
































10 SHORT STORIES

enough bestowed upon an utter stranger.
At that time it is as meaningless as the
salutation of “Mister” in our language. It
is a custom which gives great deference
to all strangers. Used, however, toward
one with whom one is familiar, it means
a tribute of respect, the acknowledgment
of wisdom.

“The Sin Sahng will have arranged for
rickshaws ?”’ asked Fenton.

“All is arranged,” said Fong Tie.

The huge junk moved slowly toward its
mooring place. The waterfront, literally
swarming with thousands of junks and
sampans, presented a scene of hectic, dis-
organized activity, but the swift eye of
Fong Tie speedily detected a sampan whose
owner was open to the making of an hon-
est dollar. He raised his voice in a sum-
mons and the owner of the sampan swung
on the sculling oar, sending the light craft
darting through the confusion of the water-
front with the unerring speed of a duck
whirling about and racing toward some
choice tidbit which has been tossed upon
the water.,

O GREAT was Fong Tie's haste that

there was no period of bargaining. He
" virtually lost face by stepping at once into
the sampan. That much of a concession
he made to his hurry, and, because the
boatman lost respect for a man who would
pay too high a price, he was, perhaps, a
few seconds slower in getting his human
ireight to the Bund.

The men entered waiting rickshaws.
These rickshaws had; in the upper right-
hand corner of the seat, the conventional
hlack feather duster which indicates they
are the property of men of wealth, men
who can afford to hire their own rickshaws
and who do not deign to ride in public
cquipage.

The lean-flanked runners leaned to the
shafts, cleared the streets by short, grunt-
ing cries,

“Make way!” they shouted. “Make way
‘or the Lords of Wisdom who are upon
business of the Master.”

Hongkong divides itself mainly into two
parts—that which is reserved for the tour-
ists and that where the native lives his
life.

Tourists entering the port on the big
liners, for the most part following a well
trodden tourist pathway around the world,
look slightly askance at the screaming ac-
tivities of the natives and proceed at once
to the Hongkong Hotel, where they sally
forth, in between whiskey and sodas, upon
decorous shopping trips. They have, per-
haps, a vague sense of that which lies back
of the streets which are given over to
foreign trade, but they do not seek a close
acquaintance.

The fringes of that which is the real
China lurk just beyond the side streets
and leer at the frightened tourist with in-
scrutable eyes.

The tourist senses the jeering spirit of
China—a jeering which is born from the
recognition of a seeming injustice.

These fat, paunchy whites, attired in
their sweltering garments, strolling through
the streets with every evidence of wealth,
could no more compete in the hand-to-hand
struggle for existence with these half-naked
coolies than a caged canary could rustle
for its living if liberated in a hawk-infested
country.

Yet these coolies are half-starved, work-
ing until late hours in order to get a few
meager handfuls of rice, while the over-fed
tourists, their jowls red with the excessive
blood pressure engendered by the eating:
of meaty dishes in the tropics, have wealth
beyond the wildest dreams of the coolies
who struggle so interminably for a bare
existence.

Small wonder that there is a sharp line
of demarkation, that the China which is
known by the tourist is not China at all,
but only a neutral territory which "exists
in order that the tourist may be fleeced of
some of his surplus wealth.,

HE rickshaws in which Fenton and
his companion rode passed speedily

through this neutral territory and soon
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30 ' SHORT STORIES

For the space of twelve rhythmic breaths
they stood, looking through the opened
arch, up into the smoky darkness of the
room, Then the swords came together
once more, The arch closed. Someone
snapped out an order, and the sound of the
human voice seemed weird and bizarre in
the room.

The candidates started a slow scuffle,
moving through the arch of copper and
steel, forming a circle on the far side.

The swords clashed together. The arch
lowered. The men with the mirrored gar-
ments formed another circle, which circle
presently opened into a crescent, leaving a
man standing in the center.

ILL FENTON, disguised as a coolie
about to be initiated into the mystic
order of Yin, held in his hand the symbol
of a dragon and was grateful that the room
had no more brilliant illumination.

The Chinese in the center of the room
began to recite a ritual. Hc spokc in a
sing-song Cantonese.

“Each of the candidates,” he said, “has
a certain symbol. This is to show you that
each candidate standing by himself is a part
of a schemme of things, He holds a power
which becomes of its greatest value only
when it is welded into a uniform action.
The sun, the moon, and the stars point
out the knowledge of the heavens, a knowl-
edge which is possessed by our Illustrious
Master. The mountains indicate the fixity
of purpose which must develop character.
The dragon denotes the principle of virtue.
The various colors of the pheasant all de-
note some pleasing mental state which must
be cultivated. The goblets symbolize pur-
ity. The containers are made for a useful
purpose. They are to be filled with that
which is of use.

“The pondweed is the symbol of the
growth of virtue; the fire, of zeal; the rice,
of plenty ; the hatchet is a symbol of justice
in the punishment of vice; and the symbols
of the signs for self, turned back to back,
indicate that man's nature is dual, that he
must {orever turn his back upon himself

in order that he may face both the symbol
of light and of darkness.”

The banner on the bamboo pole, waving
back and forth, marking the measure of the
breath rhythm, slowly increased in tempo.
A gong sounded, and so mellow and deep
was the tone that the vibrations seemed
to fill the atmosphere of the crowded room
without coming from any particular source.

The man who stood in the center of the
semi-circle said, “The Great Master desires
to give further instructions to the candi-
dates. You who carry the symbol of the
sun are to be first.”

IN STANTLY two men took their places
on either side of the somewhat dazed
individual who carried the symbol of the
sun. With swords held out in front of
him, their points crossed, the men marched
toward the farther side of the oblong. As
by magic, a passage opened up. The man
was escorted through it.

Once more the gong sounded, this time
four deeply resonant strokes. The man in
the center said, “You of the dragon.”

Instantly two men bearing swords took
their places on either side of Bill Fenton.
The swords were crossed in front of him.
and Fenton was escorted through the living
lane of packed human beings standing tense
and silent, breathing in unison, working
themselves to a species of group hypnosis.

The escorts guided Fenton through an
obscure doorway, into a room hung with
expensive silken tapestries, embroidered
with intricate designs, Another door sound-
lessly opened. The guards dropped to the
floor, bowed three times, their foreheads
touching the floor. A strangely powerful,
vibrant voice said, “You of the dragon
enter.”

Fenton entered the room.

A door closed behind him. He looked
up and found himself facing a man clad
in silken robes, embroidered with various
symbols, bordered with the dark symbol
of Yin. The man spoke in formal Chi-
nese: “May I have the honor of horrowing

the light of your worthy name?” he asked.
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THE BLACK EGG 33

of my plans. A dagger, with a very subtle
and powerful poison. The smallest scratch
with this dagger will bring about a very
certain death.

“I can assure you that the poison has
been amply tested and that you need have
no fear as to its immediate and deadly
results.

“All of us make mistakes. This is par-
ticularly true of one who builds up an
organization and who must delegate much
of his work to subordinates.

“As you know, Stanley Sedgewick sus-
pected much of what I was doing. He was
a powerful enemy. It was necessary to
remove him. In order to put an end to
his influence, I not only wished to remove
him, but to secure, as well, certain docu-
ments which he had.

“You'll pardon me, gentlemen, if I seem
to bore you, but I can assure you this is
quite important. Mr. Sedgewick had hired
a2 man by the name of, Wood, a notorious
criminal and gangster, to act as body-
guard. Obviously, a criminal is open to
bribery. I bribed Mr. Wood to do certain
things for me. When those things had
been done, I realized that Mr. Wood need
not any longer remain on the scene. The
last thing that I had him do for me was
to arrange that my men might enter Sedge-
wick’s room without any undue commo-
tion. When Wood had done this, he had
performed the final act of service of which
he was capable.

“You see, in order to reach a complete
understanding with Mr. Wood, it was nec-
essary that he come in personal contact
with me, He therefore knows the place
where I have my private headquarters.
I think that he will try to take advantage
of this knowledge. You see, I suggested
that Mr. Wood might be removed from the
scene of our activities. I thought that his
spirit would be far more comfortable with
his illustrious ancestors. Unfortunately,
the men who were to execute my commands
failed to make a workmanlike job of it.

“My agents inform me that this man
Wood is intent upon exacting vengeance.

