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The Ultimate in Rifle Precision

rpoODAY | want to tell you about a book
J- which I know you will enjoy if you are
even remotely interested in rifle shooting in
any of its phases. From it you will get a
wealth of information about rifles and rifle
accuracy!

This book, "The Ultimate in Rifle Pre-
cision,"” is the 1951 Bench Rest Shooter’s
Annual. It was edited by Col. Townsend
Whelen, who, as you no doubt know, is
considered the dean of the shooting game
in America— and you can bet your last buck
on anything he has to say about the rifle or
its management!

Various chapters of this volume of over
370 pages were written by individuals who
have spent much of their time, energy and
money in developing the most accurate rifles
in the v/orld.

The book is divided into five sections,
technique, technical (don’t be misled by
this technical business—it’s easy to read
and understand), scores and equipment
used, appendices, and advertisers.

The first chapter, under technique, de-
scribes bench rest shooting and why it is
practiced, and then goes into the history of
that type of shooting in America and covers
such important subjects as construction of
the bench rest, technique of bench rest
shooting with dope on targets and conduct-
ing a bench rest tournament.

I'm sure that the technical section will
prove the most fascinating to the majority
of shooters. Col. Whelen describes in de-
tail the heavy super-accurate bench rest rifle
(a reliable precision instrument) as well
as the somewhat lighter weight type of rifle
which is ordinarily used for varmint and
long range shots at big game. A fine ex-
ample of this latter arm will group into
an angle of three-fourths of a minute (%

inch at 100 yards, U/2 inch at 200 yards, *

21/4 inch at 300 yards and 3 inches at 400
yards) and naturally is great for wood-
chucks up to 300 yards and on mountain
sheep at up to 400 yards. When (and if)
you find a hunting rifle that will consistently
shoot like that you really have something
to be proud of. And | might add that you
won’t find one every day of the week!

Also in this section, G. R. Douglas of
Charleston, W. Va. (one of our makers of
super-accurate barrels) tells all about his
method of drilling, reaming, rifling and
"bore-honing” to obtain the best accuracy
from the finished barrel!

Rifle stocks and their bedding (relation
of the metal barrel and action to the in-
letted portion of the wood butt-stock and
forearm) is well covered and the phenom-
enon of this relationship which takes place,
when the gun is fired, is fully explained.
And the whys and wherefores of the tele-
scope sight are discussed.

Bullet making tools and components are
gone over in detail (bench rest shooters
usually make their own jacketed bullets),
handloading of cartridges and the various
elements important to the chap who loads
his own fodder, as well as thirty-seven
cartridges (mostly wildcats) are discussed
from various angles.

A lot of statistics (previous scores and
particulars of equipment used—which is

{Continued on page 6)
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{Continued from page 4)
important and very helpful to anyone in-
terested in this field of shooting) and a
valuable directory of firms and individual
gunsmiths who cater to the requirements of
the bench rest and other shooters who want
the ultimate in accuracy from their rifles.

In other words, if you want dope on
what makes an accurate rifle accurate— this
is the book for you! It is published at $6,
by the Sportsman’s Press, one of the pub-
lishing activities of the Association of the
United States Army (readers desiring cata-
logues of that organization’s publications
can obtain them from the Association of
the United States Army, 1115 Seventeenth
St. N.W., Washington 6, D. C.) under the
direction of Richard Gordon McCloskey
(who has been responsible for a number of
fine gun books!).

Here is a thought provoker that is a sort
of preface to “The Ultimate in Rifle Pre-
cision”—e

The Duty of Every American Rifleman

ERE are some serious thoughts for all
of us.

For a generation, at least, our Nation
must become an Armed Camp to preserve
our Liberties and insure Peace. The writing
is on the wall.

A soldier is no soldier at all unless he is
a fighter. He cannot fight, nor will he haye
the will to fight unless he is skilled in the
use of his weapon.

The recent picture of a few Reds infil-
trating an air field, and with grenades
wrecking five million dollars worth of air-
planes while dozens of mechanics and cooks
looked on helpless, because they did not
know how to fire a rifle, is a sad commen-
tary of the present state of affairs.

The shoulder rifle is the basic weapon of
every soldier, and whether he be in an
armed service, or in one of the supply
branches, he should be trained in its use!

The Infantry are the Backbone of any
Army. They dose with the enemy, and con-
sequently they suffer the heaviest losses. If
your boy or your brother is drafted the
chances are six out of ten that he will go
into the infantry. The losses in the infantry
are in direct proportion to its lack of train-

ing. The infantry is armed with the rifle.
Do you wish to have a trained infantry or
not?

New Winchester Rifle

HE boys over at the Winchester plant

have been burning the midnight oil
and have come up with a new version of
the Model 52 Target Rifle in .22 Long Rifle
caliber of course.

The original Model 52 was introduced
in 1919- It was a bolt action rifle and was
the first of its type as .22 caliber target rifles
were single shot before that time. Win-
chester was in the middle of the post-war
depression and there was practically noth-
ing being manufactured in their huge plant
as the sudden end of World War | brought
about cancellation of all war contracts. But
Winchester took a long chance and brought
out the Model 52, which was an expensive
arm to design, develop experimentally and
to set up for manufacture. The Model 52
was the pioneer and many so-called experts
thought that there was no chance of selling
a bolt action .22 for target use. Needless
to say, it gained great popularity!

Since that first model was produced there
have been quite a number of improvements
made in the 52, including at least one com-
plete redesign job—but the latest Model 52
(which will soon be available) is the real
"piece de resistance.” | have one of the first
to be completed on the way for testing, and
will probably be able to tell you all about
it next issue.

)

An Easy Gun Bluer

HAVE been using the Minute Man gun

blue for touchup on various guns and
for complete blueing on small parts, such
as sights, screws, etc.,, with good success.

The other day | decided to see how it
would work out on a complete rifle. We
had been fooling around with an old single-
shot Ballard in .22 Short caliber, which |
had bought at auction for $1.25. It was a
sorry looking mess, and as | have a soft
spot in my heart for Ballards | figured that
it should be cleaned up so that it would at
least look a little better.

{Continued on page 81)
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of Course That Sort of Thing Hadn’t Happened for Decades !

L ong Pig Lagoon
By R, V. GERY

CHAPTER |
THE STORE AT BUWI

AWN was just breaking, cold

and uncharitable, when | first
clapped eyes on that island.
Old Andries, the sly, dry

skipper of the Hendryk Van
Dam, took a hand from the pocket of his
coat, blew on the nails, and pointed.
“Dot’s her!” he said with satisfaction.
“Buwi Island—und right on der dot, py
chinks!"
| looked, and I'll confess that then and
there Steve Harkness’ heart sank to a new
low. All the way up from Sydney I'd been
wondering about this Buwi— hearing things
about it, doubtful things; growing more
and more uncomfortably certain that Man-
nie Silberstein, the little shyster, had slipped
one over me back in that office there. But
now, with the reality before my sleep-

gummed eyes, it seemed the lasc place God
made.

Some detail. The old Van Dam was lol-
loping along in a slow cross-sea. in the
middle of a channel that went twisting and
snaking in and out of a perfect network of
fanged reefs and coral-heads— standard
equipment, 1'd already observed, for any
maritime scenery in these parts. Away off
on the horizon, forty miles it must have
been, there was a volcano at work. All.
about us, so that they shut out the sea-line,
were the islands— rocky affairs with forbid-
ding crests, a couple of thousand feet up
most of them, and each one now streaked
and wreathed in drifts and whorls of poi-
sonous mist. The sea itself svas green-yel-
low and looked sick.

Dead.ahead was this Buwi. Its hue was
dark-red, but most of it was hidden in the
vapors, except its top, which shot up into a
bare peak with a wet sun glistening against
one side of it. The beach-level was clear,



though, and right away | noticed its amaz-
ing sweep and color. There was a mile or
more of it, smooth as a billiard-table, shin-
ing like a silk-hat—and black. Polished
black volcanic sand, | afterwards discov-
ered. A lopsided house stood in some trees.
Mangroves, their roots the limbs of writh-
ing prehistoric monsters, lined the shore,
And that was ail.

"Hell!" 1 said aloud.

Andries rolled slow eyes on me. "You
t'ink?” he said with the suspicion of a
chuckle. "Hell, en? Maybe hell, yes!”

And left it at that. Which was a good,
cheerful introduction for Messrs. Walsh’s
new storekeeper, here in the island of Buwi,
Seven days of Andries had informed me
that pumping him was a crazy dream; he’d
every bit of the Dutchman’s fabled taci-
turnity, and then some. So | went and leant
on the rail, took a further disgusted look at
this that was to be my home, and fell to
cursing Mannie Silberstein by all the gods
of his plug-hatted, money-grubbing, cigar-
sucking little soul.

Back there in Sydney, he’d offered me
this job with the air of one handing out a
sultan’s largesse. He was Walsh and Co.—
for the good old trading firm had fallen
upon evil times— and | ought to have known
better than to touch him with a forty-foot
pole. But evil times had been getting at

Steve Harkness, too, and in that office of
his the chance looked enormous. It was still
looking so, when | left Sydney with a new
outfit and a general assortment of stock,
Mannie seeing me off effusively.

"That damn’ Horrocks,” he'd said, re-
ferring to my predecessor here, “he’s run
out on us. delinquent, but we get him vyet,
no fear. You go in and take hold, my boy,
an’ the best of luck. It’s a be-ewtiful sta-
tion— "

TT7ELL, | considered the beautiful sta-
VvV don, and wished Mannie Silberstein
where he belonged, in hell, and myself there
with him for a fool; because all the way
from Darwin, and that was plenty more
than a thousand miles, 1'd been running
across the same attitude at the very mention
of this Buwi. The lifted eyebrow, the
shrug, the changed subject— now and again
the grin.

And there’d been that fellow at Malaita.
He’d been a real old-timer up in these parts
—one of the hard-bitten, devil-may-care
outfit that have made this Black Belt what
it is. He’d been pretty well plastered in the
cafe there when lie came up to me.

"You—ic—goin’ to Buwi?” he asked.

| said | was. By this time | was begin-
ning to be a bit nettled at some of this talk*
He hitched up his pants.
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"Poor devils!. he said—only it wasn’t
devil, the word he used.

"Why?” | said.

He laughed. "Oh, you’ll learn,” he said.
"You—hue—you’ll learn. Thas’h Long Pig
Lagoon, that is—”

“The hell you say?” | said, and let it pass
for that. Well, here it was— Buwi Island,
Long Pig Lagoon, and it didn’t look prom-
ising. There wasn’t a sign of a soul about.
I turned to Andries.

"Swell welcome, eh?” | said. "Lamp the
red carpet, eh?”

But that one was over his head, and he
only grinned dumbly and ordered the boat
away. We rowed ashore without speaking a
word. The place was still utterly quiet, the
lagoon smooth as a mirror, and that mis-
chancy strip of black beach bordering it. As
we touched, something- caught my eye,
away to our left, and | turned to squint at
it. It was another house, also up in the
trees.

I took a good long look.

"Hello!” | said. "We got company, eh?
Whose place is that, d’ye know?”

Its roof was in view over the mangroves,
the best part of a mile away— at the other
end of that beach. Andries shifted to look
at it and produced one of his grunts.

"Dot’s der doctor’s,” he said.
mans.”

"Encouraging, aren’t you?’ | said. "Well,
what’s this crazy doc’s name?”

He shrugged. "Me, | don’t know',” he
stated. "Whisky Jack, dey call him—”

Once more, cheerful. A crazy doctor for
company, one that was hitting the bottle
presumably. | got out of the boat without
any more questions and joined Andries on
the sand.

He was looking at the store, thought-
fully, and as if he’d something on his mind,
it seemed to me. Then he let out a foghorn
bellow of a hail and waited; he didn’t set
foot in the garden, though its edge wasn’t
twenty feet from us. Just stood there, peer-
ing and rubbing his chin.

Then there was a movement, a shifting
of shadow's up by the house, and a figure
showed for an instant.

Andries roared again, and it came out on

to the veranda.
"Who's this?” | said. "Caretaker, huh?”

"Crazy

Andries was walking up the path no
"“fa, caredaker!” he grunted. "Dot’s it-
caretaker, py chiminy!”

LL, that didn’t clear matters at alij
Wind a close-quarters view of the man
on the veranda only made them worse. He
was a figure of fun, if you like.

To begin with, he was a cripple—a
gnarled and twisted thing below the waist,
that hauled itself along on spay, mutilated
feet. A Papuan—one of the local, squash-
nosed, mop-headed outfit, black as your hat.
What made him harder to take rvas that
he’d been a big man once, until whatever
it was had got at him. And he was young
still.

"What’s his name?” | asked Andries.
"And what in heck’s the matter with his

legs?”

Andries looked at me. “His name’s
Chim,” he said. "Leasdtways, dot’s what
he’s called— "

"Tim, eh?” | said. "Well, and the rest of
it? Mow’d he get chawed up that way?”

Andries didn’t answer me at once. He’d
nodded to the man and held out a hand.
Jim took it and looked at me as the skipper
spoke my name. Unless | was a mighty deal
mistaken, there was a flash of alarm, or
something like it, in his flat features and
rolling eyes. He gave me the impression—
if I'd not had it long ago—that | wasn’t
welcome here.

Andries gestured towards the sea, where
the Van Dam’s second boat was already
coming ashore, gunwale deep with my cans
and supplies. Jim grinned, made a queer
kind of a duck of the head, and wsent off,
hirpling and wobbling down the path. |
turned to Andries.

"Well?” | said, pretty short I've no
doubt. "What about those legs, eh?”

He gave me another of his blank, useless
stares. "You dond’t know, eh?” he said.

"Dammit, I'm asking you!”

Andries rubbed his nose with the back of
his fist. "You hear of potpie, maybe?” he
inquired.

"Potpie?” | jumped. “What in thunder
are you talking about? You mean—canni-
bals?”

He was silent for an instant. Then he
nodded, 'fa, cannibal—dot’s it!” he said.
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"Chlm, he’s been took for der pocpie one
time, und dey bust his bones an’ t’row him
in fresh-water stream. Make him tender,
dey say.”

Well, it took me a second or so to grasp
it, and then | fairly gasped. | remembered
that guy at Malaita and what he’d said.

"But hell,” | said, "Jim’s a young man;
he’s not thirty. All that maneating stuff's
out, long ago.”

Andries had turned into the door of the
store. He sniffed.

