .
: Weight .................... =
§ Geguetfiint po State i
‘-l----------------------------IH------'

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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because you like it
and because .. .. ...

eemans
PEPSIN GUM

aids a’ig&s‘tion

The fresh flavor and smooth quality
in Beeman’s Pepsin Gum alone would
make it a favorite — and for over 30
years it has been the choice of dis-
criminating people because it also aids
digestion. Don’t forget your stick of
Beeman’s Pepsin Gum after meals!

\iredravivaxivavivaxiravizaxivavivaxtraviravivavizaxiravivaviravivavien

Where “Good Fellows Get Together”
C\lhe “In Cleveland it’s the Hollenden” is more than a

slogan. It is a terse description of the attitude
BLACKSTONE

of thousands of discriminating travellers; 1050
South Michigan Avenue

and the Lake Front

CHICAGO

comfortable rooms all with homelike surround-
ings, courteous service and good food is the reason.
Make the Hotel Hollenden your headquarters

when in Cleveland. Rates, $3.00 and upwards.

In Cleveland-itsThe
HOLLENDEN

Theo. DeWttt, Mor.
Superior Avenue at East Sixth Street

Rates as low as five dollars single and six
dollars double, with bath. TUnexcelled food
and world-renowned service which has been
accepted as the standard of hotel perfection.

The Drake Hotel Company, owners, also operate The Drake,
Lake Shore Drive and Michigan Avenue, Chicago.

IS,

Legally trained men win high positions and big | during spare time. Degree of LL. B. conferred.

success in business and public life. Be independ- LaSallestudents found among practicingattorneys

ent. Greater opportunities now than ever before. of every state. We furnishall text material, includ-

Big corporations are headed by men with legal | ing fourteen-volume Law Library. Low cost, easy

training. terms. Get our valuable 64-page ‘‘Law Guide’

We guide youstep bystep. Youcan trainathome | and ‘‘Evidence” books free. Send for them NOW.
The World’s Largest

LaSalle Extension University pusmecs Tesining fasceation Dept.11367.LChicago, 111,

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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BIGGER PAY iz
ELECTRICITY

Real Movies Teach
You at Home.

ASIEST and surest of all ways to learn

electricityis this amazing new method
of teaching with movies! Actual motion
pictures, in your own home, with projec-
tor and films we furnish, prepare you in
spare time for big pay rewards.

You know how easy it is to look at
movies! Motion pictures of electrical ma-
chinery in operation, and animated dia-
grams, which you can see over and over
at will, make the tacts about electricity
and the way it operates clearer, even, than
can be done in the laboratory. Charles E.
Fitz, M.E. E.E. says—""Your course seems
to me by far the best and easiest method
of getting thorough preparation for prac-
tical electrical work.”

Drafting Instruction and Equipment
included with course provides thoro practical
preparation for electrical work of all kinds.
BIG PAY Jobs for you in Aviation Electrici-
ty, Radio, Switchboard Work,Sub-station and
Power Plant operation, Automotive Electrici-
ty, Wiring, Contracting, Merchandising, ete.

You are personally guided and helped by

ractical engineers and educators, including:
3ruce Rogers, M. S., Western Electric Co.,
J. A. Shimek, M. E., DeVry Corporation; A.
P.Hollis. formerly Director Visual Education,
Univ. North Dakota; W. N. Littlewood, fors
merly instructor Univ. Wisconsin, and others.

We Pledge to Help You Earn More

Every student gets this promise in writing:
**When you complete the course in Electricity
you must be convinced that you have received
the training and employment service neces-
sary to obtain a better position than you now
have, or we will refund your tuition.”’

THREE LESSONS, and our
New Book,**The Film Way to
Bigger Pay in Electricity."”
Shows how we use movies to prepare you for
bigger pay. No obligation; send coupon now.

DeVry Projector
Furnished
Atnoextra cost, every
student is provided
withaDeVrystandard
school model motion
picture projector, val-
ued at $75.00, together
with thousands of feet
of film, for use during
the course. Simple,
and easy to operate at
home, with ordinary
light connection, farm
lighting equipment, or
automobile battery.

Drafting Set Given
Complete professional
outfit, including draw-
ingboardandsetof fine
instruments in plush-
lined case givento every
student. All the equip-
ment necessary for
this complete course in
electricity with draft-
ing, at no added cost

(he NATIONAL SCHOOL of 9
VISUALGEDUCATION

“The Film Way to Bigger Pay " R
I
. . - O, ° o -
Mail This Coupon Now ¢ S
Decide now to enter big pay 'C&‘& oo g
ranks. Get the things in X > 4
life you want. Don’t
let delay rob you.
Send the cou-

pon at once.
A
0\,
P Lk
’ ) s
) 'g\@o‘b

'/

“I wish'we had
more men like hint’

“I've given him two promotions in
the last year and he’s made good
each time. .
“T always feel safe in moving him
up because I know that he’s prepar-
ing himself to handle bigger work.
“The International Correspondence
Schools keep me advised of the prog-
ress he is making and I've encouraged
him to keep on. His spare-time
studying certainly has made him a
valuable man to this firm.”

Why don’t you study and get ready for promotion
too? We'll be glad to help you if you will only
make the start. And the way to do that is easy.

Choose the work you like best in the coupon be-
low; then mark and mail it to the International
Correspondence Schools today. This doesn’t obligate
you in the least, but it will bring you information
that will help to start you on a successful career.
This is your opportunity. Don’t let it slip by.

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
“The Universal University”
Box 2009-F, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your book-
let, ““Who Wins and Why,” and full particulars about the subject
before which 1 have marked X in the list below:

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES
[OBusiness Management [ Salesmanship
O Industrial Management [J Advertising
[ Personnel Management OBusiness Correspondence
[ Traffic Management [ Show Card and Sign Lettering
OJAccounting and C. P. A. [ Stenography and Typing
Coaching OEnglish I Civil Service

[JCost Accounting O Railway Mail Clerk

[ Bookkeeping O Common School Subjects

[0 Secretarial Work [ High School Subjects

O Spanish [ French DIllustrating [ Cartooning
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[ Electrical Engineering [ Architect .

[ Electric Lighting [ Architects” Blueprints

[OMechanical Engineer O Contractor and Builder

[ Mechanical Draftsman [0 Architectural Draftsman

[J Machine Shop Practice [ Concrete Builder

[ Railroad Positions [ Structural Engineer

[ Gas Engine Operating [ Chemistry _{J Pharmacy

[ civil Engineer [0 Mining [ Automobile Work

[J Surveying and Mapping [ Airplane Engines .

Plumbing and Heating O Agriculture  [J Navigation

] Steam Engineering (0 Mathematics [ Radio

Name.

Street Address

CHbY.coeeiiiiiiiiireeeiieeeetnnnenniasiesinnesssannnaens State......cccecceiiniiiieninnnnnceenicannane .

Occupation
Persons residing in Canada should send this coupon to the Interng-
tional Correspondence Schools Cenadian, Limited, Montreal, Canade

Kindly mention Adventure in writing to advertisers or visiting your dealer.
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The royal road to breakfast

Here is the jovial way to a brisk morn-
ing appetite:

Snug and warm as the bed may be,
bravely fling off the covers. Now plunge
into coolish water, to scatter night'’s
cobwebs away. With the first splash
you're awake. With the second splash,
you salute the day with a smile.

Now is the time to plop a cake of
Ivory Soap into your bathtub sea. Fill
sponge or cloth with creamy, cleans-
ingfoam and massage the crinkles away

—or rub the friendly cake soothingly
on your skin. Either method succeeds
when you use Ivory. Then, as you slip
back into the water, Ivory rinses away
without the waste of a precious morn-
ing minute. Of course, Ivory never
dampens a whistle ot halts a song, by
sending its user groping along the
bathtub bottom—Ivory floats!

When you're out of your Ivory tub,
the breakfast aroma that steals up-
wards is the finest perfume in the world!
| PROCTER & GAMBLE

kind to everything it touches - 994/, % Pure - “It floats”

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

© 1928, P. &G. Co.
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TALBOT MUNDY returns to our pages

with a sprightly tale of an
American taxi driver in the
sacred precincts of India

USTICE, destiny and love, these
three are blind, says one of the lesser
known commentators on the Laws
of Manu. But he may have written

petulantly, like a buzz fly fastened to the
Wheel of Things.

At all events, none but a royal rogue
and a few hundred thousand simpletons
so much as dreamed that destiny had any
far seen purpose when it picked up Benja-
min Quorn in Philadelphia and plunged
him, unprepared, as far as any one could
tell, into the polychromatic whirlpool of
Narada, thousands of miles away from
the United States.

A want ad column in a Sunday paper
touched off a spring in Quorn’s imagina-
tion with a suddenness, and changed his
career with a swiftness which might sug-
gest that some unseen mechanism was at
work. What more simple and ready tool
could there be for destiny than a Sunday

want ad column? And there was Quorn’s
face.

Quorn’s face puzzled Quorn himself as
much as any one. It was an ordinary sort
of face at first glance, but people who
looked twice usually looked a third and a
fourth time; after that, they usually
looked away and utterly forgot him.
Some people thought him a crook, so
much imponderable purpose peered forth
from his eyes; others thought he might be
a poet, or a musician, or a satyr, or an
anarchist. Whereas Quorn was a man of
conservative tendency, who did not alto-
gether approve of music, and who had not
the patience to read poetry.

He led an unsatisfactory, rather sordid
life, full of disappointment and hardship,
but had managed to retain, if not hope,
at least a sort of stubborn optimism, al-
though he knew that his eyes—they had
the amber unbelief in ethics of a he-goat’s
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—and something else elusive, vague and
undefinable about his not unhandsome
face, had kept him from making his way
in the world. After trying numbers of
sorts of employment he settled down at
last to driving a taxicab.

Thus far Quorn is comprehensible.
And so is destiny—almost. But why did
Quorn like elephants? And why did ele-
phants like Quorn? He could not stay
away from them when a circus came to
town. They fascinated him. It seemed
he fascinated them. When questioned
about it he would usually scratch his
head, just over the pineal gland; which

gesture apparently had nothing to do with -

elephants or destiny, or anything else ex-
cept thoughtless habit.

Elephants, of course, suggest a link
with India, although elephants, so far as
any one can prove, had nothing whatever
to do with Quorn’s decision to go to
Narada. There was nothing said about
them in the want ad column, and like
most other people, he did not even know
where Narada was until he got there.
India and mystery to him were synony-
mous terims, as they are to Indians them-
selves and to everybody eise. Narada is
the most mysterious part of India, the
very heart of it.

I IISTORIANS, philosophers, mys-

tics, missionaries, poets and poli-

ticians have invented countless
explanations of the heart of India, and
the bursting libraries are full of books
about it, but they all avoid Narada. It
remains unknown. Narada regards India
as India regards the rest of us, and as the
rest of us regard the Chinese laundryman,
concerning whom the more we think we
know the less chance we have of under-
standing.

The tiny state contains one city large
enough to amuse a magnificent rajah who
rates a salute of one gun and a roll of
eighteen drums. Nobody knows why, and
nobody cares, but when, once in three
years, he pays his official visit to the
British viceroy, he rides all the way to
Delhi—a journey of three weeks—on the
back of an elephant, whose howdah is
heavy with gold and silver. He returns
to Narada on a different elephant, to be
disinfected very expensively by Hindu
priests, he being nevertheless not a Hindu
by religion but an Animist so far as any-
body can discover. But then, what
would life be worth without enigmas?
The priests can make him do incred-
ibly severe and expensive penances
whenever Le breaks a single one of their
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complicated caste laws—and that is often.

There is an army consisting of a hun-:
dred men, most of whom do sentry duty
in the palace precincts, not that robbers
are expected to break in otherwise, but
because there is nothing else for them to
do and it keeps the soldiers out of mis-
chief. They have a colonel and they look
fierce, because they dye their whiskers
and they eat rice with plenty of pepper.
They frown savagely at strangers who
come in curiosity to examine the royal
treasures, which are what a guide book
would describe as priceless. Mention of
the treasures has, however, been omitted
from all guide books because of an
ancient treaty between the government of
India and the state of Narada, under the
terms of which no investigation of
antiquities and no Christian missionaries
are permitted.

The latter clause of the treaty was long
evaded by a missionary sect whose per-
suasion is so peaceful that even Narada’s
sensitive nerves were hardly conscious of
the quiet intrusion. For more than fifty
years a mission flourished, more or less—
or, at all events, there was a mission. The
Reverend John Brown, adopting some-
thing of Narada’s method, which in-
cluded subtlety and breaking laws while
seeming to obey them, bought an ancient
palace from a dissolute heir to the throne
who had been banished.

He converted the palace, if nothing
else. Behind its greenish limestone
garden walls, he modernized the build-
ings. He imported plumbing, libraries
and school desks. He established an
elementary school of medicine that would
have caused a riot if he had not possessed
more than normal tact. He called it a
revival of ancient magic and offered to
supply the Hindu priests with free drugs
in any quantity; so that numbers of
babies began to be born with unafflicted
eyes, and gratitude grew out of that.

A junior priest of an obscure temple,
after being suitably protected by incan-
tation, was sent to hang a garland
around the Reverend John Brown’s neck.
It created a scandal, of course, but the
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Hindu hierarchy lived it down, even
though it turned out that the mission-
ary’s tenets included such dreadful blas-
phemy as strong denunciation of the
burning of the dead. The Reverend John
Brown converted all Narada finally to the
use of quinine, and malaria almost van-
ished. Then he died. He was cremated,
Hindu fashion, to lay his ghost before
any one could interfere, and his ashes
were returned to Philadelphia.

EATH has a way of stopping more
than one clock, and of inspiring
much diplomacy. In between

sighs of relief at having no more mission-
ary in their midst, it occurred to some one
that there would be trouble about that
cremation, and somebody else thought of
the treaty with the Indian government.
It was decided to set a backfire, so to
speak, and a minister was dispatched by
elephant, with sundry secretaries and a
band of music, to Delhi to demand that
the illegal mission should be withdrawn.

Meanwhile, half of the rajah’s army
guarded the place, keeping out every one
except the birds and bats and sacred
monkeys, while the mails went to and fro
across several oceans and the international
cable carried streams of urgent messages
that were taken down by a babu by the
name of Bamjee, who knew little and
cared less about the mission and the dead
John Brown, but who had an eye for op-
portunity. He mixed up everything, not
without some profit to himself, since he
bought a Ford car shortly afterward and
went into business as purchasing agent
for the rajah of Narada. So there was
confusion and then compromise.

The mission buildings were allowed to
stand as John Brown left them, but there
should be no more activity. Asa graceful
concession on the part of the government
of his Highness the Rajah of Narada, the
trustees of the mission were allowed to
send from the United States and to keep
on the spot at their own expense one
caretaker, who should have no duty and
no privileges other than to see that the
mission property was not disturbed; he
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might remain there until the mission
property was sold; and since there was no
prospect whatever of a purchaser, it was
understood that the caretaker’s job might
be permanent.

Accordingly a man of parts was
selected in Philadelphia by the trustees,
by advertisements. Benjamin Quorn was
the chosen applicant. He was given a
contract, sworn before the vestrymen and
a notary public, and dispatched post haste
to India, second class.

E CAME and lived in the great
gate house with a one eyed
servant by the name of Moses, an

Eurasian, and they two grew gray
arguing about Noah’s deluge, and the
curious statement in the Book of Genesis
that light was created before the sun, and
what not else. Quorn considered Moses
and all his neighbors, from the rajah to the
untouchables who swept the street, as
heathen; it was the only word he had for
them, but it was no worse than the word
they had for him, and there was no spite
wasted. He became such a well known
figure, neatly shaven, rather bent, wan-
dering without much apparent curiosity
through sun baked, crowded streets in a
ready made Palm Beach suit and a rather
soiled white helmet, that soon people took
no more notice of him than they did of
the sacred neem trees lining the streets, or
of the sacred monkeys catching fleas off
one another, or of the sacred bulls thrust-
ing their way through crowded alleys to
better the temple dole by stealing grain
from the bags in the grain seller’s open
fronted shops, or of the sacred peacocks
strutting and screaming from walls that
guarded sacred mystery.

So many things are sacred in Narada
that it is simplest to take the Apostle
Paul’s advice and hold that there is noth-
ing common or unclean, not even the
temple dirt.

And when men had ceased to notice
Quorn they grew almost friendly, as men
grow friendly with remembered land-
marks. They ceased to become darkly
silent when he drew near. Moses, having
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not much else to do, was at great pains to
teach him the language, so that after a
while he was able to talk with strangers in
the street. Then a sort of bewilderment
took hold of him, a wordless wonder. It
sank into his consciousness that what had
hindered him at home was here an asset.
It appeared that men understood that
strangeness in his eyes, which he himself
did not understand.

But the East guards understanding
cautiously and hides it with all sorts of
subterfuge. When he strolled in the great
roofed market place it meant nothing to
him that a thousand eyes glanced at the
wall at the end. It did not mean much,
even, when one day he and Moses had
gone marketing together and Moses, half
Oriental, half inclined in consequence to
keep all secrets hidden, but equally half
inclined to lay them bare, led him to that
end wall where the sunlight played on
broken carving. It was possibly a thou-
sand years old and there was not enough
left of it to tell a connected story, even to
an antiquarian; but there was an obvious
elephant, the lower half of a woman who
had jewels on her feet and ankles, and the
head and shoulders of a man in a turban.

Farther along the wall appeared the
same man riding on the elephant with the
lady up behind him in a funny little
howdah; but most of the rest of the
picture was beyond recognition.

“They say you look like that man,” re-
marked Moses.

Quorn stared, unaware that he was
being watched through the corners of
hundreds of eyes. The market had almost
ceased its chaffering.

“Some heathen god?” he asked at last.

He noticed the resemblance to himself,
but it meant nothing to him. It was mere
coincidence.

“No, not a god,” said Moses. “Some
old personage of veree olden time.”

Then the Western half of Moses—the
half that could not keep secrets—stole a
moment’s freedom from the other half
that could. -

“Once,” he said, “there was a man
named Gunga, whom the gods loved. He
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was brave and obedient, and yet not
absolutelee obedient; and because of his
braveree the gods selected him to rescue
a princess who was living her life in
durance vile. So he came for her on an
eleephant, who also was selected by the
gods. But becausecthis man Gunga was
willing, and yet onlee partlee obedient, he
did not finish what he had to do. He got
down from the eleephant to see about
something or other, so the eleephant sup-
posed he had become faint hearted, and
therefore slew him, because an eleephant
is not a person of much self-restraint.

“Consequentlee the princess was re-
captured by her proud and angree parent
and she lived all the rest of her life in the
durance vile out of which she had hoped
to escape. For all of which the gods were
sorree. So the gods said that some day
Gunga must reeturn to finish what he had
begun, and that carving was made on the
wall as a reeminder. That is the legend.

“Now these people say you look like
Gunga.”

“They’re heathen. They’re talking
bunk,” said Quorn, and turned away with
his hands in his pockets.

“Oh yes, certainlee,” said Moses, and
withdrew, tortoise fashion, into the
Oriental half of him that was ashamed of
the half that tells secrets.

UT THAT same day, as if a trigger
had snapped and unseen mechan-
ism moved again, Quorn met the

Rajah of Narada and made history—or
made it possible for history to happen,
which is really as much as Napoleon ever
did. Napoleon and Quorn made holes for
history to happen through—the difference
being that Napoleon knew what he was
doing, but that Quorn did not.

It was the rajah’s fault. Three of
the rajah’s wives, accepting astrological
advice and knowing that the rajah’s
moon was in a quarter where it would
upset his judgment, had chosen the pre-
ceding night to air their views at great
length on the subject of a contemplated
addition to their number, of whom they
had heard rumors. They considered he
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already had enough wives. And his royal
daughter, aged nineteen, with modernist
views of her own acquired from reading
modern books, who had refused to marry
anybody not of her own choosing, and who
had not yet chosen because she was always
kept behind the purdak and not allowed
to meet anybody, had added worse than
noise—perplexity.

For there were visiting Narada at the
moment emissaries from his serene High-
ness the Maharajah of Jamnuggar—an
eighteen gun man of enormous wealth
and influence, whose royal ancestral tree
was traceable for seven thousand years.
He condescended to suggest, through
these semiofficial intermediaries, that he
might be willing to lay his polygamous
heart in the dust at the feet of the princess
Sankyamuni.

That would manifestly be a fine alli-

ance. The infernal nuisance of it was that
these semiofficial representatives were
too inquisitive. Like almost all gay gentle-
men, the Maharajah of Jamnuggar was a
stickler for the very strictest social con-
ventions in so far as they concerned his
own womenfolk.
* If he should learn that the Princess
Sankyamuni held modern views and could
only be restrained with difficulty from
escaping from the palace precincts and
showing her beautiful face to strangers,
not only would negotiations be called off
but such malicious scandal would be
spread by the disappointed and dis-
gusted Jamnuggar as would cause the
Rajah of Narada’s face to blush the color
of his turban. He would almost prefer to
have the girl killed, although he was too
lazy to wish to murder any one, even his
own daughter, except on the deadliest
provocation.

It was easy enough to keep Jamnug-
gar’s representatives from speaking with,
or even from seeing the princess, since
custom provided that royal levers should
not meet each other even by proxy until
the wedding day. An expert well in-
structed as to the type of beauty that the
Maharajah of Jamnuggar most admired
had been employed to paint the lady’s
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portrait without seeing her. But nobody
could keep servants from talking, or the
princess either, and she had talked loud
enough last night, and long enough to
provide every single servant of the scores
within the palace with enough gossip to
last almost a lifetime. So the rajah rode
forth looking for a victim for his royal
anger.

He was a rather handsome man, that
rajah, and magnificently horsed. He
looked rather too lazy to be dangerous,
though capable of fighting like a panther
if stirred deeply enough or bored beyond
the point of patience, and it was notice-
able that his mounted attendants kept
well out of range of his riding whip. He
wore a blood red turban, possibly sug-
gestive of his inner feelings, and it was
fastened with a diamond brooch reputed
to be worth nearly as much as the Koh-i-
noor.

UORN had sent Moses home to
chase pariah dogs and sacred
monkeys out of the mission com-

pound. He was still puzzling over the
heathenish suggestion that the stone face
carved on the wall was like his own, and
as usual when puzzled he grew discon-
tented. When discontented he went to
see the elephants. There was some-
thing about the big brutes that reminded
him, nowadays, of foggy mornings in
Philadelphia.

They stood picketed at wide intervals
beneath enormous neem trees in a com-
pound surrounded by a high stone wall,
tossing up dust with their trunks in a heat
haze like a golden veil and swaying to
elephantine music utterly inaudible to
man—perhaps the music of the spheres.

He had struck up quite an acquaint-
ance with the biggest one, who was
chained by one leg to the picket farthest
from the compound gate, a monster
named Asoka, a possessor of immeasur-
able dignity.

The rajah, followed by several attend-
ants, rode into the compound when
Quorn had been standing studying Asoka
for some ten or fifteen minutes. Brute
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and man were perfectly contented to look
dumbly at each eother; neither betrayed a
trace of any emotion that he may have
felt. Asoka swayed and fidgeted. Quorn
stood still. A mahout watched them
both from a distance squatting beneath
another neem tree with his naked brats
around him, all dependent for their living
on the elephant and all equally ungrateful,
but nevertheless aware of obligations.

Quorn’s back being toward the com-
pound gate, he did not see the rajah, who
occupied himself during the next few
minutes with the congenial task of cursing
the ancestors, the immediate relatives and
the person of the compound foreman, to
whom he gave reluctant and ungracious
permission to remain living. Meanwhile,
something pulled the trigger of the mech-
anism that propels events.

OR THE first time in his entire ex-

perience of elephants, Quorn had

the curiosity to find out whether or
not Asoka would obey his orders. He
commanded the monster to lie down. To
his astonishment, like a big balloon de-
scending with the gas let out, the elephant
collapsed and thrust a forefoot out for
Quorn to sit on. Quorn did not under-
stand that gesture, but he sensed the invi-
tation and drew nearer. Then, smiling
at his own foolishness, wondering what
Philadelphia would think of it, he vaulted
on to the great brute’s neck and thrust his
knees under the ears, as he had seen
mahouts do. He felt younger and
ridiculous, but rather pleased. He
thought he could imagine worse things
than to have to ride elephants all day
long.

It was at that moment, just as Quorn
was mounting, that the mahout’s brats
saw the rajah riding forward down the
track between the trees. All five yelled
with one shrill voice to Asoka to salute the
heaven born. Quorn held on, crying—

“Hold her, now there, steady!”

But Asoka knew no English. Quorn
tried to think of ways to get down, but
his nerves were suddenly, and utterly for
the moment, paralyzed as Asoka raised a
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forefoot, threw his trunk in air, and
screamed the horrible salute that Hanni-
bal, viceroys, kings, some wise men and a
host of fools have been accepting as their
due since elephants were first made
captive. It sounded like paleolithic
anguish.

It was a new, young horse that the
rajah rode, one not yet broken to the
voice of elephants. He reared. The
rajah spurred him. Four and thirty ele-
phants at pickets scattered up and down
the compound trumpeted a gooseflesh
raising chorus; they had been taught to
do that when Asoka set example, each of
them raising a forefoot and stamping the
dusty earth, so that a golden cloud went
up through which the sun shone like a
great god, angry.

Terror, aggravated by whip and spurs
and by the cries of the mahouts, became
a thousand devils in the horse’s brain.
Strength, frenzy, speed and will were
given to him to escape from that inferno.
He shed the rajah as a cataclysm sheds
restraint. He went as life goes fleeing
from the fangs of death—a streak of sun
lit bay with silver stirrups hammering his
flanks, and a broken rein to add, if it were
possible to add to anything so absolute
and all inclusive as that passion to be
suddenly somewhere else.

Asoka trampeted again. The rajah lay
sprawling in dirt, too angry to be stunned,
and much too mortified to curse even his
attendants whom panic assured that their
master’s royal anger would be vented on
themselves. They were too conscious of
far too many undetected crimes against
him to feel able to defy injustice. They
must justify themselves. So some fool
struck Asoka as the source of the catas-
trophe, struck him across his friendly,
sensitive, outreaching trunk with a sting-
ing whalebone riding whip. #

Then genuine disaster broke loose
naturally—upward of five tons of it, with
Quorn on top. A green and golden
panorama veiled in smelly haze, with
sacred monkeys scampering like bad
thoughts back to where the bad thoughts
came from, wherever that is; and a crowd
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of frantic horses, shouting mahouts and
screaming children darting to and fro
like stokers of inferno, was opened, split
asunder and left gasping at Asoka’s great
gray rump, that had an absurd tail like a
weary, elongated question mark suggest-
ing that all speculation was useless as to
what would happen next.

The unbelievable had happened any-
how. Never before, in more than forty
years, had Asoka broken faith by snap-
ping that futile ankle ring. He had al-
ways played fair. He had pretended the
rusty iron was stronger than the lure of
mischief, thus permitting an ungrateful,
dissolute mahout to spend the price of a
new steel ring on arrack, which is worse
than white mule whisky, and more prolific
of misjudgment. :

ND NOW Quorn and Asoka were
one inseparable entity long as
Quorn could keep his knees under
those upraised ears. He had never be-
fore ridden on an elephant. The only
cataclysmic motion he had ever felt was
on a steamer on the way to India, and
there had been something then to cling
to, as well as fellow passengers to lend
him confidence. He was alone now—as
alone as an unwilling thunderbolt, aware
of force that was expelling him from
spheres that he vaguely knew into an
incomprehensible, unknown but immedi-
ate future where explosion lay in wait.
Asoka screamed contempt of conse-
quences, and the dust was vibrant with
nerve shattering alarm. Quorn’s helmet
was down over his eye; he did not dare to
lift a hand to push it back in place. He
was drenched in sweat. He felt the low
branches of trees brush past him and was
aware of dim danger colored green that
went by far too swiftly to be recognized.
The speed was beyond measurement,
being relative to Quorn’s imagination and
to nothing else except Asoka’s wrath; they
four were one—two organisms and two
states of consciousness, with one goal,
swiftly to be reached but unpredictable.
They passed through the compound
gate like gray disaster being born, with
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several sarcastic godlets on the gateposts
grinning it good riddance.

And because the road was straight
toward the market, headlong forward
went Asoka, caring nothing whither, so he
got there and then somewhere else.
Carts went crashing right and left. A
swath of boots and tents were laid low.
Fruit stalls, egg stalls, sticky colored
drink stalls, booths in which candy was
sold and fortune tellers’ booths, peep
shows, cooked vegetable curry stalls and
piles of baskets lined the long street; and
because an indignant elephant goes
through and not around things, those
went down like trash in the wake of a
cyclone, each concussion a fresh insult to
Asoka, who was red eyed and who un-
doubtedly loathed himself for having ever
obeyed a human being.

Quorn ceased at last to wonder what
would happen next, having exhausted all
the possibilities and having made exactly
one hundred per cent. of wrong guesses.
He began, instead, to wonder what to do
about it, which is a sign of rebirth of that
state of consciousness that makes men
superior to elephants. Not that he felt
superior—not yet! He felt like nothing
on the edge of cosmos.

“What's the big stiff thinking about?”
he wondered. “Where does he kid him-
self he’s going? What’s he figuring to
fix? Who-0-0-a, Irish! Who-o0-0-a, Blood!
Easy and let me down, you sucker—then
get the hell away from here and smash all

'),

you want to! Easy, feller, easy!

ANY cataclysms happened be-
fore Quorn realized that he was
speaking the wrong language.

By that time there was a black cotton
umbrella threaded on Asoka’s trunk like
a rat preventer on a ship’s cable. He was
catastrophically anxious to be rid of the
incomprehensible thing. So there began
to be sporadic variations of the motion
and Quorn had to hold on tighter than
ever. There began to be concentration
now, a deliberate determination to de-
stroy. And they reached the market.
Quorn’s helmet was struck by a roof

beam as they passed in through the
cluttered entrance between heaps of
baskets; it collapsed around his neck,
enabling other people to see him rather
better, and disarranging his hair so that
he looked even more than usually like the
figure on the end wall.

Rumor in the East is borne on bats’
wings; but Asoka had arrived more
swiftly than the rumor of his coming.
Doubtless he was a monstrous appari-
tion darkening the entrance. There is a
pause before a panic, as there is before a
typhoon. Even Asoka paused. Men had
a moment’s opportunity to stare at red
eyed anger and the rider who, suddenly
self-conscious, dreading to look ridicu-
lous before all that throng, straightened
himself and sat majestically, with a
sahib’s unapproachable aloofness, as if
he were there on purpose, obeyed by the
monster he rode. Then wrath burst loose
again, and Quorn’s ears caught no single
note in the confusion, his eyes dis-
cerned no individual. He heard only the
tumult, saw only the kaleidoscopic move-
ment. He was busy holding on.

There is no wrath like an elephant’s.
It isa prehistoric passion. It iselemental,
learned in the dawn of time when Nature
was brewing a world in a cauldron of
floods and earthquakes, burning trash
with white hot lava and obliterating
errors with sulphur and boiling deluges.
Whatever is made, must be unmade,
swiftly, utterly unmade. The taught,
trick loaded memory of one short life is in
abeyance. Herd memory survives, and
with it horror of all things new. There is
almost nothing that is not new to such
primeval consciousness—new, abomin-
able, loathsome, to be trodden flat.

Down went the market stalls—cloth,
eggs, brassware, chickens, crockery, im-
ported clocks, curry and spices, cooked
food, benches, baggage, basketry—
smashed into a smear of vanity that once
was. Humans in white eyed droves
flowed this and that way, witless, aimless,
shrilling, praying to a thousand gods—as
if the gods cared!

. There was dreadful din under the roof,
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like the braying and cracking of battle,
until the mjah’s soldiers came. They
were a gentle soldiery, fierce only of wax
and whisker, careful above all things not
to harm Asoka, who was expensive, or the
crowd that was a lot too cheap, but
friendly in its way. They made a vast
and most important noise. They brought
three bugles into action. They caused
the roof, between anvil chorus volleys, to
reverberate with hoarse voiced orders.
Being well drilled, they avoided danger,
setting good example, so that there was
plenty of room for Asoka, havoc fully
finished, to come avalanching forth and
down the steps again into the sunlight,
trumpeting for more destruction.

OME said afterwards that Quorn
shouted as he passed outward
through the gate, but others

doubted that, though all agreed that he
moved his right arm, as if his right hand
held an ankus, and that his gesture, posi-
tion, attitude were those—exactly—of
the figure who rode the elephant amid the
broken carving of the old end wall. It
was agreed by every one, including
numbers who did not see and who there-
fore knew much more about it, that all
he lacked, to make resemblance perfect,
was a turban. For his coat was gone; it
strangled him; he had thrown it away; he
sat in flapping, loose, bazar made shirt-
sleeves, and his hair, perhaps erect with
fright, was not so unlike a turban that
men, who believe in such nonsense as
destiny, should not glance at the end
wall and make suggestions to them-
selves.

It costs nothing to make suggestions.
There is no law against adding two and
two together. Men need a modicum of
kind, imaginative comfort when they see
their stalls and goods and money smashed
into a shapeless, many smelling chaos.

And now speed again in straight spurts.
Nineteen dogs, until that moment satis-
fied to lick sores and scratch verminous
pelts, suddenly and simultaneously let
themselves be swept into the current of
excitement; and having had a nice, long,
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lazy morning they were as, so to speak,
fresh as a pariah dog may be said to be.

They joined im with enthusiasm, an
offensive, vulgar, uninvited, unclean
pack of yellow curs, each in a little dust
cloud of his own, ears up, tail between
legs and anatomy tautened in spasmodic
curves of speed. Nineteen dogs were
enoigh to make a whole herd of elephants
hysterieal. Asoka left the city with his
trunk outstretched in front of him and
his tail outstretched behind—calamity in
gray, expelled by Providence, as some
folk said, though there were others who
do not believe in Providence, unless you
spell it with a small “p”.

It was the sort of day that would have
tamed a locomotive, so hot it was; so
merciless the sun. The very palms and
mangoes seemed to cast a shriveled
shadow. Sound itself fainted with weari-
ness. All masonry became a mirror in
which only heat was visible, and when
eyes refused to tolerate it, then a mirror
from which heat was felt. Sweat dried
still born. Oven haze enwrapped all
nature and the aching earth smothered
even the noise of five ton footsteps, so
that Asoka beczme a great gray ghost
bestridden by a wraith, dry throated,
talking to himself, with jumbled mem-
ories like dreams upshaken into slowly
developing consciousness.

“Crashing the gates o’ death, I'd call
it! He ain’t thinking. He ain’t looking.
He’s going, and he don’t give a damn
where, till he hits what stops him. Gee,
there ain’t no brakes on this here vehicle!
No license plate—no nothing—not even
a cop in sight! Who’d ever have thought
I'd crave to see a cop! Gee! Guess it
was all my doing, eclimbing on him.
Wish I was in Philadelphia!”

But it was no use wishing.

ND NOW Bamjee—babu with a
keen eye for the main chanece,
former telegraphist promoted to

purchasing agent on commission for his
Highness the rajah and, naturally as well

as consequently, eager to encourage
business . . . Should an elephant die or
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grow feeble, Bamjee bought a new one.
Did nature forces, behind purdak curtains,
inspire ladies of high rank to think of
jewelry, Bamjee notified the jewelers.

It was even rumored that he split com-
missions with the court astrologer, who
indicated to the ladies which were the
proper dates on which to buy such mer-
chandise; but you can trust some people
to talk unkindly about everything.
Agents for automobiles, gramophones,
radio outfits, cameras, clothing, furni-
ture—all had to interview Bamjee. And
the rajah paid, when he felt disposed,
which was usually after Bamjee had been
promised a little extra something for
accelerating payment. A very energetic,
generous and not intolerent babu, pos-
sessed of a college A. B. degree and an
enormous fund of cultured incredulity.
A little lean man with a big head, gold
rimmed spectacles, ingratiating manner
and a chocolate and cream hue of skin,
accentuated by a rose pink turban.

Bamjee sat in the garden of such a
villa as only rajah’s dream of, scratching a
square inch of the skin behind his ear, a
symptom of perplexity. He sat cross
legged at the feet of lovelinessincarnate
in the form of the Princess Sankyamuni,
on whose face there scintillated such
emotions as mischief, rebellion, indigna-
tion, merriment and daring, all mixed up
together—an enticing and exhilarating
mixture, likely enough to inspire the heart
and bewilder the brain of any one behold-
ing it, as for instance Bamjee did.

It was a lovely garden well supplied by
Bamjee with expensive luxuries all pur-
chased on commission. Haroun al
Raschid—Shah Jehan—none of the tra-
ditional lords of opulence and ease en-
joyed such comforts as that villa and its
garden held behind the time stained
limestone wall.

There were electric fans, unseen, in
every hiding place where they could
possibly be used to waft cool breezes on
reclining lovers. There were fountains,
summerhouses, pools in which the lotus
bloomed and birds bathed, irrigated trees
that shimmered like jade in sunlight,

flowers like matched jewels on the breast
of mother earth and, in fact, everything
that could possibly help to prove how all
earth loves a lover, even though the lover
love not the proprieties for any one’s
advice. :

One commentator on the laws of Manu
makes the possibly irrelevant remark that
love is not what lovers sometimes think it
is. Perhaps the commentator knew.
Bamjee did not; he loved money and in-
trigue and a certain sort of secret in-
fluence that steered adroitly between the
reefs of responsibility and the shoals of
too much work. A very human person,
Bamjee, scratching his head with a per-
plexed but persistent finger. He was not
thinking about elephants.

It might indeed be difficult to think of
anything with the Princess Sankyamuni
looking at you with eyes such as the East
adores with poetry. They were half
hidden beneath langorous dark lids that
did not even try to conceal excitement.
She had pearly skin with just a hint of
color, and the great dark pearls that she
wore as earrings beneath a turban of cloth
of gold were like drops of the juice of
royalty exuding from her.

Her dress was the color of dawn on a
mountain skyline. She wore her sar: with
the grace engraved by ancient sculptors on
the stone of certain temple walls, and
there were jewels on her feet and ankles.
She was a blossom blooming on the last
twig of an ancient royal vine, whose vital
force and genius had all flowed into her
in one last burst of life before the vine
should die, to fertilize a new democracy—
perhaps.

“Oh, daughter of the moon,” said
Bamjee, “this is wonderful, but it is also
terrible. Suppose these garden walls had
ears!”

“They have,” she answered, “but they
are dumb to any one except the gods; so
talk on, and take care to say only what
the gods will enjoy when they ask of the
walls what happened.”

“Heaven born sahiba, may this babu
talk of commonplaces? It is so easy to
talk about gods and so difficult to keep
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the mind on matters of fact in your
Highness’ royal presence. If the question
may be forgiven, does it not occur to your
superb imagination that this situation is
desperate, that this babu will be accused
of aiding and abetting your escape, that
I shall not only lose my perquisites and
emoluments, but also shall undoubtedly
be made to eat slow poison—ground glass,
probably.”

“Yes, any fool would know that. Use
your wits, then, Bamjee.”

s UT I have no wits. Daughter of

the dawn star, they are all gone!

It is awful! The emissaries of his
Highness, the Maharajah of Jamnuggar—
think of it—will learn that she on whom
his eighteen-gun-saluted majesty has set
his heart has fled from her parental roof.
Consider it! They will insult your royal
parent. And when Jamnuggar learns of
it he also will insult your parent in an ex-
pert manner and will tell tales that will
" make your family name a byword and a
laughing stock in every bazar in India!
Who could forgive that? Who could
possibly forgive it? It is not that your
roval parent minds your modern views. I
think he secretly enjoys them. But he
has to think about the Hindu priests, who
have so much influence and who are so
conservative, and who object to royal
ladies showing their beautiful faces in
public.

‘“‘He thinks about his own shame, which
is to say he thinks about public opinion,
about which you do not propose to con-
cern yourself, because you imagine you
can run away from it. But how to get
away from here? There is no way. To
remain here is to be discovered, and dis-
covery means, O Krishna, what does it
not mean? Think of the shame of your
royal father when the dreadful news is out
and all the city talks about it!”

“He is like one of those parents whom
one reads about in novels, Bamjee. He
has some superficial virtues, but he knows
nothing about shame. He can’t possibly
understand, for instance, what my shame
would be if I should be married to a man

I never saw and whom I would therefore
refuse to love, even if he were so lovable
that it killed me not to love him.”

“O Krishna, in addition they will blame
me for buying books for you! What will
his Highness, your awful royal father do?
What can he do, except to incarcerate
you? Or possibly he may give you to the
priests, to be a temple ministrant.”

“Oh no, Bamjee. The priests would re-
fuse to have me. You see, I know too
much.”

“But, daughter of the moon, we get no
comfort out of all this talk! What shall
we do? You say you will go to America?
Do you know where America is? And do
you know about the quota, how they
count heads and refuse all immigrants who
are not certified as suitable? And are you
suitable? And who shall certify you?
And how shall you get to Bombay, which
is the port from which steamers start?
You have neither clothes nor money for
such a journey.”

“That is for you to attend to, Bamjee.
I have made up my mind to be inde-
pendent and I have run away. I have done
my part.”

“Krishna! Who shall explain things to
a woman?”’

“There is no need for explanations.
Unless some way is found out of this
difficulty, you will be ruined, Bamjee, and
that is all about it.”

“Daughter of the dawn, if they should
find us here—O Krishna! Yet if I should
take you to some other place, if we should
pass out through the gate, the servants—
daughter of mystery, how did you get
here?”’

“There, over the wall where it is broken.
See where I tore my dress? I came while
it was yet dark. You kept me waiting an
unconscionable time, for which you should
be ashamed instead of daring to suggest I
did wrong. I did right, Bamjee. I be-
lieve in destiny. The astrologer said that
I shall marry whom I will, because un-
doubtedly there is independence in my
destiny.”

The babu burst into English, by way
of mannerly concession to the sex of his
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tormentor. Swear he must, but not in her
language, in her presence, even in that
crisis.

“Oh, damn destiny!
such thing as destiny—"

I I E WAS interrupted by the sound of

If there is any

enormous breathing, like a giant’s,

and titanic footsteps, muffled, as
if gods were coming. Bamjee, the
cultured unbeliever, sank his neck into
his shoulders and turned up his toes, every
nerve alert, anticipating evil. But the
princess, primed with modern novels and
absurd ideas of freedom, could hardly be
expected to be wise or properly religious.
She was an optimist.

“Something wonderful is going to hap-
pen!” she exclaimed, and clapped her
hands.

“Yes, any fool could guess that,” re-
marked Bamjee. “My flesh creeps.
Robbers undoubtedly are coming to
murder me and carry you away. There
is nowhere to escape to. Destiny, thou
art a devil!”

He was acting bravely for the honor of
his sex. There was a moment of ghastly
silence, timed into pulse beats by swift,
oncoming, muffled footfalls to which the
babu’s heart beat obligato, and by a
breathing that suggested horrors reach-
ing forth for some one weak and innocent
to horrify. Then suddenly the babu
screamed. The horror happened.

There was a shock like an earthquake.
The old rotten limestone wall, already
broken, shook, lurched, tottered, and fell
inward, battered headlong by an elephant
blind with exhaustion. "Then more of the
wall went down, like a dam destroyed by
spring floods, opening to left and right and
tumbling into dusty heaps. For a second
in the gap, enormous and partly stunned,
Asoka. loomed, an apparition ridden by a
phantom. Then the great brute stag-
gered forward, stumbled on the masonry
and fell. He lay heaving, sobbing, groan-
ing near enough to the fishpond to smell
water and too spent to reach it, an enor-
mous lump of abject misery. Quorn was
pitched in an equally woeful heap at the
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feet of Bamjee, whose turban fell off as
he backed away and fell into the pond
among the frightened frogs.

The princess was the only one unterri-
fied. She kept her head and lost, in fact,
nothing except her imported lipstick,
which she was just about to use because

4she wanted to look lovely in the presence

of destiny’s messenger; a sudden nervous
gesture sent it spinning close to Quorn’s
hand, and Quorn, not knowing what he
did, clutched it, so that three of his
fingers became smeared with carmine.

Destiny, though wearing no top hat,
as specialists ought, had done to Quorn
what specialists do to nitwits in the
bughouse. It had jarred loose something
that he had not known was there and he
was, consequently, coldly sane in some
respects. He staggered to his feet and,
with his left hand, tore away the remains
of his helmet that was crushed around his
neck. He refused to believe his eyes yet.
There was too much loveliness to look at.
He had read of such damsels in story
books, but he had never believed they
existed.

What with the emotions he had come
through, and the shock of falling, he was
almost ready to believe himself dead and
in another world. This exquisite creature
before him, whose eyes were dewey
jewels, might almost be an angel, such as

*his mother had described when he was
head high to her apronstring.

Nevertheless, . he was sane enough to
notice that her dress was torn and that
she looked excited, which no angel should
be. Also he noticed that he did not feel
afraid of her, and he had always enter-
tained a dread of meeting angels. So
there was something wrong about that
somewhere.

UORN fell back on habit. With
his right hand, that had crushed
the carmine lipstick, he began

scratching his head, just over the pineal
gland that is such a problem to the
scientists, and three red marks appeared,
exactly like a caste mark, in exactly the
place where a caste mark ought to be.

=
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With the same hand he felt for the top
of his head, half hiding his face from the
princess. He discovered, as he suspected,
that his skull was almost baked through
by the sun. Then his roving goat’s eye
saw the babu’s turban. He picked it up,
put it on and turned again toward the
princess, who saw for the first time turban,
yellow eyes and caste mark.

She screamed, whereat old habit and
familiar memories mingled in Quorn’s
half stunned brain. He began to think
mstinctively in terms of Philadelphia,
but he spoke intuitively in the language
of Narada, taking great pains with his
grammar and pronounciation. So the
speech was polished, but the thought was
this wise:

“You’ve no call to fear me, missy. Me
and him are committing trespass, but we
didn’t mean no harm by it.”

He turned from her to look at “him”—
Asoka, sobbing and tossing his trunk in
futile efforts to reach water, which was
several feet too far away. Quorn sud-
denly became aware of Bamjee crawling
out of the fishpond, with his mouth half
full of lotus stalks.

- “Hey, you!” he ordered. ‘““Pance lao!
Fetch a bucket quick to give this poor
sucker a drink. He’s famished.”

Bamjee ignored the order; he was too
indignant. But Quorn spied a gardener’s

. watering can, imported and expensive,
left among the flowers by a home grown
gardener who preferred the old fashioned
goatskin water bag. He seized the can,
filled it, grabbed Asoka’s trunk and thrust
it into the receptacle.

“There, ye darned old idjit, help your-
self.”

The water vanished, to be squirted
down the great brute’s dusty throat,
while Quorn refilled the can. A second
and a third two gallon dose went sluicing
down the gurgling throat. Then Quorn
took a drink himself and perhaps the
relief it gave him stirred imagination. He
sat down on Asoka’s forefoot and began
to comfort the great brute.

“There, don’t you carry on. ’Tweren’t
your fault. It was all my doing, climbing
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on your neck, and you not used to a guy
like me. There, there, quit grieving.
There ain’t no special harm been done,
nothing but what money’ll set right, and
there’s always somebody got money, even
if it ain’t you and me. You're bruised a
bit, but all of us gets bruises mow and
then. You've earned yours. You’ve had
your fun, so cheer up. You sure did play
the typhoon in that marketplace!”

Asoka seemed aware that comfort was
intended, for he left off moaning. He
even touched Quorn’s shoulder with his
trunk. But his eyes did not lose their
madness until Quorn began talking in the
native tongue, the way mahouts do when
their charges are in trouble.

“A prince, a rajah of the hills, a bull of
bulls, a royal bull! Did they offend him?
Did they offend my pearl of elephants?
He shall have great honor paid him. He
shall have a howdah of gold and emeralds.
They shall paint him blue and scarlet.
He shall lead the line of elephants and he
shall carry none but kings!”

The poor bewildered brute responded,
swaying his head to and fro and per-
mitting Quorn to rub the edges of his
ears. Whatever reasoning went on within
Aaoka’s brain, he evidently did not con-
nect Quorn with the cause of his anguish,
but rather with relief from it. Quorn was
his friend in need, who had dropped, as it
were, from the sky to bring him water in
extremity. He gurgled for more water.
Quorn persuaded him to rise and led him
to the fishpond.

AMJEE made the next remark,
quite suddenly. His modern views
were weakening. He needed moral

and material support.

“Destiny be damned!” he exclaimed in
downright English. “That man is a cab-
driver from the United States,” he added.

His modern views were weakening; he
needed moral and material support.

“You lie,” said the princess calmly.
“He is Gunga. He is sent by destiny to
make me free!” Her eyes were glowing
orbs of triumph.

Quorn, busy with the elephant, knew
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nothing, and cared less concerning ancient
legends. He was standing in front of
Asoka, beneath the upraised trunk, coax-
ing with whatever argument occurred to
him:

“Now don’t you act crazy again, you
big boob. You’ve only got one friend on
earth this minute, and that’s me, you
sucker. Lose me and you lose your last
chance. They’ll shoot you sure, unless I
take the blame for all the damage you've
done. Don’t kid yourself. Many a time
I’ve known what it is not to have a friend
in the world; I tell you it’s no cinch. You
big stiff, thank your lucky stars, instead
of looking at me red eyed like a dog-
gone nightmare.” :

“Bamjeet!” exclaimed the Princess.
“Do I, or do I not, look like ‘her’? Does
he, or does he not, resemble ‘him’?”’

“You do. He does,” Bamjee admitted
ruefully, as one who hated to concede to
himself that he was secretly glad of the
incredible, plain fact.

Suddenly the princess seized entire
command of Bamjee and the situation.

“Come!” she commanded. “I don’t
care now who sees us. The more the
better. Help me to find some sort of
saddle for the elephant. Help me to find
servants.”

“But this man and his elephant may go
away,” Bamjee objected.

“No, they will not,” she retorted.
“This is destiny. There is nothing for us
to do but bring a saddle ‘and some
servants.”

“That is most unmitigated nonsense,”
remarked Bamjee under his breath.
“This is lunacy, but why not be a
* lunatic if lunatics are happy? To put a
saddle on destiny is something altogether
new, I think.”

Quorn was devoting his entire attention
to the elephant. That shock of crashing
through the wall had had a strange effect
on both of them. It had made Asoka
crazy. It had made Quorn sane. It had
shaken loose Asoka’s memories of tricks
learned in his youth a half century be-
fore; memory had become mixed up with
desire to please his only friend, so he be-

gan to dance a sort of double shuffle,
bobbing his aching head in time to un-
heard drum beats and shaking his feet as
if bells were fastened to them.

Quorn, with his new found sanity, per-
ceived that if he would control the ele-
phant he must encourage him to do the
things he wanted to. So he encouraged
him to dance.

“That’s the way to shake ’em. So’s
the boy! Step lively, you old sucker.”

He began to whistle, and the whistling
suggested something else to Asoka, who
stopped dancing and raised himself on
his hind legs. Quorn encouraged that
too.

“Now try the other end, old-timer.”

Not knowing the proper word of com-
mand, he made signals, which Asoka
evidently understood, for he came to the
ground and then stood on both forefeet
with his hind legs in the air.

Presently Quorn had him waltzing
around the fishpond, causing devastation
of the garden but establishing a cordial
understanding, which was increased when
Quorn espied a long handled scrubbing
broom that some gardener had left amid
the shrubbery. He ordered the elephant
into the pond and was obeyed so swiftly
that more than a dozen fish were splashed
out on the wave displaced by five de-
scending tons. Quorn picked up the
struggling fish by the tails and threw
them in again. The elephant lay on the
muddy bottom, reveling amid the ruin of
lotus plants. Quorn seized the broom,
and, stepping on him, scrubbed him
thoroughly, as he had seen mahouts do.
When one side was finished, Asoka rolled
over and Quorn scrubbed the other side.

BATH and scrubdown to a weary
elephant are as toast to a poached

egg; they belong together, and it
is the fitness of things that creates har-
monious conditions, out of which events
are born. Forth from the pond came a
new Asoka, contrite and amendable,
who needed only a little something more
to make him feel that the world was,
after all, the best place ever invented.
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Quorn went off in search of sugar cane,
because his intuition was now working
full blast. Asoka followed him, de-
termined not to lose so soon this prodigy
of friendship, so Quorn held him by the
trunk and they explored together, neither
of them meaning to do damage and yet
not estimating heights and widths with
accuracy that was any credit to them.
They passed under an ornamental wooden
archway, six inches too small in each
direction for Asoka’s bulk. It naturally
came adrift and would have started
another reign of terror, but for Quorn’s
presence of mind; he contrived to pretend
that the destruction of that arch was
exactly what he wanted, and that utmost
speed away from there was the next event
in order.

They arrived in haste, but not in panic,
around the corner of a building, into a
stable yard where ancient vehicles and
rotting lumber were crowded in con-
fusion against the far wall. Along one
side there was a shed, in which Quorn
spied sugar cane. He made the elephant
lie down in mid-yard, appropriated half
a dozen stalks of the tempting stuff and
proceeded to baby his charge.

“There now. That’s for being daddy’s
good boy, daddy’s pearl. That’s what
good boys get for doing what daddy tells
them.” Never having been a daddy,
never having even felt like one before, he
let the new emotion have its head. “You
damned old duffer, you and me’s friends,
d’you get me? I never knew how bad I
nceded a friend.”

Then more astonishment. Quorn found
himself surrounded by the princess,
Bamjee and a score of native servants
who had dragged forth from a shed an
ancient elephant saddle with its small
crimson canopy still intact. They pro-
ceeded to try to put the saddle on Asoka,
who objected. Quorn tried to prevent
them, but the princess became furious
and he could not manage both her and
Asoka, so he chose the simpler task and
controlled the elephant, who jumped to
the conclusion that Quorn wished him to
be saddled.
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Anything that Quorn wished was
Asoka’s pleasure, so presently, after much
sweating and shouting the saddle was in
position. The princess climbed in. She
commanded Quorn to take his place as
mahout in front of her. Bamjee, bringing
an ancient ankus from a shed, placed it in
Quorn’s hand and Quorn climbed on to
Asoka’s neck in a sort of daydream. He
did not know where to go or what next
was expected of him, but Bamjee gave
the necessary order and the elephant
rose, immediately turning homeward.

Home was what Asoka craved now.
That futile picket under the outspreading
neem tree was as necessary to him as a
warm bed and a good book and a towel
are to us prodigal sons. He must re-
establish his existence on a normal basis.
Most of us crave normalcy, and ele-
phants are just like anybody else. So it
was best foot foremost, with Bamjee
riding ahead on a moth eaten, melan-
choly looking pony; because Bamjee was
a babu with an eye to opportunity, who
thought of destiny as the product of keen
men’s scheming. Bamjee had it all by
heart now. He could see the outcome.

And it was even better than Bamjee
hoped for. All the inhabitants of Narada
City who had nothing else to do at the
moment—that is to say almost all of
them—had turned out and were pour-
ing along the highway to discover what
had happened to the elephant and Quorn.
They were excited, hot, breathless, ex-
pecting something terrible, and in a mood
to be thoroughly entertained by any-
thing, so be it staggered imagination.
The sun shone through the cloud of dust
they raised, on to a drunken splurge of
color all in motion. And they beheld a
miracle; no doubt about that whatever.

HEY beheld an elephant that
moved as if impelled by an obsess-
ing purpose, holding his trunk
rigid as he swiftly shuffled through the
dust. They beheld an ancient scarlet
howdah on his back, a howdah such as
nobody had seen for generations. Riding
in the howdah was a gloriously dressed
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and radiantly beautiful young woman,
whom not one of them had ever seen be-
fore, because the law of purdah had al-
ways kept her in strict seclusion.

When Asoka had burst forth in his
fury from the city, he had had no howdah
on his back. When Quorn had ridden
forth, he had had no turban on his head.
There had been no princess connected in
any way whatever with the incident.
So what should anybody think? Quomn
sat bolt upright, so exactly like the image
on the wall that nobody with any sense
at all could doubt him. There was a
carmine caste mark on his forehead.
And the princess, radiantly lovely, un-
veiled, looking straight before her, was
so thrilling that anybody who had
imagination—and who has not?—would
be eager to believe the utterly incredible
about her, and the more incredible, the
better.

Furthermore, they heard the voice of
Bamjee crying:

“Way there! Way for the Wheel of
Destiny! Behold! The gods now finish
what the gods began!”

Could anything be simpler? Could
anything be more authentic? Why
should anybody not believe it? A roar
went up, such a roar as Alexander
heard, or Darius, when a multitude
acclaimed him king of kings. The crowd
began to dance with enthusiasm. They
began to shout time honored phrases of
mystical meaning. Messengers were sent
on borrowed ponies to inform the priests
of thirty temples that an ancient prophesy
was coming true.

And because there is competition
among temples, as in any other walk of
life, and no set of priests was willing to
let any other set have all the credit—
rightly, too, since none of them had
earned it—all the priests turned out in
full array with drums and bands of
sacred music, leading the procession; so
that Asoka had to slow down lest he tread
on priestly heels. And that provided
time for garlands to be woven, garlands
that were tossed to Quorn and that fell
and draped Asoka’s shoulders and the

scarlet howdah, until Asoka and his
burden were a mass of flowers and the
street was strewn with trodden blossoms.

Through Harada’s quiet streets there
surged such a throng as those ancient
buildings had not seen for centuries.
The sacred peacocks screamed from
garden walls. The sacred monkeys jab-
bered and brimaced from jade green trees.
The parokeets wove bright green patterns
in the sunlight. And the sun, in his place,
as usual, but having no concern at all with
destiny, beamed down his benison on all
concerned.

RESENTLY they reached the pal-
ace gate, because the princess so
commanded, and Asoka willingly

obeyed the pressure of Quorn’s knee.
Bamjee had ridden ahead for private
conversation with the rajah, Bamjee being

-a man who had an eye for opportunity as

well as a lucrative job to lose. So the
rajah, who had had several whiskies to
console him for the morning’s accident,
had time to get into his royal robes and a
strategic state of mind.

He realized he had an opportunity to
snub the eighteen gun Jamnuggar, which
was better fun than being allied to him,
and that he could bully the priests, which
was better fun than being patronized.
Bejewelled then, and pleasantly inspired
by potent spirit, he received the thun-
derous procession at the splendid entrance
gate, surrounded by scores of attendants
in their best court suits.

The crowd heard nothing, because the
crowd itself was making too much noise.
But the crowd saw, which was all impor-
tant, because liberty—whatever the phi-
losophers may have to say of it—is some-
thing that the crowd gives or the crowd
withholds. Priests, acolytes and temple
ministrants were forced to make way,
striving to preserve their dignity; Asoka
had a one track mind.

Home was what Asoka wanted, but he
was aware that Quorn wished him to de-
liver his burden first, so he hurried to get
that over with and made for the gateway
through the swarm of priests, as an alibi
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goes through circumstantial evidence,
brushing it all aside, a five-ton alibi, as
welcome to the rajah as a catchword to
a politician. And Bamjee managed to
get the gates shut just behind him, while
the crowd yelled itself hoarse.

“She is free! She is free! She has her
liberty! The gods sent Gunga back to
finish his task! Bande Sankyamuni!”

Only a dozen priests had entered behind
Asoka before the gates were closed.
They grouped themselves around the
rajah to prevent him from appearing too
important, and Quorn made Asoka kneel
before them all. They happened to be
priests from different temples, so that
they were not unanimous except in de-
termination to snatch all the credit
possible; and the rajah was quite a states-
man when he had such a man as Bamjee
to make suggestions in a whisper from
behind.

“You, who are custodians of truth and
the interpreters of events,” he said, “is
this or is it not fulfilment of an ancient
prophecy?”

They said undoubtedly it was fulfil-
ment. There was nothing else they could
say with the crowd outside the gate all
yelling the correct interpretation in their
ears. They could hardly deny the full
significance of what had happened after
permitting themselves to lend their dignity
to the procession.

“Then you will inform the Maharajah
of Jamuggar’s ministers that destiny has
raised my daughter higher than even he
may reach?”’

They liked that. They agreed at once.
It would raise Narada to a hitherto un-
hoped for eminence, and themselves to
the position of censors of royal marriages.
It gave them the chance to seize import-
ance for themselves. They said no other
course was possible.

“Then you will tell the people,” said
the rajah, “that my daughter has been
set free from the laws of purdah, but with-
out loss of caste or priestly recognition.”

That was a challenge, which they had
to answer on the spot, and they could
only answer one way, being jealous of one
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.another and afraid that if one said
no, another might say yes. So they
agreed.

“Then let there be a celebration,” said
the rajah, Bamjee prompting him. “Let
all the city celebrate with fireworks and
colored lanterns. There shall be a ban-
quet in the streets tonight at my cost.
And my daughter shall ride through the
streets by torchlight, with twenty ele-
phants and all my army, to celebrate her
emancipation.”

