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Unknown

The story of a soldier who remembered

by H. BEDFORD-JONES

N THE SIXTH day of Febru-
ary, 1816, a man of about thirty
years walked into the liquor

store of Mr, Henry Beer in Port Royal,
Jamaica. This man was singularly
handsome; that is to say, his features
displayed such a quiet self-command,
such an extraordinary depth of charac-
ter, as to mark him out from others.
His military carriage revealed the sol-
dier. His rich but sober apparel hinted
at wealth. His lower jaw was heavy.
His eyes were large but very alert.
There was one peculiar thing about his
walk which no one observed, but which
was of the greatest importance—his feet
did not toe out. His footsteps in the
dust made a perfectly straight line.

He walked up to Mr. Beer and spoke
in a low voice: “I am Captain Louis
Rion. Is there a gentleman here who
has asked for me?”

Except for a number of slaves at
work trundling rum barrels, the store
was empty. Mr. Beer, who was a thick-
set, surly sort of man, bowed obsequi-
ously.

“Yes, indeed, sir. Will it please your
honor to follow me? He is in the back
room, sir.”

Captain Rion followed him to the
back room.

This was one of the very few build-
ings in Port Royal which had not been
destroyed by the great fire of the previ-
ous July. The back room was large;
so large that it was impossible for eaves-
droppers to catch the words of any one
sitting at the center table, speaking
softly.

A man sat there, who rose and bowed
profoundly at the approach of Rion. He
was a burly, pock-marked fellow, with a
certain blunt frankness in his face;
from his garb, a shipman. In his ears
dangled gold rings. Yet he wore a blaz-
ing diamond ring on his left hand.

“Captain Rion, your servant!” he ex-
claimed. “I am John Williams, master
of the bark =

“I had your letter,” broke in Captain
Rion, seating himself. His air was cold.
“I should have turned your letter and
you over to the authorities, no doubt.”

“Aye, to see me swing on Gallows
Hill,” said Williams grimly.

“Exactly!” Rion surveyed him crit-
ically. “I am at a loss to understand
why you approach me, why you have the
audacity to ask me to meet you on such
an errand.”

“You are a gentleman, sir,” said Wil-
liams, looking him in the eye. ‘“You
took part in the capture of Guadeloupe
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by the British forces last summer. The
Martiniere family entertained you,
therefore you have an interest in sav-
ing the two young ladies of this family
who are now in the hands of the Monte
Cristi pirates. I can show you how to
save them.”

“If it is a matter of ransom

“It is not. Le Bossue never ransoms
those he has taken.”

Captain Rion remained silent. Le
Bossue, whose name had been Anglicized
into the “Bos’'n” in general parlance,
had organized at Monte Cristi. on the
Haitian coast, a nest of pirates whose
ferocity outdid the excesses of the buc-
caneers.

“The two Martiniere daughters are
at Monte Cristi, unharmed,” said Wil-
liams. “If you will come there, you
may take them away freely.”

Captain Rion smiled slightly. “Why
do you thus try to entrap a mere cap-
tain in the British army? At Kingston
you could find wealthy men, officers of
high birth——"

“It is not a trap, sir,” Williams inter-
posed with a certain dignity. “I have
been asked to give you every assurance
of this fact.”

“Your word of honor, perhaps?”’

Williams ignored the ironic words.
“My master has sent you a private mes-
sage.”

“I have nothing to do with the Bos’n,”
Captain Rion said coldly. “Your ef-
frontery in seeking me is only equaled
by your amazing credulity in thinking
I would have anything to do with you.
You have no earthly reason to suppose
that——"

“But there is a reason, sir,” Williams
broke in.

“What is it ?”

“I do not know. My master said that
you would understand when you saw
his message.”

Captain Rion regarded the frank,
bluff features with a penetrating look.

“Besides,” went on Williams, “my

(2]

master is not the Bos’n as you suppose.
Le Bossue obeys: another person in
Monte Cristi, a person who is the real
organizer, the real head, of that place.
No one except Le Bossue and one or
two others knows this fact.”

“Who is this mysterious person?”’
asked Captain Rion with quiet scorn.

“His name?” Williams made an ex-
pressive gesture. “What do names
matter? He is known as Monsieur
I'Ombre. He is a man of about sixty
and has enormous influence everywhere,
It is said that King Henry Chairstophe,
who rules half Haiti, does exactly as
Monsieur I'Ombre says.”

“Pshaw! That Negro potentate, with
his buffoonery of nobility and imitation
pOm bR

“Who destroyed the finest armies of
Napoleon.”

Captain Rion compressed his lips.
“Come! Enough of this. Why were
you sent to me?”

“Because Monsieur I'Ombre wishes
to see you, sir. For this reason he or-
dered the raid on Guadeloupe that car-
ried off the Martiniere daughters.”

“In order to see me?”’

“Precisely! He instructed me to tell
you all this. He knew that you were
here in Jamaica, on leave. He believes
that in order to save these two young
women, you will come to him. For cer-
tain reasons, he is unable to come to you.
He said that when I gave you the mes-
sage, you would understand. I have
been at great pains to preserve the mes-
sage from the heat of the sun.”

Captain Rion frowned. “Upon my
word, sir, I incline to think you mad!
What is this curious message?”’

FROM beneath the table, Williams
took a wooden box. He opened this
box with a small key and shoved it
across the table. The box was a foot
long, six inches in width and depth.

“There, sir. Here is a knife, if you
have none.”
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Captain Rion took out a parcel care-
fully wrapped in silks and paper. He
cut the silk cords and removed repeated
wrappings, then a thick layer of cotton.
At last he brought to sight the heart of
the package—apparently nothing but a
small doll.

For a moment Captain Rion stared
at it. Then his face changed. He be-
came pale as death, and lifted the thing,
staring closely at it.

The figure was that of a boy, who
wore the liberty cap of revolution days,
and held in his hand a crucifix, appar-
ently of silver. Every item of the fig-
ure was made of wax. Small as it was,
its face was lifelike in the extreme. It
was not hard to find a distinct resem-
blance to that of the man who stared
at it.

“He told me to say,” spoke up Wil-
liams, aware of the impression the image
had made, “that the crucifix should be
of crystal, but he failed to imitate it ex-
actly.”

At these words, a light perspiration
started on the forehead of Captain Rion.
However, his features showed no emo-
tion, heyond a pronounced pallor, as he
laid down the figure.

