














drous length. Sid would sit there
with his neck bent toward the talker
and listen.

“How is this business?” Sid asked
me that first night when we were
alone in the kitchen. “Is this college
life worth it?”

“It is if you like it,”” I answered.

“You like it?”

I told Sid I liked it very much. Sid
sat there awhile thinking, not saying
anything. Then he nodded to him-
self as if he'd settled a question that
had bothered him.
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DAN, I couldn’t come to college
now'if I wanted to. We need money
pretty bad where I live. But I'd like
to come up here once in a while and
maybe learn a little. I know I don’t
fit 1n so well, but this is my only way
to find out.” Sid paused and then
fumbled on: “To find out about this
kind of life.”

I told Sid it was fine with me. So
he became a regular member of our
Friday night poker games. He was a
competent, close-mouthed, near-the-
vest player, showing no cutthroat
tendencies. He filled 1n nicely.

“What's the matter with that Sid
fellow?” Willie asked me one night.
“What's he do, anyway?”

I told Willie 1 didn’t really know.
For the first time I realized how little

I knew about Sid. It had never seemed

important.

“Well, why don’t you smooth him
up a bit?” Willie insisted. *“At least
see he gets a haircut. Blue Street or
not, he’s a queer one.”

Willie started the needle act on Sid
about the third time he came over.
Everything that happened to Willie
was important. He'd give Sid compli-
cated descriptions of what had hap-
pened to him that day. Fluent, gran-
diose talk of the wonderful world at
college.

“What kind of business are you in?"
Willie asked.

“I'm up at the iron works. It’s no
?icnic. Plenty of heavy lifting. But

won't be there long. I'll find some-
thing better.”

“Well, tell me, Sid. What do you
do for recreation?”

“Why, I don’t do so much,” Sid
said in his halting way. “I play some
cards at the Turf, down on Blue Street.
Drink a little beer. Talk to my
friends. Sometimes I walk down by
the waterfront and look at the boats.
That’s about all. Not much of any-

thing.”
Willie gave Sid a long calculating
look. “What you need, Sid, is an edu-

cation. Join our college and see the
world. Yes sir, this is certainly the
place for bright young men like our-
selves.”

Sid scratched at his blond head. “I
suppose you're right,” he said slowly.
“But the way I figure~" He looked

up and saw that Willie was waiting
patiently. “Like 1 figure, there’s lots
of smart guys going to school here.”
Sid spread his long iingers wide on the
table. “Thousands of them. They
all want to be lawyers or doctors or
engineers. All good smart fellows—
as smart as me, and maybe smarter.

You understand what 1 mean?”

Willie grinned at me over Sid’s
bent head. “Frankly, no,” he said.

Sid looked helplessly at me. It was
painful to listen to the inarticulate
way he dragged out his words. But I
wanted to hear.

“Well—like this,” Sid continued.
“Take a telephone book, for instance:
You look under lawyers, and there’s
hundreds of names. All of them try-
ing to make a living. Or take doctors.
Or say, writers, like you want to be,
Willie. There’s so many of them.
Maybe I'd be batting my head against
a stone wall trying to beatyou fellows.”

Willie sadly shook his head. “You’ve
forgotten something,” he said in his
mincing way. “A fellow would never
get any place by your way of thinking.
Mankind just wouldn’t progress.
That'’s obvious.”

Sid studied his hands, a miserable
half-smile on his face.

“It’'s a negative way of thinking,
Sid. A quite disturbing philosophy,
you know.”

“Yes, I suppose so,” Sid said. “But
I couldn’t begin to look like you fel-
lows—act like you or dress like you.”

“Funnier things have happened,”
Willie said soothingly.

“Maybe that’s right,” Sid said. *“I
guess you have to try at a thing before
you're sure.”

“That’s it, Sid boy,” Willie said.
“You’re beginning to get that old col-
lege spirit.’

I LOOKED across the table at Willie.
He was wearing a white shirt with
extra long collars. They were hard
to get. He had a correct blue tie with
a ught knot that set his suit off per-
fectly. Willie looked good, all right.
He grinned at me. “You've certainly
been lost in thought, Danny. Think-
ing about that Sid fellow?”

I nodded my head.

“I often wonder why he hung
around our bunch,” Willie said. “May-
be it was the atmosphere. We did
have a dandy group of fellows.”

“Maybe that was it,” I said. But
I knew that wasn’t it—or not all of it.

“He never did fit in very well, did
her” Willie said. “He just wasn’t our
kind. Remember that girl he brought
up the night of the spring party.
What was her name?”

“I think it was Marj,” I said. . ..

Marj was the only girl I ever saw
Sid with. 1 asked Sid if he could
bring a girl for our last party before
school let out. He said he'd try to
make it.
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Willie was beaming brightly that
night. His date was straight from
the upper crust. She’d just won some
campus beauty contest, and she spar-
kled. I was with Ellen Maddox—a
nice lovely big girl with pretty teeth
and pretty hair. I was hopelessly in
love with her for almost the entire
spring quarter that year.

The party warmed up nicely. No-
body came drunk, and they all laughed
and talked at the same time. I was
in the kitchen breaking ice when I
heard the front door open. Every-
thing went quiet for a long moment.
Then a girl’s high giggle cut through
the silence with a jarring slur. It was
the way a nice girll might laugh when
she heard a dirty joke. It stopped me
cold. Then the babble of voices rose,
and the party went on.

'\;R'ILLIE came tiptoeing into the
kitchen with one finger over his lips.
“Danny,” he whispered. “Brace your-
self. Guess who’s here all dolled up
like a Christmas tree? And with a
red-hot mamma.”

I felt a big ball of pain in my stom-
ach. I followed Willie into the front
room. Sid was standing by the front
door with the girl beside him. He
looked helplessly around the room.
He had the girl’s coat awkwardly
draped over his arm. The girl stared
frankly at the coeds, who watched her
with furtive, amused little smiles.

I asked them to come out in the
kitchen and help with the drinks. I
mixed them each a stiff shot. I'd never
seen Sid drink much, but he was in
there pitching that night.

Mar] might have been pretty if
she’d been given a chance. it was,
she missed by plenty. With the right
clothes, she could have been classed
as slim. In the dress she wore she was
only skinny. You could almost see .
the marked-down price-tag trailing
from the bright red cloth. The rouge
crept too high on her cheeks. A red
sElash of lipstick accentuated a mouth
that should have only been subdued.
A flower, somewhat wilted by now, but
bravely pinned into shape, waved in
pathetic defiance from her shoulder.
Her eyes darted quickly, following the
conversation, desiring so very much
to be part of the fun. Her eyes were
nice.

It was Sid who demanded special
attention that night. His hair was
freshly cut. It must have taken a lot
of hair oil to slick it down. It had
started to spring out again and stuck
up in little tufts around his head. He
wore an ill-fitting greenish blue suit
which had probably been in the
family a long time. It was freshly
pressed. Around his neck was a white
scarf. No topcoat with it. Just the
white scarf wrapped twice around his
neck with the ends folded into his
suit coat.












“You want me to go, Dan?”

“I asked you to come, Sid.”

“Sure you did, Dan. But I think 1
better go.” He picked up his trench-
coat and pulled it on tight around his
shoulders. He went out through the
front reom without looking around.
He turned at the door.

“Be careful, you guys,” he said.
That was all. He opened the door,
and then was gone.

VR’ELL, it wasn’t long after this,
that most of the boys were in the war.
Willie went to a Navy Officers’ school.
Someone wrote me that Sid was in the
Parachute Troops. I kept my own
date with the Army. Month stretched
after month. Only a few memories
of the ones at home.

And then you were back, and every-
one seemed the same. Still the same
nice bunch. There was only Sid. I
wanted to find out about him . . ..

Willie was waving his glass in time
with the music blaring from the juke-
box.

“I'd like to see him, Willie,” I said.

“Who? Sid, you mean? Where do
you think he might be?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “But it
might not be too hard to find out.
Let’s go.”

“Why, sure, Dan, if you really want

to.”
We climbed into Willie’s new car
and drove south across town. “You
know, Dan,” Willie said easily, “I
never worried about you. It was ob-
vious you'd come out all right. But
Sid—though I never did like the fel-
low, I found myself wondering, ever
so often how he’d make out. It was
quite disturbing. You know what I
mean?”’

“Yes,” I answered. “I know what
_you mean.”

We hit Blue Street, turned left two
blocks, made a wide U turn and pulled
up in front of the Turf. We went in
through the swinging doors. It was
as I remembered it. The years hadn’t
disturbed a thing. It even seemed
natural to see old Al, his chair tipped
against the wall, snoring peacetully.

I shook his shoulder, and he
squeezed his eyes open. He squinted
a moment, then tipped his chair for-
ward. He stuck a hand gingerly in
my stomach.

“Don’t go soft, lad,” he said. “Can’t
beat a man ‘less youre in tiptop
shape. Gans used to tell me that. . ..
Remember what I tell you, now.”

“Sure, Al,” I said. “I'll remember.”

Willie looked at me with a silly
grin. “Characters, characters,” he
chuckled. “Now how abeut finding
Sid, hey, Danny?”

Al’s vacant eyes lit up. “Sid? Yeu
looking for Sid?”

“We haven’t seen him since the
war,” I explained. “We were wender-
ing what happened te him.”

Al struggled to his feet. “Well now,
1 thought everybody knew about Sid.
You lads follow me. I'll show you
where he is.”

Al shuffled between the tables and
started for the door. Willie looked
at me and shrugged. We followed Al
north on Blue Street, up to the public
park, across the football field and into
the field-house. There, in the mid-
dle of the basketball court, with maybe
a hundred kids clamoring about him,
was Sid March.

He looked all right. His face had
filled out. He still had his head of
tousled blond hair. He was the same
Sid I remembered, only it was like
seeing him for the first time,

“What’s he doing?” Willie asked
brightly.

Al looked scornfully over his shoul-
der. “What’s he doing? Just got the
biggest job on Blue Street, that’s all.
Sid, he’s our park instructor. Best
we ever had. Handles every kid on
the street. That’s something, Mister.”

Sm looked up and saw us. He
nodded and smiled. It took him a
few minutes to line the Bids on teams.
Then he came over and shook hands.
He seemed glad to see us.

“I ran into Willie tonight and got
talking about you,” I said. “Just
wondered how- everything was.” -

“Everything’s fine,” Sid said. “Re-
member Marj? We were married just
before 1 went overseas.” Sid made
little steplike motions with his hand.
“A famif; man now, Dan.”

“And how do you like handling
these kids?” I asked.

“I don’t know just how to describe
it,” Sid said. “It’s—it’'s—well—it’s satis-
fying.” .

Al pulled excitedly on Sid’s arm.
“Tell ’em about your champion Gold-
en Glovers. And about that scholar-
ship deal for your good boys. And
about the new field-house. Tell ’em
that, now, lad.”

Sid slapped Al on the shoulder.
“We’ll have that field-house next
year at this time,” he said. “No fool-
ing, Dan, these Blue Street people are
really chipping in. Can’t you just
see it! One of those brick layouts. . . .
Use it for an auditorium, too. Full-
size basketball courts, plenty of seats,
modern shower-rooms—everything a
kid would need. How’s that sound
now, hey?” Sid was pounding one fist
into his other hand. He was all filled
up with the thought of it. v

Willie chuckled. He looked at Sid
with a half-smile curling his lips.

“Tell me, Sid. What's the angle,
boy? Where do you fit in?”

Sid stiffened, his hands swinging in
big knets. A muscle jumped crazily
along his jaw.

“The angle?” Sid’s voice was barely
a whisper. “What do you mean, the
angle?
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The smile was still plastered on
Willie’s face. “You know what I

mean, Sid.” He waved his hand
vaguely at the kids. “What's in this
for you?”

Sid took a deep breath of air. He
ran his hand once through his hair.
His face was chalk-white. He leaned
forward. I thought for a moment he
was going to hit Willie in the face.
Then he drew his lips back over his
teeth and smiled.

“I'd like to answer you, Willie.”
His voice broke slightly as he tried to
keep it level. “But I don’t think you'd:

understand.”

EVERYTHING seemed to stand death .
still for a moment. Willie’s mouth
was still creased, but his eyes looked
sick.  Then the strident shouting of
a quarreling group crashed across the
gym. Sid let the air out slowly be-
tween his teeth. He wiped at a line
of sweat which had formed along his
upper lip.

“Guess 1 better get back to work,”
he said. “Say hello to any of your
old gang for me . . . I'm here every
day—drop down just any time.” He
nodded his head once quickly, then
turned and trotted across the floor.
The last sight I had of Sid March was
his blond head and serious face stand-
ing out over a circle of howling kids.

We walked back to the Turf in
silence. At the door Al scuffed his
shoes and mumbled a few swear-words
under his breath. Then he stepped
close and poked his finger method-
ically against Willie’s chest.

“You don’t see so good, do you,
Mister?”

Willie stared at old Al. He wet his
lips nervously with his tongue,
coughed as if to answer, then clamped
his mouth tight shut.

“No, you don’t see good at all,” Al
repeated, punctuating each word with
a poke at Willie. “If you did, you
wouldn't talk like that to Sid.” Al
shook his head sadly. “Only a fool
would say that to a gentleman.”

Willie’s mouth sagged open, gulling
his skin in deep folds. He'd been
hit where it hurt. He stood a long
time without moving. Then he swung
around and walked to his car.

&/"E drove two blocks up Blue
Street with Willie staring fixedly
ahead. “Dan,” he said finally, “the
old man is right, you know. ... As
right as right can be!” I was chilled
to my socks by the way he said it.
There was complete humility in his
voice, '

“Willie,” I said, “we never had to
worry about Sid. Not really. He's
a helluva guy.”

“I know,” said Willie.
vious all the time.”

We turned north and headed up-
town.

“It was ob-
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Long shadows fell across the pleas-
ant avenues of Knossos as Druas and
his retinue of soldiers and officials
mounted the long hill. At sunset
Knossos seemed to reach its apex of
beauty. The glowing paintings on
the wall seemed to capture and hold
the fading light; the statuettes of sil-
ver and gold displayed in niches on
the outer wall flashed in the leveling
rays. There was no fear of thievery
here; this city was so rich and beauti-
ful that none had need to steal!

The streets were clean; a cleanliness
that was the marvel of the ancient
world. For instead of being the reek-
ing surface conduits of the garbage
and sewerage of the city that the
streets of other cities of that and later
eras were, and were to be, these were
paved and pleasant ways. The city’s
waste was conveyed to sewers continu-
ally flushed by the Caratus River;
and their noxious vapors released, if
ever, far out on the surrounding sea.
Not for many millennia to come was
the Cretan concept of sanitation to
become effective, even in the highly
civilized cities of Greece and Rome.

There was no surErise expressed at
seeing the ruler of the empire ascend-
ing the hill on foot. No sedan chair
was here for the Minos; the Cretan
folk of that early age were worshipers
of bodily fitness. The luxurious lazi-
ness of Oriental potentates was a
thing to spurn and to despise. They
were fit, every last one of them; and
their ruler must be most fit, physi-
cally and mentally, of them all.

his may have been the underlying
reason for the ending in death of the
nine-year reign of their rulers. No
Minos must ever undergo the expe-
rience of decline and defeat at the
hands of age-bringing time.

So, when each successive Minos
reached the end of his nine-year reign,
he was killed. There was every mark
of respect, indeed almost worship, in
the killing. That in all probability
seventy or more men endured this
sort of death over a period of more
than six hundred years is evidence of
its complete acceptance by the Minos
and his people. Oddly, when the
custom was at last breached, the em-
pire was on its way to decline, col-
lapse and its final fall. What man
can argue, these millennia later, the
right or wrong of it? Whether it
. seems kind or cruel to us is of little
importance beside its meaning to
these children of an early age in the
spotted history of earth.

The Minos and his retinue reached
the palace wall, and neared the en-
trance to the great labyrinth, the
maze of interlocking passages that led,
if followed rightly, to the arena center.

Druas was lost in memories. At
the age of sixteen, he and Kallathu
had first stepped within its dark en-

folding walls, its bewildering com-
plexity of interlacing passageways. He
remembered how they had defeated
its baffling immensity by skill and

knowledge. He remembered the
quick tug of Kallathu’s hand.
“Druas,” the girl had said, “it's

dark here, awfully dark. But take
my hand; we’ll face it and we’ll con-
quer it together.”

They had won through. They had
conquered in the Bull Dance too; that
vernal exuberant game of spring,
when the skill and wits of man found
mastery over the brutal force of un-
chained nature, personified in the
bull, the Minotaur.

Together, they had faced the maze.
Together with Theognis and Lycho-
mile they'd faced the Moon-bull; and
though the other pair had met death,
they had triumphed in the dance.

Then, five and a half years later,
the invitation had come from the
council, the invitation to Druas to
take the supreme position in the na-
tion, that of the Minos: Druas, a
commoner; Druas, a country boy;
Druas, Minos of the greatest and only
empire the European world then
knew!

“Druas,” his wife had warned him,
“it is the supreme honor, the greatest
the nation can afford, I know. But
it means death in the end. Bitter,
submissive death.”

“Some of the kings have died in
battle,” Druas reminded her. “Each
Minos goes to battle in the last three
months of his reign, if not before.
Some have joined the Illustrious
Council in that way.”

“Battle or priest’s knife, husband
of mine, it’s death.”

“Kallathu, it is for the good of
Crete. Besides, nine years is a long,
long time. You don’t think I'd make
an unwise ruler?”

“Never, Druas. You're too true and
fine for that. In any event, it’s your
star. Accept the honor if you must,
and take my hand in yours. As we
did the maze and the Bull, we’ll face
this thing together!”

So they had gone to the great palace.
Little Druas, three years old then,
had never remembered any life but
that of a prince of the realm. Nor,
orphaned, would he know any bitter-
ness; for he would be an honored
ward of the state, and a prince of the
realm until his own death, whether
death came naturally or in battle.
Honor and deference would be paid
to him and his family, as now it was
Eaid to the children of former kings.

llen and Ariadne likewise, born after
his elevation to the throne, would be
princesses for all their lifetime—not
to rule, for the throne was not heredi-
tary, but still as leaders of the State.

They passed the entrance to the
maze, and rounded the corner of the
great pile of masonry to reach the
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entrance to the palace. It was a splen-
didly ornaniented opening; not garish,
like the palaces of the Orient, but
with a chaste beauty of line and orna-
mentation that was restrained yet
complete, Color and line and surface
textur€ were smoothly blended in a
palace that must have been the satis-
taction of its unknown architect, the
pride and splendor of the populace of
the island empire. Burned at a later
period, it was restored to greater glory
by Daedalus, one of the masters of
thought and design of the ancient
world; but even in this early age, it
had splendor that entitled it to rank
among the world’s wonders, had not
men forgotten it by the time they were
ready to compile a list of marvels.
The palace halls were cool, despite
the warmth of the September day. In
the hush of twilight, they were filled
with perfume from the flowers within
the courts. Bird-songs sped the sun
from sight as Druas sought the throne.

T{E throne was of simple shape,
a bench of marble, carved in bas-
relief. Painted lions couched on the
walls at the back and on the side.
Druas simply and thoughtfully dis-
pensed justice in the few cases waiting
his presence; the empire was well or-
ganized, and few disputes needed to
be appealed to the throne. These
were petitioners referred to him from
the council; and their pleas were al-
ready well briefed.

In less than a half hour he rose
from the throne and dismissed the
assemblage. Flames from olive-oil
lamps lighted his way along the gayly
decorated corridors. This was his
last audience, Druas reflected. Kalla-
thu had not appeared; this was fitting,
for he should come to her, not she to
him.

As he reached their living-quarters,
twelve-year-old young Druas greeted
him. He smiled at the sturdy lad,
dark of eyes and hair, with a sparkle
in his eyes that even the present grief
could scarcely hide.

“Dad, Mother thinks you may not
have to die tomorrow.”

“Why? It is for the good of Crete,
and ordained of her gods, that I
should die.”

“Then why does Mother oppose it?”

“Her love for me overshadows her
judgment.”

The two passed in to the beauti-
fully decorated palace apartments.
The walls were covered with lively
frescoes, executed by artists who could
rank with the best of any age. Games
and festivals were pictured, boxing
and wrestling matches, sports like
hunting and fishing, contests of arch-
ery; all the vivid life of the city about
them. Pride of Druas and Kallathu
and their children alike was the fresco
that pictured their own triumph in
the Bull Dance of years before.
























heaved ineffectually at the dog han-
dle. Beyond the door, he could hear
the cries of his men plainly.

Binelli came running aft with the
tools. McGown took the Stillson and
set it for the nut on the dog handle.
Before the men heaved on the wrench,
he knew it was no good. He let them
pull on it for a moment, while he
rigged a dog wrench with the crowbar
in the end as a peavey bar. He
slipped the wrench on the dog handle.

“Swing on it, lads, before it gets
too hot.”

As they swung their weight on the
long bar, he grabbed the sledge and
belabored the dog wrench. The
handle gave, grudgingly at first, and
then with a rush that threw the men
to the deck. They jumped up and
pried open the door. A blast of hot
air and smoke blew out of the com-
partment. The heat seared the skin
of McGown’s face and hands, but he
put his head down and went into the
compartment. ‘“This way, men,” he
called. ‘“The well-deck door’s open.”

Several men staggered. past him to
the open door. As his eyes became
accustomed to the haze, he saw a dark
figure slumped down against the port
bulkhead.

“Give me a hand with this fellow,”
he called out. He couldn’t hear his
own voice above the roar.

He pushed aft into the smoke.
“Hope I'm net too far gome,” he
thought. He reached the sailor and
tried to get him to his feet. The man
was unconscious. “I can’t do it,” he
thought. “I'm too weak.”

He bent down, pulled the sailor’s
arms and body up over his left shoul-
der, and clasped his hands around the
man’s legs. Lifting the inert body
tore at the wound in his chest until
it hurt like fire.

“Lucky he’s a small lad,” McGown
thought. Slowly and painfully he
straightened up and made his way
forward. He negotiated the high
door coaming with great difficulty.
Then he was out on the well deck in
the cool open air. He carried the
sailor forward, put him gently down
on deck and sank down exhausted
beside him.

The fire topside was nearly out.
Two sister ships approached from

windward. ““Oh, Skee,” he called to
the chief. “Get a hose going in the
mess compartment. Still a bad fire
afe.”

His face and hands burned like a
furnace. He bent over the man be-
side him.

“Anything I can do, Captain?” a
voice above him asked.

McGown looked up into the round,
blackened face of Mereado, the ship’s
pharmacist’s mate. “Take a look at
this lad. I've got to get back on the
job.”

He pulled himself to his feet. Stag-
gering a litgle, he went aft. In the
mess compartment he bumped into
Rabnowski.

“We've got it licked, Cap'n,” the
chief said. ““This hose is taking it
from forward, and the boys aft have
a handy-billy going.”

The flames burned McGown’s face
even hotter. “You're doing fine, Skee.
Keep it up. I'm going on deck and
see if we can get the ship under way.”

As he moved forward, the ship
lurched. He stumbled. Then he
coughed, and a dagger-sharp pain
stabbed at his chest. By the radio-
room hatch, a sailor grabbed him
frantically.

““Which way out, for God's sake?
I can’t see a thing.”

McGown guided the lad to the door
and stood aside while three other men
stumbled past into the life-giving
fresh air. On deck, he saw that gun-
boats had moored along each side.
He gave silent thanks. Crossing
toward LCS 286, he stumbled over a
deck seam; he slid down onto his
knees and toppled over on the steel
deck. . ..

Afterward, he could remember
nothing of being carried off the ship
in a stretcher, or of the quick passage

south to Hagushi. But always ticking

away at the back of his mind was a
most satisfying thought. They had
saved their ship to fight another day.

Followed weeks of physical distress.
From the transport Prestdent Hoover,
Lieutenant McGown was transferred
to Base Hospital 18 on Guam, where,
already in a critical condition from
his chest wound, he developed phle-
bitis of the left leg. Evacuated to the
States by air, he came eventually to
the Naval Hospital at Great Lakes,
where he was joined by his father and
mother. “Surgery and excellent care
resulted in rapid improvement, and
three months’ convalescent leave at
heme in Wisconsin followed.

MEANWHILE, paper .work on the
exploits of LCS 456 and her captain
piled up in the various command
ships of the Amphibious Forces. A
modest report on the ship’s actions,
with recommendations for award of a
Bronze Star Medal to Lieutenant Mc-
Gown were initiated by his group
commander, Lieutenant-Commander
H. A. Hobson, of the Naval Reserve,
whom McGown had never seen since
he took command of his ship. Ac
companied by notes and comments,
memoranda, recommendations and
endorsements from “Fancy,” “Rogue,”
and Commodore Moosbrugger, com-
mander of all screen vessels at Oki-
nawa, the correspondence, now fifty
typewritten pages in (3uintuplicate,
arrived on board the Eldorado, flag-
ship of Commander Amphibious
Forces, recommending LCS 456 for a
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Presidential Unit Citation, and Lieu-
tenant McGown far everything from
a Branze Star to a Navy gross. ce

It was some weeks before Lieuten-
ant McGown learned the fate of his
ship. His Exec had taken over com-
mand. Fires extinguished, her sister
ship, LES 143, took her in tow. Dur-
ing the night her engineers repaired
the damaged engine controls. Cast-
ing off the tow line at daybreak, LCS
456 proudly steamed into Hagushi
Anchorage under her own power.
Months after the war had ended,
Lieutenant McGown learned that his
ship had been awarded the Navy Unit
Commendation for its outstanding
accomplishments on those stirring
days in June.

Of all the letters, citations and
awards, Lieutenant McGown prizes
most highly a letter written by Com-
mander Phillips, his flotilla comman-
der, four days after the historic action:

“You and your ship’s company
are commended for your gallant
conduct and heroic actions in your
battles with enemy planes. Your
conduct during both actions and in
fighting fire and saving your ship
atter it had been hit by a Jap suicide
plane are in keeping with the high-
est traditions of the naval service.
The entire flotilla is proud of you
and sends its heartfelt admiration
and deepest sympathy for vyour
losses.”

On January seventh, at the White
House, with his mother and father
and younger brother and sister as wit-
nesses, President Truman presented
to Lieutenant McGown the Congres-
sional Medal of Honor for ‘“‘conspicu-
ous gallantry and intrepidity.” As
the President read the citation, Mc-
Gown thought of his ship and crew,
of Bill and Roberts, the signalman,
of Rabnowski, Binelli, Stimson, Mer-
cado and the rest—the finest crew that
ever sailed and fought a gunboat.
They might be true, the words of the
citation. His ‘“stanch leadership,
capable direction and indomitable
determination” might have helped to
make the crew what it was that day.
But their gallant courage and fighting
fipirit had put him where he was to-

ay.

The reading of the citation ended.
The President took the medal from
his aide and hung it about Lieutenant
McGown’s neck from its blue star-
sprinkled ribbon. Perhaps the Presi-
dent was thinking, as he had said on
previous similar occasions: “I would
rather be receiving this medal today
than be President of the United
States.”

Truly was it written: “His valiant
spirit of self-sacrifice in the face of ex-
treme peril enhanced and sustained
the highest traditions of the United
States Naval Service.”















observant. He has good eyes, and he
sees everything and remembers every-
thing. He tries to find the motive for
a killing, and then he finds the oppor-
tunity. With everything sewed up,
he puts the finger on the criminal.”

“Good night, Barney,” Nicky said.

As I went down the narrow stairs, I
could hear him talking to Moe. I
heard the deeper tone of Moe’s answer.

I went baci to the shop and ham-
mereéd out an item that editorialized
between the lines, because I like Nicky,
and-I did not like to think of Moe
rusting in a corner while Nicky was
tucked into the county vacation spot.
AAS I had expected, they hauled

Nicky down for more question-
ing, and he had no alibi, and Big
George was extremely dead. Big
George had endeared himself by pass-
ing out little favors from time to time,
and the majority of the people of
Udella were unhappy to see the source
of the little presents stopped so sud-
denly, and they were more than a bit
annoyed with Nicky Lugan and began
to scream for his scalp.