"You t'ink?” he said over his shoulder.
""fa, der missionary dey say so—und der
tamn-fool government dey say so— all gone,

finish, wipe out, how you say? But— " He
jerked a thumb down at the beach, and quit
talking.

"Holy smoke!” was about all | felt com-
petent to say to that one.

HE store, inside, wasn’t so impossible

as it had appeared from without. There
was a good large room, with shelves and
cupboards, and in one corner a heavy green
sheet-iron safe. Behind it, facing into close-
growing green pandanus, were two other
apartments, one a kind of office, it seemed,
the other with a bed and what was left of a
mosquito-bar. Out back there was a lean-to
kitchen.

Andries perked up a little. "Preddy goot
blace!” he said. “Eh?”

| looked round. "Yeah,” | said. "It's ali
right—sure. What’s the trade like?”

He was at the window now, watching
my stuff coming up the path.

"Der trade,” he said slowly, and hesi-
tated. “Der trade iss goot, pa—"

He broke off altogether, chewing at his
walrus mustache. | lost my temper with him

altogether.
"For the love of Pete!” | exclaimed furi-
ously. "Quit fooling, skipper, and talk

sense. What’s the matter with this damn
joint, anyway? There’s something—so don’t
you try to tell me no. What’s wrong here—
outside cannibals, that is?”

Andries shuffled. "What dey say in Syd-
ney?” he asked.

"Never mind what they said in Sydney,”
I exploded. “They didn't say anything
about potpie, anyway. Come on—come
dean, Andries; I'm not a baby.”

"Dey tell you somezings about Horrocks,
maybe?”

"Sure. He skipped out, owing ‘em
money. |I’'m here to clean up that little mess
first. But damn Horrocks, anyway; he’ll
keep. There’s something more than him.
Out with it, now!”

Andries seemed forty miles away in a
kind of daze, and it was a good minute be-
fore he replied. Then he ducked again.

"fal” he said. "Dot’s it— Horrocks he
skip out, und dere’s a mess. Dot’s all, mis-
der—”

"You're a liar!” | yelped at him. "You
be damned. It’'s not all. To hell with
you— "

Well, | guess that was pretty tough, and

for a second | thought he was going to turn
on me. But as it was, he did something even
worse. He swung about, and waddled off
into the open air and away; he was down
the veranda steps and gone before | real-
ized it.

"Andries!" | yelled, and ran after him.
"Skipper! Hey, have a heart! | didn’t mean
that. Come back here—”

But he went solemnly stumping down to
his boat, not so much as looking back at me.
Twenty minutes later | was standing alone
on the beach, biting my fingers, and -watch-
ing the Hendryk Van Dam puff away into
the morning.

Long Pig Lagoon, eh? | took a devil of a
look at if before | went up to the house.

CHAPTER I

INTRODUCING JOHN HORROCKS

LL, that was how I first saw Buwi
\/\ﬁsland, and I'll defy anyone to say it
was a promising beginning.

Things didn’t improve any, either. |
spent the rest of that forenoon at the pleas-
ant job of hauling my stores— for Andries’
men had dropped them like hot coals, and
Jim, the poor devil, was a total loss with
those legs of his.

They gave me the willies, those wrecked
underpinnings. I'd heard, of course, of that
cruel, cold-pickling game of the maneaters
—break a subject’s bones and lay him
bound in chilly water to gain flavor. But all
the dope was that such jamborees had been
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put down and stamped out a half-century
before. Even here in the Black Belt.

Yet—look at this Jim. He wasn’t thirty,
as 1’d said.

| tried talking to him, but got little but
"Yi yi, sah!” and so forth. Jim’s English
was like his legs— paralytic. And he was
nervous, too; | could still see that. Not any
hearty company, I'll tell the world.

It wasn’t till around noon that | got a
flash out of him. 1'd just finished lugging
the last crate on to the veranda, and was
standing wiping my brow, when here he
came, shuffling along, with a tin tray in his
hand. There were glasses on it, biscuit, and
a can of beans haggled open. He set it on
the table.

"You like gin?” he queried, and produced
a bottle—not one of mine, either.

"Uh-huh?” | said to him. "You savvy
white man, eh? Where you get dem gin.
Horrocks have him, maybe—”

Well, it was odd. At the sound of the
name something seemed to happen to him,
as it had to Andries. He shut up, wriggled
awkwardly, and finally left me without
further words. | heard him tinkering in the
kitchen and sat down to tackle the beans,
and think.

There was plenty to exercise the brain,
too. Mannie Silberstein had lied to me right
and left, | was sure—and Andries, if he
wasn’t exactly lying, was keeping his thumb
on the truth. | didn’t figure that dramatic
exit meant anything; he wanted to get out
of an uncomfortable corner and chose his
own way of doing it. And now here was
this Jim on the same tack. They were all
of them in it— whatever it was.

| lit a pipe and went out on the veranda.
Noon had passed now, and the lights were
changing and hardening. There was a storm
beating up, somewhere to the east; | could
see the stab and flicker of its lightning. And
the snub peak of that nameless volcano,
smoking away there in the distance, re-
minded me that this was one hell of a
long way from Sydney, and radios, and
airplanes, and all the little gadgets of civil-
ization.

Pretty raw nature hereabouts, | mused—
and remembered Jim’s legs. That thought
sent me in under cover again, perhaps the
least trifle hurriedly.

The sight of my gear and goods did
something to restore my confidence,
and almost automatically | began to set
things in order, measuring shelves, estimat-
ing floor-space, preparing for custom. It
might be a day or so, | calculated, before
word got round that the place was function-
ing again, and meantime 1’d some strenuous
work in front of me.

One thing intrigued me, right away. This
Horrocks, in getting out, seemed to have
done so pretty completely. There wasn’t a
trace of him— neither stock, nor kK or
clothing, nor even any records. Beyond a
pile of blank order forms roosting in one
corner of the green safe, the place was as
empty as a bass drum. Even the safe was
open, its key swinging in the lock.

| stood in front of it a moment, wonder-
ing. Here was the picture | was supposed,
by Mannie Silberstein and Andries, to get
—Horrocks crouching there at midnight,
the monies and shell and maybe the pearls
of Messrs. Walsh & Co. dropping into a
bag clutched in his hand. And then the get-
away. | found that scene somehow mighty
hard to visualize.

A scrabbling, heaving sound came from
the bedroom, and out of the corner of my
eye | saw Jim enter it

He had my suitcase in his hand, and
set it on the bed-frame, clicking the catches
expertly enough.

"Hey!” 1 called
What you do, huh?”

He was looking down at something that
lay on top of the shirts—my little black
automatic pistol.

"You got gun, eh?” he remarked inter-
estedly.

It seemed to me that his black paws
weren’t what | wanted among my affairs,
so | took a couple of steps forward and
grabbed him by the shoulder.

"You get out of here!” | told him.
""Footstack— /mshi— beat it, d’ye hear? Til
do my own flunkeying, by thunder!”

Well, he got it all right, and went—
sulkily, 1 thought. | might have trouble
with this guy, | was meditating as | looked
round the room. It had been Horrocks'
sleeping-place, as | said; there was the re-
mains of an iron bed in it, and a mouldijr,
mildewed chest of drawers over against the

testily. "Easy there.
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wail, warped and twisted from the heat. |
inspected this piece of furniture.

There was nothing in the drawers; they
were empty as all the rest of the house was,
and once more that didn’t render to me at
all. | stood in the middle of the floor,
scratching my head and cursing mildly over
the puzzle; and then— almost automatically
again— | began to unpack and stow my be-
longings. One of the drawers was stuck,
jammed in its guides; | yanked at the thing
with a sharp oath, and next moment it had
come flying out, and I'd gone staggering
across the room to land with a resounding
thump on the bed.

"To hell with it!” | said violently.

And then | stopped, for something had
come away with that drawer— out of the
cavity behind it. It was a small calf-bound
ledger, the sort of thing a very careful man
might use to keep personal accounts in. It
lay on the floor staring up at me, and there
was the name, in neat upright characters
lettered on its side. "John Horrocks, Buwi.
March 19— to .’ The last date was
blank.

| stopped and picked it up, sat down
on the rickety bed and flipped over the
pages. In about two minutes | was sure
enough of one thing— Mr. John Horrocks
of Buwi, late agent for Messrs. Walsh &
Co., was no absconding delinquent. What-
ever else he was—or wasn't.

The}r say a man’s financial records are a
pretty fair index to his general character.
That’s as it may be; but in this case there
wasn’t any doubt of it. That little ledger
,contained, in the careful, crabbed script of
a born man of detail, the tale of Buwi’s
trade for more than a year. It was all there,
neat, firm, and precise; incomes, outgoings,
week by week, telescoped and checked and
balanced just as nicely as you please.

"Oh yeah?” | said aloud, and grinned.

Here was the proof Mannie had lied—
here was what Andries was driving at in
that cryptic, clumsy manner of his. This
was a finicky bird, this Horrocks, an old
woman, a worrier—

ND at that thought | jumped again,
for Mr. Horrocks had had something

to worry about. His balances were eloquent;
the trade of this Buwi store had been all

shot to pieces in that year he recorded.
From a fair average, it had gone dear to
pot, almost to nothing. His last week, and
that was three months back, he’d taken
in hardly enough to buy lamp-oil.

| sat there staring at the figures, more
flummoxed than ever. No, sir, | said, it
didn’t work; it certainly didn’t wmrk. John
Horrocks, Esquire—1 could picture him
bent over the table at nights, scrawling
away at those laborious calculations— wasn't
any delinquent. He couldn’t be, in the
name of commonsense. Then why all these
damned lies about him?

And if he wasn’t delinquent and a run-
away, where was he?

My head went down into my hands, puz-
zling over that one. There was a certain
grim possibility | couldn’t shove aside,
now. | jumped up and went to the door,
bellowing for Jim, to twist the truth out of
him. But Jim wasn’t there.

He’d gone off, slid away upon some busi-
ness of his own—and that made me finally
and conclusively mad. Mad with Buwi, mad
with Jim, mad with this vanished Horrocks
and Mannie Silberstein and Andries and the
whole kit and boiling of them.

"Damnation!” | shouted against the
mocking silence, and ran into the garden.

It evas empty under the blazing afternoon
sun. Down at its foot the water lapped un-
easily on that uncanny beach, and | went
down to its edge, looking this way and that
for signs of the missing Jim. But | saw
none— only, away along the smooth black-
ness, there was a man's figure now. It was
moving, and even at this distance | could
see it was a European.

I remembered the house I'd seen dovyn
there, and Andries’ name for its owner.

"Whisky Jack, eh?” | said sourly. "Yeah,
just needed a boozed doctor to make it all
perfect— "

I watched him for a moment. He seemed
to be parading up and down the sand, in a
short, quarter-deck kind of a fashion; and
every now and then he'd stop and wave his
arms, by the look of it.

"Oh yeah!” | said. "Bugs, too. Well,
all right—I'll be bugs myself soon, and then
we’ll all go to the bughouse together!”

I went back up the garden; and half-way
up the path, something struck my eye. Sun-
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shine glinted on metal— moving metal; it
was off among the trees to my right.

Well, | couldn’t just tell you why— one
of those things, | guess— but | took my foot
in my hand and nipped into that house like
one o’clock. From the front room, in the
shadow, | watched the woods.

Sure enough, in a minute, here came Mas-
ter Jim. | got a good view of him, lurch-
ing along, and of the thing he’d got over his
shoulder—the thing that had glittered. It
was a spade.

And that was that. The hairs on the nape
of my neck began to tingle. Gardening, eh?
W hat kind of gardening was it Jim was do-
ing out there among the undergrowth? In
a moment he came hobbling into the open,
and now he wasn’t carrying the spade any
longer. | readied into the bedroom, caught
up my pistol, and with it in my hand went
down to meet him.

"Okay, you black scum!” | said to my-
self. “Now we’ll just see—”

He stopped at sight of me, and his tace
was a picture. It wasn’t his first experience
of pistols—or of angry white men.

“Hey you!” | said. “Where you been,
huh?”

He cowered away from me, and | walked
past him as if he didn’t exist. From behind
me | heard him gulp some kind of a
protest, but I didn’t so much as turn my
head. | could walk twice as fast as he could,
anyway, and | was too mad to worry about
him. | yanked up the spade from where
he’d dropped it, and went straight back
along the line he’d come from.

T DIDN'T take me fifteen minutes

snooping around before 1I'd struck what
I was looking for—the darker marks of
turned earth. And when 1 finally stood by
Jim’s handiwork, | knew what it was, all
right. | need scarcely have dug in that
cheesy, soft soil. But | did, carefully; and
in no time at all | was looking down at the
answer to part of the riddle.

Well, to pass over some messy work, he’d
been shot. The back of his skull was shat-
tered, and there wasn’t a great deal left of
his face. Close quarters, and a .45, | fig-
ured. From what | could make out, he
answered well enough to the ideas I'd al-
ready formed of him— a little guy, neat and

tidy and respectable— respectable as all hell.

I stood for quite a while looking at him.

“Uh-huh?” | said aloud at last.

By way of answer there was a kind of a
groan from somewhere dose handy. |
whipped round, and there was this Jim. So
far from having beaten it to parts un-
known, he’d followed me, and now he was
standing there with his mouth open, and
those twisted, crippled legs of his looking
more fantastic than ever.

“Weil?” | said. "What you got to say
about it? Why you do this, eh?”

And | pointed to where he’d obviously
been smoothing the ground round the grave.
Be damned if he didn’t grovel to me—go
dear down on his face, like the picture of
Man Friday in the nursery books, and try
to grab my feet. I gave him a lovely kick
in tire backside.

“Get up!” | said. "You savvy all this,
huh?”

He rolled his eyes wildly at the late Hor-

rocks. “Me savvy!” he managed to gulp
out.

"Then you’ll talk,” | said. "Talk, see—
or I'll beat seven kinds of hell out of you,

my word! Who kill him, eh?”

Well, it wasn’t any use. He couldn’t
talk, mostly from fear, it seemed to me. All
I got was a senseless jumble of words and
names that meant nothing at all, and gibber-
ings that meant less. Finally |1 handed him
another boot in the pants.

"Who did it?” | said furiously.

At that he began pointing hither and yon,
and it struck me there was a little more
sense in some of his remarks. There were
names—one of them sounded to be like
"Ginger.”

“Yi, yi, Ginjol!” he said.

“Who’s Ginger, anyway?” | asked him.