HERE was nothing for those

priests to do but to accept the situ-

ation and to study how to swim
with the new tide, not against it. They
departed solemnly, with dignity, to order
garlands hung upon the carving on the
end wall of the market place, while
Bamjee slipped away to purchase fire-
works on commission. Bamjee was
happy. But some people are never satis-
fied; the rajah, being royal, craved the
rind as well as the fruit, so to his daughter
he was royally surly when the priests
were out of earshot and they stood like
actors in the wings, without an audience.

“Do you see what you have done?” he
snorted. ‘““You have made it utterly im-
possible for me to govern! You have
used one silly story to upset a thousand
customs. You will upset me next. Then
what?” -

“Ask the astrologer!” she answered
laughing. ‘“‘Destiny does strange things!
May it make you generous to Gunga!”

And, since her giggling maids had come,
she let herself be shrouded in a silken
shawl and borne away into the palace to
have supper and be bathed and arrayed
and hung with jewels to make ready for
the evening celebration.

“This rising generation,” the rajah re-
marked savagely, “has neither grace nor
gratitude.”

But having said that, he began to feel
better, so he lighted a large cigar and came
quite close to Quorn, who was sitting
silent on Asoka’s neck. He narrowly ex-
amined Quorn’s eyes, nodding.

“You’re a strange coincidence,” he
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commented. “Do believe in
destiny?”

Quorn sniffed at the good cigar smoke
as he met the rajah’s royal gaze. There
was something, somewhere that they held
in common, although he could not guess
what at the moment.

“Destiny be sugared,” he answered.
“I must take this critter home and go and
mind the mission.”

“Destiny is sugared sometimes,” said
the rajah. ‘I suspect this whole thing
was arranged by Bamjee for the sake of
business, which will make it sweet for him.

Would you like a cigar?”

UORN smoked and they observed
each other, until the rajah spoke
again.

“I suppose you realize that I must send
you back to Philadelphia? You’ll be a
nuisance in Narada. They say I'm
generous. You’ll go, of course?”

“Me?” Quorn stared at him rebel-
liously. “Hell, no!”

“How much?”’ asked the rajah.

But nobody could buy Quorn now. He
had a friend, a new experience. He had

you
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to cultivate Asoka. Nothing else could
interest him.

“Hell, no!” he repeated.

“Some men don’t know enough to
take advantage of destiny,” said the
rajah.

“Maybe. Some inen don’t believe a lot
of nonsense,” Quorn retorted.

“Yes, but some men live by nonsense,”
said the rajah. ‘“People like me, for
instance. I enjoy nonsense.

“I enjoy you. But nonsense makes
powerful enemies at times. Somebody
may poison you, and we’ll have to bury
you unless I can find some way out of the
difficulty. There’s a bad lazy devil in
charge of my elephants. I could protect
you if you took his place, or you might
like to be superintendent and keep an eye
on him and all the others.”

“Suits me,” Quorn said simply. “Do
I rate enough to live on? Very well, sir,
if you’ll tell ’em to open the gate I'll—
Come on Two-Tails, you old sucker, play
up the luck before it changes on us. Up
you get and hit the pike for home.
We’re buddies, me and you! We'll go to
by-by like a pair of good boys.”




The SKIVVY

An Unforgetable Story of the Sea

By BILL ADAMS

ITH the exception of Dod-

son, and perhaps the black

fellow, we were an ordinary

enough crew; just such a crew
as you might find in any sailing ship. But
the men with whom I sailed on that par-
ticular voyage remain in my memory
while scores of others are forgotten long
ago. It was Dodson who fixed the memory
of that voyage. Dodson and the black fel-
low. And yet not they alone. I helped to
fix it myself.

I don’t know, never did know. how
Dodson came to be in the ship. The
rest of us, except the Fiji man, were from
old Brown’s sailors’ boarding house.
He’d done the usual thing by us, of
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course: supplied us with ’baccy and
booze, fed us, given us a dirty cot apiece,
till all were a few dollars in his debt;
then he shipped us off to sea, taking a
month’s advance wages from each of us
because we were all too soggy with his
vile liquor to know or care what he was
up to. I suppose that he must have been
one man short of a crew for the ship, and
so went street prowling till he happened
on Dodson and somehow managed to
shanghai him, knocking him over the head
from behind, as like as not. A sailors’
boarding master would do almost any-
thing in those days.

I don’t remember noticing Dodson till
we were on the forecastle head to heave
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in the anchor. It was the mate who called
my attention to him then.

“You lubberly curiosity,” the mate
bawled, “put your weight on that wind-
lass bar!”

I see him still, plainly as if it were but
yesterday. Tall narrow frame, black
hair, pale face, patient brown eyes.
Puzzled eyes, they were, but not at all
frightened.

As Dickie, who was heaving on the bar
next behind Dodson and the Fiji man,
winked at me the mate strode up and
shook his fist at Dodson.

“Heave, you!” he bawled again.

Without so much as a blink of his brown
eyes Dodson leaned his unpracticed, in-
effectual weight upon the bar.

Jensen the Norwegian laughed. Donley
the little skinny Liverpool Irishman
laughed. The two dago sailors who, be-
cause their names were unpronounceable,
were called Pete and Jimmie, laughed.
Elliot the old gray Englishman, and
Shewan the New Englander, and Dickie
and I laughed. The wind was blowing
the drink out of us and, being bound for
the sea and done with the robbers of the
shore, we were merry. Laughing the
loudest of us all, the huge Fiji man
waggled his bushy black beard and shook
the shiny copper ring in his nose.

The mate smiled to hear us.

“Heave, boys! Heave her in!” said he.
So we heaved with a will and the anchor
came up in a hurry, Dickie singing—

“That fair young girl
With her hair in a curl—
That works on a sewing machine.”

DODSON tagged unnoticed at our

heels while we were setting sail.
But once she was outside the
harbor heads and had begun to roll a little
we noticed him again. It was the giant
Fiji man who started it. Dodson got into
the black fellow’s way and the great black
gave him a shove that sent him sprawling.
“Haw-haw-haw! Haw-haw-haw!” we
bellowed.
Dickie tripped Dodson as he was get-
ting up, and down he went again.

“Those fellows’ll make a man out of
that greenhorn,” I heard the mate say to
the second mate. “They’re a tough lot.”

Saying never a word, Dodson made
no protest. Not a wince out of him.

When old Elliot fetched breakfast from
the cook’s galley 'Donley snatched the
mess kid from him and started to help
himself.

“Ye're takin’ more’n your share,” said
Shewan.

“What’s that to you so long’s ye get
enough?”’ grinned Donley.

By the time that all but Dodson and
the black were served there wasn’t above
a share and a half left in the kid. The
Fiji man grabbed it from Jimmie, set it on
his knee, and started to wolf what was
left in it. Dodson sat watching. No ex-
pression in his face. Just watching.

We’d no more than finished breakfast
when the mate was at the door ordering
us out to get more sail on her. She was
rolling about and kicking up a smother.
As Dodson followed us to the deck she
shipped a sea that knocked him over and
washed him into the scuppers.

“Quit your infernal noise;” shouted
the mate to the Fiji man, who was roar-
ing with laughter; and to Dodson he
bawled, “Get hold of that rope, you!”

But Dodson clung, seasick and help-
less, to the rigging.

“The lubber’ll get washed over the
side,” growled the mate, and ordered him
off the deck.

When we went below for dinner he was
asleep in his bunk. We let him sleep, and
ate his share of the hash. The Fiji man
was just gone to the wheel when Dodson
came to the deck again toward evening.
Till supper time he tagged at our heels.
He was shaking with weakness when we
went below to supper. He hadn’t eaten
since the day before.

“Dass fer you, faller,” said Pete, the
last to help himself, and shoved the mess
kid to him, with maybe a share and a half
in it. We winked at one another as, for-
getting all about the Fiji man, he de-
voured it to the last mouthful.

“Now den I miss der fun,” grumbled
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Jensen as he went to relieve the black
fellow at the wheel.

It took the seven of us to choke the
black off Dodson. A few seconds more
with the Fiji man’s hands at his throat,
and he’d have been a; corpse. But he
didn’t look the least bit scared. Except
to growl at him to get out of the way,
none of us had spoken to him all day. No
one spoke to him now. He spoke to no
one. Just looked in a perplexed way from
one to another of us. The black went to
the galley, where he doubtlessly scared
the cook into giving him most of his own
supper; for he returned with crumbs in his
bushy beard.

Dickie beckoned me out to the deck.

“I'm scared o’ that nigger,” he said.

Shewan came out and asked what was
up. When we told him we were afraid to
live with the black fellow he laughed.

“The nigger’ll probably kill that lub-
ber,” said he. ‘““Then they’ll have to lock
him up.”

“Me, I'm scare of the neeger too,” said
Pete, who’d followed Shewan.

. “What’s going on here?” asked the
mate, appearing from the mainsail’s
shadow.

“We're afraid o’ the nigger, sir,” said
Dickie.

“Jump him,” sneered the mate, “jump
him, the lot of you. Give him a drubbing
and put him in his place. Scared of a
nigger, eh?” he added. “I thought you
were a tough lot.”

HEN we reentered the forecastle

the black was sitting in a corner.

Rolling his eyes as he sharpened
his sheathknife, he was staring at
Dodson, staring with that satisfied look
that you’ll see on the face of a butcher
who enjoys butchering. No hate in the
look, no pity. Just satisfaction.

Night set in dark and squally. We
were called out from time to time to trim
the yards and take in sail. Each time we
returned to the forecastle we looked to
see whether Dodson was still there. All
night long he came and went with the
rest of us. The Fiji man seemed to have

forgotten him. All night long whenever
any of us got in his way the black thrust
out one of his enormous paws and shoved
us over, laughing as he did so. While
working among the sails aloft we were one
and all careful to keep away from him,
lest in pushing us out of his way he
knoek us to the sea far below. Dodson
didn’t go aloft that night. The mate
ordered him to stay on the deck.

“I veesh he keel dat lubber,” said Pete.
“Den de mate locks him up.”

“Wot did a man like you ever come to
sea for?” Old Elliot asked Dodson. “You
ain’t no good to us.”

Dodson made no answer.

When Shewan brought breakfast from
the galley the Fiji man snatched the kid
from him and, grinning round at us,
helped himself to a three man share.
Noonedared protest. We divided whatwas
left into equal parts, left a smaller one for
Dodson,and went back to the deck hungry.

Having sent the Fiji man aloft to work
in the rigging, the mate looked round at
the rest of us. We knew what was in his
mind. The black would have to have
some one to help him. Turning to Dod-
son, the mate asked—

“You scared of a black fellow?”

Dodson shook his head.

“The black’ll push him off into the sea,”
muttered old Elliot. “Then they’ll lock
him up.”

Working on the deck, we kept an eye on
the two in the rigging. All morning we
heard the black ordering Dodson about.
Dodson might have been his slave. We
began to boast of what we’d do if a black
fellow tried to order us about in that
fashion. But when the mate was any-
where near we were silent.

At dinner the black helped himself to a
three man share again. Shewan and
Elliot went aft to complain to the skipper
then. The skipper laughed at them and
told them to settle their own affairs.

After eating a three man share at sup-
per, the black went to the wheel. Then
Pete whetted his sheathknife.

“The dago’s goin’ to fix him,” we said,
whispering to one another.
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Dodson was asleep in his bunk when
Pete left the forecastle just before the Fiji
man was due to be relieved at the wheel.
Dickie went aft to take over the wheel.
His eyes were popping. As soon as he
was gone we all crept out to listen. Ata
yell in the darkness we all scurried back
into the forecastle. The mate came run-
ning forward, shouting as he came.

“What’s this? What’s going on here?”
demanded the mate at our door.

Before any one could speak, the Fiji
man entered, with a grin on his face. One
of his arms was bleeding. His other hand
was clutched round Pete’s neck. Pete’s
eyes were goggling.

“That’s it, is it?”’ said the mate as the
black dropped Pete to the deck. “Hand
out your knives,” he ordered.

As one by one we handed out our
knives, he broke the points off them. All
but the Fiji man’s knife.

“You’re a tough lot, all right,” he
sneered, and turned to the black. ‘“Here,
fellow, let’s look at that arm of yours.”

But the black laughed in his face.

“He’s the only man in the lot of you,”
grunted the mate, and left the forecastle.

The Fiji man ripped the shirt off Don-
ley’s back and ordered Dodson to bind up
his arm. While the rest of us went out
to the deck because we were afraid to stay
in the forecastle, Dodson went back to his
bunk. :

T EVERY meal the Fiji man took a
A three man share. All day long he
ordered Dodson about. No one of
us ever spoke to either him or Dodson.
We hated them both, and despised them
both; despising the Fiji man for his black
skin, and Dodson for slaving for a black
fellow.

One morning when we were all on our
knees holystoning the main deck, all of
us hungry and full of hate, old Elliot rose
to move a coil of rope out of his way.
With a good wind at her heels, the ship
was making maybe ten miles an hour.
There was a high sea running. The Fiji
man and Dodson were at work on the
mainyard just above us. The black was

ordering Dodson about as usual, and we
were whispering of what we’d do if any
black man ever tried to talk to us in that
fashion. The mate was walking up and
down on the poop.':

Suddenly the mate shouted—

“Look out there, Elliot!”

At almost the same instant there came
a yell from the mainyard just above us.
Old Elliot gave a cry of horror and,
jumping to our feet, we knew at once that
he hadn’t meant to do it.

Somehow old Elliot had slacked the
brace on its pin. Taken unexpectedly by
the sudden jerk of the yard, the black
man had fallen to the deck.

Before the mate could get to him the
black rose on one knee. With one of his
arms hanging limp, he grinned up into
the mate’s face and rose unsteadily to his
feet. As he pointed aloft to the mainyard
no one noticed that he was standing on
one foot. We just looked up to where he
pointed.

Dodson was gone.

From the time that the mate shouted
to Elliot to when we had a boat away ten
minutes must have elapsed. Dickie and
I and Shewan and Elliot went with the
mate to look for Dodson. We knew we’d
never find him, of course.

At the moment that, giving up the
search, the mate turned the boat back
for the ship a man at her masthead
waved and pointed. So we turned the
boat again and went on looking for Dod-
son. When we caught sight of him he
must have been well over half an hour in
the water. The sea was so noisy that he
didn’t hear the mate shouting. We
rowed up on him from behind. He didn’t
seem to be swimming, didn’t seem to be
making any effort. His head bobbed up
and down, and now and then was hidden
by a breaking sea crest. He didn’t see us
till we were right upon him. He'd
managed to get all his clothes off, and was
stark naked.

When the mate had dragged him into
the boat Dodson just sat on a thwart and
looked at the sea. Didn’t look the least
bit afraid.
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exuberant. The Fiji man was in a

bunk in a spare room under the
forecastle head, with an arm and a leg
broken. We didn’t go near him, didn’t
care how much he was broken or whether
he lived or died.

After dinner old Elliot was given the
black fellow’s job aloft, with Donley for
helper. Dodson worked on the deck
with the rest of us.

We took it out on Dodson. If he could
slave for a black, he could slave for us too.
We couldn’t make him wait on us while
we were at work on deck, of course. But
we made him do so while we were below.
We made him fetch all the meals, skimped
his share of the grub, and made him take
the empty mess kids back to the cook.
We made him keep the forecastle clean.
We made him grease our sea boots and oil
our slickers. There wasn’t anything we
didn’t make him do. We even made him
say sir when he spoke to us. But there
wasn’t any making about it. He just did
whatever we told him to do.

So we despised him more and more.
All the devil in us came out. We white
men egged the dagoes on to make his life
a misery. Pete and Jimmie had him make
their bunks up every day. No sailor ever
bothers to make up his bunk. We just
roll into the blankets and out again as the
times come round. But Pete had once
been bedmaker in some shore hotel, and
was full of tricks. It was thanks to Pete
that we had Dodson wash our tin plates
after each meal. No sailor ever bothers
about washing his plate. Old Elliot said
Dodson made a ‘blasted good skivvy’;
skivvy being what an Englishman calls a
servant. So we took to calling him
skivvy to his face. But what we more
than all despised him for now was that
he’d still wait on the black fellow. He'd
¢o whenever the Fiji man called. Even
though the plug tobacco made him half
sick, he’d fill and light the black man’s
pipe for him.

“It’s a blame’ good thing you wasn’t
drowned that time,” said Shewan. “We’d
’a’ had no one to wait on us.”

Q-T DINNER time that day we were

While we all vowed that we’d never had
such a good time at sea Dodson went
about with a blank face. Never a
murmur.

As soon as the Fiji man was able to get
about a little he’d shout for Dodson, and
Dodson would help him from his bunk.
Leaning on Dodson, he’d limp out to the
main deck, where he’d sit on the hatch
with nothing on but a pair of dungaree
trousers cut off at the knees. He’d watch
us at our work. He’d stretch his good
arm and good leg, so that the muscles
would ripple under his smooth hide.
He’d roll his great eyes, and talk to him-
self. He’d finger his sheathknife, run a
thumb along the blade, touch a thumb
pad to the sharp point, and grin at us.
One day when we were polishing the ship’s
brasswork he took the copper ring from
his nose, called Dodson and ordered him
to polish it. That was too much for
Shewan, who cried—

“God, no!”

The black fellow dropped to his hands
and knees on the deck, and with his
knife between his teeth started to crawl
toward Shewan.

“Go on!” called Shewan.
ring for him.”

Bellowing with laughter, the black
snatched the ring from Dodson. With a
sweep of his good arm he sent Dodson
sprawling. His bones almost mended, he
lay on his back on the hatch and grinned
at the sky.

“Polish his

NE NIGHT a little later the
weather came in misty with an
easy breeze. Fog dripped from

sails and rigging.

“One of you men get that foghorn up
and keep it going,” ordered the mate.

I fetched the foghorn from the sail-
room, carried it to the top of the fore-
castle, and was about to start it when I
remembered Dodson.

“Send the skivvy up here, Dickie,” I
called.

I showed Dodson how to work the fog-
horn and left him to it.

The weather stayed thick all that
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night. All night long, except for relieving
the wheel and lookout every two hours,
we stayed in our bunks, untroubled by
the mates. But Dodson we left all night
at the foghorn. That’s the dreariest
most monotonous job there is in a wind-
jammer. A man takes a two hour trick
at it, just as at wheel and lookout. But
we left Dodson to it till morning.

“There’s a swell job for a skivvy,” we
laughed.

At daybreak the fog was thicker than
ever. When Jensen took the horn so
that Dodson might come down and get
what breakfast we’d left him, Dodson
came down, shivering, his' eyes heavy
with sleep. The Fiji man appeared at
our door while he was eating. The
broken bones were mended.

As Dodson was finishing his breakfast
the mate came and called all but Dodson
and the black out to work. One sight of
the skivvy was enough to tell the mate
of the prank we’d played. While the rest
of us scrubbed the bulwarks with sand
and canvas all morning, Dodson and the
black fellow lay in their bunks. At noon
the black sent Dodson for the grub. By
the time we came to dinner he had a three
man share on his plate. Full of hate and
contempt for the two of them, we ate our
diminished shares in silence. After din-
ner Dodson accompanied us to the deck;
but the Fiji man went back to his bunk.

“The black’s all right, sir,” grumbled
old Elliot to the mate.

“Who in thunder asked you about any-
thing?” the mate replied.

We hated the mate for favoring a black
fellow. Knowing that if there were any
heavy work to be done the black would be
ordered out, we hoped for a stiff wind.
And all the afternoon, while scouring
paintwork, we cursed Dodson, taking it
out on him because we were hungry and
full of hate.

While we were at supper a puff of wind
came, with heavy rain. We nudged one
another then. And yet we shuddered
too. We didn’t fancy having the black
among us in the darkness of a stormy
night.

Soon the mate came forward, shouting.
The black didn’t wait to be ordered out.
He grinned at us, stretched his great
arms, stamped his great bare feet upon
the planks, and leaped to the deck ahead
of any one. :

That night there was no rest for any
one. All night long the wind kept shifting
from one quarter to another. We labored
in the rain all night. And all night long
the black man bellowed like a bull and
paid no heed to us. We knew well enough
why the mate had let him lay up so long
after his bones were mended—that he
might be able to take his place when the
need came. Need was come in good
earnest.

We didn’t bother the skivvy that night.
There was no time to fool with him. We
forgot him, save only when we found him
in the way. Then he shrank from our
curses. We knew how dog weary he must
be. By day we were all dog weary our-
selves. All but the Fiji man.

At breakfast time the Fiji man came
into the forecastle, limping. He didn’t
grin at us that morning. He gulped a
three man share and went to his bunk.
He stayed there when the rest of us went
back to the deck. The mate went to look
at him.

“His leg’s gone back on him. We’ll
have to get along without him,” said he.
To Dodson the mate said:

“Get in there and lay up! You’re worse
than useless on the deck in this weather!”

So Dodson went back to the forecastle
and slept. But neither he nor the black
was long in his bunk. An hour or two,
maybe.

eery yellow light lit up the sea. The
skipper shouted to the mate, the
mate to us. But shouting was of no use.
All petrified, we just stood staring ahead;
beyond the plunging bow.
Rocks right ahead! A steamer could
scarce have saved herself in the distance.
Dodson came from the forecastle with
the black at his heels. A huge black arm
swept him aside. He was not yet upon his

THE MISTS thinned suddenly. An
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feet again when she struck, with a crash
that took the three topmasts out of
her.

Had cutting been of any use, we
couldn’t have cut away the wreckage of
the topmasts. We were too terrified.

The Fiji man was in the rigging first.
Cursing one another, crowding and fight-
ing, we swarmed into the rigging after
him. The mates came after us, the
skipper following them.

Wind beaten in the rigging, we stared
at a long outlying ridge of rock with at
its seaward end a sort of pinnacle. Be-
tween pinnacle and ship a boil of water.
A hundred yards, perhaps.

“You useless fool!” the mate bawled
down to Dodson. “Get up here!”

Rain came, a leaden gloom. The pin-
nacle hidden. Above us at the broken
masthead clung the Fiji man. Below us,
amid the high-flung spray, Dodson clung.
Choked by the wind and lashed by
drenching rain, we waited so.

When the rain thinned again and light
returned the skipper clambered to the
mate’s side, close to where I clung.

“That Fiji man could swim it,” I heard
him shout. ‘““Those fellows are like fish.”

“His leg’s gone back on him,” the mate
replied.

Light went again. We clung through
an eternity.

“There’s that lighthouse a mile up the
coast,” I heard the mate shout. “If it
clears, they’ll see us.”

“It won’t clear,” the skipper answered.

Then, in a lower voice, lest any but the
mate should hear him—

“She’ll not last long like this.”

I saw Dodson look up, and knew that
he’d heard too. He didn’t look afraid.

When Shewan who’d come on deck
without his oilskins started down to try to
get them from the forecastle, the mate
drove him back.

“You fool!” he shouted.

The deck was water swept.

Presently I saw Dodson just below me
slip lower toward the deck. “The
skivvy’s done,” I called.

The mate looked down.

“Hold on!’ he shouted.
Get up here!”

But Dodson paid no heed. And then I
saw that Dodson wasn’t slipping. He was
going down, letting himself down foot by
foot.

“He’ll have to go,” the skipper
shouted to the mate. “It’s every man for
himself now.”

A furious squall yelled down. A sea
submerged the deck. The rigging shook.
Forgetting the skivvy then, each think-
ing of himself alone, we crowded the
close.

“The skivvy’s gone,” I shouted as the
deck cleared.

And every one glanced down. Another
wave was surging toward the ship. We
crowded closer, and, watching that wave’s
onrush, saw Dodson run stark naked from
beneath the forecastle head with a coil of
light line upon his shoulder. The wave
submerged him as he gripped the rigging.
His head rose, his shoulders, his whole
naked body, as the wave passed on.
Coming beside the mate, he shouted some-
thing that I could not hear. The mate
put his lips to the skipper’s ear and
shouted. They stared at Dodson. Weall
stared, all incredulous, at Dodson. The
mate took the light line from his shoulder
and made an end fast to the rigging. The
other end he fastened over the cold
skivvy’s shoulder, under his left arm.

Dodson was slipping toward the deck
again, the mate paying out the light line
as he went. Before another wave could
flood the deck he was gone from the bul-
wark top to the water boil. Rain hid
him. We watched the mate then, as he
slowly paid the line away.

HEN the rain cleared off again a

shout arose, an amazed incredu-

lous shout. Dodson’s black head

was a tiny dot in the water. Beating

toward the pinnacle, his arm flashed
steadily.

With a coil of stout rope on his shoulder,

a coil he’d gathered from the topmast’s

wreckage, the Fiji man descended from

his perch. When he came to the mate he

“Hold on!
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stopped, made one end of the rope fast in
the rigging beside the end of Dodson’s
light line, and looked toward the pin-
nacle. The pinnacle was hidden in a
rainburst. Dodson was hidden.

A hand on the light line, the black man
waited. We waited, hoping a little now.
It rained on and on. The rigging shook.
The wreck beneath us gave a long slow
sliding scend. When she steadied again
her bow was under. Nothing but our
mast was left above the water boil. We
clung without hope then.

At a yell from the Fiji man we dared to
look down once more. He was gently
pulling in on the light line. A roar of
wind blew the rain away for a moment,
and in that moment we saw that the other
end of the light line was fast about the
pinnacle. Dodson we could not see; only
the light line hanging all along the
seething water.

The Fiji man flung his coil to the sea
and, with its other end fast about his
middle, slipped from the bulwark top.
Until the rain hid him we watched him go
hand over hand along the light line
through the water, taking the stout rope
with him. Hoping again now, we waited.
Perhaps the skivvy and the black fellow
would save us yet. Could they but
stretch that strong rope tight, clear of the
water boil, we might escape along it.

Hope died again as rain beat on and on.
But by and by, at the mate’s shout, it
leaped again. The mate was hauling in
on the stout rope. We helped him haul,
and lashed it securely.

After the strong rope was taut old
Elliott went first, hauling himself hand
over hand along it toward the pinnacle.
After him went Pete and Jimmie, then
Donley, Jensen, Shewan, Dickie, and last
of all I, who cursed to see those others go
ahead of me. Rain lashed, wind choked,
the water reached up for me as I fought
my way toward the pinnacle. Till hands
grasped and hauled me to the solid rock
all was black terror. Tottering away, I
fell and sprawled upon the recumbent
body of the Fiji man, who lay out-
stretched half over a naked white form
beneath which dark seaweeds made a
soggy mattress.

I saw the two mates reach the pin-
nacle, and after them, last from the wreck,
the skipper.

“She’s gone!” the skipper cried and,
pulling at the rope we’d come by, he
showed us that its seaward end was
loose.

Because I couldn’t rise alone, Dickie
and old Elliot lifted me. Jensen and
Donley, Shewan and the dagoes, lifted
the Fiji man. His leg was broken again,
but he was grinning now. Grinning, he
pointed to the white form prostrate on
the seaweeds.

The two mates bent over the white
form and lifted it. It hung limp in their
arms. They laid it down again. The
skipper knelt beside and turned it over,
with its face to the sky. The brown eyes
didn’t look frightened at all, didn’t even
look puzzled.

The skivvy was dead.




Tue FroNTIERSMANS RIFLE

By
Warren Hastings Miller

the pleasure of shooting a match

with the old time muzzle loading
flintlock and percussion cap rifles, so a
first hand account of their performance
may be of interest to the fraternity of
outdoorsmen.

Occasionally one sees one of these old
weapons of our forefathers, usually rusty
and in a state of disuse and disrepair,
kept mainly as a curiosity in the gunrack.
As a matter of fact there never was a
shooting iron more exactly adapted to
the purpose than this same rifle carried
by Boone and Crockett. Built like a
violin, accurate to a hair, hard hitting,
with a very flat trajectory, and economi-
cal in powder and lead, there could not
have been a better weapon for deer and
Indians.

Given the most modern rifle we have
Boone would have put it aside for his own.
This seems a strong statement, but con-
sider the frontiersman’s conditions— A
powder horn, a bullet mould, buckskin
patches and spare flints carried in the
butt pocket of his rifle. These were his
ammunition requirements, simple, light to
carry for a hundred loads and inex-
pensive.

Contrast this with a hundred .35 caliber
Winchester shells. Weight and expense
tell at once heavily in favor of the older
rifle, to say nothing of the ease of ob-
taining its ammunition. And then the
rifle itself. Of about .41 caliber, it shot
a round ball of some hundred and fifty
grains, but driven by a dram and three
quarters of powder, giving an exceedingly
flat trajectory, sighting zero at a hundred
yards and overshooting not more than
two inches at fifty.

IT IS not often nowadays that one has

Its grouping, that is, its consistency,
was close enough to make one single
ragged hole with five shots at fifty yards,
and to get three turkey heads out of five
shots at a hundred, which was often done
in pioneer turkey shoots. Its heavy
barrel lay quietly on the left palm, no
wavering to correct for windage and false
balance. Its sights were marvels of
definition in the gray background of the
woods, far better than any of our own,
however good they may be on targets in
the open.

A friend of mine owned a collection of

"Kreiders and other old American rifles,

two of them flintlock. They were all in
good shooting order, beautifully kept and
oiled. More than that, my friend had
all the ancient accessories—the powder
horns, bullet moulds, patches, flints, per-
cussion caps, and often we would go for
an afternoon’s shooting. A pound of shot
and a half pound horn of powder was good
for a whole afternoon of delight.

Our favorite mark was a 24 in. Sterno
can set afloat on the waves of the lake.
At a hundred and ten yards we would
begin shooting at it. That it went under
by the third shot shows the accuraey and
consistency of those old rifles. Another
mark was a block of wood about two
inches cube set atop an iron rod. Back
of it was a huge granite cliff for a back-
stop. The wood being dark neutral color
and the granite old red gray, it was a fine
test of definition. Over the brass leaf
sight, close down on the barrel, that
neutral mark would stand out clearly
when almost invisible before our modern
beads and military fronts. The rear sight
was a mere flat bar, sometimes with a
notch, more often not.
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The frontiersman depended upon that
rear bar to cut off as much or little of the
front sight as his judgment of the range
told him was the thing. He wasted no
time on ladders or folding leaves! He
knew his rifle—just what it would do at
any and all ranges.

That stationary mark gave us a chance
to measure trajectories. There seems to
be an impression abroad that the tra-
jectory of those old rifles was about that
of a watermelon hurled at a fleeing negro.
Nothing could be further from the facts.
It was less than two inches mid-trajectory
at a hundred yards. The nearest modern
rifle, the .32-20 H.V. has a mid-trajectory
of four inches.

The answer is that that light round
bullet was driven by a dram and three
quarters of powder. Being round it,
would not run wild when over driven, as
happens often with modern light bullet
rifles. We found the granite shattered
and the bullet smashed, for there was
plenty of force in that bullet.

N SHOOTING a flintlock the first

thing to remember was to hold
through while the charge was igniting.
There was a perceptible interval between
the flash of the pan and the discharge of
the rifle, not a fifth of a second, perhaps,
but enough to lose the aim and shoot
high unless one attended strictly to the
mark while the gun was going off. Other-
wise the flintlocks shot as well as the
later percussion cap rifles. The flints
were four square, giving four edges to use
in the hammer grip before the flint was
worn out and began to misfire. A curious
frontiersman’s trick was to wet the flint
edge with the tongue before firing. It
gave more and better sparks that way,
though why I can not say.

When the hammer comes down the first
thing it does is to knock up the pan
cover. This is a kind of tall steel ear
with a spring holding the cover of the
priming pan down tight. Almost in-
stantaneous is the action of the hammer
striking and throwing up that cover ear,
striking sparks over the lower edge of it

and showering them down on the ex-
posed priming. It is almost sure fire at
any reasonable cant of the gun, but if
held sidewise the priming may fall out the
moment uncovered and will take fire but
may not set off the charge. The flints
vary in efficiency, some lasting through a
whole afternoon of firing, some going dead
after about twenty shots.

Boone’s old rifle was a poem of wood-
land efficiency. From the settlements he
got his keg of pwder, his ingots of lead;
and these were all he really needed.
Flints and buckskin for patches were to
be had in the wilderness; the horn and the
bullet mould anywhere in the back-
woods. He had a matchless weapon for
deer, turkey, bear and Indians. He had
only one shot, but in the interests of
economy, he made that one shot count.

The later percussion cap rifle, which
reigned from about 1830 to 1870, differed
from the old flintlock in only two re-
spects—its greater speed of explosion and
its refinement. The hair trigger was now
possible. All my friend’s Krieders had
them. Almost instantaneously before
shooting you drew the set trigger; then
the lightest touch on the hair trigger set
off the rifle. Also, as deer and turkey be-
came more and more woodsman’s game,
the caliber dropped to .34 and the barrel
became lighter and shorter, about 32
inch as compared with 36 and 40 for the
older flintlock.

These Krieders were handsome, built
with loving pride in workmanship. The
preferred stock was curly maple. In the
butt was always the brass pocket with
cover, which holds about a hundred
buckskin patches. They liked a good
ornamental buttplate, with long curled
ears that would grip the shoulder. The
long heavy barrel was octagonal steel and
most of the weight of the rifle was there.
It held so steadily that you could look
away from the mark, then get into your
sights again and still find them where you
left them.

In accuracy—well, nail drivers, they
called them—and it was not a fanciful
name.
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fhe DANCE of the
SCARLET LEOPARDS

By MALCOLM WHEELER-NICHOLSON

CHAPTER I

MANCHURIA—1921

HE WORLD’S next great
battlefield!”

The words echoed in Davies’
ears as he watched the Man-
churian landscape roll by. Certainly
there was some justification for the belief
when, looking off to the west he could see
the beginnings of outer Mongolia, stretch-
ing far away to the highlands of Tibet,
and looking to the east could see the great
fertile plains of Manchuria. To the north
lay Siberia, extending its vast plains and
forests and frozen tundras into the Arctic
regions.

Converging here in Manchuria were the
advance guard forces of great and power-
ful groups. Bolshevik Russia, in the same
manner as the former empire of the Czars,
still felt her destiny urging her southward.
China, with its teeming millions, moved
northward, settling thousands of acres
with her colonists. Japan, crowded on
her tiny islets, flanking the continent of
Asia, was grasping covetously at the great
fertile spaces of this huge hinterland and
slowly moving toward the common cen-
ter. A collision of these vast forces was
almost inevitable. Even now their close
contact was beginning to generate friction.

And what was Davies, an American
officer, doing up there?

€
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“Major—” Sergeant Duggan, sunk in
thought, had roused himself— “Major, I
don’t believe that Catron guy is any-
wheres near here. At Peking they said he
was at Mukden, at Mukden they said he
was at Harbin. At Harbin they say he’s
at Hailar and at Hailar they’ll probably
say he’s at Manchouli. We’re gettin’ to
Hailar in a few minutes and it’s dollars to
doughnuts they’ll tell us he’s gone on up
the line.” Duggan shook a pessimistic
head. “There’s somethin’ kinda funny
about that guy, Major; it begins to smell
peculiar.”

Davies nodded silently, and stared at
the landscape again.

“I don’t believe that bird wants to be
caught up with, Major,” volunteered
Duggan.

“I’'m beginning to think you’re right at
that.”

Davies, his tall frame clothed in riding
breeches and boots and Norfolk jacket,
raised a troubled eye toward the sergeant
sitting opposite him in the large com-
partment. The sergeant was dressed in
civilian clothes as well. To the casual
observer, the two Americans might have
passed as commercial travelers or tourists
—that is if the casual traveler did not
recognize the unmistakable manner of
carrying the shoulders, of keeping the
head up, of wearing clothes.

The British courier, “king’s messenger”,



The Americans had yet to learn the lesson of relentless
Asia, which says: “Once an enemy is in your power, see
to it that never again can he do you wrong.”

had not been deceived for a second. Af-
ter one quick glance he had opened his
cigaret case and a conversation at the
same time.

‘““What was it that Britisher said this
morning about Catron?” Duggan broke
in on Davies’ thoughts.

“It wasn’t what he said.” Davies
frowned in perplexity. ‘It was what he
left unsaid that worried me.”

After all, little was known about Catron
when he had been detailed from the em-
bassy at Peking to get first hand informa-
tion on what Japan and the others were
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doing in Siberia. His first report had
come through from Tientsin. That was
two weeks ago. A second report, a brief
affair, had followed, evidently sent back
from some small way station on the
Chinese Eastern Railway, stating that he
was being closely followed and was in
danger. After that came silence.

Then a wandering Standard Oil man
had drifted into Peking announcing that
he had met Catron, that Catron had some
very important information concerning
the Japanese plans in Manchuria and
Siberia and that Catron was acting very
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queerly. As day after day went by, with
no further word, Davies, acting as assis-
tant military attaché, was finally detailed
to seek out the man and discover what it
was all about.

/ I \HEY were approaching the station

of Hailar. This town, so close to

the Siberian border, looked very
much as did the other mushroom towns
along this railway, overnight growths,
strange combinations of well built Rus-
sian buildings, ramshackle Chinese shacks
and conglomerate huts which housed
refugec Russians, shaggy Cossacks, itin-
erant Korean cooiies, Kalmucks, Tartars,
Japanese and all the strange mélange of
races which drifted to this debatable
ground on the borderlands.

A wild press of coolies, Chinese and
Korean, fought for their bags as Davies
and Duggan alighted. A huge Russian
isvoschek in a three-horse trotka beamed at
them so invitingly that Davies took his
carriage in preference to the press of other
vociferous cabmen. They drove through
the slowly darkening streets as the lamp
lighters set about their tasks, and came
at last to the hotel.

The hotel was crowded. Russians,
both refugee Whites and triumphant
Reds, Japanese, Europeans of all nation-
alities, and Chinese, filled the place, their
steady hum of conversation making a
true Babel of tongues. Davies was sur-
prised to notice the large number of Ger-
man commercial travelers, back almost in
their pre-war numbers, although it was
only 1921 and the Americans still occupied
the Coblenz bridgehead.

There being an hour before dinner, the
two strolled forth to see the town, head-

ing in the general direction of the tele-

graph office to see whether any messages
had come through.

There was a telegram in cipher. Davies
translated:

IMPORTANT NEW DEVELOPMENTS MAKE IT
IMPERATIVE SECURE CATRON AT ALL COSTS.
TAKE OVER HIS DUTIES SPECIAL REFERENCE
TO VON UNGERN AT URGA AND HIS BACKERS.
ACENOWLEDGE.

“It doesn’t seem to have occurred to
them,” remarked Davies mildly, “to send
along any injormation as to the new de-
velopments they talk about. And who
the devil is Ungern and where the hell
is Urga?”

They were walking back toward the
hotel, approaching it through a narrow
side street lined with warehouses. It had
grown quite dark. The street was silent.
Suddenly the silence was broken by a
hoarse shout.

Davies and Duggan stood, listening.
They heard the shout followed by the
sound of running footsteps. Still they
waited. The noise seemed to be coming
from the right, down a small alleyway.
Above the sound of footsteps they heard
a high pitched, despairing scream. Now
these towns along the railway were filled
with marauders, the outcasts of all na-
tions, living by thievery and robbery and
murder so that it was unsafe to go un-
armed. Davies and Duggan, knowing
this, were comfortable, each in the pos-
session of a good solid lump under his
arm, an automatic pistol, snugly en-
sconced in a holster.

In the shadows of the corner of one of
the warehouses a confused group swayed
around some object on the ground.

Davies, leaping among them, saw the
figure of a man prone in the dust. Stand-
ing over it, kicking the huddled figure
dispassionately, was a vaguely familiar
form. What the rights or wrongs of the
business were did not matter. Here was
somebody kicking a man who was down.
It wasn’t being done in the best sporting
circles, and that was that, reflected
Davies swiftly as he let drive at the big
form of the man doing the kicking. His
fist crashed through a tangle of beard and
landed on the point of a jaw. Davies
heard a grunt and saw the man reel and
fall to the ground. Turning, he saw Dug-
gan chasing the two other attackers, both
of whom were putting all the distance
possible between themselves and the sud-
denly arrived Americans. Duggan re-
turned, puffing.

“The yellow scum!” panted Duggan.
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“T didn’t get a single good crack at them.
Hello! you kinda got one!”

. He stared at the recumbent form of the
heavy figure, which Davies had tumbled;
it started to scramble to its feet.

“Just a minute, old kid,” admonished
the sergeant, and placed his open hand, a
generous hand, against the man’s face and
pushed him back to the ground from
whence he came. “Let’s see what’s the
damages here before you start out again
on your nefarious career.” Reaching into
his pocket, he brought forth a pocket
light and flashed it on the groaning form
of the victim. ‘“‘Seems to be some kind of
a chink, Major.”

Dayvies looking down in the small circle
cast by the light, saw a lean faced, almond
eyed, dark skinned man with high cheek
bones. As he looked, the man opened his
eyes and stared upward. Both Americans
were startled. There was something so
ineffably indifferent, so overwhelmingly
proud and unyielding about the gaze
which met theirs that both Duggan and
Davies were impressed.

But their attention was attracted to the
other man, who again was attempting to
arise.

Duggan flashed the light on him.

On the ground, half raised on one elbow,
his eyes gleaming with hostility, lay a tall,
red bearded Russian whom they had ob-
served in the hotel and remarked because
of his jovial expression.

“If it ain’t our old friend, Santa Claus,”
Duggan remarked.

The Russian growled something unin-
telligible and rose to his feet.

Duggan, reaching forward, grasped the
ends of the man’s beard, holding them in
a powerful grasp.

“What’ll we do with Don Whiskerando,
Major?” he asked Davies.

“Oh, let him go.”

Davies turned his attention to the re-
cumbent figure of the Mongol as Duggan,
swinging the Russian around by the
beard, impelled him on his way with the
aid of a powerful kick. The bearded
stranger, half stumbling, half running,
disappeared from view. The Americans
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had yet to learn the lesson of relentless
Asia, which says once an enemy is in your
power see to it that he can do no more
damage.

The Mongol on the ground was weakly
stirring in an attempt to rise. The light
of the pocket lamp showed him to be a
man of many years. He was richly clad
in a long silken yellow robe. Davies and
Duggan aided him to his feet. The old
fellow leaned weakly against them for a
moment, then breathed deeply and closed
his eyes.

“Feeling better?”” asked Davies, in
English, with no hope that the man
would understand anything except the
tone.

To his surprise the other replied in the
same language:

“Thank you, yes,” he said, in a gut-
tural tone with an accent and pronuncia-
tion unfamiliar to Davies.

“If you will bear with me a moment my
servants will come. I am calling them
now,” the man went on.

Davies looked at him in surprise. Dug-
gan smiled understandingly, pointing to
his forehead as much as to say that the old
fellow was a little dizzy.

“May we take you to your home?”
asked Davies indulgently.

“No; if you will wait, my people will
come. I have called them,” returned the
old fellow gravely and courteously, so
gravely and so courteously, that they
could do nothing, perforce, but humor
him.

But suddenly there was the sound of
running feet. Around the corner came
six or eight men, tall, fierce looking fel-
lows who charged up threateningly to
Davies and Duggan. A word from the
old fellow made them relax instantly.

“Will you come with me?” asked the
venerable one.

“We would be very glad to see you
safely to your door.”

Davies bowed his acknowledgement
and he and Duggan followed behind,
speaking in whispers.

“Did you get that business the old bird
pulls. ‘I’'m callin’ them now,’ he says and
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never lets out a peep. And by all that’s
holy, sure enough, they come! How do
you figger that out, Major? Who is he
anyways:”

“Beats me,” responded Davies. ‘“Looks
as though he might be gne of these Bud-
dhist lamas in from Tibet or Mongolia
somewhere.”

There was a long silence from Duggan.

Finally his voice came, uncertainly.

“I seen one o’ them llamas once, Major.
As I remember, it was four legged and had
a hump and long wool, and come from
South America somewheres.”

“No, that’s a different variety of
lama,” said Davies. ‘“This kind is a
priest of the Buddhist religion. There are
a lot of them about here to the west.”

He pointed out toward the edge of
town, which they were now approaching,
where, in the dim light, they could see the
Mongolian plain rolling out to lose itself
in the darkness, a darkness faintly re-
lieved by the distant gleam of the camp-
fire of some nomad far out in the velvety
depths.

OLLOWING their newly found ac-

quaintance, at last they came to a

courtyard surrounded by dark build-
ings. They could hear the stamping and
restless movement of innumerable horses.
In the center of the courtyard was a large,
dark, dome shaped mass. Following
their guides to this, they found it to be on
closer view, some sort of tent. A door
was opened and they were ushered in.

Inside a large circular dwelling with a
dirt floor disclosed itself. Around this, a
trellis work of laths four or five feet high
formed the wall. Above them a number
of laths radiated from a point in the top.
The sides and roof were covered with a
layer of felt, tied on with camel’s hair rope
and leather thongs. :

The floor was covered with rugs and
felt mats, except in the center, where, on
the hard baked clay, stood an iron fire-
place in which burned the flame of dried
dung. Round the walls, forming a back
rest, were piled Chinese chests, intricately
carved and colored. On either side of the

tent or yurta were couches made of wood,
carved and painted in barbaric colors. On
the chests were vessels of brass and mas-
sive silver.

This first view of a Mongolian habita-
tion interested Davies, who knew that
this same form of tent had been used by
the nomads from time immemorial, that a
yurta of the same fashion had sheltered
Genghis Khan and his descendants; that,
from close to the Arectic circle to down far
against the southern seas, millions of
nomads were born, lived and died in such
habitations.

The old man whom they had rescued
from the Russians was helped to one of
the couches. Servants unrolled a beauti-
ful Bokhara rug, on which Davies and
Duggan were invited to seat themselves.

Silver cups filled with a sweetish-
sourish liquid were brought, and they
drank the koumiss, finding it not un-
pleasant to the taste.

The old man spoke to his servants in a
low tone. From the respect and venera-
tion they showed him, he was evidently a
personage of some standing.

“I am happy to welcome you to such
poor hospitality as I am permitted to
offer.”

The voice of the old man came clear
and strong and resonant.

“We are extremely appreciative of it,”
responded Davies.

Two servants came in, carrying low,
lacquered tables, setting them down be-
fore the Amecricans and before the old
man.

“I am the Maramba Ta-Rimpo-Cha,”
explained the old chap quietly. “I am a
Doctor of Theology, and I serve the Liv-
ing Buddha, His Holiness Bogdo Ghegan,
Djebtsung Damba Hutuktu Khan, High
Pontiff of Urga, the Holy City of Mon-
golia.”

“We are honored,” Davies responded
gravely. “I have never before had the
pleasure of meeting any high functionary
of the Buddhist faith. I am very de-
sirous of learning more about the Living
Buddha; perhaps you would be good
enough to enlighten me.”
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The servants were placing massive,
hammered silver plates on the tables,
bringing from outside somewhere steam-
ing, succulent meats, tender lamb and
kid, high silver jugs of tea and wine, more
plates containing aromatic zatouran cov-
ered with sheep fat, plates of borsuk,
sweet rich cakes and dishes of nuts and
milk.

“You are of high caste in your
country?” the Maramba inquired of
Davies as one stating a fact.

“We have no castes in my country.”

“Where there are two men there will be
two castes,” stated the Maramba grave-
ly. “You are a warrior, and your com-
panion, he is also a warrior of lesser grade.
But now you are seekers. You earnestly
desire to find something or some one.”

“But how do you know these things?”’
Davies and Duggan stared at each other
and back to the sonorous voiced old man.

“I have been in your souls and I know,”
he answered simply.

They were eating as he spoke. The
servants came and went silently. The
fire in the center of the yurta cast flicker-
ing shadows on the walls, now showing up
the old Maramba’s face in clear light,
again bathing it in dusky shadow, out of
which his eyes continued to gaze, kindly,
obscrvant and yet impersonal.

“You have asked me about the Living
Buddha at Ta-Kure. Because in your
souls there is desire for knowledge, be-
cause you have come out of the darkness
with compassion in your hearts to drive
away the oppressor and aid an old man
beset by his enemies, I, Maramba Ta-
Rimpo-Cha, a prince of the Mongols in
my own right Kanpo-Gelong of Ta-Kure,
Tzuren and Ta Lama (High Priest, Di-
viner and Doctor) Keeper of the Sacred
Books and right hand of his Holiness the
Pontiff of Ta-Kure, will enlighten you.”

IS VOICE went on as the two
listened, deeply interested. Of

Tibet he told them and the Dalai

Lama, the head of the Buddhist faith, of

his vice regent, the Living Buddha, the
Pontiff of Ta-Kure or Urga.

As the old man talked they heard that
this Living Buddha was the incarnation
of the never dying Buddha, the present
day representative of the unbroken line
of spiritual lords ruling since 1670, joining
in themselves the spirit of Buddha Ami-
taba with the Compassionate Spirit of the
Mountains, Chan-ra-zi, having to do with
the vast peaks of the Himalayas, the
Indian mysteries, the law of the stern
Mongolian conquerors, the wisdom of the
Chinese sages of the Hundred Books and
all the history of Asia, the Olet Khans,
Batur Hun Taiga and Gushi, Genghis and
Kubla Khan, the hierarchy of the lamas,
the edicts of the Tibetan kings from the
far days of Srong-Tsang Gampo, and the
sternness of the Yellow Sect of Paspa.
They heard how the history of Mongolia,
Persia, China, Pamir, the Himalayas, and
Mesopotamia is interwoven with the
Living Buddha and how he is worshiped
throughout the vast stretches of Central
Asia, northward to the Arctic circle.

His voice went on, telling of the Holy
City of Urga from which the Living
Buddha rules over Mongolia, surrounded
by sixty thousand lamas, doctors, priests,
fortune tellers, soothsayers, writers and
teachers, of the priceless gifts bestowed
upon the great monastery, offerings of
true believers from all over the world, of
the great library containing records of the
miracles of the thirty-one Living Buddhas,
books of magic and mystery, and the
books of the Hundred Chinese Wise Men.

“Into this secret library,” remarked the
Maramba, simply, ‘“only his Holiness,
Bogda Ghegen, and myself, can enter.
And only his Holiness can touch the great
ring of Genghis Khan, the ruby ring
carved with the swastika.”

The sonorous voice of the old Maramba
came to a stop. Davies and Duggan in-
voluntarily sighed with the relaxation
from the tension with which they had
been listening.

*“And Bogda Khan is temporal as well
as spiritual ruler, you say?”’ asked Davies
after a silence.

“His Holiness is khan of outer Mon-
golia,” responded the Maramba. Then
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his face became clouded. ‘Once,” he
said proudly, “the Mongols ruled China.
Today we are dust beneath the Chinese
feet. They strive utterly to overthrow
us. While the Manchus ruled in Peking
we were subject to them. When the em-
perors were driven out, Mongolia de-
clared itself independent under its own
khans. This independence was ratified
by the Chinese Republic. But today the
Chinese have returned and abrogated
their treaty and strive to overcome us.”

“And this,” inquired Davies gently, “is
why an important and revered high priest
comes from Urga to Hailar?”

The Maramba nodded, then turned
toward Daxvies, his eyes narrowed thought-
fully.

“And you, my friend, what of your
search? Would you have aid in your
task?”

Davies nodded, curious to find out mere
of this strange man.

The Maramba clapped his hands. Two
servants entered and waited with bowed
heads for his commands. He spoke to
them in a low voice. They went im-
mediately to one of the great Chinese
carved chests against the wall and opened
it. The chest resolved itself into a port-
able altar with a silver statue of Buddha
enthroned within it, resting on an ex-
panse of scarlet silk.

The servants lighted two candles on
either side, candles set in slender gold
candlesticks. As they went out, they
struck a gong which hung against the
wall. In the echoing murmur of its golden
ring, Davies heard the Maramba praying,
praying with bowed head as he fingered a
string of coral beads attached to his
wrist.

“Om mant padme hum,” intoned the
Maramba.

“Om mant padme hum,” the echo
seemed to sigh all around them from the
top of the tent, from the walls, from the
breeze stirring without.

The gong sounded a deeply sonorous
note although now no hand could be seen
to strike it. The candles guttered and
flared, the dim light of the fire died down.

In the shadows and the darkness Duggan
and Davies instinctively drew more
closely to each other. Again came that
deep resonant boom from the gong.

whispers, his words came more
clearly. Finally they could under-
stand. He was speaking in English. His
words came slowly and smoothly in a
strange voice, as if from far away.
“Great are the tribulations in store
for the warriors. The ravens shall hover
over them, the wolves prepare for their
coming, the evil spirits of the mountains
rejoice. Those whom they shall befriend
shall perish. Those whom they shall com-
bat shall flourish. Death shall stand over
them. Brother shall merit the curses of
the gods by slaying brother. Sister shall
sacrifice herself for a thing which is less
than the dust. By the willow trees of
Van Kure all will be revealed. Let them
beware of the man with soft hands. Let
them beware of the man with the green-
ish eyes. Let them show no mercy to dis-
putants and men of little faith. Let them,
above all, beware the scarlet leopard.
Let them take heed for death is ready and

’ I \HE MARAMBA was speaking in

- waiting, waiting by the willow trees of

Van Kure. I have spoken.”

There was silence in the yurfa. No
sound disturbed the quiet; the horses,
whose movements they had heard plainly,
were silent as if carved in stone. The
silence of the yurta was broken again by,
the clear voice of the Maramba.

“If you would find that which you ask,
look beyond the statue of Our Blessed
Lord Buddha.”

Davies and Duggan both gazed at the
silver figure, gleaming in the lights cast
by the candles from their slender golden
holders. All was shadow bchind the
figure of the god. But as they gazed the
shadows seemed to stir and take form.
They were shot through with faint lumi-
nous lines of scarlet. The lines of scarlet
wavered and undulafed, slowly taking
form. They seemed to be weaving them-
selves into the likeness of a man. The dim
figure assumed life and shape.
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Davies rubbed his eyes.

For the dim form behind the silver
statue of the Buddha resolved itself in
the likeness of Catron, the agent who had
so strangely disappeared. But Catron,
unlike when they had last seen him, was
not dressed in quiet blue serge, but on the
contrary was in uniform, a strange uni-
form, of khaki, with a peculiarly shaped
pink hat, the shade pink that one sees on
the inside of a melon. Across his chest
bars of red were emblazoned. He was
wearing the uniform of a Bolshevist

_soldier and the pink cap of the Cheka,
that mysterious all encompassing secret
service of the Soviets.

As they looked the light slowly faded.
Again the shadows behind the figure of
Buddha grew dim and dark.

They heard the Maramba clap his
hands again. The servants entered. He
spoke to them in his own tongue. They
brought a small lacquered box to him.
From it he took a small object.

“My friend, I am giving you something
that may aid you. Cherish it. It is a
symbol venerated highly in certain places,
by certain people.”

He handed to Davies the small object.
The servants brought lights. Examining
the tiny thing, Davies saw that it was a
small box hollowed out from a single large
amethyst which glowed a beautiful lav-
ender shade. Inlaid on its top was a
Chinese ideograph. The thing was skill-
fully worked. Twisting it in his fingers, he
found that there was a cover to it, a small
screw top that opened under his touch. As
the cover came off, the tent was filled with
a peculiarly intoxicating odor, compound-
ed of the scent of wildflowers in the forest
and a tinge of sweet scented temple in-
cense. So penetrating was the perfume
that it seemed to fill the whole tent.
Davies replaced the cover, screwing the
amethyst cap back in place. Suddenly
the sweetly penetrating perfume van-
ished, the leathery, acrid odor of the
yurta returned. Again they could hear
the stamping of the horses and the move-
ment of life outside in the courtyard.

They took leave of the Maramba, who

was sunk in thought, his head bent low
in his hands as they reached the door.

“We shall meet again within the month
near the willow trees of Van Kure,” he
called after them.

CHAPTER II

THE STEPPES ARE CRUEL AND HEAVEN IS
FAR

HEY stumbled through the dark
courtyard, saying nothing until
they reached the street.

“Did—"’ Davies hesitated, then went
on with a rush—*“did you see anything
peculiar behind the statue of the
Buddha?” he asked Duggan.

“Kinda thought I saw that guy Catron
all decked out in a trick get up.”

“Red tabs across his chest?”

“Yes, sir, and a funny kinda pink
lookin’ cap on his head like them Bolshies
wear.”

Davies nodded.

“Blame funny business all round; must
be sort of hypnotic power the old boy
possesses,” he remarked half to himself.

“Some baby, that old what do you call
it? Marimba? What’s all that stuff he
was gettin’ off about green eyed men, soft
handed lads?”

“Told us to beware of a man with green
eyes and to beware of a man with soft
hands. Also a lot of stuff about brothers
and sisters that I didn’t get. Brother
shall kill brother and sister shall sacrifice
herself for something less than the dust.
I'm damned if I could follow him there.
But it was pretty creepy at that. What
do you suppose made that gong ring?”

Duggan shook a puzzlgd head.

“Queer business,” he commented.

“Queer business is right!” echoed
Davies. Both men returned silently to
the hotel.

S THEY approached it they heard
the sound of wild singing and

laughter above the strident music
of an orchestra. The dining room was
filled with a gay crowd, thick with tobacco
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smoke, noisy with the clatter of dishes
and the high pitched voices of a multi-
tude. It was like coming back to civiliza-
tion after having been in the outer dark-
ness of barbarism.

Duggan demurred gt entering with

Davics, the two of them being of the

regular Army and accustomed to its
strict rules.

“Forget it!” Davies admonished. “We
are not officer and soldier; we are a couple
of civilians on a confidential mission.
We’ve got to stick around and get all the
information we can. Let’s go.”

They entered, attracting little notice in
that gay crowd, most of whom were Rus-
sians. Finding a table near the wall they
sat down to observe the gathering. The
place was jammed. Ata large table in the
center of the room was a group of refugee
White Russian officers, many of them in
their old uniforms. The greater part of
them were attired in the trim, full skirted
Cossack coat with its row of ivory cart-
ridge cases across the chest and the curv-
ing blade of the jewecled-handled dagger
slung at the belt. Two of the officers
wore the green and gold of a famous
former Imperial Guard Regiment, one
was in the wine colored coat of a Cossack
of the Caucasus, several were attired in
the blue and gold of the Ussuri Cossacks,
while still another was gay in the sky blue
and silver of the Dragoons. All bore
enameled and jeweled decorations. Evi-
dently it was a gala occasion, thus to
bring them out in this former glory.

Discreet inquiry of the waiter provided
the answer—it was the birthday of the
former Czarevitch which they had seized
upon as an occasion to celebrate.

Davies, watching them, was suddenly
filled with an intense pity for these shreds
and remnants of the once great empire of
the Czars, that glorious golden edifice so
strangely rotten at the ecore. How quick-
ly it had been swept out of existence by
the red cloud of Bolshevism, how keenly
tragic, how frightfully sudden had been
its collapse!

The orchestra struck up a famous
cavalry galloping song, a wild air, some

heritage from Tartar ancestry, that swept
one into dreams of galloping sotnias, of
the carth covered with hordes of horse-
men, of the plains moving in a veritable
forest of lances, of the sky full of ravens
darkening the sun with their expectant
wings.

“Goofy damn’ music!” commented
Duggan.

“They’re Hungarian Gipsies playing
Russian airs, a hellish combination,”
Davies replied, listening as the music
went up and up and the voices of the
crowd chimed in until the dining room
roared with the tuneful surge of men’s
voices raised in exultant song.

Suddenly it stopped, and the clatter
and confusion of the filled dining room
resumed its sway. To Davies, sitting
there, thinking about the three great
empires converging on this spot in the
carth’s surface, it seecmed particularly
fitting and appropriate that men should
sing of war and the clash of swords.

To their table, walking somewhat un-
steadily, came a tall young Russian, in
the uniform of a Cossack of the Ussuri, his
golden shoulder tabs showing the rank of a
centurion or leader of a' hundred Cos-
sacks, a sotnia. Tall, well built, dreamy
eyed, he was a splendid figure in the close
fitting Cossack coat, walking with all the
ease and grace of a tiger in the soft Rus-
sian boots.

Kok ve posheevietey!”” he called cheerily,
in that half drunken state of friendli-
ness that a Russian can approximate so
casily.

“Chorashaw! Well!”” answered Davies.

The young Russian slumped into a chair
at their table. :

“Russki? Russian?” he asked.

“Nyet. Amerikanski. No. Ameri-
can.” Davics answered the query.

The Russian looked up swiftly, his face
extremely delighted.

“Ochinn chorashaw!””> *““Very fine!” he
smiled, and then switching into English,
“I knew many Americans when they were
in Siberia. But there are some bad ones
there now. You have heard maybe of the
one at Chita?”
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“No,” Davies leaned forward curiously.
“Who is he and why is he bad?”

“He is a traitor,” the Russian informed
him gravely, “a traitor to his country and
his race. He has turned Bolsheviki. I
saw him yesterday. I have just come
from Chita, escaped from there by the
grace of God. He was wearing the ugly
pink cap of the Cheka, that foul secret
service of the Soviets.”

Duggan and Davies looked swiftly at
each other, then back to the Russian.

“And what was his name? Do you re-
member?”’ Davies asked after a preg-
nant silence in which the breathing of the
two Americans grew almost audible.

“Cat—Cateron. Or something like
that; I forget.” The Russian grinned
amiably. ‘“Won’t you have a bottle with
me?”’

He clapped his hands for the waiter and
ordered wine, not noticing the silence of
his new found friends.