The inquest practically turned into
a mob scene when Al McGee, who
worked for Big George, and was con-
sequently out of a job, jumped up and
yelled out: “My pal was killed by Lu-
gan and that big tin monster!” It
was an unfriendly way to refer to Moe.

Naturally the widow, Julie Loke,
was in tears, a wet little ball of hand-
kerchief clamped in her mitt and mas-
cara making dark streaks down her
cheeks. Big George was sufficiently
popular in Udella so that nobody ever
made mention of the fact that on a
week-end in Philly, Big George had
found Julie third from the left in the
front row, which is where they gener-
ally put the lookers, and contrary to
tradition, he had married her.

It is rumored that she sometimes
pines for the third-from-the-left spot,
garticularly as they were about to put

er in a stripper spot, and maybe her
gracticing the routine was what
ooked Georgie.

The verdict was by “person or per-
sons unknown,” and I found out later
that a couple of the jury, thinking
hard of Moe, wanted to have it by
“person or persons or thing un-
known,” thinking of Moe.

The police worked hard on it; and
the D.A,, solicitous of his imminent
campaign for re-appointment, stood
behind the police and kept jabbing
them to dig up some decent evidence.
Poor Nicky wore a deep track from his
rooms over the garage to the police
station and back. But the rest of the
time, nobody saw him.

Once I went up and knocked at his
door, and Moe told me to go away. I
didn’t argue. There is something
about Moe that you don’t want to
argue with.

One night Duffy, on the Canal Street
beat, came back to Headquarters,
where 1 was consistently schneidering
Archy Wandell, and mentioned that
Nicky and Moe were at the tavern
around the corner from the garage,
and had been there for some time.

Archy paid me, and I went to the
tavern. Sure enough, they were in one
of the back booths. As I walked by
the bar, Al McGee, still unemployed,
said: “‘Barney, my lad, I caution you
about going back there. That Lugan
is criminally insane and should be put
away some place where he can’t go
around killing nice people with gim-
micks.”

“They are my friends,” I said with
dignity.

Al sneered, and turned back to the

bar.

I have never seen Nicky so loosified.
The black box on the back of Moe’s
neck said, “Party.” A bottle of
Scotch and a tin of machine oil stood
on the table. Evidently they were
drinking jolt for jolt. Nicky yelled
for a glass for me, and then poured a
drink all around. Moe hiccuped elev-
en times. I wondered about his bear-
ings, and I looked under the table at
Moe's big canvas shoes that cover his
metal, articulated toes, and saw that
they were soaked with oil.

“So you are drowning your sor-
rows?” I said to Nicky.

You could have hooked his grin
around his ears. “Celebratin’,” he
said.

“About what? About being in a
jam you can’t get out of?”

“About getting a way out, palsy.
About being brightest guy in Udella.
Have 'nother.”

The next drink did for Nicky.
From then on, he couldn’t wrap his
lips around the words with enough
precision so I could understand them.

Anyway, when a man has somebody
to take care of him, I guess he can
drink a little. At the stroke of one,
Moe pushed me out of the way. 1
ended uF in a sitting position about
eleven feet away. Moe stood up,
picked up Nicky and put him gen-
tly over a broad metal shoulder. In
the other hand he took the bottle and
the tin.

I walked back to the garage beside
him. All the way back Moe sang
“Sweet Adeline” in a basso profundo
imitation of Nicky’s voice.

Not knowing why Nicky should be
celebrating, I got back to the garage
bright and early the next morning—
ten o’'clock. When I knocked, Nicky
yelled for me to eome in. He was back
in his workshop, and Moe was
stretched out on a massive bench. He
was unplugged. The two storage bat-
teries used for his outside jaunts, the
ones that go in the cabinet built into
his chest, were at one side, so I knew
that Moe was immobilized.
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Nicky was pale, but he was whistling
between his teeth. He was doing some-
thing to Moe’s eyes—fastening on a
new sort of lens that made Moe look
as though his eyes were out on stalks.

“Are you busy today, Barney?”
Nicky asked.

“Why?"”

“Stay with Moe and me, will you?
There ought to be a story in it.”

I went into the other room and
phoned Kopal. He said I should
stick with Nicky and Moe, particular-
ly as it was arranged that Nicky should
be committed late in the afternoon
when the right head doctor arrived
from the county asylum. I decided I
had better not tell Nicky.

When I walked back in, Nicky had
the cabinet open in the front of Moe’s
chest. He lifted in the two six-volt
storage batteries and screwed down the
terminals. Moe made a small grunt-
ing sound and sat up.

Nicky trotted over to another bench,
came back with one of those familiar
little black boxes. ‘“This is brand
new!” he said happily.

On the side of 1t was neatly printed
in white block letters—‘DETECTION.”

“This—this extroverted metallic
personality is going to find out who
rubbed out Big George?”

“Shhh! Don’t sound so scornful,
Barney. Moe has feelings too.”

Nlcxv plugged the box onto the
back of Moe’s neck, and the bi
head swiveled, and Moe just star
holes in me.

“What makes with the eyes?” 1
asked.

“Now they are both photographic.
The left one is telescopic an- the right
one is microscopic; and when he runs
into a document, there’s a little relay
that kicks out, and the right one takes
a photostat. I've been up since six
working on him. But I knew last
night that I'd have him ready by now."”

Suddenly Moe’s long arm flashed
out and grabbed the back of my suit.
He lifted me clear of the floor, and his
other hand quickly emptied my pock-
ets. “Stop him!” I yelled to Nicky.
Nicky merely looked pleased.

Moe turned me in the air slowly
and yanked one hand behind me.
Then he released it and yanked the
other one behind me. There were a
series of clicking noises, a low hum-
ming sound, and I was dropped on
the floor.

I spun around, still angry, and saw
Moe hand Nicky a manila envelope
which he apparently too! out of a
shallow drawer where his belt buckle
should have been.

Nicky handed me the envelope. I
slapped my pockets. All my posses-
sions were back.

I looked in the envelope. The first
sheet was a summary—height, age,
weight, probable occupation. The
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about me. It’s damned swell of you.”
He choked for a moment in his weari-
ness, knowing how decent it was of
the pros to take his side, how selfless
and warm-hearted were the big men.
“Let’s start worryin’ about whether
I'm goin’ to do the team any good.
T'll tell you one thing: For a gang
like this, I'll knock out my brains.
I'd never miss ‘em, anywayl” He
managed his wide grin.

People always responded to his
grin. Swede chortled: “If you had
any brains, you wouldn’t be with us!”

Potsy, sighing his relief, snapped:
“All right. Let’s try it. Line up and
get something in it. Young neceds
work. Not too rough, but work!”

'T;n:y lined up. Don Marble, Hy
Stelle and Kid Arden were as smooth
as silk on offense. In the blocking
position, Lucky ran with them. He
got his initiation on the first play.

It was a fake buck, with Stelle go-
ing outside on a quick break. Lucky’s
task was to dump Luke Kenny, the
end. Lucky went in, faked and
slammed. A huge hand caught him,
spun him. Lucky squirmed, made
contact. Kenny tossed him five yards
away.

Lucky came fighting back. Kenny
said: “Whoa, boy. Play got by!”
The block had been successful. But
Kenny had never lost his feet. It was
a lesson to Lucky. You made blocks
differently in pro ball.

Later the line-up shifted. He was
on defense, with Poole, Borden and
Cash Carewe in the backfield. Poole
called defensive signals from close up.
Potsy had pulled Lucky back to de-
fensive quarter, a position he had
never before played.

Poole gave the pass sign. Hy Stelle
was faking; then the ball came, like
a bullet. It seemed to be going short,
and Lucky started in for it. Then,
too late, he realized that Stelle had
laid steam behind it. Before he could
back up, his old pal Tipper Gre
was in behind him, caught the ball,
and was away for a score.

Lucky shook his head mournfully.
It was not going to be easy, learning
how the pros did it. Maybe his re-
flexes were not as good as of yore. He
did not seem to have that sixth sense
which had carried him through so
beautifully in college—and even last
year with the All Stars. He worried
a little about that, going through the
practice sessions all that first week.

That Sunday the Chieftans were
coming. They were undefeated and
seemed unlikely to suffer a loss in the
East that season. Pop Gorman, long
an enemy of Lucky and former men-
tor at Kings College, had an aggrega-
tion of swashbuckling veterans mixed
with such new luminaries as Bud Lay-
man, end of Notre Dame fame; Ted
Tracey, young star tackle from Colo-

rado, and Joe Bush, a guard of note
from Utah. Owen Clancy, the full-
back, was a huge youth who had
played in the All Star game with
Lucky and proved his worth. Pop
Gorman, crooked and smart, had jug-
gled his veterans in with the kids and
made a tough gang of them. Their
methods were slightlﬁ harsh, perhaps,
but they overcame the penalties they
received by sheer power plus the pass-
ing ability of Stub Ryan, a Texas
product tough as a mustang, a little
guy with a big arm. . .. They thought
well of themselves—had spelled their
name Chieftan instead of Chieftain in
their sandlot days, and still pridefully
kept it that way.

Lucky studied the Chieftan forma-
tions—they were familiar to him from
the old days of Midstate College
against Kings College, but with a dif-
ference. [Expertness of the profes-
sionals gave wise old Gorman more
leeway for his tricks. The work was
hard and Lucky flogged himself to it.

On Friday he went to the station.
His heart beat faster as the train came
in; and when he saw the lithe, fa-
miliar figure he ran, bowling people
aside, to seize Alice Hale in iis arms
and swing her off her feet. She was
breathless, vibrant, lovely. Her tawny
skin was flushed, her eyes bright with
excitement.

He put her down, and the color
faded in her cheeks. Shesaid: “Andy!
They're killing you! Then it’s truel”

He said: *“Who's been telling you
what?” He held her bag in one hand,
her elbow tightly in the other. They
made a fine couple, going toward the
cab-stand.

SHE said: “I had a note from Dud
Jason. He heard, away out in Chi-
cago, that you were getting a bad
deal from the Mastodons.”

“It’s not a bad deal,” he said. “If
I hadn’t played baseball and lucked
into the Series, all would have been
well.  You look beautiful, darling.”

“You look dead beat,” she said flat-
ly. *“Oh, Andy, how long is this going
on? You've got money—enough, any-
way. Can’t we just get married, like
other young people? Can’t we just?”

He said sternly: “Are you proposi-
tioning me, young lady?”

They got into the taxi, and she
leaned hard against him for a mo-
ment, then straightened up. She said:
“Andy Young, you've got to stop kill-
ing yourself to make a future for us.
Your parents, your brother, your
friends are worrying. I'm worrying.”

He said patiently: “It’s the old
story, angel. I'm a tramp athlete.
T've got this trick knee. One whack,
and I may be out of competition for
good. 1 must establish myself in
sports, with a firm future. Our money
will run out, you know, if I'm not
working.”
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“You can come back and coach at
Midstate,” she pointed out.

“On your father’s say-so,” he said.
“Bixby Mordant has never asked me
to come back.” He frowned. He had
been wondering what Bixby Mordant
was doing. That strange, wealthy
gentleman had been the “angel” of
Midstate College during Lucky’s un-
dergraduate days. Lucky knew Mor-
dant had gone to Asia on some vague
mission for the Government near the
end of the war, but it seemed strange
that no word had come from the
pixie-like, rotund friend of earlier
times.

Alice said: “Mr. Mordant is still
on the Board of Trustees. But no
one has heard from him in a year.
Father fears he is dead. You can’t
have false pride about taking a job

at your alma mater, Andy. It isn't
sensible.”
He said: “It’s not pride. I don’t

know whether I can coach. I don't
know anything about tomorrow.” His
face darkened. “I've been too busy
keeping up with today.”

“You're thin and drawn,” she said
gently. “It’s too much. You try too
hard. Why can’t you just quit and
come home and take over? Midstate
needs you.”

“There’s a man in the job,” said
Lucky. “He has a contract. I have
a contract of my own to fulfill. Be-
sides, angel, I want better things for
you than marriage with a college
coach. I want a firm thing on which
to base our marriage. I don’t feel
strong enough to handle the world
the way I want it handled for you.”

“I know.” She sighed, holding his
hand. Sometimes she wondered if
the goodness of him was right, if it
would not be better to be married and
risk the rest. She wondered if it was
a lack in her that she was unable to
make him take her willy-nilly. But
then she shook her head. She was a
wise girl. She had known him since
his freshman year. He bhad to do
things in the way he considered right.
She could not interfere with his in-
tegrity, swerve him from his chosen
path; it would be a betrayal.

HE said: “I'll make it, baby.
Somehow I'll pull it out. After the
season I'll know. Then—" He
wrapped a big arm about her. She
lost her doubts when he did that.

They were dining in the hotel—
Alice was staying with her cousin in
a midtown apartment—but he wanted
to show her off to the players who
lived at his place. They noted a
round-faced young man who sat near
and stared at them, but paid him lit-
tle heed. Lucky was a minor celeb-
rity, even in the big city. Many
people stared at him and at the sleek,
slim girl who was his companion.
They went on to a night-club at about






called in a low tone to his teammates,
“Let’s get started fast. Take it away
from ‘em.”

They growled like bears up and
down the thin line. They advanced
and Tot booted the ball. Lucky
trailed the play as the Mastodons
charged under the kick.

Goldie Viscusi, the fleet big half-
back, caught the kick on his one. He
came tearing out and the blocking
was terrific as the Chieftans formed.
Goring was knocked out of play.
Kenny got a blocker but went down.
Right up the middle came Viscusi, to
the twenty, the twenty-five. Lucky,
traveling at top speed, saw Fats Adel-
berg destroy the last of the interferers
and went in.

He hit low, from an angle, charging
the flying Chieftan back. He was
jarred to his heels by the impact, but
Lis ready arms closed and he lifted
Viscusi and rolled him as they went
down. It was clean and decisive and
Viscusi grunted. But the ball was on
the twenty-eight.

The Chieftans used a mixed forma-
tion of the T and the single wing.
Therefore it was difficult to set a de-
fense against them. The Mastodons
spread, then closed in as they learned
which way their opponents would
run. It called for fast thinking and
quick motion. Viscusi ran with it for
the tackle.

The lines came together with a
loud thud. Butch Callow, Mastodon
tackle, reeled out of the dplay, his nose
bleeding. " That would be Dandy
Rue’s fist. :

LUCKY came from his deep backer-
up position. The play was stopped
ahead, but the Chieftans had gained
six. They ran the other side, with
Horse Malden carrying. They got
their first down as two men worked
on Kenny.

Lucky retreated grudgingly. There
was dirty work up front. He could
guess the story from the way the
Mastodons were staggering after con-
tact with the Chieftan linesmen. Stub
Ryan brought his men into the T;
then suddenly Lucky was retreating
as the ends came downfield instead
of blocking.

The flapker on the play stopped in
the flat. Ryan, a short, ape-like man,
ran a bullet pass over the struggling
line. Lucky came in, but Viscusi had
the ball and a blocker delayed the
tackle. It became a first down on the
Mastodon forty-yard line.

Lucky backed up. Gorman had his
Chieftans in fine shape, he saw. The
Mastodons simply could not stop the

ound attack and the aerials could

e set up by running tactics. He saw
Ryan faking and ran toward his own
oal.
& Something hit him and drove him.
A cunning hand twitched at his bum

knee. Gorman had J)osted them all
right. He looked down at Dandy
Rue, the giant tackle, the scarred vet-

eran.

He said: “Have fun, Rue. Your
time’s comin’.”

“G'wan, you washed-up Rover

Boy!” snarled the tackle. Lucky
rolled over and shoved the bigger man
away. Viscusi had caught the pass
and was heading over the Mastodon
goal line. The Chieftans had wasted
no time in scoring. Rue swaggered
down and booted the extra point.

'-I:)T Awmzs and Lucky were the only
ones who stayed on the field as the
Mastodon offensive unit trotted on.
The Chieftans matched the maneuver.
Lucky frowned a little. He did not
like this business of having two teams.
If he had not been so dog-weary he
would have loved playing full
time. . . .

Rue kicked off. The ball went into
the end zone. Hy Stelle elected to
play it that way, although the block-
ing was good downfield. They went
into action dn the twenty-yard line.

Don Marble said gently: “All right,
Twenty-two with Lucky. Right.”

It was a sharp tackle slant from the
single wing. The ball shot back and
Lucky took it in motion right, then
shifted into high and flung himself
at the tackle hole. The strong side
of the Mastodon line surged forward.

Lucky got into the hole. He was
carrying the mail when the avalanche
struck. A fist found his ear, an elbow
dug into his ribs, a cleat narrowly
missed his face and a hand clutched
at his bad knee.

He protected his face and lay still,
conserving his strength. He sneaked
a glance at the sideline. He had
gained seven yards.

Don Marble’s voice lifted a litte:
*“Twenty-two, right, Hy!”

Lucky faked taking it again, then
swerved and threw a block on the
tackle, It was Dandy Rue, coming
in. Lucky got under the big man,
used his shoulders. Rue, on defense,
cut with his huge hands as though
they were meat-cleavers. Lucky went
down. Stelle, however, slid by and
got the first down.

Marble chanted: “Got them goin’.
... Forty, with the fakeroo.”

On the thirty-one it was a real pro
play. The fake was to Lucky, then
to Hy Stelle. Then Marble com-
pleted his spin and without backing
up threw the ball over the line. Kid
Arden, the fullback, reached for it.

From nowhere came Viscusi, a great
player. He leaped and the ball bob-
bled on his hand. Fate threw it to
the left and Viscusi landed there with
it. He held onto it, and although
Arden slammed him down, it was
Chieftan’s ball on the Mastodon thir-
ty-nine.
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Marble went off the field, shaking
his head. On came Poole, Borden
and Company. Lucky rubbed his
bruises. He went back and ranged
the deep spot, awaiting the play. . ..
He was aching, he was ready to drop
with nerve exhaustion. He muttered
to himself, moving to keep down the
unrest within him.

The Chieftans rolled out with the
T and began hacking at the line.
Owen Clancy and Horse Malden
romped and plunged and Mastodomn
linesmen bled. The juggernaut came
down to the ten without halting.

Lucky moved up. He opened and
closed his fists. Stub Ryan was chant-
ing signals with a sneer in his voice.
The great Viscusi ran at the tackle.

Lucky saw the end coming inside
and took a chance. He left his posi-
tion and followed the blocking. He
went into the hole opened by the
Chieftans. He met Viscusi. There
was no chance to swerve, to fake. It
was a head-on collision, the kind the
pros avoid in their skill whenever
possible. It was Lucky’s misfortune
to be forced to make it. He increased
speed at the last moment, and a cer-
tain exultation was in him. He hit
Viscusi full amidships.

The crash could be heard all over
the big park. Smack at the line of
scrimmage both men went into the
air. They came down, armd Lucky
was wrapped around the Chieftan
back like a boa constrictor.

They lay that way and even Dandy
Rue stared in awe. Then one of them
got up and said: “What is this, an
Epworth League game? Let’s get to
work!”

szcum did not respond. He did
not get up. Lucky Young walked

away and let him lie there. The
Chieftans took time out.
Tot Ames stared at Lucky. He

said: “You sure you're all right?”

The other Mastodons gathered
around, nursing their bruises.

Lucky said clearly: “I don’t intend
being shoved around by a bunch of
dirty footballers. While they’re play-
in’ dirty, why don’t we play the
game:”

Tot said: “But that tackle! Cheese,
kid, you are tough.”

“I'll show those dogs who is tough,”
snapped Lucky. His eyes were burn-
ing, sunk deep in his head. He was
out of character, he dimly realized.-
He was a mild young man, a thought-
ful athlete, a professional in his heart,
His voice sounded a little shrill, very
far away, as though someone else was
talking.

Tot said: “Yeah—yeah, Lucky. I
see whatcha mean.” He spat on the
hams he called his hands.

The Mastodons turned thought-
fully to the play. They bent to repel
the attack. Viscusi was missing from



























fantastic things happened. William
- Rawbridge, a New Yorker, came to
Titusville with a pot of ready money
and the determination to multiply his
capital within the shortest possible
time.

The walls between the rooms of the
American House were paper thin,
One night Rawbridge heard three
men talking in the adjoining room.
He had nothing else to do, so he lis-
tened. They were discussing an ob-
scure wildcat well being drilled on
Church Run, scheduled to reach the
pay sand that night. One man said:
“I don’t know your scout, Hitchcross,
from a hole in the ground. He don’t
know me, either! You fellows wait
for me down in Cassidy’s saloon. When
I hear from the scout, I'll get in touch
with you if the well is a good one. Be
ready to move. Tell the scout I'm in
Room 65.”

Two of the men left and Wil
liam Rawbridge thought some long
thoughts and wrestled with his con-
science and lost every fall. Then he
quietly left his room, went to a livery
stable and hired a good saddle horse
which he tethered back of the Ameri-
can House. Then he visited a hard-
ware store and bought a small screw-
driver.

Back in his room, he removed his
boots, went into the hall and removed
a couple of room number plates and
exchanged them. His room tempo-
rarily became No. 65. Two hours
later, boots clattered on the stairs and
a man unceremoniously opened the
door. “I'm Hitchcross!” he said tense-
ly. Rawbridge cautioned him to
speak in a whisper. The wildcat was
a gusher, the scout reported, a big
one, too. Rawbridge accepted the
news, gave the man fifty dollars. “Peo-
ple probably know you were scouting
that well,” he said. “Don’t leave this
room until morning. Here’s a quart
of prime rye. Drink your fill and go
to sleep. I have work to do.”

In the hall, he again removed his
boots, quietly replaced the number
plates, strolled down stairs and out
the back door, mounted his horse and
headed for Church Run. Before day-
light, he’d secured leases on ten ad-
jacent farms, close to the gusher. For
his enterprise, he netted a small for-

tune within three weeks and wisely -

headed back for New York City.
The men who hired Hitchcross ac-
cused him of crookedness. This, he
denied. He had given his message
to the man in Room 65, he stated
flatly. They pointed out that he had
been found asleep in Room 66. They
were all puzzled until Rawbridge
sent Hitchcross a whopping big check
from New York. Only the check, no
comment aside from a cryptic “A
25-cent screwdriver is a great inven-
tion.” Then and there, Hitchcross
understood what had happened.

The oil industry lost a lot of its
glamour and drama when circum-

stances eliminated the fraternity of

oil scouts. The scout went out of the
picture when they no longer drilled
gushers in the Pennsylvania oil fields,
but he exists today wherever wildcat
wells are being drilled. He has dis-
carded a horse for a car or a personal
plane. He may have his own short-
wave sending set instead of depending

on the old-fashioned telegraph. He
erforms, however, precisely the same
unction as did the old timers.

What he does, whatever tricks he
employs, he can probably tell his own
tales of high adventure. I suspect
that none of them will surpass what
happened in the stirring days when
“Incipient doggerel” was not just a
meaningless phrase, but a clarion cry
for action on the double-quick.

THE GALLANT RIDE

HERE is a very good chance that

you never heard of Frank Hayes.

He participated in only two
horse-races and he won only one of
these, his last one. But there never
has been a win quite like it in all the
history of turfdom and it is unlikely
that there ever will be another. It
was the climax of a gallant ride made
one day, a quarter of a century
ago. ...

Frank Hayes was a kid who lived
in Brooklyn. For four years he had
been an exercise-boy. He took out
horses in the morning and saw that
their legs were properly limbered up.

But the kid from Brooklyn wanted
to be a jockey; to wear a splendiferous
uniform and to hear the roar of the
crowd in his ears as he came flying
down the track. Finally his boss,
James K. Frayling, gave him a chance.
Frank rode a horse in a Havre de
Grace race.

Apparently, he didn’t impress any-
one too much. Months went by and
he wasn’t given another jockey réle.
He became, once more, just another
exercise-boy.

But the Brooklyn boy had his sights
on something: the Belmont Steeple-
chase. More than anything else in
the world he wanted to ride in that
race and win it

Mr. Frayling shook his head. A
steeplechase race was a grinding, haz-
ardous proposition. Frank didn’t
have the experience.

But Frank kept on talking to Mr.
Frayling about it. He told him that
all his life his Number One dream
had been to win the steeplechase,
that he’'d given it all he had, that he’d
die happy if only he could be given
the chance. :

Mr. Frayling said, well, anyway,
Frank weighed too much. He weighed
140 pounds and 130 was the limit.
Frank said he’d get his weight down.
Mr. Frayling said there was too short
a time for Frank to reduce his weight
that much. The kid from Brooklyn
said he could do it all right.

Every day Frank worked out hard,
sweating away, to get his weight
down. Finally Mr. Frayling said all
right, he could be in the race. It
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didn’t look as if Mr. Frayling’s horse;
Sweet Kiss, had a chance to win any-
way. ]. S. Casden’s Gimme was the
odds-on favorite.

And from the very beginning of
the race, to nobody’s great surprise,
Gimme was up there in the front
But there was a horse that stayed
right along with the highly-touted
steed—and this horse was Sweet Kiss.

Then, after the last hurdle had
been taken, Sweet Kiss pulled away
from the favorite. But no sooner had
Mr. Frayling’s horse taken a com-
manding position in the stretch than
there was a peculiar occurrence.
Sweet Kiss momentarily seemed to
have lost his bearing. He swayed un-
certainly—as if he were slightly
punchy, maybe. It looked as if Gim-
me was going to take over after all.
But almost as suddenly as he had
faltered—or whatever that had been—
Sweet Kiss straightened out, regained
his stride and swept across the finish-
line ahead of the others.

Only he didn’t stop and turn, as is
customary. He kept on going . . .
until the jockey slowly slithered down
his shank and slid into the dust.

The kid from Brooklyn was dead.

The doctors thought that his re-
ducing efforts, plus the great strain of
the perilous run, had weakened his
heart. Apparently he had kept go-
ing, despite his rapidly failing heart,
until he had brought his horse out in
front, and then had collapsed.

And so a dead man—though one
with a very gallant spirit—had won
the race. But it had taken a very
gallant horse too; a-horse that had
caught the driving will to win, and
had carried on with Death riding in
the saddle.

The rule was that jockeys must
weigh in after a race before their
horses could be declared winners.
But the judges waived this long-time
concept of racing procedure, saying
that there were some things that were
“above rules”—and declared Sweet
Kiss the official winner.

Although most of the money had
ridden on Gimme, there were no
squawks. Crowds can be gallant too.

—by HAROLD HELFER









George said nothing.

“Other people are curious too,” Hel-
en said. “Like that newspaper col-
umnist. Somebody else is going to
remember John Cooper too, sooner or
later.”

“He’s dead,” George said. He re-
turned to his meal. He ate in silence
for a time. He said: “He didn’t get
out of France when the war started.
His parents were there too, and they
were killed by a Stuka. During the
German occupation he took part in
the French resistance movement, with
his teacher, Caudillo. Caudillo was
a Spaniard, but a French patriot. He
was a tall man with a gray face and
white hair; he was a fine musician—
the Nazis were in awe of him. He
and John Coeper both joined the Un-
derground, and worked with it for
two years. When John Cooper was
seventeen and eighteen, he thought
Caudillo was God. When John Coop-
er was nineteen, he was in love with a
girl named Clare. She was a year or
two older. He didn’t realize until
later that Caudillo also desired Clare,
and that Clare had refused him. Clare
and John Cooper went together on a’
mission that involved crossing the
Spanish border, and they were be-
trayed by the only person who could
have betrayed them. They were
trapped at the border. They tried to
hi(ﬁ: in the mountains. They sep-
arated. They were fired on. John
Cooper was shot through the body.
He was taken to a Spanish prison hos-
Eital, and when he was conscious again

e was questioned.”
. George went on softly:

“When he didn’t answer questions,
they showed him a blood-soaked dress.
It was Clare’s.”

’-I_;-{ERE was a silence.

‘The girl said: “And then he died?”

“Yes.”

“And Caudillo?”

“He disappeared after the libera-
tion. He had been revealed as a col-
laborationist spy, and the French
wanted to try him, but they couldn’t
find him. There was a rumor that he
was in Spain, and then in South Amer-
ica, and then in Mexico, and then

there was a rumor that he had illegally |

entered the United States and was in
New York.”

