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Mechanical Engineering
Learn at Home!

Employers everywhere are looking for men with me-
chanical ability. Splendid salaries and rapid advancement
are offered those with special training.

There is an easy, delightful way in which yeu ean learn right at
home in spare time. For 29 years the Imtermational Corresp@ndence

Schools have been giving men and
women just the training they need
for successin mechanical engineer-
ing and more than 200 other sub- |
jects. Humtdestls of thousands
have stepped into good positions
through I. C. S. help, but never I
were oppoituiilias so great as now. |
|
|

Let the 1. €. 8. help yow. Chowse the
work you like best in the coupom, then
mark and mail it today. Tthis doesn't
obligate you in the least and it will

wbring you information that will start |
on & successful career. This is

* mce. Dom'tletitslip by. The

ant thing you have to do | ¢

mail this coupon zww. |
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TERNATIONAL CORRESPONDEMCE SCHOOLS

SCRANTON, PA.

Explain, without ohligating me, how [ can qmlﬂl‘y for the posi-

tion, or in the subject,
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ADVERTISING

Window Trimmer

Show Card and Siga Ptg.

Railroad Positions
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Cartoon
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ADVENTURE

Read the gripping, thrilling tales of adventure told by the men of

“Scarlet & Gold”

intrepid H?&f of the gaf%g{ North-Yhsst bﬁw S QHF%S gna‘ WR:
ﬂM’cﬂ fig SERsE %m the face égngé? ang deary mg ROSSIbIE thelr
woR ﬁsl. record of acRieVEmERt 1R the MAIRIERAREE 15\» gH SFdEF:

Contents of Second Anmual “Scandet & Gold”

“A Loyal Halibreed of "85 *
“Almighty Voice, Outlaw'

“A Two Thousand Mile March'*
“Sitting Bull, [1is Life and Exploits’*
“The Story of the Three Scours’*
““The Cypress Hill Fight’

“m the Camp of Big Bear'*

Publishers® Offer

“An Indian Meadicine Mam'*

“'©n the Fdge of the Batren Land’

“ ‘Baby’s’ Death Avenged!*

‘Hypeditions of h873*

“Tihe Se:aﬂhﬂt Riders’ 47 Years of
Agtivity

tWiliere thc Trail Led,"

et€., ete.

Wiith the second annual (140, 10x%13 pages, illustrated)
comees z handsome, fully colored -Peasandafion plate
{24% x 18") suitable for framing, entitied *‘Thee Arresty’*
by John Inmes. Price for Second Amuml and Plate,

Cowan & Brookhouse
1129 Howe St., Vancouwer, Canada

Send inge Vocarlen & GoldM—

rate for both, $2.00. Use the Coupon.

COWAN & BROOKHOUSE
1129 Howe St.

$1.50, post paid. Tirere are still afew copies of the
First Armyial to be had at $1.00 each. Combination

{1 Sgsmid Anvual with Piate 81,50 enclosed+

! First mid Secoud Awmuals with Plate (32.00
enclosed)

Yancouxer, Canada

BE YOUR OWN BOSS; MAKE
MORE MONEY

Witk litile eapital yss EaR Estahx:
GUF home town

Wwerk, withlesscost RS,
#6 are Andersen sehoels in 34
tes, 'ggs "n:%r y@u‘ Better QGh&kﬂ
ng_ pl st equipment _makes
Andersen tireel sugeesshul
We teach you the famous Anderson
method of vulcamzmgand the opsir-
atien af the E Jﬂ
§ mW EF}Q& §H ?%ﬂ 1 F:
5 m 10 day: s in schonl and

Vulcanlze,;‘ v'v’Ie r};mndu;our
’% the Eg xg day v egﬂsewe sen
& ywv € %%‘é How to make mere

ANDERSON STEAM VULCANI 0.
107 Wilkiams Bldg., Indiavapefis, Ind., U. S. A,

SEND YOUR NAME FOR A HEXNITE GEM

Send no . Simyily se‘ect the styie of ring you want by
mmmﬂu state th hngzer su,e anol we m{ i send you, charges pre-
ted in solid gold and

welghmﬁ almost one sarat Ww}pt en it arrives, merety deposit
50 with the postman, them wear the gem for ten days. 1f you
or your friends ean tell a Hexnite Gem from a diamend,
senf it bash: If you deside to buy it, sund only $3.60 monthly
Més 0 is Baid Wride for 32-page sataleg showing hum-
THE HDM\NI‘II‘E CO)

116 Nagsaw Street, New Yotk

— v . wer ame et e (S

ALL STAN DARD MAKES

These tires
8,000 mllc-. mnny prnctn:ally new. Do not confuse these exceptional
grade tires with sewed or half soled tires, Thousandts
,000 miles Every tire we ship is backed by our

high
getting 6,000 to 8
satisfaction .uar-ntee.
SIZE TIRES TUBES | SIZE
INx3 $ 6.95 ‘Ill 75 | 83x4
7.95 95 | 34x4

8
szm; 8.7S z.:s x4y 12 25
9 GS 2 25 . 0

easy.
TIRES
11.90

511.2' $2.50 | 3

d for 6,600 to

;5 of users are

TUBES | SIZE TIRES TUBES
$13.90 SS 15

1450
350
1500 3.78

3634
73(5

et b @%ﬂ“?ﬁ%ﬁ@‘” %%%E%%%%Jﬁé ol e

KLASS-WORTH CO., 3033 Michigan Ave., Dept. 784, Chicago,

ADVENTURE
Jume 3rd, 1921

Publiished twice a month by The Ridgway Company at Spring and Maedougal Sts., New York
City. Yearly subscription $4.00 in advance; single copy 25 cents, Entered as second=class

matter Oct. 1, 1910, at the post-office at New York. N. Y., under the act of Mameh 3. 1879,
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ADVENTURE i

LEARN WIRELESS

] AT HOME Your Problems
“The Demand for Good Wireless

"Operators Far Exceeds the Supply ‘ | '
The New York Wineless Institute will make you an operator=AT HOMH { e o ve
—in your spare time—quickly, easily ami thoroughly. No previous traim- i [

ing or experience required. Our Home Study Course hiis been prepared |
by Radio lpspents. Experts able to iutpnri their practical amet technical ‘

kmowledge to YQU in an easy to undfrsynut:a way. The graded lessons
maited you will prove so fascinating that you will be eager for the next
one. The Instruments furnished jrce, will make it as easy to learn the

Code as it was to learn o5 talk. Aitsyon« =pill’ Juive to iy, is to listen, ‘

=@ all parts of the wgrl@l and re

celve tine pay and malmenance Hh@ time. Da you prefer a steady
posmun without lr?el‘ OPPOFtURtRS At the Aumerous
mwmm W'rﬁlﬁ%ﬁ oF Steamship Cempams,

nfl*é)

16,8 PRtk
gisw@'r ww £ ufw %é‘g]'
power. en who

'a'a 1o
%E{er-,

Heow Can I Inavease My Incame?

No doubt, this is the mysterious riddle
which, for a long time, has been the root

This wondeefud Set for learning the Eode furmished free with oar Course of all your worrles. Thmough our easy
FREE Instruments and Text Books and practical plan, you can quickly and
%"mﬁfé‘ﬁﬁg;“::l;"s:‘t“:":'":'"ﬁ’"“:;:xfr"iﬁ 'c'ﬁ'i?n'"&'ﬁ completely rid yourself of this bugbear. |
oan il all studen COo 19 ounse, = b3
The Trarspiie: 3oy s e ceebaied O | EASY BAYMENTS Forget about those wild, gold-brick
%'e‘zi‘,‘.’i'é“‘".‘i. by the lesd "‘sﬂ.’é‘é’ﬁ”!{‘;‘fug‘ﬁ%'.'.i‘fﬁ A gmal poyment dow schemes. Figure out for yourself the only
will enrell you. We wi s
gﬁgdmyguggﬁm mﬁfemﬂ,kmﬂﬁ%m Faks TR gayimanitaso comman-sense way through which you
§§¥ Jare Yo eseiw % m‘mw_y Whem“ ,‘,_‘?ﬁ,%i,?ng‘gm“ st can surely earn all the extra money you
el )y d0 §0. e + . -
%gg:fyegf Vg'gf dfig ) %‘“’u "?&3‘3?5“‘“;?2&“‘?29' Send o FREE Bookdel need so urgently, vglthout‘lnterfermg Yvuth
O 1o Aapeator 1o versey this. wm\mtobllgnllng vou your every-day duties. Tthe answer is to
FREE Pm—@udu-lm Course bookle! to Be- {
A ene month's Post-Graduate Course, if you so fumﬂ in Expert_Wlmie; *
for B o S s LT ! €ash In On Your Spare Time
est port In the World and the He adqnnwrs of low, er Dlzitﬂ of

every leading Wireless and Steamship Company.

NEW YORK WIRELESS IMS'HTU'FE Ereasp the opportunity offeresl you now to be-

DEPT. 224, 258 RROADWAY NEW YORK CITY come a Batterick Subscription Representative.
e e e e S T W — et m— Tuke advantage of our splendid method by whieh |
"NEW YORK WIRELESS INSTITUTE thousands of busy men and women in all sections |

| DEPT. 224, 258 BROADWAY, NEW YORK CITY

of the coumtry are continually bringing into their
Send me, free of charge, your booklet “Hinw tu Becoinf« R I'Xpe#t Wii 4 ging

less Operator,™ containing full particulars of your Counse lives new hawi’t_m lhf"’"ﬁ"‘ imorea'sedl prosperity.
Fuee: instrumontycs qfter. And they do this by simply devoting a few hours |
NAEIE . e e e e each week in behalf of dwenture, Haprybody's
AGRESS oo Magasine, The Budinentor and The Desiguen. ‘
) |
City OF TOWR -« - oo eaa. ., SIAtE ... ... : !
o e No Experieace Is Necessary |

Learn Piano! Wee are ready to teach youw and coeperate
with you at all times. The coupon below wiil

bring yom everything you need to start your

This h“ercs“n’ Free Book profitable spare-time work om Butterick maga-

shows how yo b kil) H i imati
Bleves ot plnn{a"gr ga"’me E%‘ﬂ%@%&g{ zines without delay. No obligation.
12 mwmfem Mmmm v bl ‘é‘ } \
Bl State COIRGFAIR s

= saom mion o= s em v CLIP HERE - MAIL TO-DAY mrvawr s o o o

> X

9 s
28, 0 A rusle Mnnﬁ,.ﬁhﬁAnm’ Divisi
H@; A rﬁg Béj rGQD. Butterick Bl:l'll.’.lwew York ‘
p Drar Sinr:
BLANK CARTRIDGE Please send me a complate representative’s outfit
PISTOL 5&'3.6 Only and all particulars comcerming your money: -making

plan; also inciude a copy of your booklet " Turming

ches long, real revolver styla. For protection and Spare Time Into Cash.”

port, every man, woman and boy sheuld have ere. Okder
once Get Ampiican flayy FREE. Money Fefunaed it deﬁlred

IF YOU WANT (EASH it

roaill us diamonds, watches, new or bmke-m jewelrv, platinum, old gold (51 TSUUT NERLE
and silver, false teeth, War Ronds, Waw Stampx. Magneto Points, etc, N
€ash by Feturn mail. "Goods Feturned in days if you're not satisfied.

OHIO SMELTING & REFINING CO., 252 Lennex Bldg., Clevelsnd, Ohia

nirttion Adwemitirre in wiritindy to adhestifens or visititeg your dealer.



Blhyy the Haumiian Guitar
Just Like the Hiswalians!

Qurr sirethod of teaching is so simplke, plain and easy
that you begin om a piece with your first lessom. In
half an hour you cam play it! We have
reduced the necessary motions you lesrn
te only faur—and you aeguite fhese ih a

few mintifess. Theh it is 65&'1{ 4 fatter
f ?E’%‘"c‘t'i“c‘é l(’} ¢\C.E';'l‘1' e the We ;‘ﬁ, 14504
5, AR, Sl 4
Soeﬁ%‘ { S, .ljs|srumn
1

—

e
waul n]l'l"hl:‘ Hen
it ?ﬁé!'g%i“l ar
10 Of Jausic, hoth .the
mlp mtm B CRAMBAI IR
?{9% .mt!m ifee "acﬂqus r?eb@’s‘ilah(ﬁ'l

icks 849 8 3 sleafat %3
FhARLa e FE saiﬁb.‘lf‘
&%l— QWE Quitar:

Send Coupon NOW

Get Full Particulars FREE
First Hawaiian Conservatory of Music, Iec.