“Yes,” went on the Russian, “he is a
dirty dog. Such a one should be killed like
a dog, like a mad dog. Myself}{l would
not waste a bullet on him. I would have
him beaten to death with the tashur.”

“And what is the tashur?” asked Davies.

“The bamboo stick they carry in Mon-
golia. It isa death very good for traitors.
It gives them time to think over their
crimes before they die at last, cursing and
screaming.”

the glasses were filled.
“You Russians take death very
easily,” remarked Davies.

“Why not? What is life anyway? A
puff of dry snow raised for a moment by
the wind, to whirl about over the waste
for a breath and then to sink back again
to its drift. I myself have very few
days to live.”

“Why do you say that?” asked Davies
curiously.

“Why? Because I return to Chita to-
morrow to kill a Bolshevik who has put a
slight upon my sister.”

“Your sister? You have a sister back
there?” :

/ I \HE BOTTLE of wine was brought,

“No, she is here; wait, I will call her.”

He rose, staggering over to the large
table. Once there he spoke to a slim
officer likewise in the blue and gold of the
Ussuri Cossacks. The slim officer fol-
lowed him willingly enough. Once arrived
at the table, Davies and Duggan rubbed
their eyes. For the slim, boyish looking,
newly arrived officer was a girl and a
beautiful girl at that, with a haunting,
wistful sort of wild beauty about her that
was arresting and compelling.

“Natasha—" the tall young Russian
turned toward her—‘“these are some
brave American friends of mine. I want
you to know them.”

The girl turned toward them.

“My brother is always very gay when
he has had many drinks. I hope he has
not annoyed you?”

Davies rose swiftly, his astonishment
under control.

“But, mademoiselle, we are delighted!
Won’t you join us?”

Wine was poured. The three men
raised their glasses in polite toast to the
fresh cheeked, soft eyed girl.

“What is this about your brother going
to Chita tomorrow? I should think once
he had escaped from the Bolsheviki with
his life he would be anxious to remain
away from those people.”

“So I have told him,” she replicd with a
shrug, “but he is very hot tempered.
There was one there that was rude to me,
a gross Bolshevik commissar. He said
that he would make me a woman of the
streets. I tried very hard to kill him,”
she added quietly, “but he took my knife
away. Now my brother wants to kill
him.” She looked at the two Americans
gravely through her great eyes. “It is
all very silly, is it not?”

“It certainly doesn’t
sensible,” agreed Davies.

The orchestra struck up again, a surg-
ing, sweeping song in which all the dining
room joined so that the rafters fairly
trembled with the outburst of voices.
The young Russian officer with them
joined in, pounding the table with his
glass_until he broke it into fragments.

seem very
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As suddenly as it began, the song
finished.

“I’'ve never heard that one before.
What is it?”” asked Davies.

“Oh,” explained the girl, “it is a song
about a hero, an officer, named Semyon.”

“What did he do to get a song written
about him?”

“It is an old story, about the days when
Charles the Twelfth, the Swedish king,
attacked Russia. Semyon was in a fort
that was attacked. He volunteered to
go back for more men. His sweetheart
went with him. It was winter and the
woods were full of wolves. So bad did
the wolves become that they nearly
stopped the sleigh. So the officer, Sem-
yon, kissed his sweetheart goodby and
threw her to the wolves. Therefore the
wolves stopped to eat his sweetheart and
he was able to go on and get the troops to
come and help his comrades. Was not
that brave?”

“Why—er,” Davies temporized, it
seems as though ideals of bravery differ a
little in different countries. Do you think
it was brave of this fellow, Semyon?”

“Of course,” she replied, “very brave.”

“Suppose you were the sweetheart,
would you want to be thrown to the
wolves?”

She threw up her head proudly.

“He would not have to throw me to the
wolves. I would already have thrown
myself if I had seen that I could help my
lover and his comrades.”

Davies looked at her admiringly.

“I believe you would at that,” he said
reflectively, then to her brother, “What
are your plans after you have slaughtered
this offensive commissar?”

“Then I shall join Baron Ungern at
Urga. He is mobilizing the Asiatic Divi-
sion of cavalry against the Bolsheviki
and needs trained men.”

Both Americans pricked up their ears.

“What sort of a place is this Urga?”
asked Davies.

““Oh, it’s one of the holiest places known
to the Buddhists. They have a lot of
lamas there and many relics.”

“Do you happen to have heard of a

venerable old lama called Maramba Ta-
Rimpo-Cha?”

“Is there any one, that does not know
him? He is known from one end of Asia
to the other. He is a very holy man.”

Davies nodded at Duggan.

“What has this Baron Ungern got to
do with the Buddhists at Urga?”

“Why, Baron Ungern is a Buddhist.”

“He is mad, quite mad!” the sister in-
terrupted, touching her forehead.

“How can you say that, Natasha!” he
reproved. “He is not mad; he believes
that he can weld together all the wander-
ing nomads of Asia and use them against
the Bolsheviki. Also he is fighting for the
independence of outer Mongolia against
the Chinese who wish to destroy the in-
dependence. He is very strict.”

The sister interrupted with a scornful
laugh.

“Strict?” she laughed again. “He is a
mad dog. He will have his own officers
slain at the crook of a finger. He is mad,
I tell you. He knows not what he does;
all he can do is shed blood. If he can not
shed the blood of his enemies he will kill
his own men. He is not called the Bloody
Mad Baron for nothing.”

HE MUSIC had died down. There

was a lull in the talk from the dining

room. The voice of the girl, clear
and melodious, carried farther than she
knew. Suddenly the officers at the next
table were on their feet.

A form loomed behind Davies.

“Take care how you speak of Baron
Wilhelm Von Ungern!” a voice rasped in
their ears. They turned quickly.

A short, squat bodied Russian oflicer
stood above them. His eyes were pe-
culiarly colorless and opaque. His hands,
which clenched and unclenched nervously,
were remarkably white and soft looking,
like the hands of a woman.

“What is that?” asked Davies mildly.

“I said,” the man spoke more loudly,
“to take care of how you speak of Baron
Wilhelm Von Ungern!”

Davies hitched his shoulders a little
impatiently.
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“Really, my dear fellow,” he expostu-
lated mildly, “I don’t quite see what
business it is of yours just what we say or
leave unsaid at this table.”

“I will make it my business.” The
officer gripped the back of Davies’ chair
with his soft white hands as though to
shake him out of it. *“I warn you once
again, I will not tolerate any such lan-
guage used toward my chief.”

Davies rose quietly, turning to face the

man. :
“Asfaras Iam concerned,” he remarked
quictly and pleasantly, “both you and
your chief can go to hell by the shortest
route.”

The little blood in the stranger’s face
seemed to drain out. His opaque, color-
less eyes turned red Suddenly his twist-
ing fingers leaped at Davies’ throat. The
fingers were soft enough but they gripped
like steel. For one paralyzing second
Davies felt their powerful hold. Then
he broke the grip in the one certain and
unfailing way to break such a grip, a
vicious stroke known to ju-jutsu.

There was a roar from the Russian and
he half collapsed, twisting with pain.
Suddenly the friends of the aggressive one
came up and dragged him away, expostu-
lating. He threw an angry glance behind
at Davies, then stopped, shaking his fist.
Davies continued to gaze at him as one
might at some curious creature seen for
the first time.

As he turned he surprised a glow of ad-
miration in the eyes of the girl.

“How wonderful!” she breathed. “So
quict, so finc! No hysterics as always
with us when we grow angry. Truly you
are a hero!”

Davies blushed and avoided Duggan’s
eyes. The young Russian officer grasped
his hand. -

“Splendid,” he cried. “That was Seepa-
lov, the baron’s exccutioner. He is said
to be a terrible creature.”

Duggan had been silent throughout the
encounter, smoking quietly, but now he
leaned over, speaking in a low tone.

“Did you notice that he had very soft
hands, Major?” he asked casually.

Davies nodded shortly.

“Soft to look at—not so soft to feel,”” he
said, rubbing his throat.

“The more I think about the old Ma-
ramba the creepier it gets,” continued
Duggan, his forchead wrinkled in thought.
“First the dope about Catron being a
Bolshevik and now this soft handed guy
trying to throttle you!”

“Be sure you never go into Baron
Ungern’s territory!” The young Rus-
sian officer leaned over. ‘This execu-
tioner is very powerful; he will have you
killed immediately.”

“No chance,” laughed Davies. “I
haven’t the remotest intention of going
into the baron’s territory. By the way,”
he asked the young Russian, “where is
Van Kure?”

“That is on the other side of Urga.”

“Is it in the baron’s territory?”

“Yes.”

Duggan listened, nodding his head.
Davies drew back thoughtfully, then
shrugged his shoulders, turning his atten-
tion to the girl again.

“Why do so many Russian women
serve as soldiers?”’ he asked.

“Oh, it is our heritage. In the old
Russian folk_songs they sing about the
Polyanitza, who were women heroes like
the men heroes of antiquity. It has al-
ways becn so in Russia that woman fights
beside her man.”

“Sort of Battalion of Death stuff?”’

“Yes,” she replied simply, “I was with
the Battalion of Death. I have been
decorated for bravery twice and wounded
three times.”

She gave this astounding information
without the quiver of an eyelid. Davies
looked at her brother for confirmation.

“Yes, Natasha is a vicious fighter. She
has been in many engagements.”

UGGAN studied the slim, quiet
eyed girl somewhat skeptically

but kept his own counsel. Davies,

who had seen and heard of these feminine

warriors before, was quite inclined to
belicve her.

“And I suppose that you carried the
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regulation bottle of poison?” he asked,
half jokingly.

Without a word she reached inside her
coat and drew forth a tiny silver flask
hung on a string around her neck. The
smile left Davies’ face. He nodded,
knowing the purpose of the poison, part of
the equipment of every woman belonging
to the Battalion of Death.

“How did you happen to enter the
Battalion of Death?” he asked.

“Oh,” she replied lightly, “my brother,
he was fighting and I wanted to fight too.
My sister wanted to go with me but she
was not strong enough.”

“You have other brothers and sisters?”

Natasha and her brother looked up
quickly.

“We had,” she replied, gently, at last.
“My sister was killed by the Bolsheviki,
and our father and mother. We are all
that is left of a family of five.”

“Six,” corrected her brother. ‘“Don’t
forget Feodor.”
“Feodor . . . Feodor.” She nodded

slowly. “But that was so long ago. My
oldest brother,” she explained, ‘he forged
my father’s name to a paper and necarly
ruined us; that was years ago, when we
were small. He left home and we have
never seen him since.”

“But how did you get to Siberia?”’

“When the Revolution started, Mischa
here was wounded near Moscow. I was
at the front. I disguised myself as a
peasant girl and found him and brought
him back to health. Then together we
fled to Siberia and joined the Ussuri
Cossacks. When Kolchak was defeated
we were captured and condemned to be
killed. They put us on the death train—a
train that they filled with White officers
and ran out on a sidetrack, where they
poured oil over it and burned up every
one. But I promised one of the guards to
marry him if he would save my brother
and myself. So he saved us and I killed
him and we escaped to Chita. At Chita
we were captured again. And the Bol-
shevik commissar condemned us to death
saying that I should first be turned over
to the soldiers for their amusement. But

I talked to the soldiers until they were
ashamed to harm me and they helped
me to get away and I helped my brother
and again we ran away and here we are.”

Davies and Duggan had been listening
to this remarkable history in astonish-
ment. When she finished, Davies looked
at her in admiration.

“Good Lord! You have been through
the thick of it!” he exclaimed.

“Yes,” she agreed quietly, and lighted a
cigaret. :

“Your oldest brother disappeared, your
sister, mother and father killed by the
Bolsheviki and your own life endangered
time and again! Life has been a little
cruel to you.”

She looked at him somberly.

“We have a proverb which says, “The
steppes are cruel and heaven is far.
Whether it is the steppes that make the
Russians cruel or not, I do not know, but
the Russians are full of needless cruelty,
all of them, Whites or Reds, cultured and
ignorant—they delight in inflicting suf-
fering upon their fellow men—they are
all the same.”

Davies had observed that her eyes
seldom lost their look of brooding sadness.

*“What do you fear now?” he asked her.

“What do I not fear?” she asked him
gravely. “We have just fled from Chita,
narrowly escaping with our lives. Here
in Hailar I thought we might be safe for a
little but now word has come that the
Chinesc have entered into an agreement
with the Bolsheviki to surrender all the
Russian refugees.”

“But they have no right!” exclaimed
Davies hotly.

She shrugged her shoulders.

“Right has little to do with it.”

“Who is the Chinese military governor
here at Hailar?” Davies broke in again.

“Nam Pan,” she replied. “They say
he is a Leopard.”

“A Leopard? Why—what—"

“Sh-sh!” She put her finger warningly
to her lips and looked frightened, then
went on swiftly, not answering his ques-
tion. “So you see all these gay officers
are liable to be lined up against a wall and
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shot very soon. They know this; that is
why they sing so loudly. We have not
money to get away very far. He—" she
nodded at her brother—‘‘wishes to join
Baron Wilhelm Ungern at Urga, but
me, I fear that man. He is a mad-
man. He has had many of his officers
beaten to death with the fashur when they
displeased him—and Mischa my brother
is so gay and carcless. Now tonight he
has suddenly decided to go back to Chita
and kill the commissar who tried to
throw me to the soldiers—and that means
almost certain death for both of us—for
I would not let him go alone. So you can
see—" she smiled a sudden brave, rather
forlorn smile—‘‘so you see, whichever way
I turn I have my back behind me! Mis-
cha, come! It is time we were saying
good night to our friends.”

She rose.

“Goo’night! Goo’night!”

Mischa wobbled up and waved a very
cheerful but somewhat scrambled fare-
well and was marched away by his sister.

AVIES’ eyes followed them as they
made for the door, the tall well

built Russian officer and his slim,
courageous sister, neat and trim in her
Cossack uniform, the light sparkling from
the jeweled dagger she carried slung at her
belt. At the door she turned suddenly
and, finding his eyes upon her, she flashed
back a quick, friendly smile that seemed
to illumine the whole room. And then
she was gone, leaving Davies thoughtful.

“If a guy ain’t too blame particular
about stayin’ alive, this here country is a
good place to stick around,” commented
Duggan.

“It’s the border country, and it’s also
the Alsace-Lorraine of Asia, this Man-
churia Mongolia section,” Davies re-
marked absently; then drawing himself
up to the table with new decision, “What
have we found out today? Let’s see, we
know that Baron Ungern is at Urga,
that he is fighting somebody, we don’t
know whom, probably the Bolsheviki.
We know that the Chinese and the Mon-
gols aren’t on friendly terms. And Baron
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Ungern being at Urga, the Mongol
headquarters, he must be lined up with
the Mongols against the Chinese. And if
the Chinese are agreeing to surrender the
Russian White refugees to the Bolsheviki
the Chinese must be on. friendly terms
with the Bolshies. So the lineup is Mon-
gols, Baron Ungern, White Russians
against the Chinese and the Bolsheviki.
Now the question is, where do the
Japanese come in on this? Who are they
playing? That’s what we’ve got to find
out. We've also got to find out what has
become of this mysterious Catron fellow.
What he is doing galivanting around
dressed up as a member of the Bolshe-
viki Cheka is something that I can’t
figure out.”

“Yes, sir, that’s about the lineup as I
figger it. But what I can’t get is, who are
the Leopards? Or who is the Leopard?
Remember old Marimba Champalong or
whatever his name was? He told us to be
particular careful of the Leopard. Now
this little Russian lady all dressed up like
a Boy Scout looked scared to death when
she mentioned Leopards.”

“You’ve got me. But what we have to
figure on is our next move. We’ve got to
get hold of this fellow Catron at all costs.
And he is supposed to be in Chita parad-
ing around in Bolshevik uniform. Looks
like we’d have to go to Chita.”

Sergeant Duggan looked glum.

“It ain’t so healthy in Chita. Them
Bolshies is awful quick about shootin’
people full o’ holes, then makin’ inquiries
later. And there ain’t no American
troops in Siberia no more.”

“Yes, but I think we could get through
and, by moving carefully, keep out of
trouble. I don’t see any other way of
getting hold of this fellow Catron. Tell
you what we’ll do. We’ll go part of the
way on the train, then get off and hire
horses and cross the border somewhere
away from the railroad. They will be
pretty watchful at the railroad. The only
thing is that we’ll have to look out for
Hung-Hutzes. The Manchurian border is
pretty well covered with their bands.”.

“Who are they?”
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“Chinese bandits. It is said that
Chang-Tso-Lin, the Chinese war lord of
Manchuria, used to be a Hung-Hutze.
They’re bad babies to get captured by.
They have a pleasant little habit of im-
paling their captives—the old Tartar
torture.”

“How do they do that?”

“They set a sharp stake upright on the
ground and seat the poor victim on it.
The more he wriggles the deeper in it
goes. They suffer horrible agony some-
times for two or three days before they
die.”

“Good God!”

But Davies was watching two Japanese
officers who had just entered and ordered
tea and cakes at a nearby table.

“Don’t Japs drink anything stronger
than tea, Major?”

“Yes, they put away lots of sake when
they’re at home.”

“Do they ever get drunk?”

“I’ve only seen one Japanese drunk.
And that was a schoolmate of mine. He
was a cadet at the same time I was in the
military school. I met him years after in
Tokio and he threw a getsha party for me
—Ilots of beautiful dancing and lots of
weird music and lots of sake. He got a
good little Japanese edge on before the
evening was finished. Dooley, we called
him at school. He ended up the evening
by trying to teach the geishas the Virginia
reel. A blame good scout was Dooley.
I think he’s a major in the Japanese
army now.” Davies smiled in memory of
the scene.

“When do you think we’d better head
out, Major?” asked Duggan after a
pause.

“First thing in the morning; we’ll have
to travel light; pistols, some extra ammu-
nition, a little gold, a lot of rubles and a
little luck and we ought to make it.”

GRAY haired old Russian with
rather bewildered looking eyes
came drifting by their table. So

forlorn did the old man look that Davies

smiled at him. He stopped and bowed.
Davies waved him to a seat and offered

him a glass of wine which he accepted
gratefully. He spoke no English, only
Russian and French.

It turned out that he had been a minor
official of the Russian telegraph service.

“I suppose the Revolution has made it
hard for you?” Davies asked politely.

“The Revolution, a terrible thing!” the
old man exclaimed. ‘“They have de-
stroyed religion.”

“Do you believe they have destroyed
religion in Russia?” .

“By the Holy Saints, I do believe it.
Russia was a good place when men still
believed in God and a second assistant
supervisor of the telegraph service was
a man of some importance. Now men’s
souls walk in darkness and I go hungry.”

The old fellow sipped his wine sadly,
one of the helpless derelicts rooted out
of their secure niches by the revolution-
ary storm, a derelict too old and battered
by time to find a new niche wherein to
finish up his few remaining years in peace
and comfort.

“You have no children?”’ asked Davies.

“Two I had—fine strong sons. But no
more, no more. They escaped the Bol-
sheviki only to be killed by the Bloody
Mad Baron.”

“Who is that?” asked Davies.

“Baron Wilhelm Ungern, that thrice
cursed idolator. May his bones rot and
his soul find eternal torment!”

The old man flushed, his eyes glared,
he gripped the edges of the table in a
passion of vehement hate.

“How did he happen to be responsible
for the death of your sons?”’ Davies
asked, his voice solicitous.

“How? They were officers under him.
For some reason he condemned them to
decath. They were strangled by his exe-
cutioner, a brute by the name of Seepalov
—why, God, who alone knows the work-
ings of a madman’s mind, could tell.”

“You say he is an idolator?”

“Aye, an idolator, a worshiper of
graven images, a follower of the Evil One,
a Buddhist.”

“He is a Buddhist?”’

“Yes, a Buddhist, slaughtering Chris-



THE DANCE OF THE

tians like cattle. May he die in torment!”

The old man, his eyes full of the help-
less anger of old age, rose and walked
away with bowed head, too occupied with
his wrongs to remember to say a farewell
to the two Americans.

“This guy Sternberg, or whatever his
name is, seems to be kind of hard boiled,”
commented Duggan. “Guess we’d be
wise to keep away from his neighbor-
hood.”

“Must be a queer character,” reflected -
Davies aloud, ‘“‘a white man turned Bud-
dhist. He evidently hasn’t much com-
punction as to whom he kills or why.
Yes, we'll try to stay away from his
vicinity.”

HEY went to the telegraph office
again before turning in. Another

telegram awaited Davies.

CATRON REPORTED IN CHITA USE EVERY
EFFORT TO SECURE HIM GO TO CHITA IF
NECESSARY FIND OUT RELATIONS OF
UNGERN WITH CHINESE"AND MONGOLIANS ES-
PECIALLY THE JAPANESE.

Before leaving the telegraph office
Davies drafted a report of the informa-
tion they had already secured and sent it
off in cipher to Peking.

CHAPTER III
THE HUNG-HUTZES

, HE NEXT morning found them
| aboard the train headed in the direc-
tion of the Manchurian-Siberian
border prepared to enter the territory of
the Bolsheviki. They held no illusions
concerning the danger that lay ahead.
The two were silent as the train pulled out
of Hailar.
Duggan broke the silence after a time.
“Remember that red headed Russian
we mussed up last night, the fellow who
was kicking the old Marimba guy when
he was down?”
“Yes, what about him?”
“I thought I seen him gettin’ on the
train just as we went aboard.”
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Davies looked perturbed.

“I think I'll take a walk through the
cars jest to see if I ain’t right,” and
Duggan disappeared.

He returned in fifteen minutes, nodding
his head.

“It’s either him or his twin brother.
He’s sittin’ back in the last car with a
couple rough lookin’ chinks or somethin’.
I think it’s him all right, he’s got a ban-
dage on his face and seems kind o’ the
worse for wear. Do you know that fellow
has greenish loookin’ eyes, Major?”

Davies looked thoughtful.

“The hell you say! But there are lots
of men with greenish looking eyes. What
worries me is that he’s liable to be a
Bolshevik and may denounce us when he
gets among his friends.. We'll try to slip
him when we get off the train this side of
the border.”

They were running through the open
plains of Manchuria. Chinese villages
grouped themselves alongside the track.
From afar off could be seen the plain
stretching away limitlessly to the horizon.
An occasional band of mounted men ap-
peared in view, men who watched the
train carefully but kept at a safe distance.

“Probably Hung-Hutzes,” said Davies
studying them.

The train stopped at various small
stations. At one of these the two Ameri-
cans went for a stroll on the platform.
Right on the edge of the station was a
small encampment of nomads, their
yurtas looking like black beehives.

Some one on the platforminformed the
Americans that the nomads were Buriats.
Curious, Davies and Duggan walked over
the better to observe them. They were
seasoned, hardy looking people, their
faces polished to the color of mahogany by
desert wind and sun. They wore kalats of
brown and green material, and high
pointed foxskin hats with great flaps fall-
ing behind to cover the ears. The men
were stocky and well built with the
slightly bowed legs of the habitual horse-
men.

Two of them were dragging a protesting
sheep along toward the center of a group
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that waited close to the platform. One
awaited, holding a knife.

Nearly naked, copper colored children
crawled around in the dirt. Women in
queer hornlike headdresses were smoking
long pipes.

The two dragging the sheep brought it
close to where the man waited with the
knife. It was a dirty looking animal with
a fat stubby tail.

The two threw the sheep on its back.
The man with the knife sat on its belly.
The Buriats looked on calmly.

What followed was so revolting that
the two Americans swore softly to them-
selves.

For the two assistants held the sheep’s
head and legs to the ground while the man
with the knife cut open the upper part of
the sheep’s belly and put his hand through
the opening. The poor foolish animal be-
gan to roll its eyes in agony, while its
body squirmed helplessly as the Buriat
dragged out the puffy white entrails. The
man rummaged around the ribs of the
beast, the sheep’s guts flapped in short
gasps, the body jerked more and more
strongly and the sheep gave forth a
hoarse gurgling moan. The butcher
dragged the heart through the diaphragm,
the animal gave a last convulsive throb
and its eyes became bright and fixed.

The strange Mongol faces of the Buri-
ats were absolutely calmly indifferent and
dispassionate. The men and women
looked on incuriously, puffing at their
pipes.

It came over Davies that were it aman
who was being killed the Mongols would
look on in the same indifferent manner.
About the cruelty of some races there is
something human and comprehensible.
But these bright, incurious eyes that
looked indifferently through slanting lids
at the most horrible suffering—hard,
shoe button eyes that stared but did not
sce!

“Kinda gives me the creeps, the cold
blooded way they go about it,” confessed
Duggan as the two walked back to the
train.

Davies nodded in agreement.

They were passing under the windows
of the car just in front of their own.
Something impelled Davies to look up.
He stared straight into a face that seemed
familiar although he could not place it for
a moment. The person looking down at
him was evidently a young Russian
peasant. But the eyes gazed at him warn-
ingly. Looking more intently he saw that
it was the face of the Russian girl he had
met the evening before. Sitting next her,
and also staring down at him, was her
brother attired in Russian peasant cos-
tume as well.

They both shook their heads imper-
ceptibly. He went on as if he had seen
nothing.

BACK in their own compartment,

Davies told Duggan in a low voice
of his discovery.

“The damn’ pup!” exclaimed Duggan.
“Is he draggin’ that girl back to certain
death? He ought to be given a good
wallopin’.”

“Yes,” Davies agreed uncertainly, “but
where clse can they go? She is afraid of
having her brother join Baron Ungerr
at Urga, she’s afraid if they stay in Man.
churia the Chinese will turn them over tc
the Reds anyway, and they haven’t got
enough to get away from Manchuria
They might be able to hide out among
their own people somewhere in Siberia
It’s a pretty big place.”

Duggan grunted in dissatisfaction.

“Besides,” continued Davies thought
fully, “the most audacious move is gen
erally the safest. When in doubt, attack.’

They were slowing down preparator;
to entering the last station on the Man
churian side of the border. Like typiea
Americans they stood up for the las
ten minutes before arrival. It was at th
forward end of the car that they waited.

The door to the car ahead openec
Out came the tall young Russian office
and his sister, dressed as Russian peas
ants. The girl wore a dark shawl over he
head, from beneath which her eye
flashed a friendly greeting at Davies.

The young Russian, after looking pas



THE DANCE OF THE

Davies and on down the car’s length,
stepped up quickly.

“Be very careful,” he said in a low
tone, “you are being followed. We found
out that the Leopards are after you.
Shake off pursuit if possible and meet us
at the shop of Lian Shin, the jeweler.”

He turned his back as though unaware
of the presence of the Americans and the
train drew up and came to a stop in the
station. :

Selecting a carriage from among the
crowd of vociferous drivers, they went
straight to the hotel, secured rooms and
sauntered out into the hallway as though
nothing were the matter. Davies found
an American, a representative of a big
oil company, who knew where the jewelry
shop of Lian Shin was located. Getting
explicit directions, they strolled forth.
Calling a carriage, they drove in the op-
posite direction until they found an
alleyway leading to another street.
Through this they made their way swiftly
on foot, hailed another carriage and drove
up to the jewelry shop. The street was
clear behind them; no one could be seen.

HEY entered the shop. A tall thin
Chinese in flowing silken robes rose

gravely to meet them.

“You are awaited,” he stated in a clear
voice, and led them back through a court
yard, up a stairway to a low ceiled room.

In the dim light they saw the forms of
the Russian and his sister.

“I am so glad you arrived; we were
frightened,” she spoke rapidly and nerv-
ously. “Come sit down.”

She led them back to a table. The
Chinese withdrew. A servant poured tea
for them.

“What is it all about anyway?” asked
Davies.

“We don’t know,” she answered.
“Have you in some way offended the
Leopards?”

“Just who are the Leopards?” Davies
queried.

Brother and sister glanced swiftly
around.

“No one knows,” she spoke in a low
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tone. “It is a secret society. It is very
powerful. They have slain many, many
people. Who they are or what their ob-
jects are no one seems to know who is not
a member. I know that there are Chinese
in it, there are some Mongols, and shame
be it to say, some Russians. We saw you
leave your hotel this morning. As soon as
you had climbed into your carriage we
saw Gau Din-Shan, a Chinese, who is
known to be a Leopard, follow you out of
the hotel, and drive after you in another
carriage. We saw him take the next
compartment in the train to yours. He
got off here and followed after you to your
hotel. We thought it best to warn you for
they strike like snakes, very swiftly and
suddenly.”

Davies listened to this recital gravely.

“T can’t figure out how we incurred the
enmity of this outfit,” he said to Sergeant
Duggan. “What have we done to bemarked
for slaughter at the hands of these pestif-
erous Leopards?”’

“Dunno, lessen it was gettin’ mixed up
with the old Marimba. We sure pasted a
couple strange guys pretty severe, special-
ly that red bearded Santa Claus.”

“Who was he?”” asked Natasha swiftly.

“A tall, rough lookin’ Roosian, with
lots o’ red whiskers.”

Brother and sister looked at each other
startled.

“A Russian? Tall?
they repeated together.

“Yeh, happen to know anybody like
that?”” Duggan asked easily.

“We do. If it is the one we think it is
you had better not try to get into Siberia,
if that is your intention,” she said after a
pause, her voice serious and worried.

“Well, that is our intention, red beard
or no red beard,” Davies informed them.

“Please do not try,” she almost pleaded.
He is terribly dangerous. Your life will
not be worth that!” She snapped her
fingers.

“And you are a good one to give ad-
vice,” smiled Davies, “for you two are, I
suppose, going back to the place from
which you escaped in order to chastise
the man who—"

Red bearded?”
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“In order to kill the red bearded man,”
spoke up the brother, his eyes flashing.

“Well, that’s too bad; you missed your
chance today, for he was right on the
train, about four cars behind your car.”

“In God’s name! You are telling us
the truth?” the brother rose, his face pale.

“Absolutely.”

“He got off here?”

The brother tugged at something con-
cealed in his belt, and paced toward the
door.

“I don’t think so,” Duggan spoke up.
“As we got off the train I saw him out of
the tail of my eye. He was on the plat-
form of his car, without any cap on, his
hands in his pockets, looking at the crowd,
as though he’d never had no intention of
ever leaving the train.”

“Then he has gone on to Chita—"" the
girl’s voice was tragic in its disappoint-
ment—*“and we must follow him. Oh,
Mischa, let’s give up this mad thing.
What matters it? We will simply be
arrested again and this time we cannot
hope to escape.”

“I don’t want you to come,” Mischa
said impatiently. “I told you to remain
behind, but I am going through and kill
him if it is the last thing I ever do on this
earth!”

She shrugged her shoulders in the
fatalistic way common to Russians.

“T will not allow you to go alone,” she
said quietly, then, her voice all practical
again. “We must make arrangements to
get started. Lian Shin can arrange mat-
ters for us.”

She said something to her brother in
Russian. He demurred; she pressed her
point; finally he acceded. She turned to
Davies again.

“We probably none of us will come out
of this alive, therefore I suggest that we
go forward and die together,” she stated
as calmly as though going forward to
certain death was a matter of little im-
portance. ‘“You see, in case of a fight
there are four of us, and four are twice as
strong as two.”

“Mademoiselle, your arithmetic is flaw-
less.” Davies smiled at her. “I hope that

your prophecies of certain death are not as
flawless. By all means let’s go together;
how do we get there?”

She said something in Chinese to the
servant. He disappeared to return with
the tall, grave mannered Lian Shin. The
girl talked to him in Chinese. He shook
his head. Again she spoke rapidly and
authoritatively. The Chinese finally
nodded, shrugging his shoulders as if to
say, “Upon your heads be the blame”.
Then followed rapid volleying question
and answer which ended up by Lian Shin
agrceing to everything and departing.
Outside they could hear his voice raised in
the courtyard.

Davies smiled at her, so earnest and
flushed was her face and so authoritative
her bearing.

“Well, Ataman,” he asked, “what is
the program?” using the title that belongs
to the chief of a Cossack organization.

She bit her lip, and replied gravely.

“I do not intend to be—how do you
say ?—domineering, but I speak Chinese
as I do Russian and you should not jest
with me because I try to help.”

‘“‘You mistake me, mademoiselle,”
Davies returned. ‘I do not jest. I was
trying in my clumsy fashion to express my
admiration.”

“I am sorry,” she said quickly. “You
must forgive me if I am nervous and sensi-
tive. I have been under so much strain
for so long a while. But,” she went on,
“Lian Shin has arranged everything. The
horses will be here after dark. He has a
guide for us who will take us four or five
versts to the east of here where we can
cross the border. That will be the most
difficult matter. Once we are across we
can trade the horses as they become tired
and get back to the railroad again on the
Siberian side. There are many small sta-
tions where we can board the train un-
observed and travel into Chita. Once
there we are in God’s hands.”

“Excellent,” agreed Davies. Then,
very practically, “Now you must allow
me to know the expenses of this journey
so that I can reimburse the Chinese for
his trouble.”
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“That is all arranged,” she replied. “I
am to give him my ring, this one.”

She showed them a narrow circlet of
gold with a large ruby in it.

“But that is unthinkable. My—em-
ployers—allow me very much money for
expenses. Please allow me to settle the
bill.”

Both demurred at this, but on Davies’
insistence and the reiterated statement
that it was not he but his wealthy em-
ployers who would pay the bill, they
finally gave in.

It was thought wiser for the Americans
not to return to the hotel, but to wait be-
hind the jewel shop in hiding until night
came and with it the horses which were to
carry them out of town and away to the
border.

“With any luck,” Davies said to Dug-
gan, “we should be across the border and
back to the railroad in four or five hours’
travel.”

“Yes, sir, with any luck,” Duggan was
dubious. ‘“How about these here Hung-
what-do-call-’ems, these here Chinese
bandits?”

“Have to take a chance on them. I
don’t imagine they are very bold so near
the railroad. You both are armed are you
not?”’ he asked the Russians.

“We each have a revolver.”

“Good! That makes four. How about
ammunition?”’

It was well that he asked. For typical
of Europeans, who esteem the pistol
somewhat lightly, the two only carried
five rounds apiece, one load for their
weapons. The Chinese was called and
finally supplied them with extra amrau-
nition, for which he sent forth into the
town. Davies and Duggan were each
supplied with three partially loaded
magazines. But they each had, in addi-
tion, fifty rounds in reserve, tucked away
in the pockets of their loose coats.

SILK lined copper lantern cast a
reddish glow over the horses in
the courtyard, spreading weird

shadows against the walls, outlining the
small, Mongol ponies grotesquely against
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the gloom of the buildings. Among them
there stepped softly a broad, squat
Chinese clad in sheepskin coat, their
guide.

Mounting into the cloth covered saddles,
they filed out of a small portal in the rear
and entered an alleyway. Following their
guide, they passed quietly through several
side streets until they came out into open
country at the edge of town.

The night was dark and starless. They
could scarcely see a yard on either side of
the track they followed. The guide put
his horse into a canter and the four fol-
lowed suit, hitting the stride that the
Mongol pony can keep for hour after hour
without strain or fatigue. The chill of the
Manchurian night settled about them, a
cold wind blew across the plains. They
rode for the most part in silence, Davies
staring into the darkness as he rode by the
side of the silent Chinese, who sat hunched
in his sheepskin jacket like some squat
bodied gnome.

Behind them they were leaving the
great spaces of Mongolia. Ahead of them
were the enormous stretches of the Man-
churian plain. To their left, the Siberian
border lay distant a mile or more as they
rode parallel to its course. Beyond that
border lay, none knew what, of bloodshed
and death and pain past all computing.

Their ponies’ unshod feet pattered sud-
denly on a causeway and they found
themselves in the street of a silent and
darkened village with no sign of life ex-
cept a band of lean and wolfish curs that
snapped at their horses’ heels as they rode
through.

Again they were in open country, the
wind blowing steadily in their faces. So
keen and cold was this wind of the open
plains that Davies found his eyes water-
ing from its vigor and was forced to lower
his head against its attack.

It was only when the pony of the
Chinese, riding alongside, suddenly
swerved against his leg, that he looked up.

The road seemed filled with squat,
mounted figures, looming up silently in
the darkness like black figments of a
dimly remembered nightmare.
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A hand suddenly scized his bridle.
Freeing his foot from the stirrup, Davies
kicked out silently and viciously. The
man on the ground fell backward. A shot
hurtled past Davies’ ear.

His pistol had leaped from its holster.
With a shout he drove straight at the
crush of men before him, his pistol roaring
and spitting out angry spurts of flame.
Behind him he heard the crack of the
light revolvers carried by the two Rus-
sians, followed by the heavier crash of
Duggan’s automatic.

An audacious attack is often the best
defense. The somber figures scattered
before them like chaff before a blast of
wind. The four galloped into the dark-
ness. Their guide had disappeared—
probably shot or captured, Davies
reasoned swiftly.

Behind them the night became hide-
ous with shouts and inhuman yells. Gaz-
ing backward, Davies could see vicious
tongucs of flame stabbing the darkness as
the rifles of their antagonists blazed after
them. The occasional high keening whine
of a bullet overhead showed that the aim
was high as is usual when men are ex-
cited. A steady rattle of horses’ hoofs
told that they were still being pursued.

Looking to his left, Davies made out
the smaller figure of Natasha riding silent-
ly by his side, her head bent low on her
horse’s neck.

“Are you hurt?” he gasped.

“No, are you?”

“Fit as a fiddle,” he laughed in relief.
“Who are the men who attacked us?”

“Hung-Hutzes,” she replied.

“Where is our guide?” He had to raise
his voice to make himself understood
against the wind and the noise of their
progress.

“I think he is captured,” she answered.

“Do you know this country around
here?”

“Yes, a little. There is a half ruined
watch tower where we might shelter until
morning. It should be around here some-
where on a small hill.”

The two strained their eyes through the
gloom. Behind them they could hear the

shouts of their pursuers and the occasional
crack of a rifle.

“I see it!” she called, and bore away to
the left.

NOT UNTIL they had gone fifty

yards more did Davies sce a

shadow looming against the light-
er darkness of the sky. It wasalmostover
them, a high tower somewhat like a wind-
mill.

Following where she rode, he felt his
horse labor at a hill. Up they went until
he saw a gate directly in front of them.
Riding through this, he jumped off his
horse, looping the reins through his arm.
Clattering directly behind him came
Duggan and the young Russian.

“Tie the horses, Duggan!” he called.
“P’ll hold the gate.”

Watching and listening in the darkness,
Davies felt, rather than heard or saw, the
approach of the enemy, dim figures mov-
ing rapidly toward him from below.

Dropping his arm, he aimed quietly and
squeezed his pistol until it seemed o go
off of its own volition. The foremost
horse reared and fell. Taking as careful
aim again, he saw another horse floun-
der on the road. The roar of another
automatic pistol fell on his ears. It was
Duggan. The two men, trained for years
to the pistol, fired as steadily and care-
fully as if on the target range qualifying
as pistol experts.

The dim figures on the road below
swept backward out of sight.

“Look out, Major!”

Duggan’s heavy arm swept Davies
bacliward not a second too soon from the
narrow gateway, for directly behind where
he had been standing against the side of
the gate a bullet smacked sharply against
the stone and ricocheted high into the
air.

It was the advance guard of a volley
which pinged and whined around them
and above them.

“Got to close this gate some way!’
Davies grunted and tugged at the heavy
iron studded gate, which stuck stubbornly
on its ancient hinges.
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With Duggan aiding, the strength of
both men slowly shoved the stout piece
of wood and metal into place. A strong
bar was dropped into its fastening.

The bullets continued to rattle against
the tower.

A voice came out of the darkness be-
hind them. It was Natasha, revolver in
hand, whom they saw when they turned.

“My brother is guarding the rear. I
went through to see if there was any way
they could get in beside this gate. There
is no place except a window much higher
from the ground than a man.”

Davies flashed his pocket light around
him. They were standing in the em-
brasure made by the gate posts.

A small covered courtyard, in which
Duggan had tied the horses, was directly
in rear. A steep and narrow flight of steps
led to the floor above.

The firing from outside had died. In
the silence Davies listened intently.

“I think I hear some movement from
out there,” he whispered. ‘“There must
be a loophole directly above this gate.
You watch here, Duggan. I’ll go up and
see.”

He sped up the narrow stairs, two steps
at a time.

Flashing his light on the floor as he
reached the top of the stairs, he followed
up its beam until he saw the Russian
standing guard at a small window in the
rear. The upper room was intended for
defense and was liberally supplied with
loopholes. As he had reasoned, there was
not only an embrasure above the gate but
the tower jutted out above the lower
entrance.

In the floor was a square hole which
was directly above the outside of the
gate. Peering out this, he saw nothing at
first. Something aroused his attention
below. He got down on his knees and
watched through the square hole in the
floor. The entrance below was in dark
shadow. Did the shadow stir or not? He
strained his eyes but could not see any-
thing.

Steadying his pistol on the edge of the
aperture, he suddenly flashed his light

below. An evil face stared up at him, the
cruel Mongol eyes showing no fear. The
man had put some small object at the
foot of the gate.

Davies fired. The roar of his gun filled
the narrow tower room. Snapping on the
electric torch again, he saw a huddled
figure prone on the ground, its arms en-
circling the small ebject in a last embrace.

Shrieks and yells rose from the approach
to the tower, not twenty yards away. The
beam of the pocket lamp sent out into the
night showed Davies a huddled group of
figures on foot, massed ready for a rush.
He fired steadily into them, snapping out
an empty clip and reloading with his last
filled magazine. In the dim light of his
electric torch, he saw the group scatter
and run, leaving three prone figures on the
ground.

He felt a soft shoulder against his; he
heard Natasha’s voice in the darkness.

“How you can shoot!” she exclaimed,
a thrill in her voice. Then her tone be-
came practical. ‘“Now we must eat.
They will not dare to attack again until
daylight.”

“Eat? Where are we going to get any-
thing to eat?” Davies asked in surprise.

“Oh, you men,” she laughed, “you
are like a lot of children. I brought food,
of course, a whole satchel of food, and
two bottles of water tied to my saddle.
If you will make a fire I will have some
tea for you.”

He could hear her going toward the
stairs in the darkness.

Davies followed. He found the court-
yard deep in kiao-lang stalks. With these
and the aid of some dried dung, he built a
fire. She provided a small copper kettle.

ITH the Russian officer on guard

above, they sat very cozily by the

refreshing warmth of the small
fire and drank hot tea and ate black
bread and meat, topping it off with ciga-
rets all around.

“Not so bad, not so bad,” Duggan’s
voice sounded contented and a little
sleepy.

The horses were munching on the dried
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grasses and kiao-lang stalks. The fire
cast its glow over the three as they sat
there. Davies was inclined to agree, but
kept a sharp ear neverthéless.

“Now,” he said, tossing away his ciga-
ret stub, “we’ll have to make arrange-
ments for the guard for the night. I’ll go
on immediately, for two hours. Duggan,
you can relieve me, and Mischa can re-
lieve you.”

“And where do I enter into this guard
duty?” asked the girl, surprised.

“You must rest. I’ll fix you up a com-
fortable bed with the saddle blankets and
some of this straw.”

“You forget that I am a soldier too.”
She spoke a little haughtily. “I would
feel humiliated to leave my share of guard
duty to others.”

“Have it your own way.”

Davies, being a military man, naturally
loved peace at any price and knew that
the road to peace seldom runs in the direc-
tion of arguments with women. At the
same time, he and Duggan each made a
private resolve to be up and about when
her tour of duty came on.

And thus it was arranged. Mischa was
relieved from his post in the room above
and had his supper while Davies mounted
guard.

From the loopholes he could hear or see
no sign of the enemy. Flashing his light
down through the hole above the gate, he
saw the huddled figure of the Hung-
Hutze still grasping the small box. It was
probably an explosive charge. A sudden
idea came to him. Why not? He hur-
ried down the steps.

“Help me open the gate,” he called to
Duggan.

The two worked at the cumbrous affair,
finally dragging it open far enough to al-
low Dayvies to squeeze through.

Stooping low, he reached down and
picked up the small box, handing it to
Duggan. Reaching down he felt of the
dead bandit and found on him a belt well
filled with rifle cartridges. This he hand-
ed to Duggan as well. Listening there in
the darkness in front of the gate, he could
hear nothing.

“I’'m going on a little reconnoitering
expedition,” he whispered. ‘“You hold
the gate and watch for my return.”

Pistol in hand, he slipped forward into
the gloom. He had not gone more than
ten paces when he heard a slight move-
ment bchind him.

Poising, alert, his pistol ready, he
waited. The movement came closer. He
could discern a dim shape in the darkness.

“It is I,” came a whisper in Natasha’s
voice. She crept up, her revolver in her
hand. “You should not go alone.” She
calmly moved out at his side.

It being neither the time nor the place
to argue, Davies accepted Natasha’s rein-
forcement with what grace he could
muster. They reached the bottom of the
small hill without sighting anything but,
pausing to listen, they heard the murmur
of voices on ahead. The sound seemed to
come from the far side of the main road.

They stz -ted to move toward it.

Suddenly they both stopped and
crouched on the ground.

"OT TEN yards away a match had
flared up in the darkness. In its

tiny gleam of light they saw the
dark Mongol face of a Hung-Hutze, his
high cheekbones and slant eyes showing
up with startling clearness as he lighted a
small pipe. The match went out. The
lighted pipe made a small glow in the
darkness. They could see nothing else.
Natasha quickly scized Davies’ hand,
giving it a firm pressure and pushing it
back as if to warn him to remain quiet.
She disappeared.

Davies was annoyed. If he went for-
ward he might imperil her life. The best
thing was to remain quiet until she re-
turned. He could not hear a sound ex-
cept the murmur of voices beyond the
road. The tiny gleam of light still showed
from the pipe of the Hung-Hutze sentinel.
Davies watched its glow.

Suddenly the glow of light disappeared
only to reappear suddenly in the form of a
shower of sparks on the ground. There
was a dull bump from the direction of the
sparks. Then all was silent again.
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From so near him that he started with
the suddenness of it he heard Natasha’s
whisper again.

“I have killed him,” she said.

“Good Lord!” he snorted, then re-
flected swiftly that the way was probably
clear to the main body of the enemy. He
moved forward again, Natasha following
him closely. The road was crossed with-
out incident. They could hear the voices
more plainly. The murmur seemed to
come from behind a small hillock which
rose above them on the far side of the
road. ,

Making their way cautiously up this
the two arrived at the top, seeing below
them the gleam of a small camp-fire.
Around it were disposed the forms of
eight or ten Hung-Hutzes, most of them
smoking their small Chinese pipes. Some
were asleep. Behind them the horses were
tethered, busy foraging for what little
grass could be found. The flame of the
fire rose and fell, lighting up the scene in
flashes and again leaving it dimmed.

The Hung-Hutzes would occasionally
turn and stare quietly at something out
of the range of the firelight. Following
the direction of their gaze, Davies could
make out some object of curious shape.
It looked not unlike a grotesque enlarge-
ment of a child’s Jumping Jack on a stick.
No sound came from it but it weaved and
writhed slowly. One of the Hung-Hutzes
put a fresh supply of fuel on the fire. The
dry grass blazed, lighting up the whole
scene clearly.

That sudden blaze of light etched on
Davies’ memory a picture which he could
never forget. The circle of dark faced
bandits, shaggy in their sheepskin coats
and fur hats, looking on indifferently, with
something inhuman and incomprehen-
sible in their bright, incurious stares,
gazing through slanting lids with hard,
shoe button eyes that looked, but did not
seem to see, the horrible suffering of the
naked man impaled on the stake near
them.

It was the Chinese guide who had led
Davies and his party from the town.

Davies swore softly and fingered his
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pistol. But a better idea came to him.
Pulling Natasha back he dropped quietly
down the small hillock. The two cau-
tiously made their way past the body of
the sentinel, from which Davies picked
the rifle; hurrying across the road they
climbed the hill and announced their
coming to Duggan at the gate with a low
whistle.

“God! I was beginning to get worried,
Major. That there girl slipped outa here
after you before I could say boo. I sure
thought you was both killed by now.”

Telling Duggan briefly of their experi-
ences, Davies asked for the wooden box
he had retrieved from the dead Hung-
Hutze at the gate.

Examining it, he found it to be filled
with a heavy charge of powder, which had
attached to it a length of fuse.

“We’ve got to make a first class bomb
out of this,” Davies said, and the two
started to work, after seeing the gate
closed and putting the young Russian on
guard again at the loopholes above.

Among the litter of the courtyard they
found various odds and ends of serap
metal. With the aid of these and the
stout small box, they contrived a rough
bomb, cutting the fuse to a short length
and attaching it carefully after having
tested a piece of it to determine at what
speed it consumed itself, once lighted.

It took them nearly half an hour to do
this. When it was finally completed, they
prepared to sally forth.

Natasha appeared from nowhere ready
to set out with them.

“No,” Davies said decidedly, “this
time you stay on guard,” and Natasha,
after starting to open her mouth in pro-
test, looked at Davies’ businesslike profile
as it bent over the bomb, and agreed.

GAIN Davies went forth, this time
followed by Duggan. The chief
thing that worried them was that

the sentinel’s death might have been dis-
covered by now and new precautions
taken. :

But after crossing the road they found
nothing, only heard as formerly the hum
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of voices and saw an occasional spark
from the bandits’ fire. Silently they crept
to the brow of the small hillock.

Duggan swore softly as he saw the
writhing body of their Chinese guide
curled grotesquely around the top of the
sharpened stake. The bandits sat around
the fire drinking tea, laughing and talking
among themselves.

It was time to break up the party.
Davies, holding the bomb below the crest
of the hill, lighted a match to it. The fuse
caught and slowly burned toward the box
and the charge within. Holding it care-
fully, the flame concealed in his cupped
hand, he rose slowly to full height.

Duggan watched him fearfully. The
fuse burned nearer and nearer the box.

Duggan held his breath and involun-
tarily screened his eyes. Would the
major never throw the thing! Just when
it seemed that they were all to be blown to
pieces, Davies heaved it forward, landing
it fairly and squarely in the middle of the
fire among the bandits.

The Hung-Hutze looked up stupidly,
then started to rise.

The silence was suddenly split by a roar
as the bomb exploded.

Davies and Duggan ducked as they
heard splinters hurtle past them. Look-
ing down into the camp, they saw a pall
of dust and smoke over the place where
the fire had been. Shrieks and groans
were coming out of it. From the cloud
one or two stumbling figures issued, mak-
ing toward their horses. Duggan picked
one of these off with his pistol, the other
he missed and the fellow mounted up and
galloped away.

The two Americans made their way
down the hill. The bomb had wreaked
terrible havoc. One of the bandits had
his head nearly severed from his body.
Others were killed, seemingly without a
scratch. Stjll others moaned and stirred,
mortally wounded.

Natasha’s voice called exultingly from
the hill above. In a second she was down
among them.

They missed her for a moment as they
examined the damage done by the bomb.

A revolver shot from nearby startled
them. They looked up. She was walking
from the stake. The body on the stake
no longer writhed. She came up, white
and shaken.

“It was the only merciful thing,” she
said, and they nodded in silent agree-
ment.

“Well, we’d better make tracks out of
herc while the going is good!” Davies
snapped. “Those people are liable to be
back with reinforcements. Get three
more rifles and all the ammunition we
can carry.”

Securing the guns and several belts of
ammunition, they made their way back to
the tower again where the young Russian
awaited their coming in a fever of anxiety,
not daring to leave the place unprotected
and not knowing what had happened.

They examined the rifles. They were
short barreled affairs, most remarkably
dirty.

“Why, these are Russian cavalry car-
bines,” shouted Mischa, ‘“and this is
Russian ammunition!”

“Probably stole or bought it from the
Bolsheviki,” commented Davies.

THEY mounted and rode out of the

b

tower.

It was well past midnight now.
They decided it was best to make for the
border immediately and not run any more
risks from the Hung-Hutze. A few stars
showed in the sky. From these and from
the direction of the road and what Nata-
sha remembered of the way, they set a
course to take them northward.

The next difficulty would be in getting
past the Red guards on the border. De-
ciding to fight their way through if other
means failed, they rode along, all silent,
thinking of the scenes they had just been
through. Davies watched Natasha anx-
iously; she leaned forward on her horse
as if in great weariness. But when he
asked her, she straightened up proudly
and thereafter kept upright in her
saddle.

After riding at a canter for at least a
mile, they slowed down to verify their
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direction. It was while they halted that
Duggan, listening, called a sharp warning
to be silent.

They all listened. Davies could hear
nothing. He dismounted and put his
ears to the ground.

“There are a lot of horses galloping
somewhere near,” he informed them.
“We’d better be going.”

Mounting up, they plied whip and
moved out again, keeping a sharp look-
out to front and flank. Their way led
them up a narrow track which wound
along the side of a hill. The way became
steeper. To their right the hill rose al-
most sheer above them. To their left it
dropped away suddenly, too steep to be
negotiated by horses.

The place worried Davies somewhat.
It was a bad situation in which to be
trapped. He hurried his horse as fast as
possible up the steep road.

Suddenly he felt the animal stiffen
under him. He saw it raise its head. Be-
fore he could stop it, it sent out a loud
whinney.

The whinney was answered ahead and
above them. They heard a shout.

Dayvies called in a low tone—

“Turn around and head down the road
as fast as possible.”

Without a word, the little cavalcade
started to retrace its steps. A shot was
fired from up the hill; it was followed by
another and then a scattering volley.
They started to gallop. Davies was
bringing up the rear, pistol drawn.

Suddenly his horse ran into the horse in
front, Duggan’s animal.

“What’s the matter?”” Davies called.

“There’s some people comin’ up the
road.” Duggan pointed down where the
narrow track wound below them. “I seen
the flash of a rifle.”

As Davies watched he saw another
flash and heard the whirr of a bullet over-
head. The people in the rear were almost
upon them.

“Come on!” shouted Davies and, dis-
mounting, pointed off the road and up the
hill to the right.

They heaved and dragged at the little
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ponies, finally getting them up and off the
road by almost superhuman efforts. A
narrow shelf afforded them a precarious
footing.

They were none too soon, for on the
road below them there was the noise of the
trample of hoofs and shouting. Peering
down in the darkness, they saw a regular
torrent of horsemen pouring down the
narrow trail.

Far down the road they could hear
shooting and yelling as though a running
fight were being carried on. The horse-
men below them continued to gallop past
in an unending stream.

Suddenly Davies heard a sharp cry and
the noise of some one falling near him on
the ledge.

“What is it?” he called.

Natasha’s voice near him answered in
fear—

“My brother, he has slipped and fallen
down with his horse to the road.”

A commotion took place below them.
Suddenly dark figures swarmed all about
them.

Davies went down striking and kicking,
but overborne by sheer weight. He heard
Natasha cry out once, then felt himself
being bound and dragged down the hill to
the road.

In the darkness he felt the looming
presence of many men around him. A
light was struck. In its glare he saw the
faces of many bandits, their shaggy hats
almost covering their faces, while they
stared at their captives.

Natasha, bound and held by two of the
bandits, was near him. Farther away
was Duggan, cursing like a mule skinner
while Mischa the young Russian, sat on
the ground nursing his shoulder.

One of their captors, who seemed to be
in command, gave some orders in a gut-
tural tone.

They were at once shoved and lifted
back on to their horses. The stream of
men pouring down the hill seemed to have
come to an end. Far away they could
hear an occasional shot. Who had been
fighting or what it was all about Davies
did not know.
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CHAPTER IV

A JAPANESE SCHOOLBOY

HEY were led up the hill, their cap-
tors moving them at a walk. One

man was detailed to each prisoner.
Davies worked at his bonds but could not
force the skilfully ticd thongs apart.

Settling into the saddle, he could do
nothing but resign himself to whatever
fate was in store for them. Then mem-
ory of the poor devil of a Chinese guide
returned to him. It made him sit up
straicht and begin to figure ways and
means of getting out of this quandary.

“Natasha!” he called back.

A dirty fist was suddenly shoved none
too gently in his mouth, but he heard her
voice answering, unperturbed.

They rode for about an hour. Topping
the hill, they descended to the far side and
were now on level ground once more. As
far as Davies could judge they were en-
tering some sort of village. They did not
pause here; their captors went on with
them.

Just about the time that Davies’ arms
had lost all feeling from the severity with
which he had been bound, they came to a
gateway and entered a courtyard of what
seemed to be a Chinese fang-tsu, or house,
probably the dwelling of a well to do
Chinese farmer. They were lifted off the
horses and half dragged and half carried
to an outhouse.

The door was opened and they were
shoved into the darkness. Davies fell to
his knees with the force of the shove ad-
ministered to him. But they seemed to
have fallen on a threshing floor, for the
place was filled with straw.

“Is everybody all right?”’ Davies called
in the darkness.

“Yeah,” growled Duggan’s voice un-
certainly and the reassuring word was
echoed by Natasha and her brother.

“Did they search you, Major?” asked
Duggan.

“No, I’ve still got my pistol and am-
munition; they took away the carbine.”

“Same here. If I could only get my

arms worked loose we could give ’em a
run for their money.”

But as they spoke they heard voices
outside. The door was opened. «

Standing in the opening, the light of
several torches illumining him, stood a
tall, strongly built Chinese, evidently a
Manchu.

He entered with several of the bandits
and growled out an order. His men
searched the prisoners rapidly, taking
away their arms and ammunition and the
dagger that Natasha carried.

The Chinese felt of Natasha, as he
might feel of a bullock strung up in the
market place. As his hand went over her
shoulders and breast, he rose with a sharp
cry and glared angrily at her, meanwhile
nursing his wounded hand. She had bit-
ten him viciously so that the blood poured
from his palm.

He said something in a sharp tone to his
men. They nodded.

One of them interposed some objection.
The tall Manchu growled something in
return, looking uncertainly at the
prisoners.

Finally, after throwing an order to the
men, he left.

The bandits cut the ropes that tied the
four and went out, leaving the place in
darkness again.

“Thank heavens they didn’t steal our
cigarets,” spoke up Duggan, and wun-
steadily lit a cigaret.

“Did you notice that these bandits
carricd Japanese carbines?” asked the
Russian officer.

“That’s funny,” remarked Davies.
Thento Natasha, “What were they talking
about when that big fellow grew so
angry?”’

“Oh,” she said calmly, “he wanted to
have you men killed immediately. Me
he wanted for himself. But the others
warned him that some one else was com-
ing, evidently a higher leader, and that
the higher leader would be very angry.
So he said that he would have us killed in
the morning if the leader didn’t come.”

“Well,” Duggan remarked philosophi-
cally, “here’s hoping that the main squeeze
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don’t have no motor trouble. Me I'd
like to struggle along awhile through this
vale of tears.”

Davies, rubbing his numbed arms, had
at last Succeeded in restoring the circula-
tion. He rose and started to explore.
The door was heavy and solid and gave
not a hair’s breadth to his efforts. Out-
side he could hear the voices of men talk-
ing, evidently the sentinels. There were
no windows in the building. He returned
after ten or fifteen minutes and sat dis-
consolately in his place again.

Soon he heard Duggan’s unhurried
snoring. Near him he heard Natasha’s
regular breathing. The young Russian
officer had dropped off to sleep while
talking.

Overcome with weariness, Davies
slipped into a deep and dreamless slumber.

E WAS awakened by the opening
of the door which flooded the

place with daylight. Natasha
was up on her knees, womanlike, combing
her hair. Duggan was rubbing his eyes.
The young Russian was still asleep, but
awakened as the bandits came in.

The tall Manchu entered. He was talk-
ing to his men.

“What does he say?” Davies asked
Natasha.

“The higher leader did not come. He
is going to kill you three and keep me,”
she replied, still combing her hair. But as
she worked with the comb, Davies noticed
her reach into her coat and loosen the tiny
flask of silver that hung there.

There was little time for speculation.
They were seized and their hands bound
behind them.

The strong arms of the bandits raised
them and dragged them out into the
courtyard. Two of them held Natasha.
She stood calmly. Davies, Duggan and
Mischa were led across the courtyard.
The place was full of bandits, who looked
up at them indifferently.

They were crowded against the wall.
Near at hand a huge bandit, his arms bare,
was polishing a long sword, rubbing it and
working away at the broad blade. Davies

had seen those Chinese executioners’
swords before.

The man stopped his work a moment to
look them over, a speculative, indifferent
look in his eyes. It was very much the
look a butcher might give to the animal
he was about to slaughter.

The tall Manchu spoke sharply to the
executioner who was still busy polishing
his blade. The man replied in a respect-
ful but perfectly decided tone. Davies
had heard that tone used before by per-
fect craftsmen who knew their business
and allowed no one to dictate to them as
to how they should perform their tasks.
He continued to grind and polish. The
tall Manchu fumed, waiting with what
paticnce he could muster.

At last the executioner ended his labors.
He lifted up the blade in both hands, and
swung it once or twice as a baseball
player might try out a bat. Then, tuck-
ing up his long robe carefully, he ap-
proached the prisoners.

Looking them over impersonally, he
pointed at the Russian officer. Evidently
he was to be the first to go.

The young Russian suddenly began to
struggle as they laid hands on him. Sev-
eral men came up to help subdue him.
Duggan and Davies crowded toward the
struggle.

Finally the Russian went down, a pack
of them on his chest. They slowly un-
tangled themselves. Mischa was forced
to his knees. The executioner, who had
been watching the struggle without the
slightest flicker of emotion lifted his_
sword and stepped over . . . .