“But no one knows where he is in
New York,” Helen said thoughtfully.
“But regardless of what he has done,
music is still the strongest compulsion
of his life, and if a pianist excites un-
usual interest, sooner or later Caudillo
will come to hear him, won’t he? And
of course he knows John Cooper is
dead, doesn’t he?”

“Yes. He tried to escape, and he
was killed. He fell off a cliff in the
mountains, and his body was never re-
covered.”

“And who is George Kirk?”

He raised his head and gave her a
blank look.

“Nobody in particular,” he said.

“I suppose he went from Spain to
Mexico too, before he came to New
York? And of course there has to be a
reason for a pianist of his ability play-
ing in a place like this, where he can
watch the door and see anyone who
comes in, and it’s the best of reasons
if he’s alcoholic. All that whisky the
bartender keeps giving you, I suppose
then it’s cut, because although you act
drunk, you’d want to stay sober?”

He didn’t smile. He said: “Yes. 1
give him my own bottle.”

“What are yot going to do, George,
when he does come in?”

GEORGE looked at her unseeingly,
without answering.

She said: “Have you thought that
it’s better to leave the dead alone?”

“He’ll come,” George said.

“I don’t mean that.”

“That piece in the paper will bring
him.”

Two lines of a frown broke between
her brows. She said: “George, you're
wrong. I mean, you're wrong to live
for this. It’s an evil search. Wouldn't
it be better to look for John Cooper
than for Caudillo?”

“You said you'd help me.”

“I will—if you want me to.”

“Then forget John Cooper.” He
got up from the table and carried his
plate into the kitchen, and returned
after a few minutes with another slice
of the roast beef. Helen was still at
his table, turning the empty glass in
her fingers. She stood up as soon as he
sat down.

She said: “Please don’t work to-
night, George.”

She stood looking down at him ear-
nestly. The wineglass was empty.
She held it tilted to one side in her
hands, like a tiny parasol.

George mopped up his plate with a
piece of bread.

A shiver ran through her. She said:
“Please come to the party, George.”
The green coat slid off her shoulders
and she caught it and held it over her

-arm. She was wearing a dress of some

jersey stuff that lay in many tiny
wrinkles upon the lines of her thin
young body. She watched his eyes.
Her red lips twisted in a rather harsh
little smile. She said in a strained
voice: “Come on, George. Come and
have some fun.”

“I've had it,” George said.

She looked at him a moment longer
and then jerked back her head, to toss
a strand of hair off her forehead, and
turned around and walked with rapid
steps into the bar.

ﬁ)seph, an old man stooped behind
an enormous blue-veined nose, made
his way on tired feet past George’s
table and twisted one side of his face
in a grotesque burlesque of a wink.
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George finished his dinner and car-
ried the dishes into the kitchen. He
returned, smoking a cigarette, to
straighten up the table he had used,
replace the napkins in their original
positions, and brush off the checkered
tablecloth. The other tables in the
restaurant were now filled, and the
people sitting at them and standin
in the entrance to the bar watche
George’s movements as if he were some
curiosity on display in a zoo. He went
into the ell of the bar and stood there
a moment, smoking, apparently un-
conscious of the silent people watch-
ing him from the dining-room and the
bar. He was long-boned and rangy.
His face was angular. His hair was
the color of sand. He was dressed in
a shabby blue serge suit and a dark
shirt. Helen had gone; she was not
in the bar.

When the barman had a free mo-
ment, he handed George a small glass
of whisky. George drank it, put the
shot glass on the bar, ground out his
cigarette, and walked around the par-
tition to the miniature piano. As if
at a signal, the people at the tables
and at the bar began to talk and eat
and drink, unconsciously shammin
inattention, while their eyes watche
covertly.

The piano was painted a bright
orange. It was very small. George
stood beside it, glancing through a
litter of music on its top.

He drew out the bench and sat down
and ran his muscular hands softly over
the keys, and at once the talk and
clatter stopped and the people stopped
their breath and listened.

He began the first movement of the
Sonata appassionata. The back of
his threadbare blue serge coat swayed
from side to side as he played. His
eyes were on a level with the top of
the piano. He could look across it
and watch the people at the tables in
the restaurant, and beyond, the crowd
at the entrance to the bar and the row
of listeners perched on stools before
the bar. He could see the street door
and, when it opened, the snow-cov-
ered basement steps outside, glittering
bright orange in the reflection of thes
neon candle,

The music was spun like glimmer-
ing threads. The little piano became
not an instrument of sound but of im-
plication and evocation that stole like
dreams into the silent room. When
the ripples were stirred to turbulence
subtlety was shed, and the impact of
his feeling burst like thunder, an im-
pact of towering force and majesty, in-
credible from the absurd little piano.

As the movement ended, Joseph
came up behind him from the kitchen.
The people clapped their hands, and
George played a melodic bagatelle,
lively and gentle and unobtrusive.
Joseph stood listening at his shoulder.















the silver stand, pewter and the rest
of Claudius’ treasure is still sought by
natives to whom the tradition has
come down.

The gang’s chief source of revenue
was cattle-rustling. Stolen cows driv-
en through the Suffern gap to the
British lines were sold for gold. The
Colonials could pay only in worthless
Continental currency.

On one of these expeditions its
leader was surrounded and taken; as
this entry in the proceedings of the
Council of Safety, July 18,1777, shows:

“Ordered that the Sheriff Dumont
cause to be removed from the jail in
Kingston to the jail in Orange County,
Claudius Smith and John Brown
charged with stealing oxen belonging
to tge Continent.”

The gang, led by his three sons,
Richard, James and William, ‘“not
as accomplished and capable, yet as
desperate in wickedness as himself,”
swept down on the jail and rescued
their chief.

Lnu: the Western outlaws who
came after him, Claudius had a keen
eye for good horseflesh. If a horse
caught his fancy, he made no bones
about his determination to annex it.

Colonel Woodhull, commanding
officer of the Orange County Militia,
“owned an excellent and well-favored
mare that Claudius gave out he in-
tended to steal. Knowing the des-
perate character of the man and his
ability to accomplish what he pur-
posed, Woodhull had her brought
from her stable and tethered in the
cellar.”

Claudius lurked in the vicinity of
the Colonel’s estate for three full
weeks. At last opportunity came.
Guests arrived. Claudius bided his
time until, according to the Colonel’s
custom, they went upstairs for tea.
The outlaw stepped in, jumped on
the mare’s back and bounded into
the yard, laughingly calling to the
Colonel to come see the last of his
mare. One of the guests rushed to the
window with a pistol, but the Colonel
struck up his arm, saying: “If you
shoot and miss, he will kill me.”

At a later date Claudius repaid this
courtesy by sparing the Colonel’s life.

A contemporary tells us that:

“The poor man found him a friend,
ready to share both his meal and his

urse; and much of what he extracted

om the wealthy, he bestowed upon
the indigent.”

Instance the case of Colonel Mc-
Laughery:

When the British, by a clever strat-
agem, stormed and destroyed Fort
Montgomery, a strong outer bastion
of West Point, the captured were
taken to New York City’s Sugar House
Prison. There, under infamous Pro-
vost Marshal Cunningham (a no-
torious character who anticipated the

starvation-torture technique of the
Nazi prisoner of war camps by a cen-
tury and a half), they faced the pros-
pect of freezing and starvation for
the duration of the war, unless they
could purchase food and fuel at
exorbitant prices. Colonel McLaugh-
ery wrote home to his wife for funds.
She applied to Abimal Youngs for the
loan of some “hard money.” Youngs,
a miserly man of means, refused.

Word came to Claudius (through
his efficient information grapevine)
that Mrs. McLaughery had pawned
her shoe-buckles to raise reatfy cash.

Justly incensed at Mr. Young’s nig-
gardly conduct, Claudius called upon
him and politely requested that he
reveal the whereabouts of his hoard.
On his understandable reluctance to
do so, Abimal found himself trussed
to the hoisting-pole of his well, raised
some twenty teet in the air, then
plunged into the icy water. After this
gentle treatment was repeated four
or five times, Abimal proved more
amenable. Claudius and his merry
men rode off with the funds necessary
to make the Colonel’s imprisonment
less irksome—plus a bundle of deeds,
bonds and mortgages, whose disap-
pearance enabled several householders
to sleep more comfortably at night.

Many other instances of the sort,
well verified, prove that Claudius
passed on a Robin Hood heritage of
outlawry too often disregarded, with
the notable exception of Jesse James.
According to the ballad:

Jesse stole from the rich and gave to the
poor
He had a heart and a hand and a brain.

The crime that led to Claudius’
downfall, though there is no evidence
that he was present at its commission,
was the murder of Major Strong, who
for some reason had incurred the
enmity of the gang. A newspaper
account describes it:

When they came to the house at
about twelve-o’clock at night, he was
abed. They broke open a panel in
the door of the inner room in which
the Major lodged. He being alarmed,
entered with a pair of pistols and a
gun. His assailants called that if he
deliver his arms he would be given
quarter. He set down his gun and
went to open the door, and they sent
two balls through him.

The countryside was so incensed at
the killing of the popular Major that
they appealed to Governor Clinton,
who posted a reward of twelve hun-
dred dollars on the head of Claudius
and six hundred dollars on each of
his sons. Claudius fled to a hideout
in his boyhood home of Smithtown.

Comfortably esconsced in the home
of a widow, he might have remained
safely hidden there until the heat died
down, had not an unfortunate acci-
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dent revealed his whereabouts to John
Brush, a Major in Washington’s army.
The Major, a wealthy farmer, secretly
crossed to Long Island from time to
time to look after his property. On
one such expedition, neighborhood
gossip informed him of the presence
of Claudius, and he immediately laid
plans to gain the rich reward. The
several versions of the capture con-
flict in detail but are substantially the
same. The widow may, or may not,
have been a party to the conspiracy.

Mr. Titus, “a very stout and reso-
lute man,” and three other Connecti-
cut men, agreed to make the attempt.
Armed with muskets and pistols, on
a dark night (to avoid chance of dis-
covery by the British patrol boats)
they crossed the Sound, beached their
whaleboat in a sheltered cove, and
proceeded a mile inland to the wid-
ow’s house. Flickering firelight dis-
closed her knitting alone by the fire,

They entered without knocking.

Mr. Brush asked the widow:

“Is he in the house?”

“He is in bed. I will call him.”

“Nol Tell me where he lodges.”

“Upstairs in the bedroom.”

He told her to hold her peace, and
immediately three of them proceeded
above, leaving one below. They en-
tered Claudius’ room without noise
and seized him. He made violent re-
sistance, attempting to reach the guns
under the pillow, but was soon sub-
dued and bound.

His captors carried him to the boat
and cautiously rowed across to Con-
necticut. There they ironed and
placed him under heavy guard, until
a troop of cavalry, led by Colonel
Woodhull (poetic justice?) was sent
by Governor Clinton to escort the
famous fugitive. Many notables,
civilian and military, rode in the
procession, which the whole country-
side turned out to witness.

A'r Goshen he was given into the
custody of Sheriff Nicholl, who had
him chained to the cellar floor of the
reinforced jail to await trial.

A guard was posted with orders:

"“To keep a musket pointed directly

- at his head at all times.

“To shoot, if any outside disturb-
ance should indicate an attempt at
rescue.”

A Negress brought in his meals.
One night he chided her for stumbling
over his chains:

“They are mine. You have no right
to touch them.”

Deéspite the many murders tradition
lays at his door, the only provable
charge was burglary, a capital offense.

In court of Oyer and Terminer
and General Jail Delivery held at the
courthouse in Goshen, County of
Orange, Wednesday, the 13th. of
January, 1779.






head leaders to the last—till the whole
of you are murdered.”

They then went to the home of
Henry Reynolds and endeavored to
effect an entrance, but the windows
were securely barred and bolted.
Determined not to be baffled, they got
up on the roof and were descending
through the wide chimney when one
of the family threw a basket of
feathers on the fire and smoked the
intruders out.

Some weeks later they secured entry
by pretending to be a detachment
from the army in search of deserters.
When Reynolds opened the door, they
attacked and wounded him with
knives, then hanged him from the
trammel-pole of his fireplace.

“While the marauders were ran-
sacking the house for valuables, and
his wife cowered in a corner, coura-
geous Phcebe, a daughter, cut him
down, laid him in bed and endeavored
to stanch his wounds.”

The robbers returned, whipped her
with ropes, and hanged Reynolds
again, this time hacking at him with
swords and knives as he dangled.
Then they stole his papers, locked the
doors, set the house on fire and de-
parted. The redoubtable Pheebe ex-
tinguished the blaze, cut down her
father again, and leaving the family
to minister to him, rode off to rouse
the neighbors in pursuit.

Reynolds, who had been wounded
in thirty places, “whose ear hung
down to his shoulder, which when
put back in place never looked quite
natural afterwards,” lived to the ripe
old age of eighty-five.

SOME years after the death of
Claudius, the lame man, taking a
shortcut through the cemetery, leaned
too heavily on his cane. It sank
through the damp earth, struck a hard
object. The enterprising cripple re-
turned that night, exhumed the re-
mains, and lived comfortably for a
while on the proceeds of the manu-
facture and sale of knives whose han-
dles were fashioned from the bones
of the famous outlaw.

This is as much as I have been able
to learn about the character and ad-
ventures of the first American outlaw.
Further research may turn up more,
The story of the girl who became his
wife has fascinating possibilities; as
has the legend that a local witch pre-
dicted his death upon the gallows.

In the course of my investigations
in the vicinity of what was once
Smith’s Clove, I learned that fireside
tales and legends about him (often
distorted in the telling) have been
passed down by word of mouth from
one generation to the other. By the
red glow of flickering log fires, chil-
dren still listen in morbid fascination
as their elders recount the story of

the deeds and misdeeds of Claudius
Smith and his outlaw band. . ..

While holding no brief for him as
a hero, it is impossible to deny that
he possessed certain traits, reckless
courage, generosity, humor, color, and
a quality which for want of a better
word we call “bigness,” which drew
grudging admiration even from those
of his own generation of whose wealth
he exacted toll.

A ciminal psychologist might
comment on the personal degenera-

tion of the real and fictional outlaw
since the days of Claudius Smith.
Allowing for modernization of weap-
ons and of transportation, they have
failed to improve upon the methods
he used or the example he set.

Certainly, if Claudius could be
aware of the tactics of the present-day
mugger, purse-snatcher or black
marketeer, whom he must perforce
acknowledge as his own seed and
breed, those souvenir knives would
turn over in their sheaths.

Songs That Have Made History

IIT-DIXIE

OOTLIGHTS glistened on the grin-
ning, ebonz faces, blackened with

burnt cor Bryant’s *“Negro”
Minstrels, great favorites here in New
York and on the road, were clicking
off another performance in a long run.
A limber fellow sprang from the
seated semi-circle, cﬁld in gaudy-col-
ored swallowtails and pantaloons, and
danced a buck-and-wing. The inter-
locutor fed lines to the end men, who
cracked jokes that convulsed the house
with laughter. Then tambourines
jingled and thumped, “bones” rattled,
and the veteran minstrel, Dan Em-
mett, twanged his banjo—strumming
a bit nervously tonight, for the troupe
was about to try out for the first time
a song he had written for the “walk-
around.”

Only a few days ago, the manager
had asked him to turn out a new num-
ber. Emmett, though he had com-
posed “Old Dan Tucker” and a string
of other successes, racked his brains in
vain. Coming home out of the chilly
streets one evening, he could only
think how cold it was in New York
this winter of 1859 and how warm it
was for luckier actors playing down
South. He sighed to his wife, “I wish
I was in Dixie.” )

Dixie—Dixieland. Some said the
South was called that because it lay
below the Mason-Dixon line, but more
believed the name came from $10
Louisiana banknotes, engraved Dix
(ten) in the days when that State’s

opulation was largely French. Mrs.

mmett, unbothered about origins,
looked up suddenly at her husband’s
remark about longing for the South
and said, ‘““There’s “your song idea.”
Dan seized his fiddle, picked out a
melody, and “Dixie” was born. Sev-
eral nights later, he and the troupe
were parading around the stage to its
lively rhythm and singing:

Den I wish I was in Dixie, hooray!

hooray!

In Dixieland I'll take my stand and

live and die for Dixie.

Away, away. Away down South in

Dixie.
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Wild applause from the audience.
Dan Emmett had scored another hit.
Other minstrel companies took it up
and spread it through the country.
It would not make his fortune—he
sold it outright for only $300—but it
earned him fame.

It brought him bitter chagrin, too.
In 1861, Dixie was sung at the in-
auguration of Jefferson Davis as Presi-
dent of the Confederacy. Acclaimed
as the anthem and battle song of the
South, its strains helped carry the
Gray through its smashing victories in
the earlier years of the war. Dan Em-
mett, strongly loyal to the Union, took
it hard. His grandfather had fought
in the Revolution, his father in 1812,
He himself in his youth had served in
the Army as a fifer. Now he angrily
wrote new words to his song:

Away down south in the land of
traitors,

Rattlesnakes, and alligators,

Right away, come away, right away,
come away.

Where cotton’s king and men are
chattels,

Union-boys will win the battles.....

But it was the original that stuck,
and neither Emmett’'s new version
nor other ones caught on.

YET the e{)ilogue was a happy one.
On the April day in 1865 when news
of Lee’s surrender reached Washing-
ton, a cheering crowd with a band
flocked to the White House. Gaunt
Abe Lincoln stepped out on the por-
tico. Instead of making a speech, he
asked the musicians to play “Dixie.”
That grand song was now, he said, the
lawful property of the Union.

That knowledge must still have
been a consolation to Dan Emmett,
who had unwittingly given aid and
comiort to the enemy with his song,
when after a fairly prosperous career,
he died in poverty. And “Dixie” con-
tinues to thrill Americans, whether
they live in the South or the North.

—by Fairfax Downey





















day was at hand. The jail was quieter.
All hope was gone from the poor
wretches. The shrieks were less fre-

uent now. The guards were stirring
themselves. “Let’s get this dirty busi-
ness over with.”

At five o’clock the cell doors were
opened, and the prisoners were given
some bread and a little wine. Then
they were led out into the courtyard.
Red and Stalin shook hands.

“The planes ought to be here any
minute.”

“Sure, it won’t be long now.”

THE Germans marched them to-
ward the square.” It was filled with
people, and German soldiers seemed
to be everywhere. Not a chance to
make a break for it! The dreaded
swastika hung arrogantly from the
prefettura in the early summer morn-
ing breeze. There was hardly a face
to be recognized in the crowd that now
fell back hastily before their Nazi
escort. The simple townsfolk seemed
paralyzed with grief, fear or burning
hate. A few tight-lipped faces gave
them a glance of encouragement, and
some darkly-garbed women, children
and not a few men were sobbing
openly. Several looked at them with
awed surprise, some with pained be-
wilderment—for everything had been
peaceful until these strangers came.
The two young Italians couldn’t face
the emotion of the crowd.

Three sides of the square were

acked. The fourth was empty; here
a sun-bleached wall was plastered with
Fascist recruiting posters and Nazi
propaganda sheets—leering American
Negroes attacking Italian women, and
star-spangled bombs blasting Italian
churches and hospitals. Against this
lying shameful backdrop they were to
die.

Red and Stalin exchanged a furtive
glance. They were nearly to the cen-
ter of the plaza when a voice yelled:
“Planes.” The hum of motors was
louder now. “Anglesi! Bomba!” a

of excitement went through the
crowd. All eyes, both German and
Italian, glanced upward toward: the
brilliantly rising sun—none more ea-
gerly than those of the two OSS men
at the head of the grim procession.
Alone of the entire assemblage did
they realize what this dramatic inter-
vention could mean.

It had been but a few seconds since
the first shout, but now all activity in
the square suddenly ceased. Germans
and Italians alike watched with ap-
prehension as the five Spits roared
overhead at fifteen hundred feet. The
crowd, soldier and civilian together,
began to feel dangerously exposed in
the open square. A mass movement
started toward the surrounding build-
ings. People began to edge into the
streets leading away from the plaza.
The prisoners, all save our two friends,

seemed struck dumb by what was hap-
pening.

The planes banked sharply, strung
themselves out like a thundering
snake, and with a terrifying roar com-
menced their dive at the center of the
square. Warning shouts from the
Germans and screams from the ci-
vilians touched off the rising panic.
In an instant the screaming mob
sensed what was happening, and
rushed madly in every direction for
shelter.

Aloft the young squadron leader
peered over the side of his cockpit.
“This looks like it, boys. Let’s break
it up down below!”

At five hundred feet the bombs
were away and plummeting toward
the jail. The planes kept on toward
the plazauntil it seemed that they must
crash right into it; then with a tremen-
dous roar they pulled up and rocketed
skyward. Seconds later they were
sweeping across the town with cannon
blazing at almost housetop level.

Red and Stalin had melted into the
dissolving crowd at the height of the
confusion. Heedless of the diving
planes and falling bombs, they had
dashed up the nearest street and
headed for the hills. In less than a
minute they were out of town and run-
ning at top speed across the fields.
So quick had been their break, and so
complete the frantic rush for shelter,
that no one, German or Italian, had
given them the slightest heed. Half-
way to Rolando’s hideout, they met
Buffalo Bill, Potato and Rolando on
the top of a hill from which they had
watched the whole performance.

All five set off at a run for their
secret rendezvous. Here they radioed
a heartfelt message of thanks to Major
Thiele, and holed up torest. . .. A
few days later they learned that after
the planes left, the Germans had
rounded up most of the condemned
townspeople and shot them.

’_I;-IE FasuLous FIvE now teamed up
with a band of partisans who were
operating from the wild Tuscan hills
against the German traffic along Route
65. This small group, armed with old
Italian weapons and some captured
German pieces, staged almost nightly
ambushes against enemy truck con-
voys. The work was exciting and com-
paratively safe, for the group always
took off after the first telling volleys,
being content with a few trucks and a
few Germans each night.

Daytinmres were spent observing the
road from well-hidden hilltop posi-
tions, and noting unit identifications
for transmittal to base. One day while
the OSS men and ten of the partisans
were lying in the bushes at a vantage
point overlooking the road, they
spotted a German staff car, flanked by
two motorcycles heading toward them.
There was no other escort—it was too
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good an opportunity to miss. Quickly
the group lined up along the side of
the road at the top of a hill, where the
car would have to slow up, and read-
ied their ambush. One of the men
had salvaged a light 20-mm. anti-tank
gun; and just as the Germans reached
the brow of the hill, he lobbed a shell
into the staff car. At the same time
everyone clse opened up on the motor-
cyclists and the staff car with small
arms. The two cyclists were killed
instantly. The staff car careened off
the road and turned over. As there
was no sign of life near it, the little
group ran up, and found to their de-
light that they had bagged a German
major general commanding a division.
His dispatch case and personal papers
contained top secret German defense
plans, as well as a wealth of other
highly prized information.

This rich intelligence windfall was
so valuable that two of the Pia team
started back to Allied lines to deliver it
in person. They arrived safely, to be
greeted as the heroes they were. The
remaining three men were overrun in
the Allied advance that soon followed,
and returned to Major Thiele for a
well-deserved rest.

THE FasuLous Five had now com-
pleted two highly successful missions,
one series by land and a second by air.
On their return from a vacation in the
winter of 1944, Major Thiele offered
them a chance to penetrate north
Italy. This was the prime area of in-
terest now, as plans were well along
for an all-out offensive in the spring
of 1945. Object of this drive was to
crush the German armies in Italy or
force their unconditional surrender.
Important to its success was an all-out
Intelligence offensive to spy out Ger-
man plans, defenses, and counter
moves. Another major objective was
the coérdination of the growing Ital-
ian partisan forces, who could be so
useful attacking the German rear dur-
ing the coming offensive.

These twin objectives and the res-
cue of shot-down Allied airmen were
the next challenge given to the Pia
team. Major Thiele consulted with
Intelligence officers of Eighth Army,
and it was decided that a location
near Treviso just north of Venice
would be ideal for the team. As there
were no good dropping-grounds in
the area and it was much too far for
overland infiltration, Thiele made
plans to deliver the Fabulous Five by
sea.

Some weeks previously the OSS
Nelson team had made a successful
blind landing from a PT boat on the
northern coast of the Adriatic about
midway between Venice and Trieste,
near the small port of Caorle. A
radio query to this team brought con-
firmation that they would receive the
Pia mission on the shore.






for the green light, although the last
radio message had told him to head for
the red one. About thirty yards off
the beach, Thiele ordered the dory
to stop, leaped out and with drawn
pistol quietly waded ashore. All
hands in the tny dory and accompany-
ing rubber boat, including the Fabu-
lous Five, had their weapons in hand,
ready to cover Thiele and open up at
the first hostile sign from the beach.

Cautiously Thiele moved toward a
dark silent figure. While still a dozen
yards away, he called out in Italian
and asked to have the man respon-
sible for the signals appear. The
figure on the beach agreed, and dis-
appeared. For a tense minute all was
still. Then another man appeared,
wearing a handkerchief over his face.
Again Thiele called out. This time,
to the intense relief of everyone, this
man was recognized as the leader of
the Nelson team.

Quickly now the two boats paddied
ashore, and our five friends were
landed without further delay. Three
shot-down British airmen and three
New Zealand ex-prisoners of war were
taken aboard in their place—and once
again the Pia team was on its own
behind enemy lines. After all the
suspense and trouble of their several
sea voyages, the Fabulous Five agreed
that they felt much safer to be on land
again—even in German-held territory.

On the way back to Ancona the PT,
racing along at more than thirty knots,
hit an object in the water which caused
a large explosion twenty yards astern.
Apparently they had tripped a floating
mine, but by some freak of luck, they
escaped and made port safely.

AIDED by the Nelson party, the
Pia group moved northeast to the Tre-
viso area, where they set themselves up
in a small town just north of the city.
The first few days there established
clearly that the German-directed Fas-
cist police held a firm grip on the
town. All activities were closely super-
vised, and the tight controls were a
serious threat to gathering the neces-
sary intelligence. The Fabulous Five
held a council of war. With charac-
teristic boldness they conceived a dra-
matic couﬁ—if the police were a threat
and ran the town, why not take over
the police?

Carefully they laid their plans. Buf-

falo Bill, the fiercest-looking of the lot,
was chosen to play the main part in
this all-or-nothing effort. Accompa-
nied by two of his partners, Bill ap-
proached the police station. While
the others waited outside, casually
chatting with some Fascist policemen,
Bill walked upstairs and entered the
chief’s office. Once inside the room,
"Bill carefully closed the door, then
quickly wheeling around, shoved his
pistol into the startled official’s stom-
ach, announcing:

“I am an American. The war is
almost over. If you want to live, I'm
the new chief of police!”

The terrified Italian police officer
was too stunned to reply. Bill prodded
him again with his pistol. The chief
recovered himself a bit weakly, nod-
ded, and collapsed into his chair.
OSS took over. Bill had correctly
gauged the situation: With the tide of
the war running against the Germans
all over Europe, most Fascists were
anxious to get on the winning team.
From that moment on, he operated as
chief of police.

The Fascist official stayed on, but
he took his orders from Bill. The rest
of the Pia team now moved into the
police station, dressed themselves in
police uniforms and enjoyed the run
of the town. The Fascist police force
was turned into an information service
for the OSS, and as a crowning piece
of effrontery, the team’s secret radio
was operated from the security of
police headquarters!

This amazing development imme-
diately stepped up the flow of vital
intelligence from the Pia mission. It
also resulted in one of the most un-
usual experiences that ever befell a
member of the United States Army
Air Force:

Captain Hanson, a P-47 fighter pilot
of the Twelfth Air Force, was so shot
up on a mission to north Italy that he
was forced to make an emergency belly
landing in the Treviso area. Tall
blond twenty-three-year-old Hanson
spoke not a word of Italian. Thank-
ful at having escaped death in the
crash, the Captain leaped out of his
wrecked plane and stood by, waiting
to be picked up by the enemy.

