
































on my hands and arms. Southern hospitality, 1 thought.
Come to Florida. playland by the sea.

Sure.

I'd been slapped with a manslaughter charge almost the
instant I'd hit Florida. I'd spent part of a night in a crumby
jail, and now I was playing tag with reptiles and dogs. A
great vacation. A wonderful cure for what bothers you.

It bothered me.

It bothered me a hell of a lot. Those bastards were ready
to throw the book at me. I'd run down a local son, they
thought, and that was reason enough for a necktie party.
Except I hadn’t run him down. My headlights had picked
him out lying on the road, and I'd jammed on my brakes
about 10 feet from him. If they'd had any eyes. they'd have
seen he was still about two feet from my front bumper
when they arrived on the scene.

They should have realized. too. that this was obviously
not a hit and run. I'd stopped my car, and then hailed the
next one that passed. sending the driver for the local
gendarmes. A guilty man doesn’t go out of his way to make
sure he’s hanged.

What I hadn’t counted on was the number of people who
returned with the sheriff. They weren’t looking for reasons
10 excusc me, not with that light ip their eyes. A good friend
of theirs was lying in the road with his head like a squashed
tomato. That was enough for them. They'd probably have
strung me from the nearest tree if the sheriff hadn’t insisted
on taking me to the local caboose. And a smart move, too.
He wasn't going to risk his hide by skipping the legal mo-
tions. Time enough for the fun later. They were all after
a neck they could stretch, and mine was 1514.

All except the girl.

There hadn’t been any light in her eyes, just a nice wann
look. That, and the soft glow of her blonde hair as she stood
outside my cell in the ant-trap they called a jail.

I thought of her again, and then I stopped thinking be-
cause the tarpaper shack was dead ahead of me.

Thcrc was no light showing. The shack looked more like
an outhouse, and I wondered why the hell anyone would
put any kind of a building in the middle of this godfor-
saken swamp. [ decided not to look a gift house in the
mouth. 1 spl:lshed my way over to it, grabbing the rusted
handle on the door and pulling. It was locked.

“It's me,” I said, my voice softly urgent. “Open up.”

“Yankee?”” Her voice held a faint Southern accent, and
it made mc feel like a Union spy in a Grade C melodrama.
| hadn’t even noticed the accent when she’d popped ug
at the jail less than an hour ago, shortly after the sheri
and his boys had gone down for another look at the car.
She'd slipped me the key. and then took off, leaving me to
staye at the cockroaches on the damp, grey walls. The sher-
iff had left only an old man to guard the Bastille, and he
was sitting in the front room with a comic book on his lap.
I'd opened the jail door, sneaked up behind the old man,
and popped him on the head gently, just enough to put
him out of action while I found my way to Anchorage
Street and the swamp.

“Yankee?" the girrre eated, her voice a little louder.

“Yes.” | answered, “this is the Yankee.”

I felt foolish as hell, but the words opened the door for
me. She pulled me inside, slamming the door behind me
and bolung it. 1 wanted to say, “President Lincoln sent
me. Do you have the plans?” .

Instead, I said, “My name’s Bart Merriam. We can drop
the blue and the grey.”

“All right,” the girl said. She was wearing a white sweater
that covered her like a cocoon. Her skirt had tangled with
the swamp, and her bare legs showed through the tatters,
long and tanned in the moonlight.

I studied her and then I asked, “What's it all about?”

She turned to face me. her shoulder-length hair swirling
with the sudden movement. There were deep shadows on
her face. “Do they know you're gone?"

“Sister,” 1 said, “the entire state of Florida knows I'm
gone. Anybody old enough to carry a gun, and not too old
to walk, is out there behind me. You didn’t expect me to
break jail without them knowing about it, did you?”

She shook her head. “I wasn’t thinking, I guess.”

“Now tell me why,” I said.

“Why what?”

“Why hand a perfect stranger the key to his cellr Why
risk becoming accessory after the fact? And while I'm ask-
ing, where’'d you get the key?”

“Listen!” she whispered.

From far across the swamp I could hear the hounds bay-
ing. It was just a matter of time until they came pawing
into the shack. We listened to them in silence. When you're
on the other end of it, the sound can be a terrifying one.

<

WC'II have to get out of here,” she said. I didn’t think
they'd use dogs.” Her head was cocked to one side as she
listened. a strange, thoughtful expression on her face.

“We'll go.” 1 said, “but first tell me—"

“I know you didn’t kill Jed.” she said in a rush.

“Was that his name? Who did kill him?"

“I don’t know. But he was dead long before your car
came along.”

“How do you know?"

“I saw him. His . . . his face had been . . . smashed in. He
was dead.”

“Where was this¢"”

She hesitated. listening to the dogs again.

“On the road?” I prompted. “Was that where?”

“No."”

“Where. then?” .

“At . .. at my house. He was lying on the floor. His
tace . . . he was all bloody. I screamed, I think, yes. |
screamed and I ran.”

“"When was this?"’

“About an hour before they accused you of running him
down.”

My mouth fell open a little bit. She'd known all this, and
she’d helped me escape. But why in hell hadn’t she simply—
A new idea struck me. “What was this Jed doing at your
house?”

“I don’t know. He was just there.”

I shrugged that one off, passed my hand through my hair.

“Listen,” I said, “I appreciate all you'ye done—but why
didn't you go straight to the police with your story? If
you'd told them what you saw, I wouldn’t be running a foot
race with the K-9 corps right now.”