10

He has started a junk and is on his way
toward Twm Jic. Now, obviously, if I
were to have him publicly removed, being
an American, there would be a certain
amount of investigation which I wouldn’t
care to have. Therefore, it has occurred to
me that one of you might care to remove
him for me. In fact, Mr. Parr, I think
vou would be primarily adapted to do this
thing for me.”

“Wood, eh?” said Parr.
pected him, and yvet I should have.
had, of course, a criminal history.”

“I hadn't sus-
He

HE Chinese nodded.

“Yes,” he said, “I really thought you
were a little bit dull. However, that is all
past. My suggestion is this: You will take
this poisoned dagger. You will meet Mr.
Wood ‘at the junk. Wood will act upon
the assumption that you are his friend. He
will permit you to approach him closely.
As soon as you approach him closely, you
will plunge the dagger into his heart.”

“And then?” asked Parr.

“Then you will have the opportunity to
turn the dagger upon yourself and join
vour ancestors painlessly. I can assure
vou that the poison acts very quickly.
Even if the thrust should not be fatal, the
poison on the blade will take almost instant
effect.”

“What inducemient do you have to of-
fer?” asked Parr.

“It will,” said the Chinese, smiling
calmly, “be a very easy and painless death.”

“And otherwise?”’ Parr inquired.

“Otherwise the death won’t be nearly so
painless.”

“Perhaps,” Parr remarked as casually as
though he had been discussing the weather,
“we can reach a bargain upon slightly dif-
{ferent lines. You have, for instance, Anita
Sedgewick in your custody. If she were
to be returned alive and well, it might offer
an added inducement.”

“Unfortunately,” said the Chinese, “that
is impossible, I have my own plans for
Miss Sedgewick’s future.”

Parr was silent for a moment,.






























GORILLAS’ REST 43

years is about what I'd draw? Think fast,

1

man.

ILCOX, who desired intensely the

glory of sending Archibald Rhodes
to jail on any charge whatever, paused,
tempted. Rhodes, watching the tense figure
of Art Walsh across the street, heard a
second floor bell ring and knew that the
inquiry was being pushed. Very soon now,
by the process of elimination, they would
be knocking at his own door.

They knew he was in this building. They
had him boxed.

Wilcox replied at last, very slowly,
“Yes, I might say that I think it quite
possible that the court would see fit to
sentence you to about three years imprison-
ment, in those circumstances. But of course
you understand that I am only expressing
a private, unofficial—uh "

“Okay. Then here’s the address—One-
{ourteen Westover Terrace, fourth floor
front. Name over the bell is J. B, Harri-
son. And for Pete’s sweet sake don't just
send one or two of the boys—send a whole
flock of ’em! And make it snappy!”

Five minutes later, surrounded by dep-
uty marshals, he walked out. Nobody elsc
was in sight. But Archic Rhodes knew
that eyes filled with hate were glaring at
them from half a dozen different places.
He smiled.

“Atlanta, James,” he said loudly, as he
stepped into the car.

The federals questioned him for almost
a week, but he was a past master of eva-
sion and they learned nothing about the
Apperson bonds. Though they had no evi-
dence against him, they were certain that
he had handled these bonds, and they would
have preferred to find them and to indict
Archie on a charge of transporting stolen
goods from one state to another. But this
was not to be. And eventually he stood
before a judge and pleaded guilty to a
charge of falsifying an income tax report,
and was sentenced to serve three years in
the federal penitentiary at Atlanta.

“Just the same, I wouldn't like to he

10

in his shoes when he gets out,” said Wil-
cox. “Somnething’s mighty wrong when
he’s in such a hurry to be arrested even
though we wcre thinking he was in Europe.
And a quarter of a million dollars,” Wil- -
cox added thoughtfully, “is a hell of a lot
of money.”

II

EW tourists, or even townspeople, ever
saw the cottage called The Gables, on
the shore of Biscayne Bay in the south end
of Coconut Grove, for it was a tiny place
by itself, not visible even from a side road
and reached only by a long private drive-
way which wound through a miniature for-
est of live-oaks festooned with creepers.
However, those who did see it, even the
big virile men among them, invariably ex-
claimed “Cute!” It was, too. There was
no garage, only a back porte-cochere; the
driveway led apologetically to a great clump
of red and white oleanders, and encircled
this, being bordered on the outside by pal-
metto shrubs and gawky, startled poinset-
tias. The house itself was not of any par-
ticular type but was simply a pleasant littlc
structure, one story high, sporting a couple
of front-facing gables, false gables, and be-
tween them a rustic sign upon which the
name was painted. It fronted the bay, thc
waters of which almost lapped a doorway
rather self-consciously quaint. An aged
banyan crowded it from the far side. Therc
was a little dock in front.

Yes, it was cute. Obviously it had been
designed by somebody who talked a lot
about Art and desired to be “different.”

Paul McEldowy had purchased it rather
in spite of than because of this fact. It
was remote, quiet; and for all the knocker
and the footwiper and the rustic sign which
he was always forgetting to tear down, it
was an ideal place for an unsociable bache-
lor who liked to work. Paul McEldowy was
twenty-nine and an architect. In the nor-
mal course of events his business took him
to his office in Miami two or three morn-
ings a week; the rest of the time he would






























GORILLAS’ REST, 53

again, and was turning up one street and
down another. The black touring car no
longer was in sight.

Paul yelled, “Say, I don’t like this at all!
It may be part of your job, getting shot
at, but it’s not part of mine!”

Peterson nodded. He was driving much
slower now.

“We’'ll just slip out to some quiet spot
and take a look at what’s in those bags
first, anyway. No harm in that, is there?”

He did this. In a side road, drawn up
under a spreading mango tree, rapidly but
thoroughly he searched both bags, shaking
out things, poking things. He found no
bonds, and no clue to the bonds.

“Funny,” he muttered absently. “That's
not like him.”

Paul asked, “How does it happen that
you seem to know so much about this
fellow Simpson, and were able to identify
him so quickly, even though you’d never
seen him before?”

Peterson started the car again,

“Oh, I had a good description, of course.
And I was posted about what he was like,
and his habits and all.”

“Well, what about driving to some police
station now?”

“Take it easy. That stiff’'s not going
to get any more dead than it is already,
is it? I still want to take that one good
look around your house there before the
cops come tramping in like a herd of buf-
falo.”

“I don’t like this,” Paul said frankly.

“It won’t take long. Remember, there’s
a quarter of a million dollars at stake.”

“Not for me there isn’t! All I want is
to have this business over with and get my
swim this afternoon, before it’s too late.”

Peterson drove slowly and with great
care along the little driveway to The
Gables. Near the end of the driveway he
braked the car silently, but left the engine
running and the front doors open. He
nodded to a small sedan behind the olean-
ders.

“Visitors,” he said, and got out. He
drew a pistol. “Better let me go in first.”

10

The front door was ajar, as they’d left
it, Paul stole to a side window, and from
there watched what followed inside, which
scemed to him exciting but somehow not
altogether recal, like a moving picture,

HERE was a small man, a stranger

to Paul, kneeling in the middle of the
room. He was examining some of the
clothing from one of Paul’s violated hand-
bags, and he was shaking his head in a
puzzled manner. He was a waspish man,
with flashy clothes, a tense, tough man-
ner. He knelt facing the front door.

Peterson did not walk in through the
door. Instead he stayed outside, exposing
only a small portion of his head, and his
pistol was raised before he spoke. His
voice was quiet.

“So it’s little Artie Walsh again, huh?”

The man sprang to his feet, reaching
for a gun at his right hip, but already
Peterson was firing. Peterson fired four
shots in quick succession, and evidently
each of them found lodgment in Art
Walsh’s body, for he was buffeted over
backward to a sitting position on the floor,
and then he toppled gently and was still.
But even so, Walsh had succeeded in get-
ting out his own gun and squeezed the
trigger once. It had been the final spasm
of a dying man—a farewell gesture of
hatred and defiance, appropriate to this
tiny, gall-bitter fellow.

Paul stamped around to the front of the
cottage, charged through the doorway.
Peterson was calmly reloading.

“Couldn’t you have taken him alive!
Did you have to slaughter him like that,
without any warning!”

Peterson looked at his companion with
large dark brown eycs, and shook his head.
He did not seem in the least offended.