“Whom is this supposed to repre-
sent?” he demanded negligently.

“I know nothing about it.” Williams
evidently spoke the truth. “He said
that either you would know, or you
would not know ; and that, if you knew
you >

Captain Rion seemed not to hear the
words. He put the image on the floor
and crushed it relentlessly, without emo-
tion, very carefully. He crushed it un-
der his heel until not an item of the
original figure was recognizable.

“And that, if you knew,” repeated
Williams, “you would do just this.”

Captain Rion lifted his head, then
smiled slightly. “I believe your story,”
he said in a quiet, composed voice. “Un-
fortunately, although I am on leave for
some months, until my return to Eng-

land, T am not entirely master of my
own movements.” His face became
thoughtful, reflective. “How am I to
reach Haiti?”

“My bark sails early in the morning,
with the tide,” said Williams. “I will
have a boat waiting at the landing near
the mole from midnight until dawn. If
you can evade those who watch over
you, the rest is simple.”

Captain Rion regarded him fixedly.
“How do you know that I must evade
any one?”’

“Monsieur I'Ombre said that this
might be the case.”

“He is apparently a man who fore-
sees everything.”

“That is true. He even sent me to
Trinidad to obtain a man who would
serve you.”

“To Trinidad?”

“Yes. - Fifty Iroquois Indians, who
served with the British forces during
the late war in America, were landed in
Trinidad last August as colonists. They
had chosen that island as their future
home. One of them is now aboard my
bark. He is named Scott, in English;
but I have forgotten his French name.”

Again Captain Rion had become pale.
“Could it be Le Morpion?”

“Upon my word, sir, I think that is
it! An elderly, silent fellow.”

For a moment Captain Rion sat very
still. Then, suddenly, he came to his
feet.

“Sir, your servant,” he said politely.
“Two hours past midnight, T shall come
to your boat. I advise you strongly not
to let the authorities know of your con-
nection with Monte Cristi. That is, un-
less you desire closer acquaintance with
Gallows Hill.”

Williams grinned. “Your advice, sir,
is appreciated, but entirely needless.”

T

MONTE CRISTI, on the dividing
line between black Haiti to the west
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and brown Santo Domingo to the east,
belonged to neither. No flag flew above
Fort San Francisco. This remarkable
fortress, perched on a hill-shoulder di-
rectly above the bay, commanded the
shallow waters so thoroughly, and its
cannon were of such size, that not even
English frigates were at all tempted to
try to dislodge the pirates from their
lair.

The town itself lay a little back from
the marshy flats of the shore. It was
of astonishing size, having some thou-
sands of inhabitants of all races, yellow,
black, and white. Within the mole were
grouped huge warehouses, batteries
commanded the landing, and the dozen
schooners and brigs, whose obvious
armament had caused all this prosper-
ity, were augmented by visiting craft
whose owners were untroubled by
scruples, but very anxious for bargains.

Slave barracoons lined the causeways
to the town; many a cargo of black
ivory bound for Havana had found a
destination here. Up to the central
plaza the buildings were a huddle of
every conceivable kind. What had once
been a stone church was now the palace
of Le Bossue, cannon on the parapet,
scarlet-clad blacks on guard.

Everywhere flowed humanity in un-
controlled masses. Sanitation was sim-
ple; corpses were cleared each morning
from the streets and given to the sharks
in the bay, but lesser evils were unre-
garded. There were no morals, no
laws, no restraints, in Monte Cristi. On
the higher ground behind the town was
a great white building embedded in
green gardens, also guarded by the
scarlet-clad sentinels of Le Bossue.

Le Bossue himself, seated in the cool
depths of his palace with his two chief
captains, was such a figure as could only
have been produced by the times. Un-
til the preceding autumn, the West In-
dies had been ravaged by the worst of
human passions let loose. Every nation
had fought against every other nation;

blacks and whites had destroyed each
other with appalling savagery; every
standard of civilization had crashed to
nothing. The fall of Napoleon had now
restored peace, but its effects would be
slow in reaching Monte Cristi and its
population of utter depravity—a pop-
ulation at which the buccaneers of old-
time would have stood aghast. The ma-
jority of these men had fallen from
good estate and were hence the more
vicious.

Le Bossue, who seemed proud. of the
title, was not exactly hunchbacked.
True, a hump there was, and men
touched it for luck if they dared, fol-
lowing the old superstition; but with
this any deformity ended. The head
was sunk slightly between the shoulders.
Otherwise, Le Bossue had the strength
of any other half dozen men, and fe-
rocity to boot.

He did not look it. His olive features
were handsome ; he was smooth-shaven ;
his jet eyes and hair glowed with vi-
tality. The long black hair was curled
and perfumed. An oval, that face,
never smiling except in cruelty; when
Le Bossue smiled, he killed. His gar-
ments were of the richest, adorned with
the finest lace, the bravest jewels.

Such was the man. Closer scrutiny
would detect in that smooth oval face
the marks of excesses, of animal pas-
sions, of a nature as unrestrained as
that of a wild pig. But there was a
surface veneer. And, withal, a certain
craft.. Not shrewdness, by a good deal
—craft.

“You do not know the man, then?”
asked Le Bossue, fingering his glass of
wine.

“No,” answered Captain Lenoir, his
chief aid, a bristling Frenchman with
huge mustachios, a good seaman, a man
of high repute. ‘“The orders are strict
not to interfere with Williams. He took
the man straight to the house of Mon-
sieur 1'Ombre.”

A shadowy smile touched the lips of
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Le Bossue. “You fear that man, Le-
noir. But you, Harris—supposing I or-
dered you to break into his house and
kill him ?”

Harris fingered his mustache and
grinned. He feared nothing, especially
God, and looked the part with his sandy
hair, his colorless but freckled skin, his
bold jutting features, his pale eyes. A
Yankee, they said, who had turned
traitor in the late American war.

“Then, Bos’n,” he replied with easy
familiarity, “I should obey your orders.
After first picking my men well.”

Le Bossue laughed at this. There
were few men in Monte Cristi who did
not dread the “Shadow” like the very
devil—or worse.

“It would be folly to kill him,” said
Lenoir seriously. “It is he who as-
sures us the protection of King
Christophe. Or rather, keeps Christophe
from bothering us.”

Harris, however, watched Le Bossue
narrowly. He had not missed the shad-
owy smile a moment previously.