“We'd better go now,” she said, evading my question.

“1 think I'll stay,” I told her.

“What?”

“Running isn’t going to help. I should have realized that
before I broke out of that crackerbox. They'll get me in
the long run, and it'll only be worse for me."

“You don’t know what you're saying. Do you know who's
after you back there? Do you have any idea?”

“The sheriff. I guess. Or whatever you call your local
Sherlock.”

She nodded knowingly. “The sheriff is right. And they
call him Hangin’ Mann. He doesn’t hang wallpaper.”

The dogs were closer now, too close. From the uproar
they were making. I figured there were at least three or
four of them. And all you need is one with a good nose.

“Are you coming?"” she asked.

I gave one last listen to the dogs, and then [ said, “Let’s
(¢ 8
She walked to the door quickly, opening it and peering
outside. The dogs sounded much louder—and much closer.
She took my hand and yanked me into the darkness. I felt
the water close over my legs, and I shivered. I'd never been
bitten by a snake. Chances are, it wouldn’t be such a hor-
rible thing, after all. But if [ was going to be snake food, 1
wanted to see it coming. | couldn’t stand the thought of
walking blindtold into a pair of waiting jaws.
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breast pocket of the game without detection, even when
that game is located in fairly sparse terrain. To meet suc-
cess with it, one needs all the skill of a man who is able
to stalk ducks without benefit of blind or decoy. But Harry
hesitated only a moment; then, filled with resolve, he ap-
proached the two men and tried to sell them a program.

“No. What's the matter with you? 1 have a program,”
exclaimed the man who, a moment before, also possessed
a pigskin wallet.

Harry stalled. “I just thought the gentleman might like
another one.”

He knew, at that moment, he should make a strategic

withdrawal, and be satisfied with the wallet which now was"

cradled in his loose left slecve. But unhappily his apprais-
ing eyes had fallen upon the owner’s watch. It was thin,
expensive, and equipped with a handsome cloth band which
was child's play to sever. Persisting in his sales talk, Harry
was working on it with a razor blade when the man sud-
denly reached for his Scotch and soda.

“What the helll” screamed the man, clutching his cut
wrist. “This idiot is trying to kill me! POLICE!”

Harry ran and, somehow, managed to escape. Two days
later he was picked up by Patrolman Broderick Fitzpatrick.

It was always about two days after any sensational pick-
pocket coup that Harry was picked up by Patrolman Brod-
erick Fitzpatrick. It was always two days because that was
as long as Harry could stand being away from Dugan'’s
Billiard Parlor. It was always Patrolman Broderick Fitz-
[)atrick because the patrolman, a good friend of Dugan,
oyally refrained from putting Dugan’s address on the po-
lice blotter for all to see. It was always Harry, of course,
because during some 20 years he had been more successful
at establishing a reputation than the police had been in
proving that this reputation was justified.

By the time he was placed under arrest, Harry, as usual,
had taken all precautions. He had cremated the wallet and
hidden the money where Fitzpatrick would never think
to look for it—in Dugan’s cash register. But there had been
not just one, but two eyewitnesses this time, and Harry
was certain that these precautions were but empty rites.

Patrolman Broderick Fitzpatrick unceremoniously hauled
Harry before the desk sergeant. Later there was the harsh
lights of the line-up and the indignity of having to stand on
the same platform not only with crooks and lesser artists,
but with cops as well.

Fortune was the only one who smiled on Harry that day.
‘There were scowls from cops, scowls from newspapermen.
and a scowl from the owner-actor who passed him by with-
out recognizing him.

“Isn't this the man?" whispered Patrolman Broderick
Fitzpatrick, hopefully.

“I can't be sure,” said the owner-actor, who today was
playing the melancholy Dane. “I can’t be sure at all. I do
wish the other witness had shown up. He could be sure.
You see, unfortunately I was wearing sunglasses that day."”

Harry, always the professional, noticed that Hamlet was
still wearing his watch. This time it was girded to his wrist
by a band of stout steel.

“Okay, Harry. Step down,” bellowed the sergeant. “*And
wipe that smile off your face. You haven’t gotten away with
anything yet. Just wait until we find that other witness.”

Now Harry was a sportsman, but he was no fool. Pru-
dently, he had decided to forego the track, and long shots,
until the reverberations from his latest coup had died down.
Even so, he suffered from the heat and noise of the crowded
subway train, and he still was subject to occasional qualms
when he imagined that moustached, jewel-less man finally
showing up at police headquarters. . . .

Such unpleasant musings were cut short, however, when
a customer entered the train. Harry was a study of non-
chalance as he made his way through the crowd to the plat-
form where the stout man in the Brooks Brothers suit was
standing. He stood beside the customer a minute, deciding

upon his approach. One of the interesting things about
Harry's profession was that each transaction posed a dif-
ferent problem.

The customer was reading the financial page as Harry
searched the left inner jacket pocket, using the difficult
Caesarian approach. That pocket was empty.

The customer turned to the real estate page and Harry
extended his operation—a variation of the Bakelwitz thrust
—to the right pocket. It, too, was empty.

Turning to the lighter side of the news, the customer
leafed to the features as Harry thumbed through the con-

tents of the jacket's side pockets. Curses! thought Harry.

This customer must be carrying his wallet in his hip pocket.
in violation of the Bakelwitz rule for fat men. And he was
leaning beside the train door in a position which thwarted
Harry’s most skiliful approach to that defense perimeter.