“Not Walsh, no. In the first place, he
was reaching for a gun when I fired. And
in the second place, I knew this treacherous
little skunk of old, and I know what he’d
have done to me if he got the chance.
He’d have shot me between the shoulder.
blades any time I was fool enough to turn













































68 : SHORT STORIES

“Hardin won’t take advantage no more,”
said Wyatt grimly. “Looks like it was a
tie-up job between you an’ me to find
out who killed him, though the sheriff
may want to handle it.”

“The sheriff is all right,” answered
Riggs. “He means well, but he got elected
when he was over fifty, an’ he’s been in of-
fice most as many years as I've lived. He
ain’t over an’ above active. Men like
Hardin figgered to run the county.”

“I can sabe that,” said Wyatt. “Would
Hardin be liable to keep much cash on
hand?”

“There’s no bank at Conejo, none nigher
than Red Springs. Most big owners keep
money in their safes. Why?” Riggs’s
cyes were suddenly questioning.

“I didn’t quite speak all my piece,” said
Wyatt, “I didn’t quite like all my audience.
I had a look at Hardin’s safe. It’s in a
room off this one. Reckon he uses it for
an office. You better take a looksee.”

It was a big safe, but the face of it had
been ripped away, and what was left of the
door released from the exposed locks, and
swung wide. The safe was empty except
for a few papers and some account books.

“Claw levers,” Riggs announced, after
a swift survey. “This lines up with the
trail I followed to Conejo, and lost there.
Two men who have been committing just
this sort of crime, murder and robbery.
They are old hands at it. They started in
as plain safe-crackers, then they killed a
watchman in El Paso. The next job they
pulled, they shot a man and his wife.
They got away and have been hiding out
along the Rio Grande. Now they’ve started
in again.” :

“Got their names and descriptions?”
asked Wyatt,

“They’ve changed their names plenty of
times,” said the Ranger. “Known last as
Lampson and Garrett. I've got their de-
scriptions and pictures, on reward bills. If
they killed Hardin, it might leave you out
of it. Lampson and Garrett ain’t mixed
up with rustlin’, that’s sure, so far.”

“Have they been usin’ hawsses?” in-

quired Wyatt. “The one I saw sure knew
how to ride.”

“Both of them ride well enough,” an-
swered Riggs. “You only saw one, you
say. The other might have been around
as a lookout.”

“Sounds reasonable,” said Wyatt.
“There’s several things I don’t quite savvy.
Bligh seemed mighty anxious to place me
as the killer of Hardin. If you hadn’t
been along they likely would have shot
me up. Found on the spot, it would look
bad for me, though I wouldn’t be bother-
in’, seein’ I'd be plumb dead and not able
to defend myself.”

“Judgin’ from the draw you made, you
wouldn’t have been the only corpse.
Of course Bligh didn’t know you from
Adam. He was hasty, but he could show
some excuse, seein’ his Old Man lyin’ mur-
dered. He couldn’t tell you for a range-
detective. You didn’t say so till later, an’
you don’t wear a badge.”

“That’s one of the things I was talkin’
about. Bligh knew who I was, unless he’s
suddenly gone loco. Last time I was in
your state I was at Waco. They were
trying a gang that had been caught rustlin’,
but they had a long record as bandits.
They killed two night-herders an’ three of
’em swung for it.”

The Ranger nodded. “I read about it,”
he said. “One of the times I knew about
you. You rounded up the rustlers, saved
the cost of a rope for two of ’em, as I
remember.”

“I ‘was there to testify,” said Wyatt.
“There was an attempt made to save the
prisoners. It didn’t work. They arrested
several thought to be leaders. This Bligh
was one of ’em. I spotted him in the
crowd. He dug up an alibi that was finally
accepted. But I grilled him. He remem-
bered me, all right.” ‘

“We know some things about him, too,”
Riggs said. “We don’t want him for any-
thing. He’s a tough hombre, like most
of the old-timers. Hardin trusted him.
He'd be in Waco on H O business that
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There was some grumbling about this
favor to dirt-grubbing nesters, but nobody
came out in the open with it to the stern-
faced young Ranger with the silver star
on his chest. There was a grimness in
his eyes, and about his lips, that strongly
suggested there was a limit to his patience,
when it came to questioning his rights, and
his duty.

It was growing dark one evening when
Riggs entered the Chinese restaurant
where he had found the best meals in
Conejo. The lights were all going, and the
nightlife of the cowtown starting in full
swing as he came.out again. He rode
along the street, stopping here and there
to drop in unexpectedly at café or canting,
hoping to pick up some sign of his broken
trail. With the hint of future reward, with
a few dollars spent from his own small
pay, Riggs had enlisted a man here, and
another there; to act as his ears and eyes.

But he did not have much faith in their
type of manhood. It was true that, if they
helped to land Lampson or Garrett, they
would share in a big sum, and after they
had looked at the reward posters the
Ranger had showed them, their eyes glowed
with greed. But they were a risk, likely
to talk too much. They might be more
harm than good, but he had to try them.

He stopped toward midnight outside the
posada—or inn—called in Spanish by the
enticing title of “The Rose Without a
Thorn.” There was not much suggestive
of a rose about the place. It attracted the
rowdiest element in Conejo. When punch-
ers, ordinarily contented with average en-
tertainment, had a few drinks too many,
they veered towards the posada. There
was dancing there, and gambling, the liquor
was strong, and most of it contraband.

There were always as many Mexicans as
Americans there; in the daytime, more.
Nor were these honest, hardworking peons.
They had no visible means of support, and
they were always flashily dressed in more
or less dirty finery, as caballeros.

Pedro Sanchez, the smug and swarthy

owner, did not cater to peons. He liked
10

the free-spending cowboys and vaqueros,
and Riggs had no doubt that many of the
Mexies were allied with rustlers,” would
pick a pocket or cut a throat without a
qualm,

HAT interested the Ranger the most

in “The Rose Without a Thorm”
was that Bligh made it his favorite resort.
At some time, almost every night, he was
sure to be there. And Riggs had one of
his bribed spies in the posada, a man who
acted as a sort of bus-boy, collecting empty
glasses, and mopping up tables. He had
given him five pesos the night before, and
the Mexican had seemed grateful. He
might have heard something, If so, he
would give the Ranger a sign.

The entrance to the inn was the usual
sort, under an arch that led to an inner
court, or patio, off which a door entered
the main room, used as a bar, a gambling
hall and a dance-floor.

Riggs was about to ride beneath the
archway when a man came bolting out of
it. The lantern showed a gleam of steel
that darted like an arrow, and struck the
man in the back, sending him down. But
not before the Ranger had recognized his
face. It was that of his spy. The Mexican
fell flat, the knife sticking up between his
shoulders. It had not killed him, Riggs
thought it might have struck bone; but as
the other tried to rise, two men rushed at
him to finish him,

It was a common enough scene. But
not one a Ranger could tolerate, even if
Riggs had not felt responsible for the
stricken man. He was crawling to one
side, feebly trying to defend himself, when
Riggs pricked Buddy, and at the same time
nudged him in front of his nigh wither.

The well-trained horse knew what was
wanted of it. Tt sprang like a jumper
at a high hurdle, clean from its hindquar-
ters, front feet striking out like the arms
of a fighter. One man went down before
him, and the roan snaked his neck and
grabbed the shoulder of the second one
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his business (and their own) under their
shiny silk hats.

“A secret Government mission” werc
the simple, yet, because of his unquestion-
able standing in the world of high inter-
national finance, readily accepted words
that proved the “Open Sesame!” to many
a strong-room door and spirited a quota
of its treasures to the strong-room of his
vacht.

The actual transference of gold from
hank to yacht was astutely planned to over-
come the difficulties and risks inseparablc
from the movement of bullion to a given
point where, with a sigh of relief, the
English banks and insurance people could
wash their hands of it. In each instance
Crawford had the gold shipped, duly in-
sured, and closely guarded, in moderately
small steamers bound for Continental ports
—Hamburg, Trieste, Genoa, or Marseilles
—wherever the (alatea happened at the
moment to be lying serenely and innocently
at anchor. Here, by methods which do
not bear the closest investigation, sincc
bribery and corruption played no small
part in the business, the bullion was smug-
gled on board the yacht in stout, steel-
ribboned cases ostensibly containing noth-
ing of greater value than consumable stores.
And since these boxes of “Prime Cut Sal-
mon,” “Tinned Fruits—various,” “Con-
densed Milk—sweet,” and “Fray Bentos”
were ferried from steamer to yacht in com-
pany with sacks of sugar, flour and pota-
toes, and barrels of apples, biscuits, and
the like, their arrival on board in small
quantities at different ports excited no sus-
picion, even when stowed away in the
strong-room, since this was labeled “Emer-
gency Stores.”