The crash had aroused the country-
side, and Hanson was quickly sur-
rounded by Italian civilians. Two of
these immediately pulled off his Air
Corps clothing and dressed him in
ragged civilian clothes. Then, seated
on the front of a bicycle, he was rap-
idly pedaled toward the town nearby.
En route he was amazed at passing sev-
eral German patrols racing toward his
crashed plane. The Nazis hardly
glanced at him. By now the young
pilot was thinking that his new friends
would spirit him to safety, but his
high-rising hopes received a rude set-
back when his bike was stopped in
front of a building with the ominous
sign, “Polizei.” Hanson spoke neither
Italian nor German, but he knew that
in his situation ““Police” spelled bad
news in any language. Suspecting
treachery but powerless to help him-
self, he was pushed inside the building
and ushered upstairs into a room oc-
cupied by a very dark gangster-type
Italian police chief. By now, Hanson
was sure that his goose was cooked.

The Fascist police official looked
up from his impressive desk, gazed
for a moment silently at the blond
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young American, and then in broken
English said, calmly: “Hello, Ameri-
can, where are you from?”

Convinced that he was being inter-
rogated as a prclude to torture for
information, Hanson stiffly replied by
giving merely his name, rank and
serial number.

The police chief smiled at Hanson's
uncompromising attitude and re-
marked: “I know you're from Cese-
natico. I've been there myself. I'm
from OSS.”

Captain Hanson, like a great ma-
jority of men in the armed forces dur-
ing the war, had never heard of OSS.
He was confused, and even more sus-
picious, as he had left his home base
at Cesenatico just a few hours before.
He didn’t know the game of this Eng-
lish-speaking Italian official, but he
wasn't giving out any information.
Again he merely repeated his name,
rank and serial number,

'_E-uz pseudo-police chief, none oth-
er of course than Buffalo Bill of the
Pia team, realized that additional
proof would be necessary to convince
this stubborn young flyer. Coolly he
put his hand in his pocket and drew
forth a packet of Camel cigarettes. He
offered Hanson one, and then turning
around, lifted the blanket on his cot
to show the secret OSS radio and code-
books. Hanson’s face relaxed; his
determined look gave way to one of
dawning recognition. Tremendously
relieved he broke into a wide smile.

“Oh, Intelligence!”

Within a few minutes the two were
joined by the rest of the Fabulous
Five, all sporting big Fascist police
arm-bands. By this time Hanson was
ready to believe almost anything, and
he joined in the gay celebration which
immediately developed.

That night one of the five escorted
Hanson to a farmhouse near Caorle,
where he was taken over by the Nelson
team. For five days he was hidden in
a loft of the barn, fed fresh milk,
chicken and eggs, and given excellent
care. Four nights later he was led
down to the shore, where he was in-
troduced to Major Thiele, who had
come up on another mission to supply
the Nelson team and exfiltrate es-
caped Allied personnel. It was with
some effort that Thiele persuaded
Hanson to hold his exciting tale until
they were back on board the PT.

The next morning Hanson rang up
the control-tower at Cesenatico.

“Who's this?”

“Mike.”

“This is Hanson.”

“Go on! Hanson had it, a week
ago!”

“Mike, this is Hanson! I was picked
up by the OSS near Treviso. I've
never had it so good. Came back last
night on a PT. Those OSS guys are
terrific!”









dared not speak, lest Belle recognize
his voice—whereupon she’d want to
know why he was there and in that
condition. Pausing only to throw a
ferocious jaw two inches nearer Dr.
Dominick, he turned and ran down
the stairs.

Duffy Magoon and Whispell were
waiting with the jack. Duffy wagged
his head as he surveyed Rodney.
“You're a wreck, and in what a cause!
Boosting a fake machine upstairs, for
a fake wrestler, with a fake shingle!”

“A fake, is he now?”

“He is,” said Duffy Magoon. “I'd
like to get him off me premises and
rig the place as a flat for a young vet
and his family that wants it—but he
stays on and on, and now he’s ex-
panding his business.”

Rod nodded, threw the jack in the
truck, and he and Whispell sped back
to the Crotty junkyard. Whispell,
seeing Rod was in a mood,. remained
silent for blocks. Then he ventured:
“The guy was much obliged, eh,
Rod?”

“He was not. He called me for a
bum!” Rod breathed fire. *“I'll be
back and pound him around!”

“Why didn’t you work on him
now?”

“He had a visitor. A lady.”

AND that lady was Belle Crotty.
Why was Belle visiting this Dominick?
She had beauty; she had charm. And
health? She was always up with the
birds; she was blazing with energy;
and she could stow away meals that
would bog a stevedore, with no effect
on the finest form in Canarsie. Then,
could her visit have been—social?

Rodney McQuillan was an easy-
going man, quick to give a friend the
benefit of the doubt. “Sure,” he
thought, “she went to this Dominick
to bid on some old machine he’s
throwing out.”

. Disbro Whispell glanced at him,
cleared his throat with some sounds in
the bass register. “Rod,” he said,
embarrassedly, “could that cop do
anything? He said he knew who I
was.”

Rod gave a hoot. “Plunkett? He’s
a joke entirely. If he gives you any
lip, I'll have to remind him it is il-
legal to harass a man who’s paid up his
dues to society. Think nothing of it,
DiSbro. You're in good standing, and
I'm well pleased with you.”

Disbro coughed, in polite acknowl-
edgment of this praise, and went on:
“He said he progably might run me
in as a vag.”

Rodney chuckled, smote Whispell’s
knee. “And you with a steady job at
the yard? With McQuillan himself
as your sponsor?”

“But is the job steady? And how
about Mrs, Crotty? You're in solid,
of course, but I don’t think she was
ever crazy about me.”

“She’s nuts about you!” declared
Rod; and then, noting his crony
didn’t seem to believe this, he said
impulsively: “All the papers have not
been filled out, but I believe she’s
about to crown your fine efforts with a
small raise!”

“Gee!” said Disbro, with a blush
flowing over his seamy face.

Arriving at the yard, Rodney
washed up, shaved, trimmed his mus-
tache, and drew on his smartest rai-
ment and his new derby. Then he
strode through the yard, with a tran-
quility to match that of any fellow,
homeward bound o'er his lea. At
the rear door of Belle’s bungalow, he
paused, listened. Belle, within, was
singing:

“Pony Boy, Pony Boy—dah-da dah-
da de-da-doy!”

At his knock, she stopped singing.
Her high heels tapped, and: “Who’s
that?” she inquired through the closed
door.

“Romeo Q. McQuillan! The catch
of the season!” ’

She opened up, and Rod tramped
in. “Ah, and it does me heart good
to hear the old songs. They stick to
your mind as they do to me own!”

Belle, alert to the most distant
trespass on the subject of her age, said
sharply: *“‘Pony Boy came out long
before my time, but I'm always hear-
ing those back numbers on the radio.”

Rodney’s mustache stretched on an
admiring grin as his gaze paid homage
to her curves. “Never saw you looking
handsomer, Mrs. C. As for meself—"
He struck an elaborate pose he had
remembered from a Fulton Street
window dummy. “Those too shy to
applaud in the usual manner will
kindly write their praise for McQuil-
lan on little cards, which will be taken
up by the ushers!”

Belle gave him a cool look. “Did
you always wear your mustache as
stubby as an old brass gear-brush?
1like a good long mustache on a man.”

Rodney put a hand to his upper
lip. “I thought at the time me scissors
were going too far. However, give
me a week, and I'll show you a pair
of lip antlers like they wore in the
Civil War.”

Belle was looking, not at him, but
just above his head. Rod stood an
even six feet; a height which had

- pleased Belle, and her eyes had always

stopped at the right spot to put the
top bracket on him. Now it was as
though she could conceive a taller
man, and was comparing heights.
Snapping out of it, she glanced at
her watch.

“You and Whispell will be going
to the night game, over at Ebbets,
no doubt?”

“I thought we'd dll go,” said Rod.
“After we eat, of course. And what
fine mahogany trough shall we put
our front feet in tonight, me dear?
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-Jlocking up behind you.

Name the place, and we're halfway
there.”

Belle picked up her purse and
gloves. “I’ll not be dining with you,
McQuillan. I have a dinner date,
and a bit of a business meeting, after.”

“Ah, well-and what a pity.” Rod

took up his derby. “By the way of no
harm, and whilst I think of it, how
about a bit of a raise for Disbro? Sure,
the little man will be frantic with
o _”
] Y‘See me tomorrow,” said Belle hur-
riedly. “Step out, Rod, so I can be
I'm late,
already.”

Rodney made his way thoughtfully
through the yard to the watchman’s
villa, where he and Whispell were in
residence. It didn’t occur to him that
he had a rival. But suspicious as al-
ways, about Belle’s business deals, he
was wondering what she was getting
herself into now, and he was thinking
that the sooner he knew, the sooner he
could get her out of it.

IN the morning, when the sun was
young and the shadows long, Disbro
Whispell was up and out, putting a
touch of paint on some window boxes
that decorated their villa. From the
doorway, Rod rendered a nod of ap-

roval.

Then bald little Whispell gave Rod
a surprise.

Paint brush in hand, he took a

uick step on some cleared ground,
shot into the air and turned a back
flip, coming down lightly on his feet.

“By garry now!” cried Rod. “And
where did you learn that?”

Disbro said in his deep bass, “Aw,
you know.”

“Sing Sing Gymnastic Team?” in-
quired Rod politely.

“Joliet. I belonged to the Tum-
blers’ Club.”

Rodney gave him a clip on theback.
“You're an astonishing kind of man,
Disbro! I'll want more of these acro-
batics, for they delight me eye.” He
hiked his overalls. “One minute, till
I tell Belle good morning, before we
get to work.”

In a lofty mood, this dewy morn,
with diamonds sparkling on a thou-
sand iron edges, Rod moved through
the yard, beating a playful fist on old
tanks and boilers as he passed, and
he finished off the pattern of his
rhythm, on Belle’s back door.

She opened up, and turned back to
her office. As he followed, he saw at
once that Belle, as trig and trim as
always, was carrying one shoulder a
bit higher than the other, and her
head was at a slight slant. He was
concerned, but concealed it with gal-
lantry: “Ah, the hod-carrier’s daugh-
ter, I see!”

“What a thing to say!” Belle tried
for the old Crotty head toss, and gave
a sharp little sound of pain.















keechobee

A Florida hurricane in the big swamp,
and a boy entrusted with an important

job. ...

By the author of “Joe Tiger.”

by ZACHARY BALL

AWN came like a gray, angry
old man, determined to beat
the last shred of resistance
from every living thing. He

defied and threatened with hateful,
shrieking sounds; he marched away
in wild challenge, then came stalking
back to see what was left for him to
trample into the waters he had
poured upon the earth.

One Seminole Indian boy, twenty-
two head of prize cows, and the calf.
They were helpless to do anything
but huddle tightly together and let
the hurricane blast at them.

Tommy Cypress was afraid. He
was afraid to sickness of the death
that was creeping up his legs. Flood
waters! Not death with a quick slash
like lightning cutting through a tree,
but a slow, bad ending. Flood waters
kept reaching for you a little at a
time, and all you could do was wait
for them to take you.

Tommy Cypress couldn’t have seen
a safe place to swim to, through the
hurricane-driven rain, if there had
been one within a hundred yards.
But it didn’t matter, because it would
be impossible to swim even fifty yards
in such a storm.

Calf was making pitiful little bel-
lows that were like the cawing of a
crow in the storm’s roar, and his
mother kept trying to comfort him
with her tongue. Tommy Cypress
picked,him up and set him where he
could get to the udder. Calf wasn’t
.going to have much of a life. Just
one night, and a little part of one day.

Tommy Cypress wiped the rain out
of his face with a soggy sleeve, and
stared into the wet fury about him.
Hunger twisted at his middle. The
last food he had had was at noon
yesterday, just before he started out
with the cows. . ..

Early yesterday morning when the
Miami Weather Bureau had begun
broadcasting storm advisories, every-
one at the Knowles dairy-ranch had
stopped whatever they were doing
to listen. The tropical storm was far
out over the Atlantic, and at first, the
weather bureau was unable to say
just where it would strike the Florida
coast, if at all. Then the noon ad-
visory said it was a severe hurricane,

and that it was headed for the main-
land, with the center expected to
reach Palm Beach about daylight to-
morrow morning, and cross the penin-
sula in a west-northwest direction.

Following that announcement, a
special warning was issued to the
people of the Okeechobee section,
whiich was in the direct path of the
storm. They were told that trains
would soon begin arriving to evacu-
ate the ten thousand or moré resi-
dents of the lowland region.

Mr. Knowles had snapped off the
radio then, and told Tommy Cypress
to saddle a pony and move the small
prize herd down through the swamp
shortcut to the Miller high pasture.

Mr. Knowles was a big, wide-faced,
grim kind of man, who expected a
great deal of the people who worked
for him. Tommy Cypress had been
at the Knowles place for two weeks.
He had been taken on on trial; if
he could convince Mr. Knowles that
he could do a hand’s work, he would
have a steady job. The only reason
he got the chance at all was because
it was so hard for the outlying ranch-
ers and dairymen to hire reliable
help. He wanted to stay on here
because he planned to take a course
in agriculture, which he could do and
keep this job tgo, when he had saved
enough to buy a motorbike. He
would have to have his own trans-
portation to school.

“You get on with them cows,” Mr.
Knowles had told him. “You look
after every single one of them.”

“Yes sir.”

One of the ranch hands offered to
take the herd through to the high pas-
ture, if Mr. Knowles thought a man
should do the job.

“Certainly a man should do the
job,” Mr. Knowles grumbled. *Try
and hire men nowadays!”

“Maybe we should try to drive all
the stock to high ground,” the man
suggested.

“Naw. We couldn’t get the big
herd through that bog swamp with-
out losin’ half of them,” Mr. Knowles
said, swinging his head. “And there
isn't time to take them the long way.
Besides, we got to keep the milk
stock here so’s we can get milk to the
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town folks right on, if possible. We'll
just have to try to keep the critters
on the high spots if water comes.”
He put his bleak little eyes on
Tommy Cypress. “You, boyl You
be careful drivin’ them cows through
the bog swamp. And don’t hurry
that young Jersey too much.”

“Yes sir.”

“When you get them pastured, you
hustle back here so’s I can send you
with the womenfolks and youngsters
to the evacuation train.”

“Yes sir.” . . .

As he moved the twenty-three cows
down across the lowlands, Seminole
boy was proud of this assignment. It
was a good chance; the first real
chance he had had to prove his worth
to Mr. Knowles. He rode leisurely,
not pushing the cows, and watched
the occasional clumps of wind that
were beginning to drop out of the
overhead into the deep grass and
roll away, pressing furrows in it as
they went. The sky was filling with
long gray cloud-tails, feelers that
reached out several hours ahead of a
hurricane. He liked the open grass-
land. It always made a clean cool-
ness in him that he could taste. And
he liked to smell the greenness of
the grass mixed with the rich, dull
smell of the black soil at its roots,
soil that once was swamp mud.

Like always, he let his eyes rove
the miles of waving green, searching
for hammocks, to see how many he
could locate. He counted fourteen.
The hammocks were humps of high
ground on the swamp prairies, grown
up in pine, oak, cabbage palms and
coconut palms. Looking at them
across the breathing grass, they al-
ways made Tommy Cypress think of
ships on the horizon loaded with
standing-up feather dusters.

The bog swamp was a half-mile-
wide stretch of deep muck. When he
came to it, Tommy Cypress left his
cows to graze, and rode into the tim-
ber to locate a narrow hogback of
solid ground that crossed the bog
about here. He located it, went and
got the cows and sent them in onto
it with no trouble whatever.

IN here was the dankest, gloomiest
kind of jungle. Great moss-hung
cypresses stood stolid and somber,
their knees in the water and muck.
Ferns, beautiful and monstrous, grew
everywhere. Endless miles of vines
twined and curled and squirmed over
and around trees, searching, as they
had been doing for centuries, for
one more branch to encircle.

Wind was tromping over the forest
roof, shaking and switching the
treetops, and Tommy Cypress was
glad the cows were show stock and
not easily frightened. The skittish
little pony, though, was fretting about
the way Wind was yelling around,






slime, and hurrying out to bunch the
herd and back, gave the weary Semi-
nole boy one cow freed and the other
one partly so.

All the earth was wilding now,
and the low-hung sky was the color
of dried moss. Wind was up there
clawing the frightened clouds to
shreds, and down here he rumbled
angrily above the swamp, hit at it in
hard bursts, then spun away and
circled it and came hurrying back to
Elunge in through the forest top and

nger among the ground growth.

In another hour Tommy Cypress
was well on the way to having the
second cow free. His rope was around
her and secured to the saddle horn
and he was hip-deep in the bog, with
his slimy pole under her, when it
happened.

A DEAD tree caught a hard thump
from Wind and came crashing down
into the swamp, not a dozen feet from
the pony. The little mare screamed
and reared and put her weight and
her strength against the rope. The
rope held but the cinch didn’t. She
unsaddled herself in one jump, and
went pounding down the hogback,
headed for home.

Tommy Cypress climbed up onto
the ridge and sat down to rest and
clean his hands. The disappoint-
ment that was a dry, burning knot
in his throat would have brought
tears a couple of years ago. Now he
just stared at his hands, then out at
the helpless cow. Well, there was
nothing he could do for her now. He
put the saddle blanket in a hollow
tree and went in a dog-trot out to
the herd. If he moved fast, he could
still get them to the fenced pasture,
which was about three miles farther,
before dark. Then he would walk
to some ranch, borrow a horse, and
come back and work with the cow.

That was the way he planned it.
But when he got to the herd, he saw
it wasn’t going to be like that. He
would just have to stay awhile now.
Or should he? He knelt by the young
Jersey and rubbed her face and her
neck. She lay quietly, patiently. She
was a beautiful young cow. Tommy
Cypress couldn’t decide what was the
best thing to do; he mustn’t do the
wrong thing now, he just mustn’t.

The rain took this moment to send
the first waves of its fury across the
lowlands. It came in great gray ruffles
that flared and lashed madly. Tommy
Cypress hurried back and got the sad-
dle blanket and spread it over the
Jersey’s neck and face, giving her
some slight protection.

The other cows were setting up a
clamor of nervous bawling. Tommy
Cypress stood up and took a sweep-
ing look toward the west. He got a
dim glimpse of a hammock; then the
rain curtained it off. That would be

Coconut Hammock; the high pasture
was almost two miles beyond that.

He should take the herd on and
leave the Jersey—he knew that; but
in this storm, he might not be able
to get back to her. He looked down
at her then, and knew he had to
stay here. He had to. This was
going to be the prize. Mr. Knowles
and the hands had talked about it.
They claimed it would be a bull calf,
sure, and some day he would be a
champion. Tommy Cypress couldn’t
leave the champion to this rain and—

The herd had started drifting with
the storm, and he had to hurry to
bunch them. He walked round and
round them until he had worked them
into such a tight huddle, their sides
were touching. They quieted some
then.

He came and looked down at the
Jersey again and made his decision.
He would stay with her for just a
little longer. He would keep close
watch on the daylight and stay till the
very last minute that he dared, then
go fast.

Again it didn’t work out as he
Klanned it. The young cow needed

im, and he stayed with her. When
he stood up with Calf in his arms,
wrapped in the saddle blanket, he
knew he had stayed too long.

He took quick measure of his pre-
dicament, and saw a foolish Indian
boy who should never have been
trusted with the care of thousands of
dollars’ worth of cows. He had got
them trapped on the lowlands by a
smashing, shrieking hurricane that
was increasing in intensity every hour.
And he could have saved them all
except the Jersey and the one in the
bog.

With Calf in his arms, he began
moving the herd, the young mother
with them, toward Coconut Ham-
mock, knowing that he would never
make it. Night would soon be stalk-
ing the earth now, and it was taking
minutes, he found, to go a hundred
yards. The storm had the cows so
excited he had to keep on the run,
pushing at them, shouting at them,
trying to keep them headed in the
right direction. After a while, it
came to him that he didn’t know
which was the right direction. He
gave it up. Darkness was taking
over, and burdened with the weight
of Calf, he was too tired to keep up
the slogging through the beaten,
tangled grass. .

He herded the worried animals
onto the highest patch of ground he
could find, and worked with them
until they were well bunched and
standing with their rumps to the
storm. With the coming of darkness,
they quieted, and he moved among
them milking the ones that needed
it. When he had finished, he put
Calf where his mother could nuzzle
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him, and wedged himself in between
cows.

He listened to the roar of the storm
and felt the pressure of hunger and
loneliness sucg as he had never known
in all his life before.

With the hours, the storm built to
a terrific force. Tommy Cypress
counted off the time in his mind, and
at about four in the morning he could
feel the hurricane approaching its
peak. The radio had said the dead-
calm center would come along here
about daylight this morning. Day-
light time couldn’t be far off now.

Shortly after that was when he
realized the water around his ankles
was getting too deep to be only rain
water., He checked it by feel for an
hour. Then, with the nausea of stark
fear in him, he knew what it was.

Old Big Water—old Okeechobee,
the meanest lake in the world, was
again spreading out over the low-
lands. Tommy Cypress knew about
that other time, nineteen years ago,
two years before he was born. Bad
Wind had come, like now, and he
blew Lake Okeechobee right out of
banks onto land, and washed death
over more than a thousand people
and many thousands of head of
stock. Now Wind was going to do
it again; going to wash death over all
who were caught on lowlands—over
Tommy Cypress and his cows.

He thought of Mr. Knowles and all
the other ranches and farmers who
would lose their crops and their stock.
He thought about the ten thousand
people the trains had taken to safety,
and he was glad for them. He was
glad he was the only one caught out
here with black fury and hunger and
loneliness—and creeping death.

SEMINOLE boy watched the coming
of the wild old man that was the
dawn. The light of this day didn’t
come from the east; it didn’t ceme
from any direction. It just appeared.
There was nothing—then it was there.
Making light. Very dull light.

Like your mind, Tommy Cypress
thought. When you are born, there
is nothing. Then, without your even
knowing it, your mind begins to work
for you, making light for you. And
sometimes words come to you from
way back there when your thinking
first started. I know some words like
that—but I don’t know where I heard
them, nor who spoke them. Maybe
some aged Micco, some aged leader
at green corn dance spoke them to the
clan when I was early child. Anyhow,
they ave there, in my mind. Let me
see. . Once I remembered all of
them.

The ancestral words werc weighty
and somber things in the Seminole
language, clumsy to handle’ in his
mind. The nearest to a literal trans-
lation he could give them was: Men

































Gold-Dust Wedding

by H. BEDFORD-JONES

to see. The crew sprang to the lines;
the helmsman spun his wheel cun-
ningly; the Hannah, seeming to miss
the small boat completely, hung
poised as her yards swung—then she
lost and made a lee, drifting down
upon the small boat under her waist.
A sailor went down on a line, taking
other lines with him; he made these
fast as the canvas drew in again.
Scarcely pausing, the ship fell away
on her course again, and the boat was
brought in athwart her deck and
neatly cradled. Mr. Brewster knew
his job too.

FEL]PE brought the mugs of coffee.
Cooper gulped his, watching the res-
cued man, who came to the quarter-
deck. He was well-built, looked about
thirty, and spoke English.

“Very neatly done, Skipper!” he
cried. “Ye did well to swing in my
boat, for which I thank ye. She’s
worth money to me. I was out fishing
yesterday, lost an oar, and got blown
off the coast—me, of all men, Shorty
Hawkins of Honoruru—or Honolulu,
as they're beginning to call it! And if
there’s anything in the way of trade I
can do for ye, count me a friend and
obliged for the kindness. Trading is
my business.”

“You'd better get down to the gal-
ley, Mr. Hawkins, and spot a bit o’
food,” said Cooper, not missing the
newcomer’s glance at Felicia. “We'll
have an introduction all around as
soon as I get down there. I see Mr.
Potts is coming to take the deck.”

Here was Potts, indeed, jaw bun-

dled up, but in his eye a grim intent
to stand his duty. Felipe took the
newcomer, who was not a particle
harmed, down to the galley.

“Better get your land-clothes ready,
my dear,” Cooper said to Felicia.
“We'll be in Hilo tomorrow, and
they're a puritanical lot of mission-
aries thereabouts. I'll talk with this
fellow—may find him useful-and can
spare him a cabin for tonight.”

Sitting with Hawkins in the mess
galley, Cooper sized up the man while
they talked, and set him down as a
sharp, bold pusher. He had been in
the Islands for two years, knew the
King and the chiefs and missionaries

intimately, and was strictly on the
make for all there was in it. He was
decidedly not to be trusted, yet was
the very man Cooper most needed.
When Cooper mentioned the other
three ships he had bought at Manila,
with the four cargoes of presumably
spoiled tea, Hawkins slapped his thigh
delightedly.

“Blame me if they ain't laying at
Honolulu right now! That’s the only
harbor in the Islands, you know. I've
bought me a plantation around the
other side of the Island—that’s where
I was fishing when I got blowed off.
Yes sir, your ships been here close to
a week—close-mouthed, nobody talk-
ing.”
gl’ea? Held over at Manila, pre-
sumably spoiled? Hawkins was em-
phatic here.

“Not a bit of it—maybe spoiled by
some standards, not by ours! You
gimme a crack at them cargoes, Cap’n;
sign a paper right now. I'll guarantee
to get top prices for every catty you
got aboard—"

Ezra Cooper knew tea prices, and
he was astounded at what Hawkins
offered; tea was scarce and rarely
found here. He promised to talk
business later. There was no point in
being secretive, since everyone aboard
knew that Felicia had eloped with
him and that a quantity of gold-dust
had come aboard, so he was content
with minimizing matters to Hawkins,
who claimed to have special trading
privileges granted by the island mon-
arch, the third Kamehamea of the
name,

What with entering everything on
the slate, and transferring old details
to the logbook, marking up his dead
reckoning, shooting the sun, and tak-
ing an unavailing shot at doctoring
Mr. Potts’ tooth, Cooper saw no more
of Felicia until he went down to the
main cabin to lunch with her. They
usually ate together there, with Felipe
serving.

“Hawkins tells me there’s a priest
at Honolulu—a rare thing in the Is-
lands, which are all in the grip of
New England missionaries,” Cooper
told her. “No priests are allowed
there; this one came with a wrecked
ship. We must look him up.”
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“And perhaps help him!” exclaimed
Felicia eagerly.

Cooper shrugged. ‘Perhaps. Any-
how, he’ll marry us. We'll sell our
tea, put aboard cargo for home, and
sail into Newburyport with money in
our pockets.”

“And then, Ezra?” She gave him a
sly twinkle across the table.

“Then? Why, carry on, I s’pose.
Oh, I see your point. Marriage isn't
the end, it’s just the beginning, eh?
There’ll be troubles, no doubt, bad
breaks o' luck, things going wrong as
well as right—aye. We'll share all,
girl—an equal lay in the cargo.”

She beamed. *“That’s it. That’s
what I wanted you to say! Not that
I want your money, but I want to
share equally in the storms and sun-
shine, my dear. I must go on deck
and meet this man Hawkins.”

“I'm talking business with him
after we’ve eaten.”

SHE smiled, and spoke no more of
Hawkins. Cooper was actually on fire
to close a deal with the man; he had
invoices of the cargo aboard all four
of his ships, and a prompt sale for
cash would make a tremendous dif-
ference in his Manila deal. Tea-
clippers rarely came to the Islands;
they always made a rush for home to
get the best prices there, and he knew
Hawkins was also in a fervor for the
trade. He was most anxious, how-
ever, not to let the man guess his own
eagerness.

Further, at this season there were
always whalers lying in Honolulu Bay,
and from them whale-oil could always
be had to lade the ships back to New
England, where it had a ready market.
So, what with one thing and another,
Ezra Cooper could see fat profit in a
quick business talk.

He could not talk to himself, how-
ever, and Hawkins did not show up.
Though he went on deck far more
than was his habit, he could see noth-
ing of the man as the day wore on,
and he had to watch his skipper’s
dignity too much to be direct about
it and ask questions. Finally, in the
heel of the afternoon, he went forward
to look at the fore-hatch tarpaulin—
and a peal of laughter drew his notice.



They were in the lee of Hawkins’ own
boat, cocked in the waist—Hawkins
and Felicia, talking together like old
cronies.

“Mr. Hawkins says he’ll arrange for
us to meet the King,” she sang out to
Cooper, as the latter turned to them.
“And perhaps he’ll come to the wed-
ding!”

“Charming of him.” Cooper’s voice
held an edge. “Hawkins, when do we
talk trade?”