Harry decided he would have to use a lure, though he
hated to. So many big ones got away that way.

He reached into his own pocket and dropped a dollar
and fifty cents to the floor. The dollar was for lure. The
fifty cents was strictly for noise.

The fat man turned from his paper and watched Harry
bend over. pick up the fifty cent piece and overlook the
dollar bill. Harry straightened up and became absorbed
by the tunnel wall thundering past the window.

Now luring had certain rules. If the fat man returned
Harry's dollar, he was no longer fair game. If he kept it
he could use it to get home on.

Out of the corner of his eye Harry watched the fat man
stoop ponderously, snatch the dollar bill and stick it in
his pocket. Harry smiled. This maneuver had caused the
customer to emerge from the corner so that his flanks
were no longer protected. Lifting the wallet was easy
now.

Returning it was more difficult. He had to return it be-
cause a quick glance told him it contained only 12 dollars.
He was looking for fat wallets containing so many tens
and twenties that a couple of them might be overlooked.
All other wallets he was returning undisturbed to their
owners. This was the difficult restriction he had placed
on himself after the race track fiasco. He didn’t want Fitz-
patrick to have the slightest excuse to pick him up, for
awhile anyway.

The would-be customer had retreated to his corner where
Harry couldn’t reach his seat pocket again. Harry shrugged
and dropped the wallet into the man’s side pocket. Then.
remembering the dollar the man had dishonestly kept,
Harry relifted the wallet, turned around to shield his ac-
tion, indignantly snatched a dollar from the wallet and
dropped the wallet back into the man’s pocket. In this busi-
ness you had to watch sneaky types such as this or you'd
end up in the red.

Harry got off at the next station, disgusted. His tourna-
ment with the fat man had taken him to 86th Street, far
from his base of operations. All day it had been the story
of the fat man over and over again; he had had to return
one wallet after the other with their contents undisturbed.
The people were being taxed to death.

To distract his mind from such brooding thoughts, Harry
quietly engaged in a little shadow-boxing while waiting for
the downtown train. Time and again he snatched a gold
watch from his pocket to see if he could feel it. Sometimes
he was so successful he'd absent-mindedly put the watch
back in a different pocket.

He had a devil of a time keeping up with that watch.

On his way downtown Harry's luck changed. Hanging on
a strap was a man who obviously belonged in a chauffeured
limousine. The car was crowded and Harry had no trouble
in edging up to the man and hanging onto the strap beside
him. Harry went directly to the heart of the problem, the
man's hip pocket, and discovered—another hand! Curious
as to whom the hand belonged, Harry peered around the
man. His indignant stare was met by tl\c indignant stare
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that the Los Angeles Chamber of Commerce gets hilarious
about, a naive young lady by the name of Winona Wallace.
who had come to the city from North Dakota to seek her
future in something or other, found herself getting her
hair shampooed by Bob James. “What are you doing to-
night, Baby?” James whispered to Miss Wallace as he mas-
saged her neck after the shampoo. “Why, nothing,”
answered Miss Wallace. That, at least, was what she
thought.

I n less than two weeks, Winona Wallace and Bob James
decided that they could not live without each other. So
they were married and, skipping a honeymoon, rented a
three-room torture chamber in one of those over-bearingly
cute bungalow courts where everybody not only knew one
another but knew exactly when their neighbors went to
bed and, moreover, what they did there.

The first night that the bride and groom occupied their
new quarters, neighbors in the Court, inured to practically
cvery kind of nocturnal sound, heard something new. It
was a cracking, unidentifiable sound, followed by a yowl.
It was repeated several times.

The cracking sounds and the yowls were heard every
night for about a week. One of the neighbors was prac-
tically incinerated by curiosity, and so decided to call on
the bride. What, she asked, was that cracking noise and
the yowl that she kept hearing?

“Why,” said Mrs. James, “I whip my husband.”

“You what!”

“I whip Bob,” said Mrs. James, a naive girl. “He asks
me to."”

It turned out that Bob }ames, the nutritious man, owned
a stout big whip and, each night, before climbing into bed
with his bride. he got the whip out. “Here. Sweetie,” he
would say, “beat me. Beat the ﬁcll out of me.”

Winona James had, at first, thought her husband was
playing some sort of a joke. But he couldn’t have been
more serious. “Go on!” he told her that first night. “You
won't hurt me. I like.it.”” And so she would beat him, some-
times so hard that she would raise welts on his body, and
he would yell in ecstasy. Then, after getting a good lash-
ing, he would jump into bed. The bride did not know. of
course, that the groom was a masochist—a man who derives
satisfaction from pain inflicted by somebody else.

Aside from being interested in liquor, women and getting
lashed with the whip, Bob James was a great believer in
insurance.

“We've got to take some insurance out on you. Honey,”
James told his wife.

“But I've already got a thousand dollars worth, darling,”
she answered. “My father’s the beneficiary.”

“We'll have the beneficiary changed to me,” said James.
“But that's not what I mean.” What the man meant was
$7,000 worth of insurance on his bride, with double in-
demnity in case of accidental death. “I'd be no good for
work if anything happened to you, Honey,” he said. “I got
to protect myself.”