HERE was a shout from the gate
way. A long yellow car had rolled
up unnoticed in the excitement. A
very angry looking man in whipcord
breeches and sheepskin coat came running
across the courtyard, shouting something.
“Dooley!” yelled Davies.
The new arrival stopped as if shot.
“Bingo,” he yelled, “what the hell are
you doing here?”’ and rushed over, throw-
ing his arms around Davies.
Suddenly he noticed the bonds; turning
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swiftly, he shouted to the men in the yard.
Willing hands cut the ropes.

The newecomer, a Japanese in spite of
his Chinese associates, shot a series of
questions at the men. The tall Manchu
stood alone as though turned to stone.
The men answered the Japanese, point-
ing at the tall Manchu.

The new arrival gave some quick order.
Four or five men immediately seized the
Manchu and bound him. The tall exe-
cutioner nodded. Picking up his sword
with a professionally weary air, he fol-
lowed as the Manchu was led out of the
courtyard.

“T’ll fix that bird so that he won’t dis-
obey any more orders,” stated the Japa-
nese simply.

Davies turned to his friends.

“This is Dooley, my old schoolmate,”
he introduced him. “By the Lord Harry,
Dooley, you got here just about in time.
Another few seconds and we would have
looked very silly lying around here with-
out any heads to speak of or with.”

The Japanese shook his head.

“I’'m damn’ sorry my men treated you
so roughly,” he said very apologetically,
“but come, we’ll forget it and have some
chow—Good Lord, I'm glad to see you,
Bingo, old boy.” He threw an affection-
ate arm around Davies’ shoulders and
they all went into the farmhouse.

FEW quick orders from the Japa-
nese who was evidently a person
to be feared and respected, and

hot tea with cakes and rice and meat were
forthcoming, as well as a heady bottle of
some sort of Chinese brandy which was
possessed of undoubted authority and
potency.

“Last time I saw you, Bingo, I was a
little stewed.” Dooley had the grace to
look sheepish.

“A little!” Davies grinned. ‘“You were
pie eyed and trying to teach the geisha the
Virginia reel. Then you proposed a game
of stud poker and all the girls were sitting
around nearly bursting with laughter
while you tried to teach them.”

“I haven’t had a good game of stud

since I left America,” Dooley said re-
gretfully.

“But look here, Dooley, don’t answer
any questions you don’t want to. I'm a
secretive fellow bent on gathering all the
information I can for my country, I’ll
warn you beforehand, but I'm damned if
I can figure out what a Japanese noble-
man who was a major on the Imperial
General Staff last time I saw him, is doing
up here commanding bandits.”

“They’re not bandits.”” Dooley shook
his head, then grinned wickedly. ‘“They
are irregular cavalry!”

“Irregular is right, about the most ir-
regular cavalry I ever saw,” and Davies
told him about the fight with the bandits
the night before at the watch tower.

Dooley listened carefully.

“They were not my men,” he stated
when Davies finished. “In the first place
they couldn’t be my men if they carried
Russian carbines, and in the second place,
I had a report on that fight of yours. Do
you know who you cleaned up on?”

“NO,”

“A choice detachment of a choice band
of thugs called the Leopards. I had a
gang of them beheaded this morning.
That’s why I was almost too late getting
here.”

“But who are these infernal Leopards?
They sound like something out of a dime
novel.” Davies’ face became keen with
interest.

Dooley shook his head.

“Who they are no one seems to know.
They’re some sort of a secret society. I've
killed a lot of them but more seem to
come. I’d like to find out where their
headquarters are and who are their
leaders.”

“You and I both, old-timer!” Davies
told him of his experiences being followed
by the Leopards.

“You seem to be somewhat on the same
job I am, Bingo. I'm finding out all I
can,” Dooley remarked seriously.

“Do you mind if I mention about you
up here, running these cutthroat squad-
rons of bold bad bandits?”

“No, shoot. TI’ll admit—" Dooley
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grinned—*“that some of them were Hung-
Hutzes just a few weeks ago, but having
come under my civilizing sway they are
very excellent irregular cavalry now.
Occasionally I weed out one who seems set
upon the error of his ways, like the
pleasant old bird who tried to have you
sliced up this morning.”

“Yes, I'll say that when you. elimi-
nate them they stay eliminated if that’s
any sample of your methods. But listen
here, I've got to be on my way. I'm going
to Chita.”

Dooley’s face fell.

“Oh, I say, come off that. You've got
to stay here for a while. I’ll get in some
drinks and we’ll have a good, old fash-
ioned, bang-up party.”

“Can’t do it, Dooley, old horse, I'm
on special duty, and you know what
that means. I’ve lost too much time as
it is.”

Dooley nodded, then a sudden idea
came to him.

“But Chita, of all places! They’ve got
a madman up there for a commissar.
He’s killing people right and left. He'll
line you up against a wall and shoot you
full of holes before you can say ‘how d’you
do’.”

One of the men came in and waited
respectfully until he was noticed. He had
a slip of paper in his hand. Dooley
finally spoke to him and took the paper.

“Pardon me a second. This is a wire-
less from Urga and it may be important.”

He read the message, scribbled some-
thing in his notebook, handed it to the
man and dismissed the matter from his
mind. But it was not to be so easily
dismissed. :

“How come you get wireless messages
from the middle of Mongolia?” asked
Davies.

“Oh, this fellow, Baron Ungern, is
very modern. He has put in a wireless
station there and a lighting plant and
everything.”

“What sort of a bird is he?” asked
Davies.

Dooley shrugged his shoulders.

“Temperamental as hell, but a pretty
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good soldier. He certainly has put the
fear of God into his men.”

It was on the tip of Davies’ tongue to
ask what the relations of the Japanese
were with the “Bloody Mad Baron’ but
then he felt it would be exceeding the
bounds of friendship and kept silent.

“This wireless I just received from one
of my men down there states that Baron
Ungern has just cleaned up on about
fifteen thousand Chinese in a pitched
battle at Marmachen on the banks of the
Tola River. Yes, he’s a good soldier;
it is rather a sad commentary on our pro-
fession that a man can be a good soldier
and still be a human fiend.” Dooley
frowned as if at some unpleasant memory,
then shook off his mood.

“But if you are determined to commit
suicide by going to Chita, I can’t stop
you. Can’t you put it off until to-
morrow?”’

“Not an hour,” Davies was firm.

“Well, so be it. I can help you get
across the border. Oncde over there I can
do little for you. But wait a minute.
I’'m going to send one of my men with
you. He’s a clever mutt and he’ll help
you.”

“Good enough,” agreed Davies.

AVIES reached in his pocket and
brought forth the small box

carved out of the single amethyst,
the present from the old Maramba.

“Maybe you can tell me what this is?”
he asked.

Dooley’s eyes opened wide as he saw it.

“For the love of Mike!” he exclaimed.
“Let’s see that.”

He turned it over in his hand.

“I'm not asking you any questions, but
youare,in luck. Why in blazes didn’t you
let my men have a sniff of this? They
would have crawled all over the ground
for you!”

“I didn’t know it was so blame potent
as all that.”

“You’re damn’ right it’s potent! You
are in luck to have this little jewel.
Only,” he added as an afterthought, “look
out for the Leopards. If they find it on
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you it’s sure death by the most lingering
method they can devise, and they’re
some little devisers, believe me. I've
seen some of their work and it wasn’t
pretty!”

Dooley clapped his hands loudly. A
man appeared. He gave some detailed
instructions in Japanese. The man
saluted and disappeared.

“I'm going to send you to the border
with an escort. I'll also send a detach-
ment across to clear out any wandering
bands of Bolsheviki frontier guards. I
wish I could do more but that is the best
I can turn out.”

“Your best is blame good, Dooley,”
Davies returned, touched by the kindness
of his old schoolmate so strangely found
here in the nick of time, so far away from
the world they had both known.

“Here’s something that may come in
handy.”

Dooley brought forth a good map of
Southern Siberia, part of Manchuria and
part of Mongolia. The man returned.
With him he had the weapons that had
been taken from the four the night before.

“Everything is ready,” announced
Dooley. :

They went forth into the courtyard
where horses were waiting. Outside of
the courtyard an escort of fifty men was
drawn up, looking very businesslike on
shaggy ponies, rifles slung across their
backs, an air of disciplined strength about
them.

“They look pretty good, Dooley,” re-
marked Davies professionally. “I can see
where you have the makings of a cavalry-
man in you after all—in other words you
may get to heaven yet.”

“If I do it’s a cinch the place won’t
be crowded with cavalrymen!” Dooley,
who was an infantryman by training, re-
torted.

Both laughed. Davies mounted his
horse. Dooley shook hands with the
party, coming at last to Davies.

“Listen here, old-timer, if you ever get
into trouble within striking distance of
me, send word to Tamaka, that’s me! By
messenger, or wireless, my call letter is

TK and I'll break my neck trying to get
to you.”

“Damn’ decent of you, Dooley.
Thanks a thousand times old-timer, and
so long,” the two men gripped hands for a
second. Davies rode away, following the
chief of the escort who set out at a sharp
trot.

He looked back. Dooley stood by the
gate of the farmhouse, his eyes shaded
with one hand, waving after him with the
other. Davies waved back. They turned
the corner and Dooley was lost to sight.

“That sure is one decent Jap,” re-
marked Duggan, feeling reflectively of his
neck, so nearly operated on by the Chinese
executioner.

As they left the narrow track and start-
ed across fields, a flock of large dark birds
arose from the ground, heavily, as though
sated. Davies looked at the place and
turned away.

“There’s our Manchu friend of yester-
day,” he stated.

“Served him right,” snorted Duggan.
“I don’t wish him any hard luck but I
hope he don’t waste any time gettin’
himself to the hottest place there is.”

He rode on silently for a space.

“Yeh, he sure is one decent Jap,” he re-
peated. “It’s queer to see a fellow
talkin’ perfect American, slang and every-
thing and lookin’ so much like a Jap.”

‘“He came to America when he was
nine years old. He was trained like an
American boy and learned to speak
English like one.”

“Well, Old Lady Luck was with us when
we hit him. I hope she don’t desert us
up here at this Chita place. Everybody
gives that commissar guy up there a bad
name. Well, it’s all in the day’s work,” he
concluded philosophically.

ATASHA looked refreshed from
N her night’s rest. Her cheeks were
rosy and her eyes bright again.

She rode along sitting gracefully and
easily in her saddle. Her brother was
silent and thoughtful as usual. The sun
shone brightly; an occasional bird lifted
his voice in song; the smell of leather and
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the feel of a cavalry outfit once more
made Davies rejoice. He began to sing.

“You are happy this morning?”
Natasha asked.

“Yes.”

“It is good. Seize such happiness as
you can in life for always grim destiny
waits ahead to turn our laughter into
tears,” and she stared somberly into the
distance as though in an effort to pierce
the veil that concealed the future from her
gaze.

But she herself began to sing before
many minutes had passed, singing that
song they had heard in Hailar at the café,
the song of the hero Semyon, he who had
thrown his sweetheart to the wolves that
he might thereby save his comrades. It
was a poignantly sad thing sung as she
sang it—her voice rich and pure and very
melodious but with a throb of unhappi-
ness in it that was typically Russian.

After half an hour’s progress the leader
brought the escort to a halt. Ten men
were left with Davies’ party while the
remainder went ahead. The ones wait-
ing behind dismounted and placed two
sentries on watch. They stretched them-
selves out to smoke while the time passed.

“Just over that brook is Siberia,”” re-
marked Natasha, and she stared across to
that country where she had suffered so
much. Davies gazed over curiously, won-
dering what new dangers lay in store for
them. . Duggan wasted no time in vain
imaginings. He looked after his horse
and oiled his pistol and ammunition clips,
to the intense interest of the soldiers of
the escort who crowded around, looking at
the big .45 automatic. Under Duggan’s
deft hands it was stripped down and taken
apart seemingly without effort and as
quickly assembled again ready for busi-
ness.

The absent part of the escort re-
turned shortly, leading three prisoners
with them, three hairy and scowling look-
ing Red soldiers, their hands bound be-
hind them. The leader of the escort
nodded to Davies and waved toward the
other side as signal that all was well.
A slight wiry man with keen, intelligent
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Russian and part Japanese; introduced
himself as “Ishii”’, and stated that he had
been deputed to accompany them.

The five mounted again and, waving
goodby to their escort, forded the small
brook and were upon Siberian soil. They
traveled along swiftly, Davies being
anxious to reach the railroad before dark
so as to lay his plans to board the train.

He looked back once and saw the sol-
diers of the escort still staring after them.
Soon the soldiers ceased their staring and
mounted. After a few minutes Davics
looked again. The men sent by Dooley
had disappeared in the distance.

He faced the unknown country and the
unknown conditions before him, feeling
that Siberia was a vast country to tackle.

He had been instructed to keep on the
track he was now following, a track which
would begin to turn to the east after five
miles. It was as he had been told, the
track after about five miles of cantering,
began to turn to the east. :

Evidently the men sent out by Dooley
had accomplished their work exceedingly
well for they met no one with the excep-
tion of two wandering Oolets, shaggy
men on shaggy ponies who were driving
a herd of horses and gave the travelers a
wide berth. An hour’s ride brought them
to the railroad track.

They followed this to the north, arriv-
ing finally at a small way station. There
was no one there except the station
master, a pock marked, gaunt faced indi-
vidual, who had been drinking not wisely
but too well. Him they found very
friendly, even insistently friendly, almost
forcing them to partake of some vodka
with which he was celebrating. He had
forgotten what was the occasion of his
celebration but that made little difference.

EFORE the time the train was due
several peasants, carrying the mis-
cellaneous bundles with which the

traveling Russian peasant always burdens
himself, came to the station. Davies was
glad to see them arrive as it made his own
party less notlceable
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The station master insisted upon treat-
ing the peasants. So successful was he
that when the train finally did arrive
three of them bade it a tearful farewell,
embracing him in drunken gravity.

The train went on. Davies and his
companions found themselves a com-
partment eomparatively empty, with only
two people in it. The two were Russians.
One looked like a mechanic; the other had
the air of being a former Russian priest of
the Orthodox Church. He eyed the new-
comers suspiciously and retired quickly
into his prayerbook. The mechanic on
the other hand soon struck up a conver-
sation with the new arrivals. In five
minutes his life story had been told. He
was coming back from a trip to Harbin
where he had been working and had
saved up some money for his family. Ishii,
sent by Dooley to accompany them, asked
many questions of the young mechanie.

Davies watched the corridor, momen-
tarily expecting the arrival of a conductor
or some official asking for papers, but
none came. They passed through miles
of flat country containing few villages but
many small stations, old Cossack guard
posts before the Revolution, many of
them now occupied by Red soldiers to
guard against the Hung-Hutzes.

At some of the stations hot water was
to be had, and Natasha, who had re-
tained her satchel when they turned the
horses loose to return to their owner,
brought forth her tea pot and the me-
chanic added his supplies to theirs so
that the six of them feasted very well,
inviting the former priest finally to come
in and join the party. Folding up his
prayerbook, he worked havoc on the food
supplies, for all his gaunt frame.

A driving rain had started, a cold sleety
rain that hammered against the carriage
roof like small shot. Hour after hour
passed. The rain continued when at
last they arrived at the main line of the
Tran-Siberian Railway. Here they had to
await the coming of the cross continent
train going to the East. No one seemed

to know just when it would arrive.

In the waiting room of the station were
two men, in the red barred khaki and the
pink hats of the Cheka. Browning auto-
matics were strapped to their belts. These
gentry caused some concern to the trav-
elers until they saw that the two were
very much interested in two recently
arrived Russian women, who looked very
well capable of taking care of themselves.

“The real danger will come at the
station in Chita,” Natasha informed
them, “for Urivetsky, the red bearded
commissar, has every arriving traveler
examined.”

Their train came at last, crowded to the
roofs of the carriages, with platforms and
washrooms filled with passengers.

Davies beckoned the other four with
him and followed the two Cheka men.
True to type, these arrogantly drove all
the occupants from one compartment,
then tried to inveigle their two women
friends in. The women laughingly de-
nied them and went on through the car,
leaving the two crestfallen men posses-
sors of a whole compartment.

Natasha, who was quick to see Davies’
idea, smiled sweetly at the two men.
They invited her in. She threw out her
hands helplessly, pointing to her com-
panions. The two Chekaists with poor
grace invited them as well. The train
started with the five travelers riding in the
same compartment with two members of
the Cheka, the most dreaded secret
service of the Bolsheviki.

But these two were half drunk to start
with. And Natasha encouraged them to
drink more, pretending to drink with
them as they tippled.

““As soon as we can,”’ whispered Davies
under cover of a Homeric burst of laugh-
ter from the two at one of Natasha’s
sallies, “‘we’ll knock them in the head and
get their uniforms.”

Duggan’s eyes sparkled. “Eventually—
why not now?” he asked.

“Give them a few minutes more.
They’re drinking pretty heavily.”

TO BE CONTINUED



Here is a Western mystery story
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TABLE STAKES

By ALLAN VAUGHAN ELSTON

ELL, T'll bank this said
poker game,” offered Buck
Perry, as he took a seat at
: one corner of the table which
Seuffy Axline had just pushed to the
center of the bunkroom floor.

Lupe Lanagan eased his lengthy, double
jointed frame into a chair on Perry’s right,
while Joroso Joe, the new hand, took a
position opposite to Lanagan. Hux Car-
mody went into the kitchen for a box of
matches to serve as chips.

Buck Perry, popular Trinchera Creek
stockman, did not play poker himself.
Nevertheless, he was always willing to
watch a good game, played among his own
cowboys in his own bunk shack, especially
on such a rainy afternoon as this. On this
occasion he was even willing to accommo-
date by acting as banker for the play.
Carmody, a burly redhead who was the
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champion scrapper of the outfit, came in
from the kitchen with the matches.

“Aw, can’t we rake up something
better for chips than matches?” com-
plained Joroso Joe, the new hand.
“Matches are always breakin’.”

“Yeh,” agreed Lupe Lanagan, “and
every time a fellah lights a cigaret, it
costs him two bits.”

“You’re dead right about it, Lanagan,”
agreed Perry, “and if I'm goin’ to bank
this game I don’t want nobody cashin’ in
two halves of the same match. Let’s see;
what can we use instead of matches?”

His eyes, moving about the room, fell
upon Hux Carmody’s cartridge belt.
Each of the four cowboys wore belts
which were lined with .45 cartridges from
buckle to hips.

“I tell you,” went on Perry, “why not
use ca’tridges? Ca’tridges are solid and

.
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heavy, as good as real chips. Turn your
ca’tridges in to the bank, boys, and then
buy ’em back at two bits a throw.”

Perry himself wore no gun. He was a
farmerish type of cowman, not of a gun
toting temperament. Now, as usual, his
chubby legs were encased in knee high
field boots and the rest of his rotund
anatomy in mud stained denim. Perry
had been engaged in irrigating his vega
stand when interrupted by this shower.

“Turn in your ca’tridges, boys,” he
invited the four prospective players.
“Empty your belts, pockets and guns.
Come to think of it, it’s a purty good
idea not to have no loaded guns around a
poker game. Then if anybody gets sore
he can’t start shootin’.”

Hux Carmody, Joroso Joe, Lupe Lana-
gan and Stuffy Axline emptied Dbelts,
pockets and guns, heaping all the shells
in front of their boss, Perry. Every shell
was a .45, so it made no difference whether
a man got his original bullets back at the
end of the game or not. Joroso Joe won
the cut for deal and the game was on.

ACH player began play with twenty
chips, bullets in this case, which he
purchased from the banker for five

dollars. Perry’s only part in the game
was to sell a player more chips if his stock
became depleted, or to buy a few from the
most prosperous player in case the bank’s
chips became depleted. As banker, Perry
handled no cards himself.

A dozen hands were played with fairly
even result. Finally along came a big
pot, wherein Joroso Joe held fours against
two pat hands and almost cleaned the
board. Perry found himself watching
Joroso a little suspiciously. Was the new
hand all right, he wondered. In dealing,
it was easy to see that he was an artisan
of practise. His fingers were long, lean
and shifty. He had a perfect poker face,
too, thought Perry. It was cold, rigid,
with never a crack or crease on it except
that deep, conical cleft on the end of the
man’s close shaven chin.

However, Perry could detect no evi-
dence that the new hand was not playing

a straight game. Indeed, a few hands
later Lupe Lanagan held queens-full
against Joroso’s flush, scooping in a pot
of some thirty bullets.

“It’s too bad Surcingle ain’t here,”
mentioned Hux Carmody as he borrowed
the ingredients of a cigaret from Axline,
*’cause then we could play five handed.”

Perry grinned. Surcingle Dorn was
Perry’s fifth cowboy, now serving a ten-
day sentence in the Trinidad jail. A
Fourth of July ordinance of that pro-
gressive county seat had forbidden cow-
boys’ bringing guns to town, which had
so annoyed Surcingle Dorn that he had,
after proper internal lubrication of him-
self, lighted a giant firecracker and thrust
it into the hip pocket of a policeman.

“I hear some one comin’ now,” re-
marked Lupe Lanagan, cocking an ear
at the sound of approaching hoof beats
squanching through the mud. “Maybe
that’s Surcingle, and he’s busted loose
from jail.”

Every one listened. It was raining
harder now. The drops were beating a
stubbornly insistent tattoo upon the roof.
Above the sound of rain, Perry could hear
a rider come to a halt and alight just
without the bunk shack door.

HE MAN entered the shack, drip-
ping, then removed a slicker which

he tossed to one side.

“Howdy, Buck,” he greeted, “and how’s
your good for nothing outfit of cowhands
this afternoon?”

“Howdy, Ed,” responded the ranch-
man with a cordial smile.

Ed Kane, deputy sheriff of this county,-
was always a welcome guest with any
ethical ranch outfit between the Spanish
Peaks and the Mesa de Maya. Kane was
a youngish man of tall, athletic build, with
pale blue eyes and extremely pink cheeks.
There was a brass star on the lapel of his
corduroy coat and a single, black butted
gun at his hip.

“Sit in, Kane,” invited Lupe Lanagan,
“and T'll deal you a hand.”

“But maybe Ed’s come to make a
pinch,” suggested Hux Carmody.
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Kane laughed good humoredly.

“No,” he said, “Surcingle Dorn’s in jail
for ten days, I understand, so it wouldn’t
be fair to short hand Buck out of another
saddle squeezer. Truth is, I am out to
make a pinch, a murder pinch, but I don’t
figure to locate any killer at Buck Perry’s
bunk shack. I never have and I never
expect to.”

“What! Somebody get ventilated in
this neck of the range, Ed?” Perry asked
in surprise. He had heard of no killing.

Kane didn’t answer immediately. For
almost a minute there was no sound except
the patter of rain on the roof. Perry no-
ticed that Kane’s eyes, though remaining
amiable, were now rather fixedly turned
upon the one man present he did not
know, Joroso Joe.

Finally the deputy answered:

“It was the sheepman, Juan Medina,
who lives three miles down Trinchera
Creek. He was killed last night between
eight and ten o’clock, and robbed of two
thousand dollars. He’d sold a bunch of
sheep the day before and hadn’t banked
the money. I'm on the job. Got any
guesses, boys?”

Perry was sure he could detect just a
hint of challenge in Kane’s voice. The
deputy continued to give particular atten-
tion to Joroso Joe. Perry himself turned
to scrutinize the new hand. Joroso’s
manner, he observed, seemed merely one
of mild interest. In or out of a poker
game the man’s mask was perfect.

It was Hux Carmody who replied:

“No, Kane, we ain’t got any guesses.
You don’t think one of us done it, do
you?”

“Frankly, I don’t,” answered Kane,
“although there is one very small clue
which indicates that one of you four cow-
boys, here assembled, did do it. If I
didn’t know you so well, I’'d—"

“What!” cried Carmody, half rising
from his seat and with his broad face
flushed. “I don’t exactly like that, Kane.”

“I’'m sorry, Hux,” responded Kane
evenly, “yet the fact remains that a small
clue points to one of you four men. The
clue does not suggest which of you did it.
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It merely suggests that one of you could
have done it. A clue’s a clue, and I got
to run this’n down. After you four men
pass out your alibis, explaining where you
severally were between eight and ten last
night, I'll vamoose and leave you go on
with your game.”

He, like Carmody, was inclined to

take offense that suspicion should
point toward an occupant of this bunk-
house. Then, being of a logical mind,
Perry asked himself, “Why not?”” Humans
are born to err, he conceded, and why
might not one of these four cowboys have
erred, even to the extent of a night rob-
bery and a killing?

His appraisal shifted from man to man
of his men. Lupe Lanagan, he noticed,
was not looking at Kane. His eyes were
bent downward on the pack of cards he
was shuffling. Stuffy Axline, on the other
hand, was sitting up somewhat stiffly in
his chair, watching Kane with a very odd
expression. What did the expression
indicate? Was it fright? Or merely
rufled dignity? Then Perry recalled,
with a degree of shock, something that
he had almost forgotten these many
months. It was the fact that Axline had a
record. He was, or was supposed to be,
a reformed horsethief. He had once
served a term for horse stealing. Later
he had come back to the range, penitent,
and Perry, always sympathetic with down
and outers, had given him a job and a new
start in life. Perry’s opinion was that
Axline had truly reformed and was going
straight.

Hux Carmody, in tones of extreme
pique, was asking:

“Alibis? You dare come in here and
ask me if I got a alibi, Kane?”

But Perry sided with Kane. This was
a thing which, for the repute of the ranch,
must be cleared up immediately. Thus
he assisted the deputy in an examination
which delved thoroughly into the matter
of alibis—only to learn that there were
none. Hux Carmody had ridden out
alone between eight and ten the night

PERRY himself was much concerned.
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before to poison a burro carcass for co-
yotes. Lanagan had ridden alone to
Trinchera for the mail immediately after
supper and had not reappeared until mid-
night. Stuffy Axline had gone over to
pay a call on a homesteader girl of his
acquaintance, finding the girl and her
family absent from home. Joroso Joe,
the new hand, had, so he claimed, been
alone in the bunkhouse from eight to ten.
Perry could not disprove that, for he, with
his wife, occupied the main ranch-house
and had retired to bed at eight o’clock.
Thus any one of the four cowboys could
physically have committed the Medina
crime.

Perry however, did not fail to note the
manner in which these alibis, although
unprovable and therefore worthless, were
offered. Joroso’s issued from the thin
lips of his stolid poker face. Lanagan
offered his a trifle embarrassedly, shuffling
the cards all the while and not looking at
Kane. The man who displayed the great-
est emotion was Stuffy Axline. He sat
rigid on the edge of his chair and blinked,
moist eyed, at Kane. Perry saw his lips
distinctly twitch. As for Hux Carmody,
his only reaction seemed to be one of
temper. His cheeks were flushed to the
roots of his red hair as he rasped at the
deputy:

“That’s nice and polite, now, ain’t it?
To walk in a bunk shack and pull a song
and dance like that! What is this said
clue you claim nails the deadwood on one
of us four poor, ornery, lowdown poker
players?”’

“I claimed nothing of the kind,” re-
torted Kane. “I admitted my clue was
dinky, but, being any kind of a clue, it’s
got to be investigated. Perry, as I get it,
these four men of yours held a target con-
test in the corral day before yesterday
and used up every .45 cartridge on the
place.”

“That’s right,” admitted Perry. “Who
told you that?”

“Steve Brandon, who runs the hard-
ware store at Trinchera. You told him
yourself, yesterday afternoon, when you
went into his store, commissioned to buy

four’boxes of .45, one for each of these
four men.”

“Correct,” granted Perry.

“Perry wrapped up the four boxes of
shells. Three of the boxes happened to
be of the UMC make, his usual line. But
the fourth box chanced to be of UX malke,
almost obsolete, though good cartridges.
Brandon had just that one box of UX’s
left, and thought he’d get rid of it. It’s
the first box of that brand he’d sold in a
year. Which of your four men did you
give the box of UX’s?”

“I don’t know,” responded Perry. “As
I rode by the bunk shack, I tossed the
package in the open door.”

“I picked it up,” admitted Joroso Joe
immediately, “busted it open and grabbed
off the top box of shells. They were
UMC’s.”

“I grabbed off the next box,” insisted
Lanagan. I stuffed the ca’tridges in my
pockets and belt. They were UMC’s.”

“Me too,” exclaimed Carmody. “I got
the third box and they were UMC’s.”

Kane’s eyes turned a trifle coldly on
the fourth cowboy, the reformed horse-
thief, Stuffy Axline.

“Axline,” challenged Kane, “then you
must have got the box of UX’s.”

“I did no such thing,” denied Axline
shrilly. “That’s it; once a man gets a
bad name, you try to pin everything on
him. I tell you my box was UMC’s, too.
I saw the label plain. And I throwed the
box right over there in that wastebasket.”

Axline pointed. :

S KANE went over to a wastebasket
to investigate its contents, Joroso
Joe said, in a perfectly calm voice:

“Maybe Steve Brandon just thought
he put in a box of UX’s. And what if he
did? Was that sheepman shot with a
UX shell?”

Kane, bending over, was pawing about
in the trash of the basket. In a moment
he came up, not with one, but with four
empty cartridge boxes. He brought them
to the table, exposing their labels. Perry
easily observed that three were UMC’s
and one was a UX. -
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“Which proves what?” asked Hux Car-
mody.

Perry attended Kane’s reply in acute
suspense. Outside, he was aware, the
rain had slackened. There was no patter
on the roof. Only a drip-drip-drip from
the eaves. Through the open door Perry
could see Kane’s horse, head drooped,
flanks shivering, standing cock kneed in
the mud.

“Which proves,” Kane said crisply just
then, “that three of you four cowboys
told me the truth, and one told me a lie.
And yes, Medina got his with a .45 UX
shell. Here’s the shell.” Kane took
from his pocket an empty shell and held
it up for all to see.

“A minute ago it was only a dinky
clue,” said the deputy, “but now it’s what
you might call a right hot clue. Because
one of you four cowboys just lied about
the make of his shells. Why should an
innocent man lie about a little thing like
that? Now listen! Whichever three of
you fellows are innocent are automatically
appointed my deputies the instant I
accuse the fourth man. The fourth man,
the one I'm going to accuse of killing
Medina and stealing his two thousand
dollars, is in this room. He’s at this poker
table. The man who objects to being
searched is indicating his own guilt. So
stand up, the four of you, and be searched.”

The clear logic of Kane’s brief of the
situation was undeniable; it sobered even
Hux Carmody. Carmody’s flushed face
indicated that he was mad, all right, that
his cowboy dignity had been grievously
insulted; nevertheless he stood up to be
searched. Joroso, Axline and Lanagan
likewise stood up to be searched, each
eying the others. It was quite obvious
that the first to make a hostile move
would have a whole roomful to fight.

Perry, as he watched Kane go about the
searching, noticed that the deputy did
not cencern himself very much with
searching pockets for loot. Kane, he
reasoned, would know that the guilty man
would have cached the loot somewhere
else than on his person. Kane appeared
to be looking for bullets, .45 bullets. He

was looking for one or more UX car-
tridges in gun, pocket or belt.

He found none. Every gun and belt
was empty.

Perry, waving a thumbp toward the five
small cones of cartridges lying on the
poker table, explained the why of it.

“Usin’ ’em for chips,” he told Ed Kane.

Kane understood. Turning to the ta-
ble, he examined the five small heaps of
bullets, one of which was in front of each
player and one being directly in front of
Perry and comprising the bank.

In a moment Kane said:

“I see about one out of about every
four of these bullets is a UX. Which man
furnished the bank with the UX’s?” he
asked Perry.

Perry didn’t know. The trademark on
the brass cap of each shell was very small.
No one would be likely to scrutinize the
tiny characters unless he had particular
reason to do so.

And the chips, having by now been
passed through many pots, were quite
mixed. Even if all the UX’s had been in
front of one man it would have meant
nothing at all. For such a man might
just have won them from his neighbor.

“But,” said Kane, “there’s still another
way to skin this cat. I'll now proceed to
gather up all guns, take ’em in the kitchen
and examine the firing pins.” . With this
statement, the deputy took from his
pocket a small magnifying glass and the
empty UX shell found at the scene of the
Medina crime. Next he plucked the guns
of the four cowboys from their several
holsters.

None of the four, Perry observed,
seemed to be considering resistance. How
could they, thought Perry. Kane was the
only man present armed with a loaded
gun; moreover each innocent man of the
company was Kane’s natural ally.

HEN Kane had possession of the

guns of Carmody, Axline, Joroso

and Lanagan, he asked Perry—

“Who does that iron hanging there on
the wall belong to?”

Perry followed Kane’s pointed finger
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and saw still another .45 gun, hanging by
its trigger guard from a nail on the bunk-
room wall.

“Oh, that!” exclaimed Perry. “That’n
belongs to Surcingle Dorn. But he’s been
in jail since the Fourth, so he couldn’t
have done the job last night.”

“Some one could have borrowed his
gun to turn the trick with, though,” re-
minded Kane dryly. “I’ll take Surcingle’s
gun, too.” He walked over and took
Surcingle Dorn’s gun from the nail. “And
now, Perry,” he said, “while I'm in the
kitchen looking over all firing pins, you
count the poker chips. Don’t disturb
any of the separate piles; just total ’em,
and be ready to tell me how many UMC’s
there are, and how many UX's. You
other four fellahs, watch each other. The
first one makes a crack, or tries to leave
the room, the other three climb him.
Adios.”

Abruptly Kane, lugging five empty
guns, passed into the bunkhouse kitchen.
Perry noticed that he closed the partition
door behind him.

The five men left around the poker
table reseated themselves. There was an
awkward silence. Joroso Joe rolled a
cigaret. Lanagan began tapping one
boot toe nervously on the floor; overhead
the rain, augmenting in volume, again
began to dash upon the roof. Perry,
before beginning a count of the chips,
looked from face to face of his men, trying
to decide which was the most likely to be
guilty of the crime. Here was a stain
which must be wiped out; it offended and
shamed Perry. He was fully as anxious
as Kane to fix the guilt and thus clear the
remaining three cowboys.

Which—wondered Perry. Most likely
of all, he decided, it was the poker faced
alien from Joroso who had killed and
robbed Medina. Next in line for suspicion
would come the ex-horsethief, Axline.
Had Axline really reformed? Perry re-
called having heard it said that a thief
can not, any more than a leopard, change
his spots. Moreover Axline seemed to be
the most agitated of the quartet.

True, Carmody and Lanagan seemed

also nervous, ill at ease. But who would
not be? A capital decision was pending,
to be brought in in a few minutes by a
jury of one. When Kane entered he
weuld say which of the firing pins had
made the dent on the empty UX shell.

As if reading Perry’s thought, Joroso
said coldly—

“I'm glad he’s lookin’ them firin’ pins
over, cause mine’ll clear me.”

“And mine’ll clear me,” yelped Lana-
gan, jerkily.

“And mine me,” insisted Hux Carmody.

“And mine’ll clear me.” These last
words came in an eager voice from Stuffy
Axline—in an overly eager voice, Perry
thought. “Because,” went on Axline,
“I haven’t shot my gun since I got the
new box of shells yesterday afternoon.
Every shell I got out of that box is right
here on this poker table.”

‘““All mine are here, too,”’
Lanagan.

“Mine too,” from Carmody.

“Mine too.” Joroso Joe made it
unanimous.

“In that case,” said Buck Perry,
“there ought to be two hundred chips on
the table, because they came fifty in a
box. I see now why Ed wanted me to
count ’em.”

THE STOCKMAN proceeded to

echoed

count the makeshift poker chips,

doing so without disturbing the
separate piles. He counted twice, check-
ing himself. The result was one hundred
and fifty UMC’s and forty-nine UX’s.

“The man who had the UX’s,” an-
nounced Perry, “not only lied about
havin’ ’em, but he’s used one bullet.
Still more proof that there’s one liar, thief
and killer under this roof.”

He looked fixedly into the eyes of Joroso
Joe for a full ten seconds. Joroso did not
flinch. Perry then turned a stern regard
upon Axline, who did flinch perceptibly.

“And remember,” cautioned Perry,
“Kane says that each innocent man auto-
matically becomes his deputy the instant
he accuses the criminal. And listen, I

32y

hear him comin’.
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The door from the kitchen opened, and
there stood Kane. His face was set in
grim lines. His arms were full of empty
guns. All of the five men at the poker
table arose to face him.

“Did you find out which firing pin
punctured the UX?” asked Perry.

As he put the question he made ready
to leap, either upon Joroso Joe or upon
Stuffy Axline.

Kane’s reply, however, somewhat re-
laxed the tension.

“The shot was fired,” said Kane, ad-
vancing to the group by the table, “from
Surcingle Dorn’s gun. Dorn’s in jail,
which leaves him out of it. It means that
one of these four poker players, here, was
just cute enough to borrow Dorn’s gun
from off that peg on the wall and use it
instead of his own. Perry, take care of
Dorn’s gun.”

The deputy tossed Dorn’s weapon to
the ranchman.

“Moreover,” Kane continued, “you
fellows can have your own back again, as
they’re no good for evidence. They’re
all unloaded, so no danger of the guilty
man cracking down on anybody.”

Kane himself inserted the proper pistol
in each of the four holsters, Lanagan’s,
Carmody’s, Joroso’s and Axline’s.

As he did so, Perry told him about the
count of chips, which indicated three full
boxes of UMC’s and the UX box with a
bullet short.

“That,” responded Kane, “plus the
fact that one man lied, plus the fact that
Dorn’s gun fired the shot, is the last stick
of John Brown deadwood. I’'m notleavin’
this room until I’'ve got the cuffs on
Medina’s killer.”

“But how,” inquired Perry puzzledly,
“are you going to do that? It’s a stale-
mate, looks to me like. It’s one of these
four, but which? Which one you goin’
to accuse?”

“I’ll let the killer accuse himself,” said
Kane blandly. “And how? Why, by
sitting in this poker game myself. For a
chip I’ll use the empty shell which killed
Medina. Gents, cowboys and murderer,
be seated.”

STAKES 69

Without further comment, Ed Kane
pulled up a sixth chair to the table. He
placed it in a position between Axline and
Joroso, and sat down. Gaping at him,
the others sat down also. .

“Do the chips lie just as they did when
I intruded the first time,” asked Kane.

“They do,” acknowledged Perry.

“Very well,” said Kane, “all I have to
do is to pay the bank two bits for every
.45 shell on my person, and draw cards.”

He drew his pistol, which was a Colt
45, and from it he extracted five car-
tridges. They were of Colt manufacture.
Kane wore no cartridge belt, but from his
pockets he produced fourteen more bul-
lets, which made nineteen in all. To this
pile he added the incriminating UX
empty, which gave him twenty chips. He
then handed a five dollar bill to the non-
playing banker, Perry. He was thus fi-
nancially installed as a player, according
to the rules of the game.

= ERE we sit,” he remarked, as
Lanagan began dealing, “five
men in a poker game, all with
empty guns. Before the game’s over, the
man who shot and robbed Medina will
give himself away. Two bits ante, did
you say, Lanagan? All right, here’s mine.
Everybody decorate the green.”

Each player placed in the center of the
table, as nucleus for the pot, one bullet.
Kane’s contribution was the empty UX
shell.

“I don’t see where all this is goin’ to
get you,” exclaimed Perry.

“You don’t, but you will. I can think
of two or three plays the guilty man could
make with these chips, whereby he would
accuse himself,” said Kane.

Lanagan having dealt, Joroso opened
with queens on twos. No one had a de-
cent staying hand and so Joroso won the
slim pot by default. This gave him the
empty UX.

But he did not have it long. He shoved
it to the center on the next ante, and the
pot was won by Lanagan. Two minutes
later, Stuffy Axline became possessed of
the empty UX. Then Carmody took it
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on a great hand which broke Kane and
caused him to buy ten more bullets from
the bank.

The chips circulated. No chip circu-
lated so briskly, Perry noticed, as the
incriminating UX. Was that Kane’s
game? He wondered. Was Kane count-
ing on the psychological effect of the
empty UX on a guilly conscience?
Already the killer must have handled the
one vital exhibit of evidence competent
to hang him. The shell whose charge had
murdered Medina! Was that Kane’s
game?

If so, Perry found himself unable to
get excited over it. The man would be a
fool if, while handling the chip, he should
commit such an ostentatious blunder as,
for instance, to hurl it through the open
window. A thing like that would be an
open and shut giveaway, thought Perry.

Kane, Perry noticed, had now become
as poker faced as Joroso Joe. He said
nothing. He let his chips talk. All the
while he watched his cards, the pot, his
opponents’ hands, shrewdly and with true
poker avarice. He was playing poker.

On the roof the rain pattered. It
dripped from the eaves. A gust of it
blew in the open door. Kane’s horse, just
without, shook itself impatiently, rustling
the leathers of its back.

The game went on. Lanagan’s man-
ner, to Perry, continued to seem nervous,
embarrassed. Joroso Joe maintained his
coldly even temper; except for the cleft
on his chin there was not a crack or
crevice on his perfect poker face. Hux
Carmody continued to display an injured
dignity. Axline, conceded by Perry as
the man of weakest mentality in the room,
was the only one who gave evidence of
genuine fright. Axline was sweating; he
watched Kane closer than he watched his
cards; his mind did not seem to be on the
game at all.

Yet it was clear that none of the four
cowboys wanted the empty UX. Asfastas
it was won, it was lost. It was always the
first chip of the ante. Each player eschewed
its custody as if it were a pellet of poison.

Finally Axline was forced to keep it for

six consecutive pots, for the reason that
his luck caused him to win these pots
whether he would or no. Perry saw Axline
loosen the oollar of his shirt, then reach
for a handkerchief to wipe the sweat from
his brow. The chips piled in front of
Axline, yet this oft envied fortune seemed
to bring him no thrill of exultation. He
lost the next pot, and the empty shell, by
the simple expedient of throwing his
hand down after Kane had opened on two
queens.

The deputy happened to fill with a
third queen, winning the pot. He raked
it in, along with the empty UX shell.

HE NEXT deal was Kane’s. As he
gathered in the cards, Perry no-
ticed that he picked up, separately,
the five pasteboards which had been dis-
carded by Axline and looked them over.

“That’s funny, Axline,” said Kane,
turning sharply to the man addressed,
“you had three kings before the draw,
yet you stayed out of the pot.”

Perry looked quickly at Axline. He
saw that the man lacked little of being in
a funk of fright now; the fellow was not
meeting Kane’s eyes.

Kane, it was, who replied to his own
implied question.

“You did it, Axline, to lose the UX
empty. The thing was getting your goat,
and you didn’t want it around. Isn’t
that right?”

The deputy picked up the leadless UX
chip. Perry saw him look whimsically
at the tiny trademark stamped on its
brass cap. Then, suddenly, Kane’s ex-
pression changed. He stared a moment
at the shell’s cap, and then said slowly:

“Well, fellows, the murder’s out. How
do I know? Because this isn’t a UX at
all. It’s a UMC. The UX empty has
disappeared.”

“What?” cried Perry, leaping to his
feet.

He saw that Axline’s chin had dropped
to his chest and that he was speechless.
Then the ex-horsethief again mopped his
handkerchief through the beads of sweat
on his forehead. :
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“You say the UX has disappeared?”
asked Perry.

“This shell in my hand is the only
empty in play, you notice,” affirmed
Kane. “And it’s a UMC. Axline had
possession of the UX for six pots. He
must have realized the power of its evi-
dence. So he switched it for a UMC
empty. When I searched his pockets an
hour ago I found, of course, that he had
no loaded bullets on him. The loaded
bullets were all in the game. But he did
happen to have two empty UMC's.
Search him again, Perry. You’ll find he’s
now got one empty UMC and one UX.”

Perry came around the table to Axline.
Lanagan, Joroso and Carmody, at Kane’s
order, remained seated. Perry searched
Axline thoroughly and indeed found one
empty UMC in the pocket from which
the man had drawn a handkerchief. But
he found no UX. Kane himself checked
the search. No UX came to light. In that
respect the deputy seemed to have erred.

It was Perry who noticed the knothole,
about an inch in diameter, in the pine
floor at Axline’s feet.

“Maybe he dropped the UX through
that knothole!” suggested the ranchman.
“Bet that’s exactly what he did,” agreed
Kane. “He saw that convenient knot-
hole right between his own boots, and the
temptation was too much. He switched
shells, then dropped the UX through the
floor. After that he wanted to get rid of
the phony empty, before any one dis-
covered the shift. So he discarded a pat
three kings.”

*“I didn’t do it,” shrieked Axline, at last
finding his voice.

“Didn’t do what?”’ asked Kane.

“I didn’t shoot or rob Medina,” bleated
Axline. “Honest I didn’t.”

“What for was you so anxious to ditch
the empty UX, then?” asked Kane,
coldly. He then turned to Perry. *Buck,
is there any way to get under this bunk-
house?”

“Yes,” replied Perry, “the dog sleeps
under here. The floor’s about two feet
above ground and there’s a couple of
boards off where the dog goes in and out.”
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“Get a flashlight, Buck,” Kane in-
structed. ‘“Then go out and crawl in at
the dog hole, and get under this knot-
hole. Bring back the UX, ’cause I need
it for evidence.” 4

ERRY went to a cabinet, in which

he found a flashlight. With this he

- stepped out into the drizzle of rain.

Soon the others heard him squirming,

belly down, under the floor boards. A

faint illumination came up through the

knothole at Axline’s feet, indicating that
Perry’s light was in service.

“Your guilty conscience sure gave you
away, Axline,” said Kane, as he grasped
Axline by the arm.

“I haven’t any guilty conscience,”
whined Axline. “I didn’t shoot Medina.
I switched the shells, all right, but I
didn’t shoot Medina.”

“Why did you switch the shells then?”
Kane wanted to know.

“Because,” wailed Axline, “I was afraid
you’d pin the job on me whether I done
it or not. I’ve got a record, haven’t 1?
And as soon as you’d secn Frank McBride,
he’d tell you—"

“Who,” interrupted Kane, “is Frank
MecBride?”

“He’s the man who bought the sheep
from Medina, day before yesterday. I
happened to be there, and saw the two
thousand paid over. So I knew Medina
had the money. When you found that
out, and backed it with my record, you’d
railroad me. And I could see both you
and Buck figgered I done it. So I switched
the chips. But I didn’t drop the UX
through the knothele. 1 tossed it over
there under that bunk.”

Kane regarded his prisoner shrewdly.
It scemed to the deputy that the man’s
testimony contained a tiny flavor of sin-
cerity. If he were guilty, why should he
confess to throwing the shell under the
bunk? Why did he not merely let Perry
come back empty handed, thus confound-
ing the accusation?

“All right, Axline,” said Kane finally,
“crawl under that bunk, then, and re-
trieve the UX shell.”



72 ALLAN VAUGHAN ELSTON

Axline dropped to all fours and crawled
under the bunk indicated. In a moment
he came out with an empty shell. Kane
immediately identified it as the original
and incriminating UX. He laid it on the
table and then, as a new thought struck
him, he turned quickly to look at the
other three poker players.

For a full minute his attention had been
riveted upon Axline. He now saw that
Lanagan, Joroso and Carmody were still
seated. He noticed however that Lana-
gan had pushed his chair about a foot
farther from the table.

A scuffle beneath the floor drew Kane’s
attention to Perry.

“Hey, Buck,” the deputy yelled, “come
on out from under the house. No need to
look for that shell because I've already
found it.”

Perry answered, and his words startled

e.

‘You ain’t found nothin’, Kane,” bawled
Perry from beneath the floor. “Keep
your eyes open and your mouth shut till
I get there. And don’t let nobody load
his gun.”

ANE stiffened. Load his gun! The
deputy’s eyes sought the six heaps
of chips, five in the table stakes of

the several recent players and one in
Perry’s abandoned bank. Throughout
the game, Kane was sure, there had been
no opportunity for any player to snatch a
few chips from his pile and load his gun.
The movement would have been too
ostentatious. But what about the last
minute or so? With Axline practically
convicted and commanding attention,
why couldn’t Lanagan, or Joroso, or Car-
mody, have loaded his gun?

Had such a thing happened? Easily
proved, thought Kane. He would have
Perry—

His thought was interrupted by Perry’s
entrance. The chubby little ranchman
came running to the table in tremendous
excitement; he tossed a sheaf of bills, new
currency, in that central portion of the
board reserved for poker pots.

“It’s an even two thousand,” yelped

Perry. “The Medina loot! Hid in the
dust under the bunk shack.”

The atmosphere of the room became,
at this development, almost stifling.
Kane, his muscles as taut as a drawn bow
string, noticed that Lanagan, Joroso and
Carmody had leaped to their feet.

He yelled:

“Perry, rake the chips into your hat,
ten at a time. Count ’em by tens, and do
it quickly. Unless somebody has loaded
his gun in the last three minutes, there’ll
be exactly two hundred and eighteen
loaded bullets on the table. If somebody
has loaded his gun, he, and not Axline,
is the man who shot Juan Medina.”

Perry took off his hat, began raking
chips into it ten at a time. He, banker of
this poker game, was now making the
final tally. Two bits a chip. Why, even
one of these chips was now worth a man’s
life. Ten at a time the bullets dropped
into Perry’s hat. Their clinking falls,
and the patter of rain on the roof, were
the only sounds of the room.

At last Perry announced:

“T'wo hundred and fourteen. Some one
has snitched four slugs, Kane.”

“And it wasn’t Axline,” said Kane, his
pale blue eyes shifting quickly from
Lanagan to Carmody to Joroso Joe,
“because I had Ax by the arm all the
time.”

“Well!” exclaimed Perry.

Lanagan echoed—

“Well!”

And likewise Joroso Joe echoed—

“Well!”

His tone was that of a man baffled; but
he kept his poker face. The game was
not over yet.

Kane himself must have realized this,
for he said:

“So this last hand’s goin’ to be a real
pot after all. Here we stand, six men
around a poker table, five with empty
guns and one whose gun is heeled with
four bullets. Four bullets. That’s a
hard hand to beat. No chance to bluff,
either. It’s a showdown. Carmody,
Joroso or Lupe Lanagan, show your four
bullets and take the pot.” "™ S
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No one moved a muscle.

“Any one of you three,” Kane con-
tinued, “can acquit yourself by pulling
your gun, breaking it, and laying it open
on the table. The instant a man does
that, I nominate him deputy of the law.
The man who fails to do so, he—"

Bump! Bump! Two guns hit the
table, open at the hinge. Their cylinders
were empty and clean; they came from
clean hands, the hands of Carmody and
Joroso Joe. Lupe Lanagan likewise drew;
retaining his weapon, he aimed it at

Kane’s breast. His left hand went under

the table. He stepped back two paces,
pulling the table with him.

“All right, Kane,”” Lanagan challenged,
“play this last hand then. Here I am
with four bullets and your saddled horse
at the door. Make your bet and be
damned!”

Kane yelled:

“Perry, Carmody, Axline and Joroso,
don’t forget; you’re deputies of the law!”

“And not a loaded gun in the bunch,”
sneered Lanagan, the black muzzle of his
gun waving like the head of an adder to
command the room. “First four jaspers
who try to load guns,” Lanagan threat-
ened, “or steps my way, gets their’n.’

Lanagan’s eyes were deadly. It was
plain he would shoot to kill.

ANAGAN’S next move was to snatch
two objects from the table. One
was the incriminating UX shell;

the other was the package of bills, the
two thousand dollars in loot. He stuffed
these in his pockets. Next he snatched
Perry’s hat, weighted with two hundred
and fourteen bullets, the only ones in the
room except the four in his own gun.

Then, slowly, he began backing toward
the open door.

“You’re licked, Kane,” he sneered.
“I got the highest hand in poker, four
bullets.” :

“Not necessarily,” retorted Kane, “be-
cause according to Hoyle there’s one
hand which beats four bullets.”

“What’s that?” challenged Lanagan,
now within two paces of the open door.

“A straight flush,” cried Kane, and
lunged across the room, in a flying dive,
toward Lanagan.

‘GYou_’,

Lanagan checked his oath as his ham-
mer clicked four times.

A split second later Kane’s head struck
him in the ribs and knocked him down.

Carmody, the scrappy redhead, was
close behind the deputy. He cracked
Lanagan over the head with a gun butt.
Lanagan groaned, rolled over on the floor
and lay still.

“A straight flush!” repeated Kane,
breathing heavily over Lanagan, ‘“be-
cause when I went out into the kitchen,
I took a hack saw that somebody had
been using to amputate hambones with,
and sawed the firing pins off of all five
g‘lns.”

Lanagan groaned once more. Car-
mody, Axline and Joroso Joe, redeemed
now to honor, sat down upon bunks with
sighs of relief. Perry dropped to his
knees and, still banking the game, began
gathering the scattered chips. The
bunkhouse dog came in, dripping, shiver-
ing, and sniffed at Lanagan. Kane closed
the door on the wisps of drizzle. Over-
head one could still hear the delicate,
intimate patter as it tinkled on the shin-
gles of the roof.
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“If a couple of hundred city detectives can’t

touch him, how far do you expect to get . . .

TEVE O’NEIL sought a man. All
day Steve’s eyes looked for a
slender, dark face he found it im-
possible to forget. Lean, pinched
nostrils, small mouth with ill shaped lips,
pupils which gleamed with the opaque
black of spilled ink. A shrewd face, a
cunning face. A face Steve could wish to
smash with his hard right fist.

Steve O’Neill had seen that face only
once. It was a cold night in March,
months before. That day the departing
winter had made a dying and vicious ges-
ture and filled the streets with snow which
melted as it fell. Such weather meant
business for hackmen, and Steve did not
put up his cab when night came. There
were two calls for every free taxi. Hour
after hour Steve dropped one fare only to
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admit another on the spot. Steve,
twenty-seven, blue eyed and genial, six
feet of sturdy strength, was tireless.

At ten o’clock there came a lull. He
pulled up beside a Coffee Pot, and in the
warmth of the restaurant he counted his
receipts. He had hacked twenty-five
dollars. His tips were close to ten. In
the language of New York hackmen,
seven “pounds”! A good day’s pay for a
gruelling, nasty day’s work. Steve was
content.

MAN stood beside the cab when
Steve went outside. He was
hatless, and he wore the black

jacket of a waiter. He was heavy, his
nose had at some time been broken, and
his hands were large.
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“Want a rip, Mac?” he asked Steve.

“Where to?”

“I dunno. Brooklyn, maybe.”

Steve yawned and smiled.

“Nothing doing. I’'m packing in.”

“I'm telling you to take it,” said the
man. ‘“‘It’s worth a pound note anyways.
Make a deal with him.”

“No,” said Steve.

“Jez, give me a break, Mac! I'm ex-
pecting a sawbuck out of this. I gotta
get a cab for him.”

Steve, in the seat, looked at the man.

“Well, where is he?”

“At’s a stuff, Mac!” beamed the man.
“Back up a ways. Under the lamp post.
T'll show you.” :

Steve backed up. The man-rode on the
running board, shivering hardily in the
snow chill.

Two men and a girl entered the cab.
They issued, when the waiter went for
them, from a darkened areaway gate.
Steve knew it was a speakeasy. One of
the men was of a type with the waiter.
The girl was young, pretty; her eyes were
bright and the pallor and scarlet of her
face were pathetically artificial. The sec-
ond man paused with one foot on the step
and looked at Steve.

“We’re going for a ride, brother, what I
mean. There’s five bucks in it for you.
Head over the Manhattan Bridge and out
Atlantic Avenue.”

“How far out?”

“I’ll tell you when to stop. If I like
the way you drive maybe TI'll do
better.”

“0. K.,” said Steve.
without enthusiasm.

ON THE way Steve thought of the

But he spoke

pretty, young face of the girl in-

side. It was an innocent face,
and inexperienced. There was a certain
untouched sweetness about her which
that makeup could not disguise. She had
glanced at him as she entered the cab.
He recognized the glance; that of a kid
who suddenly finds herself attractive to
men. Not to boys, but to mature and
scarred veterans of the world. Fool kid, .
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looking in every man’s face for the avarice
she thinks is admiration!

What was she doing with that snake
eyed egg who hired him? Steve knew
men, and knew this man at a glance.
Genial, wisecracking, free with his cash—
and beneath, the soul of a rat. Ten to
one he had a rod in his pocket, and would
empty it into his best friend, if it suited
him.

Oh, well—it takes all kinds of rackets
to keep the world rolling.

They crossed the bridge, speeding over
the upper drive. The river gleamed with
oily ripples far below. The snow had
ceased to fall, and a cold wind moaned
through the great suspension cables.

Flatbush Avenue. Heavy traffic in
downtown Brooklyn. Atlantic Avenue at
last, and noisy speed on the way out.
Soon the dingy quiet of farther Brooklyn.
Quiet broken by the occasional roar of a
Long Island train racing along the L
structure overhead. Slush, misty street
lights, and brown wooden houses with
unlighted windows. Scarcely any traffic
now.

From the cab interior came the sound of
the folding seat snapping down. The
sliding window opened. One of them was
on the seat and leaning out beside Steve.

“Pull up here.”

Steve glanced at him. It was the rat.
He was smiling. Steve slowed.

“Pull up where?”’

“Right here.”

Steve pressed the gas to the floor. The
cab jerked into speed. The man thrust
the hard barrel of an automatic against
Steve’s body under the armpit.

“I said here, brother.”

Steve let the racing motor die and
pulled up at the curb. They were half
way along a block, with no street light
near. Beside them a great, bare factory
building reared emptily. The neighbor-
hood was deserted.

The man with the gun got out. He
stared at Steve. The heavy steel jack
handle caught his eye, thrust down along-
side the seat cushion. Steve always car-
ried it so, ready. The man jerked it out
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and tossed it into the snow behind him.

“Out of there,” he ordered.

Steve got out. He stood on the curb.
His jaw was set, but there was no emotion
in his eyes.

“This a stickup?”’ he asked.

“Don’t you like it?”” The man smiled.

Steve glanced into the cab. Dimly he
could see the two in there, watching. The
man was at ease. The girl was erect. He
could not see her face. She was rigid,
wordless, as if numbed.

“Let’s have what jack you got,” or-
dered the man with the gun.

He was not smiling now. Steve stood
looking at him.

The man cursed suddenly, without
passion, and struck Steve across the face
with his left hand. Steve recoiled from
the blow, and then froze, his hands drawn
behind him.

“Take that and like it,” said the man.
He held the gun straight at Steve.
“Come across!”

Steve opened his heavy coat and drew
a wad of bills. The man grabbed it and
thrust it into his pocket."

“Give me the rest,’* he said.

“The silver?”

“Anything you got.”

Steve scooped out of his coat the load of
coin that had accumulated. It was an
overflowing handful, well over a pound in
weight. It disappeared with the bills.

“Take your coat off.”

Steve obeyed. The man threw it inside
the cab. He made Steve face about, and
with his left hand he searched Steve thor-
oughly.

“Now take off the shoes.”

“My shoes?” Steve faced about.

“Don’t ask questions. Get them off.”

Once again Steve obeyed, sitting on the
running board. His feet shrank from icy
contact with the pavement. The man
tossed the shoes on the floor beside the
driver’s seat.

“Now start walking.”

This was more than Steve could bring
himself to do instantly. On his cheeks
two bright spots glowed redly. Wrath
trembled on his upper lip. He looked at

the man with the gun. But there was
nothing to say.

“Jez, will you get out of here!” snarled
the man. He slapped Steve on the face,
advancing, the gun pressing into Steve’s
body. Steve retreated, turned and walked
a few steps, and looked back. The man.
was getting into the driver’s seat. The
gears clashed, and the taxi began to move.
The man waved a hand derisively.

“So long, brother. XKeep your feet
dry!”

And the cab was gone, up the avenue
and around the corner out of sight.

TEVE started walking, his bare feet
splashing in the dirty slush.

That was the first time Steve saw
the rat. It would not, he felt certain, be
the last. The city was big, but the rat
would show up sometime, some place, and
Steve would be waiting for him. It took
a lot of forgetting to erase the sting of
those blows and the recollection of that
walk through the snow. And then there
was the money. And the girl. Yes, the girl.

They found the cab next day, aban-
doned on a side street out Fort Hamilton
way in Brooklyn. The police were re-
lieved to turn it over to him and frankly
skeptical of accomplishing anything more
on the case. They had too much experi-
ence with others like it. He rode out on
the Fourth Avenue Subway to the 68th
Precinct station house at Eighty-sixth
Street, and got the cab. Then he called
a city phone number no New Yorker ever
forgets, the ominous call for Police Head-
quarters on Centre Street—

“Spring 3100.”

He was readily connected with Detec-
tive Nolan of the Auto Squad. He and
Nolan had gone to public school together.
The detective’s voice came over the wire,
sympathetic, but weighted with the
cynical tolerance of experience.

“I'm telling you, Steve,” said Nolan,
“there ain’t a thing you can do. You got
your rig back. Let the rest go. You
won’t be the first.”

“Well, I'd like to square myself with
that rat. I got reasons.”
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“So have the others, boy. That don’t
catch no thieves.”

“Mine are special.”

Detective Nolan hesitated.

“What’s the matter, kid? You holding
out something?”