Built of stout, fire- and thief-resisting
steel, and situated immediately below the
chart-room, this chamber was camouflaged
with an unpretentious inner skin of match-
boarding, while its one door opening di-
rectly to the deck, and secured by a very
ordinary lock, was supplemented by a
sliding steel shutter—an ingenious contri-
vance which the owner alone knew how

to open and close from the secret entrance
to the strong-room approached only from
his private suite on the deck below.

EFORE, then, the economic blizzard
burst in its blighting fury upon a
country already groaning under the burden
of over-taxation, war debts, and the iniqui-
ties of financial jugglery; belore a dazed
nation could realize the appalling truth that
it stood on the brink of disaster, the major
part of John X. Crawford’s fortune was
snugly stowed away in that most unpreten-
tious ““store room” on board his most pre-
tentious yacht.

She was a vessel of 2,500 tons and a
model of everything an occan-going craft
should be, combining beauty and dignity
of line with a seaworthiness that had
emerged triumphant from many a gruelling
test in at least four of the Seven Seas.
She had unusually powerful triple-expan-
sion engines and twin screws. Her cream-
colored funnel towered at a not too rakish
angle above a boat-deck whose four boats,
steam pinnace and motor-launch, red-
mouthed cow! ventilators and brass-ribbed
skylights, still left ample space for deck
games, while her bridge, with its immacu-
late weather-dodger and awnings, bur-
nished brasswork and adjacent wheel-house
and captain’s quarters, was a picture to
admire.

Beneath it, a chain of deck-houses, run-
ning aft, provided a hint of the luxury
to be found below, just as the spotless
decks and gratings, neatly stowed anchors
and coiled ropes, bespoke the iron discipline
and first-class seamanship of the man-o’-
war. At anchor and in port she flew,
seemingly with conscious pride, the burgee
of the Royal Yacht Squadron—a fact suf-
ficient in itself to indicate the unquestion-
able social standing of her owner.

Of her saloons, her lounges and library,
and her elegant state-rooms, more in their
proper place. Suffice it to say for the
moment that they were as magnificent as
unlimited wealth, ingenuity, artistic taste
and craftsmanship could make them.

- 10
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The Galatea had been built five years
carlier to John Crawford’s order, and in
great measure to his own design. Fo-,
whatever his shortcomings in other respects
—and they were many—he had a real ani
abiding affection for the sea, and a deceo
understanding of the ways and the whims
of ships. He came of old seafaring stock,
just as the fortune he inherited at birth,
and upon which he had patiently built a
dizzy edifice of riches, had the salt tang
of the sea about it. For he was the las:
of the “East India Crawfords’—that long'
line of merchant princes whose famous clip-
pers raced Homewards round the Capt
of Storms deep laden with choice teas and
the rich merchandise of the perfumed East.

His one regret was that, in the relentless
pursuit of business affairs, in his slave-like
devotion to the task he had set himselt
of amassing a stupendous fortune, he had
denied himself the leisure to study seaman-
ship, which, for all his passionate love for
the subject, was still as a closed book to
him—the sextant a mystery to be handled
with reverent awe; Morse and semaphore
no more intelligible than ancient Egyptian
hieroglyphics; the ways of the tides and
currents, the stars and all save the most
obvious weather portents, matters beyond
his comprehension.

Crawford was a man of sixty-five; tall,
heavily built, and curiously loose-jointed.
Iron-gray hair fringed a pate completely
bald; his pale-blue eyes were deep sunk
beneath lowering and bushy brows; the
nose fleshy; the mouth showed as a hard,
thin line beneath the trim, smoke-stained
mustache, and there was ugly menace in
the square, protruding lower jaw with a
cleft chin. It was essentially the face of
a hard man; relentless, stubborn, cold, and
calculating; a man accustomed to being
obeyed and to driving a hard bargain.

Sentiment found no place in his outlook
on life outside the restricted limits of his
family circle—and very little within it, for
that matter.

In his own undemonstrative way he was
fond of Heather, though in his heart he
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had never forgiven her (or her mother)
for being a girl instead of a boy, princi-
pally because it would probably mean that
one of these fine days, when he himself
was dead, Heather’s husband (whoever
was destined for that high honor) would
be living in idleness and luxury on the for-
tune she would inherit. And the thought
that any man, other than the flesh of his
own flesh, should ever enjoy the f{ruits
of his life’s work was an exasperatingly
galling thought to a man like John Xavier
Crawford. All he could hope was that
he would live to approve, or disapprove,
of the man of Heather’s choice.

UT Heather, now in her twenty-

second year, was still heart-whole—
as far as he was aware. Which seems to
prove pretty conclusively how very little
a father may know of the ways of his
own child, or of what may be going on
under his very nose.

In short, Heather was in love; desper-
ately, whole-heartedly, in love. Desperately
in a very real sense, because she realized
the hopelessness of expecting her father
to allow her to marry Mark Howlett, his
confidential secretary. Mark Howlett
might be, and indeed was, the most depend-
able and the most trustworthy secretary
John Crawford had ever had the good for-
tune to discover ; he might have proved his
worth in a position of implicit trust up
to the hilt; he might be (in the true and
only acceptable sense of the word) a gentle-
man by birth, breceding, and education.
But he was still an employee, and depen-
dent entirely upon his salary.

Out of this Mark Howlett had suc-
ceeded in saving a matter of a thousand
pounds during the four years he had been
with Crawford. Compared with Craw-
ford’s million and a half; compared with
the huge fortune which (worse luck!)
would some day come into Heather’s pos-
session, a thousand pounds was a miser-
ably insignificant sum, and in his innermost
heart Mark Howlett cursed the yawning
gulf that lay between Heather and him-
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Mr. Crawford’s signature and despatch be-
fore he left to preside at a City Merchants’
banquet. But pcrhaps after that (Mark
suggested hopefully) Heather might be able
to slip out to “The Square” for ten min-
utes? . ..

“Longer than that,” she had whispered.
“Pater’ll be at the banquet, and Mother's
off to a Bridge fight, so I'll be all alone.
We'll go to the pictures. . . ."

Hence her radiance as she appeared in
the yellow drawing-room and strolled to
her accustomed settee by the fire.

But her happiness was short-lived. Over
her first cup of China tea came news that
sent a chill to her heart. “I'm taking you
for a trip in the yacht, my dear. ... Start-
ing on Tuesday. . . . If you'd like to bring
the Barrance girl, or someone, do, by all
means. I don’t want you to be lonely.
We shall be away a long time. . . .”

Lonely! How could she be anything

else without Mark? And although his
name had not yet been mentioned, she
knew already, she was certain, that he was
to be left behind.
- And she knew her father too well to ask
him to leave her behind, too. His word
was law. His wish, however lightly ex-
pressed, was a command to be obeyed with-
out question or hesitation.

She looked up at him with a brave smile
of well simulated eagerness. “Oh! How
. lovely! . . . But—but about Joan—Jjoan
Barrance, you know. I'm afraid she won't
be able to come. The stupid child is get-
ting married. Didn't I tell you?”

“Well, if there’s anyone else you'd like

Heather stared pensively into the fire.
(Anyone else. . . . There was only one per-
son in the wide, wide world. . ..) “No,”
she said presently. “I can’t think of any-
one. Except mother, of course. And I
know she won’t come, will you dear? . ..
No. Ithought not.. .. Tuesday, you said?
And today is what? Wednesday. That
doesn’t give poor me very long to get
ready.” And then, trying to speak natur-
ally: “Are you bringing any friends?”