But there again | missed out. All he could
do was point and jabber—and 1'd pretty
nearly given him up as a hopeless case when
he said something that sounded like “Doc-
tor.”

“Aha?”” | said. "Doctor? Whisky Jack,
eh?”

He nodded violently. “Yi, yi—dolctol!”
he said.

Well, that gave me something to work
on. | took him by the arm and spun him
round.
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"Now, then,” | said, “you just beggar
off to the house, d’ye see? And wait for
me there—and don’t you say a word to a
soul until I come back, get me?”

He seemed to, more or less, for he turned
and went shambling off. | took the spade
again, and did a little very necessary tidying
up around John Horrocks. Then | cut down
through the trees to the beach and made
along it. 1 was going to have some chin-
chin with friend doctor.

CHAPTER 11
WHISKY JACK

TT WASN'T so easy, as that. Whisky
I Jack was still engaged as | approached
him, and a mighty odd kind of an em-
ployment he’d got, I'm free to state.

He was delivering a lecture—a medical
lecture, full of long words and general
hifalutins— to an audience of big blue
landcrabs. They sat in the mouths of their
holes, for all the world like a bunch of
professors, and waved their claws at him by
way of applause, | guess. And this Whisky
Jack, his arms waving and his high-pitched,
cultivated voice rising and falling, strode up
and down in front of them, orating. He was
drunk as Davy’s sow, of course; but the
liquor didn’t seem to have touched his legs
or his talk, Only his eyes were bloodshot,
and his craggy face red under a shock of
kon-gray hair. Of me he took no notice
whatever.

| stood taking it in for quite a time, and
then | coughed, loudly and with intention,
so that he whipped round, peering.

“The devil!” he said.

From his pocket—he was in jacket and
pants, barefoot—he dragged out a pair of
gold-rimmed pince-nez and stuck them on
his noose.

“Steve Harkness, Doc,” | said. "Walsh’s
new man up yonder. Asking the privilege
of a word with you.”

Something about my tone seemed to take
his attention, for he stepped back a pace,

“H’m!” he said, as if talking to himself,
“Young jackanapes, eh? What's he doing
here?" He seemed to think that one over,
and then roared at me suddenly, “D’yoe
know you’re interrupting me, sir?**

Well, it seemed to me just possible that
this might be bluff—acting, to gain time;
but if it was acting, it was pretty good. 1
shifted the gun from one hand to the other
and saw his congested eyes follow it.

“Sorry,” | said. “I'll wait, if you like—

He shot out a long, powerful finger,
“What’s that blasted affair you've got
there?” he ripped out. “Put it away, sir—
put it away, d'ye hear? Damme, this is a
theatre, not an armory!”

I thought to myself, oh, yeah? You over-
played the hand there, Doc; you're acting
all right. If it hadn't been for dragging in
that bit of medical flapdoodle, he might have
got away with it. But he tried it and it
didn’t work— not with me. Besides, I'd been
watching his eyes, and they were sober now..
I'd given him one hell of a jolt.

“Come on. Doctor!” | said, and thrust
the gun away. "This is serious— damned
serious. Do we talk here or up at the
house?"

That got him all right, though he did try
and bluster a bit and keep up the show of
drunkenness. He tapped me on the shoulder,

"This way, young feller!” he said, 'Tit
give you a drink, anyhow'”

He led the way, and | got another look
at him. He was the kind that no amount
of booze or rackety living could spoil alto-
gether— the iean, brainy type that makes
great artists and so on, they say. The late
Horrocks had been a queer article to find
tucked away here in this nook of the Pa-
cific; but Whisky Jack was even queerer, |
took in the stooped shoulders going up the
path ahead of me, the big lump of a head
with its tousled gray hair, the big-boned,
clever hands—and | thought, if this hasn't
been somebody, somebody fine and large,
my name's Dennis.

And his house wasn’t the usual, either
Its build was ordinary enough, for these seas
—tin roof, two-sided veranda and so on;
but I'd not set foot in it before | knew a
couple of things. One, that this Whisky
Jack was well-fixed financially; you could
tell that by the furniture and fittings. And
two, that he’d a woman somewhere handy.

He put me in a deep chair and fixed
drinks with hands that still shook more
than a little. Then he looked at me over
the rim of his glass.
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"Well?” he said. "W hatis it?”

I'd made up my mind | was going right
at him, bald-headed. "It’s plenty, Doc,” |
said. "You remember the guy that was here
before me?”

He set his drink down and rubbed his
chin. "Horrocks, d’ye mean?” he asked.
"Yes, | remember him. What about him—
not turned up, has he?”

Well, it was beautifully done again, with-
out the flicker of an eyelid, and | almost
grinned in his face.

"Yeah,” | said. “He’s turned up all
right. He’s dead and buried, and | dug him
up, twenty minutes ago.”

That was telling him, of course, and he
eat straight up in his chair, blinking.

"By gad!” he said. "What was that
again?”
“I've just found Horrocks,” | repeated.

"Someone pretty near blew his head off.
Murder, Doc. | wonder if you’d any angle
on the thing—”

He continued to blink at me over those
damned gig-lamps of his, and | could see
him recovering himself, getting a grip.

“Me?” he said after a moment. "My good
ass, how in blazes should | have any angle
on it? | don’t suppose | saw the man five
times— But look here; | thought he was
supposed to have got out in a hurry. Some
money fuss or other.”

"Sure,” | said. ‘That’s the tale they gave
me. Doesn’t look much like it now, though,
does it?”

I was watching him all the time, to see
if he’d give himself away at all; but no,
there wasn’t anything out of the ordinary.
He took another pull at his glass.

"Well, I'm damned!” he said. “No,
you’re right, Harkness—that is something
new. You're sure it’s Horrocks, by the
way?”

"Pretty sure,” | said. “Would this be
him?” And | described what lay under the
shallow earth up yonder. Whisky Jack
nodded.

"That’s Horrocks right enough,” he said.

“But— 1 don’t know— " He seemed to be
thinking hard, and then he let drive at me
with a question. “l suppose,” he said slowly,
“you wouldn’t be telling me what set you
digging in the first place?”

Slap! Just like that. He knew what |

was driving at all right, and 1'd underrated
him. But there wasn’t any sense in hide-
and-seek just now.

"Why sure,” | said. “l don’t mind tell-
ing you, Doc. It’s a funny business.”

And | went into the thing in detail, from
Mannie Silberstein onwards. After all, if
this jasper Was mixed up in things, he knew'
it all already, probably enough. He listened
to me carefully, pursing his lips.

"Ah?” he said at the end of it. "A nasty
business, eh? Question is, of course, what’s
to be done about it?”

"I was wondering myself,” | said. "The
police, maybe—

He grinned at me. "They’re rare birds
just here,” he said. "Nothing at all much
closer than a hundred miles, anyway; and
even then— well, we’re rather at the back
of beyond.”

He was right enough. Andries had told
me the same tale. Up in these islands, John
Law didn’t run very much— a gun-boat now
and again, British or French, nosing about
after biackbirders, and a few not so enthu-
siastic gendarmes in a station away to the
south of us. That was what it amounted
to, and here in Buwi it was a question of
looking after oneself. Which was one of the
things Steve Harkness had made up his mind
to do.

And then something happened that put
a new color on the whole messy business.
The door of the house opened, and a girl
come out.

Well, right along 1'd been figuring that
Whisky Jack had a woman somewhere or
other on the premises; but my idea had been
it was probably one of these native girls,
promoted pro tern. That’s the usual lay-out,
all right; but this slim, dark-haired thing in
the doorw’ay wasn’t any native. Not by a
jugful.

And there was something else that hit me
smack-dab between the eyes at once. The
kid was scared—scared out of her seven
senses, right there in that doorway. A blind
man couldn’t have missed it.

Whisky Jack had swung around in his
chair and half-risen.

“Mary!” he said sharply.

She stood quite still, looking at me, her
lips parted and her face like paper. Of all
the shocks 1’d had since the morning, | think
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this one was the worst. She was like a cor-
nered rabbit, except that a rabbit’s a fool.
This one wasn’'t any fool; she was afraid,
and she knew what she was afraid of, good
and plenty.

Whisky Jack pulled things together with
a jerk. "Harkness,” he said pleasantly, "this
is my daughter. Mary Shirriff, in case,” he
twinkled at me,” you may have heard other
—urn, local versions of the name. Alex-
ander Shirriff is my correct style and entitle-
ments, although,” and he snickered once
more, "it’s been quite some time since |
used ’em regularly. Of London, oddly
enough, at once point in a curious career— ”’

He ran on with a lot of stuff | didn’t listen
to worth a hoot. Mary Shirriff and 1 were
still taking one another in, and | felt she
was sizing me up. In that particular jam
she was in just then, there’s no wonder
either. Anyone with a pair of shoulders and
two hands on them must have been a mar-
velous possibility.

INALLY, Whisky Jack quit the greac-
I-am lay, and seemed to remember
where he was. He fairly hustled the girl
into the house on some excuse or other— she
went unwillingly enough— and turned back
to me.

"N o,” he said, as if there’d been no inter-
ruption, "you won’t get much out of the
police, my boy. Notify ’em, if you like—
Andries and the Van Dam’ll be back in a
week or so. But in the meantime,” and he
cocked his big head on one side at me,

"there’s just one tip I'll give you about this
place, and it’'s a useful one. Go slow.”
"Yeah?” | queried. "Meaning?”

He stared bleakly at me down his nose.
"Meaning just that, of course,” he said.
“Damn it, d’'you want me to spell it for
you?”

"Devil a bit!” | said. "I guess I'm as
quick as the next one. Watch my step, eh?
Sure, but | don’t know about this particular
rannygazoo. It’s murder, murder, after
all—”

"Yes?” he said sarcastically. "Well, sup-
pose it is. Who did it? Me, for instance?
If that’s what you’re thinking just now, my
young friend, think again. If | wanted to
put anyone out of the way, I'd do it a lot
neater than that. There’d be no twopenny
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counter-jumping Sherlock Holmes’s on my
trail. I can tell you— "

He took a snort from his glass and glared
at me in his high-nosed, you-be-damned
fashion. | hesitated; that kind of talk didn’t
worry me worth a nickel, but after all, there
was something in what he said. This bird
was clever, a whole lot too clever to have
engineered that clumsy butchery and clum-
sier burying over there by the store. But all
the same, 1’d to put myself right with him.

"Look,” | said. "I don’t know who in
thunder you are—the Earl of Hell, for all
| care— but just get this. Nobody’s talking
to me that way and getting away with it,
Sydney or here!”

Well, | thought he’d come back with
something snappy, and | was all ready for
him; but he wasn’t paying any attention to
me. Something down on the water had
caught his eye, and | followed it.

There was a canoe coming along a hun-
dred yards or so offshore, and in the stern
of it were two people, whites. One of them
was a woman, and even from here | could
see the flaring mop of her red hair.

Whisky Jack chuckled. “Better be get-
ting back to that store of yours, me lad,” he
said. "You’ve got customers already!”

1'd risen, as a matter of fact, for an idea
had hit me all at once, slap-bang.

"Yeah!” | said. “And that’ll be Ginger
there, | suppose?”

He pulled a quaint grimace at me, the
glass still in his hand. “Dear me!” he said.
“Is there anything you don’t know about us,
young feller? Yes, that’s the fair Ginger
right enough.”

But 1'd left him by that, and was going
hop-skip-and-a-jump down to the beach. I'd
a pressing engagement all right— to get back
to that store, it was, too. Before this Ginger
and the man with her got there and put the
bee on poor old Jim.

CHAPTER IV

MR. LINDQUIST AND PARTNER

AS IT turned out, | needn’t have worried.
I’'d not set foot on that strip of shining
sand before the canoe had stopped, and the
pair were looking at me under their hands,
Tnen the paddles splashed again, and the
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outfit came boiling towards me, while |
waited, my heart going thump-athump. It
had been a narrow squeak, | figured.

The man, and he was a huge creature
with a perfect forest of black whiskers, stood
up in the stern and hailed me.

"Ahoy, there! What name?

| let the canoe ground before | answered,
and noted that this whoever-it-was spoke
with some kind of a Swede’s accent.

"Harkness,” | said. "Walsh’s new man.
Want anything from the store?”

They sat there, the pair of them, sum-
ming me up much as Mary Shirriff had
done, and | don’t know whether they found
me interesting, but | certainly did them.
And it was mostly the woman who took
me.

She was a big buxom creature, flaunting
as a peony, and dressed in a fashion one only
sees in one place—the side-streets off the
docks all over the world. There wasn’t any
mistaking her at all, from the frowsy silks
and satins to the raddled cheeks and hungry
eyes, with the flaming red head bare to the
breeze. 1'd seen her type before, plenty of
times, in Sydney and elsewhere; but what
she was doing in Buwi was another of those
mysteries this place seemed to specialize in.

The man had hauled himself ashore be-
fore either of them answered me. He stood
in the inch-deep water, surveying me doubt-
fully.

"Lindquist,” he said, and | recognized
another of Jim’s gabbled names. "You got

gin, eh?”

"Sure,” | said, "but I'm not unpacked
yet. Come on up, and we’ll break out a case,
if you like.”

He grinned through those whiskers of his,
reached back into the canoe, and grabbed
the woman under one of his immense arms.

"Yah!” he said. "Let’s go— Ginger here’s
dry!”

She stood smoothing her ruffled plumes
down, and at the same time giving me the
eye.

"You’'re Sydney, eh?” she said.
be, | reckon.”

"You bet!” 1 said. "I
Good town, huh?”

"Like hell k is!” she snapped. "Never
did me no good, the dirty dump! Say, you
ain’t any Aussie, though—don’t tell me!”

"Must

know Sydney.

"Yank,” | grinned. "On the loose.”

That crack seemed to amuse her, for she
laughed huskily. "On the loose—that’s a
good one. You look a real little— Hey,
you Jake! Where you goin’, slidin’ off damn
you?”’

The big Lindquist was drifting idly away
from us towards the doctor’s house. He
turned, and he was scowling now.

"Skip on an’ get dot gin!”
manded. "l gotta wisit— "

Well, you never saw anything like k. She
dropped me, and flew at him like a wildcat,

he com-

yelling.
"You come away out o’ that! | know
what you’re after, you big stiff! 1’ll cut your

lights out if you don’t let that little cat
alone—"”

HE fairly tore into him, tooth and nail,
S and Lindquist had his troubles keeping
her off. There didn’t seem to be much of
what they call chivalry about him, either,
for in a moment he’d uncorked a round-
house swing that knocked her flying in a
heap on the sand.