Hawkins stammered, in some con-
fusion at Cooper’s evident irritation,
until Felicia departed, after a hint to
Cooper that his present rdle was not
becoming. At which Cooper had the
sense to abandon it promptly, and
grinned at Hawkins.

“Hell, I don’t blame you. I'd do
the same myself if I had the time and
chance! Shall we talk after dinner?
We'll be in harbor tomorrow, you
know.”

So Cooper went to write up the log-
book from the slate, and had a lesson
learned. But that was not the end of
it, for as he was doing his writing in
the former main-cabin, Felicia came
up behind him.

“Ezra, dear, I'm sorry. Fm glad
you're a bit jealous, though. I didn’t
intend to be mean.” He looked up,
and she did the appropriate thing.
“And if you'll promise not to be more

jealous—"

“Definitely.” Laughing, he caught
her hand. “That’s no word for it,
really!”

“Well, he is a grubby little man!”
She grimaced. “But he was so plead-
ing, he did so want to talk—and I
found out what I wanted—where to
find that priest, and his name, Father

Francis. So will you let that balance

all the rest?”

Cooper would, and did. And that
evening, after pulling Mr. Potts’
tooth, he slung a lantern in his own
cubbyhole of a cabin and there talked
at length with Shorty Hawkins. Teas
and prices were compared with oils
and prices; and an agreement was
written by which Hawkins undertook
to sell the tea cargoes and to replace
them with oil—provided any whalers
were in harbor from whom the oil
could be had. It was a profitable
deal all around. Cooper said nothing
of the chests of gold-dust aboard; and
Hawkins said nothing of having
picked up full information from
to’c’stle gossip.

M ORNING saw the peaks of Oahu
pricking the skies; noon saw them an-
chored beside their three sister ships,
and Mr. Potts’ sore jaw easing fast.

The other three skippers immedi-
ately came over; Shorty Hawkins went
ashore, taking his own boat with him,
as soon as pratique was satisfied; and
Cooper cleared his papers with the
port officers. From his fellow-skippers,

Cooper learned that Hawkins was a
trader indeed, in a small way; this
rush of fortune would be the making
of him. Another hour saw a flock of
bumboats, peddlers and hawkers of
all kinds three deep around the ship,
and word arrived from Hawkins that
lighters would come out after the tea
cargoes in the morning.

With this, Cooper went ashore with
Felicia, where he took a carriage and
drove under waving palms, saw the
sights, and ended up at a native hut
where a man in a ragged soutane came
out and talked with them. Father
Francis was astonished at his wind-
fall, as well he might be, since the
missionaries were in tight control of
everything here; but he was no light
promiser, and Cooper made no pre-
tense about his religion.

“I'll think it over,” said he, “not
being sure of my duty in the matter.”

“Hm!"” said Cooper. “I seem to re-
call something in the Scriptures about
it being better to marry than to burn.”

Father Francis grinned at. him.
“Would you try trading quotations
with me?” :

“Not It
Father.”

They laughed together, and Felicia
struck in:

“Tell me, if there’s anything we
could do—"

“Yes. Get me to Chile quickly.
So you’d bribe me, eh?”

“If we could,” she rejoined.
can do that, can’t we, Ezra?”

He nodded. *“Cargo out, cargo in—
then straight there.”

Father Francis stared at them.
“Glory be! I'll come aboard and talk
tomorrow. At the moment I've a
hurt man in the hut here.”

So they accepted dismissal, and
drove on; but the ice was broken.

Every man to his trade,

uwe

HAWKINS came aboard the next
morning, full of business. Lighters
were already around all four ships,
unloading tea; parties on shore-leave
were ashore, and many a bitter ex-
pletive was heard on discovery that
no liquor was to be had, thanks to
missionary rule.

A number of whalers were lying
here, and Hawkins was abuzz with
commissions, for all the oil desired
could be obtained, and Cooper was
sure of full cargoes home. This neces-
sitated a good deal of paper-work, and
Cooper had not a free moment until
noon. The last thing Hawkins said,
too, lingered with him.

“There’s never been a ship here,
Cap’'n, with any amount of gold
aboard; if the King gets word of it
he may take a notion to seize the lot—
or someone else may. So, if talking
is done by your men ashore, better be
ready.”

With a wink and a nod, he de-
parted.
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“So, you infernal rascal, you’re sniff-
ing that gold, are you?” thought
Cooper. He had already entered the
cases as being. personal effects of his
passenger, which the consul said
would cover the matter until he got
home; some of the men must have
done some talking about it. He knew
only roughly that the gold which had
been put aboard came to a value of
twenty thousand dollars or more, and
was in dust.

It had been put aboard at Manila to
bait him into a Spanish trap, arid he
had very simply run away with it
He was not concerned about ethics,
but did not wish to lose it. So he was
biting upon this thought when Father
Francis came aboard, in mid-after-
noon, and he led the priest down to
Felicia’s cabin.

THERE, after the usual greetings,
the priest sat down and questioned
them—first about Chile. He had been
bound thither when wrecked, and the
fact that he could go there at once de-
lighted him, though it did not affect
his attitude toward the marriage.

“In a word, I can marry you, so be
at ease,” he said. “Your statements
that the wedding was arranged in
Manila are all that is necessary. Why
not do it ashore, and spend the time
there until you leave? It'll be no
trouble to rent a house—and already
you have one devoted servant.”

He spoke of Felipe, who had ac-
companied them from Manila. The
little Filipino had already greeted him
when he came aboard. Since they
would be tied up here for a couple of
weeks with cargo changes, his sugges-
tion was to the point. So it was ar-
ranged that on the morrow Felicia
would meet him ashore and rent a
house to occuf)y momentarily, and he
departed. Felicia clapped her hands,
delighted. Cooper, being a practical
man, set to thinking about his gold
dust. The four boxes containing it
were still in the forehold of the Han-
nah. Fat, solid boxes of native hard-
wood, each one a load for two men.

*“Time somebody was taking a look
inside,” reflected Cooper. “And it
had better be me. No time like the
present, I guess.”

He called Chips, who fell to work.
Even the carpenter had a tough job
breaking into those hardwood boxes,
which were green and heavy as lead.
Built to stand rough usage, each re-
quired two men to handle it, empty
or full. The contents, embedded in
moss, proved surprisingly scanty, being
merely little long bags of alligator
skin, and not many either. They
were crudely made, of irregular size.

Cooper took one of these down to
the main cabin and Felicia opened it,
letting a stream of yellowish grains
pour over the table. There it was,
gold from the pirate pagan islands,









and therefore di? not matter, as Mason
had just said.

A few words more and the visitor
departed. Cooper saw him off with-
out regret, and grunted assent when
Mr. Potts voiced unfavorable com-
ment on the man.

“A bad customer, if I'm any judge.
Last time I was here there was none
of this harbor-master nonsense. Take
anything ashore and welcome.”

“Itchy fingers, Mr. Potts. Ordinari-
ly there’s no pretense at any customs
service here, but they've found it
means money in hand.”

Felicia caine back in a couple of
hours, radiant. Her leather sack was
gone, but she threw a shower of gold
and silver coins on the cabin table,
excitedly. )

“Everything’s arranged, and it’s to
be at noon tomorrow!”

“What is?” asked Cooper.

“The wedding, silly—or didn’t you
know there was going to be a mar-
riage?”

“Oh! Then you got a house?”

“A perfect darling. It belongs to
one of the chiefs, and we're to have it
for two weeks, or longer if we stay
over; the furniture is mostly mats,
but who cares! We meet Father
Francis there at noon, have the cere-
mony; then the place belongs to us.
Servants, too. We saw the chief, and
he was a gentleman. He refused
money at first but I made him take
some. He said the gold was far too
much and gave me a lot of money
back, all kinds. He had never seen
gold dust before and was curious
about it. He’s a cousin of the King,
or a relative of some kind. It seems
that the King is not on very good
terms with the missionaries. . .”

She was full of news about the in-
habitants of the islands, but Cooper
paid small heed. He had suddenly
realized that he lacked the most es-
sential thing for the ceremony—a ring.
This flung him into panic. He took
up some of the money from the table
and hastened on deck, which was in
charge of the mate.

“Mr. Potts!” he exclaimed. “Some-
thing you'll have to do for me—a ring!
I need one for tomorrow. You're
going ashore with us to be a witness.
Well, here’s money; find me a wed-
ding-ring, here on the ship or at some-

lace ashore. Never mind about the
t. You have one ready at noon to-
morrow.”

With a grin, Mr. Potts took the
money and promised compliance. Mr.
Potts and two of the men were to at-
tend the ceremony, Mr. Brewster stay-
ing with the ship. With this off his
mind, Cooper returned to Felicia and
was swamped with a thousand and
one things to do at once, from dishes
to eat out of to clothes to wear.

“And a sack of that gold-dust,” she
said, “as a fee for the priest. If it’s

mine, as you say it is, I think we can
well afford it.”

Cooper shrugged and promised to
have one of the sacks ready. Felicia
said she had invited the chief who
owned the house, to the wedding.
He had refused, because it would
offend the missionaries—religious feel-
ing was running high in the Islands
at the time—and Father Francis had
said frankly they need expect senti-
ment to be against them. Only ac-
tive intervention by the British Con-
sul had saved from expulsion an Irish
priest, last year. Such feeling was
more extensive among the whites than
among the natives, however.

Gomc ashore, even for two weeks
or so, necessitated much packing.
This took up the evening, and wit
morning a boat was sent ashore with
the carpet-bags and parcels, in charge
of Felipe, who would remain at the
house. Well ahead of time, Felicia
and Cooper, freshly shaved and wear-
ing his brass-buttoned broadcloth,
with Mr. Potts seconding him, were
put ashore. Carriages were awaiting
them, and they drove for a mile or so
to a pleasant thatched house, se-
cluded in a grove of palms, on higher
ground overlooking the wide bay.

They alighted and were shown over
the house by Felicia and Father Fran-
cis. A large front room was set aside
for the wedding itself, and here heaps
of flowers were awaiting the attentions
ol Felicia; a little group of smiling
brown servants stood in the next room,
and these had prepared leis, or flower-
wreaths, for everyone. Cooper re-
mained looking around longér than
the others; when he looked for Mr.
Potts and the two seamen, he found
them wandering among the trees out-
side, at some distance from the house.

Glad to leave the arrangements in
Felicia’s hands, Cooper bit at a cigar
and started for them, when his atten-
tion was caught by an odd figure ap-
proaching. Obviously a native, of
great height and size, this stranger
wore a bright red coat with epaulets
and carried a large gold-headed cane.

. He had amiable features and greeted

Cooper with a nod.

“Good morning,” he said in very
good English, though with a heavy
accent. “Is this the house where peo-
ple are being married?”

“It will be soon,” rejoined Cooper.
“1 expect to be the victim in a few
more minutes.”

“Indeed!” said the other, giving
him a curious look. *Have I met
ou?”

“I think not. Ezra Cooper is the
name. Master of the Hannah, yon-
der.”

The other smiled and held out his
hand, giving some native name, whose
liquid accents sounded to Cooper like

"“Mea.” Gravely Cooper shook hands.
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“Are you one of the Island chiefs,
Mea?” he asked.

The other smiled.

*“You might call me so,” he said. “I
heard of this affair and am curious;
I never saw a wedding, except in
church. Would it be permitted to
witness it?”

Cooper assured him that he would
be welcome as a guest. At this mo-
ment he saw Mr. Potts approaching.

“Mr. Potts, shake hands with Chief
Mea—I think that’s the name,” he
said. “And did you get the ring?”

Potts, in the act of shaking hands,
stiffened.

“My Lord, sir—God forgive me, 1
forgot about it]” he exclaimed.
“Couldn’t raise one on the ship, and
I meant to get one ashore this morn-
ing, and that was the end of it. Are
there any, shops nearby?”

“Obviously, not,” Cooper rejoined
in dismay. The red-coated native
looked from one to the other, puz-
zled.

“Is something wrong?” he inquired.

“The ring!” ejaculated Mr. Potts.
“They need a gold ring for the wed-
ding, and I didn’t get 1t.”

“Oh, the ring, of course!” Chief
Mea lifted his hand, to display a
number of rings. “PerhaYs I may
assist you, gentlemen; would any of
these be right?”

COOPER’S quick glance fell on a
small ring of plain gold.

“The very thing!” he said, indi-
cating it. “If I may buy it from you—"

“No, no—the gift will rejoice me,
my friend,” said the native, but
Cooper insisted on making a return
for it.

“Money of any kind—even gold
dust, if you prefer,” he said.

The native pricked up his ears.

“Gold dust? What is that?”

“Might interest you as a curiosity,”
Cooper rejoined, and turned to Potts.
“Get some from that bag I brought
ashore, will you? A couple of spoon-
fuls, then close the bag again.”

Mz, Potts started hastily for the
house, anxious to repair his neglect.
Cooper took the plain ring extended
by Chief Mea, and explained the na-
ture of gold dust. The other listened
attentively; he understood English far
better than he spoke it.

“Good!” he said at length. “This
is an exchange of gifts, then—your
dust for my ring! That is much bet-
ter. I should like a quantity of this
dust, to have things made from it.
Have you more?”

“Plenty; but I can’t supply you,”
Cooper replied, and told of Mason’s
visit to his ship. “He’s a friend of the
King—probably you know him—and
it’s against the law to sell the stuff
here ashore.”

“The King has many friends whom
I do not know,” rejoined the other.






fire in them that Mason started back
hastily, lifting an arm. Too Ilate!
His arm was brushed aside. Cooper’s
fist cracked into his mouth and drove
him backward, struck him again as
he fell.

Aware of a cry from Felicia, of a
quavering chorus from the soldiers,
Cooper stepped back and let Mason
come to his feet, hand fumbling at
his bleeding lips. He had been a fool,
and realized it. Now Mason and his
soldiers could do their worst—but he
blinked as he looked at them. The
soldiers were lined up at attention.
Mason was not even regarding him,
but was staring past him in dismay,
and was speaking hoarsely.

“Your Majesty, I-I didn’t know—"

Cooper turned and saw Chief Mea
standing in the doorway. Majesty?

“No, Mr. Mason, there is much you
do not know,” he replied, anger in his
tone. “And your license from me
does not run-as far as you think. I
am making-the laws here, not you. If
there is any gold to be confiscated, I
am the one to do it—not you. When
you wear the yellow-feather robe of
royalty, you may employ my soldiers,
and not until then.” :

Cooper stared in amazement, slowly
realizing the truth. This must be no
other than King Kamehamea himself
—and he had not caught the name at
all! Liquid native words came from
the King. The officer with a sword
turned and legged it to the road and
away; the soldiers lifted their mus-
kets and surrounded Mason, who
stood appalled.

“You white men are too fond of
making laws for me,” went on the
King in English. “Now I intend to
make a few for myself. I appointed
you customs inspector or something,
and what I gave can also be taken
away. You are now nothing. There
is no law against trading in gold dust;
and, Captain Cooper, I shall very
gladly purchase whatever amount you
wish to sell me.”

“As much as you'd like, King,”
Cooper rejoined. “I'm sorry that I
did not get your name aright—"

Kamehamea waved his hand. “It
is nothing. What's that?” He lis-
tened as Mason spoke in Kanaka, then
nodded. “Yes, you say truly. Mr.
Cooper, you committed a crime in

striking one of my subjects. However,
I had given orders that only the
servants of the house were to intrude
on the privacy of this place, today.
Mr. Mason has disobeyed, and there-
fore the fault is balanced. My sol-
diers shall leave your ships at once,
and Mr. Mason shall go to jail—eh?”
“He’s punished enough,” spoke out
Cooper. “Let me appeal for him,
Your Majesty. Just after being mar-
ried, I want to see no one harmed—"
“Yes, my friend,” put in the other
dryly, “I observed the great mercy in
your blows! Well, have it as you like.
He shall go free, on one condition.
This is that you and your wife dine
with me this evening. We shall feast
on the shore, after .the custom of my
people—and perhaps talk a little
about gold dust, ehr Good. I shall
send a carriage for you at sunset.”

FLOURISHING his gold-headed cane,
King Kamehamea strode off, greatly
pleased with himself. Cooper has-
tened inside the house. He found
Felicia just ];:resenting Father Francis
with the sack of gold, while Mr. Potts
and his seamen signed the marriage
papers at one side. Cooper told of
the royal invitation.

“You get back aboard ship, Mr.
Potts, and don’t let anyone make a
fuss,” he ordered. “If the gold is
taken ashore, let it go. T’ll see the
King about it tonight.”

He saw them off, shook hands with
the priest—and then sighted Shorty
Hawiins bearing up for the house, a

arcel under his arm.

“Hello! You've missed the boat,”
said Cooper. “Or weren’t you in on
that little game of Mason’s?”

“If I was, sir, that was me own mis-
take,” said Hawkins cheerfully. “May
I make bold to make a bit of a wed-
ding present? It ain’t much—just one
o’ them fancy big shells folks prize a
fiot. They ain’t easy come by these

ays.”

XThat’s very kind indeed, Mr.
Hawkins,” exclaimed Felicia, beam-
ing. “And we’ll value it a lot, I'm
sure. Thank you so much!”

Hawkins tipped his hat and sidled
away. Cooper regarded his wife, as-
tonished.

"“Hellol That rascal has got around
you, has he?”
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“I didn’t call him a rascal at all,”
retorted Felicia. “He thinks I'm a
fine lady—he said so himself. Not
that he’s a friend to boast of; he’s just
ashamed.”

Cooper closed the door. “Well,
you’re welcome to your seashell, and
you can talk to the King tonight
about your gold. He wants it all.
And you'd better send away those
servants.”

She laughed. “You're thinking too
far ahead! We can’t send them away;
they have a meal all ready to serve.
It’s past noon, you know. Ezra, why
didn’t you tell me he was the King?”

“Didn’t know it myself. These
Island names all sound alike, really.”
He looked up. “Past noon? So it is,
and I have a thousand things to do—
and shall do none of them.” " His lean
features relaxed, and laughter-wrin-
kles softened his eyes. “This day
belongs to you—no, every day belongs
to you, but most of them carry work
to be done. Come over here.”

He drew her to the table, where sat
the square little gold-fired cup he had
given her—the sacrificial cup, gift of
an emperor, which had so ruled his
first voyage to the China seas with
wondrous luck. He quoted softly
from the verse graven on its four
golden sides:

“With such radiance about your head

It is fitting that you bear this sacred
cup

Used annually by imperial hands in
the heaven-worship!

“That expresses it, my dear—the ra-
diance about youl” he went on gently.
“It might have been written for you,
in those very words. You make all
the world sing, since you- are yourself
a song, a shaft of brightness; happi-
ness is in your very name, Felica.
And I trust it’ll always be like that,
with no word or deed of mine ever to
diminish your singing brightness!”

As she clung to him, the blossoms of
her lei were pressed up about her
face like a sea of sweetness.

“It never can or could!” she
breathed. “From now on we’re one.
I know you and your firm heart, and
I know the worth of it. God bless us
both, my dear.”

“Amen,” said Ezra Cooper, and
kissed her.
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investment. But 1 have an honest,
sanctimonious sort of crew. And un-
derwriters are a prying lot, who've
quit paying up on stale frauds.”
“You want to pile her up or sink

her,” Arkwright muttered. *“Well,
why tell me? Go to hell your own,
road.”

Pring nodded. “With your assist-
ance, Captain,” he amended. “I want
you to give her a touch of your bow.”

“Run her down? Why, you dirty
little—"

Arkwright jumped to his feet, rag-
ing as he had raged in the café. But
wherever he stormed in his narrow
office, whatever he said in choked,
half-strangled protest, Eustace Pring’s
hard eyes never left his. The thing
to do was wait, Pring knew, and he let
the fool wear himself out.

“I know how you feel, Captain,”
Pring said at last. “But you see the
underwriters can’t get too fantastic in
their charges in a court of law and
make them stick. Just a little realistic
bit of your stem to make it plausible,
and I'll have her piled up before my
crew or my underwriters know where
they're at. Realistic! Convincing!
They'll pay.”

“You think I'd risk my ticket—"

“I've planned this little mishap to

rotect you; they can have my ticket
if they must, and welcome. But they’ll
not get yours, unless, of course, for
murder of the cop.”

*“And suppose I kill men in—"

“You should have thought of that
before you swung that chair,” Pring
said. He lifted a small hand in a
gesture. “Relax, Captain. I am a
competent shipmaster. I do not in-
tend to lose any men. It could cost
me money. And I'll want all I get,
beyond a bit to you to soothe—"

“I'll not take a nickel of it!” Ark-
wright snarled.

“Generous, almost quixotic,” Pring
said approvingly. “I'll not press it
on you.”

PRING sat back, clasped his hands
behind his neck and looked at the
overhead.

*“Turn your mind to the northeast
corner of this island, my dear Ark-
wright, to San Juan passage, where
you head between Las Cucarachas and
Cape San Juan light, and find your-
self with some of the most rugged reefs
and ledges close aboard—"

“You come openly to my ship in
broad daylight to plan this?”

“Certainly,” said Captain Pring.
“I'll see to it that half the shipping
men in this island know I've visited
you. These things are plotted under
a log in' the dark of the moon. Now
listen!”

He caught the look of rebellion on
Arkwright's face and added kindly:

“You can always let me down at the
last moment, Captain, though I con-

fess I'd not like to be in your shoes—
or cell-block—if you do.”

He shook his head regretfully now.
“How I hate threats! Your ship will
leave port on regular schedule, bound
for La Guaira, and 1 will accommo-
date myself to your movements, since
I am merely a tramp in ballast look-
ing for a cargo among—"

Precisely he outlined his plan, with
no mention of certain last-second
touches which would convince the un-
derwriters that this was no fraud, and
which would, incidentally, cost Ark-
wright his job and ticket.

And Arkwright, still held by Pring’s
hard green eyes, slumped at his desk,
listening now without protest, though
his brow was very black.

CAP’I‘AIN Eustace PrinG clamped
his scrawny hands behind his back and
stepped precisely up to his spare, gray-
headed chief mate, who had the watch.

“Go down and take over that job,
Mr. Nordholm,” he said. “And send
up Dave Chase. Maybe he can walk
a bridge if he can’t replace a cargo
runner without fouling up the whole
well-deck.”

Mild old Nordholm looked sur-
prised. To him, Dave Chase had
seemed to be handling the gang on
deck all right. But Eustace Pring
wanted a green officer on the bridge.
Nordholm didn’t know that.

“Avye, sir,” Nordholm said, and went
bent-legged down the ladder.

Captain Pring strode over to the
leeward wing of the bridge. The
lookout, a sallow Cuban, posted by his
order, moved uneasily on his feet.
Pring had been riding the man, prey-
ing on his nerves.

Cape San Juan, the northeasterly
point of Puerto Rico, rose up off on
the starboard quarter. On the port
hand, to windward, stretched the long
line of the Cordilleras Reefs. They
broke white-capped seas rolled up by
the northeasterly tradewind, but nev-
ertheless the water in this narrow
passage was fretful, churning, leaping,
curling into sudden whiteness, vexed
not only by wind but by currents and
uneven bottom. The sun, off in the
western sky, threw startling rays across
the restless water.

Captain Pring smiled thinly behind
his hand. A twitchy lookout would
see thrusting ledges under every spurt
of white foam.

Though it was a nasty, dangerous-
looking passage, a lifeboat would
make nothing of that choppy water.

“Keep your eyes peeled!” Pring
snapped in the Cuban seaman’s ear.

“St . .. aye, sir!” the man jerked
out unhappily.

In turning to walk away, Captain
Pring looked aft. Half a mile astern
rode the black hull and buff super-
structure of the Theodore Hearn. She
was overhauling the Carib Trade
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rapidly, but Captain Arkwright could
not overtake until they reached the
trickiest stretch. Pring’s calculations
had been precise.

Dave Chase came up the ladder,
wiping his greasy hands with a bit of
cotton waste. He eyed Captain Pring
with frank speculation.

“I must be a lousier rigger than I
figured, huh?” he said. *“What~"

“Stand by,” Pring commanded curt-
ly. “I have her.”

Chase flicked a finger. “That guy
astern acts like he intends to over-
take,” he reported.

“I've seen him.” Pring put his
shoulder to Dave Chase. More loudly
he added: “That lookout’s blind.”

The Cuban winced.

The brawny third mate sighed,
planted outspread arms on the bridge
rail, and split his weight between his
arms and one leg. He stared placidly
ahead at the streaked green water.

The lookout fidgeted, dark eyes
wide and straining in his olive face.

Pacing, Captain Pring kept minute
track of the Hearn liner’s position.
She was coming up dead astern, keep-
ing, like the tramp, to the middle of
the fairway. The fat body of her
master showed on her bridge. Pring
thinned his lips and narrowed his eye-
lids. It looked as if Arkwright was
obeying orders. This had to be han-
dled smoothly. Pring had no intention
of retiring from the sea to enter a
Federal penitentiary.

’I;lE ship astern crept up into the
tramper’s wake.

The Hearn’s whistle blew twice.

“Answer ... two blasts,” Pring said
to Dave Chase, and Chase pulled the

- whistle lanyard twice.

Pring flattened out a sudden scowl.
The Hearn’s bow was swinging to
port. At this last minute Arkwright
was giving him a wide berth—too wide
a berth. The fat swab had lost his
nerve. Well, Captain Pring had pre-
pared for that.

“Check the course, Mister,” he said
softly to Dave Chase, and the third
stepped into the wheelhouse. Pring
waited an instant longer, calculating
speeds and distances with the precision
of a master pilot. Dave Chase was
turning from the compass, ready now
to return.

Pring directed a sudden, furious
glare at the Cuban lookout.

Though the seaman was staring
ahead, he felt the pressure of Pring’s
gaze, and his eyes leaped toward the
shipmaster.

Pring had stopped in his stride and
was staring, transfixed, at a swirl of
white water, a mere vagary of the tide,
It was dead ahead of the ship.

Convulsively the lookout’s hand
thrust out to point.

“Drea™ers ahead!” he screeched in

6y

panic. “uJreakers ahead!”



“Hard left rudder!” Pring snapped
to the helmsman. “Get it over, man!
Hard over!”

To Dave Chase, poised in the wheel-
house door, he snarled: *“That ship’s
cro.. ding us onto the rocks!”

The helmsman fairly climbed the
big wheel, spoking it over in frantic
haste.

“Room enough, seems to me!” Dave
said to Pring’s back.

The Carib Trade began to swing, to
swing from that non-existent reef to
cross the reaching bow of the Hearn.

Arkwright had sullenly agreed only
to sideswipe her, to give her a scrape
and a shove for the benefit of the
suspicious underwriters. If Eustace
Pring wanted then to head her for the
rocks, that was his job.

“Right rudder!” Pring sang out to
the excited man at the wheel as he got
her across the Hearn. He was playing
for a real cut into his ship’s vitals and
no argument about it, no shadow of
a Federal pen over him.

In the law of the sea, the overtaken
ship had right of way; Captain Ark-
wright would have to talk hard and
fast to save his ticket.

PRING watched his ship sliding
square across in front of the Hearn
liner, and jumped to the engine-room
telegraph to show a spurt of aetlvity.
He rang down the engine violently,
with much drama, and lifted a
clenched fist at Arkwright’s bridge.

“Why doesn’t that crazy fool swing
his ship?” he roared, so even the gang
on the well-deck could hear. His
voice was flustered, but his eyes were
cold with calculation. This was it.
But—

He whirled toward the wheelhouse.
The Carib Trade was still swinging.
Why? He saw, with leaping conster-
nation.

Dave Chase had the wheel, and the
panicky helmsman was picking himselt
up in the corner into which Dave’s
arm had brushed him. The wheel
was not amidships, directing the ship
squarely across the Hearn’s bows. Dave
was whirling it with mighty arms hard
over to port.

Pring growled, deep in his throat,
eyes slashing at the third. Dave’s cal-
culation was keen enough; he planned
to keep the ship swinging to port; to
shove her stern past ahead of the
Hearn’s thrusting stem, which was al-
ready turning to starboard. The
Hearn’s propeller, going astern, was
thrashing white water forward along
her side.