John Crawford set his fragile porcelain
cup and saucer on the low Oriental table
at his side. “No one at all. Not even
Mr. Howlett. I shall be lost without him,
but he'll be far more useful to me here. . ..
The only man I can really trust. ... Yes,
please, Anna, I'll take another cup. And
an anchovy sandwich—if they are anchovy.
. .. Very well then, Heather. That's set-
tled. The Galatea is fitting out at South-
ampton. We'll leave here in the car sharp
at eleven on Tuesday.” '

And that, he reflected, was that. Things
were going as he had intended they should
go. The last thing he desired was that
anyone should suspect that he was leaving
England for a year, or perhaps much
longer, because if once such a suspicion
prematurely gained ground it would inevit-
ably lead to a panic which most certainly
would involve not only his own remaining
interests before he could get quit of them
one by one, but also those of the few men
who regarded and respected him as a
trusted friend. The panic might come
later, when his protracted absence began
to excite comment and uneasiness. But by
then, he hoped, he would have feathered
another nest in one of the South American
republics—a nest as secure and unassaila-
ble as an eaglc’s eyrie.

The fact that Heather was accompanying
him would lend color to his story that he
was setting out on a pleasure cruise only.
And the fact that his wife was remaining
at home would naturally be accepted as
evidence that he would not be absent over
long.

MARK HOWLETT saw in a glance
that something was wrong the mo-
ment he glimpsed Heather approaching
their accustomed rendezvous in the corner
of a secluded squarc.

“Something’s happened!” he exclaimed
as he hurried to her side. “What is it,
dear?”

A wan smile illumined her face for a
moment, making it divine. “Yes,” she
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So the worst has happened!

“You want me, Father?” Her voice
trembled despite her efforts to speak
calmly.

John Crawford was sitting at his roll-
top desk with the letters before him, some
already opened, some still intact. “Yes,
Heather. Sit down, dear. There are two
letters for you, One is from your mother,
and one”—his face clouded ominously—
“one appears to be from my secretary, Mr.
Howlett. . . . The point that concerns me
most at the moment is how he knew, when
he posted this letter the day before we
sailed, that the yacht was calling at Ma-
deira, since I only gave him that informa-
tion in strict confidence the morning we
left home. That was the seventh of No-
vember. Yet this letter bears the postmark
of the sixth. ... I don’t want to distress
you, Heather, but it would tend to clear
the air if you could throw some light on
that point, first of all.”

“I am to blame, if anyone,” she faltered.
“I mentioned to Mr. Howlett that I was
buying some tropical kit. . . . I didn’t even
know myself at the time that we were
touching at Madeira. But unless one is
going East, Madeira is the recognized place
of call on the way to the Tropics, so I
expect that Mar—I mean Mr. Howlett,
addressed the letter here on the off-
chance.”

Crawford nodded his head slowly.
“Forgive me for saying so, Heather, but
you seem rather anxious to shoulder all
the blame.”

“Simply because I am to blame for—
for mentioning the Tropics. I shouldn’t
have done so if you had asked me not to.
And I am perfectly certain that Mr. How-
lett would never abuse his trust. . ..”

She broke off there. What else could
she say?

For perhaps ten seconds that seemed
like minutes, silence reigned. Then, sud-
denly, John Crawford said : “How long has
this affaire between you and Mr. Howlett
been going on?”

“Oh, T don’t know. It—it has just sort of

10

happened. . . . I have always liked him.”

“You mean that you are in love with
each other?”

Now that the truth was out, her eyes
met his fearlessly. “Yes, Father. We
are. Do you mind very, very much?”

“I do. I have long suspected something
of the sort. That was one reason why I
brought you on this cruise. However,
I will be perfectly frank with you—and
fair. I have no fault to find with Howlett,
either from the business or the personal
and social point of view. He’s quite a
decent fellow. But I do expect my daugh-
ter—indeed I insist on it—to have bigger
ideas altogether. My ambition is to see
you installed as the wife of a titled man
in one of the stately homes of England.
Not living from hand to mouth as the wife
of one of my employees in a wretched little
suburban street. . . . Don’t you see my point
of view, dear?”’ ,

Heather moistened her lips. “But why
a ‘wretched little suburban street’? He
has bigger ideas than that. Why shouldn’t
he make good—I mean, really good? After
all, you have, from comparatively small be-
ginnings.”

“Yes. Years ago. Things are very dif-
ferent today. Even those of us who have
made good are finding it extremely diffi-
cult to keep our end up, with the world
in the state it is in today.”

“You will admit that Mr. Howlett is a
good business man, won’t you?”

“He would not be my confidential secre-
tary if he were not.”

“And you will at least give him credit
for—for—I don’t quite know how to put
it—for wishing to be absolutely indepen-
dent, I hope?”

Her father inclined his head. “I do.
And that only makes the position more un-
tenable. To whom do you suppose I shall
leave the bulk of my fortune but to you?
The difficulty would not exist if he had
similar expectations. But he hasn’t, as far
as I am aware. Heather, my dear child,
don’t you realize what insuperable diffi-
culties money makes?”
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bound liners whose passengers crowded
the rails and stared at her as they might
at a dream-ship. “That's the Galatea.”
they were told. “She belongs to John X.
Crawford, the millionaire. . . . One of the
finest yachts ever built. Cost best part
of a million of money. . . . Fitted out like
a palace. . . .”

And palatial yacht and ocean greyhound
dipped their colors in passing, and pres-
ently, plowing each her own lone white
furrow in the blue, dwindled to a toy and
vanished over the rim of the far horizon.
leaving only a smudge of smoke to mark
her going.

As one of Joseph Conrad’s deep-sea
sailor-men observes: “Ships are all right.
It’s the men that’s in them.” So it was with
the Galatea—as perfect and-lovely a thing
as ever left the slipways. There was noth-
ing wrong with licr.  Just one or two men
aboard were at the root of the trouble
which was spreading like a cancerous
growth within her graceful form—its pres-
ence all unsuspected by her owner, and, it
not altogether unsuspected by her com-

mander, ignored by him as a thing of no.

account, only to be tackled with a firm hand
if and when it revealed itself in earnest.
Captain Burton was too familiar with the
ways of those who follow the sea to losc
any sleep bccause one or two hands werc

laboring under a grievance. He had ncver

been in a ship yet, as ‘prentice, mate, or
master, in which there wasn’t trouble of
some sort or another. Nevertheless, when
the first familiar signs of disaffection ap-
peared, it beat him altogether to know
what in the name of thunder the hands

could find fault with.
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It was because the trouble was at first
confined to the stewards’ department that
Captain Burton turned a blind eye towards
it. Except when flagrant breaches of disci-
pline called for it, he never interfered with
the affairs of that department. That was
Mr. Acton’s pigeon. And Acton was an
experienced man who, in Burton’s estima-
tion, could be well trusted to have his
orders obeyed without appealing for sup-
port from the bridge. Burton knew him’
for a firm disciplinarian, as he should be.
What he did not know, and had no means
of knowing, was that Acton, with a nature
warped and soured by excessive drinking,
was making the lives of some of his under-
lings a living hell, just as a nagging house-
wife may make a hell of the life of a
domestic drudge. |

But Acton went further than fault-find-
ing—often in hoarse whispers in the own-
er’s presence, and meant for the owner to
hear. He caused work, already well done,
to be done over again—preferably the last
thing at night. On one pretext or another
he turned the stewards out at unearthly
hours in the morning and kept them on
the jump throughout each day of stifling
Tropic heat. He found fault with the pipe-
claying of their shoes; with the appearance
of their white duck trousers; raised Cain
if he detected the smallest blemish on their
short-waisted white jackets. And there
was cvery reason to suppose that, to make
good deficiencies for which he could doubt-
less account, he watered down the daily
heer allowance and the grog, issued to all
hands on high days and holidays.

Kerrick, the mate, knew all about it.
There was no purple sentiment about Ker-
rick wherce deck-hands, stewards, or stokers
werc concerned. In his view, the quickest
way to turn good seamen into bad ones
was to coddle them as they were coddled
ahoard that yacht.

ITH a brief call at St. Helena to
enable Heather to stretch her legs
and see the island’s Napoleonic relics, the
vacht headed for Table Bay, where she rc-
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Neither John Crawford nor the chief
steward allowed anything short of disaster
to hinder ordinary routine, or accepted ex-
cuses for a moment’s delay. The rougher
the weather, the greater the need, with a
lady on board, to maintain an air of calm
indifference to external conditions. And
this, indeed, did as much to allay any
qualms on Heather’s part as her father’s
assurance that there was nothing to worry
about—that it was “just a bit of a blow
that had come up too quickly to last. . . .
I'm glad that you're such a good sailor,
Heather,” he added. “If you can stand
this, you can stand anything. That’s right.
Make a good lunch,
battle.”