“I just don’t like his face. Reason
enough, ain’t it?”
“Yeah. I suppose so. Only what

you’d like to do ain’t always what you'd
better do, not in this business.”

“Don’t worry,” said Steve.

“I won%t,” said Nolan. Steve could
almost see his smile.

Steve O’Neill recognized the wisdom of
this advice, but he did not follow it.
There remained with him a resentment
that flared anew into baffled anger every
time that sly, laughing face came to mind.
He looked for it in the crowds around
him. He hacked from the corner where
he had received the call that snowy night.
He visited the speakeasy in off hours and
attempted to worm information from the
man who stood guard on the areaway
gate. He received only declarations of
ignorance and glassy stares.

More and more, too, Steve thought of
the girl. As a hackman he knew women,
for his was a disillusioning school. And
that was a good kid, if ever he saw one.
Foolish, maybe, but too young and regu-
lar to know different. All she needed was
a decent break. What had happened to
her that night was a subject for rather mor-
bid speculation. She had been shocked
and frightened during those few moments
on Atlantic Avenue, too frichtened even
to speak as she sat upright in her seat
looking out at Steve. Obviously it was all
news to her, and bad news. And where
was she now? It would have been a lot
easier to let the matter drop if he had
some reassurance on that score.

HEN one day Steve O’Neil saw the
face of the rat a second time. Not
the man, but his picture. It ap-
peared in most of the morning papers,
accompanying a story of gang feud and
murder on the lower East Side. Two
men had been shot to death in a little

restaurant on Rivington Street the night
before. The killers, presumably, were un-
known. But the two dead men had been
gunmen for a gang which was at war with
Goldy Meyer’s mob. The papers hinted
that it might just be possible that Goldy’s
men had a hand in it. They printed
Goldy’s picture. And Steve, seeing it,
knew he had found the rat.

Steve was waiting in the Auto Squad-
room at headquarters when Detective
Nolan came down from the morning line-
up. The squadroom was full of smoke and
hearty voices and men passing among the
desks.

“Well, I found him,” Steve announced.

“Yes?” said Nolan. “Where?”

“That’s where you come in. I want
you to tell me where to locate him. It’s
this cheap gunman, Goldy Meyer.”

Interest quickened in Nolan’s eyes.

“Oh, so it was Goldy, eh? Well, 'm
not surprised at anything Goldy pulls.
See the papers?”’

“That’s how I found him. By his
picture.”

“And you want to see him?”

“I do.,’

“Why?”

Steve returned the detective’s stare.

“I got something to square with him.
T’ll leave you fellows out of it.”

Nolan lighted a cigar.

“Listen, kid. Headquarters has been
after Goldy for a year. We know pretty
much everything he’s done. He’s done
enough to rate the chair. But we haven’t
touched him.”

“Well?” said Steve.

“Here’s the point, kid. We can’t touch
him. Get that?” ¢4

“T ain’t thrilled.” =

“All right,” Nolan agreed amiably,
“but if a couple of hundred city detec-
tives who are in the know can’t touch him,
how far do you expect to get?”

Steve walked to the water cooler.
drank, and returned.

“You just give me the dope on Goldy
and leave him to me,” he told Nolan.
“What you guys can’t do is plenty, any-
way.” .

He
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“There’s plenty we can do, and don’t
you forget it.”

“Well, pull him in on robbery and as-
sault then. T’ll get you a warrant.”

Nolan laughed.

“He’d be out of our fingers in half an
hour on a writ. And you’d get bumped
off so neat we’d never hear about it.”

“I know. That was a bluff. I’'m going
to take care of Goldy in my own private
way.”

“Jez, go ahead. I’ll look in at your
inquest. You’re going to do either of two
things: get bumped off, or bump him off
yourself and take a rap for it.”

“Well, it’ll be my inquest, won’t it?
Come on, give me the dope.”

Nolan sighed.

“0.K.,, kid. Haveityour way. I'll try
and make Goldy pay for the funeral.”

And Steve got the dope he wanted.

HAT evening Steve O’Neill re-

mained on the streets and hacked

through theater hour. When the
ten o’clock lull came he drove to the
lower East Side to an address on Christie
Street. He found a grimy, red brick
house bearing the number he sought.
It was a tenement, indistinguishable from
the other dingy houses crowding about it
on the narrow street. The sidewalk be-
fore it was broken and uneven and
unswept. In the doorway a thin gas
light flickered. The fire escapes above
were crowded with bedding, babies and
cats.

The street was filled with the clamor of
radios and squalling infants, and on the
warm summer air floated the stale fra-
grance of a hundred suppers. Steve
stopped the cab before the door. He left
the engine running and got out.

It was necessary to light a match to
read the names on the rusty mail boxes.
Three of the bell buttons bore slips of
paper on which the legend “out of order”
was scrawled. Two bore no name at all.
And the others, announcing the residency
of Rothstein, Abrimowitz, Hahno and
various names of similar insignificance,
were of little avail. Steve dropped the

match on the cracked oilcloth and stared
into the hallway.

Some one came into view, some one
emerging from the darker shadows where
the staircase rose to other floors. It was
awoman. Steve placed himself under the
feeble gleam of light from the fixture
above, and addressed her:

“Oh, miss! Excuse me; is there any-
body here named Caporello!”

She was young. She was well dressed
and rather pretty. More than that, she
was the kid who had been in Steve’s cab
the night of that unlucky ride. He had
come to the right place.

The girl stood in the hall with a trace of
uncertainty in her manner. She stared,
not able to see very well in the dim light.

“No. Idon’t think so. Did you look?”

“Yeah, I looked. A couple of these
bells ain’t got any name.”

“Well, I’'m sorry; I don’t know.”

“Yeah, all right. T’ll ask the janitor.”

She passed him. He looked after her.
Outside, the girl started to walk to the
right toward Stanton Street. Then she
observed the taxi standing before the
door and stopped.

Steve went outside.

“Cab, miss?”

The girl studied him.

“Well, you busy?”

“No, take you anywhere.”

“I want to go to three ninety-one West
54th Street.”

“0. K.!” said Steve.

HE TAXICAB sped uptown, up
the Bowery, Fourth Avenue, across

42nd Street and through the bril-
liance of Times Square. Many blocks
before their destination Steve reached a
certain conclusion. On 54th Street he
came to a halt several doors beyond the
brownstone flat house which bore the
desired number. He jumped out and
opened the door before the girl was
ready to emerge.
“Miss, just a minute.
thing I want to say.”
She sat without reply in the interior
shadow. She made no attempt to move.

There’s some-
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“You ought to know me,” said Steve.

“No, I don’t.”

“Remember that night on Atlantic
Avenue last March?”

“Oh!” said the girl.

“You know me now. Well, don’t get
scared. I don’t want nothing from
you.”

“What were you doing on Rivington
Street?” the girl demanded.

In her words was = shade of fierce in-
terest.

“Looking for Goldy Meyer,”
Steve.

The girl’s hands were in the light shed
by a street lamp through the cab win-
dow. They were smoothly gloved, and
they were gripped together.

“You leave Goldy Meyer alone,” said
the girl.

“Oh, no I won’t.
square with him.”

“Nobody can square anything with
Goldy.”

“Oh, they can’t, eh?”’ said Steve.
“Well, T can. Besides, what’s it to you
if I do?”

“You damn’ fool!” the girl said tensely.
“Keep out of this. You’ll get bumped off
if you try anything.”

“Kid, listen to me. Lay off the six
minute egg stuff. You ain’t hard, and I
know it. You’re scared. Suppose you
snap out of it and get together with me
right on this.”

The girl moved, springing quickly to
her feet and forcing herself out of the cab
past him. Steve gripped her arm and
clung tightly as she attempted to run
down the street. None of the listless peo-
ple on the hot sidewalk paid the least
attention to them.

“Let me go!”

Her eyes were wide and frightened.
Steve smiled.

“Sure, kid. But why don’t you want
to talk about Goldy?”’

He released her arm quite voluntarily.
She studied his face, for the first time
visible in the lght. She was torn with
uncertainty.

“For God’s sakes, don’t have nothing

said

I got something to

to do with him,” she pleaded. “I’'m tell-
ing you. I know!”

And suddenly she was gone, half run-
ning to cvade the pursuit he might
make. He remained where he was, be-
side the open taxi door, until she
disappeared down the basement steps
of No. 391. There was a wry smile on

his face.

TEVE drove the cab around the
block slowly. Back on 54th Street
he halted on the corner, where

grease spots and tire ruts in the soft
asphalt told of a casual taxi stand. There
he sat his scat and waited. He had time
and to spare this evening.

Some minutes later a man came up
from the basement of 391. He stood at
the top of the steps a moment, looking up
and down the street. He saw Steve’s cab
and slowly lighted a cigaret. The flame
was reflected dully in his narrow eyes as
he stared. He threw the match away and
walked to the corner. For a moment he
stood there. Then he approached the
taxi and opened the door.

“Run me over to East 64-th Street.
T’ll show you where to stop.”

“0. K.,” said Steve. -

They started. Steve drove profcssnon-
ally, giving no inkling of his awareness
that Marginal Street, otherwise known
as “the Farm”, was just off 64th. The
Farm was a waterfront, busy with scows
and barges by day, and by night a lonely,
dark thoroughfare, shut off from the city
by a great rocky cliff on which aloof build-
ings perched high overhead. It was a nice
place for an assignation, either of love or
murder.

Up Eighth Avenue Steve drove swiftly,
and out on the busy spread of Columbus
Circle. There the engine began to gasp
and die. They barely made it across the
circle, and rolled to the curb with a dead
motor. A cop standing in the doorway
of an automobile showroom watched them
idly. Steve got out and lifted the hood, to
the accompaniment of heartfelt curses.
Seemingly he could do nothing. He
opened the cab door.
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“Sorry, but, I'm stuck. Got to drop
you here.”

The man inside did not move.

“What’s the matter, no gas!”

“Plenty of gas,” Steve apologized.
“Just won’t go. I don’t know anything
about what makes this oilcan go.”

“How you going to get out of here?”

“Phone for my service man. And wait
here till he comes.”

Reluctantly the man came forth. He
tossed the cigaret away and eyed the cop
standing in the door of the auto show-
room. Steve grinned philosophically and
snapped the flag on the taximeter back to
the upright position.

“You can hail another cab right here,
mister. Sorry.”

“Yeah,” said the man.

He shrugged a shoulder, and walked
off. Steve watched him until he saw the
man get into another taxi and drive away.
Then he returned to the driver’s seat.
He was smiling to himself. He looked at
the choke on the dashboard. It was
pulled all the way out. He thrust it in
again, stepped on the starter and the en-
gine promptly roared with relieved and
eager energy. Steve spoke half aloud as
he winked at the cop.

“Well, anyway, I know what will make
this oilcan stop!”

The cop grinned amiably, and Steve
drove off with a quick, noiseless shifting
of gears.

N HOUR later Steve was following
another taxi through the mid-
night traffic. He had exercised a
certain amount of guile on returning to his
vigil in 54th Street and, leaving his cab
a block away, had stood alone in the
shadows across the street from the
brownstone house until the girl had
finally left the place. She had a man with
her, as Steve had half expected, and they
had hailed a taxi speeding through the
block. Which was also as Steve expected.
It was a simple matter to run to his own
machine and set out in pursuit.
The chase, in which Steve remained
discreetly half a block behind, led over to

the dingy breadth of Tenth Avenue and
downtown. At 84th Street the cab
ahead halted on the corner. The man
stepped out. He talked for a moment
through the open door, and then closing
it, departed alone. The taxi continued on.

At 27th Street it came to a stop again
before a plain flat house in a street lined
with cheap stores. It was a tough neigh-
borhood and a simple one, a community
of hard working olde~ -nen and of young
men undecided between crime and the
drab existence of their elders. Here were
the homes of great limbed longshoremen,
and here the birthplaces of river pirates.

The girl stepped out of the taxi and
paid off the driver. He was gone in a
second, as if fearing to linger in this un-
kempt locality. Steve raced to a halt
exactly where the other had been, and he
was in the doorway of the tenement on
the heels of the girl.

“Just a second,” he said. “It’s me
again. We're going to settle this to-
night.”

She shrank against the half opened
door, through which came the wan glow of
a hall gas light. A small sound escaped
her; her hand made a gesture, perhaps of
relief and perhaps of resignation.

“Kid,” said Steve, “who are you scared
of ?”

“Who do you suppose?”

She took off her small felt hat, and
black bobbed hair reflected a thin sheen
of light. There was weariness in the act,
the end of strain.

“You're in right with Goldy, ain’t
you?” asked Steve. “You ain’t afraid of
me, certainly.”

“What do you know? God, what do
you care?”’

“Well, I ain’t sure.
kid.”

“No, I won’t rush you. What do you
want anyway?”

Steve leaned against the door jamb and
lighted a cigaret.

“I want to get Goldy for what hap-
pened that night. I'd try to get anybody
who did that to me. You ain’t fooling me,
kid. You ain’t in with him in a regular

Don’t rush me,
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way. You been playing up to me kind of
hard and bad, but you’re only scared half
to death.”

“Oh, I am? Who told you all this?”

“You did.”

She stared at him. Before a retort
came to her, Steve went on.

“I’m not so slow, babe. Neither am I
dumb. I’d dodge you if you was really
Meyer’s woman. Nobody’s going to
stick a rod in my ribs and let go, and I’'m
not going to give them the chance. Now
you and me could pull together maybe to
advantage.”

“Go ahead. T’ll listen anyway.”

“I'm going to have Goldy arrested for
assault and robbery.”

There was a moment of silence.

“Don’t!” the girl said earnestly. “For
God’s sakes, I told you you can’t get
away with that! Don’t you understand?
You don’t count; they’d give you the
works in a second.”

“All right. What does that mean to
you? Does it matter?”

A thin curl came to her red lips.

“Are you making love to me by any
chance, mister?”

“Cut that!” said Steve.

He caught at her wrist fiercely. She
shrank by instinct as from a blow. He
looked at her in the half dark for a mo-
ment. -

“Jez, you’ve grown up in a couple of
months, kid. You’re bad now, ain’t you?
You’re hard. You know everything and
you been around and you got a guy who
packs a rod and runs a mob. Well, how
do you like it? How do you like yourself!
Happy?”

There was no reply.
averted.

“You got clothes. More than you ever
had, I suppose. Money too, I guess.
Jewelry besides, if you used your head.
You know where it all comes from, of
course. Graft and highjacking and
from guys like me who are taken for long
rides.” Steve shook her. “Well, how do
you like yourself now? Come on and tell
me.”

She was crying, suddenly hiding her

Her face was

face, denying his charges with sobbing
words.

“I ain’t like that. Honest to God, I
ain’t that way! I never took a cent off
him. Ididn’t. Ididn’t!”

In a moment Steve’s voice said gently—

“Didn’t you, kid?”

She talked then. It seemed she could
not hold it in. Everything decent within
her broke loose and pleaded to be under-
stood. She told of Goldy Meyer’s domi-
nance over her, ruled first by fascination
and then by fear. Her home was up-
stairs. Her parents, humble, bewildered
folk, waited there, never knowing now
when she might come in, and too awed
by their brilliantly pretty daughter to
protest. They knew nothing of Goldy.
Nor did the honest young men who had
grown up in this block and who wished to
pay her court. She did not dare call on
them for help now that her dashing lover
turned out to be a crook and a killer.

Steve stood without moving. He still
held her wrist. Her sobs subsided and
they stood in silence, obscure in the dim-
ness of the hall.

“Well,” said Steve at length, “I ain’t
surprised, kid. I figured it out that way
the first night. I guess that’s why it
wasn’t so easy to forget.”

“That was the first time I knew,” she
said.

“Yeah, so I thought.”

“Come on up with me,” said the girl on
an impulse. “I’ll let you in the front
room. The folks will wake up, but Il
make them stay in bed. I want to talk to
you.”

“0. K. with me, kid,” said Steve.

HE NEXT morning Steve slept
late. And when he rose, he dressed

leisurely. He sat on the edge of the
bed in his furnished room for half an hour
deep in thought before going out to the
restaurant on the corner for breakfast.
He arrived at the garage about noon. It
was a small, dark place on West 64th
Street. Once it had been a private
stable, and it had been crudely done over
to comply with the fire laws. Its patron-
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age was given exclusively to cabs which
were individually owned.

The proprietor was at the door. He
wore greasy jumpers, for he was also the
mechanic. He eyed Steve curiously.

“Two guys waiting here a couple of
hours for you, Steve,” he said.

“Yeah. Who were they?”

“Didn’t say. Told me to tell you to
wait. They’d be back.”

6‘0' K.,’

Steve’s hack was shiny and clean in a
far corner of the empty garage. He took
a soft rag and polished the metal work.
He aired the tires, filled the tank, wound
the taxi meter. Then he went into the
tiny office near the door and read the
morning paper.

A shadow fell across the floor, and Steve
glanced up. There were two young men
standing in the doorway, looking at him.
They were short, somewhat swarthy, and
they did not smile.

“You Steve O’Neill?”

“Y%h.”

They continued to study him, care-
fully.

“Big guy,” said one.

““Tough guy, too,” said the second.
There was another moment’s silence.
“Wise, I bet,” said the first.

“Sure,” agreed the second.

Steve sat waiting. =l .

“Listen, bozo,” said the first, “we
called to sell you something. Me and my
pal here is salesmen. Ain’t we, Angel?”

“Good salesmen,” affirmed Angel.

“Now you're supposed to ask us what
we're selling, see? instructed the first.

“Well,” said Steve, “what is it you’re
selling?”

“We’re selling you a plush lined casket,
friend.”

Steve came to his feet and carefully
folded up the newspaper. He tossed it on
the oil stained desk.

“I ain’t buying today.”

“Oh, yes, you are.” Angel beamed
thinly. “Ain’t he, Johnnie?”

“Plush lined,” reminded Johnnie.

“Run and sell your papers. Run and
sell your papers. I’'m going hacking.”

Angel pushed into the room.

“Boy, get us right, and then go hacking.
And stick to hacking. You know what
we mean, and you’re wise enough to
know what’s good for you.”

“And stick to hacking!”’ said Johnnie.

Steve picked up the telephone on the
soiled desk. He held the receiver to his
ear and, when Central answered, called:

“Spring 3100.”

Angel moved, uttering a brief oath.
Johnnie stopped him.

“Shut up, Angel! Listen.”

In a moment there came over the wire
the response.

“This is Police Headquarters.”

“Give me Auto Squad ... I want
Detective Nolan.”

Nolan came to the phone. Steve an-
nounced himself.

“Get this, Nolan. I got two tough eggs
here calling on me. They’re trying to sell
me a casket. Understand? Well, you
know what it’s all about. In a minute
I’'m going to walk out with them. There’ll
be a dozen witnesses to identify them any
time you may need them. If anything
happens to me you will know where to
look up two first class candidates for the
hot seat. You get me?”

There came a murmur of agreement
over the wire._

“0. K.,” said Steve.

He turned to the two swarthy young
men.

“Run and sell your papers, boys. Run
and sell your papers and leave caskets till
you need them.”

The two young men went, and Steve
escorted them to the door. They were
not gone before Steve had introduced
them to the grimy proprietor. It was a
one-sided affair, but the latter was wise in
his generation, and his scrutiny was bent
on them with care. The pair walked up
the block, silent.

“Jim,” said Steve to the garage man,
“have you got a rod?”

“Well, yes,” said Jim.

“Let’s have it for a while.” A

Jim glanced with curiosity at Steve, but
since no explanation was forthcoming,
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departed. He went into the office, and
when he returned he placed in Steve’s
hand a .38 automatic. Steve jerked open
the chamber, and a cartridge flipped out.
“It’s loaded, all right,” said Jim.
“Yes, I prefer them that way,” agreed
Steve.

!, I \HE DAY went by without event.

Steve pursued the regular routine of

his labors, cruising the midtown
district. He transported hurried busi-
ness men with dispatch, crochetty old
ladies with finesse, and bubbling parties
of debutantes with a certain gallantry.
He hailed his acquaintances among the
traffic cops on Fifth Avenue, and won a
scowl from his pet enemy who guarded a
crossing on Park. Two of his fares, one
obviously a countryman and the other an
ancient female determined not to be
cheated, withheld tips in paying him for
their rides. But a bootlegger who took
his girl friend for a tour of Central Park
more than made up with the largess he
extended. It was a fair run, for half
a day. :

Steve was back in the garage at six
o’clock. He pulled in, left the car in the
center of the floor for the washers, and
went to his locker. Jim, the proprictor,
withdrew his head from the intricacies of
a dismantled engine.

“Oh, Steve! Some woman calling
you on the phone.”

“Yeah?” said Steve. He threw his cap
and gloves into the locker. ‘“Leave any
number?”’

“N o.,’ :

The phone rang in the office.

“That’s her, I bet,” said Jim.
and answer it.”

It was she. It was the girl.

“Steve! This is Josie.”

‘“Yeah? Hello, kid.” Damn’ fool, but
he liked the name! “What’s up?”

“Are you going anywhere tonight?”

“No place special. Why?”

“You’re not going to Rossi’s?”’

“Where?”’

“Rossi’s,” she repeated. “The speak-
easy.”

“Go

“Oh! No, I ain’t going there. Why?”

“Steve, they’re going to take somebody
for a ride tonight. They’ll get him at
Rossi’s. I didn’t know who it was when I
heard them.”

“Think it was me, kid?”’

“I was frightened. Oh, I’'m so glad!”

“Me, too, babe. Say, do you know
what time this will happen?”

“Ten, they said. I can’t talk more
now.” '

“All right, Josie. See you next week,
maybe sooner. Don’t forget our date.”

“Next Monday? I won’t. Goodby!”

“By, lady!”

For some moments Steve sat in thought
before the silent phone. Then he lifted
the receiver again. The operator an-
swered.

“Spring 3100,” said Steve.

OSSI’S was well known. It had
been on the same block for four
years, which is a long time in New

York. Not in the same house, for three
times it had been padlocked. Rossi had
simply moved across the street after each
such mishap, and the crowd promptly
found him again. He now occupied a
very respectable looking stoop house mid-
way between Sixth and Seventh Avenues
on 56th Street. Steve knew it well. More
than once he had driven a fare to the
place, turned his cab in, and rejoined the
fare at Rossi’s in his dress-up clothes.
And inside the place, at the long polished
bar, he might very possibly be flanked on
one side by a party of young bloods from
the Racquet and Tennis Club, and on the
other by a trio of not at all obvious gun-
men from downtown.

At ten that night Steve was still hack-
ing. He was in the driver’s seat of his
cab, and within was a passenger. The
clock, however, remained flag down, and
no earnest ticking signified the steady
increase of his day’s bookings. The cab
was motionless, just short of midway be-
tween Sixth and Seventh on 56th Street.
The motor spun quietly, waiting for
action. Steve was waiting for action. So
was the passenger, Detective Nolan. The
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street, lined with darkened houses, was
still.

A black touring car raced up the block
from Seventh Avenue. It coasted past
Rossi’s door and came to a stop. It wasa
powerful, eight cylindered car, long of
wheelbase and inconspicuous of design.
A man climbed out of the rear and stood
speaking with some one in the front seat.
Then he walked back to Rossi’s and, after
a brief parley with the gatekeeper, en-
tered. :

Nolan spoke from inside the cab.

“I ain’t a bit sure, but it looks to me
like we’re getting under way.”

“Yeah,” said Steve.

They waited.

The gate in Rossi’s basement opened,
and a beam of light shone and was ex-
tinguished again. Two men came out on
the sidewalk. One was the man of the
black touring car. The other was a solidly
built, square faced man who puffed on a
cigar. He listened to what the first was
saying.

“Nolan,” sald Steve, “for heaven’s
sake, if that’s the guy, do something!”

Nolan grunted. He was leaning partly
out through the window in back of Steve.
Light gleamed dully on the pistol in his
hand. Steve slid the lever silently into
speed.

The two men in front of Rossi’s turned
and started walking. They were heading
cast, and would walk past the black car.

“Jez!” said Steve. “I’'m crashing
this!”

He released the clutch. The taxi shot
forward.

And at that second, from the rear of the
black car, came a series of searing jets of
flame that split the darkness. The silence
that mantled the still, aloof houses was
rent with sounds. One of them was the
cry of a man in death, the man with the
cigar. He staggered backward, driven by
the impact of the bullets which struck his
solid body, and collapsed heavily against
the stone steps of the nearest house. The
cigar fell from his lips and rolled idly
across the flagstones.

Both cars were instantly racing along

the street. On the running board of the
big touring car the decoy who had en-
tered Rossi’s clung to the side. From the
window of the taxicab, Detective Nolan
leaned far forward and sent shot after
shot streaking at the other automobile.

“Don’t let them make it!”’ he shouted.
“Don’t let them get away!”

Steve held his foot to the floor board on
the gas. His was a six cylinder motor.
The other could outdistance him on a
straight run. This was no straight run,
with traffic and police to encounter, and
there was a chance of heading them off.
But just a chance.

The touring car swung north on Sixth
Avenue, ignoring the traffic lights over-
head, and inciting a squealing of many
brakes as speeding autos stopped short
to avoid collision. Right on its heels the
cab raced, swerving around the corner
without a pause. A policeman a block
away began blowing shrill blasts on his
whistle.

Up the wide thoroughfare the two ran,
jolting over irregularities in the pavement
like hounds streaking over rough country.
The two motors roared to an infinity of
evolutions neither had known ever before.
Speedometers spun dancing needles about
the dials, unseen.

“Give it to them!” yelled Steve.
“They’ll beat me if they reach the park.”

North of 59th Street the great winding
drives of Central Park offered refuge. No
car of the type of Steve’s taxi could keep
up with the speed that great motor in the
black car could attain. Nolan reloaded
with two clips of three shots each, and
fired on the killers again.

And then they were across 59th Street
in a double flash, miraculously swerving
out of the way of a lumbering street car
which failed to see them, and into the
cool, smooth speedways of the park.
Westward the car ahead turned, around
the wide sweep of the drive, and then
north again.

Steve could not gain on it. His throb-
bing engine was giving its best, and the
taxi plunged and fought and the wheel
jerked madly in his hands. But his foot
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was frozen to the floor, holding the flood
of gasoline in the cylinders to the full.

Shots were being returned now. None
hit them. It was impossible to aim in a
rocking, bucking automobile. O’Neill
held his fire, praying out loud for inter-
ference to develop somewhere on the road
ahead.

At about 72nd Street the West Drive
divides itself. A few hundred yards
farther it meets again. Traffic normally
takes to the right fork, despite a sharp
turn the choice necessitates. When the
touring car swerved off to the right, Steve
was inspired to take a desperate chance.
He believed the other driver was heading
north in blind flight. It would be possible
for him to turn off the West Drive en-
tirely now and head downtown by another
road, but unless keen strategy ruled him,
he would keep on his northward course.
Steve, by taking the left fork, might be
able to gain a second and be neck and
neck with the other when the two side
roads joined.

He cut the wheel to the left and raced
up the slight hill away from the direction
taken by the black touring.

£ HERE in God’s name you go-
ing?” shouted Nolan. “They’re
gone!”

Steve clung to the wheel. The taxi
soared over the crest of the gentle slope
and flew downward, gaining dizzy speed
with the incline. Out they came on the
wider expanse where the two roads re-
joined. And for one incredible second the
black touring car was racing alongside.

“Get them! Get them! Get them!”

Steve was unable to do more than hold
the taxi to the road. Nolan emptied his
gun into the burst of flame that abruptly
opened from the tonneau of the black car.
Then he fell back inside the cab.

And the touring car swerved crazily to
the right, ripped out a section of iron
fence, and turned over with a great crash.

Steve was able to stop the taxi only
after a pair of blackened streaks from the
tires smoked on'the roadway, and the cab,
conveniently, had skidded completely

about. He shifted to second, and darted
back to the wreck. The big car had rolled
over a couple of times, and now lay in the
grass and brush at the edge of the lake
fronting this section of the drive. A
lamp post reared near by, casting a pool
of light on the scene. The cab stopped
beneath it.

Steve jumped out, jerking the borrowed
.38 from his pocket. On the cement walk
before him lay the body of a man, thrown
out of the wreck. He seemed to have suf-
fered a broken neck. Farther lay another
man, flung out on his back in the grass.
He made no move. But half in the sha-
dows cast by the brush and trees at the
lake edge, there was a movement.

“Who’s that?”” demanded Steve.

He heard a series of curses uttered in an
extremity of rage or pain, or perhaps both.
A revolver streaked fire in the darkness.
Steve sent a shot directly at the spot in
return. Then therc was silence.

When Steve went into the shadows, a
third man lay before him. In his hand
was the gun which had fired that last
futile and vindictive shot. He was dead,
and apparently had remained conscious
after the wreck with only a broken leg as
the result of it. Helpless and facing in-
evitable capture, venom had inspired the
last act of his life. Steve turned him over.
It was Goldy Meyer.

“Well, Goldy,” said Steve, “I ain’t a
bit sorry.”

The wail of a siren came from down the
drive, where two motorcycle cops, eagerly
if a bit tardily, raced to be in on the kill.

It made a great story for the papers.
Steve was played up as the heroic hack-
man. He rather enjoyed it, and saved
clippings of all the stories. Detective
Nolan was acclaimed as a hero too, when
it became certain that the bullet which
pierced his lungs was not going to take
his life. In addition to his concern over
a friend, Steve felt the need of Nolan’s
survival very much. At the hospital,
early that following Monday evening, he
explained to the detective.

“I get you, boy,” said Nolan, smiling
a pale smile, “I can fix it. Her name
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won’t appear anywhere at all in the case.” The driver, hand on door, stared. Then

“0. K.,” said Steve. he grinned.
He left the hospital. On the street he “You a hackman, brother?”
hailed a taxicab. “No,” said Steve, “I’m a casket sales-

“On the button to 27th Street and man. I’'m a convention of casket sales-
Tenth Avenue, cowboy. Take the stick men. Well, are we starting or not?”
off and throw the clock away. You got a The motor roared.
rip for the night.” “0. K., brother,” said the driver.

Sea Fantasy

& CHARLES
GRENVILLE
WILSON.

MET him on a cobbled street that reeked of salt and tar;
Nearby there stood a tall white ship, the Peter, at her spar,
That tugged impatient to be off and out across the bar.

His brickdust face was wrinkled deep from days 'neath windy skies,
And there was that which made me think, when I looked in his eyes,
That here perchance had I found Pan now masked in seaman’s guise;
For golden rings were in his ears, a gay cloth round his throat

(I wondered if the seaman’s boot hid cloven hoof of goat).’

He grinned a happy toothful grin and pointed to the boat.
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“Oh come with me, and you shall see the painted tropic lands,
And with the dark eyed maidens walk upon the whispering sands,
And see the moon bind up the sea with glimmering golden bands.
We'll plough atop the emerald waves where sunken cities lie,
Where mermaids fair with seaweed hair, deep hid from azure sky,
Swim lazily down moss green streets unseen by mortal eye.

“We’ll see the flaming tropic dawn, the irade wind in our sheets,
And in the sky flamingoes red and jade green parakeets,
And gleaming like a thousand jewels, the flying fish in fleets;
And out beyond the utmost seas, beyond the crimson west
We’ll explore the coral atolls, the islands of the blest,
Where moored by silver spider webs the fabled galleons rest.

“We’ll pound through timber racking swells and see old Neptune seethe,
And drone before a zephyr breeze a bone between our teeth;
The Southern Cross above the mast, the purple seas beneath.
We’ll breathe the odorous spicy air, new washed with flying spume,
Till suddenly where earth meets sky the feathery palm trees loom,
And on the sea worn coral reefs the three decked breakers boom.”

He paused for breath; and, looking up, I saw the Evening Star,
But when I turned the man was gone, and in the distance far
A swanlike ship with studded sails was beating cross the bar.




HIS happened in a booming
mining camp of Montana. The
long stream of pioneers who
fought their way across the
plains and mountains ultimately reached
California, where their westward progress

was barred by the Pacific Ocean. If it
hadn’t been for the ocean, they would
have kept right on trekking to God only
knew where. They didn’t care.

Among them were many restless indi-
viduals who couldn’t stay put for any
length of time. Some of them turned
south and others turned north and soon
the wash of these adventurers was
headed back cast again. They invaded
Wyoming and Montana and the Selkirks,
and their spades and picks churned up
whole valleys.

It was in one of these rich valleys; and
it was rough, tough, wild and woolly,
with wide open dance halls and gambling
hells, and the twin colonels—Colt and
Bowie—trying to decrease the population
by the gun and knife route and never
quite succeeding. Skill with the use of

By FRANK J. SCHINDLER
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RED’s
WATERLOO

A Story of an Ambitious Gunman
in a Montana Mining Camp

either was an asset, and prizefights were.
the main indoor and outdoor sports.
These prizefights were no great uplift
spectacles such as ar¢ put on in New
York and Chicago these days, but stand
up and knock down, toe to toe slogging
affairs, in which the blood flowed like
bootleg booze on New Yecar’s Eve. A
man who didn’t stand up and take it, or
who tried to back pedal, so to speak,
would have been killed by the custo-

mers.
O fighter in this boom camp was a
young man named Red Grafhis.
In appearance he was a mild mannered
individual, with a big mop of flaming red
hair, and his features were covered by a
beard of the same color. His hair and
beard made him resemble a danger
signal. He had arms like rods of steel
and a straight armed jab that lifted his
opponents off their feet. He had the eyes
of an eagle and the quickness of a cat.
He would fight just for the love of fighting

NE WHO rosc to fame as a prize-
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or for chalk, marbles or money. He soon
became cock of the walk.

His fistic victories made him ambitious
to conquer in other fields, so he branched
out as a gunman. He was skilled in the
use of a gun and boasted of this skillful-
ness. And so it happened that one Dan
Holabird, a professional gunman, took
exception to Red’s boast. There followed
a short and snappy argument, in which a
few impolite terms were bandied back and
forth, and then they went for their guns.
When the smoke cleared away, they car-
ried Dan out, feet first, wrapped him in
a wooden kimono, and consigned him to
Mother Earth.

Birds of a feather not only flock to-
gether but will take up an argument
where another left off; so one of Dan’s
friends went to avenge Dan’s death. He
was also a shark on the draw, but Red
beat him to the draw by the fraction of a
second and whittled another notch in his
gun butt.

These two victories over experts, you
might say, made Red very cocky. He
was good and knew it, and said as much to
any one who would listen to him. When
no man would listen, he voiced his great-
ness just the same. There were men who
said he was bluffing and went out of their
way to call his bluff and found that he was
as advertised. In fact, they didn’t, but
their heirs and assigns, if any, did.

Then Red turned into a terror and went
out of his way to get battles. All men
were afraid of him. He had a murder
complex. Just as soon as some new
champion gun slinger was heralded, Red
would look him up and disapprove all
claims to the gun slinger’s greatness. He
would show the world that this champion
or near champion was nothing but a mere
palooka, to put it in modern slang.

ONE DAY an old rickety peddler’s

wagon, with four spavined wheels,
and a spindly, spavined nag in
the shafts, pulled into the camp. On the
seat sat an elderly man with rusty hair,
and beside him sat a matron who was his
wife. They registered at the hotel. The

woman made herself at home and the
man went out to sell his wares.

The hills through which they had come
were infested with brigands and rene-
gades and people were inquisitive to know
how they had come through without being
robbed or murdered. Many men in camp
were very wealthy and loaded down with
gold, but they couldn’t move out of camp
with it. It was suicide to attempt it.
They had gold, but they couldn’t get out
of the country. The camp was infested
with spies; as soon as a man took the
courage to move out with his gold hoard,
human wolves pounced on him and took it
away from him. To all questions the
peddler merely shrugged his shoulders
and answered that he had had to pot
several road agents to get into the camp,
but that was what he expected when he
decided to open a selling campaign in the
camp.

He had a great assortment of things for
sale. Razors, strops, belts, pots, pans,
and a great collection of new guns. No,
he was no Jew. He was a wily Yankee
and answered to the name of MacTosh.
Injorder to sell the guns he gave a demon-
stration of how easily they were aimed
and fired. He gave a demonstration of
shooting skill which made men gasp.
These men recognized an expert when
they saw one, and he was a past master
at the art of hitting an object at which he
aimed—and it is an art.

His name was heralded far and wide and
men spoke in admiration of his shooting.
This news eventually came to Red’s ears.
Ah-ha! Another who thought he was
good! Red had made a fortune, but he
couldn’t get out of the country with it, so
he lingered on, ever on the watch for
some new champion to arise and inject a
little excitement into his humdrum days.
By this time Red was extremely bad and
about as welcome in an assemblage of
men as an epidemic of smallpox. How-
ever, he didn’t lack courage, even if he
was bad.

He cleaned and oiled his guns and went
in search of the new and great gun slinger.
The Pony Express Saloon was thronged
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with a great number of men, drinking and
at their usual pastimes. Red swaggered
in and gazed around the room.

“Red Graflis,” went up a murmur.

MacTosh, the peddler, was at the bar,
drinking with several men. He had heard
of Red’s exploits. He took a casual look
at Red and went back to his conversation
and the drink before him.

Red glared ‘at the men, who gave him
plenty of gangway and inquired in an
insulting voice whether the wonderful gun
slinger was in the place, the one he had
heard about as being such an adept with
Colt hardware. A man pointed to Mac-
Tosh and told him that there was the
individual he was seeking.

Red strode over to MacTosh and
cracked him between the shoulder blades
with his big fist. MacTosh turned and
stared at him, hard, his eyes boring into
the younger man; and Red gulped.

“So!” exclaimed MacTosh. “This is
where I find you!”

The next moment he grasped Red by
the back of the neck and tipped him over,
reached into an open portmanteau, in
which was his stock in trade, grabbed a
stout belt and proceeded to knock all the
dust from the bosom of Red’s pants.

Red howled, and MacTosh laid it on
heavy. Men stared with open mouthed
astonishment at this spectacle of the camp
bully getting spanked by an old man.

“So you’re Red Graffis, hey!” cried
MacTosh, plying the strap. ‘“Ashamed
of your own name, hey!” Whack-whack!
“I try to make a man out of you and you
turn out to be a murderer!” Whack-
whack-whack. “T’ll teach you not to pick
on your betters, if I have to wear out
this darn’ strap!” Whack-whack. “Get
up! You go to the hotel and wait for me!
If you’re not there, I'll hunt you up and
give you double! Now, get the hell out
of here! I wor’t be long! Don’t forget,
wait at the hotel for me. Somebody
else there wants to talk to you! Now
git!”

“Yes, sir,” mumbled Red, and backed
out, a very shamefaced ar.d contrite Red.

“Brother,” inquired a man, “how come
you handle this tough hombre with such
ease?”

“Tough hombre, hell?” snorted Mac-
Tosh. ‘“Why, dammit! I’'m his sire! He
ran away from home. Thought he was
too good to be a peddler. Well, I'll show
him I’'m a better man than he is. Let’s
drop it. As I was saying . . .”
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tells of the lightfooted brotherhood

that roams the Latin American trails

TYPICAL TROPICAL TRAMPS

O FAR as I
know the
name Typi-
cal Tropical

Tramps, which rolls
so alliteratively off
the tongue, was first
used by Ed Burk
backin the Eighties.
There had beenmen
of this typeroaming
through Latin
America for years
before that, but it
was when an un-
usually large num-
ber of them hap-
pened to be in a
cantina in Zacapa,
Guatemala, that Ed
Burk used the ex-
pression to classify
them.

The name Ed
Burk means little to
the casual reader of
this article, but to a
T.T.T. it means much. He was possibly
the greatest T.T.T. that ever lived.
This is a brash expression, for the clan has
had numerous geniuses and brainy men in
its ranks at all times.

Ed. Burk was a classical scholar. He
spoke ancient Greek and Latin as well as
he spoke English. He could converse in
Jap, in Chinese, in Hindustani.+ He was
a great raconteur. He could start offhand
and tell a story that would keep hearers
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spellbound all night.
He could hit trail
for a thousand miles
on short rations,
and when he
worked it was as
railroad official of
one or the other of
the native lines.

Once when Ed
was general mana-
ger of the Guate-
mala NorthernRail-
road he got a
cablegram that the
president and board
of directors were
coming over from
London on a trip
of inspection. He
had a train with a
private car meet the
ship at Puerto Bar-
rios and hurry them
to Guatemala City.
He arranged quar-
ters for them in the
best hotel the city afforded.

The next day he took them on a tour of
inspection about the general offices and
shops and yards. Everything was in ex-
cellent shape for a railroad in Central
America, but the Englishmen evidently
had a different idea in mind, for they
found much fault as they went about.
That night Ed’s one weakness got the
upper hand. He got drunk. In the wee
small hours he reeled down to the hotel to
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serenade the Englishmen. They stood it
all right until Ed began on “Ireland Was
Old Ireland When England Was A Pup”.
Some of them appeared on the veranda in
their nightgowns and criticized his voice.

“Whadda you expect?”’ roared Ed.
“You think you can get a first class gen-
eral manager and a nightingale for what
you’ve been paying me?”

The next morning found the visiting
officials in a solemn conclave in the gen-
eral offices. Ed heard about it. Hebought
the shaggiest burro he could find and rode
down. He got off, staggered upstairs and
opened the door to the room where the
conference was in session. He was greeted
with a roar from the president, who told
him he had been fired.

In mock sadness Ed stood, staring,
then asked whether he would be granted
transportation out of the country. Upon
receiving a decided negative, he told them
that he had figured out that perhaps they
would fire him and refuse him transpor-
tation, so he had already arranged his
transportation and had it outside. He
walked to the window and motioned for
them to come and look. Curiosity got the
better of several of them. They stepped
to the window and gaped down at the
patient burro.

“That’s it,” explained Ed, pointing at
the donkey.

Some liar says that at this precise mo-
ment the burro brayed hoarsely. It is a
fact that the quondam general manager
rode the burro out of town; although he
arrived in San José, Costa Rica, on foot
and soon became general manager of the
local lines.

He knew railroading from A to Z.
Sometimes there was a couple of years be-
tween his alcoholic lapses. But he fell off
the wagon hard when he did fall.

He met his finish in the jungles of the
upper Amazon. He was an official of a
railroad construction job and had worked
prodigiously. The craving for booze
mastered him and he got gloriously drunk.
The river was a torrent from recent rains.
Native canoes were drawn high on the
bank, but Ed managed to launch one un-

observed. He was last seen standing in
the canoe as it plunged onward toward the
falls around which the railroad was being
built. There are scores of tales told in the
tropics where Americans foregather that
have to do with Ed Burk. He was an
individual and all of the things he did were
unique. This is also characteristic of the
T.T.T.s. No two are alike.

HE GREATEST judge of fiction

and the widest read man I ever en-

countered was a Typical Tropical
Tramp. He could repeat the plots and
the handling of hundreds of novels and
give the names of all the characters. This
was the “Cowboy Lawyer”, who was
neither a cowboy nor a lawyer.

The greatest historian I ever met was a
man I fell in with on the trail between
Guatemala and Honduras. He was a
walking encyclopedia of historical dates
and characters. He usually worked as a
blacksmith. Napoleon Bonaparte is a
living personage to me because this man
made him live for night after night when
he and I tented together on a construc-
tion job.

There are others who stand out. The
man who installed the accounting system
for the commissary department of the
Canal Zone arrived in Panama over the
trail. The T.T.T. who walked it with
him became the private secretary of the
president of Panama. The man who built
the Gatun Locks under the direction of
Colonel Goethals had hit dozens of trails
in Central and South America.

There were scores of Typical Tropicals
working on the Canal at all times, in jobs
high and low. The T.T.T. holds the
job he gets as long as he wants to hold it.
It is part of his pride that he can hold
any job. I have in mind a man who was
train dispatcher in Mexico, a locomotive
engineer in Guatemala, a teacher of
Spanish in Honduras, auditor of the
national railways of Nicaragua, a chef in
the Tivoli Hotel in Panama, newspaper
reporter in Peru, and who at this time is
a popular bull fighter in Guadalajara.

s There are thousands of Americans
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working south of the Rio Grande. You
find them by the hundreds in the oil
fields of Colombia and Peru and the cop-
per, tin and silver mines of Peru and
Bolivia. Starting at the Mexican line, if
you know where to look, you can pick out
large and small groups of Americans all
through Latin America.

They run railroads, mines and planta-
tions; they are working on big construc-
tion jobs. The nitrate desert of northern
Chile is sprinkled with operations run by
them. There are American sawmills far
back in the pine woods of Brazil and Para~
guay. There are American packing plants
in Argentine and Uruguay that vie with
Chicago plants for size. On the Straits of
Magellan you will find American dredges
working the sands for gold.

It is amazing just how many gringos
are down in those countries. And of this
vast total only a few are T.T.T.’s. You
will find a few of them on every job. Most
of them manage to work for a short time
on all the jobs. The next job ahead al-
ways looks better to a T.T.T. And the
getting of the job, the disillusionment and
hitting the trail to the next one make him
keen and shrewd and gives him a sense of
humor. Humor and good fellowship go
hand in hand with a Typical Tropical’s re-
sourcefulness. The contract men and the
officials have a respect and a liking for
him. But the closest bonds are between
the T.T.T.’s themselves. It is like be-
longing to a lodge, only ten times more so.

NE BUTTS up against all sorts of
experiences when roaming through
the tropics. The yen for hitting

trails first took hold of me when I was
working on the construction of the S. P,
de Mexico when the point of steel was a
short distance south of Mazatlan. Queer
ducks arrived there by trail from other
parts of Mexico. Some came across the
mountains from Durango, others came
north over the dusty Guadalajara trail.
These men had hit other trails in other
parts of Latin America and they told
about them. The thing sort of got into
my blood. One day I blew up and quit.

I hit the trail south and, after various
experiences, arrived overland on the con-
struction of the Panama Canal. At times
I had walked fast and furiously. At other
times I had not walked so fast, for I
bogged down to the hips in the swamps.
I swam scores of rivers and streams, some
of which were crawling with alligators and
dotted with moving shark fins.

I walked the beaches and crawled
through the jungles. At one stretch I
never slept in a bed for seven months. I
slept out in snake infested country, for
weeks at a time in pouring rain. I
weighed one hundred and ninety when I
left Mazatlan, Mexico, and I weighed
ninety-two on the doctor’s scales at
Culebra when he examined me. He passed
me as physically perfect and then ordered
me to the hospital, commenting that if
I had crust enough to come there for a
physical examination he had crust enough
to pass me.

But it is not the big or the tragic things
that stick in the mind. The main thing I
remember about the whole trip from
Mexico is that, when I arrived in Colon
and went out on the job and begged an
American for the price of a feed, he asked
me a hundred questions and then gave me
a slick dime to go and fill up on. He was
making four hundred dollars a month.
After I got to work I found out that I had
hit the Zone miser. He could never see
the joke of it when I told it on him in
crowds.

After I got straightened out and got a
stake I started south. I have hit trails in
every South American country. The im-
pression in the United States is that these
countries are tiny. Brazil is larger than
the whole United States and Argentine
is a third as large. Peru, Bolivia and
Colombia are of vast extent. I made the
overland trip from Rio de Janiero to
Buenos Aires. I was down south of the
Straits of Magellan. Tierra del Fuego is
larger than New York State. I have been
across the Andes in six different places.
I have been at the tiny lake where the
Amazon River starts.

I arrived back in Panama City, broke,
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and I came near getting beaten up the
same day I arrived. It happened that
before I left to go south I had won the
pay check of a young cable splicer in a
crap game. Not needing the money, I
gave it back to him. He took it reluc-
tantly and said that if I ever needed
money to call on him. I went out on the
job and found the gang at work at Pedro
Miguel. Not seeing the lad I was looking
for, I asked the foreman where he was.
The foreman got angry and began to
curse me, asking whether I thought I was
funny. I answered in kind, and we were
on the point of blows when it occurred to
me that something was wrong. I told the
foreman that I had just arrived in Pana-
ma from Guayaquil that morning. The
foreman then told me that the lad had
killed himself the night before over a love
affair with a West Indian woman of Bot-
tle Alley, Colon. He thought that I al-
ready knew this and was making a joke
of it.

It is little happenings like that that
stand out in a man’s mind. He gets over
the malaria. He finds another girl who
eclipses the native sefiorita of whom he
was enamored. He is ready to try almost

anything once.
I T.T.T. who was a sort of nut on fast-
ing. He was heading through the
jungles toward Rio de Janeiro, and we hit
the trail together for two weeks. We
hardly had anything to eat but bananas
and pineapples that grew by the wayside.
I kept tightening my belt and hitting
trail. We finally got to Rio and landed
jobs. We got a room together, and he
kept hammering at me with his fasting
theory. He wanted to go on a long fast
and talked me into trying it with him.
Dr. Tanner at the time held the world’s
record. We beat it by three days. On
the forty-first day a beachcomber met us
in the park one evening and hit us for a
feed. He had not eaten in twenty-four
hours and claimed he was starving. We
laughed loud and long and the beach-
comber gave us a round cursing before he

REMEMBER getting in with a
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stalked away. After we broke the fast we
lost our money in a roulette game and
got fired and walked four hundred and
eighty miles before we got another. I was
never so hungry in my life as I was on
that hike.

One time I was stepping out toward a
railroad construction job in the Andes. I
had been heading toward the place for
ten days. A few miles away from the
job I met an American negro coming
down the trail.

“There ain’t no ding-dong no moah!”
he told me.

It seems that the contractors had run
out of money and had had no payday for
seven months. A few had remained as
long as the grub held out. Now they were
out of grub. The negro and I hit the trail
from there to Cerro de Pasco.

Coming up through Central America
one time I fell in with a fellow who would
almost go into hysterics at any sort of
joke. It was fun to tell him things and,
by contagion, I always got a good laugh
too. We stopped one day at a stream in
the mountains of Costa Rica to wash our
shirts; we did not have a change with us.
After soaping them we weighted them
with stones and allowed the current to
beat them. All at once my companion be-
gan to laugh, and he was speechless. I
kept asking him what it was. : He could not
reply in words but finally managed to
point down the stream. My blue shirt had
whipped free from the stones and was
bobbing away on the crests of the waves
a hundred yards down the cataract. I
never recovered it.

We speak of our big trail hitters and
adventurers with a bit of awe. There
was Lanky Moore, a great horse of a man
who could step trail from dawn to dark-
ness day after day. I was in Sao Paulo,
Brazil, when he arrived there, across the
unexplored continent from Lake Titicaca.
He was in terrible shape from fever, but
he had with him raw diamonds to the
value of sixty thousands dollars.

I knew two other T.T.T.’s who walked
from Rio de Janeiro to Cerro de Pasco,
Peru. I knew another who walked from
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Cerro de Pasco to Empire on the Canal
Zone. When I was on the lower Amazon
an American negro stalked into my camp
with the ham of an Indian across his
shoulder. He was the last of a party of
thirty men who went across the Andes
and headed east from Ecuador. He had
been in the jungles for several years and
had turned cannibal. On the Straits of
Magellan I met a sourdough who had
walked all the way overland from Daw-
son City. He had a foolish idea to build a
cabin on the Straits and spend the rest of
his days panning gold from the sands and
fishing. The climate was too raw to suit
him and he started walking back. This
man is at this very moment working on a
railroad construction job in Honduras.

ANY of the T.T.T.’s make good

in some way or other. Jim

Brown formed a partnership

with Mr. Penny and they built railroads
and bridges all over Central America.
The T.T.T.’s would go to the mat for
Jim, and he was strong for them. Only a
few years ago he came to New Orleans to
see a T.T.T. who was sick in a hospital.

He gave a quart of his blood for a trans- _

fusion and sent money regularly to pay
the patient’s expenses until he passed
away. Lee Christmas died in the same
hospital a few years later. Lee was not a
T.T.T. but the boys liked him. He always
had a score of them in whatever army he
commanded. I served as an officer for
him myself. I was also lieutenant in the
Brazilian navy. Do not ask me
any technical questions. I got by with
the job.

I have worked for eighteen dollars a
month and boarded myself, and I have
drawn down a thousand per and expenses.
I quit the latter job as readily as I did the
former when the spirit moved me. The
great affair for ten checkered years was
to hustle along. I am a bit proud of the
title Typical Tropical Tramp.

Yes, I am proud of it. It is a great clan,
and I am a member of it in good standing.
The trails educated me and polished me
up a bit. I was raised on a little farm in

the Virginia mountains and had not seen
a train until I was eight years old. My
father had to turn loose his horses and
hold me when I saw it.

And it gives me a tremendous kick to
see any of the boys making good. The ma-
Jjority of us die off or drop out of sight. I
know a score who started on some crazy
trip or other and never came back.
Yellowjack and bubonic claimed others.
Many died fighting for their $125 a
month in a revolution that meant nothing
to them.

If the history of the T.T.T.’s could be
written each chapter would throb with
interest. But it never will be written.
Some of us know just a few dabs we have
heard here and there. The T.T.T. carries
no notebook or camera. He hits trails
between jobs. He goes prospecting for
gold and diamonds. He wants to find out
whether there is a buried city in some un-
known spot and he goes to see. There is
scarcely a portion of Latin America that
has not been crossed by T.T.T.’s at one
time or other. Much of this territory is
marked on maps as unexplored.

There is a movie actor out in Hollywood
who is one of us. I know a mayor who
was oncea T.T.T. I can name a score who
have made good in smaller ways. We
never talk about such things when we
happen to meet. It would run something
like this:

“Did you hit the high or the low trail
from Mexico to Guatemala? Yeah, those
Tehauntepec women are jake! I hiked the
beach trail from Port Limon to Old Har-
bor and then took the jungle trail across
to the Sexola! Sure, I worked in Cerro
and Chukey! Remember old Grandpa
Brown? He’s up there and he can’t come
down, for his heart has swelled! Iguana
meat! You bet I ecat it; wish I had a
piece now!”

So it is a brotherhood, a society, and
you can not belong unless you know the
ropes. There is no bluffing your way
through. It can not be done. The T.T.T.
will call you in an instant when you
“bobble”. And if you do belong, the
T.T.T. will go all the way for you.



DErELICT

A powerful story of

the ocean steamships

and the beroic mettle
of the sea masters

HE CRIMSON of the dawn

had toned down to opal and

mother-of-pearl pink, a clear

sky and a translucent sea,
smooth and oily and still. Already the
day was hot.

Captain Elphick, in striped pajamas,
Panama hat and loose slippers climbed the
ladder to the upper bridge.

“Good morning, sir,” said the mate.

“Well, Mr. Cooper, what did you want
me for?”’

“Thought you’d better have a look at
her, sir.”

Captain Elphick, not yet thoroughly
awake, scowled.

“Look at what?”

And then he saw the steamer on the
starboard bow and moved slowly across
to the starboard wing of the bridge.

“Why, she’s got no way on her,” he said.

He rested his elbows on the wooden
rail and stared through the prismatic
binoculars the mate handed him. When
he had adjusted the focus and the steamer
ahead was brought close within his range
of vision he clucked his tongue.

“I can’t see a soul on board.”
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“That’s why I called you, sir.”

Captain Elphick was astounded.

Here, in the track of the Sassandra,
bound from Colombo to Freemantle,
pounding away at a steady nine knots an
hour, was a steamer, apparently sound,
apparently abandoned. He lowered his
glasses and passed his hand across his
eyes.

“Mr. Cooper,” he said, “you know
what this means?”

“Salvage, sir.”

Captain Elphick uttered a husky laugh.

“Salvage! Abandoned, and with a
cargo.”

“Must have been in that blow we heard
of over the wire—less eight days ago,”
said: Mr. Cooper.
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“They took to the boats, thinking they
were going to sink!”

The mate pushed his uniform cap with
the shabby white cover to the back of his
head.

“But the boats are still there, sir!”

Again Captain Elphick raised the
glasses to his eyes. i

“She has her boats, yes.”” Then he
swore softly between his teeth. “But
she hasn’t! Mister, therc’s one of the
small boats missing. Over on the port
side.”

“That makes it queerer still,” said the
mate.

The captain, searching the decks through
the binoculars, spelled out the name on
the bow.
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“Makara,” he said. “Wonder where
she comes from.”

He tried, more or less idly, to calculate
how much the salvage would amount to
and what his share would be of the court’s
award, supposing the Makara’s cargo to
be sugar, say, or sugar and tobacco and
spice and coffee. His years of penury
were at an end at last. Affluence had
come to him, or, if not affluence, suffi-
cient to make retirement possible. He
would leave the sea and he and his wife
would settle down in the country and
buy a farm.

“Mr. Cooper,” he said briskly, “get
CS hoisted. And if we get no answer, we’ll
have to send over a boat and board her.
First of all, better sound that whistle.”

-
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The mate tugged at the lanyard above
his head.

Deafened to all lesser sounds by the
deep roar of the Sassandra’s whistle,
Captain Elphick turned.

“That’'ll do, Mr. Cooper.
hoisted.”

“Very good, sir,” said the mate. “CS.”

The captain waited on the bridge, still
leaning in a slouching attitude over the
starboard rail, inert, passive. Though to
all outward appearance he was drowsy
and somnolent, a torpid fat man without
either energy or capacity for sustained
action, his mind was once again busy,
speculating wildly on the mystery of the
silent derelict before him. The rays of
the sun scorched through the canvas
awning above his head. The steady
throb of the engines, audible even on the
bridge, became an echo of the slow beat-
ing of his heart. Rivulets of sweat trick-
led sluggishly down his bare chest under
the loose pajama jacket. The smell of
hot oil and tar and paint oppressed
him.

He sighed and glanced forward and
saw that the watch below had gathered
under the awning on the forecastle head.
He glanced at the bridge deck beneath
where he stood and saw the second and
third mates and the chief engincer and
the third engineer and the fourth, talking
in a group, clad in singlets and trousers.
A little distance away, near the door of
the galley, he saw the cook and the stew-
ard, the carpenter and the donkeyman.

“There’s no answer, sir,”” said the mate,
climbing the ladder. “Sparks has been
trying to get them, too, sir. There’s no
one on board!”

“No, Mr. Cooper, there’s no one on
board.”

The captain moved away from the wing
of the bridge and rang the engineroom
telegraph to slow. The engineroom
clanged its answer.

The best of the engines slackened and
he smiled.

“It’s what we all dream about, Mr.
Cooper; a prematurely abandoned vessel
with no one on board. What’s more,

Get CS

mister, if you want a mystery of the sea,
it’s here!”

He rang the telegraph to stop. Again
there was the clang of the engineroom’s
acknowledgment of the signal.

“Mr. Cooper, you’ll take the No. 1
lifeboat, if youplease.” '

“Very good, sir.”

The captain gazed across the narrow
space of oily, green sea between the two
steamers.

“Where’s the second mate?”’ he said.
“Oh, there you are! Mr. Harkness, go
for’ard with the carpenter and a couple
of hands and get that big hemp hawser
out of the forepeak. Mr. Cooper, tell the
third mate to take charge of the bridge a
minute. I'm going to get some clothes
on.”

He was about to enter his room on the
lower bridge when the chief engineer
climbed the ladder from the bridge deck.

“Morning, Mr. MacCall.”

“Mornin’, sir.” The chief engineer, a
small, wiry Scotsman, grinned. “Sal-
vage?”

“Mac, all being well, this means I’ll
be able to leave the sea.”

Mr. MacCall’s wizened face twitched.
He shook his head.

“It would tak’ mair than salvage to
mak’ you leave the sea, Captain Elphick.”

“Mr. MacCall, if I’d the money, do
you think I'd be fool enough to waste my
life, skipper of an old tramp, for wages?”’

“Captain Elphick, if you’d the money,
dae ye ken what ye’d dae? Ye’d buy an
auld tramp fer yersel’ an’ gang traipsin’
aroon’ the warl’, on the bridge o’ yer ain
vessel.”

“Rubbish,” said Captain Elphick.
“Mac, you're wrong.”

Nevertheless, although he laughed, he
wondered.

R. COOPER, standing in the
stern of the Sassandra’s lifeboat,
his right hand grasping the tiller,

gazed anxiously up at the derelict’s top
bridge and wheelhouse and the captain’s

room on the lower bridge. He wished,
if possible, to discover why the Makara
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had been abandoned before he boarded
her, but he could discern no apparent
damage, either to hull or superstructure.
She floated, tranquil and silent, in that
setting of green, glassy sea and clear blue
sky and brilliant tropic sunshine, un-
painted, streaked with red rust, ugly, yet
having, to his mind at least, a strange
and lonely beauty.

“Out with that boathook, Parry,” he
said. ‘“We're going alongside.”

And then while Parry was shipping his
oar, Barnes, one of the men, rose to his
feet and pointed toward the Makara.

“Look at that, sir. Amidships, by the
fiddley.”

“Sit down, you fool.” The mate was
annoyed. “Look at what?”

“The rails, sir. D’you see, sir?”’

Mr. Cooper saw the dark brown stains
on the topmost rails and for an instant
was chilled, as if cold storm clouds had
obscured the sun and the temperature
had dropped from the nineties to the
thirties.

“There’s been murder done aboard this
ship, sir.”

“That’s blood, sir,” said the boatswain.