After he had taken out the insurance, and paid the first
quarterly premium, James was visited by a stimulating
thought. “What do you say we drive to North Dakota and
see your folks,” he suggested to his wife. “We can stop at
Pike's Peak on the way and have a sort of a honeymoon.”
So the newlyweds got into his car, with a couple of bags
and the whip, and set out for Pike’s Peak. The bride, a good
driver, was at the wheel.

A few days later Bob James stumbled into the office of
the highway superintendent of Pike’s Peak, dripping with
grief. “My darling wife’s been killed,” he said. “Our car
went off the road.” The car, it seemed, had, in negotiating
a hair-pin turn, not quite made it, and gone off into space.
James. a nimble fellow, had jumped out just in time.

The highway superintendent made a surprising discovery.
‘T'he James car had been stopped by a huge boulder about
21 150 feet off the road. just sﬁnra of a point where it would

have gone into space for a drop of about 10,000 feet.

“You're lucky.,” the highway superintendent said to
James. "Your wife's alive, even if she is unconscious.”

In Beth-El Hospital in Colorado Springs, Winona James.
the back of her head battered, remained unconscious for
several days. When she woke up, she couldn’t recall any-
thing except that James had yelled, "Look out. darling!”
and then everything had gone black.

While his wife was recovering in the hospital, James
rented a little tourist cabin in a remote spot near Manitou.
not far from the Peak. He got the car fixed up and drove
into Colorado Springs to visit his wife in the hospital every
day. Meantime he found another young lady and. at nights.
got the whip out and filled the void.

When Winona James left the hospital and joined her
hushand in the cottage, they resumed their honeymoon.
One morning James dropped into a general store a couple
of miles from the cottage, left an order to be delivered to
the cottage, then drew the delivery boy aside. “Whenever
you go up to my place,” he told the boy, “be sure to look
around and see that my. wife's all right if I'm not there. She
takes dizzy spells since her accident.”

One afternoon James dropped into the general store.
His car had broken down while he had been returning
from Colorado Springs to mail some letters; would the de-
livery boy be kind enough to drive him home? He was wor-
ried about his wife: she had not been herself when he left.

James invited the boy inside the cottage to give him
tip. He found his wife lying in the bath tub, her head
under the water and her feet hanging over the side. “She
couldn’t of been dead long,” he pointed out to the boy.
“Feel. The water’s still warm.”

And so Bob James never did reach the home of his wife's
father in North Dakota. The coroner ascribed the bride’s
death to accidental drowning, brought on by a spell of
dizziness, and the widower threw his bags and the whi‘)
into the car and drove back to Los Angeles. There he col-
lected fourteen thousand dollars insurance for the acci-
dental death and the additional thousand that his wife
had had before her marriage. He invested the money in a
flossy five-chair barber shop of his own at the corner of
Eighth and Olive Streets.

The James tonsorial parlor was a financial success—or
would have been, rather, had it not been for'the proprietor’s
capacity for whiskey and women. He was constantly using
up the profits in liquid and horizontal refreshment—in an
effort, he explained to his employees, to assuage his grief
over the loss of his wife. He neglected to tell themn that,
on a lost weekend, he had married for the fourth time.
Nor did he inform them that he was getting an annulment
because fourth wife didn’t believe in taking out insurancc.

One morning, in 1934, a sailor on shore leave walked
into the barber shop inquiring for Uncle Bob. James hadn't
come in yet, so the sailor—a dopey-looking jake named
Cornelius Wright—sat around waiting for James. Wright
turned out to be even more talkative than the barbers. As
he hegan leaking at the mouth about Uncle Bob. it turned
out that James had been married not twice but four times.
His first wife had heen a Maude Duncan from Birming-
ham, Alabama. *'She divorced him ‘cause she claimed Uncle
Bob stuck hot curlin’ irons 'under her fingernails.” said

"Wright. “But I never believed that.”

Uncle Bob's second wife had been a movie-house cashier
from Emporia, Kansas, who had, before becoming Mrs.
Robert James, borne the improbable name of Vera Ver-
million. “She divorced Uncle Bob, too,” Wright explained
to the barbers. “They didn’t get along.”

When James finally appeared in the shop that day, he
seemed startled to see his nephew. Then, when he had tim¢
to size up the fellow. he seemed rather pleased. “Come and
stay with me,” James told Wright. “I'll lend you my car
and you can drive around and have yourself a real gond
time in this town.”































































his way ilong the ridge as though he were*
tiptocing and {im wondered if the so-
and-so rcally believed anyone would dare
make a noise or be able to sleep and it
was so quiet Jim imagined he heard his
own thought aloud and he was ‘startled
and ducked below the rim of his hole.
‘That was when Jim knew he was going
to be scared and that he alrcady was and
that it was getting chilly and he was
shivering a little.

The stars were a lot brighter and
sharper that night than they had any
right to be except in a theater. Jim finally
found himself cursing the stars as the
night wore along because they lit up the
countryside in a ghostly way and Jim
figured they did the same for him, and
then he remembered how the stars had
helped him many times pass through the
big woods back home and how thankful
he had been and he thought what a hell
of a situation a man is in when he can
find it in his heart to curse the stars.