233 Broadway NEW YORK
I am inti-riswd in tne HAWAIIIAN GUITAR. Please LA
send complkte informatiom, special price otfer, etc.. etc, E.Xtm Money and a’,
Bigger Job Ahead

lv-

Nase. ...
He lives in Manyland and he is just one of thousands of enthusi=
ADTREBSS ... astic Umitted ¥. M. €. A. School students. Though he hls not yet
complleted hls Immm—study Conrse in Accountamcy, he says: Wt [
TowN AND STATK . L ALM, liave aiready learned has made it possible for me to earn quite a blt
W rite Naane anid Middsess ((tandy of extra momey auditing books for local busimess concerns outside of
myﬂh egular hours. So of course [ am enthusiastic.”
is young mam had been devoting spare hours to his home-study
course considerablly less tham a year. Yet he is aiready rea ing a re-
turn, and there is a bigger usefuiness immediately abead of him.
Hils case is just one of many examplles of the value of the Umited
.M. €. A. Courses. are of the most concise and prac-
tical natwre, buiit to meet the needs of ambiitious l};oung men who nave
o&ly ;narebl‘l&wrs ford:tudy‘ Oftem the li‘pecml no;vt:ﬂge 5hat th}:ay
attord enal a student to earn enough momey while studying his
kBrexgtiomal Sala of bieh ’?ﬂfooo couise 1o pay its full cost. Amd this may prove true, whether t
s Sarviee, Al wiith genmng course is drawing, designmg, fiic fore ip
i Miller and Firestone ne ing, elestrical or dk
baught diraet frarm the he- he United Y. M. €. A. spat\e—hour cowrses are the result oi many
\hry at smashed prices. Do not years experience in helping amibitious young mem to put mere into
confuse these standard hlgh ri their heads. Last year the chools alded more than 107,000 young men
tread tiras with to increase their ability. Nowi, with correspondence instruction added
patched onea. Our spedial h'lh l’"““m to day and evening classes, the Schools have facilities to help many
lmm curing process gives new long mere thousands.
milasge service and naw appearance, Flhe Unmitted Y. M €.A, Courses are offered at most reasonable prices.
SEND NO “om &vn‘ platform is *Mhe most service for the least money.” Qur earnest
for ox: nstructors are giad to hear from and to help every ambitious man.
Pavordy of 'ﬁ-f-&niéon 53 'l’" e et bejoy suggssts st a few of our cowses. Cheek the
J. ifyou ere not Wully seth ,,g subjiect that interests you mest and learn hew you €an useé spare
hours te qualify yourself £c sarn extra mgﬂ@y to prepare for more
28x3 $ 8.00 um sl:.so congemial work, to qualify for a bi«g%s ;e i grew to bigger mam-
8.40 33.x4 14.2% heed and te assume larger respensibi it costs net] mg te 5st
onl-s 9.60 34x 14.7% this mforﬁmtw.n and it magy arsw@ 2 r@ai furm\;?sigt %Fr lite.
9.50 38x - -’ﬂhez demand today js for trained m$ ?I 6 lity.” Prepare
x # - to meet the demand. Sigm an the form
£ da] | -—————— Send THis Thquiry Ommvn—-————--
Tabe UNITED Y. M. C. A. SCHOOLS
WITH EACH '.l’mg Dapt. 50MY 375 Lexingtom Awxs., New York City
__,_.... h‘m".m.“ .,.,mb., [ am interested in the, position or home-study course 1 have marked.
Lc&"meﬂel n;“llfull h! ’é Please give full lnformatlan
with erder dedacs S% Sl o md.r;r'.f %ﬁ ! Salesman Advertising Man it;:::nﬁer:ghmge oractice
HUDSON TIRE GORPOMTION Rusiness Tiw Auto Mechanic Plumber °p
and Marrison Sts. 139-A, Chicago, Betier L.etters Radio Operator Farm Motor Mechanic
Business ERghish Concrete Emgiiveer Architect
Factary M.?ﬂﬂﬂimeﬂi Banking Bulldlng Contractor
Bookhkeeper Agnicultnral Courses

2R3 %H inaRE Civil Emgiitesen Poultry Husthendry
Will #1922 Help You | il £5-. EE=

Electrician Foreign Languages
get what you want and necd? Can you use extra Name and
E'Arn it in your spare time, We wiill pay —_——

you | i and salary checks.

Th@re is o ohbylwn Trhla ad will bring you Learn About

all and a complete outhit immediately. he Y. M. €. A

Clip out and mail to-day. the Y. M. - A

e s Standards in R ——
Manager, Staff Agencies Division Co d
Box 692 Butterick Building New York rrespondence
Instruction

Kindjy meation Adwenture in writing to adwertiwer® or visiting your dealer,



4 ADVENTURE i

Comb It Through Your Hair and
the Gray Disappears

Don’t think there is no choice between old
fashioned dyeing and gray hair, Science has come
to the rescue with a clear. colorless preparation which
regtores the original color in from 4 to 8 days.

Mail the coupom for a trial size bottle. Tesd on
a single lock of hair. Mary T. Goldmanm's Hair
Coler Restorer doesn‘t interfere witl? washing, there
is nothing to rinse jor rub off, Buy from your druggist,
or direct from us.

MAIL THE COUPON
The trial size bottle and comb will come by re-
turn mail.
Mary T. Gold 452 Gold EBliz., St. Paul,Minn.
S N T S e B R N R R S e S B
| Mary T. Goldman, 452 Goldman Bide.. St. Paul, Minn.
Please send me your FREE trial bottle of Mary T. Goldman's

Hair Color Restorer with special comb. 1 am bllgawd in
I a}/ way by accepting this free offer. The uatural color of my
¥ is

blakk ... jet bladk. . ..
medium brown. . ..

dark browan.. ...
light broow n. ...

SPECIAL TERMS—TRen momnths credit en any
article selected from the SWEFT ecatalog. Na
money ih advance. Shipment made f@f yauf ex
aifination.  First payment te be m gn sm

&rs l;é%&i@ém an Cﬂnjfé

meu;-sedpume ol 7/5% more
ﬂlln lednil e—No Delay

Agents and Help Wanted

Wanm—nsm lranlmay Trafme m
sa -‘,
§ Uﬁ e

@"’ o ik

% %ﬁﬁs%ﬂ%ﬂ ﬁﬁt ‘%ﬁ '§% Heatd Biinke
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Bre,
S R A
m\ed necessitie!

oAby =wei h faﬁ %
, €6, Agent:a Qutﬂt Ei@ﬁg % Q%g

P?ie liets C0., 4044 AmRY f'fﬁé%e?ﬁs%\?“ ﬂ&iﬂ

gpﬁorﬁ.’m'h'ﬂ§°&mm§r%ﬁw§%n ey, Cameearan Ggeat
f?;gft Silvering Ngm@éu&agaaggh%%%

teotive, 14 Lowis,
We Wil start you in ﬂhe cleanm and dyeing bosiimess, littie
g pro yﬁ gookl e nﬁe

Stop Daily Grind,
ware, etc. Plans

I

needed, big et. Ben-Vonde Sy;
Dept- B—F cmdotm.

lmlli 'l% o a mhﬂﬁi Fﬂ

Be one. W@S

Detmﬁwn make blg monem A &
mRFioan

mm. A, mtrom M
genits—%E 1o 312 a da,y ensy‘ SSOI

ital

Unuswal opportunity. Mamftartmrimg concern, whose line of prog-
ucts is in overwhelmlny demand everywhere, will establish limlted
aa distril , sefling
through agents, salwuen. dealers, jobliers, and by mail.
ence or capital credit i; everythmg furnlshed
sales helps; full coopemtiyon tremendous repeat
groﬁt newspaper advertising free; territory protected by contract.
cientific Labomtoiies, 203 Court’ §t., Dept. 969, Brooklyn, N. Y,

Automobiles, et¢:

We '“Y $10 a day for good live hustkls taking orders for Tosyde
ny

Tynes, inner armar for to g ve double
tire mil Amy tire. and bl

mous demand. Big oppnrtunlly for the right man uick
for territory. Ammsican Acvessories Co., B 402, Cincinmm hio.

Real Estate

Begim Today. Imwest wisely. Obtaln good home and year-itound
ob. Buy choice bardwood land M] an. lhme grains, stoek,

WN%EE N paul tables, frut.  Healthul mate, Gl

EWHF i ligh (oo %g ;aultr& Ve, galsmcﬁu;:ami rn‘ﬁiﬁgs cand o '¥:E‘ lﬂ;ius;"ﬂg E

WS \ﬂ'Wﬂi mm gwmaﬂ; D-1246, hqm mvmai Blag.. @mme{a eﬁ
Dnemm‘mmm

Sweet’s Cluster-

7 Fine Diamonds, armmAlﬁe&ﬁJ

in Platinum.
like Né’/rm@&hhtmee
Price, $62

G f ik

Capitai! $310190.000

paid for your spare time. Al particulars
on request. No obligation. Wiite to-day.
Staft Agenciea Division

Box 691, Butterick Bullding New York

Stories, Photoplays, etc.

A mibiitious Wrims ot PWWS" Short Stosies, Poems. Songs,
send today for ctive book K\my i
%lg rg:ludimz 65 helpful suF estions on writin and sellmg

ubliishing Co., 518 Butiler Bldg., Gmlnnm Ohio,
mn—mmn Women mmimuus make momey ting
smm and lemlnhws Send for wnnm-l'ull Free Book thar. tells
how. Just addwess Author's Press Dept. 115. Auburn, N. Y.

Stories Neatly wrrml punctuaited and paragraphed. Crmmsms
and helpful suggestions on how to write and sell by experienced
magazine editor and writer. Wark done prom&l;v and at lowest
rates. Berkshire imary Burreau, B nter, Conn.

wma phel‘bﬁihws szs—m pald uiynme for suitable ideas.

N lewue,
304, St. Louls, Mo,

Kimdly mention Adwemtwre in writing to adwertizers or visiting your dealer.
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Published Twiice a Month by T'HE Ripeway CoMpaANY

7. H. GANNON, President C. H. HOLMES, Secwetary end Thivhishi ddé¢
Sping and Maadm gsl Streets - = DNew York Cit
6, et f"g Lomd: W‘ﬁwﬁ-,‘ Englw’d’

e Offies e T Pt 0. ¥ e lhelkm of hiacon 3, 197D ARTHTR SULUVANT HOPEMON, Ratr
Yearly Subscription, $4.00 in advance . Single Copy, Twenty-Five Centa
Forsiga p 22 Ciamis P ge, M ceoin
Trads-Murk Registerad: Copynigiht, 1921, by The lldgwuy Cnmally in the United Statee and Grasat Britain,

and i1l to this but he wiill use all dus care while
they are in hia handa.

Tha editor esasumes no risk for

Contents for Eirst June, 1921, Issue

The Moon Master A Complete Noselette . . .. J Allaa Bumn
Thece-cornered war between Kanales and whxte
Red Sleeves A Scwap of dndian Loxe . . . . . NP
The Honse Qpposite . . .. . ... joieD Syam
A guiet evening in Bosten:
A Woman Yeteran A Bit of the Ol Wes : S
Rebelz Comvict 4 T of e B of h iy Rafal Sabain
Freedom and the Main. ) .
Raise) Sabatiiri
Jobn Slaughter's Way AnAsice . . . . . .  Frederick R. Bechdolt
Cattile-men and the birth of law. ) )
Frederick R. Bechdoit
The Foot of a Baboon . . . . . . Edward M. Thierry
Two diamonds and two Afncans )
Edward M. Thierry
The Torch-Bearers A FourBart Stoyy Part Ul . Hugh Pendexter
MEarion’s men fight the redcoats.

Hugh Pendexter

The Heart of the Crew . .. . . .. . . . . Kenneth Gilbert

The ship’s mascot starts a rampus. Kenneth Gilbert

114

*Owasssonidjly ome of owr storiss will be call! am “Offfikke-2rail’’ story, a wamiigg that it is im some way different fiom the

(Gontinued on next page)

usuedl magazitee yaoness, pettapps a ltile differant, pevtiapss a good deal. Wt may violate a canmvw of litevadtwyre or a uemm; of mego-
zimass, or mevedly be drﬁ;&emt fbu:» e typee usuaw}y foaerdd i this mammnu he diiffereece may lie in umnsabl theme,

, maityial,
endifg, or manmer. of telling. of e mentl s



(Continued from prexeding page)

Changed Courses Poeom , . . . . . .  Glenn Ward Dreshach

Haunters of the Heights . . . . . . . P S Mm
Wild tite in the Himslsygs

indi Bosm, . oo s - Hemdbey

e
:Fh §Wgen ztahe Dakota farm was wnldemess

The Padre of Paradise Street . . . . . SB HHm
‘Fhe hardsase skipper 87 the e of 684

Captain Joseph La Barge ABhotfin@bMetvese - - Hhp
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EY were playing the last round of
jacks on the veranda of Craig's
bungalow — Craig, Kellogg, his
storekeeper; Hardy of Mallu Land-

ing; Mazwell from Karra River; Benson of
Watiri Harbor; and the two “new-chums,”
Lodge and Tomlinson, who had recemtly
bought in the copra plantation of Evarts,
deceased.

On the wide, wire-screened porch there
was no sound but the click of chips, the
rifle of shuffling cards, the scratch of a
match, the brief, occasional sentences of the
absorbed players. Bemson was sitting out.
He was unlucky, heavily in debt to
Craig.

Great moths, feathered rather than
scaled, ruby-eyed, wide of wing, crawled
perpetually up the screens. A Malaytan
houseboy, naked save for his lein-cloth,
squatted on his haunches, still as a statue of
ebony.

It was one o'clock in the morning. A

v

full moon rode high amid glittering stars,
washing sea and shingly beach, bush and
mountain-range, with silver. The land
wind, fragrant with the smell of forest and
grassland, orchid and herb and scented
leaf, slashed and rustled in the stiff plumes
of Craig’s coconut grove.

The lap-lap of the lagoon water on the
beach merged with the muttering roll of the
breakers on the distant reef. The naked
crest and shoulders of Mount Lammas
towered above the range and its mantle of
matted jungle, eight thousand feet above
sea level, summit of Guadalcamst, second
largest island of the Solomon Group.

Craig, in pajamas and house slippers, his
sandy beard forking over his chest, closely
estimated each player with his small,
shrewd, pale-blue eyes from under a shade
of green celluloid as he dealt the final hand.
His thin-lipped mouth puckered as he
looked at the tall piles of chips in front of
Lodge. The latter was the heavy winner,

Capyidpht, 1921, by Thiee Riitiguayy Conriawy, #n the Unitted Siattes and Great Boiitain. ALl vightts reserved. 3
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Hardy the big loser, Craig himself well be-
hind the game.

It was not the first time the new-chum
had been the victor in the four months since
his arrival. Craig could not appraise him
to his own satisfaction. Wedded to old
methods, he resented the new ideas on
copra-raising that were advamced by Lodge
as amateur and impractical.

Lodge, lounging in his rattan chair, swift-
ly skinned his cards, hardly seeming to
glance at them, laying them down in a
squared pile. His manner was languid to
boredom. His long, narrow face with its
angular features, colorless eyebrows and
lashes, showed no more expression than a
mask. His fair skin had tanned aggressive-
ly to a rich mahogany.

“He looks,” Craig had said to his fellow
copra-pediers, “like a bay horse looking up
out of a cellar window.”

There was a measure of truth in this ver-
bal caricature. Lodge had a high forehead
and a scanty forelock that aided the illusion.
He had also a jutting chin.

Tamlimson, his partmer, was differemt;
athletic, red-blooded, vigorous, broad of
shoulder. He appeared younger than Lodge,
though there was only a year between
them. He looked like the recently gradu-
ated college half-back and it was not so
many years since Yale Bowl had resounded
with his name. Tomlinson was an open
book to Craig and Lodge a cryptogram.

Hardy, next to the dealer, raised heavily
when the bets came round. Lodge trailed.
His air was that of the winner who feels he
should contribute as much to the final pot
as anybody.

Five times the betting was tilted before
the draw, Tomillinson throwing in his cards
on the third raise. Hardy grunted and
called for two cards. Before he dealt,
Craig called over his shouider to the squat-
ting native:

“Twii, you fetch fresh nut. Quick!

The Malaytan rose like a spring uncoiled,
muscles rippling under the plum-black satin
of calves and thighs, gliding down the ver-
anda. Craig tossed out the draw cards—
two to Hardy, one to Kellogg, two to Max-
well, taking two himself.