"Damn red-head!” he growled. “I fix
you, sometime!”

He was shambling off up the beach again,
but this Ginger had other notions, and
plenty of them. | was just in time—she’d
gone down somewhere among the frills
and furbelows, and come up with it in her
hand; a nasty-looking little business with a
mother-of-pearl handle. | jerked it away
from her and stood back.

"That’ll be all!” I said. "Quit, the two
of you, and come on. We’ll kill a bottle and
say no more about it.”

Well, that seemed to quiet them down a
bit, although they were still snapping and
snarling for quke a while as we walked
along the beach. | wasn’t happy, | give you
my word. Ginger’s tongue had run away
with her, and | thought I knew now what
that trapped-rabbit lode of Mary Shirriff’s
meant. And another thing— 1’d my notions,
taking everything by and large, who’d
killed friend Horrocks.

So that | was in considerable of a stew
as | walked the pair of them into the store
and set out bottle and glass.

Lindquist had fallen silent, and now he
sat across in a chair, looking at me again.



LONG PIG LAGOON 19

"Sydney, eh?” he said all at once. "You
know dis game, maybe?”

He waved his arm around the store and
I shrugged. "Oh, sure,” | said. "Not up
here, though. Down the islands— Tonga-

way, mostly.”
Lindcpiist spat. "Yah, and this ain’t
Tonga,” he said. "You gotta watch out

here. Plenty bums around—”

He was sounding me out, and | felt Gin-
ger watching me as well. | grinned over my
glass.

"Plenty bums anywhere,” | said.

Well, | could see him mulling that one
over, and not getting much out of k. There
was something the two of diem wanted to
find out from me, or about me, and | didn't
feel like accommodating them just yet. Any-
way, rigltf then | was a good deal too wor-
ried over Jim the blackfellow, and where
he was.

He’'d done his vanishing act again, it
looked like; but I’d no manner of guarantee
he wouldn’t bob up any minute, with that
tell-tale, scared-stiff mug that’d give the
whole works away in ten seconds.

No, it wasn’t comfortable, sitting there,
fencing. | thought 1'd try a bit of the
pump-handle myself.

“This guy Horrocks,” | said. "How'd he
go wrong, eh?”

They’d been waiting for that. Ginger
laughed, and Lindquist showed his yellow
teeth.

"Him?” he said. "No good, he was. No
good all the time. This, see?” and he
tapped his glass. "And this.” He made a
raking, grabbing movement with crooked
fingers, as if hauling in coin. "No good,
yah!”

"Uh-huh?” | said.
bolted, was that it?”

"Yah!” he agreed.
you so in Sydney, no?”

"Sure,” 1 nodded. "That’s the story there.
He's supposed to. have cleared out north
some place, into the Dutch islands."

That last was pure invention, of course,
but it was comic to see the relief in both
their faces. | guess they’d been having some
nasty moments, with idea of a police inves-
tigation hereabouts.

"Damn fool!" Lindquist muttered. "They
get him, sure—”

"Cashed in and

"Bolted. The;/ tell

"Oh, | guess so,” | said, and conversa-
tion languished.

" WAS Ginger that started it off again.

She’d been slumped in her chair, guz-
zling the liquor, and looking alternately at
Lindquist and me.

"Well, you seem a nice boy, sure
enough,” she said. "Not much fear of your
skipping out, eh?”

I laughed. "Oh, I'm all right,” | said.
"Give and take, that’s my motto. I’'m broad-
minded enough, | reckon.”

I thought for a minute they’d swallow
the bait and come across with whatever it
was— proposition, hint, or what not—they
had simmering in their minds ail the time.
But no, they were more cagey than that.
Ginger hoisted herself to her feet with a
great flouncing of draperies.

"We’ll go, Jake,” she said. "It’s dark,
and those damned natives ain’t worth a
damn. Come on—drink up an’ get a case;
he’ll let you have one.”

| began to see, a little, some of the rea-
sons for Horrocks’ dicky balances. Ginger
was airily certain about that case of gin— so
certain that | knew the trick had been
pulled before. Still, 1 handed over gladly
enough, as an investment, and Lindquist
shouldered it down to the beach.

"We’ll be seein’ you some more,” he
said in his great growling bass. "Be good,
yah!”

He grinned again, and with Ginger
throwing me one of her Sydney honky-tonk
smiles they pushed out into the dark lagoon.
For quite a while afterwards | could heac
the two of them talking; they were in i
squabble again, and very well | knew what
it was they were squabbling over. Mary
Shirriff was in this, the poor kid, and I
made up my mind then and there that I'd
have to look into all that business, and
pretty soon, too.

But in the meantime, there was this Jim.
and | was wondering still where he might
be. 1 went back to the store, and got my
answer right away, for he came crawling
out of some hidie-hole or other under the
veranda, looking like a private view of the
devil and fairly sweating with terror,

"Him gone?” he croaked, pawing ar my
arm.
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"You bet!” | said. "Him gone. You glad,
eh?”

Well, he was glad all right, that poor
lummox was. He drew a kind of a deep
breath, and was hobbling off to the kitchen
again, when | stopped him.

"Hey!” | said. "You tell me true, eh?
Him kill Horrocks?”

He stared at me, as if he thought | was a

lunatic. "You no believe?” he said. "Kill
Horrocks—Kkill you too, sometime.”
Says you, | thought to myself. "Why

him Kill Horrocks?” | went on.

But there again | hit my head against
that stone wall of his. He didn’t know, or
he wouldn’t tell—-and the chances were a
million to one it was the last. He knew, but
he was scared to talk. | tried another line.

"You no walk good,” | said, pointing to
his legs. "Some fella him bust you, may-
be—"”

It was a mistake, for at that he pretty
well passed out altogether. If I'd wanted
any more evidence that he’d once been
readied for the pot in some hell’'s kitchen
of the maneaters, | needn’t have gone any
further. All he could do was sit and shiver
and make strangling noises in his throat, as
if the bare recollection of that experience
choked him; and at last, out of sheer pity, |
had to let him alone.

| scratched up another tins-and-gin apol-
ogy for a meal, and sat over it a long while,
thinking. In a sense there wasn’t any real
problem any more, for 1’'d enough stuff any-
way on Mr. Jake Lindquist to hang him
and probably Ginger as well, and I’d also
a very fair notion of what might have been
his motives for removing Horrocks.

But it was some of die side-issues that
had me guessing. This Jim, for instance; it
still had to be explained why he’d gone off
to cover up that grave, or try to. Was he
in cahoots with someone, and if so, with
whom? Blind alley number one.

Then Whisky Jack. Where did that very-
far-from-crazy doctor fit in? Somewhere,
sure— like Jim, he knew lots and wouldn’t
talk. And he was smart, too. Beside him
Jake Lindquist and his Ginger stood out
for what they were, a pair of clumsy, mur-

derous hides.
And then Mary Shirriff—1 came back to

ber with a jerk and a curse. Lindquist was

after her—but did Whisky Jack know?
And if he knew, and said nothing, then
what? There were certainly some smelly
alleys to nose into thereabouts.

And meanwhile and lastly, there was the
case of Steve Harkness himself. Poor
twisted, half-cooked Jim had hit it right
enough; 1'd be the next on Jake Lindquist’s
little list. If | didn’t watch out.

CHAPTER V
THE POT-PIE BOYS

GUESS | must have sat there for more
I than an hour, turning over the situation
and getting nowhere with it. It was black
dark outside now, with only the line of the
reef showing across the veranda rail. The
surf was one glimmer of phosphorus, and
outside it the rock-ledges gave off a sullen,
smoky haze of light. Away in the distance,
that volcano, whatever its name was,
glowed like a huge cigar-tip. It was peace-
ful enough, and by and by | pretty nearly
dropped asleep.

And then, all at once, | was sitting up,
staring. There was something out there in
the murk, something that moved; slowly
and with a trail of radiance behind it, it
came across my front from, right to left, on
the water and just inside the reef. At that
distance, it might have been a terrific water-
snake.

I'd seen such things before, though,
down among the southern groups— canoes
moving in file at night, an ordinary spectacle
almost anywhere. But this place wasn't or-
dinary, and | put out my pipe and went
down the garden again for a closer look.

It was worth it. Out there, maybe half a
mile away, they came along—I counted
eight of them, their paddles flashing like
great silver legs and their combined wake a
pool of liquid fire. There must have been, |
figured, thirty or forty men in each of
them, and they were the big sailing out-
riggers that can, if they’re put to it, do
twelve or fourteen knots under sail.

| was to remember that little fact later,
and be sorry | had.

But just now | was more interested in
what all this outfit was doing this hot black
night. They were dead quiet, for one thing,
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and that’s odd with Papuans, or Kanakas
either, in a boat. Generally they’ll sing and
cot up more monkeyshines than a circus.
But these birds here never made a sound.
There was only the thud and swish of the
paddles, and the clucking ripples of their
bow waves. You could hear it plainly across
the flat, invisible water.

"Christmas!” | said. "Now what, huh?”

A voice answered me, so close that |
jumped a foot in spite of myself.

"Rum crowd, eh?”

It was Whisky Jack, and he was standing
not twenty feet from me. He’d come up
along the beach while | was rubbering at
those canoes, and | could have kicked my-
self at letting him, or anyone else, catch me

that way.

"Hello there!" | said. "Didn’t see you,
Doc.”

He chuckled in that easy-going, devil-

may-care manner of his.

"Oh, you'll learn all right,” he said, and
left me to find out the meaning while he
strolled over to me. "Yes,” he said, squint-
ing out at the lagoon. "Quite a procession,
eh?”

"For Pete’s sake,” | said, "what's all the
celebration?”

He was silent for a moment. “You're a
stranger up here, of course,” he said finally.
"Yes, you are, or you wouldn’t be asking
that question. What d’you suppose they're
after, Harkness?”

"Damned if | know,” | lied.
Doc?”

He thought again for a minute and then
shot another one at me.

"What d’you make of Ginger and friend
Jake?” he asked.

"Mighty little,” 1 said shortly, and
steered him back to the point. "What are
those guys playing at out there?”

He said, “No. On the whole well let you
find that out, my boy. It won't hurt you to
stub your toes a bit. You're too zubberdusty,
my boy—too damned sharp about the
edges. Want a trifle of toning down.”

I shrugged. "Suits me, Doc,” | said.
"You don’t have to tell me a single tiling
you don’t want to. Anyway, | know already.
I’'m not a fool.”

He was silent again, and | could feel him
studying me in the dark. "D’ye know, |

"W hat is it,

A Dollar’s Worth of Shavin
Pleasure foraD/me/

Try a Blue Star Blade on hard-

Smoother, easier, faster shaves
every time because Blue Star Blades
are ground and honed in oil

ALSO IN HANDY
DISPENSER 10 FOR 30c

fritcmoN Jg HOMSTI

SINGLE EDGE
AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CORP.. BROOKLYN I.

toshave spots, see how much

Z*

save with Blue star today.

W RAZOR BLADES
N. Y.



22 SHORT STORIES

wouldn’t count too much on that, either,”
he said finally, “Just listen here a minute,
and try to forget you’re the bright young
man, will you? Remember what | said up
at the house?”

"About going slow, eh?” | said. "Well?”

"I say it again,” he almost whispered.
"Not offended, are you?”

"Hell, no!” | laughed. "The beach is
free for all, I guess. | can’t stop you talk-
ing, Doc.”

Again he was silent for a moment. "A
friendly tip,” he said slowly. "You won’t
take it, eh?”

"Yeah, | might, at that,” | said. "If |
was sure it was friendly. If | was sure of
any damned thing, in fact. But I'm not— "

"You are a fool,” he said.

"Nix!” | said. "We had that angle out
before. I’'m not a fool. And it seems to me
we’re wasting time, running in circles. If
you’re aiming to scare me, quit. | don’t
scare that easy.”

He made a queer little noise, between a
snort and a laugh. "Oh, all right,” he said.
"If that’s the way you feel about it, of
course— "

And with that he turned on his heel and
went marching away; | could see his white
shoulders glimmering against the ink-black
sand. What’s more, he was walking straight
now. He was sober as a judge.

ELL, no fooling, the situation lacked
Wclarity, as |'ve heard it put. It was one
hell of a crazy jigsaw puzzle, as a matter of
fact, and getting worse every minute. |
didn’t even try and figure out what Whisky
Jack had been up to, coming along like this.
Only | was sure of one thing now; he was
up to the neck in whatever this cockeyed
proposition was here— and he was dead set
on getting me out of it.

Well, | thought, to hell with you! I'm
staying put, just for that.

I turned round to have another look at
those canoes. They’d gone swinging and
glittering past long ago, and now they were
just a crawling blob of light, a couple of
miles or more along the inside of the reef.
But as | watched them they turned— turned
shorewards, and vanished behind a spit of
land that jutted out into the lagoon.

Plenty of times one makes one’s mind up

on a whimsy, a passing flash of wilfulness
one’s sorry for afterwards. That kind of
affair hit me now—1 said, I’ll see what that
outfit are about before | sleep, or know
why. | began to move, quietly and cautious-
ly, along shore.

Things were dead still again now. Even
the lapping of the water on the sand seemed
to be hushed. A sliver of moon, yellow and
sickly-looking, away over the sea, only made
things worse. In that first shadowy half-
mile | stopped, | daresay, a dozen times, my
heart hammering at the back of my teeth.
Steve Harkness, Esquire, was mighty near
jitters just then, | give you my word.

And then, all at once, something cut loose
that really did bring me up with a round
turn.

Ahead, out of sight round the point
there, a racket had started—the kind of
nerve-busting yellyhoo one hears once in a
lifetime and doesn’t forget. | stood holding
my breath and listening to it, because |
knew what it was.

Long Pig Lagoon! That name jumped
into my head. And here it was, and here
were Jim’s friends, pulling one of their par-
ties. 1'd never seen one, naturally, and |
didn’t want to— much. My knees knocked
together, and my tongue stuck. For a nickel
1’d have turned and bolted.

And vyet, | had to see. | had to get a
squint at all this. There was Horrocks to be
thought of—and Mary Shirriff. 1 went,
shivering a little, up into the woods.

I needn’t have worried. The boys were
on the job right enough. From the branches
of a big tree, not a hundred yards away, |
got an eyeful.