A breeze was fingering among the hills
later when Jim keyed open a ration can
and tried to eat-a bit but the racket of
his chewing clashed so on his raw nerves
that he had to give it up and besides he
knew he wasn’t hungry but just had a
nervous stomach as they say. When he
screwed the cap off his canteen and tilted
it to his dry lips the sound of the water
pouring down his throat seemed louder
than that of the distant little stream
below in the valley and Jim choked and
dropped to his knees in his hole to bury
his face in his blanket and he tried so
desperately to stifle his coughing that for
minutes afterward his chest and throat
throbbed. When Jim got up his knees
were trembling. Oh my God, thought
Jim, I'm scared I'm scared I been all
through this before and still I'm scared.
Jim thought of taking off then, off down
the hill in the darkness away from that
chasm of horrible emptiness ahead but
he was more afraid of that thought than
of anything yet, and he peered into the
darkness to the right and to the left for
he imagined his fellows must hear his
thumping heart and the sound that
smote his ears when he swallowed and
he could see them with his mind’s eye
all standing calmly in their holes and
looking sadly and reproachfully at him,
and then Jim damned himself and shook
himself mentally for his sense of oneness
with them told him they were suffering
with him and in the same way, but by
themselves as he was.

The sound came then. It came from
down the hill ahead and out of the black-
ness beneath the little cedars there and
it rang in his ears like a gong. Still it
was only a little sound like the sharp
fall of a pebble but it seemed to vibrate
in the pool of darkness before his eyes.
Jim crouched motionless and tense like
the deer he once had sighted in the woods
just as it caught his scent. Minute after
minute Jim tightened like the spring of
a watch peing wound and his knuckles
were white around his rifie and his eyes
were wide with stiffened lids under the
rim of his helmet. But there was no more
sound and there was no movement midst
the endless shadow.

This stone-still and fear-flooded man
was the end of the line. In him here on*
this rampart of his people was all the
meaning there was. In him had come to
focus the General’s Plan and the Army’s
Orders and the desires of Nations and the
Cryptograph’s secrets. He was the bul-
wark of his friends and the target of the
enemy. He was trusted from the rear and
hated to the fore. The driving force of
millions was backing him, the faith of
millions was with him there, yet he was
alone and his aloneness was a mortal
pain. And all of the plans and force and
drive of those millions great and small
which had put him here could not help
him now. All that was to sustain him
was to come from within him and it was
no vaunted sense of duty nor fund of
loyalty nor selfless love that did it unless
all of these fuse to form a torturing de-
sirc to live. That he had in full measure.
God. how badly he did not want to die!

Jim gasped and was startled into move-
ment. He droppced into his hole to muffle
the sound of his heavy breathing. He
batted his eyelids to loosen the muscles
and he flexed his fingers and his arms and
then his legs. His color returned and he
even blushed at a crazy thought that
maybe that sound had been a teardrop
from a star. That was a funny idea, Jim
mused, and he knew it was one of those
he would never talk about to anyone.

An hour before the first-light Jim saw
the ghostly mist in the valley. Under a
sky that was losing its black sheen and
under stars less crisp the mist formed in
the valley and came creeping up among
the hillside trees. Jim watched it reach-
ing toward him and he cursed mightily
within himsclf for this would be a mask
for the enemy who would make it a
shroud if he could. Jim’'s constricted
world grew gray and ever smaller now as
the mist tumbled over the ridge and blot-
ted away the sky that would herald the
dawn. Jim knew there was danger in this
hut there was comfort in its closeness too
and a deceptive sensc of cozy safety that
induced his first drowsiness of the long
night. He relaxed against the back rim of
his holc and stared unseeing into the
mesmerizing cloud.

The wraith that was the enemy ap-
peared at Jim's left. He came silently in
his shoes of rubber and he moved with
the litheness of long training. When he
saw the helmeted man in the hole he
stopped and starcd hard, and fear was
smeared over his Mongol face. Jim came
wide awake with a great start when he
caught a movement from the corner of
his eye, but he turned only to face its
blinding muzzle blast and to hear the
roar of the rifle. He went down from the
blow of i bullet that creased his helmet.
Jim was up at once for he had caught a
glimpsc of that other one’s face and he
knew. By God he’'s as scared as I am, Jim
cried exultantly within himself, he’s just
as scared as I am and I can get him, I
can get that yellow devil!

Jim camne 10 his feet to find a bayonet
streaking for his chest and he grabbed

the bladc with both hands and felt it saw”

through the flesh of his palms and the
tendons of his fingers and he yelled as it

tore through his jacket and his shirt and
picreed the flesh and lodged between two
ribs. 'I'’he encmy had stumbled and had
fallen across the stock of the rifie and
Jim could fecl the bayonet twist betwecn
his bones and tear his flesh. Jim was sob-
bing now and kicking at the other man
who had tumbled partly into the hole
and he managed to push away the man's
weapon but try as he would he could not
grasp his own picce with his slimy hands
for his slashed fingers would not close.
He kicked again with his heavy boot and
caught the Mongol full in his brown
panic-clouded face and then threw him-
self wildly from the foxhole and rolled
in the moist earth. Jim hauled himself
to his feet, cripsled and twisted, because
the bayonet had pried apart his ribs and
torn the cartilage between and the dis-
location of the ribs had ruptured his
spine. Jim's pitiful dripping hands were
stiff at his side when he started away at
a halting lope and he was moaning and
whimpering in a way that would have
been Emiliar to any who had known him
long years before, and Jim knew that
warm liquid was running down his belly
and into his navel and to his crotch and
down his inner thigh, and then the gun
spat again.