Lodge stood pat, his bony, capable-
looking fingers tapping silently on his cards
but not with nervousmess. He seemed to be
deliberately practising some intricate pas-
sage on imaginary keys. There was a

piano at Ewarts’ Cove and Lodge was no
mean performer.

Hardy dropped out on the second raise
after the 'draw, Kellogg reluctantly on the
third. Mawvell finally called Lodge’s bet
and Craig, after a hesitation born of ina-
bility to decide whether Lodge was bluffing
on his winnings or not, did the same. Max-
well had a flush of hearts, Craig three queens
on sevens and Lodge gathered the pot with
four eights. Craig shoved back his chair.

z‘; e ke e e e Fg@“

Bsarsé; his arm§ fy URRUS

§ “WHERE in —'s that Twi!” he

EQCORBLS, € mmy WHE moistwre.  Halt-
way te tgs s he sk EH% he ?&BB
yanm@.r dy freezing su ésny } SZ

8 Rf, eVer s dlert: Wi
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Lodge, watching ﬁwv perseived him deaf
to Eraig’s Explosion, his whole beiRg eon-
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shallew seul: [t was semething vastly
E@t@n& something that was felt rather than
@aré; % sound that broke threugh wind
and sur
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scious of a condition, an active impuwise, &
sound that breke threugh the meRetenss
of wind and surf, transcending them. It
was hard to translate. The perves that
served his ear tympans could pet im-
mediately interpret it any mere than they
eould place the direstion Whenece it cams,
from the sea, the bush, underground oF
overhead. It affected his diaphragm, a
the ganglia of his bedy, with an esry sen-
saﬂ@n 3 dmp@mtwn t@ward geose-flesh.

And hitherte Lodge a fintterad himself
that he had ne “nerves.”
“Too mueh trouble walk aleng bush,”

said Twi, depositing his nuts on a side table,
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“Tihat Quakka he bimeby make big fella
trouble.”

“Just a simg-siing, probably,” suggested
Hardy.

Tui shook his lime-bleached wool em-
phaticaily.

“No. That not simg-singg drum. That
Quakka dittee drum. Big devil-devil drum.
Pienty I savvy him.”

The islander’s manner had relaxed as if,
the source of his disturbance solved, it held
slight interest for him.

With his casaka knife he commenced
deftly to slash off the tops of the nuts, con-
verting them into natural goblets contain-
ing almost a pint of clear, slightly sparkling
and acidulous liquid. Lodge was the only
one who did not lace the drink with Scotch
whisky or Hollands gin.

“What is #bioe?” he asked his seat
neighbor, Benson.

Lodge was making a close study of native
customs and acquiring a vocabulary. Ben-
son was tropics-broken. His well-shaped
features had begun to blur; his hands were
tremulous. There were puffs beneath his
eyes; his wide mouth was loose above his
double chin and his paunch gross and
flaltlyy. But his ‘forehead was almost as
good as that of Lodge; his speech and man-
ners held, in contrast to the rest, distinction.

“Ewery male islander,” said Benson, “as
soon as he reaches puberty, goes off into the
bush and hides himseif while he manufac-
tures a drum, of size according to rank or
ambitions. The voice of that drum is sup-
posed to be the voice of the ghostly affinity
of its maker! who thus becomes ibitoe.
North American Indians have a similar
custom when they seek their secret fofewm.”’

The boom-boom-boomm now seemed to
dominate all other sounds, charging the air
with vibrations as gas charges water with
insistent, ever rising bubbles. &His winnings
cashed in and disposed of in wallet and
pocket, Lodge lounged with half-closed
eyes, drawing evenly on his pipe, fasci-
nated by the rhythmic percussion of the
devil-devil drum, conjuring up a picture of
the great hollow log, carved to the sem-
blance of a grotesque, bestial face and
dwarfed, distorted limbs and body; pound-
ed by Quakka, the wizard, or one of his
attendants in some skull-surrounded sanc-
tuary of the densest bush.

He found himself breathing, exhaling
smoke, in time with the beat, drowsing
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toward a species of hypmnosis in which the
booms first regulated themselves to the
throb of his puise, then ruled it, quickening
the flow of his-blood, each link of sound
forging itself to the one ahead in a chain of
animate vibratiions, primitive, savage, can-
nibal.

Visions rose before him of biack figures
weirdly painted, posturing wildly about a
fire with brandished spears; the grim shape
of a stone idol smeared with blood, a prone
figuree upon a combined altar and chopping-
block; smoke and fire rising from baking-
pits that naked women with pendulous
breasts tended whiie they chanted a bar-
baric feasting-song.

The querulous voice of Craig recalled
him.

“THE bushboys are getting out of
hamtl. I always claimed it didn’t
Izl pay to use local boys—they're too
cocky—but what are you going to do when
you can't recruit any more? Labor Law
has spoiled 'em. The commissioner makes
pets out of 'em. Getting to the place where
you can't punish & hand any more. Got to
send him to Tulagi for judgment and all he
gets is a talking-to.

“But I flogged the —— hide off one of ’em
the other day for being cheeky. He sulked
~—but he’s working; you can lay to that.
He started to spring something about
Quakka before he got too busy thinking
where the next lash was going to cross-cut.
I Quakka'd hinm—proper.”™

“Quakka had some trouble with Evarts,
didn’t he?"” asked Lodge.

Craig looked at him curiously, half-ma-
liciouslv.

“iHeeard about that, did you? Waonder if
you heard all of it?"

“l don't know. Ito mentioned it. I
didn't question him at the time.”

“Going to keep the Jap on?”

The others listened, fimishing their Solo-
mon highballis.

“I hope so,” answered Lodge. “He
turned over the plantation affairs in good
shape, and I understand he administered
them since Evarts’ dewti.”

“He’s smart enough.”

Craig made the admission grudgingly.

“Like all Japs,” he added. “They're
nosing aill through Melamesia since the
Alllies gave them everything above the Line.
Theylll be running the South Seas fifty
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years from now, you mark my words.

“As to Ewarts, I don’t know how much
Ito knows about his run-in with Quakka;
but it's common talk enough, and this much
is straight: Two of Ewarts’ boys ran away
after a flogging.

“We've all got a working agreement with
Cha about runaways. Cha—Kimg CGhat-
is the chief headman of this side of Guadal-
canal. Quakka is his cousin. Cha rounds
up runaways in the bush and claims a re-
ward. Otherwise, unless they were of his
own tribe, he'd kill and kaiHaiz *em.

“But Quakka got hold of these two, and
he wanted something or other that Evarts
wouldn't come through with. Quakka in-
sists and Phil kicks him off the place, clean
down the veranda steps into a croton-
bush.

“That was bad business. Much better to
have shot him and good riddance to.a
trouble-maker. But Ewvarts boots him and
makes him lose face in front of the whole
plantation, including a dozen or so Guadal-
canar boys.

“Quakka picks himself up and limps off.
He makes a little image of clay and named
it for Evarts. Modeled it round a sharp
stick and stakes it out in the stream riffles.
Then he sends word to Ewarts that he’ll die
slowly as the clay figure melted in the run-
ning water, and pass over the same day the
image was destroyed.

“Phil had the temper of a blind snake.
Pig-headed! If he didn't want to kill
Quakka after that he should have squared
him. Might have known Quakka couldn't
afford to bluff with a white man. Instead
he grabs the image out of the stream that
afternoon, strips it off the stake and
squashes it under his foot.

“Ihey found him dead on his veramdta—
your veranda, Lodge—ithe next morning.
Stiff in his pajamas. Biiss, the missioner, is
our doctor man and he called it heart-
failure. Figured Evarts drank too much
and that this was a judgment, I suppose.
Native boys all believe Quakka bewitched
him.

“Phil Evarts was a queer duck. Moody,
and didn’t mix with the rest of us. Stayed
home and strummed on the piano he had
shipped in. But if he had heart-failure I'm
dying of comswmptiomn.”

“You think Quakka poisoned hiim?"

Craig shrugged his shoulders at Lodge's
question, swishing about the last of his

drink in the bottom of the nut before he
answered.

“He was a —— fool to kick a wizard be-
fore witnesses. That’s what I have to say
about it. No mark on the body of course;
and Bliss didm’t analyze the stomach.

“Quakka is a pet of his, anyway. He
expects to convert the whole island through
the wizard and become high lord bishop of
the Solomons, with Quakka singing /timiwis,
taking up collections and teaching in the
Sunday-school down to Aowawa. Yah!™

He drained his nut and tossed it unexpec-
edly at Twi. Twi caught it left-handed,
nonchalantly as a star first-baseman spears
a wild throw.

“Quakka has got a tremendous following
and it’s growing,” said Bemson. “Growing
at the expense of Cha. High chiefs are
hereditary on Guadalcamar. Cha has no
brother. With Cha out of the way Quakka
would be heir to the leadership. If that
happens we’ll all have to look out.

“Cha married the girl Quakka wanted,
you see. Took her by right of kingship.
That was a long time ago, and the girl is
dead; but Quakka hasn't forgotten the
matter. He didn’t amount to much those
days although he was the king’s cousin. He
was just an ordinary bush sorcerer, not a
fully fitsdged timdalo.

“He had brains. An eclipse of the moon
came along, and the tribes were scared stiff.
Some of the wizards have got a working
knowledge of the consteliations, but they
have no calendar stones; they can’t foretell
eclipses. So, when the bright night dark-
ened they all fell on their faces and bellies
from the king down.

“It was a Melamesian raguerrkk=the
twilight of the gods. The po-eleek, the
uttermost darkmess, was upon them. An
evil demon was eating up the moon. The
end of all things. Peu!

“L don't doubt that Quakka was fright-
ened with the rest; but he figured he might
as well go out bluffing. So he jabbered
away with his spelis, and when he saw the
shadow passing he told them to get up and
see what he.had done for them.

“‘Wali! Eyah! Mighty was Quakkal!’

“He made the most of it. His fame
spread, and now he’s the biggest tindail on
the island. Right at this moment he's
more powerful than Cha, to my notion.

“COha is friendly with the whites, or he
pretends to be, because he’s afraid of
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reprisal. He got shelled out three years
ago. The gunboat came up in the night
and started shelling at dawn.

“Cha didn’t have any warning, and for
once the shells did some real damage. They
burst fair in the village and killed about
twenty bachelors in the council-house.
Since then Cha’s been a good savage.

“QUAKKA hates us. He'd like to
drive all the whites into the sea.

He’s boasted he will some day, and
if he gets the chance he’ll try. Then an-
other gunboat will come along sooner or
later; but in the mean time we stand a good
show of having our heads become Exhibit A
in Quakka’s headquarters. With Cha's
parked next.

“Cha’s men killed the native curate of
the missioner who preceded Bliss. Cooked
and ate him in the missionary garden at
Aowawa.

“Wihen the missioner arrived and expostu-
lated they did the same to him. I've
heard, on good authority, more than once'
that his skull is ip Cha’s collection. The
men who saw it knew it by the two gold
teeth.

“I’'wve never been curiousito corroborate
their evidence. I don't fancy traveling in
the bush. The beach is good enough for
me. And now Quakka’s sucking round the
Reverend Marcus Bliss.”

“Grafting. off him,” put in Maxwell.
“He kmows jolly well better than to come
near any of us. Tirying to make himself
solid, allay spspicion or most likely beg
or steal pills apd stuff he can pass off as his
own medicine.

“Some day Bliss is going to be a martyr.
They call Aowawa the Gate of Heaven
anyway. He’s the seventh missioner since
they started the mission there, and all six
have passed through the Gate to glory.

“Two died of fever, being lucky. Four
were long-pigged after they were toma-
hawked.
e~ “You can't civilize Solomon Islanders
with a Bible and a harmonium. We’re all
living on the side of a volcano and it’s liable
to break out any day. Listen to that —
drum?”

“Aren’t you going to do something
about it?”

Lodge rose, tall and lank, putting on his
coat and refilling his pipe. Tomlinson,
shifting his big, well-proportioned bulk
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almost as easily as Twi moved, crossed to the
side of his partmer, and the native eyed him
admiringly.

Craig had taken off his eyeshade with the
ending of the game. Now he winked at his
fellow traders.

“Weadlll, you see, Lodge, we've sort of been
waiting for some one to come along and
advise us just what to do. We're apt to be
busy looking after our own affairs; and the
bush is a big place, and a dangerous place,
to go hunting for wizards.

“My own idea is to leave Quakka to the
parson. While they are amusing each
other the rest of us can go on making copra
or playing the piano, whatever we like best.

“Why don’t you take a hand in the mat-
ter? You and your pal are newcomers.
You can see things with fresh eyes. Maybe
you can see what we cam't.”

There was little actually offensive in the
words; but the tone, the wink, the sneer that
accompanied them made them little short of
a direct insult. Temilinson flushed beneazth
his tan; his big fist doubled and he made a
half-step forward. Craig retreated. Lodge
set a restraining hand on his friend’s
forearm.

“Maybe we can, Craig,” he said quietly.
“At any rate I’'m going to try and do some-
thing. Good night. Come down to Evarts’
Landing next week, all of you, for a session.
Stir up those boys of ours, will you, Tommy?
Got a match, Benson?”

Rousing their sleepy, outsprawled boat-
men, the partmers went down the beach to
the wharf and got into their whale-boat,
Lodge taking the steering-sweep. Swirls
of phosphorescence came from the oar-
blades, marking their progress as they
headed for Ewaurts’ Cove, down the lagoon
inside the reef.

‘THAT Johnny Newcome of a

Lodge,” said Craig sullenly, cram-

ming tobacco into his pipe, “thinks
he's smart. But he’ll come a cropper with
his new-fangled ideas on planting. Aims to
make his own oil and steriir: Going to
manufacture coir as a by-product.

“If he monkeys with Quakka the plan-
tation will be on sale again before long.
He hasn’t got pep enough to make a go of it
anywav. And his partner’s all bone above
the collar.”

“Lodge is a long way from being a fool,
to my mind,” said Bemson. “iHie’s a New
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England Yank and his manmer is apt to
fool you. A man may have pep and not
want to sprinkle it all the time. As to that
pal of his, I wouldn’t start trying to kid
either of them if I were you, Craig. He
came close to taking a swing at you just
now for ragging his pal; and that husky
would be a nasty customer in a rough-
house.”

Craig looked sourly at Benson, restraining
léis impuise to make mention of the other’s

ebt.

“I can handle my own affairs,” he said
shortly. “Any of you fellows going to stay
overnight? Welcome.”

They all declined, though they joined
their host in a farewell dram.