“Well, what if it is!” snapped Mr.
Cooper. “Haven’t you fatheads ever
seen blood before? Paddle a few strokes;
we'll go on board.”

Mr. Cooper glanced toward the Maka-
ra’s lower bridge and received the great-
est shock he had had in all his thirty
years.

High up above the lifeboat, where an
instant before he had seen the closed door
of the captain’s room, there now stood a
tall, lean man in dirty white ducks,
staring down at them, a kind of dazed
and sick horror in his gaunt, brown face.

The men had begun to pull slowly to-
ward the ship, ignorant of what Mr.
Cooper alone had yet seen. He cleared
his throat and spoke.

“Hold hard, you fellows. Way enough.”

They rested on their oars and gazed at
him, bewilderment in their eyes. He
said—

“There’s some one there!”

And immediately, without comment,

all of them turned their heads to look.

The man on the lower bridge smiled
coldly, and spoke—

“And now you can pull back to your
own ship.”

“Don’t you want any help?”’ said Mr,
Cooper.

“No, I don’t.”

“We can’t leave you like this.”

“Why can’t you?”

“Looks to me as though you were
sick, or something. Who are you? Why
hasn’t your ship got steam up?”

“Mister, you mind your own business.
Clear out!”

He drew an old fashioned Army re-
volver from his hip pocket and folded his
arms on the rail.

“You’re broken down,” said Mr.
Cooper. “We’re going to take you in
tow.”

“In tow!” The lean, brown man broke
into weak laughter. “That’s good. Sal-
vage, eh? Listen, mister; we’ll get into
port when we want to, under our own
steam, not yours. It’s like your damned
impertinence to come talking of tows.”

He was no longer looking down at the
men in the lifeboat but had turned and
was staring, stiffly, it seemed, aft. An
expression of wild and incredulous anger
crossed his face. He swore, “That
damned nigger!” and made a dash for
the ladder that led to the bridge deck.

Amazed, Mr. Cooper and the five men
in the Sassandra’s lifeboat turned their
heads and saw a black man, stripped to
the waist, run from the galley amidships
abaft the funnel to the rail.

He waved his arms above his head and
screeched :

“Help! Fo’ heaven’s sake, suh! Cap-
’n’s done kill us all!”

The tall, gaunt man was running along
the deck, revolver in hand, lurching a
little from side to side, as if not quite sure
of his feet.

The black man vaulted the rail and
leaped feet first into the water and swam
to the lifeboat.

Parry, the man in the bow, hauled him
on board.
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“Back, starboard; pull, port. Look
alive, you,” said Mr. Cooper.

As the lifeboat turned the gaunt man
called out:

“Haven’t you ever come across a
steamer with her engines stopped because
of a breakdown? When we’re ready we’ll
be off on our course again. That nigger’s
the damnedest liar I ever knew.”

The black man was crouching in the
bow, his eyes round with fear.

“No, suh, I speak the trufe. Cap’n,
suh, he’s gone mad. Yas, suh, it’s the
trufe. He’s been killin’ us, he has. Some
of us, suh, he’s gotten locked up, he has.
Yas, suh, that’s the trufe, sho’s I’'m heah,
suh.”

The gaunt, brown man laughed.

“He’s no good, that nigger. Don’t
come back. I won’t let you on board.
T’ll shoot.”

man told his story.

“Cap’n, he go mad, suh. Takes
his gun, suh, an’ shoot.
he shoot. Yas, suh.”

He nodded his head rapidly, as if to
contradict in advance any possible doubts
that might arise.

“An’ nen, suh, the others, he take’m an’
put ’em whar they cain’t give no trouble.
Don’t matter none to him, suh, if |they
gwine live or die. Gittin’ use’ to daid
men abo’hd oI’ Makara, suh; bad ‘nough
when fellers fo’ard in the focsle, suh,
stahts ketchin’ that ol’ feveh, an’ dyin’ o’
that, but tain’ in reason we-all’s gwine
stan’ fo’ no hahd case cap’n, suh, shootin’
up his crew fo’ no reason atall, suh, is we?”

Captain Elphick, seated in the swivel
chair at the head of the table, said
sharply—

“What kind of fever?”

“Java feveh, suh.”

The captain sighed.

“Thought maybe it was yellowjack or
plague. Java fever—that’s malaria, isn’t
it? : Malaria’s nothing, not these days.”

The chief engineer shook his head.

“Java fever’s bad enough, Captain,
ony time. I wudna gang so far as to

IN THE Sassandra’s saloon, the black

Th’ee, fo’ men,
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say it was malaria, quite, but it’s bad.”

“Yas, suh,” said the black man. “I
figgers it is. We had five-six men die o’
that, suh. Ol cap’n, suh, he got it, too,
got it bad, sho’ nough; but didn’ make no
diff’ence to him no how.”

“What is the captain’s name?” said
Captain Elphick.

“Richardson, suh, Cap’n Richardson.”

“Whaur do ye come frae? What port?”
said the chief.

“Sourabaya, an’ a heap mo’ places.
Cahgo o’ sugah. Dunno whar we’s
gwine. Noo Yawk, I thinks, pusson’lly.
That’s why I done crave make the v’yage
—to git back home.” :

“You American?” asked the second
engineer.

“Uh-huh. Yas, suh, boss.
town’s Poht Ahthur, suh, Texas.”

“What was your job on board the
Makara?” asked Mr. Cooper.

“Cook, suh. Guess I’'m jus’ about as
good a cook’s you’d find, suh, an’ if you
got sich a thing as a job fo’ me, suh,
abo’hd this ship, in the galley, I’d sut-
tinly give satisfaction, suh.”

“Pay attention to me,” said Captain
Elphick. “I want to be certain you’re
speaking the truth.”

“Sho’ is, suh. Wouldn’t do nawthin’
else, suh. OI’ Cap’n Richardson, suh, he
done sign me on fo’ cook. Yas, suh, an’
afteh them other fellers git themselves
killed, suh, jus’ fo’ askin’ him would he
make fo’ neares’ poht, on accoun’ the
feveh an’ the ol’ hurricane an’ bein’
sho’t handed, an’ the rest of ’em was put
away in the focsle, suh, he come roun’ to
galley an’ say, ‘Evans, you’s the one in-
dividual abo’hd this ship I can trust.
You ca’hy on wif the cookin’ an’ when
we gits into poht I'll see you don’ be no
loser.’

“Nother thing is, suh, if any other ship
come up, he wants I should be on deck,
him an’ me, suh, an’ p’etend the rest of
the crew’s down the engineroom, suh,
wo’kin’ wif engineers, suh, hahd’s ever
can, repairin’ breakdown. So, if any ques-
tions gwine be ask, why o’ Makara ain’
movin’, there’s c’rect answers all ready.

Home



DERELICT

I done tell o’ Cap’n Richardson, suh, I’s
agreeable, an’ jus’ now, suh, when I
watch you comin’ I made sho’ o’ Cap’n
would haul me out on deck, same’s he
said. But he didn’ come neah me. An’
so I didn’ move fum galley, till I seen yo’
lifeboat ’longside an’ couldp’ hol’ out no
longer. I come out on deck an’ jump
oveh rail, suh, shark or no shark, an’
swim fo’ boat. Tha’s the trufe, suh, sho’s
I’'m stan’ in’ heah!”

“If the prisoners are in the focsle,” said
the second engineer, “why didn’t they
hear our whistle and make some kind of
noise to attract our attention?”

“They jus’ couldn’, that’s why. OI
Cap’n Richardson, suh, done move them
fellers yes’day, suh, down aft into the
poop. This mornin’, suh, soon’s he
sighted this ship, suh, he went aft an’ put
them down afteh peek, suh, out the way,
whar they couldn’ heah nawthin’.”” The
black man grinned uneasily. “Guess
them guys is feelin’ the heat right now,
suh.”

The captain took his white silk hand-
kerchief out of his sleeve and mopped his
forehead.

“Putting aside the question of salvage,
it’s our duty to do all we can to help
those poor devils on board the Makara.”

“You try an’ go abo’hd, suh, an’ see
how quick he draw that ol’ gun o’ his,”
said the black man.

“I don’t like to ask any of my crew to
run the risk of being killed,” said Captain
Elphick.

“My idea is,” said Mr. Cooper, “to
take the Makara’s cook back with us in
the lifeboat.”

A startled exclamation broke from the
lips of the black man.

“Says which, suh?”’

“We'll tell Captain Richardson we’re
going to hand you over.”

“OP Cap’n Richardson’s sho’ gwine do
some shootin’ on me, suh, soon’s he gits
me abo’hd, suh!”

“We won’t let him have you. We’d use
you as a kind of bait, just.”

“Bait gits swallered often *nough, an’ ol’
fish goes free.”
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“What’s all this leading up to, Mr.
Cooper?” said the captain.

“While I’'m arguing with the captain of
the Makara on one side of the ship, the
No. 2 lifeboat under Mr. Harkness must
come alongside the other. If they go
about it the right way, Mr. Harkness and
a couple of hands ought to be able to
tackle him from behind and throw him and
tie him before he knows they’re on board.”

“That’s quite a sound scheme, Mr.
Cooper,” said the captain. “It’s practi-
cable, at least. Mr. Harkness, though,
can’t go. I’ll take the No. 2 lifeboat my-
self.” He rose to his feet. ‘““What beats "
me is why Captain Richardson didn’t take
more pains nothing went wrong with his
plans. If he was going to pretend he’d
had an engineroom breakdown and have
himself and the cook on deck, why the
deuce didn’t he do it?”

“Beats me, too,” said Mr. Cooper. “If
Evans hadn’t come out of the galley and
yelled to us, we’d have left him and pulled
back to our own ship.”

“Why not let me take the No. 1 life-
boat?” suggested Mr. Harkness. ‘Mr.
Cooper hasn’t had his breakfast.”

“Think I’d miss that trip for the sake of
breakfast?” said Mr. Cooper. ‘“Not for
fifty breakfasts, I wouldn’t!”

NCE again the lifeboat lay within
speaking distance of the Makara.
The five men who had been row-
ing rested on their oars. The black man,
his bare back glistening in the rays of the
sun, sat in the bow, hunched up, arms
folded on his knees, a look of misery in his
face.
Mr. Cooper hailed the silent ship.
“Makara, ahoy!”
The gaunt, brown man opened the door
of the room on the lower bridge.
“Captain, we’ve brought you your
cook.”
“You can keep him. I’'m through.”
“Captain Richardson, this man’s either
said too much or not enough.”
“He’s a born liar.”
“He said every one on board was dead
but you.”
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The gaunt man looked startled.

“Aye,” he said presently, “they’re
dead.”

“Then you can’t stay on board by your-
self. Let’s take you in tow.”

“T’ll see you damned! XKeep away.”

“Don’t monkey about with that gun,
for heaven’s sake, Captain!” said Mr.
Cooper. “We're friends, not enemies,
and we want to help you.”

“Come any nearer and I’ll shoot!”

“Captain Richardson—that is your
name, isn’t it —suppose you fall ill, or get
heavy weather. You’re drifting. What
can you do with a ship this size single
handed? Anyway, here’s what I want to
ask you: This man, Evans, says he’s
sorry now he ever left you. It isn’t right
you should be alone. Wouldn’t you like
to take him back to cook for you?”

The black man in the bow turned to-
ward Mr. Cooper and muttered under his
breath, a gray tinge visible in the black of
his face, his eyes bulging.

The captain of the Makara stared
moodily down at the boat.

“I don’t understand,” he said, “but I’ll
take him back.”

“May we come a bit nearer, then,
Captain?”

“You may. But I give notice, I’ll
shoot if you play any tricks.”

“If it comes to giving notice, Captain, I
give you notice, once the shooting begins
it’s a criminal case ashore.”

“Put that man aboard, mister, and
then clear off to your own ship.”

Mr. Cooper nodded to the men in the
boat.

“Give way there. Gently.”

Captain Richardson descended the lad-
der and stood on the bridge deck by the
rails.

“In bow,” said Mr. Cooper.
enough.”

As he maneuvered the lifeboat along-
side the rusty hull, he listened for the
sound of oars and wondered what he
should do if anything had gone wrong
with their plans.

“Boat oars,” he said.
there!”

“Way

“Look sharp,
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Evans, the black man, began to
to clamber over the thwarts past the men
who were shipping their oars.

“Look heah, suh, somepin’ wrong.
I’se not gwine abo’hd that man’s ship,
suh! Golly, Mister Mate, what’s got
you? I didn’ say nawthin’ you said I did
say!”

“Stay where you are, you idiot.”

Evans was trying to force his way by
the boatswain. Barnes caught him by the
shoulder.

“Mister Mate,” he said, “tell ’em to
stop! They’s hurtin’ me. Mister Mate,
tain’ no use you puttin’ me abo’hd old
Makara; won’ jus’ stay put. Mister
Mate, listen—" ul

HE LIFEBOAT rocked from side to
side as they scuffled.
“You’ll get a slam on the jaw in
a minute,” said the boatswain.

Mr. Cooper glanced at the Makara’s
captain who stood, revolver in hand, in an
attitude of strained attention, his head
turned toward the saloon deckhouse.

Clearly in the stillness there came to the
men in the Sassandra’s lifeboat the creak-
ing of rowlocks.

The captain of the Makara hurried
away and Mr. Cooper gave a series of
breathless orders in a low voice:

“Parry, hang on with that boathook!
Bosun, gimme a leg up, then climb up
after me. You, too, Barnes, and you,
Hodgson. Parry, stay where you are.
Benson, catch hold of the tiller.”

There was a moment of tense, scramb-
ling activity in the lifeboat, and then Mr.
Cooper, hoisted up by the boatswain’s
arms, hauled himself on board the Makara.
He climbed the rails and stood on the
bridge deck.

Barnes and Hodgson, between them,
lifted the boatswain.

“Make haste,” Mr. Cooper whispered.
“Make haste.”

As he leaned over the rail and caught
hold of the boatswain’s wrists he heard an
angry voice from the port side of the
bridge deck.

“D’you want a bullet through you, you



DERELICT

in the stern, or what? If your men pull
another stroke, I’ll shoot!”

Mr. Cooper moved away from the rails,
followed by the boatswain. Swift foot-
steps approached. They waited, their
backs against the side of the saloon deck-
house. *

The captain of the Makara came hurry-
ing around the corner. Mr. Cooper
clenched his fists and put all his strength
into a fierce uppercut with his right. The
captain of the Makara dropped to the
deck. Mr. Cooper stooped and wrenched
the revolver from the lean, clawlike hand.

“That’s done it,” he said.

He grinned; but, studying the gaunt
features and the thin, emaciated frame of
the man stretched on the rusty steel
plates, he felt a sudden twinge of shame.
Not even the thought of the revolver
comforted him.

“I’d better tie him,” said the boatswain.

The captain of the Makara opened his
eyes, stared blankly at Mr. Cooper and
then struggled into a sitting position.

“So you got me, did you?” he said and
put his hands to his head.

Captain Elphick, a wide, plump figure
in his white ducks, now smeared with
streaks of rust, his Panama hat well on the
back of his head, stood between the corner
of the saloon deckhouse and the No. 3
hatch.

The gaunt man seated on the deck said:

“Are you captain of that ship yonder?
Tell these maniacs not to tie me, will
you? I’'m not going to fight.”

Mr. Cooper caught sight of the second
engineer.

“Trust you, Mr. Phelps,” he said.
“You’d have been in this, if you’d had to
swim, I bet.”

“Chief sent me to have a look at the
engineroom.”

The captain of the Makara hugged his
knees.

“Seems to me it’s a pretty high handed
action boarding another ship like this!
That’s something you’ll have to explain
at the Court of Inquiry.”

“If it comes to explaining things,”
said Captain Elphick, “you needn’t wait
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for any Court of Inquiry. There are one
or two things about this ship of yours,
Captain, that look pretty damn’ queer!”

“They wouldn’t have looked queer if it
hadn’t been for Evans jumping the rail,
though.”

“Well, where’s your crew?” said Cap-
tain Elphick.

“That fool cook’s been talking, of
course,” said the captain of the Makara.
“Here, one of you, help me up.”

The second engineer caught hold of his
hands and pulled him to his feet.

“Hodgson,” said Mr. Cooper, “fetch
that darky aboard. Tell him he won’t
be hurt.”

Captain Elphick said rather sharply:

“Captain Richardson, I asked you a

. question just now which you haven’t an-

swered. That cook of yours tells me
you’ve got the survivors of your crew im-
prisoned in the after peak. If that’s the
case, it’s my duty to release ’em and ask
’em some questions.”

“Finished!” said the captain of the
Makara. “Done in the blooming eye!
And no one to blame but me.” He
twisted his lean face into a grin. “Carry
on, Captain, the cook was right. The
crew—what’s left of the swine—are down
the after peak. Go and let ’em loose,
Captain, and may you be happy ever
after. Go and sing hymns if you like,
anything, so long as you don’t expect
me to join you. I’m through.”

Captain Elphick, worried by the
strangeness of the encounter with the
gaunt, brown captain of the Makara,
moved to the rail and stared across the
narrow space of water at the Sassandra,
with her black and green funnel, and gray
hull, and yellow ventilators and masts,and
the white deckhouses and bridges and can-
vas awnings,and the brasswork, sparkling
in the sunshine. An old sailing ship man
himself, Captain Elphick could, even so,
appreciate the spectacle of the Sassandra,
serene and graceful, floating on the green
and oily sea under the deep blue sky. A
sudden longing to be back on board of
her, away from the Makara and the de-
jected, sick looking man whose secrets he
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must uncover, gave a note of asperity to
his voice.

“Captain Richardson, your cook tells
us you shot some of your crew.”

The black man shuddered.

“Fo’law’s, Cap’n, you ain’ gwine be-
lieve what ev’hy feller ses, are you?
Honest, Cap’n, didn’ say nawthin’ *bout
you shootin’ no one.”

He dropped to his knees and wriggled
toward the two captains.

“Get back!” said the captain of the
Makara. ‘““You’re not responsible, any
more than any one else on board the
damned ship.” He turned to Captain
Elphick. “Let’s get on with it. You’d
better see the crew and judge for your-
self.”

N THE poop deck under the can-
vas awning, Captain Elphick and
the captain of the Makara, Mr.

Cooper, the boatswain, three deck hands
and two firemen and Evans, the Makara’s
cook, were grouped about the hatch.

The captain of the Makara leaned over
the coaming.

“Bosun,” he said, “get those beauties
up out of the after peak and send ’em on
deck.”

“All of ’em?”

“Every mother’s son of ’em! The cap-
tain of the Sassandra wants to hear if
they’ve any complaints.”

“Oh, he does, does he? He’s due for
some fun.”

The captain of the Makara stepped
back from the hatch coaming and stood
by the quadrant.

“That’s my bosun down there. They
started scrapping among themselves after
the lifeboat took Evans off. He had to
soothe ’em and keep ’em from killing each
other.” He laughed. “You’ll agree with
me when you see them he was wasting
his time and—"

What else he might have said was lost
in a wild tumult of voices from the after
peak, screeching and howling more after
the manner of wild animals than human
beings.

The uproar died down suddenly.
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Eight naked, lean and angry yellow
men came tumbling up the ladder, one
after the other, chattering and jostling.

They saw the Makara’s captain by the
quadrant, arms folded across his chest,
and stared at him in silence, as if awed
by his presemce. And then they broke
into shrill yells and advanced, shaking
their fists.

He did not move, not even when a hand
clawed at the front of his dirty white
duck jacket.

Mr. Cooper hit the man who had
touched him and knocked him down—a
sinewy, narrow shouldered Arab with a
hooked nose and wearing no garments but
a dirty turban.

“Get back!” said Mr. Cooper.
back.”

Another man, Mongolian in type, tried
to slip past him. He thrust out his leg
and tripped him.

“A pretty sight, ’pon my Sam,” he
said. “Not even clothes would make ’em
human, either.”

The remaining six men made no further
attempt to attack, but contented them-
selves with screaming threats and curses.

“So these are the men you’ve held as
prisoners,” said Captain Elphick.

“You’ve seen ’em,” said the captain of
the Makara. “And you take their part,
of course. You would. I could tell it as
soon as I set eyes on you. My experience
is, Captain, it doesn’t matter how much
in the wrong a gang of cutthroats like
these may be, there’ll always be some
damn’ pious humbug to take their side
against his own countrymen.”

A broad, elderly man, clad in a singlet
and loose khaki trousers and white shoes
and a limp Chinese straw hat, stepped
over the coaming of the hatchway on to
the deck. His left hand was swathed in
blood stained bandages. In his right he
held a revolver.

He stood for a moment, watching the
scene before him, with his small eyes half
closed and his wrinkled face grim and
angry. He plunged through the crowd,
elbowing the yellow, naked men roughly
aside.

“Right
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“What’s the game, eh?”’ he said.
“What’s it mean?”

“It means, Bosun, they’ve released the
prisoners, that’s all.”

“Gawd ’elp us! You’d be surprised,
wouldn’t yer?”

“Hand over that gun!”

Mr. Cooper pressed the muzzle of the
revolver he had taken from the captain of
the Makara against the boatswain’s
stomach.

“Do as you’re told, Bosun. I've got
the drop on you.”

One of the men who had been in the
after peak wore a pair of trousers. On
his head was a battered uniform cap with
a broken peak. His pinched and sallow
face with its dark, close set eyes and small
black mustache expressed despair and re-
sentment. He said in a whining, singsong
voice:

“What for ’im shoot? What for ’im
make fella stop down allee time after
peak? Damn’ hot! What for, hey?
One time shootee, one time heat him suf-
flocate. Allee same, him. Cap’n Lich’-
son, we put you in plison. Savvy, Cap’n
Lich’son?” He turned to Captain El-
phick and waved his skinny arms.
“What for ’im makee fella sufflocate after
peak?”

The captain of the Makara grunted.

“Having a pair of trousers on makes
him the spokesman, naturally. TI've
known men go to Parliament on less,
anyway.”

“What for ’im makee fella sufflocate
after peak, hey?”

“To give you a taste o’ what you’ll ’ave
after you’re ’anged, same as you will be
some day,” said the Makara’s boatswain.

“Captain Richardson,” said Captain
Elphick, “I'm willing to allow things,
maybe, aren’t what they appear to be, but
what I’ve got to find out is, what’s be-
come of the rest of your crew. The
darky here says you killed them. Any-
thing to say?”

“Lord, Captain! You couldn’t imagine
how much if you tried. Evans, you liar,
why couldn’t you keep your mouth
shut?”
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““Honest, suh, didn’ say nawthin’; just
got scairt, suh.”

The sound of footsteps on the after
well deck made the men on the poop turn
their heads. The second engineer of the
Sassandra ran up the ladder. He spoke
to Captain Elphick.

“I’ve found their chief engineer. He’s
sick and wounded.”

“Why didn’t you say you had your
chief engineer on board?” said Captain
Elphick.

“Why didn’t I say a lot of things?” said
the captain of the Makara. “I might
have told you my family history, but I
didn’t. You didn’t ask, to begin with.
If you’ll allow my bosun to have his gun
back so he can keep these heathen under
control, I think we’d better go to my
room and I'll try and explain.” He hesi-
tated. “No need to put them down the
after peak again, Bose.”” He turned to
Captain Elphick. “I had ’em there so
they couldn’t signal you.”

VEN with the three doors and all
the ports wide open, the captain’s
sitting room on the lower bridge of

the Malkara was suffocatingly hot.

Captain Elphick sat in a cane chair and
panted. Mr. Cooper and Mr. Phelps,
the second engineer, lounged in opposite
corners of the room. The captain of the
Makara leaned against his flat topped
writing desk, his arms folded, his face
composed, to all appearance quite un-
moved by the temperature.

And on the red plush settee lay the
chief engineer of the Makara, Mr. Elliott,
an elderly man with a gray beard and
mustache, and bright blue eyes that
peered sharply from under deep, protrud-
ing brows. He wore pajamas. His left
shoulder was bandages, he carried his left
arm in a sling, but was able, so he ex-
plained, to use his hand.

“I’'m a stout man by nature, Captain,”
he had said, “but look at me now. It’s
the heat and the Java fever.”

“It was the fever began it,” said Cap-
tain Richardson. “And then we got
caught by the fringe of that typhoon
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last week. Eight days ago, isn’t it?”

“Eight years,” said the chief engineer.
“I was a stout man once, Captain—but I
said that, didn’t I?”

“What port did you come from?” said
Captain Elphick.

“Sourabaya. We part loaded our cargo
there, and completed at Samarang, Peka-
longan and Cheribou. We’re bound for
New York. I ought to explain, though,
that we’d been lying up at Sourabaya for
months.”

“Didn’t I read something about the
Makara last year, some smash or other?”
said the second engineer.

The ghost of a smile crossed the gaunt,
brown face.

“A smash? Lord, yes! We cut into a
Dutchman. The finding of the court was,
we were responsible. The right finding,
too. I’'m not pretending it wasn’t. Four
men were drowned and half a dozen in-
jured, and the Makara—Lord, if you’d
seen her bow plates you’d have under-
stood! There’s been a curse on the ship
ever since.

“Nothing’s gone right. Today’s a
sample. Captain, I put it to you, as man
to man, d’you think you’d ever have
guessed there was trouble on board, if our
plans hadn’t miscarried? I'd arranged,
you understand, to have the chief engi-
neer and the bosun and Evans on deck,
for camouflage. Then if any one asked
what was wrong and why were we stopped
we’d say the rest of the hands were below
in the engineroom, working under the
engineers, helping to repair a broken
thrust shaft; we needed no help, and so
on.”

“And why didn’t you do as you’d
planned, then?” said Captain Elphick.

“Being a philosopher, Captain, it’s no
use my blaming any one, even myself.
It wasn’t dawn when I happened to see
your lights. I roused up the bosun and
we went aft and got the eight men down
into the after peak. They put up a scrap,
of course, and I hurt my head. I would,
naturally. I left the bosun aft with or-
ders to batten down the hatch as soon as
you came near enough to hear any of the
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prisoners screeching. There was no rea-
son to stifle ’em in that heat beforehand.
I’'m not cruel by nature, though I’ve rea-
son to be. I told the bosun I'd be back
as soon as I’d seen the chief.

“Well I saw him. And I saw him
asleep, for the first time for a week. That
was enough. I didn’t wake him. I went
to my room to change into a clean uni-
form. I sat on my settee and tried to
think. Was there anything I’d forgotten?
My head began to go round and round.
The fever was getting me once more. I
remember trying to stand on my feet and
going down on my knees, and then I re-
member nothing more till I came to my-
self and heard the sound of oars alongside
and knew that you’d put a boat over and
I’d forgotten the bosun and Evans and
Lord knows what.” He turned suddenly
to the chief engineer. “Mr. Elliott, how
long were we in Sourabaya?”’

“Nine months,” said the gray bearded
man on the settee. “Nine forsaken, weary
months. Mosquitoes, heat, mist, miasma,
fever.”

“Nine months, yes,” said the captain of
the Makara. “Quite so. Good place,
Sourabaya, if you’ve money enough to go
ashore, up along the canal into the town,
whenever you want to, but to stay by the
ship and sweat, that’s different! The crew
vanished. Some asked to be paid off;
some went on the beach. Three of them
went to prison for stealing, and are there
yet. One was drowned, coming on board,
drunk. No one knew when we could get
away; no one cared—except ourselves, of
course.” 3 5

He broke off abruptly.

“Captain,” he said, and he seemed em-
barrassed and no longer sure of himself.
“Captain, wouldn’t you like a peg? I’ve
some whisky and even if we’ve no ice,
the water’s tolerably cool out of a
chattr.”

Captain Elphick sighed and shook his
head.

“A little later, perhaps, with pleasure,
i—"

“If I clear myself from the charge of
butchering a blameless crew, eh?”
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HE CAPTAIN of the Makara
smiled and went on talking:

“Not so blameless, either. Ever
signed on a crew at Sourabaya? It’s an
experience. Jailbirds and thieves and
beachcombers the Dutch wanted to get
rid of. You’ve had a chance to see some
of them, Captain, but you’ve not seen the
worst—they’re dead! There were only
three Europeans signed on beside the
carpenter and the bosun—two English-
men and a Scotsman, the scum of the
earth. The wireless operator was just out
of hospital. He wasn’t properly fit but he
said if we wouldn’t take him he’d die. So
we took him and he died on board instead
of on shore. -

“Well, Captain, by the time we left
Cheribou, we knew what kind of a voyage
we might expect. At Samarang two of
the firemen skipped and the fourth engi-
neer went off to visit a lady friend and
never came back. The third mate had
died at Pekalong the day we got there.
Ran out on deck in the sun, shouted out
something about going home and pitched
over the rail on to a lighter and broke his
neck. He’d been drinking himself to
death for months before he joined us.
Man of thirty-five, too, with a master’s
ticket!”

“That so?” said Captain Elphick.
“There’s always something wrong with a
man when he reaches that age and you
find him going third or second with a
master’s ticket. Bound to be. What’s
more, if you make inquiries, you’ll learn
nine time out of ten, drink’s at the bot-
tom of it.”

“You’re perfectly right, Captain, of
course.” The captain of the Makara
nodded. ‘“After the third mate died, I
made up my mind we’d continue the
voyage with two mates only, and when the
fourth engineer deserted, the chief here
told me he wanted no more experiments,
either. He’d manage with the second and
third and the donkeyman.

“And then, Captain, the day after we
passed through Sunda Strait it came on
to blow. There wasn’t a man for’ard
worth his grub. Hopeless, the lot of ’em.
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How we managed to keep from broaching
to and being swamped, Lord knows. But
we did. The hatches held, the engines
kept turning; but we lost the third engi-
neer. He’d been standing his watch in the
engineroom, half dead with fever, and at
eight bells he went on deck for a breath of
fresh air. That’s what we thought, any-
way. He opened the door of the engine-
room alleyway, the weather side, and was
washed overboard.

“After the typhoon, fever. By way of
variety, I suppose. I was down; so was
the second mate; so was the chief here;
so was the Chinese steward, so was the
messroom lad—Chinese, too—and so was
Sparks. The bosun and carpenter both
had it; so had the three white deck hands.
Pleasant, wasn’t it? Sparks was the first
to die. We stopped the engines and buried
him the same evening.

“Next day—and I hope you don’t think
I’'m piling it on, Captain—next day the
main steam pipe burst. That it, chief?”

“Aye, starboard main steam pipe frac-
tured close to the flange attached to the
b’iler stop valve. A bad fracture, too,
due to vibration of the engines. One of
the firemen died of his scalds. The only
trustworthy one we had, o’ course.”

“And now,” said the captain of the
Makara, “now, Captain, I’d just like you
to take this log book and refer to it as we
go along. When we got under way, after
the pipe was repaired and the fireman
buried, a deputation of focsle hands, led
by a halfcaste fireman, Gonzales, half
Mexican, half Chink, and Reyes, his
mate, a Filipino, came up to the lower
bridge here and ordered me to turn back
to Java! They didn’t intend to finish the
voyage—it wasn’t safe. I up off the settee
where I was lying and told them to get to
hell out of it! Gonzales argued and I
knocked him down. After that I went
about armed. So did the master and Mr.
Elliott.

“Simpson, one of the white deck hands,
had a relapse and died next afternoon. We
buried him just as we’d buried Sparks. Af-
ternoon, same day, the firemen and sailors,
not on watch, fought. One of the firemen,
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an Arab, had his leg broken. We set the
leg and bedded him down under the awn-
ing on the focsle head. At about eight
o’clock that same night Mr. Elliott here
came to the bridge and told me the second
engineer had been found on the platform
in the engineroom, dead. No evidence, of
couse. An accident. Gonzales and Reyes
and the trimmer all swore not one of them
was out of the stokehold the whole watch
till just on seven bells. Gonzales had
heard a thud and had gone into the en-
gineroom to see what it was.”

The chief engineer, sitting upright
now on the settee, said:

“The swine had murdered the Second,
naturally. They thought if the third mate
could die of a broken neck and no ques-
tions asked, so could he. Only one engi-
neer left alive, and the donkeyman. And
I didn’t trust the donkeyman far, I'm
telling you.”

& HE DONKEYMAN was one of
the men in the after peak,” said the
captain. ‘“He was the merchant

who wore the pair of trousers and talked
about having me sent to clink. Part Ar-
menian, part Chinese, part English, with
all the bad features of each race and not
one of the good ones, such as they are.

“Anyway, as you’ll see in the log book,
Captain, the second engineer was found
dead in the engine room at about half
past seven. At nine o’clock the Arab fire-
man who’d been smashed up in the fight
died. At half past the second mate went.
Heat, not fever. Fell asleep and didn’t
wake. At eight bells, midnight, the crew
mutinied!

“You’ll find some Chinese who won’t
touch a corpse for anything under the face
of heaven. The steward was different. He
was sewing the second engineer’s body up
in canvas when Gonzales and Reyes and
the rest of ’em came into the port side
engineroom alleyway. They shot him
three times and he died on the engine-
room gratings.”

“That was when they were on their
way to visit me.” said the chief engineer.
“I heard the shooting.”
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“They shot the chief here through the
shoulder and left him for dead!”

“I shammed,” said the chief placidly.

“They shot the messroom steward be-
cause he wouldn’t join them. One of the
firemen was killed for the same reason. He
was Chinese too. Evans, the darky, would
have been killed, if they’d found him,
but he’d heard the shooting and hidden
himself on top of the galley, abaft the
funnel.

“The bosun who was in his bunk came
out on deck. Reyes shot him in the wrist.
The mate who’d been on the bridge got
Reyes down and tried to throttle him.
Gonzales shot at him and killed him.

“I was asleep, doped with quinine,
when the bosun woke me. It was pitch
dark. The crew had taken charge of the
ship, stopped the engines, dynamo, every-
thing. I jumped out of bed, grabbed my
gun from under the pillow and opened the
starboard side door.

“The moon was full. I saw Gonzales on
the lower bridge and shouted for him to
put up his hands—it’s there in the log
book, Captain, initialed by the bosun—
He refused and shot at me and missed. I
shot back and killed him. Reyes rushed.
I killed him too. There was no fight left
in the crowd after that. I drove ’em for-
’ard, deck hands, firemen and donkeyman,
and shut them up in the firemen’s focsle.
Sounds damned heroic, but it wasn’t. I've
driven sheep.

“I’d like you to bear in mind how things
were on board the Makara. 1 was alive
but sick. The two mates were dead. The
chief was alive but wounded. The second
and third engineers were dead. The two
stewards were dead. The bosun was alive
but wounded. Sparks was dead. Evans
was alive, but so scared he was good for
nothing. The Arab fireman who’d broken
his leg was dead. The fireman who’d been
scalded was dead. The fireman who’d
taken the messroom steward’s part was
dead. Gonzales and Reyes were dead.
The white deck hand, Simpson, was dead.
The carpenter and the other white men I
couldn’t find. I thought they’d been killed
till I saw one of the two working boats—
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the gig—was missing and knew they’d
deserted the ship.

“And I’d shut up in the focsle the don-
keyman, three deck hands and four fire-
men, all Asiatics. Now, Captain, what
about it? Why not go back to your own
ship and let’s manage our own affairs with-
out any more interference. Be a sport!
I killed those men, Reyes and Gonzales,
but I am no more a murderer than if I'd
killed a couple of rats in the lazaret.
Now, am I?”

APTAIN ELPHICK was troubled.
“Suppose I leave you on board
your ship, drifting—do you im-

agine you’ll make port, unaided?”’

The captain of the Makara smiled
grimly.

“I should damn’ well say I do imagine
it

“With one engineer, a bosun, a cook,
and eight Asiatics who’ve tried to kill
you? That’s madness!”

“Captain, those men will be ready to
work tomorrow, if not tonight. I’'m on
top and they know it. Captain, I’ve got
the chief engineer and the donkeyman
for the engineroom. I’ve got the
bosun and myself for the bridge. We’ll
share the watches between us. I’ll navi-
gate. There’ll be three deck hands for the
wheel and so on, and four firemen for the
stokehold. T’ll take the Makara into
Colombo, better still to Aden or Suez,
with the survivors of the crew that left
Sourabaya.

“We can do it. We must! No one’s
going to get any salvage out of the Mak-
ara! That’s putting it bluntly, isn’t it?
But I mean it. What would the owners
say? Another black mark against me and
I'm down and out for keeps. No, Cap-
tain, it’s up to me to show if I’'m given a
command I'm not quite hopeless.”

Captain Elphick shifted his weight un-
easily in his chair.

“And you really think, Captain Rich-
ardson, the owners would hold you re-
sponsible for the trouble with the crew
and blame you for accepting our offer to
tow? I don’t see it. After all, they kept
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you on after the collision with the Dutch-
man, didn’t they?”

“I had nothing to do with the collision
with the Dutchman, Captain! I'm in-
nocent of that, anyway.”

“Weren’t you captain of the Makara,
then?”

“No, sir, not a bit of it; third mate.”

There was another tense moment of
silence. Then the captain of the Makara
went on talking in a low voice.

“Captain Weir who commanded the
Makara was recalled to England. The
mate followed him a few weeks after to
take over another ship. The second mate
got permission from the owners to go as
mate in one of another company’s ships.
I was left in charge till another captain
could come out. No other captain did
come out, and I had word to take the
Makara to New York as captain, on pro-
bation, as it were. Perhaps I ought to
explain, Captain, I’'m the man who com-
manded the Hazleton.”

“The Hazleton!” said Mr. Cooper
sharply. “The ship that went on the
rocks near Mizen Head!”

“I commanded the Hazleton.”

Captain Elphick understood at last.”

“You’ve had a bad time of it, Captain,”
he said.

“A bad time?” said the captain of the
Makara. “Well, I suppose if you come
to think of it, I have. Fourteen months
from home, an old ship, overdue for her
survey, twenty-six days across the West-
ern Ocean—blowing a living gale most of
the time from the nor’'west—hove to for
days, and not a sight of the sun for a
week. We hadn’t wireless bearings to
help us, then, Captain. Dead reckoning
only! I’d not had my clothes off for eight
days; I'd had no sleep for four when we
struck.

“The mate was drowned. The second
mate drank and I'd warned the swine he
needn’t expect I'd take him another
voyage. He lied. Said I was drunk and
incapable and in my bunk when I ought
to have been on the bridge. The bosun
lied too. The second engineer—Lord
knows what grievance he had—lied as
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well. They took my ticket away for
twelve months and ruined me.

“Now, listen, Captain; no one would
give me a job. I tried for mate. I tried
for second mate. I tried for third. And
then, after eighteen months on the beach,
I met a marine superintendent who’d been
mate of the ship I'd served my time in, as
a boy. He believed in me, in spite of the
evidence, and got me away as bosun.
Me, with an extra master’s ticket! I was
bosun two years and then I went as third
on the Makara.

“Well, Captain, I’ve been third mate
for two years. A damn’ good Third, too,
if I may say so. Now I'm captain, on
probation. Suppose I make port, with a
crew of eleven. The owners will say, “That
old crock, Richardson, isn’t the washout
we’d been led to believe.” The super will
feel he did right in keeping me on. I’ll
have earned promotion. But, suppose,
Jjust suppose, Captain, you take us in
tow. Towed into port, helpless, mutiny
on board, survivors of crew in irons.
They’ll say at home, ‘Ah-hah! Old
Richardson at it again! He was the
blighter who got tanked and piled the
old Hazleton up on the shore and drowned
twenty-one out of a crew of thirty-
four.’

“If that happens, Captain, I'd be fin-
ished. Think of the lies those swine aft
would tell of me. And suppose the car-
penter and the other two white men get
ashore. What lies will they tell to save
themselves? Their word’s as good as
mine, if 'm down and out, isn’t it?
Captain, I'm fighting for dear life; I ask
you to give me a chance.”

“Will the hands obey you?” said Cap-
tain Elphick briskly.

The Captain replied sharply—

“They daren’t do anything else.”

“Got all you need? Coal, oil, water,
stores?”

“Everything. And the cargo. Don’t
forget the cargo—sugar at its present
price.”

Elphick smiled at the lone Skipper.

“The underwriters ought to be pleased,
anyway.”’
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APTAIN ELPHICK pressed his

hands against the arms of his chair

A and helped himself to his feet. He

straightened his back and squared his

shoulders and then gazed at the captain

of the Makara as if he saw him properly
for the first time.

“Captain Richardson,” he said gruffly,
“I said just now no man who had a
master’s ticket but was only a third mate
was any good. I ask your pardon.”

“Hell! That’s nothing. True, usually,
too.”

They shook hands awkwardly.

“Proud to have met you, Captain,”
said Captain Elphick. “Damn’ proud!
And now what about those drinks?”

The captain of the Makara put a bottle
of whisky, five glasses and an earthen-
ware chatti on the flat topped desk.

“Captain,” he said, “any objection to
your bosun and the hands who came
across in the boats having a tot?”

“Not in the least,” said Captain
Elphick.

The captain of the Makara went to the
starboard door.

“Evans,” he called, “come here.”

The black man appeared in the door-
way.

“Yas, suh,” he said, “you done call me,
suh?”

“I want you to serve out a tot all round
to those men from the Sassandra. You
and the bosun are in on it, too.”

“Yas, suh, thank you, suh; much
obliged.”

“Oh, and Evans—you’d like to go to
the Sassandra?”

“Me, Cap’n?” The black man rolled
his eyes and looked astounded. “Me,
suh? Guess I'm man ’nough to wanna
stay wif me own ship, suh! I ani’ gwine
desert you, Cap’n. No, suh. How you
get ’em meals cooked, suh, wiout ol’
Evans? ’Tain’ in reason I'd wanna go,
suh. Not till we reach Noo Yawk, suh.
Guess I sees this v’yage through, Cap'n,
same as you an’ the chief heah.” s

He withdrew, muttering.

“Always did say that coon was cracked,”
said the chief.
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starboard wing of the top bridge.

He was tired and a little sad. He
came to the conclusion presently that he
envied the captain of the Makara as much
as any man he had ever met.

The Sassandra was moving off on her
course again, headed for Freemantle. The
Makara, giving no sign of the tragedies
her decks had witnessed, rust stained and
ugly, floated motionless on the green and
oily sea.

The ensign at her stern, hoisted since
the lifeboats had left, dipped.

Captain Elphick was pleased.

“She’s dipping,” he said. “Where’s our
flag?”

“The third mate’s aft, sir,”” said Mr.
Cooper. “He’s answering.”

A roll of bunting rose to the Makara’s
foremast head and broke into the Blue
Peter.

“Blessed if he isn’t getting away to-

CAPTAIN ELPHICK stood in the
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day,” said Captain Elphick.
work, eh?”’

“The crowd must have given in, after
all, sir,” said Mr. Cooper.

“As soon as we went on board they
were whipped,” said Captain Elphick.

He saw the chief engineer gazing up
at him from the lower bridge and
beckoned.

“Well, Mr. MacCall,” he said, when he
stood by his side, “well!”

“Weel, Captain Elphick,” said the
chief. He lowered his voice. ‘“Whaur’s
oor salvage the noo?”’

“Who said anything about salvage?”

“You did! An’ you'd leave the sea as
soon as ye cud.”

“Leave the sea!” said Captain Elphick.
“Leave the sea, Mac! I'd be a pretty poor
kind of fish if I swallowed the anchor,
wouldn’t I? What would I want to leave
the sea for?”

The chief engineer laughed.

“Quick




A Tense Little Tale
of the Army Pilots

By THOMSON BURTIS

IEUTENANT REX CARSON
bounded blithely up the long
flight of steps that led to the
flying office. The door was

open, and he stopped as his gaze rested on
his captain, Lars Walbergh, big, blond
and imperturbable.

The chief test pilot of the Army Air
Service was seated at his desk. He was
as motionless as the furniture itself, and he
was staring moodily through the windows
at the panorama of McCook Field.

The foremost airplane laboratory in the
world was seething with activity. Drawn
up on the line before a continuous row of
white hangars were more than two dozen

varieties of aircraft. They ranged from a

neat little single seater, powered by a

three cylinder motor, to the forty ton
Barling bomber, with its six Liberties.
Hordes of mechanics, civilian and mili-
tary, were working like ants. Some of
these ships had never been flown. Others
were being used to try out new theories in
flying equipment—from motors set upside
down to reversible propellers.

It was the look on Captain Walbergh’s
tanned face that caused his assistant tc
pause for a moment and scrutinize hin
curiously. That square countenance was
usually serious, but now it was really
haggard. The chief was in one of his fit:
of brooding—and they had been frequen
of late.

Carson walked in the door.

“Wheuh’s the funeral, Chief?” he askec
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casually in his smooth Mississippi drawl.

Walbergh came out of his trance, and
a slow smile made his face light up
warmly.

“I was just wondering whether there
wouldn’t be one tomorrow,” he replied.

*Still worrying about that Cannonball
crate?” Carson inquired as he glanced
momentarily at a shining new plane lord-
ing it over the line.

The young Southerner intended to be
facetious, but when he met Walbergh’s
eyes he became serious.

The captain nodded, staring at his desk.

“I hopped her around the field again
this morning,” he said. His speech was
slow always, but now it was more delib-
erate than ever. “I don’t like that baby,
Rex. She isn’t just right. I’ve got a
hunch she’ll be hell to handle in the air.”

“Oh, be yourself!” Carson advised
lightly. “Why should she be? Great
guns, she’s been sand tested, redesigned,
hung in the wind tunnel and everything
else for about six months.”

“I know, but she don’t feel right,”
Walbergh insisted stubbornly.

The Cannonball was powered by three
Liberties—two tractors and a pusher.
The only time it had ever been even five
feet off the ground had been during
Walbergh’s preliminary flight tests.

For a moment the tall, dark, young
flyer was silent, but his mind was busy.
Would the chief be sore if he said some-
thing? There was eight years’ difference
in their ages, but they had been very close
during the last year of duty together.
Carson liked to think that there was a
real bond of affection between them.

He turned away from the window and
leaned down over the desk impulsively.

“Don’t get riled, Chief,” he drawled,
“but listen. You haven’t got youah wind
up ovah taking the Cannonball in the
aiuh tomorruh, have you?”

Walbergh hesitated. He ran one hand
slowly through his shock of coarse blond
hair.

“I’ll swear I don’t know, Rex. I've got
a hunch she isn’t right!”

“If anybody could tell, you’d be the
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guy,” Carson told him. “But you’ah
wrong this time, Chief. She must be all
right. Know what I think?”

“What?”

“You’ah ovuhflown, Lars. I’ve noticed
it befoah. I know you like a book. This
last month you’ve been doing the hahdest
kind of flying, about fouah houahs a day
—one wreck, two forced ’chute jumps,
and all the rest of it. They’ve been
wohking you to death, just because
theuh’s nobody else to campaiah with
you—,’

“Oh, can that!”

“It’s so and you know it. Theuh isn’t
a big ship pilot in the country that can
get within a mile of you, but that’s no
reason why you've got to do all the
testing around this dump! Listen, Lars.”

He hesitated again for a moment and
then drawled eagerly:

“You’ve got the wind up a little ovuh
this Cannonball. A hunch just because
you’ah jumpy. Why not let me test her
tomorruh?”

The huge captain stared at him. His
steady blue eyes seemed to be looking
through his young assistant, seeing
visions.

“Don’t get me wrong, Chief!” Carson
went on hurriedly. “Maybe that sounded
crazv. I’'m not saying I could test it like
you could. Gosh, you’ve taught me all I
know. But you’ah stale—"

“Maybe so,” Walbergh agreed wearily.
“I guess it’s just a fool hunch—maybe
my nerve’s gone and I need a layoff.”

For a moment he gazed through the
windows at the big new ship which was
being made ready for a flight that might
make aviation history. The Cannonball
was designed to carry a lot of weight,
make close to two hundred miles an hour
and reach a ceiling of twenty-five thou-
sand feet. The king of the big ships—if
it was right.

Suddenly the chief shifted his gaze to
the eager face of his subordinate.

“You can do it, big boy,” he said delib-
erately. “and if you’d like to, go ahead!”

“Attaboy!” [ Carson chuckled exul-
tantly. “I’ll go tell the C.O., eh?”
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ALBERGH nodded, and Rex hur-

ried from the office. He’d be the

first man in the world to try out
the new plane. Half of the high rankers
of the Air Service would be on from
Washington to watch the performance,
and Dayton would turn out more than its
usual quota of spectators, too. Airplane
engineers from all over the country were
already on the ground. It would be a
real occasion.

“I must call up Molly and get her set to
come out,” he thought happily.

He did not sleep very well that night,
and got up bright and early to get a look
at the morning paper. There the story
was, on the front page. He glowed with
pride as he read one paragraph over and
over:

The test flight will be made by Lieutenant
Rex Carson, for the past year assistant to
Captain Lars Walbergh, Chief Test Pilot.
Lieutenant Carson is considered one of the most
brilliant young pilots in the service, and for the
past six months has been specializing on big
ships under the tutelage of his famous chief.

Molly Thomas was ready promptly at
nine o’clock, for a wonder. The flight was
scheduled for ten.

“Did you see this?”’ she asked as she
took a clipping from her pocket book.

“Uh-huh,” he nodded with careful un-
concern.

She was slim and eager and vividly
alive, and her pride in him was infinitely
pleasant. He drove into the confines of
McCook Field like a conqueror. Already
the line was packed with automobiles, but
he found a place for his own.

“Sit here, beautiful, until the takeoff,”
he told her. “I'll be back before I go
up—,’

“Here comes Captain Walbergh,” she
interrupted.

Walbergh was walking toward them
slowly, eyes on the ground and heavy
shoulders hunched forward. His blond
hair was tossing in the breeze, and his
square face was somewhat drawn, Rex
thought. He looked as if he had had a
bad night.
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He forgot Lars temporarily, however,
as he became aware of the fact that people
were pointing him out to each other.
The Cannonball, sleek and shining in its
brand new paint, divided attention with
its prospective pilot.

“Hello, Chief!”” Rex hailed him blithely.
“Everything set?”

Walbergh nodded unsmilingly.

“Morning, Miss Thomas,” he greeted
Molly; then, abruptly, “Rex, I'm taking
her up myself.”

“What?”

Carson’s mouth fell open, and an in-
stant later his brown eyes were flaming.

“I'm taking her up myself,” Walbergh
repeated doggedly. His heavy jew was
thrust forward. “I got to thinking it
over—"’

“Oh you did, did you! When you saw
the crowd that was out you decided to be
the center of the stage, did you? I—”

“Not that,” Walbergh said carefully,
as though feeling for words. “I’'m sorry,
Rex. But don’t you see—it’s my job,
and__”

“No, by God, I don’t see! What do
you mean it’s youah job? It’s mine, and
I’'m going to—"

“Don’t you see I—I couldn’t let you go
up feeling the way I do. It’s up to me.”

The young Southerner’s savage dis-
appointment erupted in a volcano of hot
words which showered on the inarticulate
old man.

“Youah a hell of a friend!” Rex
finally flung at him. ‘“Making a fool out
of me this way.”

Walbergh turned away.

“Im sorry,” was all he said as he
lumbered toward the gigantic ship.

( :ARSON walked back of the line of
cars. He wanted to find a place
to hide with his fury and humilia-

tion but his tutbulent eyes never left

Walbergh as the latter put on his para-

chute and climbed up into the cockpit

that jutted out from the wings. There
was one four hundred and fifty horse-
power Liberty set on each bottom wing,
and the pusher was directly behind the
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pilot. One by one the mighty twelve
cylinder engines bellowed into life.

Every eye was on the pilot as he bent
his helmeted head over the instrument
board. Mechanics squatted on the three
ruddered tail surfaces, backs bent to the
propeller wash. A general and his staff
were close by, watching, and a group of
experts were conversing near the right
wing. All along the line thousands of
spectators were wondering why Walbergh
was making the flight, thought Carson
bitterly. There were tears of hurt pride
and shamed disappointment in his eyes
as he watched the great plane taxi slowly
toward the eastern edge of the field. He
could not bear to rejoin Molly Thomas.
He felt as if he could never sce her
again.

His face was flushed and sullen as he
heard the motors roar along, wide open.
The Cannonball rushed across the field
and took the air smoothly. Mechanics
and pilots were buzzing elatedly as they
noted the speed at which ten tons of linen
and wood and steel were being dragged
through the air. Carson’s eyes never left
it as it became a speck in the sky.

Finally Walbergh turned back. Soon
he was droning over the field, four thou-
sand feet high and going higher in sweep-
ing circles.

“Hell, anybody could fly it!” Rex
thought furiously. “What a grandstand
play that was!”

Subconsciously he noticed that the ship
seemed to go into a bank very slowly
and heavily. Probably that was Wal-
bergh’s careful flying. He could fly—
damn him!

It was gaining altitude. It must be
eight thousand feet high, he estimated.
Now the chief was putting it into a tight
bank, almost a vertical one—

“Good God! He’s spinning it!”

For a sccond Rex stared at the sky.
Was Walbergh actually spinning that
ship?

“It went into a spin out of that bank,
T’ll bet a million!”

Seven-turns, ten, fifteen—it had come
down a full two thousand feet. He heard
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the roar of the motors die, and suddenly
resume again. But the ship was still
whirling earthward.

Carson found himself walking swiftly
to the line, where excited flyers were talk-
ing with many gestures.

“He can’t get her out!” Rex was think-
ing dazedly. “He tried it without the
motor, now withiton . . .”

His mind stopped functioning for a
moment as he saw the Cannonball
gradually stop revolving. It was but four
thousand feet high, now hurtling down-
ward in a steep dive. Slowly the nose
came up.

“In it again!”

The Cannonball had dropped off into
another spin. Carson was with the other
pilots now.

““She’s nose heavy, and goes into a spin
easy and won’t come out!” yelled an ex-
pert. “Why don’t he jump?”

“Don’t want to wreck the ship,” Rex
found himself saying. “He’ll fight her
down as long as there’s a chance to save
her.”

He knew Lars so well that he felt he
could accurately repeat every thought in
the chief’s mind right then. His resent-
ment burned away in the fire of that
ordeal and he suddenly realized what Lars
had been driving at before the flight.

“God, why don’t he jump!” Carson
groaned. “It’s too late now!”

The Cannonball, spinning very slowly,
was less than a thousand feet high.
Women were crying, and white faced
officers were ordering the ambulances to
crank up and the mechanics to get out on
the field.

Motors on, motors off—Rex could see
Lars, now, fighting his battle to the last.
Now he had the ship in a straight dive,
seven hundred feet high. The nose came
up with maddening slowness. It was
directly over the center of the field. The
motors roared into life as the ship started
to level off.

“He’ll have to bank or crash into build-
ings,” Carson exploded. ‘“There he goes
—God! O great God Almighty!”

It was a prayer as he saw the Cannon-
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ball start into its last deadly spin. Then
he found himself one of a mob of men,
rushing across the field behind the
ambulances.

EX DID not falter gs the Cannon-
ball hit the ground. The left wings

took part of the shock, the cockpit
the rest. Walbergh’s body, crushed, went
limp as the huge plane bounced into the
air and crashed again. The hidcous bed-
lam of splintering wood and rasping metal
and tearing linen was suddenly obliter-
ated by an explosion which seemed to
rock the earth. Carson staggered as a
solid mass of flame sprang from the

débris, and hid it.

the gods of Greece and Macedonia
fled to the Nile valley seeking rest
and recreation in the pantheon of beast
headed deities. After Alexander’s con-
quest, the tramp of northern feet, the
rattle and clank of northern swords and
shields disturbed the three thousand year
old somnolence of Egypt’s gods, from the
delta to the very sanctuaries of Ammon
at Thebes, six hundred miles south.
Under the Macedonian dynasty the
slow, white winged feluccas bearing car-
goes up and down the river were policed
by the hard, white figures of the men from
over the sea. The sleepy donkeys bun-
gling through the streets were quickened
and ordered. The sword of the Ptolemies

BEFORE the Ptolemies ruled Egypt,
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It settled almost instantly to a big bon-
fire, playing over the heap of twisted
wreckage.

“Carson! Where are you going? You
can’t do anything—"

He was fighting madly in the arms of
two men beside him.

“Let me go, damn you!
him—”

“That’s all right, boy, nobody can do
anything for him now. Be quiet, and pull
yourself together.”

He slumped in their arms, his body
shaken by dry sobs. Some one stood be-
tween him and the wreck.

“A hell of a friend” he’d called Wal-
bergh. God, what a friend!

I can get

UNDER THE DESERT

By

JOHN ALCORN

carved new hieroglyphies in the law codes
of dead Pharaohs; the drip of revenues
from the fields and markets increased to
a flow and the tide of trade swelled in
volume. For both gods and men the
peace of the valley fled before the con-
fusion.

Far out from the Nile, two hundred
miles over the tawny lion backs of the
Libyan desert, lay several rich oases. It
was to these that the powerful men of
Egypt came, creating pleasure resorts,
places of idle conversation. The gods
came willingly to the small, perfect
temples around whose carved austerity
villas, shops and baths clustered, white
and gleaming, under the heavy tropic
foliage. Rich pockets of idle life in a sca
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of sand these became, where weary offi-
cials and fat merchants accompanied by
some pleasure companion rested and
drank under the shadows of palms and
the rich rugs swung over the white-walled
courts.

They listened to the gossip of wars in
Greece, of the rivals, Rome and Carthage.
Roving bandit chiefs from the desert re-
galed them with tales of blood and of the
wind that whistled a song of death in a
desert rider’s ear. They bargained for
horses and gambled for gold, slave girls
and Damascene swords.

Rome conquered Egypt, but the desert
cities remained as they were. Purple and
gold clothes the simplicity of the villas,
and the games went on. The square, steel
muscled soldiers wrestled and sported,
mingling their shouts and the ring of
metal with the sercams of frightened pea-
cocks, the laughter of women and the
tinkle of falling water.

Rome fell. Egypt was half forgotten.
The effete inhabitants of the desert cities
toyed through the desultory days and
nights.

The Arabic invasion next severed the
bonds connecting them with the valley
and. save for the written records found
in the tombs and temples of the last of the
Ptolemaic rulers, they were lost and quite
forgotten.

It was not known for thirteen centuries
where the oases lay. Some thought they
were legends. Mariette, the great Egyp-
tologist who believed in their existence,
felt that perhaps the inhabitants had at-
tempted migration to Thebes and had
been lost in the desert or, after struggling
through a few centuries of life, had grad-
ually died off. It seemed even more likely
that some wild roving tribe had plundered
and destroyed them in a day and passed
on. Hichens made a popular novel of the
idea.

Much speculation over their existence
went on, until some years ago one of the
university expeditions felt it worth while
to cross back and forth between the cara-
van routes, fine combing the desert for
some trace of them.
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One was found over two hundred miles
out from the river. The expedition had
left this exploratory journey till the last
of their season. It was time for the sluices
at Assuan to be opened. All of them were
eager to reach Cairo and a few luxuries.
Their excitement over the dicovery forced
from their minds all thought of anything
but the oasis.

The exceedingly rich vegetation had
thrown down the villas and destroyed all
trace of the squares and streets. The
baths, and the evidence of fountains, in
abundance far greater than usually found
in an oasis, surprised them. Even in the
forecourt of the temple the sacred lake was
represented by a deep pool with stairs de-
scending two sides. There was water in
the bottom a few feet deep, and stains
on the walls of the pool gave evidence
of varying water levels of no great an-
tiquity.

The thing baffled them. Tired as they
were, the men scoured the place for the
inarticulate tale bearers of the forsaken
places of men long dead. A day or so be-
fore the date set for departure one of the
expedition stood on a step a few feet
above the water in the pool sketching
some wall carvings. He felt something
gently touch his foot. Looking down, he
was startled to see the water of the pool
slowly lap over the toe of his boot.
Bounding up the stairs, he shouted for
the others.

They came and watched with wide
staring eyes the silent rise of the water.
For the remaining half of the day and
most of the next they watched, and
plumbed its depths. Some one made a
casual reference to the date and another
remarked its curious coincidence with
the sluice opening at Assuan and the
flood in the valley.

The idea struck them simultaneously—
and for a few minutes no one was able to
speak. Incredible as it seemed, it must
be so.

An ancient aqueduct under the sand,
twenty centuries old, still fed the pool
of a forgotten temple with the water of
the Nile two hundred miles away.
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CHAPTER 1
SLIVERS CASSIDY’S REPUTATION
R. SLIVERS CASSIDY, ex-

cowpuncher, was now the

half owner of a cattle ranch;

also of a few cows and a large
mortgage. His partner in this enterprise
was Shorthand Conway, and when it
came to worrying about the mortgage it
was Mr. Conway who did the heavy
work. He was older than Cassidy by
many years.

Cassidy had just returned triumphantly
from the town of Tres Pecos. He had
started out with one thousand dollars in
cash and the hope of getting forty cows
for that sum. Ile had returned with the
thousand dollars intact, and with thirty-
nine fine young Hereford cows, for which
he had an airtight bill of sale. As he and
Conway sat in the patio of their ranch-
house, Cassidy had just finished narrating
the hectic series of events that had taken
place during his brief stay in Tres Pecos.

Conway’s eyes had twinkled occasion-

CASSIDY

ally during the yarn, but now he looked

severely at his younger partner. He
sighed and reached for the whisky bottle.