Jim was struck a thunderous blow in
his back below the shoulder and he spun
round as though lifted from his feet and
fell heavily with his arms thrust beyond
his hcad and his face in the powdery
earth. He was shricking now, but he
didn’t know that, and he could only hear
shots elsewhere along the ridge and
someone’s artillery somewhere and midst
all this he could hear feet padding
toward him hurrying hurrying toward
him. God damn him, Jim cried in his
agony 'of expectation, God damn that
yellow bastard to hell. Jim could feel the
bayonet enter his back and he could feel
it find its way through his body and
could hear its point grind into the
ground beneath him and then he knew
when it was dragged out and away from
his violated flesh and he heard the foot-
steps go away.

Jim was quiet now and tight to the
carth and his scnses were alert. There
was no great pain now, nothing much
but an awful awareness of everything
and of the end of everything. Jim's face
was sidewise in the chafing dust and he
giggled a little because one eye was
clogged and wouldn't blink. He could
hear the morning birds twittering and
he knew the mist was thinning and that
dawn soon would find him there. Jim
could see one of his hands before his
face and it was caked with dirt and blood
and he could see that his wedding ring
almost had been cut through by the knife
of that enemy. God damn him to hell.
Jim said again, and then he was shriek-
ing again for help from someone from
anyone from anything only please please
help me Jim said, and then something
scalding boiled up from within and bub-
bled out through his mouth and his nose
and Jim lay there watching the hungry
earth consume his blood. .

That's how it was before the picture
was taken. @
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his brow. “Obliged,” he said ‘golitely.

The Widow looked at him and let the
corners of her mouth go as they pleased
and they smiled at him. “What are you
doing out here, Roderick Cadwallader?"

“I'm going to buy a ranch,” he replied,
taking a glass of lemonade. "I got tired of
England, you might say, and felt the lure.
I saw Emblem Creek on the map and
fancied the name. I see you still wear
your weeds of mourning. My sympathies.”

She smiled again. “You're a funny man.
Have you ever shot a gun?”

Grandpap shook his head.

“The meek shall inherit the earth,” she
replied, “unless the earth is faster on the
draw. Knocking Hug bowlegged in the
bar was not a peace-loving gesture.”

(}randpa}!) smiled. “A harmless game. I
boxed in England. Strictly scientific. A
relative of yours?”

“My dead husband'’s brother."

“A bit of a roughneck,” said Grand-

pap, “if I may take the liberty.”
"'The Rawleys are all mean men, Rod-
crick Cadwallader,” she said, “I married
mine when I was fifteen. 1 should've
known better.”

*“Is he lately deceased?”

“The cholera,” she said too quickly.

Now Grandpap was a smart man for
all his inule fooling and he saw that the
Widow was in no mood to take more con-
versation about her bereavement. He
changed the subjcct. “Might I approach
you on selling a bit of land?” he asked.

“Have you cash?" she replied steadily.

(}rand{;ap smiled and took an envelope
from his breast pocket. The Widow didn't
bat a lid when he laid a thousand dollars
on the table before her. “Take a thou-
sand in the valley,” she said gathering
up the money.

Roderick Cadwallader stood up and
bowed. “I hope I may call again when
your mourning is over,” he said.

Thc Widow rose and faced him and
something jumped like a spark between
them for she liked the Englishman with
all his crazy manners. “I #m at home,”
she said, taking his eyes in hand with
hers. “and would admire seeing your
upper lip and eyelids.” Then she smiled
at him in amusement and left the room.
Grandpap smiled too for he was a
simart man like I've said. On the way
home he plucked off his pinch-nose
glasses and threw them in a gulley and
that night he shaved his mustache.
Roderick Cadwallader had to sweat for
his ranch even if he did have money. He
had to lick a couple more men before he
was through and he had to pound fence
posts for many a weary mile. He had to
ride up and down the gullies and stand
in the steaming sun to count his calves.
But all through the seasons, in the sun,
the rains and snow, his ranch grew and
got finer and finer. Grandpap never built
a house, though, and the reason was sim-
ple. He was waiting to see what he'd have
to put in one. Every evening when the
work was done, he'd ride the long miles
up to the ranch and visit the Widow.
Sometimes they'd ride together or drive
in her buckboard and other times they'd
just sit on the veranda and watch the
sun roll under the mesas, the evening
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grow cool and silvery and the moon di
up from behind the eastern line. Grand-
pap would hear the coyotes yowl and
listen to the rushing of the creek below
and bit by bit he understood tlrat he was
in love with the Widow. ““Martha,” he
said one night as they walked up the
gravel slope in the moonlight, “I'd be
honored if you would give me your
hand.”

The Widow looked up at him and her
eyes were bright. “I don’t understand.”

Grandpap stopped and frowned at her.
“In the vernacular of your uPbringing.
my dear, will you marry me?’

The Widow smiled at his words. but
their meaning made her thoughtful and
sad. “I think you're the best man I've
ever known, Roderick,” she said softly,
“but I cannot marry you now.”

“My intentions—"

She laid her hand upon his arm and
raised her eyes to his. In the moonlight
Grandpap could see tears brimming in
the pools of grey. “Believe me, my heart's
desirc is to accept you. But not now.
Someone—something stands between us.”

He nodded slightly. “Hug Rawley.”

The Widow smiled sadly. “Good night,
Roderick.”

Grandpap rode into' town, puzzling it
to himself. He pondered as he lay in his
bed at the hotel and turned the problem
in his mind as he rode his fence lines
the next day.