Nevertheless, Heather had many uneasy
moments when, after lunch, she sought the
refuge of her bed as the only safe and com-
fortable place. The dead-lights, clamped
over the ports, excluded both the leaden-
hued daylight and the tumult of the storm,
and there was comfort and an air of calm-
uess in the steady glow of the shaded elec-
tric lights which softly illumined her snug
room. It was queer, now, to compare its
comfort and warmth and brightness with
the outer furies of howling wind and the
raging seas which crashed incessantly with
dull, reverberating thuds on the deck over
her head.

In the main galley, the chef, M. Lacroix,
hegan after tea to prepare a full-course
dinner. Iron fiddles, which had been fit-
ted over the tops of the cooking-ranges.
confined the erratic movements of sauce-
pans, stockpots, and kettles to the narrow-
est margin. The steamy air was heavy
with savory smells, A fair-haired youth,
in white from head to foot, calmly chopped
suet on a board at the spotlessly white
table, and sang as he worked. M. Lacroix
gave the finishing touches to a galantine of
veal, and, this done to his evident satisfac-
tion, drank a glass of sherry with obvious
relish before opening the main oven to baste
a huge sirloin of beef.

It’s half the:

Thus, throughout the yacht below decks,
the usual activities continued with little or
no interruption. There was life there, and
warmth, and a feeling of security bred by
long familiarity with the sea in all its
moods. Certainly there was no thought of
danger; no doubt but that the Galatea
would weather the storm as she had weath-
ered others equally ferocious more than
once in the Western Ocean.

Excepting only the empty guest-suites,:
every room, alleyway, lobby and saloon was
brightly lit.

And down in the engine-room Alec Mac-
kenzie pulled at his old briar pipe, while,
for his engines’ sake, he hoped that the
weather would soon mend. Automatic
throttle-controls were all right, of course,
and saved a deal of racing when a bucking
ship kicked her heels clean out of the water.
But it was no way to treat engines to
give them a full head of steam one moment,
and throttle them hard down the next.
After all, engines were only human. Or
they were to Mr. Mackenzie. And what
other force on earth—animal or mechanical
—was expected to, or could, function in
jerks and snatches like that?

Reassuring as was the opinion he bel-
lowed into the owner’s ear late that after-
noon, Captain Burton saw no signs at all
of the storm blowing itself out. Rather
the contrary, if anything,

At nightfall he reduced speed and posted
a look-out forward. For no human eye
could pierce for more than half a cable’s
length the dense pall of sea-smoke and
flying spume driving down upon the labor-
ing vessel,

As the night wore on, the hurricane in-
creased in fury.

It was while it was at its height, in the
second hour of the middle watch, that the
commander heard the dread shout:

“Breakers ahead!”

“Breakers!” stabbed the thought in Bur-
ton’s stunned mind. “Where in heaven’s
name have we got to?”

(Part II in the Next SHORT STORIES.)
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THE RESCUERS

Neilan’s grin was ready. He nodded.

“’S all right. I can take it.”

They peered down the slope dropping
away at their feet, It was a breakneck
place.. And even if they succeeded in get-
ting to the bottom without accident, the
ravine was so arranged by the gods as to
wind off at right angles to the valley of
the Turnagain. \Which meant they'd have
to climb straight up again; and that—with
a wounded, if not dead, flier on their hands
—promised small possibility of their reach-
ing Ed Donnell’s place tonight.

“It means good-by to Kelleher,” said the
corporal ruefully.

“Oh, maybe not,” replied Neilan. “He
certainly won’t leave the minute he gets
there.”

“He might. He’s probably only stopping
there to cache—or get—some of his loot.”

“Then I'll tell you what,” said Neilan
suddenly. “I'll go down to that plane
alone. If the pilot’s not dead, only broken
up a bit, I'll stay with him and yvou can
go on to Ed Donnell’s, Then, when you’ve
put the screws to Kelleher, you can drop
by this way for me—for us—see?” He
started away. “That’s the way we'll do
it,” he added, with finality.

The corporal grabbed him.

“Hell, {ella, I know you've got guts.
But we started out together, and we stick.”
His fingers tightened warmly on Neilan’s
arm, let go. “Ready now? Lead off.”

They went over the verge of the steep
place like driftwood over a wave-crest. Al-
most immediately Neilan slipped. His

snowshoes flew away, and he bounced back

up just in time to veer off from crashing
into a snow-laden pine. But his task of
picking a trail for the dogs was child’s
play. It was the corporal who had the
worst of it. That sled pulling at him was
a live thing; it fought him; and his heels
plowing into the frigid crust of white were
no brakes at all.

The end came quickly. The sled sud-
denly turned over, sideslipped, jerked to
an abrupt halt. And there the outfit hung
by the traces, the sled on one side of a
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stark tree hole, the enraged dogs on the
other,

It was amidst that confusion that a mys-
terious something began to be felt—a terri-
ble something, soundless at first, its voice
rising as, on a sudden, the snow began to
shoot out from under the men and the
hung-up team. It seemed as if the whole
mountain were noving.

It was an avalanche!

The snow of the winter, and of other
winters, bristling floodlike with fallen pines
and pines which it felled, roared down the
slope with swift-gathering momentum. The
corporal and Neilan, torn away from their
outfit, were whirled into the monstrous cata-
clysm. A fire-blackened stump slithered be-
tween them ; like drowning men grasping a
straw, they grasped it and tumbled with it,
amidst all the rest of Nature’s débris, down
the mountainside. One moment they were
immersed in the avalanche, the next they
tobogganed along the surface, and in an-
other they were whirled into the air. Down
and down, faster and faster, they dropped,
with the thunder of fighting logs in their
ears, with the winter’s moving carpet chok-
ing them with white dust. And then, at
long last, the bottom of the ravine—and
blackness.

A minute passed, and then Neilan, worm-
like, crawled up from oblivion into the
world, his face blue in ghastly contrast to
the hoariness of his furs. He gasped for
breath, smeared at his eyes, looked all
around him, dazedly.

“Corporal!” he shouted suddenly.

No answer. Silence—save for, far up
the mountainside, the pitiful yelp of a sled-
dog; and even that quickly weakened and
ceased,

“Corporal!”

The frozen wind howled at the word.
There was no Corporal Galoway. A great
loneliness seized upon Neilan; he threw it
off as the up-tilted stump to which he'd
clung suddenly drew his attention. The
corporal, too, hdd been clinging to that!
A hope sprang up in Neilan, and he bent
at once to pawing snow, down the trend
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“Haven’t got him quite figured out,”
says Doc. “He’s spent most of his life
back in the States, you can see that. His
father might have been an American—a
sailor, or something—and his mother a full-
blooded Siamese.”

“About that hundred,” I says, “we ain’t
gonna let him get away with it, are we?”

Doc stared at me like he couldn’t hardly
believe his ears. “Don’t be a damn fool,
Casaldy!” he snorts.

“How'll we work it?” I wants to know.

Doc rubbed his chin thoughtful. “Should
be fairly easy. Personally I think that once
we’'ve landed Ah Foo and collected the
cash it would be wiser not to come back
here at all. It’s only a short trip across
to the nearest point on Dutch New Guinea.
We've made the trip before in our old
tub, and we can do it again.”

1 grinned. “This half-caste bozo mightn’t
want to go to Dutch New Guinea.”

“Won't that be just too bad?” chuckles
Doc. “The blackmailing little rat! And
the beauty of it is, Casaldy, that once we
get him on Dutch territory he can squawk
all he wants to. I can’t imagine those
Dutchmen getting excited over something
that’s supposed to have happened in Aus-
tralia.”

“And if he cuts up rough?” I murmurs.

Doc opened and closed his big hands anc.
a sorta blissful smile spread acrosst thar
hard mug of his. “Well, I guess we carn
take care of that end of it too,” he says.