“As you very well know,” Le Bossue
said, “few of our men would move
against Monsieur 'Ombre. They re-
gard him with more fear than they do
me or you. Christophe fears him.
Every one in the whole island fears
him. I fear him myself. But all this
is coming to an end.”

At this, the two pricked up their ears;
Lenoir, in a startled manner, Harris,
with an undisguised interest.

LE BOSSUE summoned a slave
from the other end of the room. A
graceful Spanish girl from a Cuban
ship, she replenished the wine in silence ;
her eyes were dead. Le. Bossue had
many like her, who stayed a while and
then went on to the town and so van-
ished.

Lenoir stole a glance at Harris, who
fingered his mustache after his accus-
tomed habit. Each of them understood.
Le Bossue had been sulky ever since

those two French girls from the Guade-
loupe raid had been taken straight to
the white building up above.

“He has a brain, that Shadow,” mut-
tered Lenoir.

“True!” Le Bossue sipped at his wine
delicately. “But when the body is dead,
there is no longer a brain. The man is
dying. Within a day or two or three,
he will be dead.”

“Ah!” ejaculated Harris and licked
his lips. His pale, deadly eyes nar-
rowed and glittered.

Le Bossue, who understood him per-
fectly, gave him a lingering glance.
“No; you are wrong. None of his
wealth, none of the vast sums he has
taken, are in that house, my good Har-
ris. They are all out in bills of ex-
change, with bankers abroad. We shall
not profit by his money. But—you both
know why he is feared.”

They nodded. No money, no slaves;
the old man kept no slaves.

“That is why I summoned you here,
you two. There are five guards always
at the white house ; five, no more. When
the time comes, they must be killed—
quickly and silently. No talk later on.
You, Harris, will pick a dozen men on
whom you can rely.”

Harris nodded quietly.

“Scatter the ships, send them out to
cruise with all the men available,” went
on Le Bossue. “Let them depart to-
night. Leave only my own brig in the
harbor. You, Lenoir, will assume
charge of the fort and batteries and of
this palace. Harris and I will act to-
gether.”

Lenoir emptied his glass to conceal
his relief.

“So much precaution,” commented
Harris cynically, “against an old man
guarded only by five blacks!”

“And by the devil,” added Le Bos-
sue. “Yet, when he is dead, we need
not fear the devil. Then, indeed, they
will all be mine to use.”
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“Can you use them?” Harris asked,
with a curious glance.

Le Bossue reluctantly shook his head.
“Not as he does. They will not talk
for me. However, I can use them.
When the time comes, I shall do so; and
it will come very soon.”

“How do you know ?” demanded Le-
noir.

Le Bossue’s eyes narrowed. “The
cook of Monsieur 'Ombre is in my pay,
is working for me. She dare do noth-
ing against him, but she watches. Yes-
terday she sent word that he was close
to death, but recovered. She will let
me know instantly a fatal attack comes.
Now to business.”

He called for more wine, which the
girl brought. Le Bossue moved his arm,
struck her across the body, ordered her
out of the room. Then he looked at
his companions.

“Harris, you and I will go to his
house. I will take charge there. You
are to get rid of the five blacks, and then
put your men on guard about the
grounds. Not a soul there is to remain
alive.”

“Not even the two French girls?”’
queried Harris with a leer.

“I will take care of them. They do
not concern you.”

Harris nodded and twisted his red-
dish mustache. “Still,” he observed, “I
should like to put a bullet into that Gen-
eral Washington!”

“Then I will put ten bullets into you,’
Le Bossue said, with so intent a look
that for a moment Harris lost counte-
nance. ‘“The corridors are not to be
disturbed, not one of those figures is to
be touched. Understand? Good! Now,
back to the point, my friends. Who is
the man just arrived? Why has Mon-
sieur 'Ombre been expecting him for
weeks past?”’

“Bah! He seems like an ordinary
man,” grunted Lenoir. “Williams must
know; but not a soul aboard his ship
seems to have any information.”

’

“There is a second man, who re-
mained aboard the bark,” put in Captain
Harris. “A servant of some kind, who
speaks French and English. A queer
brown man, they say ; those of the crew
are afraid of him. He is called Le
Morpion, but has an English name
also.”

“Odd!” mused Le Bossue and lifted
his glass. “Your health! Now I can
tell you what you both have missed. I
watched that man walking up to Mon-
sieur I’'Ombre’s house with Williams.
I had my spyglass. I noticed some-
thing and sent a man to observe the
tracks in the sand. Well, he does not
walk like other men, that one. His feet
move in a straight line. His tracks,
therefore, are in a direct line in the
sand. Why should this be, unless the
devil is in him? I cannot explain it.”

“Perhaps,” Lenoir suggested quite
sertously, “he is really the devil.”

Harris erupted a startled oath, then
broke into a sudden roar of laughter.
“Egad, I have the reason!” he exclaimed.
“We used to walk that way as boys,
back in—well, never mind where. Back
in New England. Indian-fashion, we
called it; the Red Indians walk that
way. If one can do it in the woods, he
does not go in a circle, but straight.
This man is an Indian.”

“No; for he is white,” said Le Bos-
sue.

“Bah! A Canadian, then; no mat-
ter. An Indian, eh? That is queer.”
Harris broke off and glanced up.

Le Bossue turned.

Two men came into the room, carry-
ing a box between them. One of the
scarlet-clad guards advanced and in his
Creole jargon explained that a pack-
age had come from Monsieur ’Ombre.
The three men at the table exchanged a
glance.

“One of his cursed jokes,” muttered
Le Bossue uneasily. “Open it, Har-
£ig:?

He sent the others from the room.
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Harris went to the box, which had a
hinged lid, and opened it. He brought
out a large object carefully wrapped in
cloth. When this was removed, a hu-
man head was exposed.

It was the life-sized head of Harris
himself, so exquisitely modeled in wax
as to seem—no, not alive. The eyes
were closed. The pallor of death was
on that face, and between the eyes was
the blue mark of a bullet.

Captain Harris cursed. He broke
into a perfect storm of profanity,
heightened by the grin of Lenoir and
the bitter comments of Le Bossue. Blas-
phemy sat on his lips; his fury rose into
an overwhelming tide of passion. Sud-
denly he darted upon the wax head,
drew a long pistol from his belt, and
under a storm of blows from the butt
the wax and its understructure of fabric
collapsed in an indistinguishable mass.

But Le Bossue's jet eyes regarded
him thoughtfully and with a touch- of
fear.

II1.