The reason must be Hug, thought
Grandpap, and then he pondered on
Hug a bit. Grandpap knew well that the
big, bearded cowboy hated him. He saw
Hug striding in the streets, he felt Hug's
mean eyes boring into his back when he
stood at the bar for his nightly drink.
Some evenings, when riding to the
Widow's, Grandpap had seen Hug's sil-
houette passing on the ridge above. Hug's
head would be bowed upon his breast
and he seemed to be thinking as he rode.

Sometimes they spoke. Sometimes, dur-
ing the roaring spring rains when the
calves were all gone, the men would hole
up in the bar for days getting moody,
mean drunk. Hug had baited Grandpap
once or twice. Not fist-baiting, but gun-

baiting because Hug knew that Grand-
pap wouldn’t carry iron and would walk
wide before he’d be provoked to use it.

But Grandpap found no answers for
all his pondering and so he decided to
go look for them.

One evening he didn’t ride to the
Widow's, but leaned against the bar and
listened to the men talk. After a litde
bit, Grandpap got into conversation with
an old cowpoke named Ormey.

“Tell me,” said Grandpap. “you ever
worked for the Widow’s outfit?”

Ormey scratched his whiskers and
looked Grandpap up and down. ““In old
Jake's day,” he said thoughtfully.

“Mean man—]Jake?" asked Grandpap.

“Mighty mean man,” said Ormey.
“Carried on somethin’ fierce. Tough on
the Widder, too.” .

Grandpap picked up the whiskey
bottle and moved to a table. Ormey fol-
lowed, drooling a bit.

“Like how?" asked Grandpap.

Ormey dumped down a shot and wiped
his whiskers. ‘‘Place belonged ta her,
y'know. Jake married her after her pappy
got put in the ground. Some say Jake
killed the old man.”

“Now don't people talk?”* murmured
Grandpap, filling Ormey's glass.

“More likely as not.” said Ormey.
“then Jake got put in the ground, too.”
“The cholera,” said my grandpap.

Ormey winked. “The cholera. Had it
myself.”

“Didn’t kill you,” said Grandpap.

“Don’t kill many,” answered Ormey.

After that talk. my grandpap rode
harder than ever and worked long hours
in the broiling sun. And as he did. he
thought mightily and finally he rode to
the Widow's again in the coolest evening
that August brought. About a mile below
her house his horse threw a shoe and so
Grandpap left him there and went on
by foot.

Dusk was seeping down over the land
and coyotes howled on the mesa. In the
dry washes and ox-bow bends the cattle
bedded for the night. The wind rustled
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in the larkspur and the moon had sad-
dled his mare. As Grandpap hiked up
the hill, he was glad to be alive and so
far away from London town. As he
smelled the sweet evening breeze and the
flower scent that rode it, he fairly ached
he loved the Widow so much.

He got to the top of the hill and saw
that there were lanterns lit in the
Widow's parlor and Hug's horse was tied
to the porch rail. Now my grandpap was
not a sneaking man, but a lot of facts and
ideas had been whirling ‘round inside his
head and making his ear-butts throb.
Little by little he'd begun to see, but now
he had to hear some, too.

He skirted the house and stepped up
close to the parlor window. Hug's horse
snickered in the sweet evening and the
crickets talked in the Henry grass.
“You're holdin',” said Hug's voice, “you
can’t hold forever, Martha.”

“And you can’t bluff forever,” her voice
replied, steady and brave.

“I'd get the ranch anyhow if they ever
(ound you out,” said Hug smoothly. “But
I'm willin" to marry you, Martha.”

“T'hat’s big talk, Hug,” she said scorn-
tully. “but you've no proof.”

“I got a shovel,” said Hug, “‘and arms
lor digging.”

“Get off my ranch,” she said, “get off!"

“This is your last summer,” Hug told
her, “I'm tired of waitin’. I'm tired of
scein’ that Englishman hangin’ around
here and you disgracin’ Jake’s memory."

“That's my affair.” said the Widow
briskly. “Now clear!”

Then Hug's voice was as bitter as a
1attler’s hiss. “I'll kill that Englishman
first chance I get.”

“You can’t take a licking, can you?”

“He beat me fair with fists,” said Hug.
“"Now sce can he beat me with iron.”
I'hen Hug's footsteps clumped through
the house and crunched on the gravel
and he rode away in the dark.

Grandpap stood on the lawn for a long
time. He knew what he had to do and
he didn’t want to. But finally he turned
away from the house and went down to
the Widow's barn. He groped around
until he found a shovel and a lantern.

‘T'he crickets were loud in the Henry
grass and the wind was talking to the
poplar trees when he passed down be-
tween the twin rdcks to the meadow
where the Widow's people were laid. He
put his shovel down against a rock and
took his lantern in among the graves. He
{ound several there: a little nipper who'd
never lived to see his first sunrise and
an old man who'd stayed long enough to
see his last. Finally he found it—a stone
marked “JAKE RAWLEY—He Was A
Good Man.”

“We'll see about that,” said Grandpap.