HE moon was just coming up when

the three of us in the launch headed
out from Port Barron harbor and turned
south. Me and Doc had often left the har-
bor late at night to shoot sharks beyond
the reef, so them harbor police didn’t take
much notice even if they seen us, which
was doubtful, them being a sleepy bunch
on the whole. ’

Seyen Smith seemed as pleased as a ptp
tickled behind the ears, and all the time
I was at the wheel he was chatterin’ awuy
to me. I didn’t pay much attention to
him, me bein’ on the lookout for the ma:t-
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head lights of the lugger, but he kept talk-
ing an awful lot about Chicago, which he
scemed to know mighty well, especially the
tough parts of it. Yeah, to hear that bird
talk you'd think him and Al Caponc had
went to school together! Guess it was
that easy hundred pounds he thought he
was gonna get that was making him feel
so good. When I thought of the horrible
shock he’d have pretty soon I almost felt
sorry for him. '

We was cruisin’ around off Cray Point
for about two hours before Doc finally spot-
ted the lights and we picked the lugger up.
We flashed a lamp five times, like we’d
arranged, and when we got the five an-
swering flashes back we headed up along-
side and collected this here Chink.

He come aboard carrying a big bundle,
and almost before he’d reached the deck
Doc made him produce half the dough as
promised. Always a great guy for doin’
things business-like, Doc was. It was paper-
money, of course, and Doc examined every
bill very carefully. While they was pala-
vering together I got a good look at Ah
Foo in the moonlight. As far as I could
see he was just like any other Chink;
medium sized, with a flat, wooden face that
didn’t show what he was thinkin’. He
didn’t have no pig-tail, and he’d had the
sense to put on ordinary bluc denims and
shirt like most of the Chinks in Port Bar-
ron wore,

As soon as Doc give me the high-sign
I turned the launch about and churned off
towards the shore. It was a good job the
moon was near full or we’d never have
got through the reef gap. Even as it was
it was tricky work, with foam boiling and
thundering on either side, and the tide-rip
tossing the launch about like a cork. She
yawed and bucketed, and looked like she
was gonna capsize more’n once, but through
it all that Chink squatted on his bundle,
holding onto the rail round the cabin-hous-
ing, and never turned a hair. As for Seyen
Smith, he didn’t say nothin’ neither, but
you could see he was considerable relieved
when we got through into calm water.
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says. “We'll have to get some, and some
stores too.”

Y’see mister, there wasn’t nothin’ to keep
us in Port Barron now, and the sooner we
got away from that darned place the better.

“Hell?” mutters Doc. “They’re follow-
ing us!”

I turned my head, and there was Shale
and the other cop. We stepped out a little
faster.

“Supposing they’ve found that damned
Chink?” says Doc. “Supposing Grogan’s
in there right now, getting the truth out of
him? If they put the finger on him he’ll
spill the works, especially after what I've
just done to him.”

“Yeah, and supposin’ they pinch us and
find that wad of dough on you?”’ I says,
putting on a little more speed.

But them Australian cops had long legs,
and they kept right up with us. We was
along by the Bay Hotel right then, and we
ducked in there, hoping to give ’em the
slip long enough to get rid of the dough.

HE saloon was fairly full, and who

should be in there but the Burlap fe-
male! Seemed like I couldn’t keep outa
her way at all. She was distributin’ leaf-
lets; sommething to do with temperance.
Naturally, soon as she seen Doc, she
swooped down on us.

“Why, Mr. Sewell!” she bleats.

I could see Doc eyeing the door we'd
just come through. Yeah, them cops was
there, Just standing there sorta casual as
though they wasn't in no ways interested
in us.

“Let’s—let’s sit down,” says Doc. “I've
been looking for you, Miss Burlap.”

We sat down at a table. I wasn’t payin’
much attention to what Doc was saying to
the Burlap. All I seemed to be able to
think of was Darlinghurst and St. Helena
and them other Australian penitentiaries,
and wonder which one they’d send us to.
And I wished we'd been able to get rid of
that roll of dough. I looked around, but
there wasn’t no place where we could slip
it.
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You ever tried to get rid of three hun-
dred pounds without anybody noticing you,
mister? It ain’t so easy, especially if you
want to leave it some place where you can
pick it up again,

Then I heard Doc sayin’, “Miss Burlap,
there’s something I want you to do for me.”

“Why, anything, Mr. Sewell,” she
gushes. “I should be delighted, I'm sure.”

“Miss Burlap,” Doc goes on, “I'm a
rough man, and it’s very difficult to put into
words just what I mean, but I've been
thinking over a lot of the things you’ve said
to me at one time and another. They've

made a great impression on me. I've led
a roving, restless, useless sort of life, while
you spend yours doing good to others.”

“Why, I—I do my little best,”
simpers.

“Miss Burlap,” says Doc, “I'm going to
do something that may seem a bit sudden,
but I'm a very impulsive man. 'm going
to do something to make up, in a very small
way, for the, ul, way I've wasted my life.
I'm going to give you some money as a
donation towards some of your many chari-
ties. I'll leave the decision as to how the
money shall be used entirely to you. It's
a large sum—three hundred pounds.”

“Oh Mr. Sewell!” gasps Annie Burlap.
*“This—this is breath-taking!”

T'll say it was! Me, I pretty near choked.
Still, it wasn’t a bad scheme of Doc’s. I
seen that right away. After all, we could
get it back from her easy enough after-
wards,

“No, no—don’t thank me!” says Doc.
“And please, whatever you do, don't tell

anybody.” He mops his head, then slips
10
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GRANDSTAND McGINNIS

WELL, we finally got started. We
runs up to Corona. They is some
pretty good mountains there and other
scenery which includes three lines of tracks
one above the other on Strawberry Moun-
tain where the California Central she winds
up over the range. It takes three engines
to get an average passenger train over the
hump there, that’s how stiff a job we have
there every day, and here these birds is
just going to play around and make a pic-
ture.

We get up there and unload, and the
director says we will rehearse a few times.
He hollers to a guy:

“Hey, Reginald, come here.” And Regi-
nald comes over and the director introduces
him to us as Reginald Trevor, the actor.
Maybe you seen him in pictures, Skipper.
He is one of these here pretty boys with
cute dimples and curly hair, but trying
hard to be a man. I shake hands with
him and his palms is soft like a piece of
mush. And the director says to him point-
ing to me and Grandstand:

“These two gentlemen, Reginald, are
brakemen. They can give you some of the
points about the duties of a brakeman, i*
you don’t know them. It’s all quite
simple, anyhow, because a brakeman
doesn’t have to know much.”

And I says. “Not me. You ain’t no
brakeman, and you never will be.” And
I walks away. But Grandstand he jumps
in and begins to coach him like he was 1
brother he was giving the lodge work to.

Maybe, Skipper, I best tell you whet
the picture is about so you will understand
what happened. It’s a lotta hooey to a
railroad man, but it seems that this little
yellow headed gal who is to play the tele-
graph operator, which I mentioned alreadv,
is supposed to be the ops way up at a
lonesome station in the mountains. All the
trainmen are in love with her and thcy
wave to her as they go by and throw off
papers and magazines and candy and cans
of beans. When they get a chance they
fog in there for a meet and take water
when they might of made another staticn,
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just to talk to Susie. There is a guy, a
boomer conductor, who is in love with her
although he is supposed to have a wife and
family down in Dallas or Texarkana. And
there is this guy Reginald Trevor who is
just a student brakeman. He sees her and
falls in love. When he gets a regular job
he is going to marry her. This boomer
conductor finds out about Reginald Trevor
and is trying to beat his time. The gal
is afraid of the boomer conductor; he says
she will have to marry him and that he will
kill Reginald if she don’t let him alone.

Well, it seems this boomer conductor
lays off and goes deer hunting up near the
place where Susie is, and slips in to see
her. The gal is frantic; she tricks him
into going into her bed room and locks
him in and then runs out on him. There
is a box car standing on the passing track
and when Susie runs out she sees that
some how the brakes have come loose.
Some dumb head has forgot to set the de-
rail and the car has come out on the main
line. The gal wants to get on the car and
knows she can’t swing on because it is
going too fast. So she climbs up on the
water tank and when the car comes by
about fifty miles an hour she drops down
on top of it. By now the boomer conduc-
tor has got out of Susie’s bed room and
comes running out. He tries to swing
on the car, but gets throwed for a gool and
Susie goes sailing down the mountain.
The gal is supposed to try to set the hrake
but she ain’t strong enough and so she is
headed for kingdom come.

UT here is where the hero comes in
just in the nitch of time. There is
a freight coming down the mountain on
which is Reginald Trevor. The freight
passes along the track only a couple hun-
dred feet higher up the mountain than
where Susie is shooting through on the
track below. I told you how the track
makes three loops on Strawberry Mountain
and how there at Corona it makes a long
loop up the valley where the depot is, and
only gzain two hundred feet altitude.




























































GUILTY AS CHARGED

command a view of the entrance to the
barns.