THE MAN who called himself Mon-
sieur 'Ombre was an old man. But not
a gentle old man. Captain Rion re-
garded him with interest and avid curi-
osity. For once, he beheld a man whom
he could not comprehend.

Williams had talked a good deal, his
tongue evidently being quite free. Cap-
tain Rion had kept his eyes open all the
way from the mole up to the town, and
through it, on to this hillside building.
He had learned a great deal, except
what he most wanted to know.

The building had seemed large, yet
the rooms in which he found himself
were small. All the doors stood open
for air. He could see all the rooms—
the black woman at work in the kitchen,
the two bedrooms, the library walled
with books, the reception room in which
he stood with Williams and his scarlet-
clad guard. Then the old man, leaning
on a stick, who approached, sent the

guard away, then sent Williams away
after him.

The old man bowed; then the two
stood looking at each other, silent for a
moment.

A strange man, this! Wasted by ill-
ness, the unmistakable pallor of death
in his shrunken face. One could fancy
what that face, framed in a powdered
wig, must have been; proud and mas-
terful, relentless, implacable. Even now
it conveyed a strange sneering strength
as though the wasted body gripped the
soul despite itself and would not let go.

“You are Captain Rion?” The voice
was deep and hard. “I am Monsieur
Charles Piloton, the banker. This is the
first time I have spoken my name in
twenty years, monsieur. Or, should I
say, your highness?”

Captain Rion bowed slightly. His
face was quite inscrutable. “I fear,
monsieur, that you labor under a misap-
prehension,” he said quietly. “My sole
title is that of captain in the armies of
his majesty. I am a Canadian.”

“From the village of Beauharnois, I
believe ?”

“Exactly!” said Captain Rion, re-
garding his host steadily.

The old man smiled, and indicated a
chair. “Will you have the goodness to
be seated? I am very close to the end;
it is difficult for me to stand any length
of time. And I have much to do.”

Captain Rion hesitated. Then, seeing
that the other would not first sit down,
he took a chair. Piloton, as he named
himself, flung out a word in patois, and
the door of the kitchen was instantly
closed.

“I believe,” said Captain Rion, “that
I was brought here in order to see——"

“The Martiniere sisters. They are
in the garden. Our business is more
important.”” The old man, who was
dressed all in black, relaxed in his chair,
put his stick across his knees. His pierc-
ing eyes dwelt upon his visitor. “Yes;
I see there is no mistake. My agents
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have informed me correctly. Even after
twenty years But you do not re-
member me?”

“I do not,” said Captain Rion.

“True; you were only nine years old
then—or was it ten?”

Captain Rion frowned slightly, as
though irritated by so palpable a trap.

“That day—it was just after the ninth
Thermidor—when I accompanied Bar-
ras to the temple,” went on the other.
“By the way, you recognized the clothes
of the wax boy?”

“How long are we to spar with
words?”’ demanded the visitor coldly.

“Until you understand what I say,”
was the calm response. “Will it bore
you, monsieur, if I speak of myself ?”

“If you speak of yourself—no,” said
Captain Rion rather stiffly.

“Good! I was a banker, yes. Also,
I was in love with Marie Grosholtz, and
with her was instructed by her uncle,
Dr. Curtius, in the curious art of mak-
ing wax figures. Alas, she married an-
other, and as Madame Tussaud is now
in London; and I am dead. It was
Barras who killed me and all my fam-
ily",

To this astonishing statement Cap-
tain Rion made no response.

The other went on: “I bribed Barras;
therefore he killed me, do you under-
stand? . Or thought that he did. I
bribed him; he took bribes from every
one, after he killed Robespierre. In
fact, Robespierre had discovered his
corruption and was on the point of send-
ing him to the guillotine, when he acted
first. ‘A sharp one, that Barras! Well,
he took my money, and his mistress did
the work. You know what work I refer
to, monsieur.”

“I regret,” said Captain Rion, “that
I cannot imagine to what you refer.”

“To the carrying off of a certain boy,
who was a prisoner,” said the old man.
“Alas, T was a guilty agent! For his
uncle wanted him out of the way, and,
instead of restoring him to his rightful

place, sent him to Canada, where he was
adopted under a new name. Then Bar-
ras, to shut my mouth, killed me. I got
away. I fled. His arm, and that of
Louis XVIII, could reach across the
world. T never mentioned my real name
again until to-day, monsieur.”
With polite interest, Captain Rion in-
clined his head, but made no comment.
“Now,” the other continued, “the time
has come for me to make restitution, to
repair the wrong that I did this un-
happy boy. Here, monsieur.” He ex-
tended a sealed packet, which Captain
Rion took with a glance of inquiry.
“That contains bills of exchange; I am
a wealthy man, and with this wealth I
hope to atone in some small way——"
“Really,” and Captain Rion tapped
the packet frowningly, “I fear that you
are making a very sad mistake, mon-
sieur.” ;
Piloton smiled thinly at him. “I am
not in the habit of making mistakes.
One of my agents reported to me that
during the campaign in America you
carried the only one of your baptismal
gifts still remaining to you—a certain
crucifix of crystal. I see you are a trifle
ill at ease. Will you take one of those
cigars in the box at your elbow? They
were made for King Christophe, of the
very finest Havana leaf. I think you
will enjoy them.”

AS CAPTAIN RION smoked, he
took one of the cigars, which were in-
deed superb. The sealed packet he laid
on his knee. When the cigar was alight,
he tapped the packet again. “In regard
to this, Monsieur Piloton g

“You will honor me by keeping it.
Now, look you! I knew very well that
nothing could induce you to come here
—except dhe thing. Recognition, to-
gether with the opportunity to save
those two lovely girls. You are a gen-
tleman, monsieur; indeed, you are the
first gentleman of France. And know-
ing that my days were numbered, I
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longed with all my heart to see you
face to face, to atone in person for the
wrong that I once did you v

As though the interview was distaste-
ful to him, Captain Rion left his chair
and crossed the room to a window that
overlooked the garden. Then he
turned. “My dear sir, will you have
the kindness to tell me for whom you
mistake me?”

“I do not mistake you, monsieur,”
said Piloton calmly. ‘“You were the
Dauphin of France; you are Louis
XVII. Do you deny it, on your word
of honor?”

Captain Rion made an impatient ges-
ture. “Monsieur, I cannot imagine what
can have inspired you with this delu-
sion!” he said sharply. “I am Captain
Louis Rion——" :

“Louis Charles, I think?”