The whole expanse of sand— it was still
the same gleaming black beach—was lit up
and blazing with a dozen great fires. In
their flickering light, against the dim back-
ground of the sea, these fellows were danc-
ing; a-shouting, stamping routine in lines,
in and out and around, to the accompani-
ment of the thump and dash of hollow
bamboo-stems, shell-filled, beaten on the
ground, and a kind of fee-fo-fum chanty
whose savage harmonies chilled my bjood
and started my neck-hairs crawling again.

You could see what they were; naked,
fierce-hearted aborigines, out on the spree.
The kind of thing pious missionaries and
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tomfool governments had turned the blind
eye to for years. The kind of thing that in
its way ended the careers of Captain Cook
and La Peyrouse and all the rest of the early
guys out here— the people who ran across
primordial man and thought he was a curi-
osity, something to be played with.

Up in my tree, | didn’t think these danc-
ing lunatics were to be played with, you caa
bet your shirt.

Because | eould see other things than the
fires and the dance. They’d die makings of
their party with them, all handy. Clear in
the light of the fires you could see them—a
couple of trussed bundles, under guard. |
could have sworn | saw their staring, hope-
less eyes, heard their panic-stricken, gasping
breath.

But | was too far for that; it was just my
white man’s imagination, kindled by the
kind of spectacle one sees at the crisis of a
bad dream,

What | did see, though, and this wasn’t
any imagination, was something else—a pile
of .gear to the landward side of the row of
fires, and half a dozen tall buckos stalking
to and fro by it | began to consider this
and wonder what it was; and then | saw
a party come up from one of the canoes,
and knew.

There were four of them, and between
them they carried an oblong affair— heavy,
<y the way they staggered and wavered un-
der its weight. They set k down with the
rest of the pile, and | swore to myself in
delighted realization. If that object wasn’t
a trader's kist, one of the wooden boxes
you’ll find all over the Pacific, then, | said,
Joe was dead and Sal a widder. I'd seen far
too many of them before.

Weil, and then? Trader’s kists spelt trade
goods— the produce of these islands. Shell
and ooral and such, the more precious
things a trader loves to deal in. The things,
I said again, Horrocks hadn’t been able co
get his hooks on—

And with that | was down out of my
tree. Once more the whimsy, the wild no-
tion hit me. | had to see, to be certain. Be-
cause if this stuff was trade goods, hers in
the middle of a barbecue, | saw a ray of
right on my mystery. And in that instatic,
crouched flat to the ground among the tree-
rocks, i had another vision.

No, nothing spooky now, nothing about
which there was any doubt at all. Only a
monstrous bearded figure, striding anc
straddling among those buckos and chief;
there with the masks, his huge head out-
lined against the firelight. Lindquist—as 1
lived by bread, Jake, Lindquist!

That finished it, for me. Now | had to be
sure, to complete the final link in my half
guessed-at chain of supposings that were
turning into facts. | hugged the ground lik
a worm, and with my nose in the mudd
leaves wriggled and squirmed along th
edge of the trees.

S | went, | was watching the big fei

low. He was pretty busy, it seemed, ir
some sort of corroboree with another enor-
mous figure, crowned wkh a parrot’s-head
mask and ring-striped with all manner ol
fancy tattoo and clay markings. The big
noise, | figured, the high chief of these long
pig merchants; judging by the way he ges-
tured and waved his arms, Jake Lindquist
wasn’t doing all the talking in that trade,
either. There were ten or a dozen others in
the group, every one of them topped off
with some kind of a fantastic head-gear. But
Parrot’'s-head was the big boy, the spokes-
man, and friend Jake was dealing only wkh
him.

They drifted up and down the beach
there, in furious argument, and it gave me
my chance to slip closer. | hadn't to get very
close, at that, to see what | wanted to see;
for Jake Lindquist himself gave me the of-
fice. He turned suddenly and strode over to
the heap of gear on the sand, and flung
open the lid of one of the kists. Next min-
ute he was standing there with his hands
full of stuff that years of trading had
taught me to recognize.

I nearly gave myself away by whistling,
too. For this stuff was the real goods, the
kind of thing traders dream about, nights—
coral and shell by the handful, and if there
weren’t pearls some place mighty handy, |
was a Dutchman. I'd got my answer now
to why John Horrocks’ pitiful little ledger
had been a tale of failure all those months
—and moreover, | figured, why he’d been
wiped out. Yes, and who’d done it, too.

Well, I went away from there, There
didn’t seem to me to be any sense in my
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staying to see the barbecue. 1’'d to get back
to that store again, too, it occurred to me.
Chances were 1'd been spied on, anyway—
watched. They wouldn’t miss many tricks,
this lot.

OING back, | fairly hustled; down
G through the trees, and on to die dark
beach again. Once there | took to my heels
and ran, as I'd never run before. | was in
good trim, all right, but I was panting
when | pulled up, a quarter-mile short of
the store, and began to consider. Maybe one
or other of them, Whisky Jack or even
Ginger, was waiting for me there. It wasn’t
beyond that red-headed lady of joy to plug
a bullet into one, | was sure enough.

I reconnoitered the place carefully, and in
five minutes | was glad | had. I’'d got com-
pany, all right.

From the scrub at the sand’s edge | could
look up the little garden at the blank face of
the house, just visible in the light of that
sickly, dying moon. And as | watched it,
someone moved—the merest flick of a
shadow, but a movement. A woman, too, |
said to myself. There was the distinct flutter
of draperies.

Well, | got out my pistol. If this was
Ginger on the lookout for me, two could
play at that game. | don’t think 1'd any
particular regrets or chivalry just at that in-
stant. After what 1'd seen and heard of the
lady, she didn’t rate much more considera-
tion than a wildcat. If it was to be her or me,
I knew which was going back to Sydney.

And then, from my hiding-place, | heard
a sound that brought me up all standing
again. With straining ears | caught if again,
dear and distinct—and next instant | was
up that garden in twenty rushing strides and
had grabbed her in my arms.

"What in thunder are you doing here?”
| demanded, and almost shook her in the
intensity of my relief.

CHAPTER VI
MIDNIGHT PARADE

HE dung to me, shivering and shaking.
S ”T-take me away from here!” she
whispered. "Take me away!”

And that was strictly all 1 could get out

of her for the best part of a minute. Some-
how or other | half-dragged, half-led her
up the veranda steps and into the dark store-
room. My chair was still there, and | set
her down in it.

"Now,” | said under my breath, "what’s
happened? Talk quick, sister— Where’s
your dad, first?”

"He’s gone,” she said. "Out in the ca-
noe— "

Sure, | said to myself, and don’t | know
where he’s gone to? Queer that 1’d missed
him, down there at the pot-pie beach. But
he’d been there some place, certain.

"\’()(}eah?" | said. "He often go off this

| daresay | sounded a good deal more
hard-boiled than 1 felt, but this wasn’t any
time for gush. | think Mary felt that, too;
this cold-douche kind of stuff hit her, for
her voice had stiffened a lot when she an-
swered.

"Yes,” she said. "Often— whenever
there’s a corroboree. Did you see the
canoes?”

"1’ll say | did,” I chuckled, and told her
the rest of it. She heard me out, and | think
that tale hit her, too, for | didn’t mince
many words.

"But— " she said, and stopped. "Canni-
bals? There aren’t such things any more.”

"You’'re telling me,” | said. "Say, how
long have you been hereabouts, anyway?
You’re not just hep to things, for a native!”

At that she began to cry again. "It’s only
a month,” she said. "l've—1’ve been in
school in Australia since | was six.”

Well, I don’t know why it was, but that
iece of information finally got my goat. I'd
ave wrung Whisky Jack’s silly neck there

and then, if 1'd had him Between my hands.
As it was | managed to bite back some of
the richest, sultriest language that had ever
bubbled up in my throat.

"l see,” | said dryly. "N o wonder you’re
kind of out of touch. Well, so am I, a
trifle, kid. But I won’t be, so very much
longer—”

She broke in on me with her first outer}
again. “Take me away from here! I'm
scared.”

I reached out in the dark and gripped her
hands. She’d be off in hysterics in a minute,
I thought, and we couldn’t have that.
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"Easy, easy!” | whispered. "We’ll get
you out of this, safe and sound; sure we
will, sister. Only, quit the panic stuff, we
got to think, kid! Fast, too.”

Well, we had. This was a spot, all right.
Whisky Jack and Lindquist up at the party
yonder, and Lord knew how long the
goings-on there were going to hold them.
Mary, here with me—

"See here!” | said, and | made it as
gentle as | could and yet sound as if | meant
it. "You’ve got just one thing to do, right
now, and that’s—go home!”

| felt her shudder again, and stiffen, and
cut in with some more stuff, pitched in the
key of orders rather than sweet reason.
She’d have to be jolted, and hard, to get her
back to that swell bungalow along the beach
there.

"Cmon, sister!” | said, and dragged her
to her feet. "At home and in bed for yours,
pronto— before your dad comes home with
the milk. If he catches you on the tiles at
three in the morning, gal, it’ll be just too
bad—

TH a mixture of blarney, bluff, and

bounce | got her out of the store and
away. She didn’t say much, but | could feel
she was terrified clear through at the notion
of more of what she’d already had plenty
of, and | felt nine separate kinds of a heel.
But there wasn’t anytiling else to do, any-
way. | couldn’t take her under my wing
right then and there. Much as | might have
liked to do k.

Ten minutes hustling took us within hail
of Whisky Jack’s, and | stopped her.

"Now,” | said, "off with you and no
guestions asked. You nip inside there, baby,
and under the bedclothes quicker than
wink, see? You’'ve not been out of the
house, see? Been asleep— never opened an
eye.

"Don’t know anything about anything.
Just a plain silly mug of a girl from Aus-
tralia. Got that, Mary?”

I reckon it was me using her given name
like that— but she put some kind of a smile.
Lopsided and watery enough, | daresay, but
I think she’d begun to have a flicker of
hope. Anyway, she knew | was for her, and
I guess she may have thought | looked
capable.

How to buy
better work clothes
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clothes. Blue Bell dungarees are cut full so
they don’t bind. They’re Sanforized, and
keep their roomy, comfortable fit as long as
you wear them. Reinforced with no-scratch
copper rivets. Plenty of pockets.

Blue Bell Sanforized chambray shirts are
cut to body contour for comfort, and topped
by a dress-type collar for good looks. For out-
standing value in all kinds of work clothes,
look for the Blue Bell Qualitag, which
guaranteesyou the bestmade, best fitting work
clothes you can buy—oryour money back!

BLUB BELL, Inc., Empire State BWg., New York >
WORLD'S LARGEST PRODUCER OF WORK CLOTHE!
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"Y-yes,” she whispered. "All right— but
you'll come back—”

I pushed her by the shoulder, and with
that she was away, her white skirt showing
like a ghost in the dark. As for me, | didn’t
stop to watch her. | turned and ran like all
hell back along the beach towards the store.
Here was another time 1'd to get there first,
by the Lord!

Well, I did—just. I'd no more than got
my breath, lying between my blankets, when
something out in the lagoon made me prick
np my ears and listen. It was the sound of a
paddle, creaking in its grommet; very faint,
for whoever it was didn’t choose to give
himself away. But my senses were ail at
fell cock for just this sort of thing, and I
caught k. | grinned and huddled down
under the covers.

By and by, there were footsteps in the
garden, and a cautious kind of a hail.
Whisky Jack, to be sure—1 took no notice
of k, but snored gently. He came on to the
veranda and stood listening; | could hear
him breathe.

“Harkness!” he called again.

I rolled over, with an almighty show of
sleepiness. "Uh-huh?” | mumbled. "Wiuz-
zat? Who’s there?”

It took him in all right, for he walked
into the front room. "Shirriff, Harkness,”
he said. "Sorry to have to turn you out like
this— but have you got any laudanum in
those stores of yours? There’s one of my
fool boys down with a man-size bellyache,
and | seem to have run myself out.”

Well, that was a pretty snide excuse— for
a doctor; but I let it go and tumbled out of
bed.

"Sure,” | said drowsily. "Just a secoad
—there’s a whole raft of it somewhere
Mound.”

I Ik a lamp, yawning and dug him out a
bottle of pain-killer, while he stood in the
middle of the floor looking at me. | guess
I must have seemed fairly convincing, for
he gave me a smile as he took the bottle.

"Thanks,” he said. "You better get bade
to bed. And, by the way— no ill-feelings, |
hope.”

"Devil a bit!” | said. "Anything | can
do for you, Doc, just call on me.”

He nodded. "Much obliged. I'm sure,”
he said. "Good-night, old man!”

And he walked out. | went to the win-
dow and took a look, to see if he'd the
canoe with him still. But they weren’t any
fools, this lot. Whoever had come with him
had paddled it away while we were talking,
and Whisky Jack swung round on to the
sand and away towards his house, natural as
you please. I'd a little bet with myself, of
course, that the other man was Lindquist;
but he’d gone, and there was no sign of life
on the lagoon. Buwi Island was quiet again
now; only the surf still murmured out on
the reef, and the volcano far away still
glowed and faded, more like a big cigar-tip
than ever.

Well, I wasn’t anybody’s fool either, and
the way | crawled back into that bed was
a masterpiece, although 1 say it. | was broad
awake and ready for anything, as a matter
of fact; but in two minutes | was lying
there in a heap, and dead to the wide to
any outsider. Just as well, too; I'd not had
my last visitor yet.

It may have been twenty minutes or forty
—1'd lost track of time— when there was
another tiny sound. This time it was close
to the house, and | knew what k was with-
out puzzling over it at all. Someone else
was coming up— outside my window this
time.

HEY were moving stealthily, and they

were pretty close by the time | heard
them. | slipped a hand under my pillow,
closed it on the pistol-butt, and watched the
glimmering square of the panes. If this was
going to be a second case,of John Horrocks,
well, two could play at that game. Nobody
was going to bump me off without my
knowing all about it.

I lay perfectly still, and in a minute |
could hear the stranger breathing. The top
of a head showed over the lower sill, and
slowly, very slowly, a face.

It wasn’t anyone | knew, that was certain
right away— and it wasn’t in any way beau-
tiful. But it was a white man's face; a tri-
angular, wolfish little face with a grin |
could see even in that light. It stopped
where k was, and | thought this was the
time for some action.

"Stay where you are!” | said. "Or [I'll
blow your head off!”

Well, you might have figured that a oun
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getting that kind of a welcome would do
something—drop down, or duck— but not
this fellow. He grinned wider, and hoisted
himself coolly on to the sill.