“Lodge plays a mighty good game of
poker,” said Maxwell as he poured out his
drink. “What he loses or his plantation
he’ll likely make up on us so long as we are
willing to play with him. He’s too strong
for me, I'll admit that freely.”

“Amny fool can win when he has the cards,”
snarled Craig. “He’s had a phenomenal
run of hudk.”

“I’'wve never noticed him wasting much
money when there was a better hand out.
And he sure knows when to lay down and
how to draw. Coming, you chaps?"”

The three turned to go, Bemson sharing
Mazwell’s boat. As they left the wharf
they heard Craig berating Kellogg for
something or other, then cursing Tui.
And, pulsing steadily from the mysterious
bush all the way to their plantations, they
heard the boom-boom-boom of Quakka's
devil-devil drum.

a] DAWN flashed as the whale-boat
vw. of Lodge and Tomlinson rounded
&85 the promontory that sheltered
Ewaarts’ Cove. Night dissolved, the sky
clearing like a chemical reaction in a test
tube. The land shone as if newly var-
nished beneath a sky of apple-green, flealked
with high-floating, feathery clouds of pink
and orange.

The lagoon water was liquid emerald,
the waves outside the reef pure ultrama-
rine, purpling in the shadows, topped with
white foam that rainbowed as it seethed
upon the coral barrier. Pigeons and par-
rots rose cooing and squawking above the
trees.

A stream, clear and fast flowing, ran into
the cove between shingly beaches shaded

by wide-spreading trees, free from man-
groves, mud and mosquitoes. Bream and
barramundy leaped in the tidewater pools.
The dense bush, blackish-green save where
it was relieved by feathery clumps of palm
and bamboo, topped here and there by
giant forest trees, mounted to grassy high-
lands that spent their last shallow wave of
verdure 01 craggy heights five thousand
feet above the plantation terraces.

Bungalow and outbuildings, close set
with glossy breadfruit, orange, lime and
shaddock, were on a wide ledge above the
landing. Ewerywihere on the lower levels
plumy groves of coconuts in all stages of
growth flashedl back the sky from their
polished blades. The cool morning air
was dense with flower perfume.

A bevy of complaining guills came swoop-
ing over the boat as it made for the wharf,
bound from an islet beyond the promontory
where Lodge secured guano for fertilization.

A flag rose on the halyards of a staff in
front of the bungalow as the bow oar
leaped to the planks with the painter. The
folds of the bunting caught the first light
airs of the ocean breeze that came with the
sun, fluted and fluttered out, red stripes
alternate with white, stars on a field of blue.

“Ito’s up and about as usual,” said
Lodge. “He’s one mighty good satisfac-
tion. I wish we could have a hundred
more Japamese. It would solve the labor
problem.”

Ito, major-domo for the deceased Evarts,
retained for efficiency, trim in white ducks
and mess-jacket, met them on the veranda
with a bow and an indrawn hiss of welcome.

“You rike breakfast rightaway?” he
asked. “Can do.”

“Hardly worth while turning in, Tommy?
We've got those nurseries to pit out and
none too much time before the rains.”

“I’'m not sleepy,” said Tamllinson. “All
I need is a shower and a change of clothes

“Then make breakfast in an hour, Ito.
I want a chat with you before I bathe.*

He led the way into the airy living-room,
Tomlinson going down the wveranda to his
own quarters. Lodge seated himself on the
bench in front of the piano that Evarts
had imported.

“What do you know about Mr. Evarts’
death, Ito?” he asked. “Ywou found him.
I hear Quakka had something to do with it,
or threatened him the day before he died.

“I have been told Ewarts refused to give
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him something he wanted and kicked him
off the place. How much truth is there
in tha?"

“Mir. Ewarts very good master to me.
Sometimes he have very quick temper.
Quakka, he timdaww. He bring back two
men who run away because Mr. Evarts frog
them for stearing from store-house. Quak-
ka not want to take any one thing but auto-
matic pistol that berong to Mr. Evarts.
Mir. Evarts he say ‘No.” He think it very
bad for Quakka to have such gun.

“Quakka he rike to be king instead of
Cha. Then he kiil all white men arong this
coast, I think. Quakka say:

“ ‘You pay me that gun. Suppose you
no pay me that gun I take those two men
runaway arong of me.’

“Mir. Evarts he say—

“ “You get to —— off this prace.’

“Quakka not going, Mr. Ewarts kick
him. Quakka fall down steps into bushes.
Native boys all see.

“Quakka make lititle cray figure, name it
for Mr. Ewarts, put in stream, say Mr.
Ewarts be sick and die.”

Lodge nodded. He had been inclined to
think Craig had been trying to string him,
to get a rise out of him with the story.

“I heard about that,” he said.
on to jthe night.”

“I don’t know wvery much about.that
night. I sreep. Hear no noise. But I
think maybe Mr. Evarts hear some noise
and come out on veranda. I think maybe
be take arong gun with him. I find him
dead in his pajamnas. I think he been dead
three-four hours.

“Rewerend Briss he come rater, he think
not dead so rong I think. He say Mr.
Ewarts have very weak heart on account
drink too much. I don’t, know. I think
mavbe his heart all right.”

“What elsg do you think, Ito?”

The greenish-gray eyes bored straight
into the Oriental irises of dark brown, al-
most as dark as the pupils, and saw in their
depths a swift flasth. The Japamese looked
cautiously about him and lowered his voice.

“I think Quakka maybe put poison thorn
on veranda. Make noise for Mr. Evarts
to come out, step on thorn. Mr. Evarts’
face rook rike very great pain strike lhitm—
quick. I think he die—rike that.”

Ito flicked an imaginary something from
the tip of his forefinger with his thumb.
“Quakka, he pick up rest of poison thorn

“Get
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and go away. Gun go too. -I never find
when I rook.”

“Wihen did you see Quakka after that?"

“Not till one week when I go arong to
Aowawa. I berong to Christian church. 1
see Quakka that time. He talk very thick
with Rewerend Briss. Rewerend Briss think
mayhe Quakka turn Christiam.”

“Amd you dom't?

“L think Quakka too much devil-devil
man. [ think perhaps he much better
suppose he dead.”

The flash came again in the slanting orbs.

“All right, Ito. And thank you. 1
think we’ll investigate Quakka a bit.
Pappaide and barramundy fish for breakfast,
with plenty of coffee.”

HE TURNED to the piano as Ito
| noiselessly left the room. When
Tomilinson came striding back, fresh
from his shower, Lodge was playing with
crisp delicacy “Amiitra’s Dance” from the
“Peer Gynt Suite.”

“Great composer, Grieg.”

Lodge played the last chord and stood

up.
“Always seems to take the snarls out of
my gray matter. Tommy, I thought Craig
might be trying to gammon us last night
about Quakka'amd Ewarts and the devil-
devil drum. We are tenderfeet and fair
game.

“But I’'ve had a chat with Ito, and I be-
lieve they’re gammoning themselves. I've
got a hunch that Quakka is up to serious
mischief, and I think that his kowtowing
to the missionary is the core of things. Tell
you more about it at breakfast.”

Tomilinson nodded. He was unemo-
tional, sparing of words, content for the
most part to follow the quicker reactions
of Lodge’s brain. Opposites as they seemed
in many ways, the pair were Close together.

The partnership was one of skill and
capital. Lodge was a forestry expert.
Tomlimson was his chum, with money,
without special predilection toward a pro-
fession. Both had a streak of adventure in
their cosmos.

The suggestion of Lodge that there was
more money in copra under modern meth-
ods than in reforestation plans or lumbering
in the United States quickened the urge for
seeing strange and savage places in Tom-
linson, and he had put up his money against
the other’s technical ability.
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Lodge came back as breakfast was
brought on. Both sat down with hearty
appetites for Ito’s savory food. Lodge
looked up from the finish of a barramundy
filet, perfectly broiled.~

“That drum got under my skin and into
my blood last night. There yet. It must
have got into the blood of a thousand or so
tribesmen in greater measure. Meant just
for that, to my mind.”

“I know what you mean. I don’t get
worked up easily as a rule, but I’ll swear I
could feel hair lifting all up my spine as we
were coming home in the boat. The
boatboys didn't haif-like it eitther.”

“Any more than Twi did. They smell
trouble. They know they are due for the
ovens if Quakka is going to pull off any-
thing big. If my hunch is correct, fore-
warned is forearmed. If we as white men
can’'t outwit Quakka we deserve to be
kat-Faitti:”’

“A lot of canoes have been going up and
down inside and outside the reef in the last
two weeks. They weren't fishhiggpantties
either. War-cances.”

“Pve noticed that. Also, our Guadal-
canar boys have been a bit uppity of late.
That’s one reason I put ‘em to work on the
fertilizing job. There goes the bell.”

The big gong sounded in the labor quar-
ters, and the partmers met the men coiming
out. There were between eighty and ninetry
of them—a low-looking lot, sooty of skin,
dirty, their woolly locks bleached by lime
in all shades from rusty orange to chestnut.

They wore only strips of trade-cloth,
tucked front and rear under their belts and
carried between their legs. There was a
naked casaka knife in every belt. Nose
ornaments swung and bobbed below their
blubbery lips; pipes, scraps of tin and brass,
clock-wheels, safety pins, stuck in their hair
or in the perforations of their distended ear-
lobes.

Lodge sent twenty of them off to the
nurseries, where the young nuts were cov-
ered with mud and seaweed until they
sprouted and grew roots. These were now
ready for planting in the pits. Tomilinson
followed them to watch that they did not
injure the delicate roots in handling.

The Guadalcanar hands were told off to
mixing compost of mud and guano as a
bedding for the young plants, close by the
holes already dug.

Lodge gave the rest orders for the clear-

ing of fresh ground from the bush, watching
them for a few minutes to see that they
understood directions. Then, following a
narrow trail through the thick growth, he
paused just befere he emerged on to the
natural terrace where the planting-pits
were being prepared.

A tall tree or two had been left to furnish
present shade. Against the trunk of one
of these leaned a bushman, talking to his
fellow tribesmen, who had stopped mixing
the compost and were hunkered in a rough
circle, listening intently to the oratoer with
sudden grimaces and shifting of shallew
eyes as he seemed to make a point.

The stranger was a buck-dandy. His
skin shone with palm-oil. His hair was
yellow. A second glance assured Lodge
that it was a native wig wom on a skull
shaved smooth with shell or safety razor.

About his forehead was a string of white
cowries. Others were stuck just below his
knees. He wore clam-shell armiets and
additional wisps of scarlet and yellow bark
paper. ]

For necklace and belt, native shell money
was woven closely as wampum, strings of it
hanging down the shoulders. His lava-iava
was a gaudy fathom of trade-cloth. The
nose-ring hung almost to the point of his
chin in a circle of polished turtle-shell.

Apparently he carried neither knife nor
cartninttgeedlt. Such things might be in his
dilly-bag of fine matting, drawn together
by long strings that suspended the carryall
from his left shoulder. A clay pipe, made
over on the island of Bougainwille from
white clay, shaped like a Cork dudeen, was
thrust .through a hole in his right ear-
lobe.

The most important article of his toilet
was the great crescent of pearl-shell worn
on the chest, its horns covering the collar-
bones, worn only by those of high rank.

For a moment or so LodgeRistemed, un-
derstanding a word or phrase here and
there. Then he strode forward, fire in his
eyes. He wore an automatic revelver on
his right hip in a flapless holster, but he
kept his hand away from the weapon.

The bushman stepped back a little from
the tree. He was magnificently muscled;
there were no scars on his body, no tattoo-
ing. He stood apart from the contract
laborers as a chief, better reared, better fed,
finely proportioned. His face was cruel,
his eyes defiant.
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The squatting circle shifted a little un-
easily on their haunches. Their eyes were
like the eyes of apes, intent but shallow,
restless, staring at Lodge, expectant.

White man against chiefl What was
going to happen? Tihere was only one
mind among them, and it was not yet made
up. When they acted it would be as a
mob, to go back to work er—perhaps—to
rush Logi the “white marster.”

* “What name you come along this place?
demanded Lodge.

He sensed that this visit was hostile to
him, aside from the few words whese mean-
ing he had translated.

“What name you?”

“My name Ambulul. Me big fella chief.
I come talk along my fella baoy.*

“All right; you talk, now you get along.
This fella boy my fella boy. I pay them
work along me, not talk. What name you
fella no work?” he exploded with a filash
of temper.

The mob shifted again, but made no
actual move to obey. They reminded
Lodge of a pack of wolves squatting about
a ftire. Ambulul hauled up his dillly-bag,
opened it, took out a small mirror and sur-
veyed himself deliberately. Next he mixed
betel-nut and lime with the leaves and seed
of pepper-vine, thrust the mass into his
mouth, chewed rapidly and spat crimson-
fledkeet] saliva to the sand between him and

Ewery mouth expanded with show of
teeth and gums. Hamds began to creep
toward the handles of casaka knives.
Ambulul made no directly hostile move.

“Me no go,"” he said.

IT WAS Lodge’s first test as a
new-chum. In the old days he
could have shofr the man dead with-
out warning and made up his own story
if inquiry was made. Now Ambulul had
right of appeal to the commissioner at
Tuilgai equally with Lodge, and the official
was inclined to favor the native against the
trader, especially when the latter was an
American. To fail now was to lose all respect
of labor, if he got out alive from the rush
they evidently wanted to make. It meant
at the best the smash-up of the plantation.
There were about ten paces between
them. Neither moved position.
“My word, Amfbulul, suppose you no
clear out when I speak along of you, you

no get along off my land, plenty big fella
trouble you catch. Plenty big fella lash
you catch along Twlagi. I no gammon
YOU.”

Amibulul replied with a gesture—indecent

as applied to a white by a black; contemptu-

Lodge, while his released temper
ﬂasﬂrmﬂ like a sword from scabbard, keen
and ready, marveled at his attitude.

Then he saw, paddling in mid-lagoon, a
war-canoe, so high of prow and poop that
it was almost a crescent, the paddlers trail-
ing their blades, the steerer on his platform
in the stern, sparkles of light marking the
pearl insets of the hull,

From the nurseries the first bdyrow-
loads of nuts and their wheelers appeared,
halting at the tableau. Lodge saw Tom-
linson out of the corner of his eye even as he
snaked automatic from ‘holster and fied.
The bullet found target as Tomlinson came
swiftly up. The pipe in Ambulul’s ear
shattered into fragments while the chief
put up a startled hand, his eyes bulging, a
trickle of blood dripping through his fin-
gers to his shoulder. Lodge’s action had
been too fast for his eyes to follow.