The correct maneuver in that mess,
true, but it was utter disobedience of
Pring’s spoken command. Even in the
midst of his cold effort for destruction,
Pring felt a flash of rage at this junior
who dared go against his shipmaster’s
order. Really sticking his neck out,
was Mr. Chase.

Pring jammed over the telegraph
handle in his hand to full astern. The
deck shuddered under him as the pro-
peller churned astern. With Chase
running wild, a little confusion would
be explainable.

Dave Chase had almost got her past.
Her course, a sharp curve, would
swing her fantail clear of the larger
ship’s bow and leave the Hearn to
port, with no more than a sideswipe.
But the reversed engine checked her

“way.

Inexorably the bow of the Theodore
Hearn, high, knifelike, menacing,
rose up. It came jamming toward the
side of the Carib Trade. With a rum-
ble like thunder in the clouds, the ship
slashed into Pring’s after deck, scant
feet forward of the taffrail.

The plates of the Carib Trade,
thinned by years of rust and ill usage,
crumpled under the force of the blow.
The massive stem cleft the smaller
ship clear through to the rudder post.
The churning propeller went dead.
The rending and groaning of the steel
of deck and shell plating shook the
ship. Immobile men went suddenly
toppling and sprawling to the deck.

The momentum of the Hearn was
dying, but it was still great enough to
send her cutting on through the buck-
ling fantail of the old Carib Trade
and out inte the clear. The bigger
ship’s movement threw the tramper’s
bow in alongside her. The two lay
grinding rivets and plates against each
other, bow to stern.

Swiftly Pring reckoned she would
not sink, but in spite of Chase, she was
disabled. His mind went on from
there.

“Get lines to her!” old Nordholm
cried out, rallying his gang on the
well deck. “Hold her alongside!”

IMPOSSIBLE to countermand such
precautions. Too many eyes would
stare his way. :

Captain Pring turned his own green
eyes toward Dave Chase, releasing his
grip on the dead steering-wheel.

“I'll fix your little’red wagon later,
Mister,” Pring threatened savagely
through his teeth. “Get down on
deck and pass lines to that ship!”

“I'm on my way, Cap’n,” said Dave.

He hustled down the ladder, head
back-turned. Blast his searching eyes!
Dave Chase was in the hole, not
Eustace Pring!

Captain Pring hailed the old mate
and with curt competence issued a
flood of orders. He was the calm
shipmaster, fighting to save his vessel.
From the engine-room the Chief re-
ported the shaft tunnel flooded and
already closed off.

“I'd say we had no propeller left to
worry about,” the chief added grimly.
“Must ha’ sheared it clean off the tail-
shaft and the rudder, I reckon, with
i
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“Get your pumps—"

“I'm doing that,” the Chief inter-
rupted and the tube was silent.

Captain Pring walked over to- the
port wing of the bridge. Men of both
ships were still passing lines; they had
more lines secured across the bulwarks
now than would hold ten ships,
though the danger of her sinking with
only the afterpeak and Number Four
hold flooded was slight.

With sudden decision Pring swung
himself over to the poop deck of the
Hearn. He made his way across the
after well and up to the bridge-house.

Captain Arkwright, a numb, silent
man, was jammed in the starboard
wing of his bridge, looking down at
those lines and wires securing him so
inexorably to the ship—and perhaps
the fortunes—of Eustace Pring. The
thought brought a twitch of sardonic
amusement to Pring’s lips. Perhaps
Captain Arkwright was reviewing in
his mind the rule that the overtaken
ship has the right of way.

Pring focused his hard, compelling
eyes on Arkwright and walked up to
him. Arkwright's mate, coming up
the bridge ladder, gcowled at Pring
with a hint of perplexity in his face
and backed away.

“Just a word with you, Captain!”
Pring said softly to the Hearn’s master.
“This’'ll be a towing job for you...
and like the prudent captain I am, I'd
rather be towed through the sheltered
waters of Vieques Sound to St. Thom-
as than back in the open to San Juan.
Understand?”

Faces were staring up at them from
two decks, angry faces, threatenin
faces. Captain Arkwright nodde
mutely. »

Eustace Pring’s stare intensified. H
measured distance and speeds on a
chart vivid enough in his head.
“You'll tow with a Manila hawser...
your hawser, Captain . . . and that
hawser will part at your end as you
haul me close to windward of the
dangers in the approaches to St
Thomas. You understand?”

Arkwright’s eyes were wide. *“You—
you'd still wreck her?” he stammered.

“Yes.”

“God, man! Won’t you collect
enough money for damages with-
out—"

tholl’

“How could I manage to part the
line?”

“Your problem, Captain,” Pring
said with cold unconcern. His voice
dropped even lower. *“That towline
must let go somewhere near your end,
Captain ... or I'll see you hang!”

He nodded, thinned his lips and
turned away. He stepped past the
sour chief mate of the Hearn without
appearing to see him, and swung back
aboard his own ship.

“Captain Arkwright is towing us,”
he said to Mr. Nordholm as the old






“Yes sir,” said the second mate.

“You will stand your regular trick.
I may wish to leave the bridge.”

“Yes sir.”

Rapidly Captain Pring pointed out
and identified the lights in sight, gave
the approximate position of the ship
and the course that the Hearn was
holding. Then he went through the
black wheelhouse, where the useless
wheel loomed vaguely, deserted. He
turned into the tiny chartroom and si-
lently glowered at the detail chart on
the table.

“That fat white-livered loblolly!”
he whispered in a rage. :

Arkwright, up there in the Hearn,
should already have cut the ship loose.
She had been towed past ledges of
rock to leeward that, with this tidal
current and the rising sea, would have
served well to chew up the thin plates
of the Carib Trade. Funk? Treach-
ery? Had this breeze made him shake
for the safety of this crew? Remember-
ing how Arkwright had tried at the
last moment to avert the collision,
Pring was blackly doubtful of the
man’s guts.

The Carib Trade might even yet be
dragged ignominiously to an anchor-
age in the bowl of St. Thomas harbor.
And then the questions, the probings,
the hair-splitting and suspicions of the
underwriters; their startled realization
of the ship’s unseaworthy state—all
that—would begin. If he could just
hold her and get her under a few
fathoms, he could laugh at them and
hold out his palm.

PRING strode out upon the bridge
again with the ship’s position minute-
ly in his mind. He stood there, feel-
ing in his taut nerves the tug and
strain of that blasted mighty hawser.
The wind nagged at him.

Once he stirred and glanced around
at the boat-deck, aware that a man was
pacing there. Probably still Dave
Chase. The suspended third mate
had been hanging about as close to
the bridge as he could get during his
who' watch. Captain Pring nursed
a sure conviction that he had young
Chase in the wringer. But he had no
time now to gloat over that circum-
stance.

This was the crisis. That coward
ahead on the Hearn had failed him;
now he must take action himself. He
knew well it was no easy night for a
shipwrecking. But seamen must face
the risks of the sea.

“I'm facing it; let the stupid fools
do the same!” he muttered. A broken
towline was much more plausible in
rough weather like this.

Without a word to Mr. Arnold, he
descended the bridge ladder and went
to his room under the wheelhouse. He
slipped around his waist, under his
tunic, a leather sheath containing a
knife and marlinespike.

Down on the mainadeck he glided
forward and slipped up to the fore-
castle head. At the ladder top he
Eaused a moment to look back at the

ridge. He could barely make out
vague movement up there as the sec-
ond mate paced back and forth; the
man could not have seen him.

Crouching, Pring moved on. Be-
hind the shelter of the windlass he
halted. Its niggerhead was taking the
strain of the towline; a good two
hundred feet of spare line was coiled
on deck.

The hand watching the towline was
further forward, leaning low against
the wecather bulkhead clear of flying
spray, motionless, probably dozing.
Pring’s coming did not disturb him.

Pring went to work. A bottle of
acid would have done an easier,
smoother job, but Pring had allowed
himself enough time. He set to work
with his knife on a section of the tow-
line perhaps fifty feet from the end.
It was no crude job of cutting strands;
in the dark Pring weakened the big
line yarn by yarn, with good judgment
as to how much of its strength was
going under the sharp blade of the
knife.

The lookout stirred and stretched.
Pring crouched motionless beside the
coils. Unseen!

Two minutes later, he crept aft and
returned to the bridge. He darted a
malignant glance ahead, at the Hearn,
%ulling him so inevitably toward St.

homas harbor, and then looked out
over the black water on the starboard
beam. There were black rocks in that
black water, and the ship would soon
be to windward of them.

Pring smiled in the dark secrecy of
the night. In spite of Arkwright’s
cowardice, in spite of Dave Chase’s
eyes, in spite of his crew’s unease, he
would win now! They couldn’t beat
Captain Eustace Pring.

“I don’t like the way she’s riding in
the seaway,” he said abruptly to the
second mate. “There’s too much
strain on that hawser.”

“Yes sir,” said Mr. Arnold.

“Rouse out some men and give her
more scope,” Captain Pring com-
manded. “Let her have about all the
line you've got. Jump to it, Mister!”

“Yes sir,” said Mr. Arnold dismally.
He departed.

Minutes later, coil after coil of the
hawser went sliding around the barrel
of the windlass and out into the black-
ness between the ships.

Captain Pring remained on the
bridge. He had no wish to be seen
near that line, even if the break did
occur quite blamelessly between the
ships.

Arnold returned. He reported the
job done. Pring drew a breath. But

is eyes, unbidden, slid toward the
dark mass of Number One lifeboat,
resting on its chocks abaft the bridge.
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This would be one case in which the
master did not go down with his ship.
In good shape, that boat!

He started pacing. Step after step,
back and forth, waiting, waiting. Eyes
and ears and nerves and muscles
straining.

Under his restless feet he felt a
slight tremor in the ship. A wild yell
tore through the night forward. Pring
felt her head falling off as a gust of
wind nuzzled at her bow.

“Towline’s carried awayl” bawled
the lookout. “Towline’s busted!”

“The towline, sir!” said Mr. Arnold
shakily.

“Ah, ves,” drawled Captain Pring.
This time, he felt, it would he well to
face disaster coolly. He caught up
the signaling-lamp handy to his hand,
and began calling the Theodore
Hearn, -Over his shoulder he spoke
to the frightened mate:

*“This is serious, Mr. Arnold. There
are ledges to leeward, and no chance
our anchors will hold in this sea.
Swing out the starboard lifeboat.”

“G-going to abandon, sir?”

“You heard the order. I must take
every precaution. Move, Mister!”

-\;MTH a moan Mr. Arnold moved.
He had been over the side before, and
he didn’t like the prospect. His head
turned toward the Theodore Hearn.

The Hearn was aware of the emer-
gency. She was making a crowded
turn to get back to the Carib Trade.
Arkwright couldn’t risk engines astern
with that broken hawser trailing from
her fantail, ready to foul her propel-
ler.

Captain Pring had thought of that
too. He smiled thinly while his finger
worked the trigger of the lamp, flash-
ing a stream of Morse across the water.
He had to be doing something to
quench any suspicions that might
arise in the feeble minds of the men
scurrying around on the deck below,
aimless as ants in panic.

Shouts. .. voices...some not far
from hysteria. They knew the danger.
They could hear a sea breaking to
leeward.

The Hearn came circling back, but
in that rough sea Arkwright would
never dare approach close enough to
heave a line. No harm, then, in
ordering men to stand by with heav-
ing-lines. He leaned over the rail.

Close to Captain Pring’s ear some-
thing exploded with a roar. He
ducked, then swung around, with a
red stab of light blazing in the corner
of his eye. Aft on the boat deck!
But what was it?

Arnold came clattering toward him.
“The line-throwing gun, sir!” he
shouted exultantly. *“Dave, he’s been
standing by it...an’ I think he’s got
a line across the Hearn, sir!”

Pring mashed his lips together.
From the Theodore Hearn, in points



of light that the mates were reading,
too, came a message: “Have your line.
Bending on our wire hawser. Take it
away.”

Pring’s fingers dug into the bridge
rail. He mastered himself and cupped
curving fingers to his mouth.

“Heave in on that line, below! Get
it aboard! She’s close to the rocks!”

A voice spoke to him from the boat-
deck—Dave Chase’s voice:

“I’ll bear a hand. Even a suspended
guy’s got a right to help save his neck,
hasn’t he, Cap’n?”

Pring choked down his answer.
Again he exhorted the deck to get the
hawser aboard. The fools might part
the light line in their eager strength.
He stormed at them.

Nordholm was on deck, bossing that
job. He was quietly commanding
care. A moment later Pring made out
Dave’s voice:

“Any you fellas heave too hard on
that line, I'll stick you in the gun to
fire another across to her! Take it
easyl!”

Slowly the line came in, and then a
heavier line and then the hawser, to
secure the wire. The whole ship's
company below was anticipating his
words; manhandling the wire, belay-
ing it surely, while the sound of the
sea smashing on the rocks down wind
'grew louder and nearer.

“Go ahead!” bellowed a mighty
voice on deck. *“Take yer slack!”

A dozen other voices roared to the
Hearn to go ahead. Responding to
Nordholm’s thin cry from the fore-
castle head, Pring flashed the order to
Captain Arkwright. Perhaps Ark-
wright had an ace up his sleeve; per-
haps that wire would part or pull
away from the Hearn’s stern. That
would be convincing.

The Hearn eased ahead, dead slow.
The slack came out of the wire.
Grudgingly the Carib Trade lurched
and followed.

Captain Pring could make out a
group of shadowy figures forward,
bunched around the windlass, staring
ahead at the Hearn and at the navi-

ation lights of the harbor of St.

homas, opening up under the lifting
mountains ahead. The deck was alive
with men. Alert men.

IN spite of his efforts, by the power
of dumb chance and the officious med-
dling of Dave Chase the ship was
entering sheltered waters.

“A man must be philosophical,”
Eustace Pring told himself, standing
rigid in the weather wing of the
bridge. “I'll collect more in damages
from the blasted underwriters than
I've put into this ship. And I've got
Dave Chase on the beach... for life.”

But though he told himself he
should be content, he was not. He
wanted to start his life ashore with
her full insured value in his pocket.

As for Chase, with his luck the blun-
dering moron might easily fall into
some easy job on the beach. Further,
Dave Chase’s testimony about the hap-
penings on the bridge just before the
collision might prove awkward. A
frank, trustworthy young manl

Coldly Captain Eustace Pring came
to a conclusion. He must do some-
thing decisive about Dave Chase him-
self. Something final.

THE Carib Trade was anchored.
Pumps hummed in the engine-room
but all over the ship tired men were
turning in to grab what sleep they
could in the tag end of the night. A
few hundred yards away gleamed the
two anchor lights of the Theodore
Hearn.

Mr. Arnold looked weary enough to
make a poor watch-keeper. Captain
Pring assigned him the job and told
old Nordholm to sleep in till seven.
The chief engineer, he knew, would
turn the engine-room over to his third
assistant, a callow youth clever at
sleeping on his feet. ‘

The matter of settling with Dave
Chase engrossed Captain Pring. The
third mate’s room door was hooked
back; he was not asleep in his bunk.
That was a break. The framing of
a plausible accident to a man asleep
in his bunk presented more difficulties
than a mishap to a man wandering
the ship, too shaken to sleep or per-
haps—Captain Pring nodded—drunk.

Pring had no intention of permit-
ting any coarse suggestion of murder
to arise. He went to the medical store
and poured a little whisky into a
small bottle, enough to put the odor
of drink on a man’s lips and clothes.
With this in his pocket and his knife
and marlinespike in the leather sheath
under his tunic he set out to locate
Dave Chase. The accident would de-
pend upon where he was.

After a turn through wheelhouse
and chartroom he moved quietly
around on the small boatdeck. The
line-throwing gun was back in its chest
by the fiddley. No sign of Dave Chase.
Captain Pring descended to the saloon
deck. No third mate. His room was
still empty.

Unpleasantly puzzled now, Captain
Pring extended his search to the
weather decks first. Was the man
hiding from him? Had he somehow
left the ship? Disquiet speeded his
heartbeats.

He became aware that Mr. Arnold,
above him, was standing in the port
bridge wing looking down at a light
moving across the water from the
Hearn—a flashlight in a small boat.

Pring returned to the bridge. He
nodded toward the approaching light.

“If Captain Arkwright is aboard
that boat, tell him I have retired and
am not to be disturbed,” he ordered.

“Yes sir,” said Arnold.
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The handling of Arkwright must
wait. He could not, of course, fulfill
his threat to see Arkwright hang but
by Peter! he could keep him sweating
for years over the killing of a cop who
was still very much alive. There
could be a steady bit of money in it,
too, out of Arkwright’s pay.

In the port alleyway on the main
deck he came to a dead stop. The
mumble of the pumps reached him
more plainly down here. He scowled.
Those blasted pumps were all that
kept her afloat. The Hearn’s bow
had done more than cut her up dead
aft. Her shell plating was strained
open in many places as far forward as
the engine-room itself. Even with
Dave Chase interfering, it was only a
fluke that she still floated.

Only a fluke? His eyes narrowed
as he stared unseeingly at the steel
deck. Perhaps it was not yet too late
to correct that fluke. There was plen-
ty of water under her. And only
three men, a kid engineer, a fireman
and an oiler, dozed on watch in boiler-
and engine-rooms. It should not be
too hard—

He swung around and looked up
and down the empty alleyway, dimly
lighted by a bulb over the steel door
that led down to the engine-room.
Slowly he moved toward that door and
swung it open. He froze, with glint-
ing eyes.

ON the narrow gridded platform
at the head of the steel ladder Dave
Chase stood, legs comfortably apart,
leaning his elbows on the oily rail, gaz-
ing downward into the humming
depths of the engine-room.

Pring’s hand slid like a gliding
snake toward the marlinespike in his
leather sheath. This was perfect. A
headlong fall from that greasy plat-
form would puzzle nobody. He fixed
his eyes on the back of Dave Chase’s
big head. He raised the short, heavy
tool and brought it down with all the
hate and muscle in him.

Dave Chase’s head jerked sidewise.
His shoulder twisted sinuously. The
marlinespike rang on the pipe railing.
It bounced out of Pring’s stinging fin-
gers. It clattered on the plates below.

Chase’s big hands darted at him.
They clamped around his elbows, sud-
den and sure, Chase’s big face turned
down at him, grim and unsurprised.

“Open doors start drafts, Cap'n.
Lights throw shadows.” Chase’s deep
voice rumbled out the words. “I've
been waiting for you to tackle the
pumps—and me.”

“Take your hands off me, you stu-
pid fool!” Eustace Pring cried. His
voice was high, even shrill, hard t-
recognize. His wrenching efforts weice
smothered by that mighty grip but I.¢
could not restrain himself from stru -
gling. Something drove him to strv- ;-
gle—something he could not control.



“That’s just it,”” Dave Chase said
flatly. * ‘Stupid fool!’ Just how dumb
does a guy have to be, Cap'n, to hold
a third mate’s job in this one?”

Inexorably he spun Pring around,
shifting grips with swift precision, and
propelled him out into the alleyway.

“I gave you an order!” Pring snarled.

But there was more than power in -

Dave Chase’s hands; there was finality.
“How dumb?” young Chase re-
peated slowly. “First that little ship-
ping agent blows his top in the café
an’ hints you’re up to something
crooked. Then you put your ship
across Cap’'n Arkwright’s bows and
ring her astern, too, to top it. And a
good hawser snaps—what was that,
knife-work or a touch of acid? How
dumb do I have to be, Cap'n?”

Pring was silent, trying to think.
This man was not as stupid as he had
reckoned. He must think fast.

“Not so dumb I can’t figure your
next one will be the pumps,” Dave
Chase said. ‘““Well-"

His voice cut off in surprise. Pring
twisted his head around. The fat
figure of Captain Arkwright stood
there, staring at them.

Eustace Pring writhed in body and
soul. “What do you want?” he spat
out, as harshly if he were not held
prisoner by one of his own crew.

“Has your conscience got you at last,
Captain Pring?” the master of the
Theodore Hearn asked. The hollow-
ness in his voice was made hollower
yet by the steel tunnel of the alleyway.

“Give me a hand with this muti-
neer!” Pring cried. That was the
line! Mutiny! “Help—"

“I've come to tell you to do your
damnedest,” Arkwright said wearily,

ignoring Pring’s words as completely
as if he had not spoken. “I've had
enough of you trying to ride me. You
can’t do it. I'd rather pay the price
of manslaughter.”

“Manslaughter?” Dave Chase asked
with quick interest. “What man-
slaughter’s thar, Cap’n?”

“Don’t vou recognize me?” Ark-
wright asked. “You saw me kill that
Havana policeman with a chair.”

DAVE CHasE laughed and gave Eu-
stace Pring a shake. “More dirty
work a guy’s got to be dumb to get!”
he said. “That cop was lively enough
huntin’ ‘round the muelles for you
before we sailed.”

“What?” gasped Captain Arkwright.
“What'’s that you say?”

“And there were bits of bottle, not
hunks of chair, in his hair when I
brought him to,” Dave added.

“Bottle?” Arkwright whispered. “1
had no bottle in my hands! Bottle!”
With sudden understanding, his thick
fingers grabbed at Pring’s throat.

Dave Chase fended him off with a
quick shoulder.

“I'm handling this, Cap’n,” he told
Arkwright. He swung Eustace Pring
around and backed him against the
alley bulkhead, then relaxed his grip.

“You're going ashore—for good,
Cap'n,” he said in a level voice. *“You
just plain aren’t smart enough to stay
at sea afild command men.”

Captain Pring groped for words to
express his fury and contempt.

“You stupid—" he began; then he
stopped. Cold realization, like ice in
his veins, crept over him that that
word did not truly apply to Dave
Chase, staring at him with almost un-

BIRDS ARE

T HE female phalarope, a wading sea-
shore bird, is the only member of
the winged phylum who exercises com-
plete supremacy over her mate. Being
larger and more powerful than her hus-
band, she compels him to remain at
home, hatch the eggs, and later care
for the young, while she roams freely,
even seeking new loves.

* x
Conversely, the male rhinoceros horn-
bill imprisons his wife by plastering up
their habitation, leaving only a tiny
opening through which he passes food
to his spouse and progeny. The male
rhinoceros hornbill is the only bird
possessing well-dev:lor;ed eyelashes.

*

Beebe has observed that in the Gala-
pagos Islands birds sometimes become
sterile and senile in the midst of food,
warmth, and an absence of enemies.
* * *

That birds are constantly being victim-
ized by cats is a fallacy. The two can be
taught by association to tolerate one

LIKE THAT

another and even to be friendly. Some
years ago an Associated Press dispatch
reported the rescue by a cat of a freez-
ing canary in Oklahoma City.

* ¥ %

We've all read how a goose was re-
sponsible for saving Rome. A possible
descendant of that goose caused Patrol-
man L. Brandenberg of Cleveland to
apprehend two fowl-nappers. The
goose’s appearance on the street aroused
the patrolman’s professional suspicion,
and on investigation he found other
geese about to be carried away.

* * *
A robin confined to a cage for seven
years on release instantly flew to its
former nest fifteen miles away.

* %
Owls generally share their homes with
squirrels, and petrels with otters.

* ok ®
Cliff-dwelling swallows bury their dead
by sealing up the home hole and con-
verting it into a sepulcher.

—By Simpson M. Ritter
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willing contempt. Yes, the contempt
was in Chase’s eyes now, as he looked
at Eustace Pring.

“I'm telling you, Cap’n,” young
Chase said, with iron in his voice.
“You're through with the sea. It’s too
big for a small-brained guy like you.”

He flung-a rueful hand around to
indicate the Carib Trade. “What
you've left of your ship will start you
in the junk business, maybe. Don’t
put in any ¢} iim to the underwriters.”

“What? You dare—" But Pring’s
voice was only a croak.

Chase nodded his big head.

“1 wouldn’t dare live with myselt,
lettin’ you get away with riskin’ men’s
lives for a little lousy money, though
I've no clear proof. Don’t; that’s all.”

“You'll be on the beach too!” Pring
flung at him. “I’ll have your ticket—"

“No,” said Dave Chase. “I'll be at
sea, somehow, where I belong.”

He shook his head earnestly. *1
don’t scare, Cap’n; I just don’t scare.
Try to blame that collision on me, and
it'll get a going-over before the board
that’ll sure squeeze out into the open
what you've been trying.”

Captain Arkwright spoke sternly.
“I can put in a word too, Captain
Pring, and I will if I must.”

Dave Chase lifted a finger toward
the officers’ quarters above.

“Mr. Nordholm’s told me, an’ Ar-
nold and the helmsman too, that thev
know I nearly saved the ship. Your
jingle to reverse her is marked down
in the engine-room bell-book.”

His eyes were earnest. “It’s time
you got it, Cap’n: Men aren’t as dumb
as you figure them, or as crooked, or
as cowardly; and you aren’t as smart as
you think.”

“You aren’t as smart as you think!”
The words burned deep into Eustace
Pring’s brain and though he denied
them vehemently he knew himself to
be cringing before the level eyes of
Dave Chase and Captain Arkwright.

ABRUP’TLY Arkwright laid a hand
on Dave Chase’s shoulder.

“You've told him,” he said. “Not
even I turned out to be as bad as he
figured me. Chase, one of my officers
is getting a promotion and 1 need a
second mate—one with a conscience.”

Dave Chase’s eyes beamed.

Pring saw his chance. He wrenched
away. Headlong he plunged through
the engine-room door and flung him-
self at the ladder. He'd rouse the
crew, and in the fighting—

His foot slipped on a greasy steel
rung, and momentum carried his body
hard against the rail. He grabbed
for it, but his fingers missed their
clutch. He fell headlong. The en-
gine-room plates rose up at him. He
shrieked.

But even in his terror he knew he
had got away. He was too smart for
them—too smart for the sea.






























Peter shouted frantically: “Let gol Come here, sirl
You'll get kicked to Kingdom Comel”

Bran meant to take only a light grip, but he did not
know his own young strength and the sharpness of his
teeth. Old Pizen emitted a squeal of startled pain, and
swung his big body to one side, crowding the dog against
the side of the stall. More than a few times mules have
crushed men to death with that mancuver. Bran gasped
and loosed his hold. Half stunned, he dropped to the
floor directly behind the mule. It took Old Pizen only
a second to regain his balance. Then the mighty
haunches flexed.  Hecls drew back for that terrific kick
which no other creature can match. Only man’s inven-
tion of gunpowder and some of his great machinery such
as triphammers and piledrivers surpass it.

Peter velled so loudly in alarm he could not hear the
shouts of the newly arrived MacTavish and the corporal
from the doorway. He scized the bare second he had to
act. A lightning dive, and he had grabbed Bran’s limp
body, thrust it aside and scrambled for safety.

Too late! Iron-shod heels hit him with a thud that

"brought groans of anguish from MacTavish and the
corporal running to the rescue. One hoof grazed his
skull; the other drove into his ribs, and he was flung clear
across the stable aisle. His whele frame shuddered con-
vulsively, then lay inert and still.

“The poor fool!” cried the corporal, bending over
Peter sadly. “What'd he want to go and get himself
killed for—just for a dog! Can’t understand it.”

“You wouldna,” said MacTavish shortly. “Run for
the surgcon. Quick, mon!”

’T;u-: secret of the h'fden staghound no longer could
be kept. A full re;-mt of a possibly fatal accident to a
soldier must be made. A board of officers would sit, and
determine whether Private Shannon’s injuries or his
death were incurred in line of duty. A verdict to the
contrary was virtually certain on the evidence to be given
by the witnesses who had seen most of the incident. No
miiitary nccessity could have caused the young trooper,
lying in the post hospital still unconscious, to risk his
life for a dog.

First of all, the presence of the dog would have to be
explained—and that to General Custer even before the
board convened. MacTavish sat in the stable and racked
his brains. Beside him crouched Bran, already recovered,
for he had been little hurt. A leash was fastened to his
harness in readiness. Custer, the Scot well knew, would
be sending for them both any minute.

Before MacTavish could work out his problem, the
inevitable summons arrived.