"Easy, cully!” he said under his breath.
"Easy, there. | ain’t a-goin’ to eat yer—

By this time | was sitting up, keeping
him covered.

"Stop right there!” 1 said. "Where’s
your visiting-card?”
At that he cackled wickedly. "Why,

s’'welp me!” he said in his cockney’s lingo.
"If | ain’t gone an’ left it 'ome on the grand
pianner! Well, well—ain’t that somethin’
now? Griggs is the nyme, cully— Enery
Griggs, an’ glad ter myke yer acquaintance.
You’ll excoose me callin’ cm yer unceremo-
nious-like, butt | 'ad me reasons. Fact is,
you’re goin’ to be puckarowed— murdered,
that’s to say— an’ pretty quick too!”

This little guy took my fancy somehow.
"You’'re telling me?” | said. "Well, climb
in, Mr, Griggs, and let’s have a look at you.
And no funny business, either, or it won’t
be me that’s murdered!”

He scrambled in through the window,
moving like an eel. | could see, in the faint
radiance from outside, that he was a small-
built, wiry fellow', in a ragged singlet and
pants, dirty as all hell, but with a kind of
swagger about him | liked at once. A tough
little egg, | drought, fumbling for a match.

But he stopped me right away. "Crimes,
no!” he said under his breath. "This ’ere’s
strickly incog, this visit. Private an’ con-
fidential, if we don’t want to ’ave 'em mon-
keydoodiin’ with our intestines, or slittin’
our gullets, the two of us. In the dark it is,
mister, if yer please!”

I put the pistol down. "O. K.!” | said.
"You’'ll find most of a bottle of gin on the
table in there. Help yourself, and give me a
snort.”

T THAT he sucked his breath in with
a hiss. "Ker-rimes!” he said. "Now
that’s what | call sense, cocky! You Yanks,
you got a mighty neat way o’ handin’ it out,
s’trewth you have.” There was a gurgle
from the direction of the table, and he
handed the bottle to me.
"Thanks,” | said. "And now— what’s all
this about murder? Who’s going to hurt a
quiet, inoffensive gink like me? And why

come in here, gum-shoe, at three in the
morning?”

I was sounding him out, for | didn’t
know yet how much he was familiar with;
but I might have saved myself the trouble.
He chuckled softly.

"Yus, you’re clever, ain’t yer?” he said.
"Look ’ere, Mister Yankee-doodle, you just
turn off that tap with me, d’ye see? | s’pose
yer don’t think | knows a thing or two, an’
chance it—what ’appened to ’Orrocks, f'r
instance, an’ 'oo dug ’'im up, s’afternoon?
You’re shovin’ yer conk into a whole lot of
trouble, cully, that’s wot, an’ yer don’t
know it!”

"Says you?” | came back at him.

"Yus, says me!” he retorted. "An’ that’s
that, young feller! About a week you’ll last
with this ’ere mob. They’re on to you al-
ready.”

"Who’s they?” | asked. There was a
poisonous shap and certainty about him |
didn’t altogether like. He knew a whole lot
too much.

Now he laughed outright, secrecy or no.
“’0o0 dye s’pose?” he said. "John the Bap-
tist an’ the Queen of Sheba? Jake Lindquist
an’ Ginger, y’fool! They’ll 'ave yer, sure as
eggs, Mister Steve 'Arkness, an’ you won’t
know nothin’ about it, no more than 'Or-
rocks done. An’ it ain’t no use your pullin’
faces, an’ thinkin’ about that little gel o’
Whisky Jack's neither. You look after your
own skin first, an’ then mebbe we’ll show
this lot a bit o’ somethin’. Two year | been
‘ere, waitin’ for someone to come along that
‘as a bit o’ stuff in ’im, which ’Orrocks
there ’adn’t.

"An’ now when yer does turn up, wot
‘appens? Why, yer goes a-grave-diggin’ an’
a-fossickin’ around to beat fifty— with Jake
an’ that red-"aired wench of ’is watchin’ yer
right along!”

"To hell with that!” |
weren’t watching me.”

Griggs grabbed the bottle and took an-
other gulp at the gin. " ’'S’all you know,
cully! he said with a wink. "You ain’t
only ’alf born yet!”

"Cut that out!” | told him in a temper.
"How d’you know they were watching me,
anyway?”

He sniffed. " 'Ow do | know?” he said
scornfully. “’Cos | can’t ’elp knowio'g

said. "They
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Yank—that’s why. I'm livin’ with the two
of 'em!”

CHAPTER VII

MR. LINDQUIST PAYS A CALL

LL, I guess a good puff of wind just
\/\ﬁhen would have blown me heels over
apex.

"Wh-what’s that?” |
ing with 'em?”

Griggs picked his teeth with a pin and
nodded. “Yus,” he said. “You ’card what
I said. I've been livin’ with that glory-
halleluja outfit, better part of a couple o’
years.”

“But why in thunder— ” | began, and
stopped. The thing had me buffaloed ail
right. Griggs let me stew for a minute and
then chuckled in his scarecrow fashion.

"Never you mind, cully!” he said.
"Never you mind! What's my business is
my business, an’ don’t you fergit it. But
there’s this—an’ that’s why I’'m ‘ere a-visit-
in’ you, ’stead o’ keepin’ compny wiv that
Sydney-side, ginger-'aired you-know-what
across there—you an’ me, we’re goin’ to
chum together, Yank, an’ do some cleanin’
up around these parts. There’s things goin’
on ’ere that ain’t pretty7 as mebfoe you've
seen—an’ it’s time they was stopped. You
an’ me, we’re goin’ to stop ’em—if you’re
game!”

"1’'m game,” | said, for | was beginning
to get my balance again. "But how, what,
when and so on?”

He got to his feet and finished the rest
of the gin bottle noisily.

"I reckon that’ll be enough for now,” he
said coolly. "This ’ere call’s been a ruddy
sight too long as it is. I'll be seein’ yer again
shortly, an’ we’ll fix up the strategy an’ tac-
tics— but just now it’s gettin’ too bloomin’
near dawn for my likin’. I’'m off, cocky, or
I’'ll be 'avin’ words with the copper at the
comer—"”

He wrung my hand, surprisingly, chuck-
led again, and was gone before | could sav
a word. | lay where | was, sleepless, and
watched the sky lighten slowly. Wondered,
too, what would be the next affair this
island madhouse would throw up to me,
Grtggs was altogether beyond me; of all the

stammered. “Liv-

off-line, out-of-true things to date, he was
the Kking-pin. Try as | would, | couldn’t
make him render.

Except that, somehow, he impressed me.
He’d all kinds of guts, to begin with; he
was pure dynamite, right from the word go.
Coming from anyone else, 1'd have dis-
missed the tale he pitched me—what there
was of it so far—as the merest hooey. But
—|’ve used the word about him before, and
it’s the right one—there was a poisonous
strength in this Henry Griggs, and a foul-
tongued sincerity that made me wonder
whether, after all, 1 hadn’t got the partner
I was looking for in what lay ahead.

Finally, with the sun bright in the sky, |
quit figuring and got up. There was still no
sign of friend Jim. He’d vanished, it
seemed, since the evening before, and in a
way | wasn’t sorry. He was no ornament
around the place, poor devil, with his shat-
tered, crippled legs and helpless grin.

| scratched up a meal, lit a pipe, and be-
gan fixing the store again in a half-hearted
kind of a fashion. Judging by Horrocks’
note-book, | wasn’t liable to get a great
deal of trade coming in; but it was just as
well to be ready, in case, and anyhow | had
to have something to do, beyond chewing
my fingers and mulling over puzzles that
wouldn’t work out.

Anyway, as | looked at it, | was due for
some visitors, sometime in the day, They
wouldn't let me alone here.

HEY did, all the morning. The mists

rose off the sea, and the sun began to
hit hard; but there was no sign of life any-
where on the lagoon or the tumbling sea
outside it. Once | walked to the bottom of
:he garden again, to look right and left
along the beach. It was deserted, a shining
strip of blackness, and Whisky Jack’s house,
just visible there at the end of it, was de-
serted too. | found myself thinking of Mary
Snirriff there, and her booze-fighting, brow-
beating old scamp of a father.

Privately, | began to set him down on the
books as probably the worst of the crowd.
He might very well be the brains behind
the whole scheme—the scheme 1’d already
pretty well doped out to explain things.
This outfit, in cahoots with the man-eaters,
the pot-pie boys; winking at their little
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games, and steering the police away, and in
return getting the natives’ trade. If | wasn’t
mistaken, that was what 1’d seen going on
on the shore there, in the early morning
hours.

Yes, that was it, | decided—and that
was why John Horrocks went west the way
he’d done. He lost his trade, and then his
life, because he knew too much. Talked too
much, too, probably. | didn’t trouble to con-
sider whether Mannie Silberstein was in on
things too. It wouldn’t be out of character
with Mannie.

But this doctor—he was in it for sure,
with the Lindquists and maybe old Andries
as well. | ticked that off as a certainty, and
sat there, mulling over the Griggs riddle,
when here came my visitor. Jake Lindquist
himself, alone in a canoe.

He came paddling along the lagoon and
jumped ashore. | didn’t run down and meet

him, but waited until he was striding,
gorilla-fashion, up the garden. Then | got
up.

"Hello there!” | called.

He stopped, eyeing me. “Hello!” he said
gruffly. "Gettin’ fixed, eh? You sleep some
pretty good, no?”

I think he was trying me out to see if 1'd
blink at the question. If he was, he didn’t
get any satisfaction. I got up, stretching.

“Sure!” | said. "Like a baby. Why not?”

That flabbergasted him a bit, for he said
nothing for a moment, but came into the
veranda and sat down.

“You see der canoes?”
once.

I grinned. "Yeah, | saw ’em,” | said.
"Lot o’ monkey-work goin’ on among the
natives, eh? What was it— Christmas party
or some such?”

He seemed ticked at the notion. "Yabh,
Christmas party!” he said, with an attempt
at a chuckle. Then he fell silent again.

"Have a snort?” | said after a minute.
"Dry work, paddling— "

He shook his big bull’'s head. “No,” he

he asked all at

said. "Listden, Harkness,” he began sud-
denly. "I gotta talk to you.” -

"Talk away!” | said. "What’s on your
mind?”

It wasn’t making it any easier for him,
this back-and-forth, chop-logic stuff. | think
he found me a good deal more difficult than

he’d counted on, for there was a scowl
on his big face and he got up.

"You sleep all night?” he shot out all at
once.

| stared at him owlishly. "Why sure!”
| said. "Told you so a minute ago— never
stirred, but once when the Doc came in for
a bottle of dope. He’s a boy sick—”

He interrupted me with a kind of snarl.
“Yah!” he said. "Und you hear nodings—
see nodings?”

| pretended to fly off the handle, mildly.
"Say, see here,” | complained, "what is this,
anyway? You tryin’ to be funny, or what?
What was there to hear or see?”

He was still doubtful, in two minds
whether | was bluffing or a fool, and | let
him go on so. A baby’s behind wasn’t any
more innocent than my face just then, I’ll
bet a nickel. And it touched him off, finally
and once for all. He stood over me.

"Can der four-flush!” he growled. "You
aind’t puttin’ it over on me, Harkness. Lid-
dle poys, dey tell der truth—~

He reached out a hand like a spade and
caught me by the shoulder,

"Now,” he said, "how much you know/,
eh?”

I let him alone; just looked up at him
blankly. “What the hell are you playing
at?” | grinned. | was enjoying myself fine.

He wasn’t, though. His grip "tightened
until 1’d hard work to keep my face. "Talk,
liddel mans!” he said—he was growing
more guttural every minute. "Talk—or |
fix you!”

| slipped away from him and out of the
chair. "Quit that, Lindquist!” | said.
"Enough’s enough and a joke’s a joke. |
don’t know what in thunder you’re driving
at, and | don’t much care, but you're not
manhandling me. Drop it, d'ye hear?”

He stood looking at me, his head shoved
forward and his great hairy hands swinging.

"Funny boy, yah!” he sneered. "So—you
don’t know nodings, eh?”

"Not a thing,” | said cheerfully. "Not
any more than John Horrocks did. So what
d’you think of that?”

| slipped the name in more to see what
he’d say to it than for any other reason, but
it certainly worked wonders. He stopped his
glowering and glaring, and | could see him
thinking fast.
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"So!” he said after a minute. "So-o0-o!”

We were watching one another like a
pair of cats by this time, and Jake Lindquist
wasn’t the only one whose think-box was
doing overtime just then, I'll tell you. 1 d
my hand down in the chair by my side on
the butt of my gun, for | wasn’t going to
have him jump me that way. What | was
wondering at die moment was whether our
friend the doctor had told him I'd found
Horrocks— and just how much there was in
Griggs’ hint that 1’d been watched, anyway.
Plenty depended on either of those ques-
tions.

But Jake Lindquist—a good deal to my
surpriss—went off on another tack. He
grinned, showing his big yellow dog-teeth
behiod his beard.

"You see Jim, eh?” he said.

It took the wind out of my sails for
a moment, this sudden change of subject. |
blinked at him.

"Jim?” | said. "No, he’s gone. Where is
he, d’ye know?”

Well, at that he roared with laughter—
put his head back and fairly bayed like a
hound. Something, my innocence maybe,
seemed to amuse him so much it hurt, and
he clutched his ribs and stamped about the
veranda. The performance began to get
under my skin.

"What the hell d’you think you're cele-
brating?” | snapped.

He went on with his song and dance.
"Ho, ho, ho!” he roared. "W here’s Jim, eh?
Dot’s a good one, dot iss!”

| stopped, staring at him, for all at once
it had come to me— where Jim was. What
they’d done to him, and why. That had
been him 1'd seen, trussed up there on the
beach—

"You lousy skunk!” | yelled. And Lind-
quist whipped out a gun and fired at me at
about five feet range. He’d been waiting
for me, to get me off-balance.

Well, | felt a burning, searing sensation
somewhere about my middle ribs, and the
shock set me back on my heels. | don’t
know if Lindquist thought he’d got me for
keeps or not, but he didn’t fire again, but
rushed me, roaring. Next moment we were
locked together.

That was a fight. I knew in a second
he hadn’t hurt me—the slug skidded

round my ribs, as a matter of fact—but |
knew, too, he’d do things to me with his
bare hands if | didn’t watch out. Gorilla
was right for Jake Lindquist. He was a
humdinger, that Swede.