“Next time buillet stop along your head,
Ambulul! My word, it make smalil hole
where it go in. Where it come out too
much big fella place. Now you get out
and walk along salt water.”

Lodge turned away, gun still in hand,
motioning to the laborers, who were already
on their feet, laughing with the victor,*
deriding the crestfallen chieftain.

Ambulul’s black face convulsed with rage.
What small restraint he had snapped inside
his head and he went amuck. His right
hand shot out toward the rifle he had
brought. It was set in a groove of the
shade-tree’s shaggy trunk, hidden by the
bark and an ambitious creeper..

Swiftly as he moved, Tomilinson was
quicker. His right hand shot out, fast as
the strike of a snake, gripping Ambulul's
right wrist, grinding the small bones to-
gether savagely as he twisted the arm in-
ward, racking it with a dynamic burst of all
his strength.

The chief’'s features snarled with the
pain. Fatally he attempted to sidestep,
Tomlinson turned his back toward him,
working fast, Ambulul’s wrenched forearm
over his shoulder. Omne tremendous heave
from the hips, into which he put all his
back muscles, all the tug of both arms,
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aided by the chief’'s own movememt—and
Ambulul went whirling, heels over head,
while all the blacks shouted.

Tomlinson snatched up the rifle, fiirdiing
a cartridge already in the breech. Lodge
, whirled, automatic ready.

Ambuiul fell sprawling, like a tortoise
dropped by a bird. His wig went flying
and lit on one of the smaller piles of guano.
His right leg dropped into one of the three-
foot pits, his left hand smashed down upon
the wig, burying it in the unsavory mess.
His face plowed through the sand, which
got into his eyes, his mouth and nostrils.
The nose-ring cut his. Lips and blood
streamed down as he extricated himself,
dizzy, unaware of what had happened to
him save that he had been picked up like an
infant and shamed forever.

His gun-was gone. He had lost pipe and
dilly-bag and reputation.

The white men had made a mock of him.
And it was borne in to him that he had
sadly underestimated them. Hatred was
subdued for the while by the swift thor-
oughness of defeat. His legs were wrenched
at the crotch. His money-belt had broken.

He rose slowly, facing the flare of the
white devil’s green-gray eyes, the muzzle
of the pistol that had spurted fire and lead
so swiftly, facing the big man who had
thrown him. Facing the mockery in the
eyes of his low-caste fellows.

He gathered his pride. He would not
beg for his dearest possession, the confis-
cated rifle. They would not give it to him.
He would not stoop for his dillly-bag.

Tuwmming, he limped away, jumped lamely
off the terrace to the beach, stooping to
cleanse his face in a tide-pool before he
motioned arrogantly to the canoe. It came
gliding in. Ambulul waded out to it and
vaulted into the bows. With a deft swirl
of paddies the war-craft raced off, Ambulul
defiant in the prow, brandishing a spear.

The laborers had gone diligently back
to work. Tomilinson held the rifle out to
Lodge. It was not a Snider, nor any of
the clumsy rifles owned by some of the
bushmen, but a modern, high-powered
rifle. The browning, in native fashion,
had been scraped from the barrel, which was
polished bright as silver. It was well oiled
and in perfect condition.

“Maore shells in the dilly-bag,” said Tom-
linson as Lodge found the magazine
full.

His forehead creased as he turned over
the powerful weapon.

“Ewer see one like this anywihere round
here?" he asked Tomlinson in a low voice.

“Yes. Guns are one of the things I do
notice. Craig has one of these in his gun-
rack in his bungalow. Might be coincidence.”

“Miight be evidence. This chap was
stirring up trouble. I couldn’t under-
stand all T heard; but it was to the effect
that they were fools to work, that they
would not have to work much longer.
Kz Mavarntic Ranze would send them a word
before long. He added a few choice re-
marks about the white man in general.”

‘Yoo Mavamen Rooes?”’ What does that
mean?”’

“Tihe Moon Master. Tiitle for the mighty
wizard who controlied the eclipse. Quakka.”

THE work of the plantation went

on uninterruptedly day after day.

Sometimes Lodge or Tomilinson sur-
prized the Guadalcanar laborers muttering
furtively among themselves. But they al-
ways performed their full share of work.

Almost every day canoes appeared gliding
along the lagoon or outside the reef—war-
craft, inlaid with pearl-shell, highly var-
nished, decorated with streamers. Some-
times the sound of chanting was landblown
from them. The paddlers carried weapons
but did not especially exhibit them.

There was no especial menace in their
appearance, nothing unusual save in their
number. But they gave the suggestion of
constant excitation amorg the blacks.

And every night the boom-boom-boom
of Quakka’s devil-devil drum came puslat-
ing from the heart of the bush. Lodge
likened it to a stone being regularly dropped
into the center of a black, deep pool, sending
ripple after ripple, wash upon wash, circling
through the darkmess. Sooner or later, he
believed, the ripples would be fretted into
waves, might swing into a maelstrom.

Such thoughts came after he had gone to
bed, dog-tired with the day’s work, hurling
himself next morning into the business on
hand with its necessary perpetual watch
over workers who had no interest in their
labor, who were clumsy and careless and
naturally stupid. The matter of the high-
powered rifle he let slide for the present.

To suggest to the commissioner at Tulagi
that Craig was smuggling such arms to the
natives would be waste of time. Though
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the deed to Ewvarts’ Cove had been duly
confirmed by the government, Lodge, Tom-
linson and Bemson the unlucky were the only
Americans in his district. Lodge felt that
they were merely tolerated, that they might
expect a scanty justice but that the scales
would be already weighted in favor of
Britishers.

It was utterly against the law to provide
the islanders with weapons—tihe old Sniders
among them were confiscated as oppor-
tunities offeredi—but Lodge had no proofs
against Craig. And the details of daily
drudgery prevailed against mere suggestions
of evil.

One thing had come out of the affair with
Ambulul. Of the discomfited chieftain they
had seen or heard nothing; but one of
the Guadalcanar boys had attached himself
to Tomlinson with a doglike devotion and
admiration.

It was the feat of physical superiority
that demonstrated to Apiapi that Tom-
linson was a demi-god among white men.
He begged to be taken as house-boy, as
personal servant.

“What name you think you savvy house-
boy work can do?” demanded Tomlimson, a
little embarrassed by the fawning and un-
breakable attitude of the Melanesian.

“Plenty quick I sawwy ev’rything belong
along of you,” said Apiapi. “Fix every-
thing big-fella style.”

Tomilinson appeaied tosl.odge.

“I’d as soon have a baboon hanging
around. It would be cleamer.”

“We'll take him on as house-boy. Ito
will find something for him to do. Amnd you
give him a fetch—and—carry errand once in a
while. He may come in hmmdiy ”

So Apiapi was installed, given a" pair of
white ducks as sign of oﬁce, even coaxed
miraculously to a bath by Ito.

A message came from Craig, generally
postponing the poker party until the
planters were through pitting-out. A date
was set that found the transplanting at
Ewarts’ Cove completed, save for the erec-
tion of braided palm-leaf shades above each
young nut. The partmers relaxed for the
day after luncheon, lounging on the veranda
over an extra pipe.

Lodge took a slip of paper from his pocket
and studied the words upon it, a dozen
Melamesian equivalents of common nouns.
Such lists he was always compiling and
acquiring.
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So it was Tomlinson who first saw the big
cance. It was of unusual size, bowling
along under an enormous sail of matting,
gaffed out to a high point. Some thirty
men occupied it, one high in the curving
stern, steering as it seethed with its out-
rigger almost buried in the wash. Prow
and stern flinttersst] with bright-hued fllxen
streamers; glints of light broke from shell
insets; the natives glittered with ornaments.
The hullabaloo of their savage chanting
came faintly through the muttering thunder
of the reef. Its character struck Tomlinson
as different.

An object attached high on the snaky
stem caused him to reach for the fiield-
glasses. He brought the camoe sharply
within focus and gave an exclamation that
fetched Lodge out of his study to take the
binoculars.

“Look at that woman’s head they've got
tacked to the stem. It’s newly severed.
And they’ve smeared the poor —'s blood
all along the side of the canoe. —— them,
I 0

Lodge checked his partner’s impetuous

risimg.

“You can't do a thing, Jim. The girl's
dead. Kiilled to propitiate the launching
of a new canoe. Rest of her eaten, or will
be. Savagery, cannibalism, I grant you;
but you can’t stamp out what has been a
native custom for a thousand years by tak-
ing a pot-shot and starting something we'll
never finish except as contributions to the
ovens.”

Tomilinson subsided.

“¥at're right, I suppose; but that sort of
thing makes my blood boil. Devil-work
like that is right in Quakka’s line. I haven’t
taken a lot of stock in your hunch, old man,
but I’m beginning to since Amulul tried his
hand. The whole bunch is working up to
something. Why should they launch a new
war-canoe right now and go swaggering
past?”’

“I don't know, Jim. Wish I did. They
launch them every once in a while. I——"

He broke off, picked up the glasses and
pointed them seaward, away from the
canoe that fllsuntedl barbarically south-
ward.

“lere’s a man who may clear some of it
up,” he said. “it’s the padre. I know the
patch in his lug. I think we'll find out
something about Quakka, though he may
not know he’s imparting it. He’s a good
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scout, is the padre, and I wouldn’t hurt his
feelings for a whole lot.”

“Better get that man Friday of yours to
scare up some young nuts, Jim. They'll
be here inside of thirty minutes.”

THE Rev. Marcus Bliss was a lean

and nervous man who gave the

impression of being generally frayed.
His white ducks were threadbare, ragged of
cuff and bottom and collar. His pale-blue
eyes behind the convex lenses of his glasses
were almost painfully eager; his manner was
overearnest, stressing the most minor mat-
ters; his gestures inclined to be spasmodic,
But above everything else he conveyed the
impression of utter sincerity, lifting the
evident futility of his strength for the work
to which he was sworn into noble purpose.

The man was dyspeptic, undernourished,
consumed with the feverish, perpetual
activity of one who knows his physical
weakness but whose mind drives him on and
on to drop in harness rather than to rest, to
pause and acknowledge lack of progress.
Of such stuff were martyrs made; and the
Rev. Mr. Bliss had deliberately accepted a
mission that was almost an assurance of
martyrdom uniess a miracle intervened.

Lodge, welcoming him, responded -as al-
ways to the will of the man, burning like a
flame. It made him feel a little ashamed
of himself. As the sight of Bliss, over-
worked, undernourished, underpaid, made
him feel protective.

The missionary gave them each a dry,
hot hand, fussed semi-apologetically until
he was sure of the comfort of his boat's
crew—a sleek, fat-bellied lot of idlers—-
gulped down the contents of a coconut
with distressful action of his Adam'’s
apple and sat awkward, ill at ease, refusing
pipe or cigar.

Lodge led smali talk, discussing planta-
tion matters. He made no mention of
Ambulul, the war-canoes or Quakka, feeling
sure that the visitor had come with some
other purpose than a mere call.

“How are things going at Aowawa?” he
asked. The missionary’s eyes lighted up...

“Exgellently well’ I have secured four-
teen converts within the past six months.
Ten of them have continued comstizmt.”

A flush of enthusiasm crept up beneath
his face tan.

“And the way is opening to—to a wider

vista. Mr. Lodge, do you possess a

Adventure'

Nauwtiival Almanac for the current year?”

“Ym‘h’

“Cowild you inform me then of the date
of the next eclipse of the moon?"

Lodge achieved a cross-glande with Tom-
linson as he rose to get the volume, coming
back with it opened in his hands.

“Tie next eclipse of the moon will be on
August the seventeenth. What is de-
scribed as a partial eclipse, though the
shadow will extend over three-fourths of the
moon’s diameter. August the seventeenth
falls on Thursdmy.”

“Thank you. Thursday, the seventeenth
You are quite certain of the

Tomilinson noticed that Ledge’s genial
tone had chilled.

“Do you prefer to see it for yourself?”
he asked, ‘holding out the volume toward:
Blliss.

The missionary put up a deprecating
hand.

“Oh, not in the least,” he said embar-
rassedly. “@f I may make a note of itt—
Thursday the seventeenth; three-quarters
of the surface in the shadow. [ thank you.
I—er—merely wanted to be sure. There is
a great deal depending upon it

He looked at Lodge deprecatingly, his
manner so apologetic for what he felt had
been rudeness on the part of a guest that
Lodge’s conscience smote him. But he
hardened his heart.

“Imdeed?” he said. “Gaing to use it as
an object-lesson, Mir. Bliss?"

“Im a way—yges. I have always felt
that if I could convert a leader among the
natives his example would be a wonderful
factor for enlightenment. I have tried
Kimg Cha, but so far he has not been re-
sponsive. His mind is sluggish, primitive.

“With his cousin Quakka I have been
more successful. Quakka is a ‘itidddbe—a
wizard—the South Seas equivalent of
priest.

“It is not to be wondered that barbaric
peoples fear the forces of nature that they
can not understand and which seem to brin2
them evil. Maost of their gods are devil-
gods. They propitiate them, rather than
worship them. On the other hand the sun
that brings them heat and light—tthe moon
that brightens the dark nights—the stars
in lesser measure—are to them beneficent
beings. Anything that diminishes their
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friendly power—=storm or drrkness—comes
from the agency of demons. I trust I do
not bore you; I have no wish——"

“Not at all. It is extremely imteresfing,.

There was such sincere conviction in
Lodge’s voice, in the faces of both the part-
pers, that the missionary, unused to such
encouragement, went on cheerfully.

78 “QUAKKA came to me of his own
% accord. e man is. inte]ligent.

He was dble 1o ccoriedive 0f tfe
Supreme Being with power over all influ-
ences. That was the first step.

“Then I explained that the sun and moon
and stars are but a part of the machinery of
the universe created by God and operating
according to his plan. I have shown him
with simple models for practical illustration
something of the movements of the princi-
pal "heavenly bodies. You understand;
elementary examples with a lamp, an
orange, and so on. It held his interest
intensely.

“He told me that once the moon was
darkened and that all the tribe feared the
end of the world had come. That he had
fought against it with spells and the trouble
had passed. Now he saw his spells were
feeble things—if what I had told him was
true—and there was no cause for fear.

“But his people, he said, were simple and
cogld not understand the things I had made
plain to him about the shadow of the sun.
But if the God of the white men controlled
the sun, the moon, the stars; if he listened
when I prayed; would I not find out from
Him when next the moon might be dark-
ened? So might he be able to comfort his
people and explain to them how the white
Man’s God ruled all things.

“He put it as a test, you see. If I an-
swer correctly it seems certain he will be
convinced. He had been skeptical, he told
me—you will-pardon me for mentioning this
—fmrause no other white men appeared to
worship this God of mine.”