“That’s the way with you young fel-
lers,” he drawled. “You ain’t to be
trusted. Not any! You leave here on a
strict business trip—and what do you do?
Yeh, what do you do? Answer me that,
hey? You get to drinkin’ and hellin’
around and forget about business.”

“Why, I never did!” Cassidy indig-
nantly blurted out. “You got no idea of
the worryin’ I did. No foolin’, Short-
hand, I never forgot business a-tall. You
got no idea of the worryin’ I done when
I was locked up in jail with my own at-
torney and didn’t have no money or no
cows or no bill of sale or nawthin’. Hell!
You don’t know what real worry is.
There I was in jail—and couldn’t even
get a drink to help me do some thinkin’.
It was awful.”

To drown the memory Cassidy reached
for the bottle.

“You’re a fool for luck!” Conway
stated emphatically. “If you only had
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some brains—” A deep sigh. “Every
move you make only proves what a poor
business man you are.”

“How come? Didn’t I bring the thou-
sand dollars back—and thirty-nine cows,
too. That’s sure good business, I’'m
tellin’ you.”

Mr. Conway snorted. He made funny
noises and waved his hands helplessly as
he endeavored to control his feelings.

“Good business!” he yelped. “Sufferin’
snakes! You had luck enough to horn in
on a mess of rewards, and what did you
do? Hey? What did you do? Answer
me that!”

“Why, I done fine,” Cassidy began.

“You what? I'm sure payin’ for my
sins by havin’ you as a partner. You
went and swapped your cut of the re-
wards for thirty-nine cows.”

“Well, wasn’t that fine?”’

“No! And it was your proposition, too.
You went and made it yourself, you tell
me, and you was plumb pleased when they
took you up on it.”

“Sure I was pleased.”

R. CONWAY again made funny
noises.
“You poor dogie!” he finally

managed to yelp coherently. “Do you
s'pose they’d ’a’ took you up on your
proposition unless they saw that it was a
hell of a big bargain—to them? Gosh,
no! But that’s a young feller for you.
Never thinkin® of his partner. I bet you
went and beat yourself—and me—outa
mebbe a thousand dollars. Mebbe fif-
teen hunderd. As a business man—"
“Aw, shut up!” Cassidy snapped. “I
don’t see where you got any holler comin’.
You wasn’t in jail and in all the trouble I
was. I went out of here and doubled our
money on one deal. That ought to satisfy
anybody. What in hell are you kickin’
about?”
Mr. Conway grinned happily.
“Nothin’ at all, Slivers,” he purred,
continuing to grin. ““I jest likes to spur
you till you gets on the prod. And I sure
have got somethin’ to kick about.”
“What’s that?”’ Cassidy’s tone denoted
that he was still slightly rufiled.
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“That poker game you sat into, with
the sheriff and the marshal and every-
body, after you got the thousand dollars
back. You tell me that you played the
rest of the night and won eight dollars
and two bits.”

“I sure did.”

“I’'m takin’ your word that you act’chly
did. That’s what makes me feel grieved
all over. I know your poker playin’. It’s
terrible. You go and sit in a game with a
thousand dollars in front of you—"

“And I won, didn’t I?”> Cassidy inter-
polated.

“Yeh, you won eight dollars.” A sigh.
“Gosh, it must have been a soft game.”

“Why?’, ¢

“The fact that you won eight dollars
proves that it was a soft game. Awful
soft and easy. Gosh, I bet that if I'd been
sitting in that game I could ’a’ lifted the
mortgage off this ranch. It’s missin’ an
opportunity like that that makes me feel
gricved all over.”

“Aw, you go to hell!” Cassidy snorted.
Conway’s face cracked into a grin.

“What happened around here while I
was gone?” Cassidy inquired.

“Nothin’ much. I had a coupla visi-
tors. One of the cowboys from the LD
brought over a letter for you that was
waitin’ down at Reynolds.”

Conway arose and limped into the
ranch-house. He returned shortly and
gave a white envelope to Cassidy.

“Golly, I wonder who it’s from?” said
Cassidy, looking puzzled as he examined
the handwriting. He turned the envelope
over to look at the back of it, then held it
up between his eyes and the sun.

“Don’t open it,” Conway advised him.
“If you do you might find out who it’s
from.” ;

“Aw, you go—"’ Cassidy ripped open
the envelope, plucked forth a sheet of
paper and unfolded it.

The handwriting was large, angular and
easily rcad. Cassidy glanced at it, then
started reading aloud:

“Dear Mr. Cassidy:
“I have heard of your work in solving the
riddle of the thefts in Los Alamos Valley. I
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have a problem that is even a greater mystery.

“I am offering you $50 cash for expense money
just as an inducement for you to come down
here and let me tell you the situation. You will
find that my proposition in regard to my prob-
lem will be financially worth while to you.

“Kindly respect this communication as being
very, very confidential.

“If you do not arrive to ask for me person-
ally here at the mine I shall know that my
proposition does not interest you.

Respectfully,
—M. ROBERTSON,

Owner and Manager of
the Oro Maiiana Mine.”

SSIDY, finished reading, lowered
the sheet of paper, knitted his
brows and looked at Conway.

“Ora Mafiana?” he said. ‘““That means
gold tomorrow, doesn’t it?”

“Something like that,” Conway
answered. “I had a job there once. The
*Paches was bad in them days. I quit the
job because I couldn’t collect my wages.
Old Mike Robertson was allus expectin’
that one more day’s work on the tunnel
he was drivin’ would expose the vein he
thought was there. That’s how the mine
got its name.

“I worked there mecbbe seven-eight
months,” Conway continued. “I was the
lookout, the guard. I usta lay up on the
cliff above the tunnel with a Sharps .50-
120 and shoot Injuns. That old buffler
gun would salivate a ’Pache a mile away,
if I could see him that far, which I could-
n’t. Oh, we had some tight pinches a
coupla times.

“The trouble with Mike Robertson
was lack of money. He got two pardners
to go in with him while I was there, two
different times. Each time he got a new
pardner with money I would get my
wages. Then it got so that Mike couldn’t
get any more-pardners. Finally I up and
quit him. He owes me two months’
wages yet. I never did go around to col-
lect after he finally made the big strike.
To tell you the truth, I was kinda ’shamed
to doit. Iadmiresold Mike. Everybody
quit him, but he stuck around and picked
away single handed in the tunnel till
finally he hit the pay streak he’d been
lookin’ for. He’d had six different men
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put in money at different times before
they’d all quit him. After he made the
strike danged near every one of ’em come
around and claimed a half interest in the
mine.

“Mike told ’em that there wasn’t that
many half interests in the mine, that it
was all his. He offered to pay back every
cent any of ’em had sunk, and he also said
that if they didn’t want to be paid in gold
he’d pay ’em in lead. Well, Mike was a
danged fast gunman. They all was willin’
to accept his first proposition. Nobody
wanted his second offer. Nobody even
sued him. And he paid back, with legal
interest, all the money these different
pardners had put in at different times.”

“Huh!” Cassidy grunted. ‘“And is
this M. Robertson this same old Mike
Robertson?”

“Nope! It, or he, can’t be. Old Mike
died seven-eight years back. So I heard.
And he didn’t die rich, neither. He spent
a fortune buildin’ a good wagon road over
the mountains from Reynolds to his mine.
It’s rough country. All on end. I heard
that it took forty-one tons of powder to
blast out that road accordin’ to Mike’s
specifications. He had a big gang of men
workin’ on it for three-four years. And
he laid out a town in the valley below the
mine. He was mad at somebody, or
everybody. He swore he’d make it so big
and fine a town, and would get so many
votes in it that he’d make it the county
seat instead of Pinkerton City.”

“I heard that Pinkerton City still is the
county seat,” said Cassidy.

“She is. The mine is fourteen miles
from Reynolds, which is the nearest point
on the railroad. Pinkerton City is even
farther from the steel, but she still keeps
the official courthouse. There’s a trail
over a pass, which makes it about ten
miles from the mine to Pinkerton. The
trail was there in my day, and she sure
was a lulu of a rotten trail. Awful!”

Conway poured himself another drink.
He poured a smaller one for Cassidy.

“Now this M. Robertson,” he con-
tinued, ‘“has kinda got me guessin’. I
didn’t know that old Mike had any rela-
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tives, but it sounds like he must ’a’ had.
This letter—well, I sure can’t quite savvy
it. A mystery, huh? Huh! That does
sound what you might call kinda poten-
tial. Gosh, Slivers, you’re sure gettin’ a
repitation, when they’re offerin’ you fifty
dollars jest to coax you down for a pow-
wow.”

“Sounds to me like there’s a ketch in
it somewheres,” said Cassidy.

“There never is no ketch in gettin® cash
money,” said Conway. “That is, if you
play ’em close to your vest and keep both
eyes open. Now you kin start tomorrow
mornin’ early. You kin git there tomor-
row night. You kin take an extry horse
with you and leave him in Reynolds.
You’ll need a fresh horse to make time
over that grade from Reynolds to the
mine.”

“WISTEN,” said Cassidy heavily. “I
ain’t startin’ nowheres tomorrow
mornin’. I ain’t arrivin’ no-

wheres tomorrow night. I'm gonna stay

right here and take a long rest. You got
no idea how tired I am. I gotta ketch up
on a lotta sleep after that trip to Tres

Pecos. What in hell do you think I am?

D’you think I’'m made of iron?”

“I was thinkin’ of the mortgage,” said
Conway. *‘You kin make fifty dollars by
two-three days’ work—which is fifty
dollars more than you kin make by layin’
around here for two-three days. Why,
you usta work a month to make fifty dol-
lars or mebbe only forty.”

“Fifty dollars ain’t gonna make no
difference on that mortgage,” said
Cassidy.

“The hell it ain’t! Fifty dollars here,
fifty dollars there, it mounts up. We got
to git a lot of fifty dollarses jest to keep
up with the intefest on the mortgage.
Fifty dollars will buy us grub enough for
some weeks. And I was tryin’ to favor
you by givin’ you the chance to go and
find out about the mystery. If you ain’t
gonna go, why, you ain’t gonna go. I
reckon that settles it. I guess my laig has
healed up enough to let me fork a brone
for two-three days without gittin’ me any
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permanent and bad consequences. I'm
goin’ to ride and collect that fifty dollars
for us. And I'm kinda honin’ to find out
what that mystery is.”

“Is that so?” said Cassidy. “Youain’t
had no fifty dollars offered you. That
offer was made to me.”

“That’s all right. I reckon nobody
down there knows you. I'll go down and
tell this Robertson heir that my name is
Cassidy and that I want fifty dollars.”

“You danged old faker!” said Cassidy,
grinning. ‘““You’d probably get away with
it, too. But I ain’t gonna give you the
chance. Nope! Isurcain’t! Right now
T’ve got a good name. Gosh knows what
it would be after you got through usin’
it for a while. Besides, I'm younger'n
you and can stand the long ride better.
And I reckon I got more brains, too.
They’ll come in handy in workin’ on this
Robertson man’s mystery.”

“I'm sure grieved,” Conway replied,
inwardly grinning. “Here I was, all set
to break the monogamy of squattin’ alone
here on this danged ranch, and then you
go and change your mind. Yep, I'm sure
disappointed.”

“Like the devil you are!” Cassidy
snorted. “You don’t fool me none what-
ever! I wish to hell I had nerve enough
to call your danged bluff and let you take
this danged fool trip to that mine. But
I can’t take chances on your usin’ my
name like you said you was gonna.
Uh-uh! Nope! Not me! I can get the
name of Cassidy into enough trouble on
my own hook without lettin’ you horn in.”

CHAPTER 1I
THE MYSTERY OF M. ROBERTSON

T WAS fifty miles from the Plus One
ranch to the town of Reynolds, the
nearest point on the railroad. It was

an easy fifty miles compared to the re-
mainder of the journey, the fourteen
miles from Reynolds to the Oro Maiiana
Mine. Cassidy, having been warned,
changed his saddle at Reynolds to a fresh
borse. It was nearly sundown when he
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rode down the last long grade into the
little valley where Mike Robertson had
hopefully laid out the town that was to
have stolen the country seat honors from
Pinkerton City.

He saw the gaping mouth of the tunnel
at the base of a cliff. Strap iron rails, laid
on timbers, led from this to a stamp mill
and continued on from the far side of the
mill to the edge of a huge dump heap.
The mill was silent. Cassidy wondered
why. Finally he figured out that it must
be Sunday. His real interest, however,
was centered on the top of the cliff above
the tunnel. His imagination had been
stirred by Conway’s terse, casual mention
of having lain entrenched on the summit
with a Sharps .50-120-500 to pot Indians
at long range. Raiding Apaches, when
pursued by cavalry, had used the valley
as a highway to their mountain retreats
beyond.

Cassidy rode down through a grass
grown street, heading for a group of build-
ings below the stamp mill. On that
street two out of three structures that had
once housed various commercial enter-
prises were empty, deserted. The Silver
Moon Saloon had had most of the deco-
rated glass knocked out of its windows.
The silver moons evidently had presented
tempting targets to small boys from the
shelter of an alley mouth across the street.
Through an unglazed opening an expen-
sive bar and fixtures were visible. A
small padlock hung proudly on the front
door, from which the upper glass panels
had been broken. The wreckage of the
saloon was typical of the town.

A man stepped from a doorway and
started across the street. Cassidy, when
within a few yards, hailed him.

“Say, pardner, where can I find the
mine boss?”

“Up at the office, I s’pose.” A jerk of
his thumb indicated the direction. ‘“But
you're out of luck. They'’re firin’, not
hirin>.  You look like a cowboy, any-
way.”

“The hell I do,” grinned Cassidy. “But
I was lookin’ for directions, not descrip-
tions. Thanks!”



CASSIDY ROLLS ONE

He rode on.

Cassidy had followed instructions or,
perhaps, what might be called the orders
in the letter. He had not stopped to ask
any questions in Reynolds, beyond in-
quiring which road led to the Oro
Maidana. On the road he had met no one
until he reached the town. Therefore it
was a complete surprise for him to dis-
cover that the owner and manager of the
mine was a woman.

. ROBERTSON stood for Mary
Robertson. She was about
forty-eight or fifty years of age.

She was Mike Robertson’s half-sister.
He had willed the entire property of Oro
Mafiana to her. She had come West and
had attempted for some seven years to
operate the mine herself. Her first two
days at Oro Mafiana had been sufficient
to make her very unpopular.

Cassidy walked into the office. He saw
this woman, and his assumption was that
she was the owner’s wife.

“Is Mr. Robertson here?” he in-
quired.
“No. There is no Mr. Robertson. I

am Miss Robertson, the owner and
manager. Is there anything I can do for
you?”’

“Uh! Well— Thatis— I—"" Cassidy
was a bit confused.

“What’s your name?” she cut in.

“Who? Me? My name’s Cassidy.”

“Oh! I half suspected it. Take a
chair, please.”

Miss Robertson closed the office door.

“Of course you received my letter,” she
said; it was a statement, not a question.

“Yeh. Yes, ma’am, I sure did. I—
uh__”

“Naturally that is why you are here,”
she finished for him. ‘“Now, Mr. Cassidy,
I trust that you are not a drinking man.”

“Who? Me? Say ma’am, did you
write me and want me to ride clear over
here jest to inquire into my politics or my
private habits?”

Cassidy’s tone held a belligerent note.
He lost his embarrassment, for he already
felt quite a dislike for Miss Robertson.
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He grinned, however, and decided to
answer her question.

“No, ma’am, I ain’t exactly what you
might call a drinkin’ man. Not exactly.
You might put it that my motto is ‘down
with licker’.”

Her severe face cracked in a way that
Cassidy took to be meant for a friendly
smile. He coughed several times. He
had to cough to keep from laughing.

“My gosh! I thought my remark was
wide open,” he said to himself, “and she
missed it.” He coughed again.

“I am glad to hear that,” she said. “I
have been absolutely disgusted with the
average man I have met since coming
West. And none of these drinking men
seem to appreciate in the slightest my
earnest efforts to stop the iniquitous
traffic. I have done my best—"

A sigh. She momentarily and piously
looked at the ceiling.

“That’s sure too bad, ma’am,” said
Cassidy. “What was it you sent for me
to come over here and talk to you about?”

Cassidy’s main desire was to collect the
promised fifty dollars and return to the
Plus One ranch. He also felt that he
needed a drink of whisky. Two minutes
with Miss Robertson had served to make
him feel that way. Then he decided that
he was wrong; he needed two drinks. As
he put it, his ideas had been spattered
all over the place.

“M. Robertson? Huh! Gosh! I need
a flock of drinks. She’s surc awful wearin’
on a man’s nerves.”

I have been unable to keep the mine
running at anywhere near its capac-
ity,” she began again. “For years the
output has been so small that it has
barely sufficed to pay the cost of produc-
tion. And , the outgoing gold—small
though each shipment was—has been
stolen upon fourteen separate occasions.”
“How?” Cassidy inquired, beginning
to be interested.
“Why, the stage has been held up and
robbed.”
“Huh! Fourteen times, you say?”

“IN SPITE of my cfforts, Mr. Cassidy,
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“Fourteen times within two years,” she
elucidated.

“The h— 1 beg your pardon, ma’am.
How often do you ship?”’

“Once a month, formerly. Three of
these big shipments were stolen. But
there was too much bloodshed. Three
men were killed. Then I made the ship-
ments smaller—fortnightly. Right now
I am shipping about once a week. I never
ship twice in succession on the same day
of the week. My losses have been much
smaller.”

“But you’re still losing some. Do you
suspect any one?”’

“No. But nearly everybody seems to
be against me. I can’t—"’ she paused.

“You can’t understand why? Is that
it?”

“Yes, and I can’t understand why only
the occasional larger shipments are being
stolen.”

“Say, ma’am, ain’t the express com-
pany responsible for the gold?”

“The express company has discontinued
its service here.”

“How come? I sure can’t savvy that.”

“We disagreed. My principles could
not tolerate the company’s choice of
agents.”

“Uh! Well, ma’am, why don’t you hire
guards to protect the shipments?”

“That, Mr. Cassidy, is indeed a bright
idea; but I have tried it.”

“You have?”

“Surely. Any child would think of
doing that!”

“Didn’t it work?”

Cassidy digested her last remark. His
face began to turn crimson beneath the
tan. It grew quite red. He disliked Miss
Robertson more than ever.

“Yes and no,” she replied. “I once
tried the experiment of arming six of my
employees—six miners; large, strapping
men—and sending them as escort to my
biggest shipment of the year.”

“Yeah, and what happened?” Cassidy
was beginning to get interested.

“Two of them got shot. One was
badly wounded and the other man died.
These two were the only ones among the
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six who had the courage to attempt to
offer resistance when a lone masked man
held up the stage.”

“Miners ain’t gunmen,” said Cassidy,
authoritively. “Why don’t you hire some
real gun throwers?”

“I did,” she replied wearily. “I had to
discharge them.”

“Didn’t they protect your shipments?”

“They did, I must confess. But they
drank—"

“Is that why you fired ’em?”

“Indeed, yes! My principles are firm
and fixed. I would rather lose money
than retain on my payroll any man who
drinks!”

afford to have ’em,” said Cassidy.

“Now, me, I got a lotta principles—
but there’s a lot more that I can’t afford
to have. No foolin’, I can’t.”

Cassidy grinned cheerfully, a grin that
usually got a response. It did this time,
but the response was a heavy frown. For
a moment Miss Robertson eyed Cassidy
very, very doubtfully. He straightened
his face.

“How many bandits was there usually
in the gang that stuck up the stage?” he
inquired. “I mean after the one man
ruined your guards.”

“One,” she replied.

“Huh! Only one?”

“One seems to be sufficient,” she de-
clared tartly. “This one bandit is ruining
me. He has stolen the profits I had
counted on. He has put me heavily in
debt to the bank in Reynolds. There
seems to be a deliberate plot against me, a
plot to force me to give up the mine.”

“You don’t say? But I ain’t heard
nawthin’ about the payroll ever bein’
stole. Ain’t you ever been robbed of
that?”

“No. The stage has never been held up
when returning from Reynolds.”

“Gosh! That’s sure somethin’ for me
to think over,” said Cassidy. “And I
kinda understand that you ain’t runnin’
the mine at anywhere near its capacity.
How come?”

« PRINCIPLES is all right, if you can
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“Because I am unable to obtain a
sufficient number of miners to work for
me.”

“Maybe you don’t pay high enough
wages. There’s lotsa folks who lose out
because they’re short sighted that way.”

“I am not!” she snapped out. “I pay
good wages—better than any. But the
lure of the demon rum seems, unfortu-
nately, to be greater than anything else.
I discharge immediately any man who
touches liquor. I adhere firmly to my
principles. This mine would be a success,
I am certain, if my poor, deluded half-
brother Michael had not committed one
error.” She paused for breath.

“What was that mistake, ma’am.”

“He sold a plot of land to a rum seller,
who erected a saloon.”

“A saloon? Only one? Is it still
open?”
“Yes, unfortunately; but when I

arrived here there were eight vile saloons.
But seven of them were operating on
leased ground. My poor brother had
such high hopes for the future that he had
sold very few lots outright. Instead, he
erected buildings and leased them for
varying terms instead of selling them out-
right. He expected that the increased
value of the land at the end of the leases
would make him several times a million-
aire. The rentals were not high, for he
wanted to encourage business to come to
the town. His one idea was to make it
the largest town in the county.”

“Yeh, I heard about that,” said Cas-
sidy. “His idea was fine; but what was
wrong with it?”

“Difficulties of transportation. This
dream town of Michael’s was too far from
the railroad. It still is. Since my poor
brother passed away, the town has lost
three fourths—approximately—of its pop-
ulation.” : L

The office door opened suddenly, to
admit a girl. She was about nineteen or
twenty. One glance at her was sufficient
to make Cassidy’s jaw drop a full inch.
Open mouthed, he continued to stare at
her as he arose awkwardly to his feet.
Mechanically he rubbed one hand across
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his face. He wished that he had taken
the time to get a shave in Reynolds be-
fore riding over the mountain, for it had
taken him about one fifth of a second to
decide that she whs the most beautiful
girl he had ever seen.

“Oh, I’'m sorry, auntie; I didn’t know
that you were busy,” she apologized, after
glancing briefly at Cassidy.

“This is the Mr. Cassidy whom you
wanted me to send for,” Miss Robertson
answered. “Mr. Cassidy, this is my
niece, Ruth Robertson. She is my only
living relative.”

“Puh—pleased to meetcha, ma’am,”
Cassidy stammered. “I sure am,” he
added.

“I am glad that you came, Mr. Cas-
sidy,” said the girl, walking forward and
offering her hand.

“So’m I, ma’am,” Cassidy blurted out.

“Ruth, see if you can find Mr. Griggs.
Bring him here,” Miss Robertson ordered.
“Mr. Cassidy no doubt desires to hear
details of the robberies. The stage
driver—Mr. Griggs—" she explained,
glancing at Cassidy, “can give you the
details at first hand.”

The girl, with a farewell friendly smile
at Cassidy, had departed.

£ OW, LISTEN, ma’am,” said Cas-
sidy. “I ain’t never seen this
Mr. Griggs, the stage driver, but
from what you told me I've been wonder-
ln’__”

“About what?”

“About how come that the bandit allus
knows so pat when a big shipment is on
the stage. I ain’t suspectin’ this Mr.
Griggs of anything, you understand. I
was jest wonderin’, tha’s all.”

“To suspect Mr. Griggs is simply
ridiculous,” she said scoffingly.

“How long has he been drivin’ for
you?”

“Nearly three years. He is a reliable
driver, that’s all. After the first robbery,
he explained to me that he had taken a
job to drive a stage, not to fight bandits.
He said that if he had attempted resist~
ance he would have been killed. He like-
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wise frankly informed me that if I desired
a gun fighting stage driver he did not fill
the bill at all.”

“Yeh,” Cassidy agreed, “I’ve noticed
that stage drivers who don’t try to fight
robbers is the kind that lives longest.
It’s sure suicide, most o’ the time, to try
to make a gunplay when the other man
has the drop. But how does this bandit
know when a big shipment is on the
stage? I'm jest comin’ back, ma’am, to
what I was wonderin’ about.”

“I must confess that that is a mystery,”
she replied. “I once discharged Mr.
Griggs, because I thought I detected the
rank, vile odor of liquor on his breath. I
replaced him with a man who carried
what is known as a sawed off shotgun on
the seat beside him as part of his driving
equipment. This man was shot and
killed on his first trip out with a gold ship-
ment. He was the third man to be
killed.”

“Huh!” Cassidy grunted. “Maybe
Griggs was mad at bein’ fired. Maybe
Griggs went out and dry gulched this
hombre.”

“Now, Mr. Cassidy, you must not leap
at impossible theories. When the new
driver was killed, Mr. Griggs was right
here in town. In fact, at the approximate
hour that the stage was held up, Mr.

. Griggs was right here in the office ex-
‘ plaining to me that he did not drink
liquor.”

“I thought you said you fired him be-
cause you smelled it on his breath.”

“I merely thought I did. Mr. Griggs
explained very satisfactorily. He is
afflicted at times with severe indigestion.
For this he partakes of a certain remedy—
a tablespoon before and after meals. He
showed me the bottlee. He had been
taking the medicine, according to the
printed directions, for years. He in-
formed me that this remedy, much as he
disliked the taste and smell of it, was all
that enabled him to eat and digest regu-
lar meals. This remedy is a brownish
amber fluid that smells deceivingly like
whisky. Why, he has to carry the bottle
with him on the stage, for fear he will be
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taken unexpectedly with an attack of
indigestion.”
“Uh! Isee.” Cassidy strangled a grin.

HEN Mr. Griggs was ushered in

by the girl, Cassidy took one

searching look and almost
laughed aloud. Mr. Griggs had a nose
that was a combination of a beak and a
bulb. It was a beautiful blue red—a
gleaming jewel, set in a bold, but foxy,
furtive face. His eyes were shrewd, but
slightly watery, washed out, pale blue
eyes, flanked by a myriad of squint
wrinkles. The expression of his eyes was
totally blank. Cassidy got an impression
of shrewdness from the angle of the
partly closed lids. : :

Mr. Griggs was perhaps fifty years of
age. Aside from his nose, the rest of his
face was the color and texture of russet
saddle leather. It was smooth; there
were no wrinkles in it except around the
eyes. His mouth was a colorless straight
slit. His hair was gray. His face was
clean shaven. Cassidy felt that Mr.
Griggs was a character who would bear
watching. In fact, Cassidy’s suspicions
had been aroused before he had even seen
the stage driver.

Miss Robertson introduced the two
men. Griggs shook hands firmly. His
face relaxed, just a slight muscle move-
ment, accompanied by a momentary
gleam in the pale eyes. It took a big
stretch of imagination to say that Mr.
Griggs smiled.

“Perhaps you have heard of Mr. Cas-
sidy,” Miss Robertson said to Griggs.
“He is the man who cleaned up the cattle
thieves in Los Alamos Valley.”

Miss Robertson was standing slightly
behind Cassidy’s right shoulder. Cassidy
winced and had to restrain his right foot
from going sidewise and backward and
making a violent contact with one of Miss
Robertson’s shins.

“For cripes’ sake, woman, shut up!”’
Cassidy did not say the words aloud; he
only thought them.

“Yes,” she continued, “Mr. Cassidy
has come over here to see what he can do



CASSIDY ROLLS ONE

toward stopping the losses of our ship-
ments.”

“Yeh?” said Griggs, looking at Cassidy
again.

Cassidy groaned to,. himself.

“Dang her!” he thought. “She’s
spoilin’ my chances of doin’ any good
a-tall!”

“Naw, I didn’t!” Cassidy denied in a
disgusted tone. “I come over here be-
cause I was promised fifty dollars for
comin’. That’s why I come. I ain’t no
detective or nawthin’ like that. I wanted
the fifty dollars, tha’s all.”

“Yes,” Ruth Robertson chimed in,
“that was to be regarded as a sort of con-
sultation fee. You ought to pay it to him
now, auntie.” The girl had seen the
frown on her aunt’s face and had hastened
to speak.

“Very well”” Miss Robertson’s tone
was icy; she threw a reproving glance at
her niece for speaking out of turn. “I
shall pay the fifty dollars. Perhaps it is
best to let that end the episode. Mr. Cas-
sidy does not seem to be in sympathy—"

“But he is,” the girl interrupted. “I
can see that he is. Aren’t you, Mr. Cas-
sidy?” Her smile was disarming—and
almost pleading.

“Well—uh—I reckon you put it jest
about right,” he replied. “I’ll sure do
what I can.” Cassidy had not intended
to say anything of the kind, but he had
made the mistake of looking directly at
the girl. “Uh, course, you understand
that I ain’t guaranteein’ nawthin—”

“Of course,” Miss Robertson agreed.

Her tone was queer. She had framed
an acidulous retort, but had restrained it.
She glanced in turn at Cassidy, her niece
and Griggs.

“And,” the girl went on, “I think the
right thing to do is to let Mr. Griggs tell
his experiences to Mr. Cassidy. Now,
you two men go out and have a talk.
Both of you can come back in about an
hour to our house and have supper with
us. Then we can all go to church to-
gether.”

“Yes, that will be fine,” said Miss
Robertson.
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She did not look as if she altogether
approved of this program, but her niece
had taken things out of her hands. The
girl had a way with her. In fact she led
the way across the room.

RIGGS and Cassidy started for the
door. They stopped midway as
from outside came a hail—

“Hello, folks!”

“Oh, that’s Mr.
Robertson exclaimed.

She hastened ahead of her niece and
opened the door, to reveal a man on horse-
back a few yards away. He wore a black
frock coat, a boiled shirt, corduroy pants
and fancy riding boots. His hat was in
his hand; he had a full moon face and a
partially bald head.

“Hello, folks,” the horseman repeated.

Mr. Griggs nodded distantly and
scuttled past him. Cassidy followed Mr.
Griggs, taking his time, however, and
sizing up the newcomer. About one
hundred feet down the road Cassidy
caught-up with Griggs.

“Who’s that hombre?” Cassidy in-
quired in a hoarse whisper.

“Him? Oh, that’s Sheriff Whiting.
He’s come a-courtin’.”

“Courtin’? Who?”

“Danged if I know,” said Griggs. “He
rides over along about supper time every
Sunday night. He sure comes jest in
time to horn in on supper. Then he goes
to church with the women, a-smirkin’
jest like he’d curl up his toes if he ever
missed a chance to go to church.”

“I see,” Cassidy nodded. “I take it
that the sheriff don’t set well on your
indigestion.”

“You’re danged right he don’t!” Mr.
Griggs snapped out vindictively. “I
don’t dare to tell all I suspect about that
fat faced, grinnin’ old fool. Naw! I sure
don’t!” Mr. Griggs scowled fiercely and
quickened his pace, as if to get away
from poisoned atmosphere. “And,” he
grumbled, “Miss Ruth means well, but
she ain’t got better sense than to invite
me to set through supper with him. He’ll
give me a bellyache. That’s what Miss

Whiting!” Miss
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Robertson don’t call it; she says it’s indi-
gestion.”

By this time Mr. Griggs had led the
way around a corner. Cassidy grinned as
Mr. Griggs stopped in order to get his
second wind on his oration of hate.

“Why, he—"" Griggs began.

“Yeh,” Cassidy hastencd to interrupt.
“T know how you feel. I feel awful bad
myself.”

He caught Mr. Griggs by the arm,
reached around and patted his coat tails.
Tunk! Cassidy slapped a flask that was
in one of Griggs’ hip pockets.

“Fish it out,” said Cassidy. “I'm jest
about ready to double up with an attack
of this here, now, indigestion.”

Mr. Griggs momentarily glared. But
Cassidy’s knowing grin melted the glare.
Mr. Griggs smiled sheepishly. He looked
cautiously around.

“Not here,” he advised. ‘“Somebody’ll
tell it to the boss. This is an awful snoopy
town. Besides,” he added, “it’s only a
remedy for indigestion. Sure shootin’, it
is! I can prove it by the boss, herself.
Yep! She sure suspected me, but I proved
my case, you might say.”” Griggs led the
way into an alley. No one was in sight,
so he brought out the bottle, which bore a
patent medicine label. “You're the
Jjasper they call Slivers Cassidy, ain’t-
cha?” Griggs inquired.

“Yeh, they call me that.” Cassidy
sniffed at the open bottle, then gurgled
freely and confidently.

“Woof! That’s sure the pure quill in
bellyache medicine,” he said. “A bit
over a hundred proof and maybe five-six
years old.”

“You’re an ecxpert,” said Griggs.
“You’re so danged much of an expert
that this pint ain’t gonna get us nowhere.
I can see that. We’ve only got an hour,
too, before we’re due to accept that invite
to cat with the women folks.”

“An hour is plenty,” said Cassidy. “I
wanta have a talk with you.”

Griggs again led the way, continuing
down the alley to the back door of a
saloon. He stopped and looked both
ways, up and down the alley.
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“I generally don’t take chances on
goin’ in here before it gets so dark that
nobody can see me,” he explained. *‘I’'m
riskin” my job if anybody sees me—you
betcha! But I kin see that you're all
right. I gotta have that bottle refilled
after trustin’ you with it for that one
drink you took.”

CHAPTER III

THE DRINKING HOUR IN ORO MANANA

ROM the brief history of things that

he had heard from Miss Robertson,

Cassidy suspected that Mr. Griggs
had much to do with the robberies of the
gold shipments. To be sure, that lady
had provided an absolute alibi for Mr.
Griggs for the killing of the stage driver
who had taken over the reins during the
brief period when Griggs had been sus-
pected of being a drinking man. Cassidy
had one large suspicion that one of
Griggs’ accomplices had shot the new
driver in order to open the way for
Griggs to squat again on the job. Cas-
sidy’s first hope had been that he would
be able to sift around, his identity un-
known, and gather information in his own
peculiar ways. But Miss Robertson had
spoiled that idca, and the only reason he
was sticking around, instead of heading
back for the ranch, was because of
Ruth Robertson’s sweet personality and
ways.

He and Griggs seated themselves at a
table. A bartender came in to take their
orders.

“Business sure is slow,” said Griggs,
after the bartender had gone again. “I
betcha there ain’t a customer out in front.
There won’t be none till it gets dark—and
then they’ll be in here, at that, *stead of
out in front.”

As Mr. Griggs finished speaking, the
back door opened to admit a customer,
obviously a miner. At that moment the
bartender returned with a tray upon
which reposed two glasses of Bourbon,
which were for Cassidy and Griggs.

“Hello, Frank,” said the newcomer,



CASSIDY ROLLS ONE

fetching up alongside a table and begin-
ning to pull empty pint bottles from
various pockets. *I got six here that I
want filled.”

“That’s the way it is,” said Mr. Griggs.
“All public sociability is gone. Every-
body is afraid of losing his job. And I
betcha there’s more bulk of licker bein’
drunk in private, you might say, than
there cever was slid across the eight bars
that used to be wide open here in town.”

“That so?” Cassidy remarked.

“You betcha! These here per capital
statistics is sumpin’ you can’t get away
from. The town’s shrunk, she’s shrunk
like hell, and what I meant by a bigger
bulk of licker is more per capital, per
person, of what is left of the town.
Why,” Mr. Griggs continued earnestly,
“the drinkin’ of licker has come to be
nawthin’ more or less than a sportin’
proposition. A man will h’ist every drink
he takes and say, ‘Herc’s to my job!” He
never knows when he’s gonna lose it.
With due respect to my boss, yunder-
stand, she ain’t got sense enough to come
out of a blizzard when she ain’t dressed
proper for it. But her nicce—now there’s
a girl with sense. You betcha! Every-
body likes Miss Ruth. If the old dame
would kick the bucket, I betcha that
Miss Ruth would be able to carry out old
Mike’s idee of makin’ this the biggest
town in the county. She sure could do it.
You betcha! Why, if it wasn’t for her,
T'd tell Miss Robertson jest where to go.
T’d sure quit the job. But Miss Ruth has
an interest in things. She needs a reliable
stage driver like me. That’s why I'm
stickin’ on the job.”

“Yeh?" said Cassidy. “I’m takin’ your
word for it that you're so danged rcli-
able.” A grin, slightly forced. “As you
know, 1 was called over here because of
the robberies. 1 sure agrce with you on
certain remarks.  You're the lad who’s
been stuck up alla time by this bandit.”
Cassidy figuratively had his tongue in his
check. “I wish you’d tell me who you
suspect.” ,

“Huh! I suspect Sheriff Whiting!”
Griggs snapped out.
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“That’s a nice, solid suspicion,” Cas-
sidy agreed. *‘Now I wish you'd tell me
jest exactly why you suspect him.”

*“Oh, hell!”” said Mr. Griggs. I oughta
knowed you’d ast me danged fool ques-
tions that I can’t answer. I reckon the
main reason, besides the fact that I don’t
like him, is that he has the complete
confidence of Miss Robertson. He
breezes over every Sunday night, and
sometimes in the middle of the week—
and she tells him everything. Yep! She
even tells him when she’s gonna ship.
Mebbe half a dozen times Whiting has
rid over and made hisself a personal guard
for the gold. He ambles along on his
brone a couple hundred yards behind the
stage all the way to Reynolds. And
there ain’t been no holdup any time that
the sheriff hisself is along. Figger it out

for yourself.”
13
I drink,” said Cassidy. “Miss Rob-
ertson oughta hire the sheriff for a
guard.”

“She oughta hire me to shoot him,”
retorted Mr. Griggs. “One of these days
I’'m gonna do it free for nawthin’. I
figger that shootin’ the sheriff will stop
these robberies that’s been takin’ place
right along. One good man kin stop ’em.
You kin do it, easy; providin’,” he added,
“that Miss Robertson don’t find out that
you h’ist a drink once in a while. Why,
she’s so what you might call rabid on the
subject that she’d rather fire a drinkin’
man pronto from the job than let him go
ahcad and plunk a bullet into the bandit.
Belicve me or not, that’s jest the situa-
tion. I'd like to do it myself, but I ain't
no gunman. I ain’t no good at shootin’.
I know I ain’t. I never try any funny
stufl with this bandit, which the same is
the reason I'm alive today.”

“What makes you think that the
sheriff is the bandit?” Cassidy in-
quired. “Does he fit the description in
any way?”

“Well, he’s got two laigs, two arms,
one haid and can stand erect on his two
feet,” Griggs replied seriously. “I can't

FIGGER we oughta have another
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guess at this bandit’s shape or weight,
’cause he allus wears a long black slicker
that covers him plumb down to his feet.
Why, he don’t even wear a hat that I can
identify. He wears half a flour sack over
his haid. There’s two big eyeholes cut
in the sack. I can’t prove that he’s the
sheriff; I jest think he is on general prin-
ciples.”

“Uh-huh!” Cassidy nodded thought-
fully. “Fish out that bottle of bellyache
medicine and fill up my glass. It’s better
stuff than this bar whisky.”

“Yeh, it sure is,” said Mr. Griggs in
a pleased tone. “I allus gets it filled in
Reynolds.” He listened momentarily.
“A customer out in front,” he announced.
“This hombre, whoever he is, is due to
lose his job. Right now, Miss Ruth is
probably cookin’ supper. And right now,
I betcha, Miss Robertson is snoopin’ out
in the street in front to see who goes in or
comes out the front door. The passenger
traffic on the stage line is a payin’ propo-
sition, thanks to this same snoopin’. An
agency up in Trinidad keeps siftin’ ’em
down here, keeps sendin’ good miners
down. They’re willin’ to come, on
account of the good wages offered. O’
course they’re all told that they mustn’t
drink. But most of ’em does. That’s
what keeps the outgoin’ traffic so brisk.”
He broke off his speech as anotherman
entered the rear door.

“Hello, Griggs,” said the newcomer.
“Be careful. She’s out in front. I just
peeked around the corner and verified m
suspicions.” :

The door through which the bartender
entered the rear room opened directly into
the space behind the bar. A person in
the main barroom could not enter the rear
room unless he first climbed over the bar
in order to get to the connecting door.
The bartender came into the back room
and touched a match to the wick of the
hanging lamp.

“Fill her up, Frank,” said the new-
comer, holding out a quart bottle. “And
she’s out in the street, as usual. I just
saw her.”

The bartender nonchalantly departed
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through the door, carrying the bottle held
low, well below the level of the top of the
bar as he entered the front room. He
stooped and filled the bottle from a
spigot in a barrel beneath the bar. He
returned to the rear room, the bottle
dangling in the hand at the level of his
knees.

“Chalk it up till next payday,” said
the customer, tucking the bottle in the
front of his shirt and then departing into
the alley. It now was nearly dark.

“Sure, Mac,” had been the bartender’s
reply to the request for credit.

The bartender returned to the front
room to attend to the wants of the miner
who was due to lose his job the next day.

“NOW THERE went a fine hypo-

crite,” said Griggs, nodding toward

the alley door. “That’s Mac-
Donald, the mine foreman. He’s the town
marshal, too, I betcha he jest got back
sometime late this afternoon.”

“Back? From where?” Cassidy in-
quired.

“From Reynolds. He owns the fastest
mountain climbing hoss in these parts.
He goes to Reynolds every Saturday
night. He likes to put his foot on the rail
and drink sociable. He gets hootin’ drunk
every Saturday night and comes back
here every Sunday in time to go to
church. Sometimes he slips away from
here in the middle of the week. That
hoss of his can make Reynolds in less than
two hours. That hoss is a wonder. Any
other hoss would get stove up, the way
Mac rides him fast downhill. Mac can go
to Reynolds, get half drunk by keepin’ his
foot on the rail for a coupla hours, and be
back here by midnight. He does it right
along. He’s slick, that man, the way he
keeps foolin” Miss Robertson inta thinkin’
he’s a teetotaler.”

“Huh!” Cassidy grunted thoughtfully.
“It’s a wonder to me that Miss Robertson
doesn’t get an idea about watchin’ the
alley door here, instead of wastin’ her
time in front.”

“Aw, teetotalers never ketch on to
what’s goin’ on behind their backs.
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They’re kinda blind. All they kin see is
their own long noses right in front of ’em.
Besides, that alley is awful dark at night.
Most of the back room trade takes place
after dark. She gits enough results, any-
way, by watchin’ the front. She sorta
prides herself that she’s dried up the town.
Ha—ha!”

Mr. Griggs leaned across the table. He
took Cassidy’s empty glass, placed it be-
side his own empty one, and proceeded to
make an equal division of his indigestion
remedy.

“Fill her up, Frank,” he ordered, hold-
ing up the empty flask when the bar-
tender again appeared.

CHAPTER 1V

FIRST NIGHT

SSIDY and Griggs went over to

Miss Robertson’s home. They

arrived just in time for supper.
During the meal—much to Cassidy’s
utter disgust—Miss Robertson confided
to the sheriff that she had hired Cassidy
to investigate the robberies.

“That’s a good idea, ma’am,” said the
sheriff. He turned to Cassidy. “I don’t
know what luck you’ll have in catching
the bandit,” he said, “but I'm certain that
you can stop the robberies by following
the stage on horseback. Stay two or three
hundred yards behind the stage all the
way to Reynolds. I did that same thing
several times, and the bandit never
showed up. I been tellin’ Miss Robertson
that she ought to send a. man along that
way whenever she sends out a shipment.
I’'m busy most of the time and can’t come
over personally to do it. I sent my chief
deputy over—once—to be a guard, but—"

“Once was more than sufficient,” Miss
Robertson cut in icily. ‘“He patronized
the saloon, after returning here on his way
back to Pinkerton City. I can not under-
stand, Mr. Whiting, how a man of your
high principles can tolerate an underling
who drinks.” >

“Well, Miss Robertson,” the sheriff ex-
plaired, “as I told you before, he’s a good
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man in his line. And there’s the political
angle to it, too; I can’t afford to antago-
nize his friends.” -

“You should be fearless; you should be
above that sort of petty toadying!” she
declared. “You should summarily dis-
charge that man in the same manner you
discharged the other deputy who spent
nearly an hour in the saloon before at-
tempting to ride out of town behind the
stage.”

“Yeh,-I fired him to oblige you,” said
the sheriff, “but if you hadn’t stopped
him and scorched him with a sermon and
ordered him to return to Pinkerton in-
stead of lettin’ him guard the stage that
trip you'd have saved yourself a lot of
money.”

“That is my affair,” said Miss Robert-
son frigidly. “To be sure, the stage was
held up that day and I lost a ten pound
ingot, but I had the satisfaction of know-
ing that I had adhered to my rule of never
employing in any capacity a man who
drinks.”

Metaphorically, Cassidy’s ears were
flapping. He could scarcely believe them.
In a dazed sort of way he looked around
the table. Miss Robertson was frowning;
her eyes blazed with a queer glow. Cas-
sidy tried to think of a word to describe
it. Fanatical was the right word, but
it was not in Cassidy’s vocabulary. He
decided that she was as crazy as hell, and
let it go at that.

He looked at Sheriff Whiting, who was
staring fatuously at Ruth Robertson.
The girl kept her gaze lowered to the
victuals on her plate.

“He’s sure come a-courtin’,” Cassidy
said to himself. “And it ain’t the old
dame he’s got his eye on, either. A blind
man could see that.”

From across the table Griggs finally
caught Cassidy’s eye. Mr. Griggs allowed
one eyelid to flutter; beyond that he kept
a poker face. Cassidy followed this lead,
but it took a great effort. He choked and
coughed as he grew aware that Miss
Robertson had turned to him. He had to
cough in order to strangle a grin at the
idea that Griggs had been in doubt, even
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for a moment, as to which of the two
women the sheriff was obsequiously try-
ing to impress. And it was equally
obvious that the spinster mine owner
blandly attributed to herself the reason
for the sheriff’s weekly visits.

end of the meal and herded her

niece and the three male guests
off to church. Cassidy had noted that
the church was by far the largést struc-
ture in the town. Mike Robertson, doing
things with a broad hand, had paid for
that church. Cassidy learned later that
Mike had spent $62,000 on the structure.
It was part of his dream to make Oro
Maiiana the largest town in the county.

But Mike had made hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars out of the mine. He had
once employed over six hundred men,
whereas now there were only sixty-six
employees on Miss Robertson’s payroll.
Mike had not lost a cent through bandits
or high graders among his employees. He
had hired guards who were efficient in
their line. They had to be efficient in
order to keep their jobs. Mike had not
troubled himself about the liquor prob-
lem. As far as Mike had been concerned
there was no problem. He had not at-
tempted to change the accepted order of
things. He had believed that a certain
amount of liquor had its place. In fact,
he regularly and personally had placed
a lot of liquor where he felt it belonged.

Mike had taken a great pride in the
erection of the big church. It was by far
the largest church in the Territory. He
had imported a minister from the East
and had placed him on the mine payroll.
As Mike had said—

“That preacher is worth the money;
he sure can tear the lid off hell.”

Miss Robertson unconsciously agreed
with this, but not in those exact words.
Anyway, she was still continuing to pay
the minister’s salary.

At its height, just before Mike’s death,
the population of the town had reached
the seventeen hundred mark. Mike’s
attitude had been:

MISS ROBERTSON hastened the
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“There’s your church. She’s the big-
gest, slickest church in the Territory.
You can take it or leave it!”

And it had been not at all unusual for
the church to be filled to its capacity ot
eight hundred seats.

When Mike Robertson’s half-sister ar-
rived to take charge of things she had
been shocked at what she termed the
moral looseness of the town. Within a
few days she had started certain reforms.
A yecar later the town’s population had
dwindled to less than one thousand.
Church attendance had fallen off even a
greater percentage. She had undertaken
a personal house to house canvass, accom-
panied by the minister, in an attempt to
keep the church filled. The result of this
earnest campaign had been discouraging,
to say the least. She succeeded only in
proving that the town contained scores
of people who did not like her and who
cheerfully lied to her.

The Sunday night before the canvass
there had been about two hundred and
fifty people in the church. She, during
the week, had obtained pledges and prom-
ises that seemed to guarantee the presence
of at least seven hundred the following
Sunday evening. She had been astounded,
baffled and very much hurt upon quietly
counting a congregation that numbered
exactly ninety-eight. She had wanted to
go on the warpath, but the minister had
stopped her. He had tactfully pointed
out that people did not like to have re-
ligion forced upon them, that they
resented it.

She had finally taken his advice and
during the years that followed had left
church affairs entirely in the hands of the
minister. The people liked him. He was
a student of psychology as well as relig-
ion. He did not pry. He attended
strictly to his own business. He made
everybody feel that he was a friend in
need; he was ever ready with solace,
sympathy or advice. The same people
who swore at Miss Robertson swore by
the minister.

+ It took him years to undo the harm
that Miss Robertson had done. Miss
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Robertson had been a member of a cer-
tain church in the East. She had been
very narrow minded. She still was—
about most things.

Upon first coming to Oro Maiiana, the
minister had dropped his sectarianism.
Mike Robertson had very much ap-
proved of this. A chaste little sign, in
letters of white on a black board, at one
side of the front door of the church still
bore the words “The House of God™.

Cassidy, attending church for the first
time in years, was rather surprised to see
Frank, the owner of the only saloon in
the town. The congregation numbered
nearly three hundred. This was a large
compliment to the minister’s popularity,
for the town, now, including men, women
and children, mustered less than four
hundred and fifty souls.

FTER the services Cassidy decided
to accept the stage-driver’s invi-
tation to bunk in his cabin. The

sheriff had, as usual, taken a room at
what was called the hotel. It had been a
hotel once, but was now only a building
containing furnished but vacant rooms.
The sheriff had obtained the key from
Miss Robertson and helped himself to a
room.

Cassidy was offered his choice of a
room at the hotel, but he chose to bunk
with Griggs. He had almost dismissed
Griggs as a suspect or as a suspected
accomplice in the robberies. There were
several reasons for Cassidy’s choosing the
stage driver as his host. Griggs was
willing to be both convivial and garrulous.
Cassidy did not like the sheriff. Griggs’
suspicion that the sheriff was the bandit
sounded interesting as well as plausible.
Cassidy wanted to hear more on the
subject.

“Tell you what,” said Griggs, after
they had left the sheriff and the Robert-
sons. “I’ll go down to Frank’s and get a
quart.”

“That’s half an idea,” said Cassidy.
“The other half is that I go with you and
get a quart too.”

“Aw, we won’t need two quarts,” Griggs
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replied in a tone that was only politely or
tentatively argumentative.

“Do you feel sleepy or tired?”” Cassidy
inquired.

“Nope! Neither one. I feel good.”

“Then how do you know we won't
need two quarts?”

Griggs chuckled and led the way.

“I sure took a shine to you, Cassidy.”
Griggs confided as they turned down the
dark alley. “I sure have. I like a man
with brains. Now, that two quart idea
of yours shows that you have brains.”

“Aw, that wasn’t brains. It was the
result of experience. I was afraid that
we might run short and that this Frank
might close his place early.”

“Well, he don’t close too early,’
Griggs.

Then they arrived at the back door of
the saloon.

A few minutes later, as they were going
out of the saloon, they met the sheriff
going in. The sheriff grinned at them.

Cassidy laughed as he and Griggs
started down the alley.

“What’s the joke?” Griggs inquired.

“Nawthin’ much. I was wonderin’ if
Miss Robertson knows that the sheriff
sneaks down to Frank’s.”

“No! He’s a coffee bean chewer!”
Griggs said this as if it were the worst
insult he could hand a man. Cassidy
grinned at Griggs’ tone.

Q- LITTLE later they were in Griggs’

9

said

cabin. The kerosene lamp was

lighted. Cassidy seated himself on
a wooden bench alongside the uncovered
wooden table and was rolling a cigaret
while Griggs ransacked his cupboard in
an endeavor to find a second glass.

“I mostly nips straight from the
bottle,” he explained, “but it’s kind of
more refined to use glasses when vou
have company.”

e found another large heavy glass
tumbler and proceeded to wipe the dust
from it with a very dirty towel. He sat
down and poured two liberal hookers.

“Yep,” he continued, “I can see that
you got a lot of brains and a lot of imag-
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ination, Cassidy. But I can see that
your imagination has had an awful strain
put on it lately. You can’t fool me.”
He raised his tumbler. “Here’s to the
good of your imagination!” was his
toast.

They drank.

Cassidy failed to get his drift. Bluntly
he asked for an explanation.

“There’s been fourteen holdups,” Griggs
went on. ‘“One man stagin’ fourteen
holdups and gettin’ away clean with
them is what’s botherin’ your imagina-

! tion, ain’t it?”

“Somethin’ like that,” Cassidy agreed.

“Sounds fishy as hell, don’t it?”’ Griggs
pursued.

“You said it.”

“And you’re doin’ a lot of wonderin’?”’

Cassidy grinned, for Griggs had just
about read his mind.

“Im ’way ahead of you, Griggs.
What’s the answer?”

“A fool woman!” A scowl. “I reckon
you’ve figgered for yourself, already,
that she’s got a whole troupe of trained
bats in her belfry. Just combine that
with the fact that she’s got milk in her
veins and you have the answer.”

“Have I?” said Cassidy. ‘“You say I
have—but she ain’t complete.”

“Huh! Meanin’ Miss Robertson’s set
of brains?”’

“I didn’t mean it that way. I meant
the answer.”

“Oh! Well, I reckon the rest of it can
be supplied by sayin’ that she figgers one
drop of anybody’s blood is worth more
than a ton of gold. She sure does. Why,
when she sent six miners along as a guard
she figgered ’em only as a big bluff that
this bandit wouldn’t call. Two of these
miners got plugged, which made the boss
feel so sick that she stayed in bed for a
week. She blamed herself,accordin’ to her
own figgerin’. She’s still payin’ to the
family of the miner that got killed the
wages he would still be makin’ regularly
if she hadn’t sent him along as part of the
escort. She’s got a heart in her, at that.
But she ain’t got any sense. She hates
blood more than she hates licker.”
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“How come?” Cassidy inquired. “How
come that she owes money to the bank
in Reynolds?”

“Because of what I just said about her
not havin’ any sense. She’s borrowed
money a few times in order to have
enough ready cash to meet the payroll.
Every time she’s borrowed money she’s
started to economize on the mine’s runnin’
expenses. She’s got just one idea of how
to do it, and that’s to cut down the size
of the payroll. She up and fires a few
more miners.”

“Sounds to me,” said Cassidy, “as
though that ain’t exactly the right way
to do it, pervidin’, of course, that the
mine ain’t peterin’ out.”

“She’s petered some, but if they was
two-three hundred miners workin’, instead
of maybe sixty or so, the mine would be
payin’ a handsome profit. The boss
could afford to lose a shipment now and
then. She’d still be able to put money in
the bank. With due respect to the boss,
y’understand, she’s crazier than a bedbug
out in the rain. You can’t talk to her—
that is, you can’t advise her. She knows
it all. If you ask her, she’ll admit that
she knows it all. So there you are!”

“Uh-huh! Ikinda got an idea that way
at supper time,” said Cassidy slowly and
thoughtfully. “She has the effect of
kinda mixin’ a fella’s ideas into a stale
hash. That proposition of hers, offerin’
fifty dollars a week to me for a few weeks,
and a thousand dollars reward if I ketch
the bandit alive for her—and a ten per
cent. cut, in addition, of any gold I can
recover from the bandit’s lair . . .”

A pause, during which Cassidy care-
fully poured out two drinks of whisky.
Griggs said nothing. He concentrated on
watching the pouring.

a2 ELL, what did you think of the
proposition?” Cassidy finally
inquired.

“The fifty dollars a week is fine,”
Griggs replied. “You’ll get that. But
you should have watched the sheriff’s
face while she was making the proposi-

tion. He had a ‘funny look. He has a
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funny look that is natural to him, but it
kind of changed for a few seconds. I
can’t swear to it, but I got the idea that
his face slipped for a moment into what
you might call a sneer.”

“Thasso? Gosh, I was watchin’ Miss
Robertson’s face. She’s got a funny look,
too. I didn’t squint at the sheriff until
she ast his advice about the proposition
she made to me.”

“You should have watched Whiting.
That ten per cent. cut is, I got an idea,
what made him sneer. Sure, he told her
to go ahead and hire you. He told her
that she couldn’t do better. That pleased
her a heap. But all you’ll get out of it is
the fifty dollars a week—for a few weeks.
That’s awful big wages for what you’ll
be able to do.”

“Thasso?”” Cassidy grinned. “What
makes you think that the offer of a ten
per cent. cut is what made Whiting
sneer?”’

“Hah!” exclaimed Griggs mysteriously.
“Maybe he didn’t sneer, but I'm bettin’
he did. The boss is crazier than a tick
when it comes to havin’ common sense.
With due respect to her, y’understand.
I ain’t a man who’d say anything against
his boss.”

“Yeh,” grinned Cassidy, “I mnoticed
that was one of your virtues.”

“Naw, it ain’t!” said Griggs. “I ain’t
gotno virtues. Idon’twantany. They’re
handicaps, that’s what they are. They’re
as bad as principles. Now take the
boss—"’

“You take her,” Cassidy interjected
quickly, grinning. “I sure don’t want
her.”

“G’wan! What I meant was that you
can hold her up as an example of what
too many principles—firm and fixed, like
she says—can do to you. She ain’t got
more sense than to try to economize by
cutting the payroll. In a couple of years,
the bank in Reynolds will own the mine.
Even if the robber gets ketched, she won’t
have any chance of payin’ off the mort-
gage, not while her principles keep her
from runnin’ the mine the way it ought
to be run.” Griggs reached for a bottle
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and poured liberally. ‘“Now, you or me,
we’d run that mine with no regard for
principles.”

“You betcha!” Cassidy agreed, raising
his glass. “Here’s to principles!”

“To hell with principles!” said Griggs.
“They ain’t right! They sure ain’t, the
way the boss treats them. Them prin-
ciples of her aunt’s is goin’ to make a
pauper out of Miss Ruth. I ask you, is
that right?”

“It sure ain’t!” said Cassidy.

“She’s the finest, sweetest 1i’l gal in the
country,” Griggs continued. ““Ain’t she?”

“She sure is!”

“Say, can’t I get an argument out of
you?”

“Nope! You sure can’t!
any of them lines.”

“In that case,” said Griggs, “we
might’s well have another drink and then
go to bed. I’ve had a hard day. Sunday
is always a hard day for me.”

“Why, I didn’t know that the stage
ran on Sunday.”

“It don’t. But I have to take supper
at the house every Sunday and listen to
her principles. That’s what makes it a
hard day.”

Not along

€6,

CHAPTER V

THE JAIL

RIGGS started snoring within two
minutes after he piled into his

bunk. But Cassidy lay awake,
trying to think. The whole situation
seemed almost preposterous, to him.
Cassidy did not by any means possess a
single track mind but, at best, his mental
processes and reactions were elemental.
If there were only one bandit it would
take only one bullet to stop the banditing.
And Miss Robertson’s abhorrence of
blood being spilled contributed largely to
the bandit’s being still unharmed and at
large.

This bandit, Cassidy decided, could not
be a hermit living up in the mountains.
He was some one living right there in Oro
Maifiana. Cassidy reluctantly discarded
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the theory that Griggs had been robbing
himself. It was a fine theory, but it shat-
tered against the fact that there were
many witnesses who had seen the bandit
in action. Griggs was in the clear.

But was he? The bandit had an un-
canny knowledge of when a big gold ship-
ment was going out. Perhaps Griggs had
some way of signaling this information.
It was a bright thought, but Cassidy did
not like it. Griggs was almost venomous
in expressing his suspicions about the
sheriff. And the latter was in the com-
plete confidence of Miss Robertson.
There was a possibility that Griggs was
right, and a larger one that Griggs was
innocent.

Cassidy tried to fight off the drowsiness
that stole upon him. He wanted to con-
tinue thinking. As he fell asleep he was
idly wondering what became of the gold
after the bandit had stolen it.

He awakened in the first dim light of
dawn. Across the room Griggs was snor-
ing lustily.

“Hey! Griggs!’ Cassidy yelped.
“Wake up!”

“Huh? Whatcha—didya call me?”

“I sure did!”

“What’s the idea? It’s too cold and
early to get up. I don’t pull out of town
till nine o’clock.”

“Tell me one thing, and you can go
back to sleep.”

“What’s the one thing?”

“What becomes of the gold after the
bandit steals it? How does it get out of
the country?”

“Go ask the detective that the boss has
hired.”

“Who? Meanin’ me? I ain’t no de-
tective.”

“Who said you was? But the Pinker-
tons turned in a report that not a bit of
gold, not accounted for legitimately, ever
gets to any market. Now lemme ’lone.
I’'m gonna do some more shut eye.” Mr.
Griggs almost immediately resumed his
far from lovely baritone snore.

But Cassidy was wide awake. He
finally arose, lighted a fire in the small
stove and rummaged around for the mak-
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ings of a pot of coffee. The squealing
growl of the small grinder as it worked on
the hard beans finally and fully awakened
Mr. Griggs. He swung his legs over the
edge of the bed and reluctantly started
dressing. He discouraged conversation
until he had lapped up his second cup of
hot coffee. Both cups had been liberally
laced with indigestion remedy.

They decided to have breakfast at the
one remaining restaurant in town. This
was Cassidy’s idea. He offered to buy
the breakfasts, after sizing up the slimly
stocked larder in the house.