But as it happened, | knew something
about rough-and-tumble as well. Across in
California old Yoshio, the Jap, had put me
through my paces, ten years before, when |
was starting out to see the world—and he’d
given me something to fit this case. Jiu-
jutsu’s clean fighting, of course; but the
Japs have got angles on the other kind of
stuff that’d surprise you.

I ducked suddenly forward in his arms,
and butted him in the teeth with the top
of my head. | heard them go, and the grunt
of pain and fury as his head went back.
Then | got the heels of my hands under his
chin, deep in the shagginess of his beard,
and began to press upwards with every
ounce 1’d got, one knee in his groin.

Properly done, there’s only one answer to
it. The attacker’s got to shift his grip and
get those hands away, or fall bodily over
backwards, or end up with a dislocated
neck. Yoshio had even shown me the par-
ticular twist that would displace the verte-
brae, and as | put it on Jake Lindquist let
out a spluttering yell that showed me |
hadn’t forgotten the art, at any rate. His
arms slackened around my middle, and he
staggered; | cut him across the eyes with the
flat of one hand to confuse him, and the
next moment | was free, and he -wes look-
ing straight down the muzzle of my pistol.

"Yeah!” | said. "An’ that’s goin’ to be
about enough out of you! Turn round, or
I’ll drill you!”

He was looking at me in a kind of stupid
daze, as if he’d had the shock of his life—
| daresay he had, at that, for he fancied
that gorilla strength of his a lot, and | don’t
imagine he’d been seriously tackled before.
But he didn't like the pistol, and | daresay
he didn’t like the looks of me, either, and
he did as he was told. | whipped his gun
out of his pocket, and laughed.

"Now,” | said, "quick march, fellow!
There’s your canoe— you hop into it and out
of this. And the next time you’re thinking
of any rough stuff, big boy, you pick some-
one your own size, see? Clear out, or I'll
pound hell out of you!”
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CHAPTER VIII
WHISKY JACK PRESCRIBES

STOOD on the beach watching Lind-
I quist paddie away, his revolver in one
of my fists and my own in the other, and
I'd all 1 could manage to avoid plugging
him in the back as he went.

I was mad, dear through. Not so much
at what he’d tried to do to me, as at what
he and his stinking crew had done to poor
Jim. There wasn't the remotest doubt now
who one of those trussed bundles on the
beach had been last night. I must have been
within twenty yards of him on his way to
the horrid barbecue they’d made of him—
and the notion, and what it meant, made
me see red. | think I’'d have taken a chance
and finished off Lindquist there and then, if
it hadn’t been for Mary Shirriff.

It sounds odd, | know, because |’'d have
removed the one thing in the world she was
most afraid of; but 1'd other notions for
her. To clean up the whole dirty business,
and take her out of it—that was the scheme
tilat was filling my mind, to the exclusion
of most other things.

Meanwhile, there was the little matter of
my ribs. They were beginning to pain me
now— and while Jake Lindquist, never look-
ing back, went paddling off along the
smooth lagoon, | stripped my shirt and took
stock.

As I'd figured, the thing was more of a
graze than anything else. The bullet had
ripped through the flesh, touched a bone,
ana that was about all; but Lindquist’s
clutching arms hadn’t done it any particular
good, and it was an angry-looking business
right now and needed attention.

I figured 1'd go back to the store and
settle for myself—but then another thought
struck me, and | grinned at the humor of
it. We had, after all, a doctor handy here-
abouts. | shucked myself into my shirt again
and sat down to wait till Lindquist was out
of sight. No particular sense in letting him
see where | was going.

Anyway, | calculated, as his canoe grew
smaller and smaller in the distance, | knew
where | was with him now. He’d come back
—tonight, in all probability—and this time
be wouldn’t be alone. He knew | knew

about Horrocks, and he couldn’t let me live,
so. If | was going to do anything at all

. against this outfit, | was going to have to

do it quick. | wished 1'd got little Griggs
handy just then, with some of the "strategy,
an’ tatties’”” he’'d talked about,

MIND was on Griggs as | went
Malong the shore to Whisky Jack’s, and
it wasn’t until | was right on top of him
that | saw the doctor. He was back at his
old game of lecturing to the land-crabs, and
once again he was deceptively drunk.

This time | didn’t wait for him.
Doc!” | called.

He swung round to me, blinking. "Oh,
it’s you?” he said thickly. "Now what’s the
trouble?”

His eye caught the stain of blood on my
shirt, and he sobered visibly.

"Eh?” he queried. "Hello, what’s all
that? You been up to something?”

I laughed. "Sure,” | said. "All kinds of
little things. Take a squint at this one, will
you? A rat bit me.”

He came unsteadily across and fingered
around, pulling up my shirt to do it. |1 heard
his hoarse, drink-laden breathing check, and
he gave a kind of a suppressed little whistle.

"Bullet, eh?” he said. "Well, | daresay
you asked for it. You’re a brassy young
whelp, anyhow. Where’s Jake?”

"Home by now,” | said shortly. “With
a crick in his neck and some busted teeth.
Here’s his gun.”

Whisky Tack looked at me for a minute
under his eyebrows, and | was good and
sure that most of this booze business of his
was a fake. He wasn’t any more drunk,
really, than | was.

"You certainly don’t waste time,” he said
dryly. "Come on up and I'll strap that for
you.”

Well, we went up to the house—no sign
of Mary—and he took me into what had
once been his surgery— swabbed me out with
iodine and stuff, whistling under his breath
all the time, and put a Harley Street band-
age on. You could tell by the way those
quick, unsteady fingers of his moved that
he’d been someone at this game; but just
now | wouldn’t have trusted him very far
with his knife.

When he’d done he

"Hev,

stepped back.
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"Well?” he said. "And now, what's it all
about? What put you across Jake Lind-
quist?”

I wasn’t telling him— not then. Anyway,
he was liable to know all about it, |
reckoned; he and Jake might well have
doped the whole affair out between them
last night. | looked him in the eye.

"It’s time we had a talk,” | said.

He was standing there, playing with some
kind of a rusty scalpel or other, with his
forehead wrinkled and his shock of gray
hair all ways at once.

“All right,” he said. "If you like. Looks
to me as if you wanted talking to badly
enough. Come on!” He led the way into
his veranda and sat down. There were the
usual bottles and glasses on the table, but
he didn’t offer me a drink or take one him-
self. It was gloves off now, | felt.

"Well?” he said, gouging me with his
eye. "What is it, Harkness?”

I made a great show of being puzzled.
"l don’t get this,” | said. "This guy Lind-
gquist—what’s he got against me?”

Whisky Jack shrugged. "That’s rather a
guestion,” he said. "D you expect me to dot
your i's for you? Ought to be obvious
enough, I'd say—"”

“You mean Horrocks?”

But he wasn’t being cornered that way.
He just chuckled.

“Oh, here!” he said. "You can’t have me
saying yes or no to that one. Officially, I
don't know a single thing about Horrocks—
except that he’s supposed to have cleared
out. You did tell me some other yarn, | be-
lieve; but after all, it’s your yarn. And as
for Jake Lindquist, if you’ve been treading
on his corns, it’s not much use coming to
ask me about it. Is it now?”

TT7ELL, we were headed in for another
%V bout of hit-or-miss stuff and that
didn't suit me. | let him have it, fair and
square.

"No," | said. 7”1 don’t figure It's a
damned bit of use, doctor. All things con-
sidered.”

Now that was putting it straight to him,
of course. | saw him blink once, and there
was the recognizable old cock of his head
again.

"And | wonder,” he said very quietly,

"just what in hell you mean by that, young
man?”’

I thought, damn you, we'll see how far
you’ll go. So | soaked it to him again, and
about as directly as | could.

“l mean what | say,” | told him. "Lind-
quist’s a friend of yours, isn’t he? Maybe a
bit more than a friend. Sure you’re not giv-
ing him away any!”

1'd expected him to blow up at that—
fly into a tear, or get a fit of the dignities,
maybe. But no; it didn’t hit him that way
at all. He was sitting deep in his chair, still
with his head on one side, looking at me.
The smile had gone now.

"You’re aclever pup,” he said slowly. “I
thought once you were like the rest of ’em
—smart and noisy and so on; but you've
more than that. I’'ll grant you so much. But
you won’t take my advice, my boy, and
that’s going to be fatal, I'm afraid. | told
you once—no, twice—to keep your pup’s
nose out of the dirt. Well, you haven't,
and it’s just too bad—"”

"Fair warning?” | snapped at him.

“Fair warning,” he said and sighed. “Not
that warning’s much good in your case. Yc :
don’t know Jake Lindquist, you see.”

"He knows me, anyway!” | said. "He
won't try any of his tricks again.”

Whisky Jade said nothing, only ducked
with his tongue, and that finally put me in
a rage. | jumped up, pulling out my wallet.

"Thanks for the strapping,” | said.
What’s your fee?”

That got him. He was out of his chai:
like a rocket.

"Keep your damned fee,” he said. "I'm
not taking money from any lunatic with one
foot in the grave already. |’'ve warned you,
young Harkness, and don’t you ever say |
didn’t. You’'re for the high jump, my hearty.
This is once where you can't beat the
game!”

Weil, that was about enough, | thought.
There wasn’t any kind of sense wasting time
over this type of stuff. 1'd not found out
very much from my visit, but it seemed to
be plenty of confirmation of my original
ideas. He was up to the neck in it, this
fellow.

“Very good,” |
morning.”

I grinned at him irritatingly, turned— and

said. "I'll say good-
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then stopped. Mary was in the doorway,
looking at us.

We’'d neither of us seen her, for there
was some kind of a screen affair there, and
anyway both of us had been too intent on
one another in these last minutes to pay
much attention to anything else. So that
there was no telling how long she’d been
there.

Except that it had been long enough. Ke:
face told that as she stared at me. But it
v.as her father that spoke.

"Well?” he said testily.
now?”

I think Mary would have liked to ask
some sort of similar question herself. She'd
her mouth open to do it, too, when there
was a sound down the beach path that made
us all look round. Someone was coming up
it, and in the devil’s own hurry. You could
hear their panting breath.

Whisky Jack, it seemed, had heard that
breathing before, for he said something rich
to himself as he stepped to the veranda rail.
He might well, too, for the visitor was no-
body but Ginger, and she was a sight for
the gods if ever there was one.

"What is it
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me. "W hat’s he want, interferin’ with Jake,
1'd like to know? I'll cut his liver out, so |
willl”

Whisky Jack was looking her over, half-
professional, half-amused. He grinned at

me.
"Better make a note of that,” he said
sarcastically. "After all, the lady might
keep her word!”
m'Til remember,” | said, and walked

off.

As | went, | heard Ginger behind me,
spitting for all the world like a big, angry
cat. | didn’t envy Whisky Jack his job
with her at that minute, and | was still
chuckling over that when | came out on
the beach.

Then | stopped in a hurry.

Sitting in a canoe, with the general ex-
pression of the devil, and a leer you could
have hung your hat on, was my friend, Mr,
Henry Griggs.

He spoke first, after spitting overside.
"Well, cully,” he said drawlingly, "you’re a
nice 'un, you are!”

"What d’ye mean?” | said.

He glanced round him cautiously and
talked out of the side of his mouth.

"Mean?" he said. "You know damn well
wot | mean. D’ye think Jake Lindquist’s
goin’ to ’ave his neck bloomin’ near bust by
a squirt the likes o’ you,” he pulled a comi-
cal grimace, "an’ do nothin’ about it?
Gripes, you gotta nerve!”

"The son of a gun plugged me first,” |
said furiously. "1'll fix him for keeps, yet!”

Griggs said nothing for a moment. His
beady little rat’s eyes were all over me, and
up into the pandanus-thicket behind us as
well.

"Yus!” he said finally. "Shouldn’t be
s-prised, either. You an’ Jake don’t mix.
Nor me an’ Jake, by cripes! Now look
’ere— ” he dropped his voice to a whisper,
"we gotta move, savvy? Move like ruddy
‘ell, too. There’s things goin’ to ’appen ’ere
tonight, an’ it’s our chance, d’ye see? You
stand by, after dark—”

He broke off, with another of his hor-
rible faces. There were footsteps and voices
from up the path.

I nodded understanding, slipped back
from him into the edge of the trees, and
began to hurry homeward.

’

CHAPTER IX
THE BIRD’S NEST

LL the same, | was very far from un-
derstanding. Griggs was difficult
enough to fit in to things, anyway; but this
last whispered, urgent hint of his—well, 1'd
little shivers suddenly running down the
backs of my legs. Up to now, I'd been
heartily angry with the whole lot of them,
from Mannie Silberstein on, and perfectly
ready to tangle with any or all of them. But
there was something about Griggs— a kind
of mocking, devil-may-care acceptance of
danger— that made me stop and think. And
there was also the mystery of him.

What in thunder was that little swipe
doing here? Was he to be trusted, alone
out of all of them?

I'd no answer to either question. But
there was one thing he’d said in which |
agreed with him. Things were due to hap-
pen here tonight. Whisky Jack had as much
as told me my number was up. And that
was just one statement of that very odd
doctor’s in which 1'd some confidence.

Tonight— in four hours’ time it was go-
ing to be dark.

I stood for a minute at the foot of the
store garden, looking round me. The place
was still as 1'd left it, and as it had been for
dear knows how long; deserted, neglected,
all-alone. There wasn’t even limping Jim
hereabouts now. He’d gone down the dark
gullets of his own outfit last night.

I wondered if | was going to follow him
before another dawn.

A big bird flew squawking out of the high
trees by the house, and its dark shape gave
me a sudden notion. | went in, pulled out
a telescope from my kit, and took a look at
the trees. 1'd got to have some notion of
how the land lay, and from aloft there one
might get a view.
<Five minutes later, panting, scratched, and
covered with moss and lichen, | was lying
out on a branch, seventy feet above ground,
the glass at my eye. Certainly one got a
panorama from that perch.

You could see what I'd not seen before—
the shores of Buwi Island, away beyond the
doctor’s place. And right there | knew some-
thing that made a difference. | could see
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mnhat must be the Lindquist roost; see it
dear, away across Long-Pig Lagoon.