“That was a good argument,” said Lodge
gravely. “We have been remiss. Mr.
Bliiss, after this one or both of us will make
an effort to attend services regularly at
Aowawa."”

The missionary jumped up from his chair
and effusively shook hands, first with Lodge,
then with Tomilinson.

“My dear sirs,” he said fervently with
something suspiciously like a sob in his
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throat, “you can’t imagine what that would
mean to me. It has been hard to—too—"

“THmugirtkessmess on our parts, Mir. Bliss,
But—aiwut Quakka. Has it occurred to
you that he might use the knowledge of the
date of the eclipse to forward his own power
rather than yours? There has been rest-
lessness among the tribes lately; many war-
canoes along the coast. You have heard
the booming of the drum they call Quakka’s
devil-devil drum, night after night.”

“I have indeed. It is a nerve-racking
sort of thing until you get used to it. But
if you will pardon me, gentlemen, you as
newcomers are apt to exaggerate symptoms
that we of longer experience would diagnose
as harmless; in point of fact desirable.
Milld eruptions of the surface carrying off
evil humors.”

He sat back, thumbs and fingers touching
at the tips, his whole manmer mildly
benevolent.

“That drum for example. It is being
played nightly on account of the rehearsal
for the sourwim dance, a great event among
them. Rehearsals sometimes last for
months under the supervision of the
tindale. ¥ Then they go and make a round
of the iskzmd.”

“Quakka tell you?”

“Yees. But I must be going. My district
is a wide one, and I act as doctor as well as
shepherd.

“’And do not permit yourselves to become
alarmed. Quakka has been, I am sure,
maligned. Sorcerer as he has been, he has
erred through ignorance.

“fihe heathen in their blindmess
Bow down to woodland stone,

“But their eyes may be opened. The
smallest spark of faith may be fanned into a
flamee. We shall see. Perhaps on the
seventeenth of August.

“I told Quakka that wisdom had been
given to certain white men who had the
movements of the heavenly bodies charted
and forecast. I did not wish to deceive himn
in any way—to let him think I prayed and
obtained a direct answer. Tte foundation
must be built without flflave”

He seemed painfully anxious to obtain
the endorsement of his hosts.

“Naturally,” said Lodge. “Hardly ne-
cessary though, I think, to say that you got
the information from us. I shall not men-
tion it. If we planters attended service
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it would be different.
again.”

He escorted his guest to the landing with
punctilious politeness, Tomiimson remaining
on the veranda with puzzled eyes. As
Lodge came up the steps he broke out:

“I know you’re the braimg of this corpora-
tion, Lodge, but, if Quakka is going to use
that eclipse for his own ends, as it is a cinch
he will, why did you give the padre the date?
One of the first things Quakka would attend
to would be to bump off the white mis-
slonary.”

Lodge nodded gravely.

“Not much doubt about that, Jim. But
—you can't very well stop an eclipse that is
due by not mentioning it.”

“I knOW."’

Tomilinson paced up and down the
veranda in, for him, an unusual state of
excitement.

“There’ll be something stirring on the
night between the seventeenth and eight-
eenth. Barely three weeks off. We can't
stop it, but I'm hanged if I can see why
you should load Quakka’s gun for him
beforehand.”

“Because I'm figuring on slipping him
either a blank cartridge or one that will
explode in the barrel. I don’t know which
as yet.”

Tomlimson looked at his partmer a bit
wistfully, but he knew the other’s methods
of silence concerning unperfected plans.
And he was certain from the way Lodge
sucked at his pipe with introspective eyes
and a crease between his eyebrows that he
was pitting his white man’s brain against
the cunning of Quakka.

Come and see us

BENSON was the first guest to

arrive in the evening, coming over in

his whale-boat, which needed paint
even worse than did that of the missionary.
He walked and talked steadily enough, but
Lodge saw that he was not entirely sober.
Lodge had a kindly feeling toward the only
other American besides themselves on their
coast, a feeling that offset his opinion that
Benson’s troubles had been caused by his
own weakness.

“I’'m afraid your poker party is off for
tonight,” Benson announced. “Kudllogg is
holding down the plantation and Craig
is off huntimg.”

“Humting? What? Alligators?”

“Twollegged game. Twi Ran away

into the bush two days ago. Craig swears
he’ll catch him and make an example of
him.

“Craiig went on one of his drinking-bouts
the other day. Always does after a hard
spell of work. Tui crossed him some way.
He lashed him and tied him up.

“Between us—" Benson lowered his
voice— “it was devilish rotten. He had
Tuwi tied up to the trunk of a tree in the
scrub with his hands over his head and wire
round the wrists. Kellogg told me the
flies were eating his eyelids and the ants
were busy where the lash had cut into him.

“Kallogg made Craig take him down and
then Tui ran away. Craig ragged Kellogg
and said he wasn't going to chance Cha
catching Twi; he was going to get him
himself and skin him alive.”

Benson shrugged and shuddered, poured
himself a slug of whisky and swallowed it
neat.

“Craig’ll get in wrong some day with the *
commissioner,” he said, answering the look
on the faces of his hosts. “No use your
interfering. The commish has no use for
Yanks. I'm one, too. Besides Craig has
got me tied up almost as tight as he had
Twii.

“Amd I can’t run away,” he added with a
forced laugh. “Got to pay my debts,
even in this hole. If I can't, take my medi-
cine. Don‘t want to give the U. S¢ a
bad name.

“Hardy and Max’li be over after a while,
I imagine,” he went on. “Ill sit in to
make five if you want me to, only you'll
have to take my I. O. U. For what it’s
worth.

“Lodge, T wish you’d do something for
me. Not money. Play me something oh
Ewarts’ pianc. I haven’t heard any decent
‘music since Phil passed over. Used to
come here onee in a while and listen to him.
Did me a world of good.”

They went inside, and Bemson sat listen-
ing while Lodge played. He smoked per-
petually and kept his glass refilled, drinking
straight liquor. Lodge did not notice that;
Tomilinson did not know how to check it.

Presently Benson began to tap time to the
measures, muttering to himself. Then
Lodge stopped and swung his long legs
across the bench.

“Much obliged, of man. Camies a
man back—you know—days of auld lang
syne an—an’ self-respec’. I'm de-derelic’,
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you chaps. But for the grace of Craig
there goes Bill Benson, beach-comber.

“Craiig’s utter blackguard, y’ know. Got
me. where he wants me. Have to jump
through the hoop when he holds it; ——this
rotten soul.”

The beginning of the speech had been
maudiin; the last four words were gritty
with emphasis that came from the bottom
of Bemson’s soul.

“In deep?” asked Lodge.

“Up to the chin. I don't own Watiri any
more. He owns t. I'im his storekeeper,

tha’s all. Crooked me out of it, but I can’t
prove it. But he jobbed me, jus’ the
same.”

He started to refill his glass, half-spilled
it, put down the bottle. He stiffened in his
chair.

“Lodge, o’ man,” he said in a hoarse
whisper, vibrant with horror, “do you see
anything crawlin’, crawlin’, across the
mattin’, between you an’ Tomlinson?*

Lodge got up, lightly crushed with his
foot the enormous cockroach that hadTome
out of the night, picked it up, exhibited it to
Bemson on his palm and tossed it over the
rail of the veranda.

“DNewer can get used to those beggars
myself,” he said lightly. “Tommy, ask Ito
to bring in some coffee, black. Three
€ups.”

! Tomlinson nodded compmlhmsmn and
eft.

“Thank — Thank ——! It was reaa]L.

Benson buried his face in his hands.
Lodge watched him for a moment sharply,
then crossed to his own bedroom and
brought out the rifle taken from Ambulul.

Ito came in with strong coffee made from
powdered extract. He offered it to Ben-
son, who stared vacantly, roused himself,
took the cup and swallowed it.

“Giimnmme another,” he said. “I —— near
had the Jimmies. Got to cut out the
hooch. Got to. Tha’s all. What’s that
you got, Lo'ge? New gun?”

Lodge dlsplayed it to him.

“We took this from a chief named Am-
bulul,” he said. “Tommy kept it as a
trophy of war after he’d thrown Ambulul
with a flying mare for getting fresh. Bar-
rel’s scraped, but it’s the same type of rifle
Craig has on his gun-rack. Do you suppose
Ambullul stole it? That it is Craig's?”

Bemson’s face, relaxed with liquor, sud-
de2nly stiffened. His eyes lost their watery
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vagueness and became cunning, suspicious.

“Search me,” he said. “I’'m not in-
terested in gums enough to know one type
from the other, except pistols. T dom't
believe I ever saw one like that before.
If Craig had one stolen I’d have heard.”

“Ili have to show it to Craig them*
said Lodge carelessly. “lto, put that
away, will you?”

Tomlinson winked at his partmer. It
was patent that Bemson was lying.

Benson finished a third cup of coffee and
they went outside, overlooking the lagoon,
the reef and the sea. The moen, serene, at
three-quarters full, turned the water te
quicksilver. The breakers lifted lazily at
the corali bamier. The night was het,
lacking breezes

“There’s that devil- —— drum,” said
Benson. “Quakka up to mischief. Craig
thinks you can play off Cha against Quakka,
but he’s wrong. You mark my words,
Quakka will be saying, ‘Alas, poor Yorick,'
to Cha’s skull before many moons. Here
come Hardy and Mamwell in Hardy's

newt laaumain.

ﬂf’j the channel, across the lagoon and

F 3 to the whanf. Borson made a

fairly successful effort to pull himself to-
gethef ag the two planters came striding
up to the vefanda. Undes the Tight thelr
faces showed drawn and serlous. Hardy
speke, glaneing at the table set with ehips
and eards.

“Nlo poker tonight, I'm thinking. Just
before we left, Pierson, of Totwro, came in
to my place. He brought news that
Richmond and his partmer Edison over at
Levalla Island have been murdered. A
canoe crew landed there just before sunset,
aefoss the island from the stofe, made thelf
way through the bush and ralded the plan-
tation.

“Tihey shot Richmond and Edison down
from cover; killed two or three of their
boys. The rest took to the bush and
canoes. Ome of them brought the news to
Pierson. The devils took the heads of all
they killed, and the bedies of the natives
for eating. The boy who esgaped swears
they were a Guadaleamar outfit.”

“Are you warning the coast?” asked
Im)d@e_ “How about your own place?”

“Tthis isn't a general rising, though it
might flame into one later. It was the

s THE launch came puttering through



18

paying-off of an old score. Richmond re-
cruited over here the last time he needed
labor. Two of the boys died from
fever.

“You know what that means. There
diad to be two white men’s heads from
Lewvalla to even up the score. Welli, they've
evened it, with interest. Burmed all the
buildings. You could see the reflection of
the fire from Piersom’s.”

“He went over,” said Mazwell. “Too
late, of course. But he found out some-
thing. Richmond and Edson had been
shot with steel-nosed bullets from high-
powered rifles. Not Snider slugs. Pierson
suspected it from the condition of the
bodies; and he dug this out of a charred
upright of the copra shed.”

He flung a scored bullet down on the
table by the chips and cards and added two
brass cases of exploded cartridges.

“Some fiend,” he said, “has been de-
livering modern rifles to the bushmen. He
ought to be strung up. It is nothing short
of murder.”

Lodge picked up the empty shells and
examined them. From within he fetched
half a dozen cartridges.

“Same make and caliber,” he said
shortly. “We got these out of a dillly-bag
a chief dropped here the other day. Come
inside and I'll show you something else.
The Jooys are in quarters, but the house-
boys have big ears.”

Hardy and Maxwell examined the rifle
he had shown Bemson, who was now cold
sober. Hardy turned to Benson and handed
him the weapon. He took it with shaking
hands.

“Craig’s got one like this, hasn’t he?"
asked Hardy.

“I—1I couldn’t say.”

Hardy looked at him coldly.

“Where is Craig?” he asked.

“Twi ran away into the bush; Craig's
out after him.”

Hardy and Mazwell exchanged glances
but made no comment. Then Hardy
turned to Lodge.

“We thought we'd come over and tell
you, Lodge. This thing will have to be
gone into. Wielll keep our eyes open.
No sense in spreading the news generally
that there are such rifles about.

“I don't know that it means amything
serious. It was a reprisal. And there is no
use in taking up the matter with the com-
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missioner unless we know who to accuse.
It’s a grave matter.”

“It is,” answered Lodge tersely. “I’ll
keep my eyes open, also. And so will
Tomlinson. Thanks for coming over, gen-
tlemen. There’ll be no poker, of course.
Yaou'll have a drimk?”

“I believe I will. This thing has broken
me up. Poor Richmond was a close friend
of mine. Mazwell’s too. Then we’ll be
going. We can't handie the affair too
carefully, Lodge. If you get on the trail
of anything let us know.”

“1 will.?

They took their liquor in silence. Hardy
offered Bemson a tow, which he accepted.

“What do you think of it, Tommy?*
asked Lodge after the launch and whale-
boat had passed out of the channel.

“l imagine that reprisal part of it is
straight. But I think Mazwell and Hardy
suspect Craig. They almost gave them-
selves away when you sprang the rifle on
them. Did you see Benson?”

Lodge nodded.

“Mheyll cover Craig, if they can. White-
wash the evidence if there is any. Craig
would have been careful. He’s had a hard
time to get labor on account-of his cruelty.
He might have offered such rifles to secure
help.

“But they'll hang together. Amd they
expect Bemson to keep his mouth shut.
Craig has got him under his thumlb.”

“Mintter, Hardy called it. Looks al-
most suicidal, to me. I’ll bet it was that
canoe with the woman’s head on the prow.
We'll have to be on our guard from now on.”

“That’s certain. Though Maawell and
Hardy didn't seem to worry. The head-for-
a-life motto is one of the risks of recruiting.

“We thought we might run into adventure
down here, Tommy. It begins to look like it
with a vengeance.”

He went in. Tomilinson stayed outside to
smoke a pipe. Presently he heard Lodge
playing. Through the harmony of the keys
sounded the throbbing syncopation of
Quakka’s drum, beating out a blood-lust
tempo from the bush.

TWO days later seventeen of the
native boys, all but one members
of the Guadalcamar group, were
taken violently ill with symptoms of cholera.
Within twelve hours the violence of the at-
tack, coupled with the non-resistant nature
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of the patients, had reduced these to a state
of extreme prostration. They lay in the
sheds with cold, blue, wrinkled bodies, their
pulses at a minimum, voices reduced to
husky, imploring whispers between the
frightful cramps of their limbs and the grip-
ing abdominal pains.