The Dog-Tender-in-Chief found Custer just returned
from an carly ride on which the greater part of his pack
had accompaunied him as usual. Most of the dogs had
dashed oft to their breakfasts, but one fat and aging fox-
hound namecd Lucy Stone had taken position in front ol
him. She still was puffing; she seldom exerted herselt
any more, and on a march she generally asked for a lift
in a wagon. Plainly she was regretting the run this
morning, for as she sat in front of the General, she lilted
beseeching eyes to him and held u(i) a forepaw to display
a cactus thorn sticking in the pad. If no human were
near, the dogs could pull out thorns with their teeth, but
every one of them knew they never asked Custer for
help in vain.

Still in the saddle of-a fine Kentucky thoroughbred,
his favorite mount Vic, Custer looked down at the fat
hound. As always with his dogs, he began talking to her,
putting in her mouth the words she would have spoken
if she had the gift of speech.

“There sits Lucy Stone,” he declared. “And she is
saying: ‘If you please, sir, since you chose to bring me
into a land of bristling earth like this, will you please get
down immediately and attend to my foot?” ”

He swung down, and with a pair 4i tweezers in a knife
he carried for the purpose gent'v extracted the thorn.
Lucy wagged her tail and wad~ d off, Custer telling her
she was welcome.

Then he turned toward the orderly and his charge.
Long and hard he stared at Bran. His expression sof-
tened as he took in the points of the fine animal. He
fondled the staghound, and Bran responded politely.
Then he accused suspiciously: “MacTavish, I've seen
this hound before.”

“The General has seen the like of him,” MacTavish
evaded, “but none better in all his pack.” The Scot took
a bold step. “It may be, sir, the General marks some re-
scmblance to the puir sick pup I put out of the way.”
{Well, he had put him out of the way—in a way.)

“Where's the likeness to this strong one? Maida’s
litter was sandy red. This one’s yellow.” Custer, still
skeptical, demanded: “Whose dog is he?”

Scotty had been thinking fast and furiously. “Whose
dog, sir? That I wouldna want to tell, but with the acci-
dent to the lad in the hospital, I can nae longer keep it.”
On the spur of the moment he made a surprise gift to
Peter. “The dog is his—his very ane.”

The Teneral looked flabbergasted, then indignant.
“Mean to say that young trumpeter who kicked up such
a fuss about wanting to rejoin the 4th Cavalry dared
sneak a dog into the post?”

None of the-guile and craftiness with which the Scot
now spoke showed in his face. *“Who would have said
him nay in his auld regiment where he thought to go?”
he asked. “Small wonder h2’s avairse to serving wi’ the
Seventh, feeling he must give up the fine young hound
who has his heart.”

Here was a serious flaw in MacTavish’s plot, and he
knew it. There was no telling whether the young soldier
in the hospital would agree to having a staghound sud-
denly foisted on him as his own—even if the animal were
the one he had saved. And should he happen to be
willing, would he be quick enough to play up to Mac-
Tavish’s lead, if ownership had to be established in Gen-
eral Custer’s presence? Well, those chances would have
to be taken; and the Scot cor.tinued spinning his yarn:

“Ay, now the General canna mistake the lad’s reason
for wanting to leave the regiment. How could he ken
that a staghound—in particular so bonnie a one as this
—could nowhere find a warmer welcome than .in the
Seventh?”

Suspicion was replaced on Custer’s face by a rare ex-
pression of indecision. MacTavish hammered in still
more of the overwhelming posers which had his com-
manding officer backed into a corner.

“If Private Shannon lives, might the General not make
him his ane trumpeter to follow him on his rides and
hunts?” the orderly resumed. ‘“.And then wouldna Bran
here run wi’ the General’s hounds:”

“MacTavish, youre a scheming scoundrel!”
burst out laughing.

“Nae, sir,” Scotty answered, all innocence.

Custer said reflectively: “That young soldier must be
devoted to his dog when he takes what he took from Old
Pizen’s heels for this pup’s sake.”

“ ‘Greater love hath nae mon,” sir,” quoted the Scot
solemnly.

Custer

NOR for some days could the surgeon feel assured that
Peter Shannon would recover. Gradually the effects of
the concussion sustained by the young trooper wore
away, and broken bones began to knit. By a twist of his
body as he snatched Bran aside, Peter had escaped the
tull force of the mule’s kick; otherwise he would have
paid a far more severe penalty than three cracked ribs
and a gashed scalp.

Although there were few comforts in the hospital of
a small frontier post, Peter was well aware that he was
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made no move toward rescue. But, others argued, Custer
had his hands full. If Elliott had run for it when he saw
a mass of tribesmen riding down on his small detachment,
instead of standing and fighting, he could have escaped.
And all agreed the General had done first-rate in extricat-
ing his command from the clutches of the several thou-
sand Indians in lower villages by the feint of an attack
and then a rapid countermarch of retreat.

“Some of the officers say Old Curley let Elliott and the
rest get scuppered when he could have saved 'em easy,”
the trooper informed Peter. “Specially Colonel Benteen.
He’s Cap'n of ‘H' Company, my outhfit, and acting bat-
talion commander. He’s all right to soldier under, Ben-
teen is. You've seen him. Heavyset feller with a red
face and white hair. Looks kind of like Santy Claus.
Well, Benteen up and writes a letter burning up the
General for letting Elliott down. It gets in the papers.
Man, does that start a ruckus! Custer has ‘Officers’ Call’
sounded. He tells the lot of ‘em he’s going to horsewhip
the feller who wrote that letter soon as he finds out who
it is, and he gives his boots a mean cut with the whip he
always carries—just for a sample. Old Benteen looks him
up and down, shifts his pistol holster around to front of
his belt handy-like and says: ‘All right, General, start
your horsewhipping now. I wrote it.” Old Curley backs
down and -gives "em dismiss.”

“Custer backed down!” cried Peter in amazement.

“For once in his life. Hanged if I know what else he
could do.”

Others chimed in. “It wasn’t exactly what you'd call
the beginning of a beautiful friendship. . .. Them two
hates each other’s innards.”

Well, Peter reflected, there were bound to be clashes
of personalities and interests in any regiment, just as in
any civilian organization. The tight discipline of the
Army and the narrow confines of a post simply pointed
them up. The Seventh had deserter trouble, too. There
were the “snowbirds,” men who enlisted in the fall to
secure food and shelter for the winter, then cleared out
at the first sign of spring. Ever since gold had been
struck in the Black Hills, soldiers from every regiment in
the West had been thumbing their noses at the poor pay
and hardships of the Army and taking off to try their luck
digging yellow wealth from the ground. That the Sev-
enth should suffer from such desertions was natural, for
when the gold rush began, and prospectors and settlers
flooded into the Hills, violating the treaties reserving
those lands to the Sioux, it had been Custer and his regi-
ment who were ordered out to protect the intruders.
Envious troopers watched civilians strike it rich.

Ever since the gold discovery, it was easy to guess where
soldiers were heading when they deserted from the Sev-
enth. Consequently when the report was made one
morning that there had been a guardhouse break during
the night, the General dispatched a pursuing detachment
in the direction of the Black Hills.

He barked sharp orders at Godfrey, officer of the guard.
“Get after them fast. They've got a good head-start.
And bring them back—dead or alive!”

The lieutenant saluted and dashed for the stables on
the double. As his sergeant began mounting a detach-
ment, the officer shouted at Peter.

“You too. Saddle up. I need a trumpeter.”

PETER found it good to be in the saddle and out on the
plains again, and there was tingling zest in a man-hunt.
He would have much preferred this one had been an
Indian chase. There was a certain grim unpleasantness
about going after deserters—like a policeman having to
arrest old neighbors.

Riding close behind Lieutenant Godfrey, Peter heard
him outlining the situation to the sergeant.

“Seven of them,” the officer was saying. “There’s a
couple of horses missing, so two of the deserters are

mounted. Maybe more—they may have stolen other
animals from a ranch or stage station. If they did, we’ll
never catch ’em. Our only chance is that some are still
footing it. They'll hold back the mounted men if they're
sticking together.”

The officer turned in his saddle to glance to the rear.
“What's that?” he demanded. A small dust-cloud was
rapidly overtaking them. “Confound it, a dog! Must
be one of the General’s. Never knew ’em to follow any-
body but him before. Sergeant, send a trooper to ride

- that dog off and get him started home.”

“I'll go, sir,” Peter offered. “Sorry, but I'm afraid
that's my dog, not the General’s. He’s not very well
trained yet.”

Bran came bounding up and leaped joyously toward
his master’s saddle.

“Send him back,” the lieutenant ordered curtly.

“I told you to stay,” Peter shouted sternly down at the
hound. “Back you go now. Go home.”

Bran, deflated and contrite, turned, his flaunting tail
lowered to half-mast. Looking apologetically yet half-
hopefully over his shoulder, he slunk away from the col-
umn. But when it began to draw off, the dog could not
resist and came loping up again. The age-old, oft-re-
peated struggle between a man and the dog he is trying
to send home was played through. Persuasions were as
futile as angry scoldings and chases. Finally Lieutenant
Godfrey said: “Save your horse, Shannon. Let the dog
come along. Might turn out to be some help.”

LATE that day Bran, who had been running off to one
flank, came racing back to Peter. The dog kept uttering
short, low barks until he caught his master’s attention.

“Sir, my dog smells something off there,” Peter reported
to Godfrey. “May be only stray calf or a coyote, but it’s
something alive.”

“Can’t see a thing, but it might be out of sight down
in a buffalo wallow,” Godfrey declared. “Ride over and
take a look.”

Bran led the way, quickly outdistancing Humpty.
Peter saw the dog slow, then halt and stalk forward. But
investigations were brought to an abrupt halt. Smoke
pufted from the edge of the wallow, and a bullet pinged
past Peter’s head. He wheeled Humpty and spurred
back.

The men hidden in the wallow had made a break for
it and were a quarter-mile distant before the detachment
could be gathered in for pursuit. Three of the fugitives
were seen to be mounted, the rest running beside them,
holding to stirrup leathers. They were the deserters,
plus an extra man, evidently a plainsman they had picked
up as guide.

Lieutenant Godfrey called to Peter:
sound ‘Recall.” ”

The deserters paid no attention to the clear notes
floating across the prairie.

“Blow ‘Halt." ”

The two imperative notes only seemed to hasten the
pace of the pursued.

“All right, Sergeant.” The officer needed to say no
more. The veteran non-com had handled deserters be-
fore and was taking no chances. Once, bringing in a
tough character caught going over the hill, he had
stopped at a hash-house in town for a meal. Suddenly
the man flung a handful of red pepper straight in his
eyes. Blinded and in agony though he was, the sergeant
had groped his way out of the door, fired toward the
sound of deserter’s footfalls and dropped him. Now he
barked sharp orders. Carbines were unslung; breeches
clicked open for cartridges, snapped shut. Butts came
to rest on right thighs as left hands gathered reins. Car-
bines at the ready, the detachment took up the trot.

Spurts of smoke from up ahead. The deserters were
desperate enough to fight. Godfrey coolly dismounted

“Trumpeter,
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to be too noisy. Custer chose a half-dozen of the grey-
hounds and staghounds and gave Peter permission to
take Bran.

Several dogs that might have gone were left home be-
cause they had indulged in an early morning chase after
a “prairie dandy,” as polecats were called because of
their handsome black-and-white markings. The little
apimal had routed them with his tried and true defense;
and when the reeking hounds came bounding back to
the Custer quarters, sure of their usual welcome, they
were driven out by their master and mistress and the
wrathful Eliza, and led off by Scotty MacTavish in
disgrace.

With the two companies formed in column of fours,
the cavalcade rode across the plains, fresh with the breath

of spring. Scouts fanned out ahead of the advance guard..

Custer in buckskin, his long yellow curls streaming from
under his broad-brimmed campaign hat, red bandana
around his sunburned neck, galloped far to the left
flank. The pack strung out after him. Back among the
slower dogs, Peter pounded along on Humpty. Bran,
who might have raced in the van, was content to run at
his master’s side.

IT ran through Peter’s mind: “Anybody would think
we were hunting a fox, not Indians.”

The illusion became still more vivid when the hounds
spurted off after a jackrabbit. It was the swift Tuck,
vying with the greyhounds, that seized the quarry and
trotted back to Custer with it in his mouth.

The General waved his trumpeter forward and handed
him the rabbit with a grin of pride. “It takes a fast dog
to catch a jackrabbit,” he declared. *And who says a
staghound 1sn’t a good retriever? Tie this long-eared
fellow to your saddles Shannon, and give him to the cook
first chance you get. He'll flavor the stew.”

Custer rode on at a walk, resting the dogs. Half to
himself, half to Peter, riding to his left rear, he com-
menced talking.

“These Indians we're after—they’re only one bunch of
lots who'll be jumping the reservation this spring. By
summer most of the Sioux nation will be out. The
Cheyennes, too. Trust old Chief Sitting Bull and Crazy
Horse for that.

“Can’t say I blame ’em,” Custer mused. “It’s now or
never for them. They know the sands are running out
for their people. We're hemming them in everywhere.
On the plains we’re killing off the buffalo—the Indians’
livelihood. We've taken the Black Hills, theirs by a
treaty we made with them. No wonder they turned
down the Government’s offer of six million dollars for
the Hills. They know about all the gold being mined
there.

“General Sheridan says the Indians are destined to be
crowded out. It’s a fate they can’t escape. It’s what’s
always happened, all through history, when a strong,
civilized people has moved in on nomad tribes.

“So the Army gets orders to herd the Indians back on
their reservations. Naturally they don’t want to go.
Too many of 'em are rotting and starving there, with the
Government’s Indian agents grafting on their rations.
I tell you, the trail of corruption leads so close up to the
White House that—"

The General broke off suddenly. Those were words
an enlisted man should not be allowed to overhear.

His mood altered swiftly. The dogs were off on a sec-
ond chase. Whooping, Custer galloped after them at
full speed. This time it was a big gray wolf. He led
them three-quarters of a mile before he turned at bay.
The kill was a mother-and-son performance. Heedless
of the beast’s terrible slashing snaps, Maida and Bran
dashed in savagely and seized him. Peter heard their
jaws crunch bone, and the wolf disappeared under a mass
of growling hounds. :

Lieutenant Calhoun galloped up.  “Good riddancel”
he said. “I remember a time we were camped out—you
were away on leave, General. I was officer of the guard,
and my good wife was alone in her tent. Maggie woke
up in the middle of the night with some animal beside
her cot, sniffing at her. She thought it was one of the
dogs and offered it a piece of hardtack. The animal
snatched it out of her Eand and ran. Outside the tent
one of my sentries fired. Maggie looked out at the body
of a big timber wolf like this fellow. She’s never felt
hospitable toward any of your dogs at night since, Gen-
eral. They might be a wolf in disguise, and Maggie says
she’s through playing Little Red Riding-hood.”

Custer laughed and ordered camp made.

Horses were watered, fed, groomed and picketed.
Bacon and coffee cooked over the fires. Troopers, mess
over, lay around smoking their pipes. Peter questioned
his friend Sergeant Ellis, a veteran of long service whose
dragoon’s mustache was tinged with gray. The trum-
peter asked him about the graft by Indian agents of
which Custer complained so bitterly.

““There’s plenty of it, all right,” Ellis afirmed, “though
there’s some honest agents. But the crooked ones get
away with it. Government pays ‘em a salary of about
fifteen hundred a year. In about four years they retire
with fifty thousand dollars or better in loot, made out of
grub and clothes that were supposed to be issued to
the Injuns. .

“No wonder the Injuns bust loose. I see their side of
it. But you forget it quick enough when you see what
they’'ve done to some trooper in your outfit they took
alive.” ‘

“Yes, I saw that in Texas,” Peter answered grimly.

“Or what happens to a white girl they capture,” Ellis
went on. “She wishes she was dead before they get
through passing her around from chief to chief, with
jealous squaws making her do all the work and beating
her black and blue all day. I've seen those girls after-
wards. The Seventh has rescued some of "em.”

The Sergeant’s words seemed destined for quick con-
firmation. Next morning when the detachment rode u
to a cabin, a settler, rifle in hand, faced them across his
broken-in door.

“Bunch of Sioux rid in yesterday,” he announced
laconically. “I was out of the house. Saw ’'em from the
draw yonder and was scairt to move. Robbed the place
but didn’t burn it, somehow. When they rid off, they
took my daughter with ‘em.”

”

.\’-K/ITH action in prospect, Custer galvanized a com-
mand like an electric current. He snapped out a string
of orders. Troopers stuffed extra ammunition and two
days’ rations into their saddlebags and swung into sad-
dles. The wagon was left behind, guarded by a squad
of cavalrymen whose horses were used up. No more
wolf-hunting now—the quarry was fiercer game. Dogs,
whining in protest, were collared and tied to the wagon
wheels, but Custer left three free: Blucher, Tuck and
Bran. Those sturdy staghounds could keep up.

Custer’s eyes gleamed with pride in his hard-riding
troopers. They made better than twenty miles that day,
and halted for a few hours’ sleep in the starlight. Charley
Reynolds, the reliable old scout, had ridden on far
ahead. An hour before dawn he galloped back to report:

“They're up thar, Gen'ral. Fairsized village. Might
be as many as a hundred braves, with their women and
children. All quiet. Reckon they got hold of some
liquor on raids, and they’re sleepin’ it off.”

Custer listened with satisfaction, sitting his saddle with
the look of an eagle about to swoop down on his prey.
The shadowy figures of Keogh, Calhoun and their lieu-
tenants gathered around the General to take his crisp,
decisive orders. The prelude to the Battle of the Washita
was to be enacted again, with Custer dividing his force
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guard, and this is the first time he’s had you where he
wants you—right under his command. Slip up just
once and that shavetail will take the greatest delight in
landing on you like a ton of bricks.”

There went Assembly for guard mount. Details for
the new guard mustered from various companies, and at
the guardhouse the two reliefs of the old guard off post
formed up. The band marched out and took its station
on the parade-ground. No good outfit neglected per-
forming this daily ceremony with precision and flourish,
for it emphasized the fact that guard duty, uneventful
and monotonous though it often was, nevertheless was
vital.

Adjutant’s Call, and Lieutenant Cooke, sidewhiskers
jutting out, and the sergeant major took their posts.

he band struck up in quick time, and the details were
‘marched out and reported. Cooke commanded: “Offi-
cers and non-commissioned officers, front and center,
march.” Trelford, saber at the carry, moved forward
smartly with his non-coms and was designated com-
mander of the guard. Meticulously he inspected his
men, noting every detail of uniform and giving carbines
a careful going-over from bore to butt. The Lieutenant,
Peter observed, never missed a trick, and his corrections
of any fault were sharp and to the point.

Cooke called: “Parade rest. Sound off.”” The band,
playing, marched down the line, countermarched, re-
sumed its post and blared forth once more, as the guards
passed in review. The intricate ceremony, its every
feature exactly prescribed, concluded without a hitch in
spite of the presence of a number of recruits in the
ranks.

Back at the guardhouse, Peter settled himself on a
bench inside the guardroom. Cooke’s and Trelford’s
voices drifted in through the window.

“It went off very neatly, Mr. Trelford,” the Adjutant
complimented.

“Yes sir.” Trelford thanked him, then chuckled.
“But right in the midst of it I started thinking of that
review the other day and thanking my stars guard mount
is dismounted. There was no chance for my trumpeter
of the guard to get policed by his horse.”

“You can’t altogether blame young Shannon,” Cooke
Erotested. “That bass-drummer let go with a terrific

oom right beside him.”

“Right, sir,” Trelford conceded. “All I hope is that
no Sioux warrior ever bangs a rifle next to him.”

The officers had lowered their voices, but Peter had
heard all too plainly. He scowled darkly and clenched
his fists.

BRAN considered that he had been detailed to guard
duty along with his master. He lay quietly at Peter’s
feet in the guardroom until the trumpeter rose to sound
one of the routine calls. The staghound followed him
out to the edge of the parade-ground, took position to
the trumpeter’s left “at heel” and remained in an atti-
tude of canine attention while the call was finished.

If Peter had been a sentry, Bran, unless Prevented,
would have walked post with him in the ancient tradi-
tion of military dogs which are as old as war itself. The
armies of the Assyrians, the Persians, the Greeks, and the
Romans employed them. Many a sleeping town and
camp was saved by their warning barks. The dog Soter,
whose alertness prevented the capture of Corinth, was
pensioned for life and given a silver collar engraved,
“Defender and Saviour of Corinth.” 1In the Napoleonic
wars, the dog Moustache was thrice cited; for warning of
a surprise attack, for catching an Austrian spy, and for
recapturing a standard from the enemy.

Now that Peter’s skill in trumpeting had returned,
Bran no longer uttered protesting howls. At the end of
well-blown calls he wagged his tail. Peter said to him-
self: “He’s probably sensed that I'm sort of pleased with

myself, and he’s glad, but I'm going to take it as a com-
pliment from a good music critic.”

That night as he sounded the plaintive note of Taps,
Peter felt certain that he would draw some complimen-
tary tail-waggings from the dog beside him. Nor was his
appreciative audience limited to one. Across the parade
ground in the lighted doorway of the Custer quarters he
saw a small figure appear and stand listening: A memory
of such overwhelming poignance swept him that he
could scarcely complete the call. Again he was standing
on the Lindsay porch in that Texas spring night, of two
years ago, saying good-by to Sally Ann. Taps, sounded
by four trumpeters in harmony and with an echo was
floating to them over the Fourth’s parade-ground, and
Sally Ann was singing the words Bret Harte wrote for
it—as perhaps she was singing them now:

Love, good-night.
Must you go
When the day
And the night
Need you so?
Though we part,
Ever rest

In my heart.

Peter sounded the last, long-drawn note, and in it was
all his pent-up longing. He lowered the trumpet, his
throat choked. To repeat the call as he should have done
was utterly beyond him. It would be some minutes
before he could regain enough hold on himself to reénter
the guardroom.

The lighted doorway across the parade showed empty.
That, Peter realized, was fortunate. If the appealing
little figure still had been standing there, he could not
have kept himself from deserting his post and runming
over to Sally Ann.

In the Custer kitchen, a girl was sobbing her heart out
on Eliza’s bosom. The soft Negro voice comforted her.

“Jes’ cry yo’self out, Miss Sally Ann, and don’ fret no
mo’. He'll be comin’ back co’tin’ you ag’in soon. He
jes’ cain’t help hisself. Eliza knows it.”

“Oh, no, he won’t, Eliza,” the girl answered through
her tears. “He’s proud, and I hurt him terribly in front
of everybody. Oh, why did I ever do it, Eliza?”

PETER woke to insistent tugging at his sleeve. Reach-
ing over with his other hand, he felt Bran’s head. In-
stantly he tumbled out of his guardroom bunk—he had
learned to trust the staghound. Something must be
wrong.

For a time, as Peter struggled awake, there was no
sound save the snoring of the reliefs off post. Then clear
in the night air he heard distant shouting.

“Corporal of the Guard. Post Number Eight. Fire!”

Peter ran outside; Number Eight—that was the supply-
train stables, and most of the mules were there. Reno
had taken no wagons on his march; only a few pack-
animals.

The guardhouse erupted men. Peter had warmed his
instrument’s mouthpiece and wiped it off with the back
of his hand when Lieutenant Trelford, staring toward
the stables, yelled:

“Trumpeter! Where’s that trumpeter?”

“Here, sir.”” In the darkness he was at the officer’s
elbow.

“Sound Fire Call.”

Woe betide the frontier trumpeter who did not know
Fire Call! The wooden buildings of a post were dread-
fully vulnerable in winter when stoves were stoked red-
hot against the bitter cold. Prairie grass, dried to tinder
by the summer sun, was a constant menace. Always
the hay and straw bedding of the stables lay ready to
blaze up when a soldier or teamster sneaked a forbidden
smoke—almost ceriainly the cause tonight.
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U.S. ARMY COURSE
Fort Abraham Lincoln

GREAT MULE RACE
One mile—or Any Fraction

1. General Custer enters Old Pizen, by Strychnine, out
of Ground Glass; second dam, Hemlock, by Venomous,
out of Prussic Acid. Age. older than Methuselah. Col-
ors, scared pink.

2. Captain Tom Custer enters Hard Tack, by Commis-
sary, out of Weevils; second dam, Polly Tix, by Gravy,
out of Pocket. Age, old enough to know better. Colors,
seasick green.

3. Captain Yates enters Carbine, by Breech Loader,
out of Magazine; second dam, Misfire, by Kick-Back, out
of Luck. Age, sweet sixteen. Colors, black and blue.

4. Lieutenant Moylan enters Break-Neck, by Runaway,
out of Wouldn’t Go; second dam, Bruises, by Contusion,
out of Collision. Age, hoary. Colors, dipped.

5. Lieutenant Trelford enters Lethargic, by Tardy. out
of AW.O.L.; second dam, (not worth one). Age, (she’s
a lady and won’t tell). Colors, ashen white.

So it ran through thirteen entries. More advance pub-
licity was provided by industriously spread rumors which
were printed in the paper. One item read:

ONE “SHERIDAN’S RIDE” ENOUGH

With feelings of deep regret we announce that Major
General Phil Sheridan, commanding the Department of
the West, will not ride in the Great Mule Race at Fort
Abe Lincoln. This may be relied upon as positive. The
General has paid his forfeit. He had bought him a little
bob-tailed mouse-colored mule. and was training him like
Sam Hill, when an idea struck him: to wit, that there were
poets in Dakota Territory. Suppose, he thought with dis-
may, one of those fellows got off a poem entitled: “Sheri-
dan’s Mule Ride”! The dread possibility was more than
he could contemplate, and, as aforesaid, he paid his for-
feit. Thomas Buchanan Read’s poem, “‘Sheridan’s Ride,”
came near ruining him, the General says. Ever since that,
people have been riding him. Thus we have it on the best
authority that the Great Mule Race will be run “with
Sheridan twenty miles away’’—at least. :

In the band barracks, a chorus of soldiers practiced
every night with musical accompaniment to be ready
to sound off before the race with a highly appropriate
ditty: *“Whoa, Mule, Whoa!”

PE{E day of the mule race, as the reporter for the
Bismarck paper put it, dawned bright and clear. He
also noted that a heavy rain the night before had raised
the odds on good mud-mules by making the track heavy
and—fortunately for the riders—softer.

Custer’s return the night before had drawn no heartier
cheers than his appearance today, clad in a ridiculous
parody of racing silks. All the other officer-jockeys also
had shed their dignity for quaint costumes. Troopers,
solidly lining the course, velled with delight, and free
of the restraints of discipline, shouted jocular comments.
The racket rose to a crescendo as trainers led up the in-
dignant mounts, headed by Peter and Old Pizen, whose
safety-first accouterments gave him the look of some fan-
tastic beast that nobody could expect to see except after
eating five Welsh rabbits and being afflicted with a very
bad dream. )

The glee club, seconded by the band, burst into
“Whoa, Mule, Whoa!”

I went to see Miss Liza Jane,
To take her for a ride.
My ol’ mule was so frisky,
He'd run awhile, then slide.

CHORUS

Whoa, mule whoa!
Whoa, mule, I say!

Just hop right in, Miss Liza,
And hold onto the sleigh.

I took Miss Liza to the parson’s,
Miss Liza, you keep cool.

I sho’ would like to kiss you,
But I's busy with this mule.

CHORUS

Whoa, mule, whoa!
Wheoa, mule, I say!

If you get out, Miss Liza Jane,
1t'll be our weddin’ day.

When applause for the singers had died down, Gen-
eral Custer motioned the riders to gather around him.

“Gentleman,” he announced, “you have all doubtless
been training your mounts to the best of your ability in
spite of the fact that you knew the winner would be the
mule that came in last. As gentlemen riders, you will
try to stay aboard and urge your steeds to their utmost
speed, lose or not.

“But that is too much to ask. So the racing commit-
tee has established a new rule in the name of justice.
Each rider will now step up to the Adjutant and draw
lots. Everybody’ll draw some other mule than his own
to ride. Each jockey will thus prove his superb mule-
manship on an unfamiliar mount, and do his best to
bring the other fellow’s mule in first and lose for him.”

Shouts of delight echoed across the parade ground.
They rose to a climax when Trelford drew Old Pizen.

The Lieutenant grinned as he said: “Something tells
me the General didn’t want to ride this old devil.”

Custer grinned back. “On the contrary, I was looking
forward to it, but I thought he wouldn’t give me much
sport with all this harness on him. Cerporal Shannon,
take off all those trappings. Mr. Trelford, I want you
to have a real ride and bring him in first, even if it
makes me lose. Pizen’s practically blinded and ham-
strung the way he is.”