It was on a second island, with maybe a
mile of water between it and Buwi. There
were a couple of frowsy-looking buildings
there—it was all as plain as print through
the telescope— and several canoes drawn up
on the beach. A bit this side of it, like a
water-beetle on the smooth surface, Griggs
was paddling his lady-friend homeward, and
if 1’d wanted any other evidence, there was
Lindquist himself, parading up and down
on the sand waiting for them. Presumably,
I thought with a wry chuckle, to undo some
of the good work Whisky Jack had done
for Ginger. Well, let him—

But the thing that attracted me and made
me swear to myself delightedly, was this.
Just off-shore there was a cutter moored; a
seven- or eight-ton affair, with her mainsail
furled and a jib still set and roughly hud-
dled round the forestay.

That altered matters. This was the first
indication 1'd had that there was anything
better than a canoe about, to make a get-
away in. And taking another squint at the
cutter, it seemed to me that there was a
little daylight on Grigg’s scheme. Those
sails, clumsily furled and bundled up, were
set; it wouldn’t take more than a yank or
two to have them full and drawing.

I wondered again, up in that bird’s nest.

And then | got something else that star-
tled me. There was another craft in sight—
in fact, three of them. They were coming
in to Lindquist’s from the sea, and 1'd seen
their kind before, too.

Outriggers; the big forty-foot canoes these
natives used. The same as 1'd seen being
paddled the night before on the way to the
barbecue. But this time they weren’t being
paddled. They were under sail, and with a
nice breeze on their quarter they came along
at a lick that made me whistle. Even with
their crews aboard, they don’t draw a foot,
these spidery concerns, and in light airs
especially they’re something to watch go.

I watched them, all right, and so did
Jake Lindquist. He’d turned round on the
beach there and was standing looking at
them under his hand. As they came swinging
in to his place he went to meet them, leaving
Griggs and Ginger to land as they liked. |
saw him at the water’s edge, with a dozen

of the long black fellows clustered round
him.

Well, there was confirmation, if any was
needed, of what Griggs had said. They were
up to something, this lot, and | figured by
now | knew what it was. They don’t, as a
rule, sample white men, these pot-pie boys,
and Chinese they won’t touch at all—claim
white men taste of tobacco, |I'm told, and
Chinese have a flavor all their own and not
sc tasty— but it looked suspiciously to me as
if here was one time they might make an
exception. Jake Lindquist cut a lot of ice
with them; 1'd seen that the night before.
And it wmuld be just exactly like him to
engineer a regrettable accident in my case.

| stayed up there for quite a while, think-
ing all this over and wondering about
Griggs. Over the lagoon yonder Jake Lind-
quist was still in a palaver with his pot-pie
friends, and Ginger had vanished into the
house. Griggs took the canoe and scnlled it
out to the cutter; | could see him working
on her decks, idly to all appearances, but 1'd
my ideas about that.

The more | mulled that little man over in
my mind, the better he tasted. Maybe it was
just a matter of comparison with the others,
but whatever it was he rang increasingly
true.

| slipped down from the tree, and began
to wait for the dark.

CHAPTER X
GRIGGS TAKES A HAND

T CAME soon enough, dropping down

over Buwi like a rushing blade cloak.

There was wind in it, | saw with relief,
for wind one would have to have if we were
after all going to get away in that cutter of
Jake Lindquist’s. Heavy douds began to
steal up from the southward; we might even
have a lot of wind, | figured, sitting in the
gloom on the veranda there. Well, so much
the better; the cutter would handle in a
blow where those racing outriggers would
sail themselves under—

I got up and moved into the house. There
was no sense, after all, in giving anyone a
cockshy at me. My pistol was in my pocket,
along with John Horrocks’ note-book; |
wanted to show that to Mannie Silbersteia

\%
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before | kicked him into Sydney Harbor.
But otherwise | was leaving everything as
it stood.

| sat fingering my pistol and waiting. An
hour passed with nothing but the rustle of
the wind in the trees and the steady under-
tone of the surf a mile away.

Fidgets overtook me. | wondered where
and how Griggs would manifest himself—
I don’t believe | doubted for an instant that
he’d turn up—and as the minutes slipped
away my nerves began to fray. That dark,
lonely storeroom oppressed me. | got up
and went to the window. For sixty seconds
| stood staring out of it.

Then | was down the steps and running
like a fiend among the wind-tossed branches,
unmindful of who might be lurking among
them. There was a fire reflected on the
smooth, twisted tree-trunks.

Whisky Jack’s place, unless |
Dutchman!

Fifty yards, and it was Whisky Jack's
lace; just getting well alight. | cursed
elplessly and pounded on. No wonder
there hadn’t been any sign of Griggs, |
thought. No wonder—

I went floundering flat on my face, all the
breath jerked out of me. Something had
grabbed me low round the feet, and that
something wasn’t any root or creeper either.
"Desperatey | clutched at my pistol.

A voice hissed in my ear. "Quiet, yer
blasted fool!” it said.

I gasped, as if someone had douched me
with the coldest of cold showers. Once
again my blood, that had almost stopped
running with surprise, began hammering
«t my temples.

"Griggs!” | muttered.

He dragged me to my feet. "Come on!”
he said. "Now’s our time— "’

Matters started to dawn on me, with par-
ticular reference to the fire in front. |
grabbed him by the arm.

"Did you do that?

was a

He chuckled. "Watcher think, cully? I
ain’'t— "

I shook him furiously. “Where are
they?” | snarled. "Where's the girl, you
little swine?”

He wriggled out of my grasp like an eel,
still chuckling. There was a slight sound
dose to me somewhere. | stopped, frozen.

Mary Shirriff was standing there in the
dark; | could faintly see the outline of her
head against the glimmer of the lagoon.

"Holy smoke!”

Griggs had me by the wrist now. "Stow
the cackle!” he said in his raucous whisper.
"W e gotta move, | tell yer. Shake a leg an’
come on!”

Together, hand in hand, the three of us
bolted down among the trees to that black
and shiny beach. A hundred yards along it
a canoe was nosing the sand. We tumbled
into it, anyhow, and Griggs thrust a paddle
into my hand.

"Dig in!” he said. "An’ if yer make a
single sound, I'll guttle yer, so help me!”

He thrust the canoe out into the wind-
ruffled water and yanked its head round
cleverly. For minutes we paddled cautiously,
blades under water, while | tried to catch
up with affairs, and Whisky Jack’s place
burnt steadily up there among the trees.
We were paddling wide of it, out towards
the reef, and | began to get a glint of
Griggs’ scheme as the Lindquist island and
beach came into view.

The place was in a boil of excitement,
with torches moving to and fro on the beach
like fireflies. Down wind, you could hear
the racket they were making, plain. Griggs
stopped paddling all at once.

"Quiet!” he growled.

From somewhere or other there was a
quick, slashing beat I'd heard before. In a
moment you could see—a hundred yards
away, between us and the land. One of the
outriggers was being driven full speed, its
sides outlined in glittering foam. | could
hear the grunt of its straining crew.

Whisky Jack, | thought, going hell-for-
leather to see the damage. Mary had the
same idea, | think; | heard her catch her
breath behind me.

But it was Griggs, as usual, that had the
hard common-sense.

"Still!” he breathed. "Not a move!”

We froze, both of us, while the canoe
swung broadside to the wind. The outrigger
passed us— | thought | could even see
Whisky Jack’s figure on its stern platform

—and then Griggs swung his paddle
again.
"Nah then!" he said under his breath.

"Easy does it, all hands!”
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BEGAN to creep forward over the
Wialf mile of dusky water that lay be-
tween us and the cutter.

There was still an almighty shindy going
on over there, though in the blackness one
could see no details. But the torches and
general running-about were enough; they’d
come bobbery in hand. Griggs, behind me,
was grimly sileftt, though, and pulled me
up savagely when | tried to ask questions.

"Stow it blast yer!” he spat out, across
Mary’s head amidships. "Wodjer think this
is— Piccadilly?”

| fell obediently silent, but I’d have given
plenty just then to liave known what was
going on inside Griggs’ little skull. He
seemed to have taken command completely,
and after all, 1°'d only my own judgment of
him to trust to. He might be straight—
probably was, | figured—but if he wasn't,
it was going to be a poor lookout for Mary
and me.

We crept ahead. | thought | could see
the cutter’s mast against the sky. | won-
dered how ki thunder Griggs proposed tc
sail her out of this lagoon in tire dark.

As it turned out, there were plenty of
things to occupy one’s mind before that one
came up. Griggs suddenly backed water
hard, and made a sucking sound between
his teeth.

W e stopped again, while | strained eyes
and ears to see what it was that had sur-
prised him.

At first | saw nothing; the blaze of
Whisky Jack’s place behind us, and the
shifting glare or the torches in front made
everything doubtful and vague, a mass of
wavering shadows. There might have been
a dozen craft on that glinting water with-
out my seeing one of them.

But Griggs had eyes like a cat, it seemed;
lightning fast action, too.

"Down!” he mouthed. "The two of yer
—down in the bottom, flat!”

There was no asking questions on that
one. Duck was the word, and duck it was.
I hugged the canoe’s floor, and Mary aft of
me. Griggs sat up astern and began to sing,
of all things in the world—some husky,
ribald tune of his, as if he were alone and
about his own concerns.

Then | heard him hail someone.
you, Jackwo?” he called.

"That

There was the sound of a paddle dose at
band, and a hoarse native voice answered
in. Papuan. Griggs was working his own
paddle now, keeping us away from who-
ever it was.

"Wodjer doin’, yer black scutt?" he in-
quired cheerfully.

Jackwo— apparently one of Jake Lind-
quist’s men—gabbled something, and
Griggs laughed. He stopped paddling and
I could hear the water ducking under the
sides of the other canoe as it approached,

"Out watchin’ for ’Arkness, eh?” he
said. "Well, damn me if that ain’t a queer
old rig, an’ chance it! Boss’ orders, huh?”

"Yi-yi, sah!” said Jackwo, and | could
almost see him grin. Griggs drifted doser.

"Yus!” he said suddenly. "Well, me
stove-polish beauty, there’s somethin’ for
yer to chew on—"”

It was done in a flash. Our canoe lurched
wildly, shipping water; then it righted, and
there was a choked groan and a gurgle.
Something splashed and threshed a bit over-
side, and Mary screamed faintly. Griggs
drove his paddle deep and we surged ahead.

"Cmon, cully!" Ire snapped to me. "Let
er ’ave it, fer Gawd’s sake. | was just
watchin’ fer that cove—Jake, ’e’s got ’alf a
dozen of ’em out, scoutin’ round lookin’

fer you. 'E thinks,” he chuckled, "1’'m one
of ’em. But that there bonfire back yonder's
got ’im guessin’, I'll bet a shillin’. Cfipes,

1'd like to see ’is fyce—"”

He was driving the canoe along now like
a fury, making it fairly leap across the
water. | gripped my paddle and swept it
behind me in a kind of daze. 1'd seen Kill-
ing before, but this little biter licked any-
thing that had come my way so far. He was
a terror, if ever | saw one.

But just now he was on deck, and | was
following orders blindly. Anyway, without
him neither Mary nor | had"a Chinaman’s
chance of getting out of this mess, and with
him—well, it was that or nothing. | went
or. paddling grimly, my eyes ahead.

There was another affair there now that
locked interesting. Down on the island
beach, away beyond Lindquist’s house in the
cark, another fire had sprung up. Its flames
licked higher as | watched, and | thought
I could see figures moving about it. I'd
seen the same thing before, too— foui-and-
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twenty hours back, away yonder on the
other beach.

‘There wasn’t any doubt about it. The
pot-pie boys were staging another celebra-
tion. | remembered Whisky Jack’s last
words to me—that | was for the high-jump.
A cold sensation took me by the back of the
neck again.

I wondered how much he’d known when
he said that.

But I'd little time for such thoughts.
Griggs was behind me, and he was mutter-
ing luridly under his breath. The gist of his
vicious talk was hurry, and for once |
agreed with him whole-heartedly. We went
surging along towards that cutter.

CHAPTER XI
THE CUTTER

I'VE tackled some nervous assignments in

my time, and in that last twenty-four
.hours I'd been keyed up to concert pitch
and a bit beyond anyway.

But this swift dash for Jake Lindquist’s
boat, with Mary Shirriff close enough to me
to touch, and the fires blazing to right and
left, took the cake. It was maybe four or
five minutes before the cutter's mast
showed, faint against the red-lit sky, but in
that time 1'd gone through plenty to last me
half a lifetime. Griggs swirled the canoe
up under the little vessel’s counter and |
breathed again.

" 'Op aboard, cully!” he whispered. "An
duck below—you an’ the gal!”

There didn’t seem to be much sense in
arguing with him at that instant, though I
didn’t see his point at all. 1 hauled Mary
Ibodily out of her concealment— she was still
(shivering and shaking, and not much won-
der—and dowQ into the little cockpit. The
cabin door was open and | thrust her in-
side, in the dark.

Then | turned to Griggs. He’d slung
lhimself aboard like a cat and hooked the
=canoe close alongside. He was crouched on
-deck, peering about him and listening.

"Wnat’s doing?” | muttered.

He turned his head. "Thought | told yer
to get below,” he said in the same under-
gone, but with a note of irritation in it
"You do as you’re bid, d'ye see, mister?

This ain’t no shemozzle for the likes o
you!” .

Well,, that would never do, of course;
I wasn’t being bossed by all the cockneys
out of Limehouse. | told Griggs so, in a
few nicely chosen, even if noiseless words.
I could hear him shaking with some emo-
tion in the dark—amusement, it seemed,
for his grim chuckle was in evidence, some-
where under the surface.

"All right!” he mouthed. "Stay where
yer are, then, yer Yank perisher! An’ use
them damn mule’s ears o’ yours. D'ye hear
anythin?”

That question was a crazy one, for we
were surrounded by noise on all sides of us.
Aft, there were the pot-pie boys on the
beach there, round their fires— three blazes
had sprung up now, and | could catch the
beginnings of the stamp-and-go dance busi-
ness 1'd heard away on the other beach
before. Then there was some kind of a
confused racket from Lindquist’s place, a
couple of hundred yards away across the
water; what it was was hard to make out.
And finally, from the other direction— for-
ward as we lay— Whisky Jack’s house was
still burning fiercely. It was in its direction
that Griggs had his ear cocked.

"Listen!” he breathed. “That outrigger!”

Sure enough, in a moment it came to me
—the steady splashing beat of the paddles.
I could see, across the lagoon, the blur of
phosphorescent light that marked the foam
of her passage. Griggs clicked his tongue.

“Cornin’ back, eh?” he said. “Found
there wasn’t nobody there, an’ wants ter
know what the ’ell! Now we got to sit
tight, cully, an