Fear ran through the labor-quarters like
wildfire. Lodge and Tomlinson worked with
desperate energy. The natives, the wild
bush and cannibals back of them, the sea in
front, with all craft guarded for their own
salvation, were beside themselves with
alarm.

Whether it 'was .simple or malignant
cholera could not be diagnosed from pa-
tients who could only chatter hoarsely and
incoherently, crazed with terror.

“It may be unripe fruit, shellfish, pto-
maines from the last case of salmon,” he said
to Tomlinson. “I don’t believe it is malig-
nant, but they are all ready to die from sheer
funk. Looks to me as if the Guadalcanar
crowd had been eating something special to
themselves; but the sick can’t tell me and
the well won’t. Thank —— we’ve got a
good medicine-chesss

In turns they dosed with Dower’s pow-
ders, with opium pills and injections of
opium while they forced the unattacked to
keep the sick ward scrupulously clean and
to have a constant supply of €old young
coconuts on hand for the sick whenever they
perspired. They made the unwilling nurses
bathe the sick, giving them hot baths when
collapse threatened. They organized a fily-
flapping brigade, dividing duties into twelve-
hour watches.

Ito was an able assistant. Apiapi, trail-
ing Tomlinson as his shadow though knee-
shaky with apprehension, did his clumsy
best.

At the end of the third day of the epi-
demic none had died, but nine more were
stricken down. Strict dietary had been es-
tablished with absolute cleanliness; but an
epidemic seemed imminent.

Then, a full njonth ahead of the season, it
began to rain incessantly until the ground
was sodden. The sun came out on the
fourth day, and the earth steamed with
dank, depressing odors. The fifth day it
rained again, continuing the next day—and
the next.

Seven of those first stricken seemed dis-
tinctly improved. The vomiting and purg-
ing had disappeared with the cramps, and
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Lodge was sure that the pains had lessened.
But the South Sea islander has slack moral
fibens; he can turn his face to the wall and
die upon the conjuration of a wizard.

Insidiously the word spread that they had
been poisoned with the samanii (salmon) of
the white men. The sick could be injected
with opium but not with hope.

The fact that the two “white marsters”
tended them night and day did not offset
the suggestion of treachery. For it was
noted that neither of the whites nor any
member of their household contracted the
disease.

Man after man declared himself sick,
showing some symptoms, apparently in
great pain, sick at the stomach. Doggedly
the partners kept at their task. 'No one
died, no one recovered.

Amother day of sun, bringing the at-
mosphere up to that of an overtaxed laun-
dry, ended with thirty-seven patients, the
rest going more and more unwillingly about
therr tasks, beginning to look at the sick
with envious eyes.

“I believe hali of these symptoms are
purely sympathetic rather than epidemic,’”
declared Lodge. “If the rainy season has
not set in early and the barometer offers to
turn back to fair we may be able to get
them -on their feet as soon as the sun dries
things up. A couple of really fme days will

.do that.

“If they don't come along, we’re up
against it. We can keep ’em from dying,
but that’s all. And if we lose one we’ll lose
the -lot; and that means the end of the
plantation.”

Tomlinson assented wearily. Ewen his
buli strength felt and showed the strain.
All thoughts of the rifles, Craig, Tui the run-
away, even the murders of Richmond and
Edlson, were forgotten.

Despite the rain Quakka’s drum boomed
nightly; but they did not notice it. Awake,
and up, they were too busy; in bed, they
were too tired, or asleep.

A yellow flag hung limp from the halyards
of the staff, proclaiming quarantime. Evarts’
Cove was shut off from the world.

“I’d like to get hold of a powerful gal-
vamic battery,” said Tomlinson. “I’d shock
the beggars on to their feet.”

“I’d like to know what started it,” said

. “I wish we had a powerful micro-
scope, I'd try and segregate the sppiidilm®

“Whatewer that is. Half of them are
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faking, to my mind, but they don’t know it
and you can’t prove it. I’ve been slapping
mustard plasters on their stomachs that
would blister the hide off an elephant; but
I’'m hanged if they don’t seem to like it.

“ ‘Plenty big-fella medicine.” That’s what
they say. And this muggy, dank, rotten
weather is enough to give any one the
malarial blues.”

The air was heavy to breathe, and it
stank with rotting bush vegetation. It
smelled like the water in which flowers have
been too long standing.

Mold was forming on everything about
the place. All metal, uniess comstamtly

,wiped, tarnished. The struggling sun had
given up the fight for the day and was sink-
ing, exhausted, upon a tumbied bed of
clouds.

“Better take a drink of Scotch, Tommy,”
Lodge suggested. “How are you sleepiing?”

“Like a top. Some one coming in through
the reef. It’s the padret”

It was the missionary, blandly disregard-
ing the flag, his crew seeming unconcerned
as himself, squatting on the whaif smoking
their pipes while the Rev. Mr. Bliss came up
the lawn, sagged down by the weight of the
black bag he carried. The partners met him
half-way and relieved him of the weight.

“We'we got cholera, or something that
looks mighty like it,” said Lodge.

“So has every plantation from Timbu
Point to Cayman Bay. How are you off for
medicine? That’s what I came for, and to
suggest treatment. I’m making the rounds
as fast as I cam.”

The eagerness of the man was there in
full measure; but there was nothing of the
dreamer about him, nothing of umcertainty,
Preacher and physician had merged. De-
sire and capability to help had joined hands.

He seemed thinner than ever; his flesh ap-
peared to be worn thin by the attrition of
overlabor. It was like a shell with a light
shining through it, the illumination of faith
and endeavor. He emanated efficiency
that reenergized Lodge and Tomllinson as
they sat there talking to him. He was
charged with a radio-activity of force and

ability.
I compared with the facts he gave
them with the quiet manner of one
describing a regular program. The mission-
ary had averaged less than four hours’ sleep

THEIR own labors seemed puny
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out of every twenty-four for the past eight
days, and most of those had been snatched
in the bottom of his boat between planta-
tions. He had dispensed medicine, had or-
ganized hospital camps, demonstrating,
nursing. He examined the quarters, ap-
proved, praised.

“Youw'we done the right thing,” he said.
“I’ll leave you some chlorodyme, ipecac-
uanha—yontll have to be careful how you
give that; some can’t take it at all—and
castor oil.

“It isn’t cholera, simple or malignant.
It’s dysentery. Marwel you haven’t got it

yourselves. Hardy’s down, and Craig.
Both going to pull through. Benson’s get-
ting over it.

“Tihe reason I'm so sure about it is that
I’ve seen it before, and my predecessors had
to treat it. Comes from lack of care in eat-
ing. In this epidemic I believe I've traced
it to the little shellfish, opithii, they are so
fond of. The beach natives know when at
certain times it is poisonous; the bush na-
tives naturally do not. And as there is
small love between the two, the bushmen
gather them unwarned.

“On every plantation it has started with
the bush natives. It is contagious, of
course, and where cleanliness is not enforced
the others will get it, often because they
lower their vitality from fear so that they
offer no resistance to the germ. I'm not a
firstatdass physician; but all South Sea mis-
sionaries know bacillary dysentery and
Shiga’s germ.

“I’d advise you to segregate more thor-
oughly the original cases. I can spare some
carbolic, in crystals. Hamng up sheets well
soaked between your various types of cases.

“Amdl, don’t be impatient. Convalescence
is slow. I am more certain of tlie diagnosis
since so far as I can gather there are no cases
back in the bush. So I hear from Qualkka."”

(:(Aﬂn!!ﬂ

Tomilinson looked curiously at Lodge as
he made the exclamation.

“Your men seem unaffected by disease or
any fear of it,” Lodge said.

The missionary’s eyes brightened.

“They believe that God will take care of
them,” he said simply. “fHwir faith is per-
fect, save that I fear they incline to make it
personal with me.

“Your own immediate house-help has
escaped. That is not aitogether due to
more careful feeding and better local
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conditions. They take color from your atti-
tude. It is.at once a great respomsililiity
and a great possibilitty.

“I must be getting on before it is dark.
Thank you for the meal. It is the finst
really good one I have been abie to smateh.™

“Uhere goes a mam,”’ said Tomlinson as
the whale-boat sailed off into the “watery
sunset. “I’d hate to lose any good opinion
he might have of me.”

In his turn Lodge regarded his partner

closely.
“So would I,” he said fifindly. “Hope 1
sha'n’t. I wonder,” he went on, “if Craig

got his man. He is evidently back on the
plantation.”

“Amd the padre said he had lost twelve
boys. Hardy twenty-ome. We have been
the only ones immune. We're lucky.” .

“Lucky that the treatments for cholera
andfdysentery aren’t so far apart. Now we
ought to be able to build them up. What
is it, Apiapi?”

The Guadalcanar bushman stood with his
eyes fixed on Tomllinson. He took orders
from Lodge, but Tomlinson was his fetish.

“Ome fella come along bush make talk
along of me. Thiis fella he Malaita fella.
He name Tui. One time he work along
white marster Keragi. He too much big-
fella trouble along of Keragi allatime. He
make for run away along bush.

“Neow he like speak along white marster
Logi, he tell to me. 1 tell him too much
big-fella ttouble here. Too much” fella
plenty sick. He speak he ho 'fraid. Plenty
more ‘fraid stop along bush. No food, rain
all spoil. Bimeby mayhe bush fella catch
him, make him plenty fat, kaaikai”’

It was a long speech for Apiapi. He con-
cluded it with the indescribable, tearing
mouth movement of the cannibal tribes that
too vividly suggests the feast of the “long
pig that talks.”

Tui had been hiding in the bush for many
days. Somehow he had escaped both
Craig’s pursuit and that of Cha’s mem,, if
they had been notified at all. But it mtfit
have been a time of infinite and constant
terror. In the quaramtine of Ewarts’ Cove,
once accepted, Tui would be safe.

Both Lodge and Tomlinson thought of
Benson’s description of the wire-bound
hands, the flies and ants. There was no
question of decision. Amd before Craig re-
gained rights over Tuii, Lodge resolved that
he would have a talk with the planter about
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his methods. There was plenty of water
likely to fiow under Craig’s bridge before
that, he fancied.

“Bring him along, Apiapi,”
Tomlinson.

Tuii the panther-bodied, Tui the sleek of
skin, was in sore case. The steady rain,
the lack of food, of sleep, perpetual fear and
watchfulness had wasted away his flesh
until the bones of his skull stood out, sharply
stretching the skin.

Hiis eyes were bloodshot; there were sores
on his mouth from eating raw fruits with
strong acid juices. His back was a mass of
scabs and opened welts where the slightest
break of the skin beneath the lash had
turned to hideous yaws. His eyelids were
suppurated. His hair hung limp and
matted.

He was absolutely naked as he stood de-
jectedly on the veranda, his only hope a
vague intuition that these white men, these
Wkeikhaisrs, were different.

He had been hiding, he said, in a hollow
of  the main trunk of a great banyan-tree
fofMnamy days and nights, though he had
lost count of actual time. Surrounded by
the far-spreading root-limbs and. boughs,
such as often cover half an acre or more, he
had been fairly, secure. The hollow was
high above the ground. He had lived like a
great ape, never setting foot to dirt.

“Thataway they no smell me when they
come along,” he said. “No can see. I fix
no can hear. One time Keragi come close
by.

“One time some bushmen close along,
make kaiHaii under that tree. I climb
along topside, look down. They all same
talk plenty savvy along that devil-devil
drum. One time bimeby that drum stop;
then this day more—" he extended the
three middile fingers of his right hamdi—

“plenty trouble maybe come along white-
fella marster. Ewery one go along séingsing
place make big-fella talk along of Quakiza.

“Supypose they kill Keragi, take head,
make Kkaiikdaii, my word I too much glad.
Suppose you good along of me, not make me
get along to Keragi, I tell you this.

“f like stop along this place. Two much
devil in bush. No Fkairkeis. Rain make
um fruit no good. No'wam do.”

“You take him in the kitchen, Apiapi,”
said Ledge. “You give him plenty keaihei,
hot kait¥eiz, hot coffee. Tl Ito I say this.
Bimeby I come fix your back, your eyes,

ordered
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Tui. Plenty soon you feel more better.
You stop along this place.”

An unmistakable gleam of gratitude
came from beneath the sore, puffed eyelids
as Apiapi led him away.

“I’d almost forgotten about our friend
Quakka until Bliss mentioned him,"” said
Lodge. “Tuwi’s information is worth think-
ing about. We’ve got to take notice of it.”

“If the muns have really started,” Tom-
linson suggested, “we’ll not be able to tell
whether there is an eclipse or not. And if
Quakka counts on that——"

“We can’t count on the rains. It’s the
fourth of August. Records show Septem-
ber first as the almost universal earliest date
for the wet season to start.

“Tommy, you've got Apiapi now so he'll
eat out of your hand. T wish you’d concen-
trate on him. Make him fetch and carry
more for you personally, curry him and
scratch him back of the ears—mentally, of
course. Cinch his devotion. We may need
him like the very —."

“Alll right. He hasn't got much b

“We don’t need brains. But we ﬁed
his senses. He knows the way to Cha's
head village and the big simg-sifieg grounds.
That’s Quakka’s hangout. In all proba-
bility you and I will have to make a little
trip up there the night of the seventeemtin.”

“The night of the eclipse?

Lodge nodded. Tomlimson gazed at him
silently for a moment and then got up and
stretched his big body.

“Yow're giving the picnic,” he said.
“Count me im.”

THE sun reasserted its power.

The laborers—sick, convalescent,

unaffected—ahsorbed the rays and
transmuted them into strength and even a
measure of liveliness that increased daily.

The missionary made one more call,
bringing news that the epidemic was every-
where diminishing. No whites had been
seriously ill.

Rain and dysentery combined had made
the beach practically tabu. There were no
more raids, no canoes racing up and dowp
the . reef. Only the great drum beat
regularly.

Plantattion-work was at last resumed at
Evarts’ Cove in swift preparations for the
inevitable rains. The quarantine flag was
hauled down. The same evening, Lodge

and Tomlimson, daring to relax thoroughly
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for the first time, lounged on the veranda in
the long rattan chairs.

“We’we beaten it,” said Lodge.

“But the beggars are ungrateful,” an-
swered Tomlinson. “They’we still got a
haunting idea that we wished this on our-
selves; that they ought to be rewarded by
taking all the medicine we dosed ‘em with.
I’il except Apiapi, but he wasn’t sick.

“Seems strange to have an hour by our-
selves, don't it? Seems as if there was
something lacking somehow. I can’t ex-
press it, but I've got a funny sort of feeling
that there is something unattended to,
though for the life of me I can’t place it.
Must be in the air.”