“Yes. I am nothing else. I will never
be anything else, upon my word of
honor.”

For a moment Piloton sat in silence.
Then he sighed. “I understand; an
evasion, a noble evasion! Well, mon-
sieur, you are a man and not a child. I
do not inquire into your reasons. Will
you, Captain Rion, keep that packet?”

“If it will gratify you, I will keep
it,” said Captain Rion slowly.

“Thank you. In the morning, Cap-
tain Williams returns to escort you and
the young ladies to his ship, and
wherever you may wish to go. The aft-
ernoon is wearing on. First, let me
show you the corridors of my house,
which will explain many things to you.
Then we may meet the young ladies,
who know nothing of my secrets. Or
would you prefer to meet them now?
In that case, I might rest before tak-
ing you over my house 2

“Rest, by all means,” sai¢t Captain
Rion, advancing as the old man rose.
“May 1 offer you my arm?”

“Thank you; I am used to the stick.
Very well! Go into the garden by that
window, and you will find them. To-

night T shall show you the corridors.”

Captain Rion bowed, turned to the
window, and, opening the long sash,
stepped out into the garden.

Once free of the house, he drew a
long breath and flung away the cigar.
He halted and with his handkerchief
mopped the perspiration from his fore-
head. His pallor was banished by the
warmth and sunlight; in a moment he
was himself again. But he looked
older, as though he had just emerged
from an ordeal of the most trying kind.

The gardens were very thick with all
manner of subtropical plants. A high
wall hemmed them in; by following the
paths strewn with broken shell, Captain
Rion at length glimpsed a fountain and
a shaded bower where two young
women were talking. At his advance,
they looked up, then, with joyful ex-
clamations, they were greeting him ex-
citedly.

“He said you would come to-day!”
cried Lucie, the elder of the two. “Why,
Captain Rion, it seems like a dream!
To think of saying good-by to you in
Guadeloupe, and then =

Marie, the younger, broke in with
babbling words. Their delight, their
shining eyes, their laughter, rejoiced
the heart of Captain Rion. Between
him and them was a real affection, un-
tempered by any personal feelings; in
Guadeloupe, he had known them and
their family very closely, having been
billeted in the Martiniere mansion. They
were unaffected, charming girls, with
the frank warmth of Creoles and the
culture of old France, and Captain Rion
foresaw a very pleasant few weeks
ahead, before their next parting.

But he did not foresee the happen-
ings of this night.

IV

DINNER was over. The two young
women had retired to their own room
to get an early sleep before the dawn
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and departure. Piloton and his guest
sat talking over their wine and cigars.

Suddenly the house trembled. The
candles quivered; one fell from its
socket. From the black woman in the
kitchen burst a cry of alarm. Captain
Rion started to his feet, but Piloton only
smiled,

“A slight earth tremor, monsieur.
They are frequent, but never danger-
ous. Besides, I constructed the house
very carefully to withstand such things.
It is all of wood, built so that it will
yield. A masonry or coral house is
shaken to pieces, but this one is not.
Well, may I request you to sit com-
fortably for a few minutes until I ar-
range the lights? My man, who once
did these things, died last year, and I
have not replaced him.”

Captain Rion nodded. He was curi-
ous about what was to follow.

On a table at one side stood a large
wicker holder, in which were many
candle-lamps. The cook had just fin-
ished lighting them. Piloton, leaning on
his stick, caught up the holder in his
free hand and shuffled out of the room.
Captain Rion, looking after him, sud-
denly realized the man’s feebleness and
half started from his chair. Then he
sank back. No. Piloton evidently
wanted to carry those lights himself and
arrange—what ?

Piloton was gone for some time.
When he returned, he dropped into a
chair; his face was very white. He
waved aside Captain Rion’s questions;
the indomitable will of the man forced
a laugh to his lips.

“Nothing ; a slight attack. It comes
and goes. A glass of wine, and then
I am 4

Presently he rose and asked Captain
Rion to accompany him. He led the
way to a massive door at one side of the
reception room; it stood open. Down a
dozen steps, then along a paved cor-
ridor which twisted about and was very
cool.

“Monsieur, I scorn to be anything
but honest with you,” Piloton said,
pausing.  Ahead, lamps glimmered
from hooks, lighting recesses in the wall
of the corridor. “As I told you, I
learned this art from Dr. Curtius, who
invented it. By the gift of ventrilo-
quism, I have in a very obvious manner
made myself feared and respected in
this land. On my last trip to Cap-
Haitien, I took the head of Toussaint
I’Ouverture to King Christophe; that
head spoke to the king. You compre-
hend? These poor fools take me for
the devil in person. Well, come!”

Thus Captain Rion viewed the wax
figures of Monsieur 'Ombre, single fig-
ures or pairs, set in recesses of the cor-
ridor. Some of them horrible to see,
others interesting, all of them lifelike
in the extreme and clad as in life. The
garments were real, and not of wax as
in the case of the tiny figure which Wil-
liams had delivered.

It was not hard to guess what could
be done in this country by a man pos-
sessed of these figures and the gift of
throwing his voice unseen. Their ex-
tremely lifelike aspect was startling.
Here were the leaders of the Haitian
Revolution, the American Revolution,
the French Revolution; in all, a score
and more of groups or single figures,
the size of life.

Piloton halted before the lone shape
of Robespierre, shown sitting at a table
in the act of writing. A dry chuckle
broke from him as he pointed.

“Monsieur, you must regard this.
History tells us that Robespierre was
guillotined. That is untrue. He was
shot by an assassin sent by Barras; shot
in the very act of signing a proclama-
tion calling the people to arms. There
on that paper are his very words; he
has begun to sign his name; it is the
instant when the assassin shot him. The
original of that document is in existence,
spattered with the blood of Robespierre.
Had the assassin delayed but a few min-

TN—1
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utes, Robespierre would have lived,
Barras would have been arrested, the
whole course of history would have
been altered. But there remains one
more group you have not seen.”

He drew his guest on to the next
niche, the largest of all. The corridor
had doubled back, so that this niche
was close to the stairs and the entrance
door. Captain Rion looked at the three
figures before him. They represented
Louis XVI, Marie Antoinette, and the
Princess de Lamballe, all in court at-
tire. Behind these figures was a heavy
red velvet curtain.

After a silent moment, Piloton
turned. “Monsieur, would you gratify
an old man who is dying? Then, I im-
plore you, let me see you wearing that
wig, those clothes!”