‘I'he shovel mushed in the soft dirt and
somewhere off into the darkness an owl
told another owl that it was getting on
and the crickets sang all around. Grand-
pap was knee deep by now and the
lantern was flickering on a mound of soft
dirt that kept building up. Pretty soon
the shovel hit something that went
whomp! All hollow and scary. Grandpap
got down on his knees and scraped the
dirt off the coffin.
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The little beads of perspiration were
standing out on his forehead now even
if the night was cool. He didn’t fancy his
job because he didn’'t want any more
truck with dead people than the next
man. But he was determined to find out
and so he went scraping away until the
smooth lid of the coffin was bare. Then
Grandpap stepped aside and dug his
heels into the dirt. He got out his clas
knife and slipped it under the coffin licr.
She came away slow and easy with a fear-
some creaking sound. .

He picked up the skull and turned it
over. He found the small hole at the base
just where he expected he would. The
hole was clean. Someone had shot a .45
steady and true. Grandpap felt his knees
go all watery and the touch of the bone
was cold to his hand. He laid the skull
back in the grave and was putting on the
lid of the coffin when a voice spoke out of
the black night around him. ““Are you sat-
isfied, Roderick Cadwallader?”

Grandpap's hands let go the lid which
banged against the side of the grave.

The Widow's voice cut like a driver’s
whip. “You had to go meddling.” she
said, “and now you know.”

“l knew Hug was holding something
over you,” said Grandpap.

“I told you Jake died of the cholera,”
replied the Widow bitterly. “A gentleman
believes a lady's lies.”

“Hug knows it’s not a lie,” said Grand-
pap. “and to fight him even I had to know
as much as he did.”

“What can you do to Hug?" she de-
manded. “Box him again?”

Before Grandpap could answer, an-
other face appeared above the grave.
“Next time you go robbin' my kinfolks’
graves,” said Hug slow and grim, “don't
Icave your horse tethered in the road.
Now tell the lady what you'll do to Hug."

Grandpap looked him square in the eye
although he was afraid. “Anything you
say,” he replied.

“I'll be in town at sunup,” said Hug,
“I'll have a line drawn in front of the
hotel. Come in wearin’ a gun and step
over that line.”

Grandpap nodded. “The one that wins
gets her,” he nodded toward the Widow,
“and the man in this grave.” Then he
began to shovel the dirt back on top of
old Jake Rawley.

Grey mist was swirling between the
old wooden buildings of Emblem Creek

when my grandpap rode in on his sorrel |

horse. At that time before dawn the
whole world seemed to be all purple and
glittering with the dew on the grass be-
side the road. Grandpap wore Ormey's
revolver and holster. He hadn’t even
tried pulling the gun out fast because he
knew that he'd have to practice as many
vears as he'd been alive to have a chance.

The town was very quiet. All Grand-
pap could hear was the clop-clop of his
horse’s hoofs: there was no other sound.
As he dismounted and tethered before
the hardware store, a rooster crowed
somewhere and at that moment a sliver
of golden light pierced down the empty
strecet. Grandpap stood breathing the
clear, cool air and pondering to himself.
He couldn’t run away and he wouldn't.

‘The sound of footsteps on the board
sidewalk disturbed him and he looked up
to sec Hug coming down the hotel stairs.
He walked leisurely into the middle of
the strcet and then slouched and looked
at Grandpap. “All right. Dude.” he
called. his voice echoing in the stillness.
“'There's the line.”

Hug drew a wavering line with his
boot tip and backed away.

Grandpap shifted his gunbelt and
wished he were fighting with his fists.
‘Then he started walking toward Hug.

Hug stood still, looking at him. A ciga-
rette butt was smouldering in one hand.

Grandpap walked on. He was thinking
about all the things he'd seen and done—
ibout sunrise over l.ondon town and how
prettily the Widow's eyes were.

Then he looked down and saw the line
before him, coming closer with each step.

Hug dropped his cigarette butt and
ground it into the dust with his heel.
He raised his dark eyes and looked at
Grandpap. Both of Hug's hands spread
open and came up to hang just above his
belt line.

Grandpap met Hug's eyes: they were
all he could sec except for the grey mist
swirling beyond Hug's shoulder. Then
Grandpap stepped over the line.

The guns roared and fire spat out into
the street; a cloud of acrid smoke filled
Grandpap's eyes. A voice screamed in
pain and the street came up and hit
Grandpap hard. He rolled over. clawing
at his gun with his left hand.

When he opened his eyes and sat up,
he suddenly realized he wasn’t hurt.

Hug Rawley was crumpled up in the
street. His gun lay six feet from his out-
stretched hand and there was a bullet
flush between his eyes.

Between the hotel and the hardware
store the Widow of Emblem Creek stood
with a smoking iron in her hand. "I shot
some as a child.” she said calmly. “It’s
scientific. You'd better come home to
breakfast.”

A nd that was how my grandpap, called
Roderick Cadwallader. learned to be-
lieve a lady’s lies. Of course he never
had any choice after that because he
married the Widow a month later.

One evening she told him about how
Jake Rawley had killed her father by
shooting his horse down in a draw and
after that they never discussed the matter
again. Of course she told my grandpap
what she had done when Jake got
drunk and bragged to her about the kill-
ing.

As far as | know they only had one
argument in all their lives. Grandpap
wanted to teach me to box one summer
but Grandmaw wouldn’t let him. She said
hoxing was vulgar. When Grandpap put
up an objection, my grandmaw took
down her daddy’s old pistol and shot
some skeetery-lizards off the fence posts
in the barnyard.

Grandpap was silent for a long time
after she'd finished and then he turned
to me and said. “She learned it as a girl.
She claims it's scientific.”

But I was just a little shaver at the
time and didn’t know what he was get-
ting at. @
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