Amid howls of acclaim and protest, Peter dared step
forward and say earnestly: “I beg the General’s pardon,
but honestly sir, that harness ought to stay on. Nobody
can ride Pizen without it. He knows me, but he wouldn't
let even me on his back unharnessed.”

Custer shouted with laughter, but Trelford bent a
caustic look on Peter. “Get all that truck off that mule,
Shannon,” he ordered. ‘

Peter was certain that Trelford’s look said as plainly
as if he had spoken: “It doesn’t prove a thing that you
couldn’t ride him unharnessed.” The trumpeter flushed
brick-red, clamped his lips shut, and stripped off the
mule’s protective harness. OIld Pizen, blinders off,
blinked, turned his head and regarded his trainer as if
to say: “I only wore that stuff to please you. Glad to get
it oft. Much obliged.”

Jockeys stood to mule. The starter’s pistol cracked,
and every officer vaulted onto the back of his mount.
Indignant squeals and outraged braying filled the air.
Mules dashes off in every direction except ‘down the
track. For Mrs. Custer, gripping the rail of the ladies’
stand, the spectacle merged into a mélée of flying hoofs,
wildly switching shaved tails, splotches of fantastic racing
silks, spurring legs and whacking whips. That good lady
would have been distressed to learn that the troopers
along the course were enthusiastically betting on the
race, wagering up to a month’s pay. They yelled them-
selves hoarse for their favorites.

“Go it, Old Curley! ... Hooray for Yates! ...
him, cowboy. . . . Kick him in the slats, Loot.
ain’t half tryin'l”

Ride
You
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might be over, but it was good to have its hilt in your
hand as a last resort. Custer, consistently, would leave
behind his own trophy sword, its Damascus blade in-
scribed with the legend: “Draw me not without cause.
Sheathe me not without honor.”

Wagons loaded at the Quartermaster and Commissary
storehouses. Officers and. non-coms barked orders.

“D Company will draw ammunition at 4. One hun-
dred rounds per man . . . First platoon, lead down to the
blacksmith shop and get your nags shod . . . Oil up that
leather. Want yer stirrup strap to break in charge, do
you? . . . Get the saddler to pad that there saddle so it
don’t rest on that gall. If it turns into a sore, rookie,
the Cap'n’ll make you walk the hull campaign!”

All (ﬁiy long the trumpets blasted with brazen urgency.
The crowded post throbbed with preparations. A de-
tachment of Arikaree scouts under their chief Bloody
Knife arrived and camped noisily. The dogs, certain of
what was afoot, raced about excitedly or stationed them-
selves beside piles of ec}\uipment, determined not to be
left behind. Most of the pack would be disappointed.
Custer had instructed MacTavish that only hve lucky
ones would be allowed to accompany the column: Tuck,
Swift, Lady, Kaiser and Bran.

Only toward Tattoo did the post quiet down, and it
was then that Eliza sought out Corporal-Trumpeter
Shannon.

“She want to see you,” the cook announced.

“Mrs. Custer?” Peter questioned, hoping otherwise.

White teeth flashed in the smiling black face. “Young
sojer, you knows better. Ain’t Miss Libby. You come
right along.”

He found Sally Ann beside the Custer quarters. The
meeting was distressingly public, with officers and order-
lies hurrying by.

“Pete, dear,” the girl said, “this isn’t good-by. The
General is going to let me ride out tomorrow with Mrs.
Custer and Mrs. Calhoun along with the column as far
as the first camp. I'll see you then. This is to ask you a
great favor: I want you to ride Justin on this campaign.
Leave that slow old Humpty in the stahle.”

“Sally Ann, sweetheart, I'd give anything if I had
Justin under me. But you know the music has to ride
grays. That’s not just because it’s a tradition and
Custer’s preference. He says that in action he has to be
able to spot his trumpeters quick, and a gray or white
horse stands out.”

“Stands out for Indian sharpshooters too, Pete. Oh,
you've just got to take Justin! You know that in a fight
a good horse can mean the difference between life and
death.”

“I know, but I'll be all right. Sally Ann, three columns
are converging on the Sioux. I swear the Seventh can
lick 'em alone.”

“You're riding Justin, Corporal Shannon, and that’s
an order. I'll get it from the General himself.”

“Sally Ann, no! I can’t let you bother him, with all
he’s got on him. You wouldn’t either—you're an Army
girl. No, my dearest.”

“Oh, Peter!”

Tattoo sounded. Peter called, “See you tomorrow,”
and ran for the barracks.

MEN marching forth to war. It is a centuries-old
spectacle, countless times repeated, yet never failing to
stir pulses, to tug at heart-strings. Sally Ann as an Army
girl had witnessed it often. Today it thrilled her as
never before. )

Whooping, the “Ree” scouts dashed off in the van,
decked in barbaric finery. After them rode Custer’s
trusted civilian scout, the melancholy Charley Reynolds
and the halfbreed scout and interpreter Mitch Bouyer,
who knew the country ahead like the back of his hand.
There strode the infanuy with the Gatlings, bronze

barrels gleaming in the sun. Beside the long wagon train
rode the correspondent Mark Kellogg, astride a gray
mule, though Sherman’s orders expressly had forbade
Custer taking a newspaper man. Boston Custer, a
younger brother of the General, and Autie Reed, a
nephew, helped herd the beef cattle. With the General,
Captain Tom, and Lieutenant Calhoun, their brother-
in-law, five members of the Custer family were taking the
field.

Now to the blare of martial music, to the lilting strains
of its own “Garryowen,” paraded the Seventh in column
of platoons. General Terry had ordered that it be last
to leave its own post, to give the married men an oppor-
tunity to fall out, dismount and say farewell. A long,
rippling current of Army blue, all twelve companies
present, six hundred strong, and at its head Lieutenant
Colonel, Brevet Major General George Armstrong Custer,
gallantly debonair as always in campaign buckskin and
sombrero, but this time with golden locks shorn close.

T—u{ tace of the commander of the Seventh gleamed
with pride in the troops he headed. No bandbox soldiers,
these. If any foreign observers had been present—super-
military Germans, white-and-gold hussars of Austria,
Britishers, smart in scarlet—they might have looked
askance at these American cavalrymen. Campaign hats
were jammed down on bronzed brows, bandanas knotted
around necks. Their carbines were slung over loose blue
tunics, and holstered revolvers swung at cartridge belts.
The stripes of cavalry yellow along breeches of officers
and non-coms disappeared into black, spurred boots.
Overcoat, blanket roll, and other gear were strapped to
the pommels and cantles of McClellan saddles, and
saddle-bags bulked with rations and ammunition. Yet
in all our wars there never has been such a dashing, pic-
turesque figure as the rough-and-ready, hard-bitten
trooper of the Indian campaigns.

A casual glance would not have noted the flaws in this
formidable array of fighting men: that the companies
were below strength: that more than a third of the regi-
ment was recruits, untested in battle: that only twenty-
eight out of its complement of forty-one officers rode with
it, reducing each outfit to one or two officers. All this
Custer and the other veterans knew and, good soldiers,
could only accept it.

Sally Ann’s brown eyes swept the column, caught the
yellow corporal’s chevrons on the sleeve of a blue-clad
trooper on the right of the front rank of massed trum-
peters and clung. Trelford and other young officers
saluted her as they rode past. She waved but hardly saw
them. She was weeping like the other women around
her when the band struck up “The Girl 1 Left Behind
Me,” but quickly dried her tears. She was one of the
fortunate three who would be given one more glimpse.
As the rear of the regiment cleared the post, she mounted
Justin and joined Mrs. Custer and Maggie Calhoun,
ready to overtake the column.

Then as the dust masked the departing regiment, the
girl beheld a sight which would linger with her all her
life. The clouds suddenly reflected a vivid, moving
panorama, one of the rare mirages of the plains. It
mirrored the procession of men and horses—the Seventh
Cavalry streaming across the sky—flowing steadily on,
swinging through illimitable space, riding on until the
blue horsemen faded from view, as if the halls of Val-
halla, that hereafter of warriors, had swallowed them
forever. . . .

The three Army women, under the escort ol the pay-
master and his guard, soon overtook the column. Since
the start had been made late in the day, it became neces-
sary to halt for the night camp after only a short march.

“Guidons forward!” the trumpets sang.  Guidon-
bearers left their companies to ride ahead and form
behind the color sergeant, carrying Custer’s own guidon
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heard him and mounted up. Other troopers on the fir-
ing line lookéd around and began to follow suit. Reno
did not stay to organize a rear guard, but pistol in hand,
galloped back to the river through red men thronging
to close off the avenue of escape.

The retreat disintegrated into a disorderly rout. A
lieutenant and a group of troopers were cut off and
abandoned in the woods. Indian fire emptied saddle
after saddle. The battle broke up into hand-to-hand
single combats, soldier against warrior. Red horsemen
thrust in from all sides, grappled with galloping cavalry-
men, dragged them from their mounts. One private, his
horse killed by a howling Sioux, struggled to his fect
and shot his adversary. As the brave ftell, the trooper
caught his pony, vaulted onto its back and won his
way clear.

A few heroic men tried to stem the red torrent. The
fine old scout Charley Reynolds faced it, rifle cracking,
till it swept over him. Lieutenant McIntosh, command-
ing the rearmost company, kept rallying his troopers up
to the moment that Sioux bullets riddled him. Drip-
ping knives and tomahawks hacked his body to pieces
because of his Indian blood. There galloped young
Lieutenant Varnum through the turmoil, striving to
head off the panicky flight, begging men to stand and
save their comrades. Major Reno snapped at him, “I'm
in command here!” and led the rout on to the river.

No time to reach the ford, farther downstream now.
Cavalrymen spurred wild-eyed horses over the brink
of a five-foot bank into the river. On through it dashed
the foremost, and scrambled up the slopes of a hill
beyond. On their heels, more men and horses plunged
into the reddening waters. Lieutenant Hodgson's charger
was hit and sank. He grabbed a trooper’s stirrup and
was pulled through, but as he gained the farther bank,
an Indian bullet killed him.

On the hill beyond the river, the breathless, battered
battalion made a stand at last, counting its losses. Three
officers and twenty-nine troopers and scouts were dead,
seven wounded, and fifteen missing.

CUSTER, at the head of his five companies, forged
onward at a pounding gallop. Peter Shannon, riding
to his left rear, could read the exhilaration of approach-
ing battle, the promise of victory, in the very set of
those buckskin shoulders. The cavalcade surged up a
ridge and reined in to an abrupt halt.

Down in the valley before them, just beyond the river,
lay the vast village. It was almost empty. Only squaws
and children, catching sight of the cavalry on the bluffs,
scurrried about in alarm. The mass of the warriors had
been drawn off to battle Reno when he charged toward
the farther end of the village. Here beckoned golden
opportunity. Custer’s luck!

The General’s eagle eyes swept the horizon. Nowhere
was either of the other two blue columns in view. One
of Tom Custer’s sergeants was called out of ranks and
sent racing back to find Benteen, with orders to bring
up the pack-train and its ammunition at once. Down-
swung arms signaled forward. Bays, sorrels and grays,
still blowing, responded to gripping knees. Troopers’
hands felt for the flap of revolver holsters. Only a little
farther, and a thundering charge could sweep through
the Indian village like a spring freshet.

The old familiar dryness parched Peter’s throat, and
his stomach muscles were taut. A gesture from Custer
suddenly wrenched him from his abstraction, and he
trotted forward. The General was speaking to Adju-
tant Cooke. :

“Sergeant Kanipe might miss Benteen. We’ll play it
safe. All right, Shannon, I'm sending you too. Your
mount’s in good shape. Get back to Benteen and tell
him to bring up that ammunition in a hurry. Ride
hard!”

Saluting, Peter was whirling Justin when Cooke
called: “Wait! Good adjutants put orders on paper—
then there can be no mistake.” Hastily Cooke scribbled:

Benteen. Come on. Big village. Be quick. Bring packs.

The trumpeter snatched the message. A rapid flurry
of hoofbeats, and he was off, bent low over his mount'’s
neck. Not until two days later would he realize that
the paper he clutched was his own reprieve from death.

I.\' the steady rhythm of Justin’s gallop was comlort
and reassurance, but anxiety tore at Peter’s heart. He
knew the general direction, yet Benteen had been in
motion and his whereabouts was uncertain. The ridges
and ravines of the valley of the Little Big Horn masked
Peter’s view like a blindfold. There was no time to ride
up on a hill and look around. He could only trust the
bearings he had been foresighted enough to take. He
told himself: I can’t fail. Patting Justin’s lathering neck,
he plunged into a long ravine.

As he rode on, three Indians entered the farther end
of the ravine, blocking his path.

Immediately they whooped and rode swiftly toward
him. It was too late to pull up, swing around and re-
treat. The warriors would sweep down on his back.
Peter tugged his revolver out otP its holster and dug
unaccustomed spurs into Justin’s flanks. The black
Morgan spurted forward.

Disobeying gestures of their leader, two of the braves
galloped against Peter. The third pulled up to wait in
the exit, making sure, ready for the cavalryman on the
chance that he might fight his way through his first as-
sailants.

The onrushing pair drew apart to converge on their
victim, right and left. One brandished a war-club. The
other, armed with a rifle, fired as he rode. As the bullet
whistled past his cheek, Peter leveled his Colt, making
himself hold his fire. At thirty yards he put three rounds
into the rifleman, saw him fling up his arms and topple
backward over his pony’s rump.

But now the other warrior was upon him. Reining
Justin in, Peter barely avoided a crushing impact from
the charging pony. Justin, his stride broken, stumbled
but recovered. The agile Indian pony kept his feet also,
and his rider spun him around and charged again.
Peter’s revolver blazed thrice. He saw all three bullets
thud into the painted chest; yet the Sioux still retained
the strength to smash at him with his war-club. It struck
Peter’s right shoulder a glancing blow, but its wielder,
following its downward sweep, slid to the ground, dead.

Peter, his fingers numb, dropped his empty Colt. He
saw the remaining warrior trotting slowly toward him,
and grasped the strap to unsling his carbine. Groaning,
he found he could not raise his right arm. While he
strove to reach the carbine with his left, his knees sig-
naled Justin for a dash. His chance of getting past was
slim, but he must take it—he must get through to Ben-
teen.

Then suddenly he recognized the third warrior. De-
spite the warpaint on the stained skin, he could not
doubt those features he knew so well. It was Rick.

Rick recognized him in the same instant. His teeth
bared in the old wolfish smile. He covered his enemy
with his revolver, but still did not shoot, relishing this
long-awaited moment. Peter took advantage of the
respite and spurred Justin off to the flank to pass him.
But the other was ready for him there. He kicked the
strong pinto he was riding straight across the path, so
that Peter had to pull his horse back on his haunches.
Quickly the trumpeter tried the other side, and again
Rick neatly blocked him. Nothing could have delighted
the renegade more than this cat-and-mouse game. He
had his foe, revolver gone, obviously unable to unsling
his carbine, at his mercy.
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ter’s dead had armed them. Troopers, one after another,
slumped in their rifle pits, lay still or called feebly for
first aid. Casualties rose alarmingly—eighteen killed,
forty-three wounded.

Blessed dusk at last. In the hollow, the wounded
moaned for water. Thirsty troopers on the firing linc
rolled pebbles in their mouths. Most canteens had long
since run dry, and there was no place to refill them except
the river yonder, and from its bank Indian sharpshoot-
ers, concealed in the woods, maintained a fire that seldom
slackened.

Water they must have, The risk loomed large, but it
must be taken, taken while there was still light enough
for carbines on the hill to cover a dash to the river.
Benteen called for volunteers from the group around
him.

Peter said to himseltf: Somebody has to go. He
stepped forward. At his side he found Licutenant Trel-
ford, and just behind him Jim Galt, his old friend from
first days at Fort Abe, and four others.

“Not you, Trelford,” Benteen refused.
an officer. Nor you, Galt—not with that game leg.
Shannon, your shoulder limbered upz All right.  You
and the rest. Pick up all the canteens you can carry.
Creep down that ravine. At the end, run to the river
for all you’re worth. We’ll cover you with everything
we've got.  Good luck.”

Peter and the other volunteers, loaded with cantcens,
moved down through the ravine. Hearts pounded faster
as they reached its outlet, and the deadly open space
stretched before them.

“Come on!” Peter yvelled and sprinted for the water.

Bullets kicked up dust around the runners. Over
their heads whistled lead from the covering carbines of
the Seventh. They threw themselves flat on the river
bank, submerged the canteens they clutched in the water.
Bubbling and gurgling, the canteens took an eternity to
fill. At last stoppers were pushed in. Carriers jumped
to their teet and dashed for the ravine, dodging from side
to side. Every blow on their spines of their jangling
loads seemed the prelude to a smashing Indian bullet.

Panting, they staggered into the safety of the gully
and delivered their precious burdens. ‘“Well done,”
came Benteen’s praise. Peter and the other volunteers,
breathing hard, knowing they were lucky to have made
it unhit, returned to their places in the thin, extended
firing line.

All that night the defenders of the hill fought on.
Indians seldom attacked in the dark, but not a trooper
of the Seventh dared to be caught off-guard. The crim-
son spurts of encircling red rifles flashed around them.
Yonder in the valley, leaping shapes were silhouetted by
fires—warriors cavorting in triumphant scalp dances.
Yet the night brought one cheering event. Lieutenant
De Rudio and the troopers who had been cut off with
him in the timber during the retreat and had lain hidden
there, stole out and managed to rejoin their comrades
on the hill.

On through the black hours constantly recurred a
sound, more nerveracking than the whistling bullets
or the savage whooping of the scalp dancers—discordant
blasts of a trumpet. At first, exhausted troopers raised
heads in hope that the blaring heralded a rescue by
relieving troops. Soon they realized that some Indian
was sounding those calls to mock them.

Peter, listening in his rifle pit, felt his flesh creep. The
dead body of one of his fellow-trumpeters must have been
stripped of that instrument. But for Bran, it might
have been Peter’s body.

“I can’t spare

AT first daylight, a storm of whirring arrows and
bullets broke on the besieged with redoubled intensity.
Brief squalls of rain beat down to tantalize the thirsty.
Captain Benteen walked coolly around the circuit of

entrenchments, ordering men to keep under cover as they
fired. An Irish sergeant called to him:

“Captain, sor, ye tell us to kape down.
should do that. They’ll git ye.”

Benteen answered with a grin: “Oh, pshaw, they can’t
hit me.” He strode on unscathed, but a bullet plowed
through the sergeant’s leg, smashing the bone.

Closer, steadily closer, crawled the Sioux and Cheyenne
rifiemen. On the north side of the hill they slipped
in near enough to launch a charge. The furious red
onrush almost carried the trenches. One bold warrior
came hurtling through the blue line and counted cou
on a soldier he had killed before he himself was riddled.

Captain Benteen forced Reno to order a counter-
attack. Tt was the white-haired officer who led it per-
sonally. He stood up under heavy fire, while troopers
crouched for a spring out of the trenches, and shouted
above the din:

“All ready now, men. Now’s your time.
hell. Hep, hep, here we go!”

They surged forward cheering—all but one trooper,
who lay in his rifle pit, crying like a child. Before that
valiant sortie, the savages gave way and fled. Not one
man in the assaulting wave was hit, and set faces relaxed
into grins, as Benteen and his men came back on the
double to the position. There they found the soldier
who had been unable to make himself join his charging
comrades, inert in his rifle pit, an Indian bullet through
his hcad.

It was only a respite, that charge. From bluffs above
the hill, red snipers poured in fire from repeating rifles,
bought from Rick and other white traders. Outranged
carbines vainly replied. Indian bullets dropped more
ot the defenders, and horses and mules in the hollow
reared, kicked and collapsed under the hail of death.

It’s yourself

Give ’em

Fk(m between his jutting blinders, Old Pizen glared
about him. He was thirsty and tired of standing under
the weight of two cases of ammunition, packed on his
back, so that cartridges could be rushed to one of the
more distant parts of the firing line in an emergency.
Now he smelled the slaughter around him, and decided
it was high time he left this place. Cleverly he unloosed
the knot of his tierope with his teeth, and trotted out
ot the hollow and on through the position.

“Stop that mule!” an officer shouted. The loss of two
cases ol the precious ammunition would be a catastrophe
for the troopers.

Old Pizen was not accustomed to being stopped by
anybody when he had made up his mind. Troopers
made futile grabs for his halter. The mule dodged others
trying to head him off. He cleared a front-line barricade
like a steeplechaser, and with stubborn determination
loped toward the Indian lines.

Out there in the open he met swarms of those same
leaden wasps which had tried to sting him in the hollow.
Old Pizen emitted a defiant bray and went for them.
His charge and his fearsome appearance in big flapping
blinders seemed to have dismayed the wasps in front,
for no more buzzed at him. Warriors held their fire
and waited, for this strange creature to bring them two
free cases of ammunition.

Hoofs thudded behind him. Pizen recognized the
black horse and rider as they cut in front of him. Peter
Shannon had hastily bridled Justin, mounted him bare-
back and raced after the long-eared recreant.

But Pizen was not returning to that hill, not even for
a friend. The mule darted off at an angle. Peter, in hot
pursuit, headed him again. Old Pizen, like a full-rigged
schooner, came about on the opposite tack.

Flights of wasps descended on them, buizing more
wickedly than ever. Peter heard faint shouts from the
trenches, “Come in, come in!” He rode on in that crazy,
reckless chase. The black Morgan, responding to rein
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and knee, was deft as a 5\010 pony, but Old Pizen, laden
though he was, matched him. Again and again, Peter
missed his grasp for the dangling tie-rope. For an in-
credible twenty minutes the chase continued. Once
Pizen was blocked off so close to the Indian line that
yelping redskins rose to drag Peter from his horse. He
whirled and galloped clear of clutching hands.

On the next turn, Peter caught the rope at last. Old
Pizen gave one final, indignant tug, then allowed himsclt
to be led back up the slope, through cheering troopers
and into the hollow. Peter, wondering why he was still
alive, slid from Justin’s back, and leaning on his horse,
steadied himselt while he wcakly patted a heaving black
flank. Somebody came up behind him. Peter turned to
look into Benteen'’s [lushed face and to feel the firm clasp
of the Captain’s hand, wringing his.

T;{E battle-wearv men on the hill could scarcely believe
their senses. That storm of arrows and bullets, which
had beaten down on them for so many hours, was dying
away into fitful gusts. Dashes to the river for water drew
only desultory bursts of fire now.

Down in the valley they sighted billowing smoke--the
Indians had fired the prairie grass. Through the dun
pall, the Scventh beheld the host of the Sioux and Chey-
ennes marching away, a dark, moving mass of horsemen,
three miles long and almost a mile wide. Haggard officers
and troopers stared incredulously and distrustfully after
the vanishing foc, and a few hoarse voices sent up a
weak cheer.

“Stand fast!”
ments. “Tt’s an Indian trick

- All the rest of the day, all that night, they stood to
arms. It scemed well they did, for next morning a long
cloud of dust spiraled up along the valley. Troopers
in the rifle pits grasped their carbines again and waited
grimly. Now, as before, there could be no thought of
surrender. Better to die fighting than be massacred.

But blue uniforms shone through the dust haze. Terry
and Gibbon had come at last! The relieving force,
horse and foot, wound up the hill.

Even the joy of rescue was dimmed by the anxious
query each force put to the other: “Where’s Custer?”
No man could answer.

A party rode out, making a cautious reconnaissance.
Lieutenant Godfrey leveled his field glasses toward the
knoll which would be known as Custer Hill. Tt was
dotted with objects which appeared to be white boulders.
Another look, and the officer almost dropped his glasses.
Laconically he announced: “The dead!”

As they moved forward Captain Weir murmured: *“Oh,
how white they look! How white!” Sadly they surveved
the stripped bodies ol Custer and the two hundred and
cleven officers and men of the Seventh, the civilians and
scouts, who had died with him. All had been scalped
and mutilated. save only Custer. Even in death, the
Indians had respected him.  Gazing down with the rest
at the fallen leader. Peter gave him a last salute.

On all that stricken field remained no living creature.
Wait—yonder stood a horse, head drooping beside the
corpse of his master, a horse so sorely wounded that the
Indians had not hothered to drive him off with their
herds. It was Comanche, Captain Keogh’s bay charger.
Gently they tended his wounds and led him slowly back
to camp. If he lived, he would be taken along with
Reno’s wounded troopers and put aboard the Far West,
waiting on the Yellowstone River.

As the melancholy task of burial commenced, Peter
strode up to Captain Benteen.

“Sir, Corporal Shannon requests permission to find
and btry his dog.”

Peter, after the battle ended, had told his commander
about Bran’s sacrifice in the ravine. Benteen’s eyes
softened. “Go ahead, Shannon,” he granted permission.

Word was passed along the entrench-
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Sorrowfully, Peter mounted Justin and retraced the
ride he had made with Custer’s last message. In the
ravine, the two warriors he had shot still lay where they
had dropped. The Indians, who had carried off all their
other dead and wounded, had not discovered these two,
nor the corpse of Rick. Beside the renegade, with his
ghastly torn throat, Peter saw the tawny form of his
staghound.

The trumpeter dismounted, and with one hand resting
on his saddle pommel, stood looking down at the hound’s
still body. Justin lowered his h¢ad in sympathy and
sniffed at his canine friend. Tears welled up in.Peter’s
eves. It was supposed to be unmanly to ay, but no one
was here to see.  And if you loved a dog, a dog that had
given his life for you, you had every right to mourn him
lrem the depths of your heart. Peter bent down to
stroke the shaggy form for the last time.

He gave a sudden start.  Bran’s body was still warm.

Peter grasped his canteen, raised the dog’s head and
poured water down his throat. In a little while eyes half
glazed opened and gazed into his. The teathered tail
stirred in one feeble wag.

Quickly the trooper unrotled his blanket and folded
it over Justin's withers in front of the saddle. As tenderly
as he could, he litted the limp staghound onto the padded
rest.  The strong Morgan, carrving double, walked with
caretul tread to camp.

Ix a corner of the hold of the Far West lay the charger
Comanche, and near him Bran reposed. Surgeons had
treated them, and the spark of life, so near to extinction
in both animals, had kindled again. Peter knew now that
horse and dog would live to stand many a parade with
the Seventh as honored veterans.

Peter, going up on deck, gratefully reflected on Ben-
teen’s kindness in letting him, unwounded though he
was, travel en the steamer to take care of his dog, while
the unhurt survivors of the Seventh marched back to
the post. He stood beside the pilot-house where Captain
Grant Marsh was conning the Far West, her paddle-
wheels churning, through the muddy waters of the river.
Someone came up and spoke his name. It was Lieutenant
Trelford, heavily bandaged right arm in a sling. Peter
had heard how the officer got that wound, leading one of
the charges that beat back the surge of the Sioux up
Reno Hill

“Shannon, Captain Benteen ordered me to give you
these.” Treltord pressed sergeant’s chevrons into Peter’s
hand. “You deserve them—and a lot more.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“You're a good soldier, and I'll be the first to say so
when the battle report goes in. Maybe that’ll go part
way toward evening us up for that time vou shoved me
clear of Old Pizen’s heels.”

The tall, handsome officer paused a moment, then went
on more slowly. “\Whether it squares us or not, I'm
going to do something I've long intended doing when
we get back to the Fort.  P'm telling you this as man to
man—not as officer to trooper. We're both in love with
the same girl.  First chance I get, I'm going to ask her
to marry me.”

“It’s decent of vou to tell me, Licutenant.”

“Struck me as only fair. Good luck to you, Shannon—
every place else.”

Peter, turning, glanced from. the chevrons in his hand
to Trelford's shoulder straps. He walked away, thinking
sober thoughts. A

Sally Ann, an officer’s daughter, a sergeant’s wife, living
on Soapsuds Row? No, he could not imagine it, nor
would he ask it. He could not beg her to wait on the
distant chance that he might win a commission some
day. His attitude was not snobbery. He knew fine
women on the Row—Ma Simmons, laundress and cook
for the Lindsays, and Sergeant Pinchon’s wife in the
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