“No!’ Captain Rion started back.
“Good Heaven, no! Why are you so
determined to make me seem what I am
not ?”’

“But, monsieur, why do you refuse
to appear what you are?”’

“Because I have so agreed, have so
passed my word——" Captain Rion
checked himself abruptly. “Because I
have no desire to lay claim to a name
and rank which I neither need nor
wish.”

The other sighed. “Well, monsieur, I
understand ; let it be forgotten. You
see that red velvet curtain? It con-
ceals a wide arch, which is the entrance
to my workshop. This portion of the
building is cooled by icy mountain
water, which I have piped down from
Monte Cristi above. Thus, even in
the heat of summer, my wax remains—
remains——"

SUDDENLY his words failed. Then
his voice became only a singular whis-
tling noise. He put out a hand to the
wall ; the stick fell and clattered on the
stone underfoot. Captain Rion, swing-
ing around, was in time to catch the
old man as he collapsed.

TN—2

“It—it is the end,” whispered Pilo-
ton. “Send—send 2

His breath died away. Captain Rion
lifted the shrunken body, ascended the
steps to the reception room, and placed
the unconscious man on a divan there.
The black woman was in the dining
room. He called harshly to her:

“Come here, quickly! He is dying!”

The Negress came into the doorway,
understood his words, caught sight of
the figure on the couch. She uttered
one wild cry, then turned and ran out
of the place. With an angry oath, Rion
darted into the dining room, caught up
a decanter of wine, and returned with
it. He poured a few drops between the
livid lips.

Piloton swallowed. He was not dead
after all.

After a moment, Captain Rion rose.
He knew the bedroom occupied by the
two Martiniere sisters, hastened to it,
knocked sharply at the door. A veice
replied. :

“It is Captain Rion. Get up, dress,
come and help me! Our host is dying,
I fear. That accursed cook has fled.”

She had fled indeed. Farther and-
faster than Captain Rion knew.

He came back to the couch of the
dying man. No other servants, except
the guards outside; those black statues
were useless. Piloton’s heart was flut-
tering, his eyes were closed. Captain
Rion knelt, poured more wine between
his lips. No response.

There came a repeated knock at the
entrance door. Captain Rion rose, went
to it, and opened the foot-square panel
in the door. Outside, under the light,
was a guard, with an indistinct figure
behind him.

“M’soo,” said the black soldier in his
patois, “a man sent by Captain Wil-
liams. Where is Monsieur I'Ombre?”

“He is busy.” Captain Rion caught
a grunt from the figure behind and
hastily unbarred the door. “Ah, Le
Morpion! Is it you?”
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“Yes,” replied the Iroquois. “I was
sent here to take care of you. The
ships are all going out. The captain
said to tell Monsieur 'Ombre.”

“Go and tell him,” said Captain Rion,
admitting the old warrior, who wore,
as usual, the scarlet coat of a British
soldier. The black guard objected to
the entry without word from Monsieur
I’'Ombre. Captain Rion silenced him,
and at length he strode back to his post,
with a grumble only half silenced by a
gold piece.

All this took time.

When Captain Rion returned to the
reception room, he saw the two girls
beside the couch. Le Morpion stood at
one side, impassive, arms folded, bronze
features shielded by his three-cornered
hat of a bygone style. This man had
known Captain Rion in Canada, as a
boy, had been his companion in many a
woods trail,

“Oh! He is trying to speak!” mur-
mured Lucie Martiniere. “Let me lift
- his head #

“No; let me.”

Captain Rion raised the old man’s
head in his arms. Piloton had opened
his eyes and was, indeed, trying to
speak, but could not. His fingers feebly
pressed the hand of Lucie. Then his
eyes closed again. He was still breath-
ing.

Captain Rion placed a pillow under
his head, rose, and turned to Le Mor-
pion with a look of inquiry,

The impassive Iroquois spoke in Eng-
lish: “The captain is uneasy. Men have
been coming out to the other ships;
they are leaving. He has a boat wait-
ing at the mole in case you must come
at any time. The breeze is offshore,
and he can leave. All the town is like
a hive of bees.”

Captain Rion shrugged, hesitated,
then turned back again to the dying
man,

He was well aware that, with Piloton
dead, the safest place for all of them

would be aboard the bark of Williams.
That there was any emergency, he did
not imagine. His host had spoken of
the scarlet-clad guards, in the course of
dinner ; those men were faithful to him,
bound by a fear greater than that of
death.

FROM the corner of his eye, Cap-
tain Rion saw the impassive Iroquois
produce brass pistols—Rion’s pistols—
and, after carefully renewing the prim-
ing, lay them on a table. Beneath the
scarlet coat, he knew, were the long
knife and the little ax which never left
the side of the Indian except for use.
Presently Le Morpion caught his eye,
gestured, and he crossed to the silent
shape.

“My spirit tells me,” said the Iro-
quois in French, “that black belts have
been sent out. On the way here we met
a woman running toward town. My
guide left me, and I came on alone.
The trail is not good.”

A woman, running! Captain Rion
recollected the black cook and frowned.
He knew the strength of that peculiar
sixth sense, that intuition which the Iro-
quois called his spirit; if Le Morpion
scented trouble, perhaps he was right.
News of Piloton’s death might well
cause things to happen. Captain Rion
cursed that fleeing cook.

“We cannot leave now,” he said and
returned to the couch.

Lucie, a cloak about her half-clad
figure, was holding up the head of Pi-
loton.

Le Morpion took off his hat and re-
vealed a skull that was shaven except
for his graying scalp lock. From un-
der his coat he produced a pouch; then
his eyes glittered around the rcom in
search of something. With a perfectly
silent step, he moved about, and after
a moment was gone into another room.

The eyes of the old man on the couch
had opened again. He looked up, saw
Captain Rion, and a smile touched his
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lips. Rion leaned over and took his
hand. Piloton weakly carried the fingers
of Rion to his mouth, and kissed them.

“You must have medicine here,” said
Captain Rion. “Can you tell us where
it is ?”

“No,” the old man breathed.
less. Send—send——"

For the second time, this phrase he
was trying to utter remained unspoken.
Abruptly, a convulsion seized him. His
features became purple, his eyes closed.
His fingers clenched upon those of Cap-
tain Rion. Suddenly they relaxed. A
shiver seized upon Lucie; she gently let
his head down upon the pillow.

“You are right,” said Captain Rion
sadly. “He has passed. Go quickly,
get into your clothes, bring anything you
want! We must leave here without a
moment’s delay.”