HE wind had become a driving gale.

The sleet bit into his face. He was
unmindful of it as the minutes dragged on.
It seemed to be taking Forsby a long time.
He began to wonder if he could be wrong
after all, when he saw him ride into view.
The man did not bother to glance up the
street, but turning the corner of the barn,
struck off boldly in the direction of the
Transcontinental tracks. In that direction
lay the shortest route to the Kootenai
River.

Corson waited only until he was sure
of the course Forsby was taking and then
quickly made for his own horse, tethered
among the alders in the creek bottom.

“I'm spottin’ him a good start,” he
thought as he swung into his saddle, “but
I know the country, and he don’t. I'll over-

haul him before he hits Coulée Le Chien.”

A trail ran through the big coulée. To
reach the river Forsby would be forced to
take it.

Corson touched his big sorrel with the
spurs and began to move away. Half-turn-
ing in his saddle he flashed a glance up
and down the street. To his surprise, he
saw Vic La Belle running toward Forshy’s
office. It won a sour chuckle from Corson.

“Vic’s about due to discover that he’s
holdin’ the well-known empty bag,” he
thought.

Once he had left Yellow Horse behind,
Corson swung off to the north slightly. The
sorrel was sure-footed, and although the
night was black, he let the animal out in
earnest, intent on circling ahead of his
quarry and reaching the coulée before the
other entered it.
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He didn’t have over six miles of riding
ahead of him and he raced along recklessly.
He did not catch a glimpse of Forsby, nor
did he expect to. But his confidence in
his own judgment was such that he knew
their trails must cross before the night was
much older.

He was in open country now, a rolling,
sage-brush covered plain, dotted with
clumps of prickly pear. By instinct the
sorrel seemed to avoid them.

At last a fringe of scrub pine showed
to the west. Corson swung south pres-
ently. Coulée Le Chien was just ahead.
With uncanny accuracy he headed for the
trail that ran through it.

On recaching it he did not pull up to
look for any sign that would tell him he
was either too late or in time, Instead,
he sent the sorrel down the long slope
into the coulée without hesitating for a mo-
ment, convinced that he had arrived there
first if only by a matter of seconds.

The place was choked with a jungle-like
growth of scrub timber and mahogany bush.
Not knowing how much time he had to
spare, he proceeded less than a hundred
yards when he slipped out of the saddle
and hid his horse in a thicket of willows.

Returning to the trail he took up a posi-
tion which permitted him to see the rolling
plain to the east over which Forsby must
come. Although the night was dark, it
was so much blacker by comparison in the
coulée that he believed he would be able
to distinguish a moving object out in the
open.

He had not been waiting more than
several minutes when he caught the unmis-
takable sound of shod hoofs coming from
the direction of Yellow Horse. He
strained his eyes but could see nothing.
A few seconds later, however, a moving
smudge against the blackness resolved it-
self into a man on horseback.

“I want to be sure this is Forsby before
I make my play,” he cautioned himself.

Every sense keenly alert he continued
to watch the oncoming horseman. The
man was near now, but even as he came
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breathing heavily. “Get him out of herc
before I forget myself and shoot him down
for the skunk he is!”

“Aye ban lock Forsby up too, eh?” the
Swede asked.

“I'll meet you at his place in five min-
utes,” the sheriff answered.

Pederson clamped a huge paw on Vic's
shoulder and propelled him through the
door without ceremony.

They had been gone a minute or more
before Pliny turned to face his daughter.

Corson could appreciate what the bitter

truth meant to him.

“Jeannie, this is a pretty bad night for
me,” the old man got out brokenly. *“I
can't bear to think of tomorrow and the
days to come. I've been an awful {iool,
honey.”

“Father, it will be all right,” Jean in-
sisted, hugging him to her. “Everything
isn’t gone.”

“It ain’t only the money,” he murmured

SHORT STORIES

miserably. “The railroad—it never can be
built now. I thought it would do some-
thin’ for this country. I was proud to be
able to help. It wasn't just to make a
profit that I went into it.”

Carson felt he had never liked nor under-
stood Pliny Graham so well as at that
moment. No matter how much of his
money he recovered, his dream was gone
forever, and it was one that did him proud.

Then, however, as though to prove that
his courage was not completely shattered,
the old man pulled himself together,

“T’ll send the doctor up here at once,”
he said. “In the meantime, let Jean get
that shirt off you, Corson. You're in bad
shape.”

“I can wait until the doctor gets here,”
Jim insisted.

Pliny glared at him, bristling as of old.

“You do what I say,” he snapped. “One
pig-headed fool in this family is enough
from now on!”
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THE BUNK DETAIL or VETERANS’ PARADISE

By DAN EDWARDS

ERVICE STRIPES! Why, we of the
various Expeditionary Forces gave
them to coeties, put thew on our animals
end mascots amid ceremony end laughter.

We wore them ourselves with open pride..

Though I sported foiur reenlistment hash

marks on wmy sleeve, I felt much prouder

sewing on three gold stripes indicative of

eighteen. months with the A. E. E. I re-

member trying to keep those gold stripes

clean, and feeling quite puffed up when

passing an officer or man who wore only
18
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“Bob Wire”

HE period used for The Cleanup,”

says J. Allan Dunn, “is that one
known in Texas as the Wire War era.
Until barbed wire—‘barbwire’—was invent-
ed, fencing was practically non existent in
Texas, save for the protection of crops.
Farming was a minor industry. West of
the Pecos River the Texas steer reigned
supreme. It was a stock country, belong-
ing to and especially suited for cattle. Dur-
ing the Civil War the longhorns were
routed out of the bosque and driven north
for sale to the commissary officers. A
steer worth three dollars or less in the mes-
quite, sold for thirty. But the land was
one wide-open, general range.

“The cowboys hated barbwire in the be-
ginning. The first to handle it got pricked
and torn by the barbs, and there was the
question oi postholes. A puncher hates
posthole digging, always has, and always
will. He is not over keen about riding
wire with staples, hammer, stretcher and
fresh wire. It looked as if the much her-
alded invention was a flop.

“But the enterprising introducer fenced
a long line of property he owned beside a
road. Owners of outfits soon saw the prac-
tical value of the new wire, in more ways
‘than one, They went haywire over barb-
wire. They fenced in enormous areas, they
fenced in water, they fenced in roads. Of-
ten they fenced in the settlers or nesters
who, while disliked, had been tolerated.

“They got their cowboys to homestcad
on much of this pre-empted land. Title to
hundreds of thousands of acres had always
been in dispute over the legality of Span-
ish grants. The nesters, settlers, small
farmers or stockmen, began to cut wire—
and the war was on.

“The Texas Rangers got orders from
Houston to stop the wire cutters. The
‘Rangers had a hard time of it. Many
wanted to disband Sam Houston’s famous
irregulars, Smugglers played politics, it
was often a tough job to get the appropria-
tion through the legislature for their scanty
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pay. They got forty dollars a month, ra-
tions and ammunition. They provided
their own mounts and weapons, their own
clothing. The various companies of about
thirty men always had a surgeon provided
to patch them up, but the rations were
sketchy, there were no pensions, no money
for funerals.

“But they were a fine body of men.
Their sympathies were often with the set-
tlers who had cut the wire, and they be-
lieved in justice rather than the law. Their
responsibilities were wide, as were their
opportunities,

“Many of the big stockmen, paying the
heavier taxes, were unscrupulous. They
were called cattle barons, they owned stock
by the tens of thousands, wired-in acres by
the hundreds of thousands; and, like other
barons, they were robbers, taking by might
and holding by it.

“For a long time there was a law in
Texas that there should be no fencing of

rangeland, either for sheep or horses or
cattle. And the sheepmen and the cattle-
men were always at odds as the woolly
herds increased. But that is ancther story.
The Texan old-timer, who tied one end of
his rope to his horn instead of taking dal-
lies, the Texan of the longhorn days, be-
lieved implicitly that western Texas was
Godgiven for the production of cows and
the fortunes of those who owned them.

“The Texas Ranger was a fine hombre.
He was referee and regulator, feared by
malefactors, respected by honest men.

“l had a Texas cowboy on my own
ranch in Routt County, Colorado, back in

’9s. He was a straw boss, a grizzled old-
10
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