UTSIDE, Griggs pointed downhill
to a neat little cottage that stood

in front of a pole corral.

“That’s MacDonald’s shack,” said
Griggs.
“Who’s MacDonald?”

“The mine foreman, the hombre who
goes to Reynolds to do most of his
drinking.”

“Oh!”

Cassidy allowed his gaze to linger on
the blue roan in the corral, the horse that
Griggs had described as a hill climbing
wonder. A heavy screen of manzanitas
grew along the slope to the south. This
slope ended in a ravine. And the far
wall of the ravine, which served as one
side of the corral, was a brush topped
cliff forty or fifty feet high. Cassidy idly
noted that MacDonald easily could sneak
away from Oro Maifiana on horseback by
riding through the manzanitas for a few
yards and gaining the ravine.

At the edge of about a 40° incline, one
hundred feet above the foreman’s cot-
tage, stood a small, obviously stanch
building. It was only about cight feet
square and the walls seemed to be formed
of one inch boards laid flat, one above
the other. The door was covered with
metal, sheet iron, boiler plate, or some-
thing like that.

“Funny place to put a powder house,”
said Cassidy.

“Powder house, nothing
torted. “That’s the cooler.”

“Shucks!” Cassidy grinned. “I thought

',’

Griggs re-
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this town was so danged moral that it
didn’t need a jail.”

“Well, it ain’t always been that way.
In Mike Robertson’s day, this town was
as twice as wide open as hell. But a man
would danged near have to commit a
cold blooded murder in those days in
order to get into that jail. She’s sure a
stout built little calaboose.”

“Thasso? I'm goin’ down for a better
look. I like to look at jails—from the
outside.”

“That’s the only way to look at that
little jug. If you ever get locked in it,
you’ll . never be able to break out.”
Griggs led the way, glad to be the guide
toward a point of interest in the town.

The metal covered jail door was tempo-
rarily kept closed by a hasp on the out-
side. Griggs unfastened this. The door
was four inches thick—four layers of
one inch boards criss-crossed and plenti-
fully studded with spikes on the inside.
It hung on three hand wrought, massive
hinges. It opened outward. Cassidy
swung it on the squeaky hinges.

“She opens out,” Griggs explained,
“s0’s it would be just about impossible to
batter it in.”

“Thasso?” said Cassidy.
ever try it?”’

. “No-o. Not that I ever heard off.”

“Then how do you know that it couldn’t
be busted in?”

“Aw, take a squint for yourself.”

Cassidy squinted. He took a good
long squint. He saw that the walls were
six inches thick. The foundations con-
sisted of three huge logs laid parallel.
Across these had been nailed a layer of
one-inch boards, on top of which in turn
had been laid another layer from the
other direction. Then two more layers,
each crossing the other. The floor had
been built four inches thick in the same
manner as the door.

The walls were the ultimate in solidity,
for wooden construction. A layer of one
inch boards, six inches wide, had been
spiked to the solid floor. Inch by inch
the walls had been built up of boards laid
flat on one another. Each layer had been

“Anybody
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spiked firmly to several successive layers
beneath. The corners were dovetailed.
There was a flat board ceiling, above which
had been built a sloping shingle roof.

Cassidy quickly took in these details.
He saw that a huge lock had been built
into the door. The bolt was nearly one
inch thick and two inches wide. When
the door was locked the bolt fitted into a
piece of metal that had been mortised in
the center of the wall. Four connecting
holes, one above the other, had been
drilled through the boiler plate face of
the door as a keyhole.

There was one unglazed window open-
ing. It was about two feet wide and one
foot high. Five perpendicular iron bars,
spaced about four inches apart, made the
opening escape proof. Each bar was
nearly an inch in diameter. Cassidy saw
that holes had been bored into the lower
boards and the bars hammered down into
them. The upper boards, with holes
bored to fit, had gone home neatly over
the upper ends of the rods. It was a
stanch, ingenious bit of construction.
To cap it, strips of half inch iron or steel
had been spiked around the inside of the
opening. The spike heads projected
slightly from the holes that had been
drilled through the heavy metal strips.
The purpose of the latter, evidently, was
to prevent a prisoner’s friends from get-
ting busy with a saw on a dark and
stormy night.

The weak point in the jail was the ceil-
ing. It was only two inches thick. But -
it was eight feet above the floor. And
the boxlike jail contained no hard furni-
ture, nothing for a prisoner to stand on
while he tried to break through the ceil-
ing. In fact, the only bit of furnishing in
the room was an old mattress, which
wood rats had attacked. The rats had
stolen most of the excelsior stuffing and
had scattered the rest about the floor.

< VER been in Tres Pecos?” Cassidy
asked Griggs.

“Nope! Never have. Why?”

“They got a wooden jail down there,

too. It’sa lot bigger than this one, but it
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ain’t one bit stronger.
Jjailer here—if any.”

“MacDonald, the mine foreman. He
carries the key. He’s s’posed to be the
town marshal. But he ain’t arrested no-
body for over a year.”

Cassidy squinted down the hill to the
foreman’s small cottage. It appeared
flimsy compared to the solidly con-
structed jail. Smoke was coming from
the rusty length of tinned stovepipe that
served as a chimney for the cottage.
MacDonald appeared in the doorway of
his home. :

“Hello, boys,” he hailed them. “How
do you like our jail.”

“You ought to block up that window,”
Griggs replied. “The wood rats have
stole the furniture.”

“What’s the difference?” said Mac-
Donald. ‘“Nobody ever uses it.”

“That’s too bad, ain’t it?”’ Griggs
laughed. “Come on,” he said to Cassidy.
“Let’s go before he spoils my appetite.”

“What’s the matter? Don’t you like
him?” Cassidy inquired.

“Oh, we get along, but I ain’t chummy
with him.”

“Why?” Cassidy persisted.

“Well, maybe it’s because he’s never
bought me a drink. And he cheats the
stage by riding that horse you see down
there in the corral. He’s never paid a
cent to ride to Reynolds on the stage like
a gentleman. So I don’t mix with him
none.”

“Oh, I see.”

Cassidy chuckled at the stage driver’s
viewpoint. They came to a street and
walked along it to the restaurant. The
sheriff’s horse was tied to the hitchrack
in front. The sheriff came out of the
restaurant, nodded to them, then mounted
his horse and rode away. He was head-
ing back over the trail to Pinkerton City,
the county seat.

Cassidy tilted his hat forward and
scratched the back of his head as he
watched the sheriff disappear.

“Whatsa matter?” Griggs inquired.
“I got a bottle of stuff up to the house.
You can rub some of it on your head and

Say, who’s the
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after that you won’t have to scratch that
way.”

“G’wan!” Cassidy retorted, grinning
feebly. “I was only tryin’ to think.”

“About the sheriff?”

“Kinda. But I'm too danged sober to
think. Le’s go in and eat.”

CHAPTER VI

SUSPECTS

R. GRIGGS promptly at nine
o’clock yelped “Gid-dap!” to the
four horses hitched to the stage. .

There was one outbound passenger aboard,
a rough looking, burly man who carried a
roll of blankets as the greater part of his
baggage. Cassidy wondered whether this
man were the one who had been in the
front room of the saloon the night before.

“Quick work!” he murmured, grinning.
“It’s sure quick work if he’s the hombre
that the boss caught with a foot on the
rail. It sure is.”

He grinned again as the burly individ-
ual looked back and thumbed his nose at
the town.

Cassidy thought of the fifty dollars he
had been promised for trying to do some
detective work during the coming week.
He felt absolutely helpless.

“Oh, well,” he decided, “I reckon that
detectives mostly feel that way, but they
never let on about it. All they do, mostly,
is to look wise. But, shucks, I hate to
take the money from them women, at
that. So I'm sure gonna try to earn it.”

He walked away from the livery stable
that served as the stage depot. His feet,
perhaps unconsciously, led him down the
alley to the back door of the saloon. The
door was locked.

“Huh! Frank doesn’t close too early,
accordin’ to Griggs. Accordin’ to Cassidy,
he doesn’t open too early, either.”

His feet had an idea; they led him over
to Griggs’ cottage, where there were two
partially filled bottles. He sat down,
rolled a cigaret and tried to think. No
result. He took a drink of whisky, then
another; finally a third. He waited for an
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idea to come. Feeling vaguely baffled, he
strolled over to the livery stable and sad-
dled his horse. He asked for directions
and rode out along the trail to Pinkerton
City.

report that it was a rough trail

Rough, rocky, winding, steep, narrow
and, in some places, dangerous. In other
places there was no trail visible at all.
Cassidy dropped the reins on the saddle
horn and trusted to the instinct of his
horse to pick a path over the bare rocky
places and find the trail on the other side.
At noon he rode into Pinkerton City and
discovered an old friend.

The old friend was one Bill Collier.
Collier was the ex-sheriff of Pinkerton
County. He was now the main partner
in the company that had a monopoly on
the stage and freighting business from
Pinkerton City to the railroad. He was
the very active manager of the said com-

IT DID not take him long to verify the

pany.

“We-ell, for the love of buffalo humps,
look what blew in,” drawled Collier, his
face a wide grin. “As you used to say,
Slivers, I got a good idea; le’s go have a
drink.”

“Nope! Not till you tell me who’s
watchin’ the front doors of all these
saloons I see in town. How are you,
Bill? When did you blow in here? I
ain’t seen you since the spring of ’85.
Or maybe it was ’84.”

“It was ’83,” said Bill.

“There you go, allus arguin’, same as
you usta.”

They shook hands, grinning in sheer
pleasure as they looked into each other’s
eyes at close range.

“What was the josh you meant by
askin’ about the front doors of the saloons
being’ watched?” Collier inquired seri-
ously.

‘““Oh, that’s force of habit. I’'m

workin’ for Miss Robertson—over at’

Oro Maiiana.”
“How long you been workin’ there?”
“Since yesterday—since last night.
I'm a detective.”
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“The hell you are!”

“Well, I'm bein’ paid for pretendin’ to
be one, anyway.”

“Le’s go have a drink and chew the rag
a while.”

“Not unless we can go in a back door.
I catches habits awful easy.”

Collier laughed as Cassidy dismounted
and tied his horse at the rail in front of a
saloon.

“It ain’t right,” Cassidy maintained.
Nevertheless he followed Bill through the
swinging doors. “I oughtn’t to go in
bold, this way. I might forgetand do itin
Oro Mafana. Then I'd lose my job.”

“First time I ever heard you worry
about losin’ a job,” said Collier.

“That’s because you ain’t seen me for
five-six—nope! It’s seven years. I've
turned serious, Bill. Honest to gosh I
have.”

“Don’t try to fool me, Slivers. You
haven’t sense enough to get serious.”

Cassidy grinned feebly, unable to frame
a suitable retort. Collier ordered two
shots of Bourbon.

“If you’re doin’ detective work for
Oro Maiiana, what you doin’ over here?”’
Collier inquired. :

“Why, I come over to get a line on the
sheriff—Whiting.”

“You've come to headquarters,” said
Collier. “I’'m the lad who made him
sheriff. I had the job, but I wished it
off on him. Whiting’s all right when you
get to know him.”

“How well do you know him?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well,. he’s a suspect. He’s suspected
of havin’ a hand in robbin’ the Oro
Maiana stage.”

“The hell he is! Who suspects him?”’

“Griggs, the stage driver.”

Collier let out a whoop; he slapped his
thigh; he almost howled in glee.

“What’s so danged funny?” Cassidy
demanded.

“Nothin’—only Whiting’s chief suspect
is Griggs.”

“Oh, you know something about those
robberies?”

“Know about ’em? Hell, I almost
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tnvented ’em. Whiting tells me every-
thing and asks my advice.”

“What do you advise him?”

*“To marry the niece,” grinned Collier,
“and then to bring her over here to live,
which would save him all them long rides
he’s takin’ all the time. And Miss
Robertson would make a little money out
of that mine if Whiting becomes her
nephew-in-law.”

“How come?”’

“When he goes over there now he’s
steppin’ on aigs. Yep, he sure steps soft
and says ‘yes, ma’am’ nice and smooth
when Miss Robertson is around, which
she always is. That ain’t Whiting’s
reg’lar nature at all. Uh-uh! He tells me
that the old dame sort of addles hisnerves.
And she never gives him a chance to be
alone with the girl.”

“She’s sure the nerve addlin’ kind,”
Cassidy agreed. ‘“But how would Whit-
ing save her money or let her make some
money out of the mine if the girl become
Mrs. Whiting?”

“That’s easy. He’d get his nerve back.
He’d just natch’ly up and protect those
shipments with some gun throwin’ lads
who drink hard licker any time it’s within
reach. Say, did you hear about the elec-
tions over in Oro Mafiana?”

“Nope! What about ’em?”

“Why, every year Miss Robertson tries
to vote that one saloon out of business.
She goes on a house to house campaign.
She gets enough promises to blot the
town dry. Along comes election day—
and the vote s wet as helll Haw-haw-
haw!”

“That’s nawthin’ to laugh about,” said
Cassidy. “It’s awful serious to her. It
works out jest like her house to house
program to increase the church attend-
ance. Dawggone it, Bill, the more I
hear about that dame the more sorry I
feel for her. I don’t like her none, but
that don’t stop me from feelin’ sorry.
You heard about her principles, ain’t

you?”

“Firm and fixed,” said Collier, grin-
ning. “Whiting’s told me about ‘em— .
often.”
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& ITH due respect to her, you
understand, like Griggs says, I
agree with you that she’s a mild
lunatic. But just the same, Bill, you
gotta respect a person who sticks up for
principles, right or wrong, like she does.
I'm tellin’ you, Bill, I'm gettin’ kinda
tired of hearin’ people josh about her ways
and methods. In a way she’s got good
stuff in her. You gotta admit that?”

“Well, maybe,” Collier admitted. “But
you’re the first one to find it out. What
makes you say so?”

“Uh! Mebbe it’s jest because I'm
workin’ for her.”

“You win! Le’s have another drink,”
said Collier.

Cassidy approved of this idea. They
had several drinks.

“So you think I'd better discard Whit-
ing as a suspect?” Cassidy finally said.

“Sure. He’s as innocent as hell. He
couldn’t possibly be the bandit. When
he’s over there, there ain’t no robbery.
When he’s right here in town, where I can
keep an eye on him, there’s another
holdup of the Oro Maiiana stage.”

“You’re sure about that?”

“Absolutely.”

“In that case, Bill, I hope you don’t
mind if I nominate you for a while?”

“Nominate me? For what?”

“For a suspect. You don’t seem to
get the idea, Bill. I'm s’posed to be a
detective. And a detective’s gotta have a
suspect to watch, ain’t he?”

“I dunno.”

“Well, you ask any good detective
about it. He’ll tell you that I got the
richt idea. Here you went and took
Whiting away from me, so to speak, as a
suspect. You can’t leave my detectin’ up
in the air like that. I’ve gotta have a
suspect. So I'm suspectin’ you for a
while. I like the idea of suspectin’ you.”
A grin. “Le’s have another drink.”

“You’re drunk now,” said Collier.

“Who? Me?”

“Yes, you!”

“Thasso? Well,I gotta have a suspect.”

“All right. T’ll give you one. T’ll give
you a good one. I'll nominate Mac-
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Donald, the mine foreman. You go and
suspect him for a while. He’s Whiting’s
best friend. He’s the town marshal over
at Oro Maiana. I leave it to you, didn’t
I give you a lulu of a suspect?”

Cassidy shut one eye and squinted
thoughtfully at the ceiling.

“Not bad, at that, Bill. Not half bad.
Thanks! Le’s have another drink.”

“No!” Bill took his elbow from the
bar and his foot from the rail. “You see,
Slivers, we got a different kind of whisky
here in Pinkerton, the kind you ain’t
accustomed to.”

“Well, it sure is pretty raw.”

Collier grinned.

“Maybe it is,” he conceded, “but you
miss the real point about the whisky we
got here. You don’t have to drink all the
whisky here at one time. Some of it will
keep till next time. It won’t spoil. And
I’ve got business to tend to right now.
You know how it is.”

“Sure.”

Cassidy followed Bill to the door and
out to the narrow wooden sidewalk. He
was aware that Bill was trying to keep
him halfway sober. He grinned at the
idea. The situation was being reversed,
for years before he had taken it upon him-
self on numerous occasions to try to keep
Bill Collier sober. He laughed out loud.

£ HAT’S the joke?”” Bill inquired.
Cassidy told him. Bill laughed
with him.

“Uh-uh! No, sirree!” said Cassidy.
“If I hadn’t seen you workin’ crude like
you did to keep me from havin’ another
I’l drink, I wouldn’t ’a’ believed it. I
sure wouldn’t. But I appreciate it, Bill.
You know the effect of that high powered
stuff they sell in there better than I do.
I'm takin’ your word for it.”

“I was afraid you wouldn’t,” said Bill.
“C’mon over to my office.”

“Why? You got a bottle over there?”
hopefully.

“No, I haven’t. I don’t tempt myself
any more.”

“Thasso? Then I’'m goin back to work.
I oughta feel insulted at you, but I don’t.”
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“You shouldn’t,” said Bill. “I’ve re-
formed—almost. But youre just a
walkin’ temptation. I like to drink with
you. Ialways did like to. C’mon over to
the office and wait a while. After I get
through with busmess—”

“After you get through with business I
won’t be here in town,” Cassidy inter-
rupted. “No, Bill—" sadly—*“these re-
unions with an old bunky always end up
the same way. I like you too much, Bill,
to let you get drunk on my account. I'm
headin’ right back to Oro Mafiana. I'm
doin’ it jest to keep you sober, y’under-
stand. Besides, I got a nice brand new

'suspect to take back in my mind. I'm

goin’ back to try to put the deadwood on
this MacDonald.”

“It’s a better idea than maybe you
think it is,” said Bill.

“What makes you say that?”

“MacDonald was one of them fellers
what put up money to help Mike Robert-
son develop the mine. He quit cold on
Mike finally. And when Mike found
him, years later, to pay him back, with
full interest, the money he’d put in, this
MacDonald raised quite a holler, claimin’
he had a share in the mine. Mike con-
vinced him otherwise, so to speak. But
MacDonald was still oratin’ about the
dirty deal he said he’d got, when Mike
died. Mike had made MacDonald mine
foreman, but Mac was doin’ a lot of
talkin’ in his cups behind Mike’s back.”

“So? Huh! Thanks, Bill! I reckon
that makes him a lulu of a suspect. TI’ll
treat him that way.”

And Cassidy, half filled with whisky,
and much more than half full of suspicion
against the mine foreman, rode back
toward Oro Maiana.

CHAPTER VII

THE ROLE OF SOLOMON

RIGGS, the first suspect, had been
put in the clear. Cassidy and the

sheriff had both suspected Griggs.
Griggs had suspected the sheriff. And
Bill Collier had spoken for the sheriff.
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Cassidy felt absolutely baffled when
finally he was forced to give up Mac-
Donald, the mine foreman, as a ripe
suspect. The foreman stayed in the mine
every day, which cleared him. In addi-
tion, there was the fact that MacDonald
was broke between paydays. He used
his credit to get whisky at the local saloon.
No rich stage robber would be forced to
do that. This was Cassidy’s reasoning.

Several days passed, with Cassidy still
in the position of not having a logical
suspect. He went to Miss Robertson.

“Ma’am,” he said, “I'm goin’ back to
the ranch. I ain’t doin’ no good here.
And I don’t want any wages for the last
week. I ain’t earned them.”

“You will earn them tomorrow, Mr.
Cassidy,” she replied.

“Thasso? That’s good news.
do I do?”

“You will protect the shipment I am
sending out. I have not sent a shipment
for eleven days now.”

“Yeh, I was wonderin’ about it. I
thought you shipped every week.”

“I have held it up a few days to make
it a richer bait. You understand, Mr.
Cassidy, that I am absolutely against
bloodshed—"

“Yes, ma’am; I gathered that that was
one of your firm and fixed principles.”
Cassidy kept his face straight.

“It is, indeed! But my niece has con-
vinced me that our only salvation is to
place things absolutely in your hands.”

“Good girl® said Cassidy, grinning.

“Sir?”

“I meant Miss Ruth.”

“Oh! But really she is not a good girl.
She is extremely impertinent. And she
has shocked me beyond words with her
disregard for the conventions.”

“She has? Ain’t that awful?”

Miss Robertson looked pained.

“I can’t believeit, ma’am,” Cassidy con-
tinued. “I ain’t got much regard for
them convention things, myself, but I
ain’t noticed Miss Ruth bustin’ any of
’em, beyond her bein’ a little sassy. But
that’s jest because she’s real bright.”

“She secreted them from me.” Miss

What
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Robertson’s voice dropped almost to a
whisper. “But I discovered them and
hid them securely where she will not find
them. At the first opportunity I shall
drop them in the stove.”

“Gosh! Excuse me, Miss Robertson,
but I don’t quite savvy your drift. What
did you hide and what are you gonna put
in the stove?”

“A pair of pants!” This in a dramatic
whisper. ‘“She got them from a mail
order house, unknown to me. She wears
them when she goes riding on horseback.
You may not believe it, Mr. Cassidy, but
she rides astride!”

“She does? Good for her! Tha’s the
only sensible way to ride. You see,
ma’am, I reckon you ain’t been out in the
range country none. To fork a bronc is
the only way to ride it. All the women
does it. That is, almost all of ’em. A
side saddle is a reg’lar curiosity in the cow
country. So, if that’s what you call
bustin’ the conventions, I wouldn’t take
it too hard, ma’am. But I ain’t seen her
ridin’ any.”

“That is because I have hidden those
outrageous trousers. And to get back to
business, Mr. Cassidy, on tomorrow
morning’s stage I am sending out an
ingot which represents the output of ten
days. I desire you to pursue Mr. Whit-
ing’s tactics, namely, to ride on your
horse some distance behind the stage.
That will, I hope, prove sufficient to pre-
vent a robbery.”

“Huh! Say, ma’am, I thought you
said that you was gonna leave things in
my hands?”

“I shall do so willingly, if you will
avoid bloodshed,” she replied.

“So you sent for me jest to have me be
a guard for this shipment?”

“Not exactly. I did hope that you
might discover the identity of the crim-
inal.”

“And if I did, what would you want
me to do, pat him on the back?”” Sarcasm
dripped heavily from every word. Cas-
sidy was annoyed. “I’ll take a couple of
sody Dbiscuits with me,” he continued.
“If T meet up with this bandit, this
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hombre who’s killed three men and
gunned up some others, I'll throw the
biscuits at him and consider that I've
done my duty. You say you don’t want
no blood spilled. Jest s’pose, ma’am, that
this robber and murderer wants to spill
my blood? I'm gonna object kinda
strong to that. I suream! In fact, if the
only way to keep my skin from gettin’
holes in it is to object first—with bullets—
and argue about it afterwards—" he hesi-
tated.

“I see your viewpoint, of course,” she
interrupted, “but I had hoped—"

“Yeh, you’d hoped—what?”

“That you might be able to obtain the
drop on this criminal and arrest him.”

“With a coupla sody biscuits? Say,
looky here, ma’am, I think that the best
thing all around is for me to head right
back for my ranch. It’ll be a lot safer
for me to do that, and it’ll keep you from
worryin’ about any blood bein’ spilled.
Savvy? I’'m gonna do that Ii’l thing
richt now. Jest say goodby to Miss Ruth
for me. S’long!”

Cassidy stalked toward the door.

“¥ THINK that you are a coward!”
Miss Robertson fairly spat out the
words. “Do not go!”

Cassidy stopped and turned toward
her, his fingers fumbling awkwardly with
his hat to cover his mixed state of mind.
The skin of his face was tingling. He
wanted to be angry, but he wilted as the
stern, acid toned spinster burst into tears.

“Oh!” she wailed. “You don’t under-
stand—"

“Understand what, ma’am?”

“You—d-d-don’t understand how much
depends on you.”

The words came in a rush. Her usually
bleak face was bleaker than ever. It was
screwed and contorted into queer knots as

she endeavored to control the tears. She
managed to speak.
“Ruth has such faith in you. She

thinks you are something like a magician
when it comes to smoothing out troubles
and uncovering mysteries. She has told
me that you have managed to send numers
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ous criminals to the penitentiary. She
thinks you are a wizard.”

“T ain’t nawthin’ of the kind, ma’am!
I been lucky—sometimes. I sort of
stumble on to things—and then folks give
me credit for bein’ a lot of things that I
ain’t. No foolin’, I ain’t no wizard.
Uh-uh! I sure ain’t!”

Cassidy shook his head in denial; but
he felt vaguely flattered.

He jerked his head around as the door-
knobrattled. Ruthentered. Sheslammed
the door behind her.

“Where did you hide them?” she de-
manded abruptly, angrily.

The words were flung at her aunt before
the girl noticed that Cassidy was in the
office. Ruth’s face was flushed, but
turned even a deeper red when she saw
Cassidy.

Cassidy had no difficulty in guessing to
what the girl referred. He grinned
widely.

“You better work fast,” he laughed.
“She’s gonna burn ’em, but she ain’t
done it yet.”

“She’d better not!
I’ll run away.”

“Thasso?”” Cassidy was calm. He was
beginning to enjoy himself. ‘“Where’ll
you run to, and what’ll you do after you
get there?”

“You keep still!” she flared. “This is
none of your affair!”

“Thasso? Well, I’ve sure been let in on
the inside of it. You don’t wanta jump
me that way. I jest been puttin’ in a
lotta time defendin’ your tryin’ to wear
them pants.”

Cassidy mentally ducked. He wished
that he was far, far away from there. He
expected to be jumped from both sides.
But, much to his surprise, he was not.
Instead, he figuratively became the rock
upon which both women simultaneously
leaned. They leaned so hard that they
almost wrecked him. He furtively ran
his tongue around his dry lips as with one
hand he wiped moisture from his brow.

Words flowed freely, but Cassidy said
none of them. The two women needed
no assistance when it came to spouting

If she does, I'll—



144 FREDERICK
words. Each ignored the other; both
spoke and argued at the same time. Cas-
sidy was the mutual target. He glanced
in turn several times at each of them. It
finally struck him that he was in no physi-
cal danger, and his sense of humor arose to
his rescue. He made the peace sign, his
hand up, palm outward. The words ceased.

£ AY, LADIES,” he drawled, “I jest
said I didn’t want last week’s
wages, because I hadn’t earned
’em. Wasn’t that fair enough.”

“It was, if you said it,” Ruth agreed,
“but what has that to do with my pants
that auntie hid on me?”

“Plenty,” said Cassidy, grinning. “I
take it that I'm s’posed to settle the right
or wrong of these here arguments. I
jest wanted to plant in both your minds
that I shoots straigcht and fair. I can
think up a lotta ideas for and against your
arguments, but I’d like to let you all out
the easiest way—includin’ me. Will you
take my word for things?”’

They half suspiciously agreed.

“If there’s any more arguments,” he
continued, “I’m gonna come right out
and demand my wages for last week.
These arguments bein’ put up to me is an
awful strain on my judgment. I can see
only one way to settle ’em. You, Miss
Robertson, you went and hid out Miss
Ruth’s pants on her.”

“I di d.”

“Well, you wanta remember you ain’t
in the East now, and that pants is all
right in their place.”

“They have no place on a woman’s
limbs!” Miss Robertson retorted.

“N’mind that argument. Right now
I’'m Old Man Solomon himself. You went
and hid them pants. You told me you
did. You said you hid ’em good. All
right. If Miss Ruth can’t find ’em, you
win the argument. If she finds where you
hid ’em she wins the right to wear ’em.”

Miss Robertson started to protest.
Cassidy stopped her.

“You put it up to me, didn’t you?
Well, I gave you my decision. If you're
gonna argue any more I'm jest gonna
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fork my hoss and head right back home.
I can get enough arguments outa my pard-
ner. Miss Ruth can wear them pants if
she finds ’em. That’s my decision. If
there’s any more words outa either of
you, you can find somebody else to ride
along with that shipment tomorrow.”

“But, Mr. Cassidy—"" Miss Robertson
began.

“But nawthin’,” he interrupted. “You
takes my decision or you don’t! Goodby!”
Cassidy walked out.

He hastened toward the saloon. By
this time his state of mind was such that
he boldly walked right in through the
front door. He planted his left elbow on
the bar and his left foot on the brass rail.
He used his right forefinger to point at
his right ear.

“You see that ear, Frank?”’ he said to
the bartender.

“Sure I see it.”

“Well, I got an awful pain in it. What
do you prescribe as a cure?”

CHAPTER VIII
THE HOLDUP

OMETIME during the night there
had been a pistol shot in Oro Mafiana.

But no one seemed to have heard it.

The miners went to work at seven o’clock
in the morning. At 7:15, MacDonald,
the mine foreman, knocked on the door
of the cottage where Miss Robertson and
her niece were preparing their breakfast.

Ruth opened the door.

“What do you want,
inquired.

“TI want to see the boss,” he replied.
Then he saw Miss Robertson’s face peer-
ing over the girl’s shoulder.

“Breck did not show up for work,” he
announced. “‘So I went over to his cabin
to see why. He’s layin’ dead in his bunk.
He’s been shot right through the head.”

Swansy Breck was, or had been, the
assistant foreman of the mine. He had
obtained his nickname because of the
frequency with which he referred to
Swansea, his birthplace in Wales.

Mac?” she
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MacDonald’s announcement sufficed to
spoil the appetites of the women. Miss
Ruth ran all of the way to Griggs’ cottage.
Breathlessly she told Cassidy the facts
that MacDonald had given out about
Breck’s death.

“You better inform the sheriff, or the
coroner, or somebody,” he said. “But
T’ll do that for you. You better go back
to your aunt.”

She went.

Cassidy with Griggs as the guide, has-
tened immediately to the little cabin
where the assistant mine foreman lay
dead in his bunk. Breck had lived alone
in the cabin. The pillow on his bunk was
a fifty pound flour sack stuffed with
straw. Breck lay flat on his back, the
blankets half thrown aside. Powder
burns surrounded the black hole in his
right temple. Blood had oozed down
across his cheek and stained the pillow.
His right arm hung over the edge of the
low bunk. His right hand, knuckles
down, lay on the floor. A scant two
inches from the ends of the fingers lay a
short barreled ‘“Bulldog” revolver, of
British manufacture.

“It looks like he’d committed suicide,”
said Griggs.

“Yeh, it does—kinda,” Cassidy agreed.

He stooped to pick up the revolver. He
handled it gingerly and then replaced it
in the exact position he had found it.

“You know this town, Griggs. You
know the people in it. Did you know this
man very well?”

“Not well enough to be able to think
of any reasons why he’d bump himself
off,” said Griggs. “It looks like suicide,
like I said. Right now I'm takin’ a
second look and a second think—but
they ain’t gettin’ me anywhere.”

“All right,” said Cassidy. “Let’s go.”

He carefully closed the door behind
him as they went out.

£ RIGGS, what’s the best way to
get word to the sheriff and the

coroner?”’
“I guess that the best way is for me to
take a message to send from Reynolds.
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It can be telegraphed up the line and
then over to Pinkerton. That’s the best
way, unless you want to ride over the
trail.”

“I don’t!” said Cassidy. “I heard it
was a darned hard trail to ride.”

“It’s a danged good saddle trail,” said
Griggs. ‘“Don’t that danged fool sheriff
come prancin’ over it all the time?”

“Let him do it,” said Cassidy. “Shucks!
I seen the wires leadin’ outa here to Rey-
nolds, and I thought—"

“Them wires ain’t workin’. They ain’t
been workin’ for danged near three years
—not since the owner of the Gazette hit
the breeze out of town because his credit
wasn’t good no more. He’d hung on as
long’s he could. But he’d run out of
paper to print his paper on, and the boss
quit backin’ him. The danged fool had
come right out in print and blamed the
boss for what had happened to the town.
Yep! He said Oro Maifiana was dead
because the boss had killed it. I didn’t
blame him for that—he’d only told the
truth—so I give him a free ride when he
showed up on the road a mile or so out
of town.”

“N’mind that,” said Cassidy. “I
understand that the wires ain’t workin’
since he left.”

“They sure ain’t. Nobody knows how
to telegraph.”

“Well, when you get to Reynolds,
you wire the sheriff, you understand?
Jest tell him the facts as you know
’em.’Q

“Sure, I'll do that; but who pays for
the message?”’

“Aw, charge it to the boss or anybody
else you wanta. Don’t worry me with
details. I’'m doin’ a lotta thinkin’ right
now.”

“What are you thinkin’ about?”

“Well, I was wonderin’ more than I was
thinkin’.”

“What was you wonderin’ about?”’

“I was wonderin’ how much indigestion
remedy you got on your hip. Frank won’t
open up his place for a coupla hours
yet.”

Griggs offered his flask.
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morning, Griggs as usual yelped

“giddap!” to the four horses hitched
to the stage. About three minutes after
that, Cassidy rode his horse out through
the livery stable door and headed for the
Reynolds road.

A short distance out of town, the road
curved abruptly to the right to go around
and along the side of a peak. When
Cassidy reached this point he was looking
to the left, to where he could see the road
above him. In the half mile around the
side of the peak, the road ascended about
two hundred feet.’ This half mile of road
was not visible from where Cassidy reined
in his horse and considered the possi-
bilities of a short cut. He remembered
that horseshoe curve of the road around
the peak as being very steep. He rolled
a cigaret, and as he rolled it he saw the
stage pull into sight.

It was less than one hundred and fifty
yards from where he sat on his horse to
where the vehicle came into his line of
vision. This distance was a very stiff
climb, but looked as if it were easily
negotiable for a mountain horse. The
stage road went around the far side of
the peak in order to gain altitude with a
minimum grade. Once around the peak,
and having gained the necessary altitude,
the road, for one third of a mile, went al-
most in a straight lineand on a level grade.
along the side of a steep, rocky ridge.

Cassidy voted unanimously in favor of
the short cut. He saw no sense in travel-
ing half a mile around the peak in order
to gain a point one hundred and fifty
yvards away. He turned his horse off the
road and headed it straight along the
short arc of the side of the peak for the
road above him. The short cut was very
steep but, at that, easily negotiable for a
saddle horse. Cassidy was just beginning
to congratulate himself upon having
saved himself several hundreds of yards of
riding—and then he discovered the catch
in it.

The catch was a deep little arroyo that
had not been visible from where he had
left the road to take the short cut. The

PROMPTLY at nine o’clock that
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miniature cafion was only six or seven
feet deep. Its width was about the same
distance. But its walls were almost
perpendicular. Cassidy did not have to
pull in his horse at the brink. The horse
stopped. Cassidy looked up and down
the arroyo. Downhill the crevice grew
deeper and deeper, wider and wider. A
few yards uphill it ended in a blank, per-
pendicular wall of rock. The horse that
Cassidy had left in Reynolds was his own
personal and favorite mount. The horse
he was riding was the pick of the string at
the Plus One ranch. A mountain bred
horse is almost as sure footed as a goat.
It can negotiate safely spots where the
average livery stable animal, accustomed
to good roads and bridle paths, would
kill itself and probably its rider.

But even a range cayuse has its limita-
tions. One good look sufficed to tell the
sad tale to Cassidy. The short cut had
turned out to be worse than a gamble,
and he had drawn a complete blank.
To be sure, he had considered the possi-
bility of his horse’s being able to leap
across the narrow arroyo, but had dis-
missed it almost instantly. The steep
slope, on which the horse at times was
forced to scramble for a foothold, forbade
any chance of the speed and momentum
necessary to a successful leap. There was
nothing to do except to return to the
stage road.

HEN he finally regained the high-
way he realized that the stage
was by that time perhaps a mile
and a half ahead of him. He snapped his
horse into a smart trot and finally, as he
neared the level stretch along the ridge,
into a gallop. His one idea was again to
catch sight of the stage. Through his igno-
rance of local topography he had lost a lot
of time. He used the spurs on that level
stretchalong the side of the ridge. At that,
however, he did not dream that a holdup
had taken place or would take place.
Furthermore, he did not know that
from higher up in the mountains his de-
parture from Oro Maiiana had been
watched, and that his attempt at taking
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a short cut had brought a derisive smile
from the watcher. The holdup had veen
staged on the first bit of steep grade,
around the first turn, not much more than
one hundred yards from the end of the
level, straight stretch along the side of
the ridge.

Griggs had been held up so often that
it had almost become a mere formality
to him. He pulled in the horses, to pre-
vent one of them from being shot. His
right foot jammed down the brake to the
last notch as he raised his hands. The
bandit, a menacing figure in a full length
black slicker, a white flour sack, with eye-
holes cut in it, over his head, motioned
with a Colt for Griggs to climb down.
There was one outward bound passenger,
evidently a drummer, who was likewise
easily intimidated.

He was ordered to climb out and to
hold up his hands.

“Throw out the gold!” a husky, dis-
guised voice commanded.

Griggs complied, stepping up on the
wheel hub again to reach for the strap
iron reinforced box that contained the
bar of gold. There was not even a pad-
lock on the box. Miss Robertson had run
short of padlocks. They did no good,
anyway; the bandit would be delayed
only temporarily by a padlock. Without
a padlock, the undamaged box would be
left at the side of the road in good condi-
tion. Griggs fully expected to pick it up
again on his return trip.

“Some day,” said Griggs to the bandit,
‘““you’re gonna stick me up once too often.
Me? Iain’t ever gonna try to fight you.
I want to live a while longer. But worms
—with due respect to my boss, you under-
stand—worms is said to turn, sometimes,
sooner or later.”

Griggs was talking against time. He
was trying to delay things. Furtively,
he cast a glance back toward the turn in
the road. At any moment he expected
to see Cassidy ride into view. He kept
on talking—or tried to.

“All that’s let you keep on_stagin’
holdups regular is that the boss don’t
want any blood spilled. She’s apt to get
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over that foolish notion one of these days.
Then she’ll—"

“Aw, shut up!”’ the bandit ordered. -
“Climb up and drive on.”

He motioned with his Colt for the pas-
senger to get back into the stage.

Griggs sighed as again he looked toward
the turn in the road behind the stage.
He took his time in climbing back to the
driver’s seat. He seemed to have some
difficulty in disentangling the reins from
the half hitch he had thrown over the
turns he had taken around the brake lever.
Slowly and leisurely he finally gathered in
the slack. He looked again at the bandit.

“Shake a leg!”’ was the order.

Griggs did. He kicked loose the brakes
as the horses thrust their weight into
their collars. Griggs was thinking. That
husky voice? The bandit had spoken
exactly fifteen words, which was about
twice as many as usual. The voice was
disguised, of course. Thus Griggs rea-
soned. But there was, despite the as-
sumed huskiness, something vaguely
familiar about it. Griggs tried to loosen
his brain by shaking his head. There
was no result. He looked back as the
stage passed around the next curve. He
caught a last glimpse of the masked,
slicker covered figure. The bandit now
had a carbine in his hands.

A minute later, from the rear, Griggs
heard the loud bark of the carbine. Then
another, followed almost immediately by
the still louder bang of a Colt. His state
of mind became one of curiosity mixed
with worry. But he did not dare to go
back to investigate, much as he wanted
to. As Griggs had often bluntly stated,
he was a stage driver; that was all. His
specialty was handling horses, not guns.

CHAPTER IX
QUESTIONS

ASSIDY, not worried a bit, but in
haste, nevertheless, to regain sight
of the stage, had forced his horse

at a smart pace up the grade and around
the turn to the scene of the robbery.
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His first knowledge of anything wrong
came with the abrupt belch of smoke
from a point not much over one hundred
yards ahead, from a thicket of mixed
chaparral growth about twenty feet above
the side of the road.

Cassidy’s horse stumbled abruptly and
fell. As the horse was going down, Cas-
sidy managed to disengage his right foot
from the stirrup and tried to use his left
foot as a lever to assist him in leaping
clear. He had no time at all in which to
do any thinking. Getting his right foot
loose had been purely instinctive. He
had wanted to make one swift scrambling
dive for the brush at his left; but all four
legs of the horse had buckled beneath it.
The animal plunged forward, struck the
road with its chest and fell heavily to the
right. Cassidy’s left foot, still in the
stirrup, received such a severe jerk that
he was thrown over the body of the ani-
mal. He landed heavily on his right ear
and shoulder. His right hand was trying
to get his Colt out of the holster.

The bandit’s second shot had been at
nothing but an impenetrable cloud of
dust. Cassidy’s one shot from his Colt
had been an accident. His thumb had
slipped from the hammer, while his fore-
finger, having found its place and acting
instinctively in that brief moment, was
holding the trigger down. The bullet had
gone somewhere into space, not any-
where near the bandit.

Cassidy desired cover—and lots of it.
In the midst of the sheltering cloud of
dust he had arisen, dazed, sick from the
shock of his fall. He fell again. His left
ankle would not bear his weight. He
managed to scramble and crawl into the
brush at the side of the road.

For a time he lay there, face down,
panting for breath, trying to collect
his scattered wits. He felt sick and sore
and numb in various parts of his anatomy.
Momentarily he was safe from the bullets
of the man who had bushwhacked him.
Dimly he realized this fact. He tried to
think out what his next move would be,
but the attempt at thinking brought only
a wish. He wished that he was far away.
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Another attempt to think brought to
his mind Swansy Breck lying dead in his
bunk. Clearly he visioned the hole in
Breck’s temple, the edges pitted with
black powder burns. It was not a pretty
picture, but it persisted in staying with
him for several moments until he had
shaken off the half dazed feeling that had
been the result of his fall. With an effort
he brought his mind back to his own
immediate danger. It was not Cassidy’s
nature to lie still and wait for danger to
come to him.

As Cassidy started crawling through
the brush on hands and knees he was
still trying to figure out the reason why
his horse had been shot. His ankle hurt
acutely, even when he was crawling. He
stopped and mechanically reached up
with one hand to tilt his hat forward over
one eye in order to be able to scratch the
back of his head as he usually did when
puzzled. Much to his surprise he dis-
covered that his hat was missing. So he
scratched his head twice.

“Gosh, I must ’a’ lost it over in the
road,” he decided.

Ten or twelve minutes later he crawled
quietly to the side of the road. He had
made his way through the brush for what
he judged to be something over one hun-
dred and fifty yards. He figured that he
had passed the point from which the two
shots had been fired. He listened, then
cautiously stuck his head out to recon-
noiter. He heard nothing and saw noth-
ing. So, Colt in hand, eyes and ears
alert, he crawled across the road. He
drew a long breath of relief and passed a
dusty hand across his moist forehead
when he had gained the shelter of the
brush on the other side of the road.

Slowly, cautiously, he wormed his way
toward the place from which he had been
ambushed. He found the very spot
where the gunman had lain. It was
marked by two empty .44-40 cartridges.

“Golly,” said Cassidy. ‘“Here I went
to all that trouble and expense of Injunin’
up here, and that son of a beehive, who-
ever he is, is out right now a-tryin’ to
Injun up on me. Only I ain’t there. I'm
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right here. I'm crippled and I'm mad.
You betcha I’'m mad! If that son of a
beehive comes back here he’s gonna find
out jest how mad I am. You betcha!”

Cassidy reached mechanically for the
makings of a cigaret. He abruptly
changed his mind when he discovered
what he was doing. He wanted a smoke,
he wanted a drink; but he wanted most
of all just one glimpse of the bushwhacker.
He did not dare to smoke; he could not
get a drink; so he lay there listening and
hoping. He could see his dead horse
lying in the dusty road, but his lost hat
was not in sight.

His eager ears heard nothing. They
heard the same thing for nearly half an
hour. By that time he had exhausted his
store of hope and patience. He crawled
toward the top of the ridge. Once there,
he ventured to pull himself erect by the
aid of a scrub oak. He could see a lot of
scenery on both sides. Then his eyes
caught a bit of movement.

OME one, who had been leaning
over or stooping, had just straight-
ened erect. Cassidy trembled with

a desire to burn powder. He raised his
Colt. But common sense told him that
the target was far out of range for accu-
rate shooting with a Colt. His anger
said that it might be done, at that. Com-
mon sense argued back to the effect that
attempting to hit a target at over two
hundred yards with a Colt might spoil the
chances of a shot later at close range.

“Doggone it!” Cassidy argued with
himself. “Ihave hit thingsat that range.”

“Yes, but how many misses—bad
misses—have you made when you used
your Colt at targets at that range?”
Thus argued common sense.

Common sense won. Cassidy reluc-
tantly gave up the idea of trying for a
fluke shot or lucky hit. And then the
person far down the slope momentarily
turned toward him. Cassidy gasped.
Perspiration burst forth on his brow.
In fact he broke into a good all around
sweat. Absolutely, beyond a doubt, he
recognized the girl—Ruth Robertson.
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“Uh! Golly!”’ Cassidy exclaimed,
aghast as he realized how near he had
come to cutting loose with a bullet or
two. “Oh, gosh! I sure feel sick!”

He tried, vainly, to establish that his
eyes had deceived him. But he had good
eyes, and the visibility was exceptionally
good. The harder he stared the more
positive he became of her identity.

He saw her stoop over again, to arise
finally and disappear in the brush. He
stood, watching, marking the spot by
various landmarks, so that he would be
able to locate it again, after he had made
his way down the slope. He saw that
the intervening brush was almost impass-
able. A minute later he saw the girl’s
head above the brush. It was evident,
from the movement, that she was now on
horseback. For a moment he was frankly
puzzled.

“Gosh,” he muttered, “there must be a
trail down there. There sure must be!
And if there’s a trail down there, I'm
tellin’ you, Slivers, that it ain’t for any
good purpose! And I reckon that you
and me, Slivers, had better slide down
there to do a li’l investigatin’ on our own
hook.”

Cassidy had thought that the brush
was almost impassable. In many places
it was. At one point he wriggled down-
hill on his stomach, beneath the brush,
for ten yards—only to discover that he
had reached a blind alley. He had ex-
treme difficulty in turning around in
order to retrace his snake’s progress. He
had gone down the hill like a snake; he
returned like a snail. He detoured, he
crawled again, he crept, he arose and
limped; again and again he retraced his
steps; he went over the brush, through
the brush and under the brush; he sweated
and cursed—and made very little progress.

Three quarters of an hour later he
came to a trail that had been slashed
through the brush with an ax, but he had
lost his bearings. He went the wrong
way, until finally he realized that he was
going away from the nearly level little
opening where he had seen the girl stoop-
ing over.
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He found the small clearing, a spot
about seven feet square, that had been
brushed out with an ax. Horse droppings
lay thick in this opening. At the far side
lay the dried, withered branches and bits
of brush that had been hacked away,
quite a sizable heap. It was in front of
them that Cassidy had seen the girl
stooping. He stooped, but his bad ankle
hurt so much that he dropped to his knees.
He lifted an armful of the dry brush.
His jaw dropped a full inch and remained
that way for several seconds as he stared
unbelievingly at what he discovered.

E HAD uncovered three articles—

a long black slicker, a dejected,

soiled flour sack with two eye-

holes cut in it, and a rusty .44-40 carbine.

He lifted the gun and sniffed at the muz-
zle. It had been fired recently.

Cassidy as yet did not know that the
stage had been held up, but he began to
suspect it. He carefully replaced the
twigs on top of what he called a complete
banditin’ outfit. He used his jackknife
to cut two branches from a large man-
zanita, crooked heavy branches. He
trimmed them to suitable lengths to
serve as crude, makeshift crutches. And
as he started painfully and slowly hob-
bling along the trail in the direction of
Oro Mainana his mind hurt him worse
than his ankle. His mind hurt because
he hated to suspect Ruth Robertson of
having shot his horse and trying to kill
him. He screwed his brains around into
several different positions, but from every
angle the evidence still seemed to point
to the girl as the bushwhacker.

He reached the end of the open trail.
It ended in a heavy growth of manzanita.
Apparently there was no way through
the tangle of interlacing branches; but
Cassidy followed the horse tracks, which
led right into what appeared to be solid
brush. He noticed that some one had
crawled through the manzanitas with a
pruning saw and had cut away the larger
branches. The scars were not fresh;
they had dried to a grayish black. Just
enough of the larger branches had been
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removed to make a blind trail. A horse
could put his weight against the remain-
ing twigs, push them aside and pass
through. The small branches would
spring back into place behind the horse
and leave no sign of an open trail.

Cassidy tried to force his way through.
But he lacked a lot of necessary weight,
also about three legs, when it came to
imitating a horse. He dropped to his
hands and knees and found that he could
crawl through and beneath the branches.
From no point along the trail behind him
had he been able to catch a glimpse of the
town. He knew only that he was heading
in the direction of Oro Mafiana, but he
had no idea at all of where the trail would
come out.

The first thing that he saw from be-
neath the brush was the face of a rocky
cliff. The manzanitas ended at the edge
of a shallow ravine, a dry watercourse.
The far side of this little ravine was the
cliff. The sloping surface of a rock
formed a natural ramp from the bottom
of the ravine up to the manzanitas.

About eighty yards up the ravine Cas-
sidy came within sight of the horse corral
belonging to MacDonald, the mine fore-
man. A more or less distinct horse trail
led out of the ravine and along the fence
to a door in the rear wall of a small barn.
In front of the door was an open space,
room enough for a wagon, even with four
horses attached, to turn around. The
wheel tracks led up the very steep slope,
past MacDonald’s cottage toward the jail.
The latter, however, was not in sight. A
corner of MacDonald’s cottage was all
that was visible through the brush that
continued part of the way up the slope.

Cassidy read the story of the wheel
tracks. There was no natural pasturage
around Oro Maifiana. All horse feed had
to be freighted in from Reynolds. A
loaded wagon, with the wheels locked,
could come down that slope. The biggest
problem would be to keep it from coming
down too fast. The feed would be un-
loaded into the barn, and the horses could
easily haul the empty wagon back up the
steep hill.
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Cassidy opened the barn door. The
blue roan stood in front of a feed rack,
through the bars of which it had been
endeavoring to fish forth a few wisps of
baled hay that lay just beyond reach.
Cassidy ran his hands over the animal’s
back. It was cool and smooth. And he
could detect no gritty feeling of dried
sweat on the neck or shoulders. He did,
however, gain an impression to the effect
that the horse had been rubbed recently
with a coarse fiber brush. He saw the
brush lying on a horizontal wall brace.
He examined the brush; he even sniffed
at it, but could come to no satisfactory
conclusion. Perhaps MacDonald had
brushed off the horse before going to work
that morning. The saddle blanket that
lay on a feed box was dry; it was stiff
from old, dry sweat.

“Golly!?” Cassidy muttered. “I sure
need a drink. This tryin’ to be a de-
tective is plumb harrowin’. I'm gonna
quit the job. I sure am!” he added, as if
to convince himself. “Another day like
this, and I'll begin to feel awful sorry for
this sprig of the Cassidy family. I sure
will.”

He went out of the barn and hobbled
slowly and painfully up the hill.

S HE came into the open, beyond
the last thicket of manzanitas, he

saw the girl. He wondered why
she had a Colt in her hand.

“Same hat, same coat,” thought Cas-
sidy. “It was her, all right, that I saw
hiding the slicker and the gun. She foand
them pants—them mail order pants that
was hid. I never saw them up the hill
because of the brush.”

He began to wonder why she was star-
ing at him in such a peculiar way.

“Why are you pretending that you are
forced to limp?”’ she inquired.

“Who? Me? I ain’t pretendin’! I
sure ain’t. I got a toothache in my ankle
every step I try to take on it.”

“Did you get rid of your hat because
you knew I saw you? That hat was
rather conspicuous.”

“Saw me? When?” Cassidy felt be-
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wildered. “When I was watchin’ you?”

“I saw you hiding the flour bag with
the eyeholes in it and the slicker and the
rusty gun.”

“You saw me hiding ’em? Say, I saw
you doin’ jest that same thing. Gosh!”
Cassidy scratched the back of his head.
“Say,” he blurted out, “one of us is
plumb crazy! I'm beginnin’ to suspect
that I'm the one! TI’ll swear to gosh that
I saw you hidin’ them articles, and here
you come right out and say that you saw
me doin’ it. Ma’am, I pass! I sure do.
What else did you see me doin’?”

Cassidy’s absolute bewilderment ap-
peared to be so genuine that the girl was
puzzled.

“I am positive that I saw you,” she
said. She waited.

“Well, I know danged well that I saw
you,” said Cassidy. “I saw you gettin’
rid of that bandit’s outfit. I'm tellin’ you
right now that right after I saw you I
sent in my resignation by this here mental
teleg-graphy. I don’t know what your
private reasons are or were for robbin’
your aunt, and I don’t want to know
them. I wouldn’t work ten seconds for a
dollar a minute for your aunt. With due
respect to her, like Griggs says, you
understand. I ain’t workin’ as a de-
tective any more. I’'m goin’ back to my
ranch. I wish I was there right now.”

“Go ahead and wish,” she said coolly,
“but you’re not going until you have
explained—if you can.”

“Explain? Say, ma’am, I wish you’d
explain why you shot my horse and tried
to kill me. You didn’t hafta do that.
It’s danged lucky for me that that car-
bine’s so pitted and rusty that it won’t
shoot straight.”

She stared at him for a moment, then
laughed.

“You’d better tell your story of what
happened this morning. Tell it to the
judge, Cassidy. I'm the judge.” She
tried to look severe and dangerous as she
waggled the muzzle of the big Colt up and
down. She smiled, despite her efforts not
to. ‘“You look so honestly pathetic—and
funny. Go ahead and talk. I’'m busting
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with my own words and my story, but
I want to hear yours first.”

Cassidy told everything that had hap-
pened to him that morning.

She nodded.

“I believed you all the time. I knew
that you weren’t the bandit, unless you
just took up banditing as a profession
this morning. Griggs heard the three
shots. I met him on the road a few min-
utes after that. Griggs must have a good
ear. He said that two shots were from a
carbine and one from a Colt. That fits in
with your story. Griggs said that it was
the same bandit who had always held
him up. Same mask, same slicker, same
gun, same husky voice—according to
Griggs.”

£ AY, LEMME ask some questions?”’
Cassidy burst out. “You say
Griggs heard the shots? Was the
shipment stolen this morning. I suspect
that it was, but nobody’s told me about
it—yet.”

“It was.”

“And what were you doing up in the
hills, where you met Griggs?”

“Why, I was hurrying back from Rey-
nolds.”

“Excuse me, ma’am, but what were
you doin’ there?”

“Why, I made a fast trip over there to
telegraph to the sheriff, like you told me
to. I could go to Reynolds on the road in
half the time it would take me to reach
Pinkerton on that nightmare of a trail.”

“Uh-huh! And you met the stage?
And Griggs told you he’d been held up
and that he’d heard shots afterwards?
What did you do after that?”

“I hurried to the top of the Red Hat
Rock. From there I could see a lot of
territory. I could see almost down here
to the town. The top of the rock is only
two or three hundred yards from the point
where Griggs said he was held up,although
the road takes nearly two miles to reach
the place where I met Griggs.

“From the top of the rock I saw you.
That big pearl gray hat of yours is unmis-
takable. It’s the only hat like it around
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here. It stuck up like a full moon. I
saw you hiding those things. Then I saw
you ride off through what looked like
solid brush. The brush was so high that
I never got even a single glimpse of the
horse you were riding. All I could see was
the hat.”

“Yeh, you saw the hat. But lemme
tell you that I wasn’t under it. I told
you that I must’a’ lost that hat when my
horse fell. I want that hat back; itcost
me twenty-two dollars and four-bits.
It’s the best hat I ever owned. What
did you do after you saw my hat riding
along above the brush?”

“Why, naturally, I tried to get down to
the place where I saw you hiding some-
thing. It—”

“Wait a minute,” said Cassidy. “You
mean to where you saw somebody under
my hat doin’ somethin’. Le’s get this
straight. That somebody wasn’t me!”
A grin. “I noticed that rock, what you
call the Red Hat Rock. How long did it
take you to get down the slope from
there?”

“An awful long time. The brush was
too thick. I rode this way and that,
uphill, downhill and along the slope,until,
after perhaps half an hour, during which
my progress had been only a few hundred
feet, I came to the trail. It only took two
or three minutes then to ride down to the
little opening.”

“Well, you got there first. I saw you
there. I danged near took a shot at you.
No foolin’, I sure come danged near doin’
it. I thought you was the bandit. You
ain’t proved to me yet that you ain’t.”

“Oh, don’t be ridiculous!”

“Iain’t. I'm suspicious, tha’sall. My
horse got shot and my good hat got stole.
My feelin’s and my ankle got hurt some-
thin’ awful. But that private trail, with
the blind entrance to it at this end, makes
it look kinda suspicious for this Mac-
Donald kombre.”

“That’s ridiculous, too. Mac’s duties
keep him in the mine. Besides, he’s a
good friend of the sheriff’s.”

“Yeh, that’s what Bill Collier, over at
Pinkerton, told me. But bein’ a friend of
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the sheriff’s ain’t no recommend—much.
Did you know that MacDonald thinks
that he owns half the mine?”

“That’s ridiculous, too.”

“Say,” Cassidy blurted out, “don’t you
know any other words? You keep ridin’
that ridiculous word with sharp rowels.
And in case you don’t know it, Miss Ruth,
PI’m tellin’ you that this MacDonald once
staked your Uncle Mike. Yep, Mac
thought, finally, that he’d chucked his
cash away. He quit Mike cold. After
Mike hit it rich he paid Mac back, but
this Mac thought he was gettin’ cheated.
Mike gave Mac the nice easy job as mine
foreman, but Mac still thinks he got the
short end of the twig. They tell me that
right now when Mac gets a few drinks of
hard licker in him he tells the world that
he was cheated.”

“That’s ridiculous, too. Mr. Mac-
Donald does not drink!” This was an
- emphatic, positive gesture of finality.

“Uh!” Cassidy strangled a grin. “I’'m
glad to hear that. “You go tell that to
your Aunt Mary; she’ll be glad to hear it.”

“Oh, but she knows it!”

“Thasso? Ilost my hat, so I can’t take
it off to your Aunt Mary. She knows
everything, doesn’t she?”

“Now, don’t be sarcastic as well as
ridiculous,” was the lofty retort.

“Uh! I sure pass, ma’am. You're too
much for me. I’m goin’ up and ask Aunt
Mary what become of my twenty-two-
fifty hat. That ought to be easy for her
to answer.”

Cassidy grinned, much pleased with
this bit of heavy sarcasm. But his first
step on his wrenched ankle wiped off the

grin.

CHAPTER X
GRIGGS’ INGOT

HE INTERVIEW with Miss Rob-
ertson was far from being satis-
factory, especially from Cassidy’s
viewpoint. He told his story, with the
result, as he put it later, “For all the good
it done me”. When he told about the
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concealed trail through the brush and his

_suspicions about MacDonald he was

squelched. Miss Robertson, it seemed,
had convictions as well as principles. She
was convinced that MacDonald could
have had nothing to do with the holdups.
The big blow to her, she said, was the
shattering of her faith in Cassidy’s ability
to guard the shipment. He, according to
what he gathered from her flow of words;
had been negligent, careless, slack, re-
miss, errant, unreliable and a few more
things of similar nature. She used words
that Cassidy did not understand, but he
had no difficulty in gathering their mean-
ing. She talked so much and so fluently
that Cassidy’s sense of humor finally
arose to his rescue. She stopped for a
deep breath.

“I take it, ma’am, that you don’t think
I done right by you,” he interpolated,
grinning foolishly.

“Indeed, I do not!

“Wait a minute!”

“I won’t wait! I think—"

“You will wait!” he interrupted. “So
far, you’ve only been funny. I want to
stop you before you begin to get insultin’.
Savvy? I don’t want you to go to saying
things that’ll make you sorry later. The
trouble you’ve had with this bandit—"

“Hello, folks!” The loud hail came
from just outside the office.

“Oh, that’s Mr. Whiting.” Miss
Robertson hastened to open the door.

The sheriff was not his usual cool,
immaculate self. He was dusty and
sweaty. He mopped his face again with a
blue bandanna as he entered the office.

“I got the telegram about Breck bein’
dead,” he announced. :

“Breck’s dead, all right,” said Cassidy.
“He’s awful dead!”

“Where’s MacDonald?” Whiting in-
quired.

“In the mine, of course,” said Miss
Robertson. “He told me of the tragedy,
and then went to work.”

She looked through the open door and
saw her niece approaching. She frowned
when she noticed the unconventional

pants.
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“Ruth, dear,” she called out. “Please
tell Mr. MacDonald to hasten to the
office.”

The girl started running down toward
the mouth of the tunnel. Miss Robertson
turned back to Whiting.

“Ruth rode to Reynolds to send the
message to you, Mr. Whiting. On her
return journey she, of course, met the
stage. Mr. Griggs informed her that he
had been held up a few minutes before
he met her. He had lost the ingot.”

“Yeah?”” Whiting looked at Cassidy.
“I thought you were s’posed to ride along
behind and keep your eye on the stage.”

“I tried to,” said Cassidy. “I never
caught up with it. I tried a short cut—"
he hesitated.

“Yeah?” said Whiting. ‘“What hap-
pened?”
“Plenty! I got dry gulched. My

cayuse is layin’ dead up on the road. 1
had one hell of time gettin’ back here,
with a sprained ankle.”

Through the open door they saw Mac-
Donald stumbling up the trail behind the
girl. It was evident that she must have
m