His sudden change of tone startled
the two young women. They rose,
staring at him, and then withdrew.
Alone, Captain Rion fell to one knee;
for a moment his lips moved silently,
his eyes were closed. Then he came to
his feet again.

“Farewell!” he said to the figure be-
fore him. “A prayer is all I can do
for you; who knows? Perhaps it is the
most that could be desired.”

He remembered Le Morpion and
glanced around. Stepping into the
dining room, he saw the Iroquois stand-
ing there before a long mirror, stripped
to the waist. With white and red paint
from his pouch, which he had dissolved
in a wineglass, Le Merpion was just
finishing the work of painting his face
and breast in a hideous design.

“We must go,” Captain Rion said.

Le Morpion closed his pouch, passed
its thong over his head. Suddenly he

“Use-

swung around, his eyes blazing. “The
candles!” he exclaimed. “Put them
out!”

At this instant Captain Rion heard a
choked cry from outside. The Iroquois

dashed at the candles; the room was
plunged into darkness.

Captain Rion, in alarm, extinguished
those of the outer room. A faint light
came from the open door of the corri-
dor of the wax figures. Somewhere
there was a crash of glass; a window
had- been broken in. A heavy weight
tried the entrance door, but it was
bolted.

“Around the house,” came a voice,
faintly but distinctly, from outside. “In
at the windows, Harris!”

Another glass tinkled into fragments.
There was a sharp cry, then Lucie Mar-
tiniere came running, followed by her
sister. Captain Rion caught up the pis-
tols from the table. Too late, too late!

Again came the voice from outside,
vibrant, powerful—the voice of Le Bos-
sue, now rising in confident triumph:
“Do not hurt the women, you dogs!
They are mine!”

Too late, indeed! From somewhere,
with another crash of glass, a figure
came reeling and gasping through the
obscurity. It was one of the scarlet-
clad guards, crying out the name of
Monsieur I'Ombre. He fell at the door-
way of the girls’ bedroom, in the light
that came from the candles there, and
whimpered as he died. The haft of a
knife stood out from his back.

Then men came bursting in upon the
darkness, with curses and weapons. But
Captain Rion and his companions were
not there.

28

LIGHTS were blazing again in all
the candelabra. Half a dozen men
stood in the outer room, staring about
half fearfully. The search had revealed
none except the dead.

The door of the corridors, into which
no one had ventured, stood open an inch
or two. By it was Le Bossue, in talk
with Captain Harris,

“I don’t want the men in there,” said
Le Bossue.
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“Neither do they,” and Harris
laughed. “They've heard too much
about it.” :

“The women must be there or in the
workshop,” Le Bossue said with an
oath. “Also, the two men. Why did
that fellow’s servant come up from the
ship?”

“Ask him,” said Harris ironically,
and waved his hand at the door. “Is it
possible that you, Le Bossue, hesitate
to enter this place where the dead can
speak ?”

The hunchback growled an oath.
“You prate too much. Go in and drive
out the rats.”

“Willingly,”
primed a pistol.

Le Bossue caught his arm. “Remem-
ber! Don’t lay a finger on those wax
figures!”

Captain Harris merely shrugged,
jerked open the door, and passed down
the steps. The glow of the lamps arose
faintly. The men standing in the re-
ception room, their weapons still red
with the blood of the five guards, drew
closer together. They were utter ruf-
fians, lowest of the low. They knew no
fear, but they were in dread all the
same,

Le Bossue lighted one of Piloton’s
cigars as he waited.

A burst of laughter came from Har-
ris, invisible. His steps, reverberating
from the corridors, came clearly through
the doorway. Presently his mocking
voice rose: “All right, Bos'n! The
birds didn’t run this way. Not a sign
of them.”

“Did you go into the workshop?”

“T looked in there, at least. DBetter
go through the closests and the gar-
dens.”

Le Bossue whirled on his men furi-
ously. He bade them join the others
outside, after another, thorough search
of the house, and comb every corner of
the gardens with lights. Then he turned
to the doorway and descended the steps.

and Harris coolly
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“Harris! Where are you?”

Captain Harris appeared at his side,
laughing “Come, Bos'n, let' me guide
you about—two sous, honest sir, for a
good guide!” he whined. “Devil take
me if these are anything more than life-
sized dolls, after all. As to their talk-
ing, there’s some trick about it.”

“Perhaps,” said Le Bossue, but there
was a queer look in his eyes.

The two men, hands on pistols, saun-
tered along the twisting corridor.

“What have you done about Williams
and his bark?” asked Captain Harris.

“Nothing. He’s nothing to do but
throw in with us, now that the Shadow
is dead. Are you sure they’re not hid-
ing in the workshop? You know where
it 152"

“Yes. Nothing but some half-fin-
ished figures there and no hiding place.
Ah!” Harris came to a halt as they ar-
rived at the large group. He pointed
to the Princess de Lamballe. “Her wig
has come loose, eh? Here, my good
Bos'n. I've a fancy to see how these
creatures are made.” He stepped into
the niche as he spoke and approached
the figure of the princess, stretching out
his arm toward her.

He was checked by a terrible cry
from Le Bossue and whirled about. The
figure of Louis XVI had moved slightly
—was speaking.

“You scoundrel !”

Le Bossue turned and rushed for the
stairs. He caught his foot; fell heav-
ily on his face. But Captain Harris
was made of different stuff. True, he
turned livid with fear, but an oath
came to his lips.

“In that case, king, try if a bullet
will help you!” he cried, and lifted his
pistol.

Another was discharged, from the
edge of the velvet curtain—a pistol that
flashed up into sight and roared its mes-
sage. The curtain was dashed aside.
From it leaped the hideous painted fig-
ure of Le Morpion, knife in hand.
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Captain Harris had fallen backward
in the corridor, a small blue mark be-
tween his eyes. Over him leaped the
Iroquois—over him, and after the tall
figure scrambling up the stairs.

Behind, Captain Rion, now in the
garb of Louis XVI., caught the queen
and the princess in his arms, checked
their cries hastily.

“Out of - herel”. he exclaimed.
“Quickly! It is our one chance—be
bold !”

In the reception room above, a terri-
ble scene was taking place.

A number of the men were there,
poking about the place, when the ap-
pearance of Le Bossue transfixed them.
Through the doorway burst the hunch-
back, an incoherent babble on his lips.
Then, behind him, came the soundless,
painted shape of Le Morpion like a
frightful apparition.

LE BOSSUE turned his head and
saw the Iroquois. A scream burst from
his lips. Then Le Morpion was upon
him, the long knife driving down, flash-
ing scarlet, and driving home again.
Le Bossue pitched forward on his face,
knocking over a candelabrum.

“Sassakway! Sassakway!”

It was the appalling war whoop of
the Iroquois, a scream like that of a
tortured fiend. And with it, Le Mor-

pion hurled himself at the nearest of
the paralyzed men, and his dripping
knife went home,

That was enough. With one accord,
the others flung down their weapons
and took to mad flight. Their voices
wailed upon the night as they struggled
to get away, to get into the garden,
anywhere. Their panic was commu-
nicated to the others. News that Le
Bossue was dead flashed from mouth to
mouth. When they paused to look back,
a red glow permeated the house. Flames
from the fallen candles had caught the
draperies, and instantly fire was lick-
ing at the walls, the doors, the ceilings.

When Captain Rion and his three
companions emerged into the night, the
hoarse screams of men were heard
ahead of them, into and through the
town. He glanced back at the house,
where flames were crackling, then shook
his head.

“Why did he want me to wear these
garments?” he muttered. “It was that
which put it into my head—but why?”

One of the two women stumbled. He
caught her up, and laughed suddenly.

“No panic, ladies, no panic! I fancy
we'll find a clear road ahead of us.
Scout the trail, comrade!”

The whoop of the Iroquois made an-
swer, as the leaping painted figure flitted
through the moonlight.
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Now sheer
recklessness
had to take
the place of
craft. He rode
with a savage,
insane aban-
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leaned in the saddle and spoke
softly in the little blue horse’s
ear. “Mira, mi Azulito! Your business
is to watch yonder matorral for cattle—
not moon-gaze into the valley where
idlers ride for pleasure. Sabe, estupid?”’
Azulito cocked an ear at the chiding
voice and lifted curious eyes from two
midget horsemen who crawled along the
misty floor of the Nueces valley. He
had been standing there—hardly shifting
¢ a muscle under his master’s weight—
since before dawn, and he was chilled
and cramped all through.

"I YHE SLENDER young Mexican



VAQUERO

by William Lester

He started to say as much in a
querulous little nicker, but a sharp
twitch of the romal cut his remonstrance
short. Resigned then, he settled him-
self once more to his vigil, so still that
he and his leather-clad rider might have
been a statue set there in the eternal
solitude of the hills.

Azulito’s master was a vaquero—a
brush-popper for the great Rey del Sul
estancia. Ygenio Segoya’s work was
hunting the renegade cattle that escaped
the rodeos and found asylum in the
thorned bosques and matorrals that
covered the tumbled hills of the Nueces
range. For every calf marked with the
Crown brand he received fifty cents;
for grown ladinos caught and delivered
to the headquarters pasture one dollar.
Some months he made as much as
twenty-five dollars—and twenty-five
pesos Americano is a great deal of
money.

So much afforded Azulito a feed of
grain each day; it allowed Ygenio to
smoke American cigarillos, besides hav-
ing white sugar in his coffee; more
important yet, it bought ribbons and
shawls and silver bracelets for little
Serafina Sais.

Serafina’s share of the monthly earn-
ings was many times greater than
Azulito’s and Ygenio’s combined; but
Azulito was content with his grain, and
Ygenio, of course, was in love.

Once a month Ygenio rode to Pueblo
Roma bearing his gifts. If there was

no baile to be danced with Serafina
there was a whole evening’s rapture in
watching her shadowy beauty as she
sang sad and tender little canzones to
him in the moonlit patio of Don Sais’
grand house. During the hard days
between visits he had the memory of
kisses and whispered promises and, al-
ways, the companionship of Azulito, the
friend of his heart.

Altogether Ygenio was very happy.
Only at times—in periods of long wait-
ing such as this morning—did doubt
invade his mind. The squat figure of
Don Tomas Sais, Serafina’s father,
sometimes reared itself in the path of
his dreams. Don Sais was proprietor
of the only store in Pueblo Roma and,
by common report, possessed of a great
avaricia. What would he say, Ygenio
wondered, to a yerno who owned no
more than a few mustangs and lived
under the sky?

The sun slowly bent over Ygenio’s
head and filtered pale light into the dark
recesses of the jungle. Momentarily
the silence tightened. Then somewhere
in the brush a body stirred stealthily.
Azulito’s skin rippled nervously on his
rigid body. All at once a great tawny-
colored steer stood in a checkered patch
of sunlight at the end of a narrow
runway.

Infinitely alert it was, so lightly poised
that its bulk seemed scarcely to weight
the ground. Its shaggy-bossed head
was flung back so that the flaring,
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dagger-tipped horns lay close to its bony
withers. It was still only an instant
as it turned its moist black muzzle
slowly to test the air; then terror filled
its wild eyes. A blast of alarm; a
single catlike bound; the clearing was
empty again.

Azulito launched himself into a run.
Ygenio, holding an uncoiled reata under
his thigh, dropped lengthwise along the
saddle. Not a fraction of time too soon.
Azulito struck the jungle wall like a
bullet. With head carried low against
the bullhide cuella that protected his
breast and shoulders, he raced through
all the clawed and thorned things that
grew for the torment of man and beast.

He had no sight of the quarry, but
followed the sound of flight. Snorts
of terror, the clatter of split hoofs, the
click of long horns on the unyielding
boles of oak and mahogany, made a
wild clamor in the stillness.

PRESENTLY the brushy growth
thinned. Now, instead of black chapar-
ral and juajila, the ridge was studded
thickly with wild ebony, evergreen and
beautiful to look at, but with serried
limbs, rigid and sharp as spear points.
Here Ygenio really started to ride. He
left Azulito to follow the cattle; he
watched nothing but his own safety.

One moment he was upright, swaying,
dodging and fending his face with both
arms; the next he was dragging from
the saddle with head barely clearing
the ground. He was under and up and
over the racing horse all at once, never
escaping the deadly limbs by more than
a hand’s breadth.

All the while Azulito was gaining. As
he broke through a clearing in sight, the
little band of renegades split. A few
scrawny cows with calves scattered and
dropped behind; three or four young
steers found the pace too hot and
swerved aside. But Azulito’s eyes were
trained solely on the big buckskin
leader.

It spurted out frantically, twisted and
doubled to ga