Lodge smoked on in silence for a few
moments without replying.

“It is in the air,” he said at last. “It’s
the first night the drum hasn’t begup to
beat an hour after sunset. Amnd it’s the
fourteenth, three days from Quak]kms gath-
ering at the siing-sifeg

“Uhree days from the date set for the
eclipse,” observed Tomlinson.

“Afh-ha. Send Apiapi for Tuwi, will you,
Tommy? I'd like to question him agaim.”

Agimpi catne, went, returned without
Twi. The quarters were searched without
avail. Tui, reinvigorated by medical treat-
ment and good food, had skipped back into
the bush.

“No good kind, that Malaita man,” said
Apiapi. “Take everytlhmmg, say nothmg
He take along my casaka knife, my dilly-
bag, my lava-lava. My word, too much he
steal.”

“We're well rid of him,” said Tomlinson.
“I give you another knife and loin-cloth,

i. Amd T give you canvas sack for
dilly-bag.”

The native grinned with delight.

“I say I thank you plenty along of that,
he declared.

“You know the way along to Cha's
place? You know bush trail to simg-sing
ground?” asked Lodge.

Apiapi’s eyes sought confirmation from
Tomlinson before he answered.

“Plenty I savvy. Tihree-four trail. Big-
fella trouble suppose you go along, no
savvy. Bigfella pit, big-fella spear, big-
fella plenty arrow. You no see; they kill
you plenty too quidk.”

A “You take Tomilinisoni, you take me
along one trail?”

Apiapi’s face grew rigid. He stuck out
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his lower lip. His shallow eyes seemed to
quiver on the surface of their whites like a
compass card.

“What name you want go along that
place?” he asked.

Lodge ignored the question.

“My word, Apiapi, suppose] you do this,
you very rich bimeby. Kmife, tobacco,
twenty fathom cloth, samani (salmon),
make-music box (harmonica), all you
get.”

Tize savage’s face twitched; his eyes grew,
covetous, longing. He scratched a calf with
the toes of the other foot,

“How much #zhaki?’

“Ome case. I give one blanket, one dozen
box-matches, one dozen fiish-hooks, one ax.”

Apiapi sucked in his breath. He was be-
coming bewildered with the prospects. But
he had one proviso before he capitulated. L

“You give me before I.go?”

It appeared that he considered his chances
of getting through better than those of the
white marsters.

“I give you one-half. One-half when we
come badk.”

“When you like get along that trail?”

“THree nights from tonight, Apiapi.”

All the anticipation died out of the na-
tive’s eyes. ,He shook his head, addressing
Tomilinson.

“Much better I think you not go along
that time. Maybe you go tomorrow day,
all rigihtt.”

Tomiinson shook his head.

“Then I thigk no cah do,” decided Apiapi.

“All right, Apiapi,” Lodge said with
special carelessness. “We find some one
else. You get along.”

The native stood like an uncertain child,
moving slowly off as-Lodge commenced to
talk with Tomlinson on other matters. At
the end of the veranda he paused irreso-
lute, but though the “white marster”
glanced his way he gave no sign and Apiapi
disappeared.

“That means bush telegraphy—or telep-
athy—thas been working, Tommy. Quak-
ka has got his word through somehow.
Our lot knows it. And Apiapi is afraid of
being found escorting white men along the
trails.

“But he's nearly hooked. That har-
monica practically fetched him. Is there
any one thing you've noticed that he craves
more than another? If there is, you might
casually mention it was a pity he wasn’t
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going, as you figured on making him a pres-
ent of it on your own accoumt.”

To tackle the trip without him would be
taking too many odds. Temlinson thought
for a few minutes.

“I'we got it,” he said fifindlly. “He’s crazy
over a hot-water bag. He handied it sev-
eral times when we tried it for cramps. It’s
the greatest invention in the world for him,
and he'll be the only native to possess one.

“ ‘Suppose trouble walk along belly,
walk along tooth,’ he said, ‘this fine.!

“I’ll try him on it.*

“Not till tomorrow. Let him dream over

his possibility of riches.”
‘ nounced Twmliinson next morning.
“He"s not to have it till we get back.
He's swelled up now on account of it. If
I'd promised him a million he couldn’t be
prouder or more contented.”

“Good Tommy, you'll have to run the
plantation for these three days. I'm going
to be busy. And I'm going to annex Ito
most of the time, so we'll be eating picnic
meals.”"

Tomilinson, with his rare faculty that
helped to make him a true balance in the
partnership, wondered much but asked no
questions as Lodge and Ito went off to-
gether in the power whale-boat on strange
expeditions. They ifiessed on cold vietuals,
and Lodge seefned engressed with vareus
experiments. Onee of twiee the heuse
selled like a laboratery when Toralinsen
eame iA te mldday tiffin.

“Met Hardy outside in his laundn,”
Lodge volunteered on the morning of the
seventeenth. “He wasn’'t over and above
friendly. Lost nineteen of his boys.
Seemed to think our immunity was begin-
ners’ luck—ar fools',

“I fancy we're going to be ostracized,
Tomrmy. His manner suggested that.”

“On account of the rifles?”

“Exactly. I got some news from him.
Nothing has been seen of Tui, for one thing.
For another, the padre is over at Levalla
Island, practically taking charge of affairs.

“Poor Richmond’s boys got the dysentery

pretty badly, and with no one in charge
»there would have been a nice mess. So the
"padre took-hold. Went yesterday; expects
to stay the week. He believes in looking
after their bodies fiist. You can’t convert
a dead man.”

“WE'VE struck the bargain,” an-



24

“He’s a hundred per cent.,” agreed Tom-
linson. “But he’ll burn out if he isn’t killed.
We ought to do something to make things
easier for the padre.”

“l agree with you. That is one of my
reasons for paying a call on Quakka to-
night. We'll have to start early this after-
noon. The moon rises between eight and
nine.”

“What are you taking—miffles as well as
pistols?”

“Notthing that has to be carried in plain
sight. We’'ll sling an automatic apiece in a
shoulder holster under our coat. We've
got to take tricks with something better
than bullets.”

Lodge possessed a peculiarity of tempera-
ment in that he disliked to share the plans
that he worked out alone. Tamllinson did
not so much respect this idiosyncrasy as he
did not notice it, confident of Lodge’s judg-
ment, content to follow it, as he would have
the signals of his coach in his old football
days.

Apiapi had been given one-half of his
reward, including the harmonica but lack-
ing the hot-water bag. He cached them
somewhere. At two he presented himself,
ready to take the trail. He wore no orna-
ments; his loin-cloth was reduced to a gee-
strlng and a belt, in which was set his new
knife to replace the one stolen by Twii. His
bedy was olled from crown to sole.

The laborers were at their appointed tasks

when Lodge and Tomilinson, led by Apiapi,
made their way through a tangle of guava
scrub at’ the back of the quarters, unno-
_tiigadl. Tto wes tio atitend zas wswal| t tive Hedll
'that gave notice for work to be ended.
There was no reason to think that their
absence would be noticed.

Lodge did believe that the bushmen of
the Guadalcanar lot would break quarters
after their supper and make their way up-
bush to the sing-sing grounds. This would
have been hard to stop in any event. By
the time they started the white men would
léave reached the village of Cha and Quak-

a.

It was a difficult trail though they went
slowly, Apiapi scouting ahead. Once in the
bush the heat was oppressive. Their clothes
stained with sweat, became saturated.

“Qlothes no good,” said Apiapi once as
they rested. “Suppose some Kamaka look
for you along bush, too easy for them smell
white man. Oil much better.”
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The way led upward steadily. The path
was one for single fille. The jungle on either
side was like a cliff of living green. Trees
were entwined by ground-vines that were
wattled in with the fecund underbrush,
lianas, orchids, blossomed, roped and swung
overhead, forcing the trunks to spring leaf-
less for a hundred feet, their crowns high
above the sea of verduie. Enoimous ban-
yans sefetimes abutted the teail. Every-
where was a sllent, petsistent, seamingly
-fetienless wrestle for existenee:

No ray of Hght penetrated through the
dense thickets. The only sound was the
occasional soughing of the wind through
the protruding treetops. There were no
birds, but sometimes wide-winged butter-
flies floated across the path.

. The dense air was charged with a mixture

of innumerable perfumes front flower and
fern and leaf, tinged by the flaver of decay
from the vegetation that had reached its
life limit and was slewly turaing inte meld
beneath the ever sheetiig growths that
bubied it:

Now and then the curving tendril of a
tough vine snaked its way across the packed
dirt of the footway, beaten dowm- by mil-
lions of naked, horny feet. Any of these
might prove the trigger to a s¢t snare, bring
8 great spear catapulting through the un-
waky, of a poisoned arrow.

At every sharp curve Apiapi bade them
beware of touching any branch that pro-
truded, ever so naturally. Fallen leaves
might mask a pit. Once he uncovered such
a trap—a hole set with sharpened stakes.

They crossed a swamp where leeches
swarmed upon their ankles and savagely
attacked Apiapi, who tore the sucking
mouths from their bloody holds without
regard for pain or inconvenience, leaping
gwiftly from tussock to tussock until he
teached the other side, where he plucked
thiek leaves frem a parasitic plant and ap-
plied the astringent juice to the tiay
wounds, advising the whites to follow his
example.

Bush again and then grasslands where
the stems reached high above their heads
and where patches of saw-grass grew that
slashed like razor-blades. Through this the
slender trail went beaten.

Half-way across this upland the guide
turned aside and ledsth#m to a jut of lava
rock, standing like a butte, immersed in the
green grasses. Bidding them be careful, he
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showed-them the way to the summit, where
they caught a glimpse of the sea, far below,
across the shifting seed-vessels, beyond the
jungle and shore-palms. They could plainly
see the promontory by Ewarts’ Cove, the
little guano islet and to the south the broken
shell of a crater, showing bare and black.

Tuwrming, they saw the ffivetiortumet crags
of the range, mile after mile of bush leading
up to stony terraces marked by old lava-
flows. Apiapi pointed out a spot that he
declared harbored Cha’s village, though
the white men could not distinguish it from
the rest of the jungle.

“We get there time sun go dewm—mebbe
lele more time,” he said.

Tomllimson ached for a smoke and said so.
They had brought pipes and tobacco along,
but the native forbade them.

“Suppose, so you say, you no want them
know you come along, much better you not
smoke. Mebbe can see, more better can
smell, long way.”

LODGE wished to make their entry

entirely unannounced. He banked

almost everything upon the effect
of two white men strolling into the village
at such a time.

The effrontery of it would, he calculizted,
assure Cha, even Quakka, and all the tribes-
men, that these “white marsters” were sure
of their backing. All he wanted was tem-
porary truce, a chance to make himself
heard.

He had almost mastered native idiom.
With the aid of a Melamesian dictionary
and lists compiled by himself he had gained
a vocabulary of several hundred words and
carefully rehearsed a speech.

He reckoned heavily upon the effect of
addressing.them in their own tongue. With
the exception of the missionary there was
no other white man locally who kmew more
than a smattering of words and terms. All
relied upon Beach-Engllish, spoken by all
the natives. And he had other things in his
kit.

The grasslands. passed, they began -to
come upon skulls in rotting pyramids of
ancient trophies, lower-jawless, scaling and
moldering, bamboo cages packed with the
grisly exhibits, skulls pendent from limber
poles or spiked on naked boughs, grinning
ghastly, ghastly grins, gazing from cavern-
ous eye-sockets; at once a warning and a
boast of the strength of the tribe.
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They forged through a thicket of giant
bamboo where skuils were strung on sennit
ropes as a schoolboy strings chestnuts. The
thicket was on a rounded knoll, in the midst
of which stood a hideous idol-god carved
out of hardwood, painted black and daubed
with red and white. Its shell eyes glared
unwinkingly at them.

A breeze hit this higher ground, swaying
the feathery branches, which clicked lightly
against each other while the skulis revolved
slowly with a dipping motion.

At the foot of the idol was a stone trough
which buzzed a great cloud of flies. The
place stank like an unciean slaughter-house,
and they hastened to pass the horror. Bones
gleamed here and there amid the scanty
grass beneath the bamboos; pelvis and
shank, arm and ribs that stretched talon-
like.

Once more the bush, with Apiapi gliding
like a shadow on ahead, nostrils agape, eyes
wide, ears open, touching with fearful hands
every suspicious tendril twig and bough.
At intervals the sun had touched the path;
now it had slanted too far into the west to
reach the trail, and they went in a gloomy
twilight.

Once Apiapi squatted, turned with an
imperative gesture and laid his ear to the
trail. They could see his nostrils work as
he snuffed. Like quail afraid of a hawk
they waited and thought they heard the
muffled tread of feet, the sound of a cough.

After a while Apiapi rose and beckoned
them up.

“Ome more trail go along of this. Very
close. —— lucky these kai-amakbas (man-
eaters) no take this trail.”

They agreed silently, wondering whether
Apiiapi considered himself purged of canni-
balism.

Twilight sifted down steadily. High
abovetthem were gorgeously tinted clouds
of afterglow; but in the bush it was almost
night, the trail seeming to dissolve in the
thickening dusk. Huirriedly they swallowed
the food they had brought with them,
washed down by Scotch whisky and water.
Apiapi got his share of the spirits; and his
guttwral grunt of supreme satisfaction as
the stuff warmed his stomach was almost
ludicrous.

He left them and wormed forward on his
belly, vamishing immediately in the gloom.
Miimutes passed without a sign from him
while the gorgeous clouds died and the stars
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came out. The suggestion of tremdieryy—
of Apiapi fallen victim to some cunning
trap in the dark, or of his capture by out-
posts—came more forcibly with every mo-
ment.

Inaction was becoming unbearable when
a light hiss came from above, where a mass-
ive bough of banyan arched the trail, a root
pillar either side of the path. Apiapi,
perched apewise, could not be seen. His
whisper pierced the darkness.

“All right. This way you come. You
climb, I help. All very easy. Ewery one
kaitkaii. Man belong along gate Awikei
too.”

Lodge was more agile than Tomlinson at
climbing. He gave his partner his back for
platform, then his shoulders, Apiapi lend-
ing hand from above. The banyan bough
creaked under the added weight. Lodge
swarmed up the root pillar; and Tomlinson
reached out and caught him beneath the
armpit, boosting him into place.

“Easy,” said Lodge. “Yowll spill my
bag of tricks.”

“Didn’t know you had any. Where is
it?"

“My pockets. Which way, Apiapi?”

For what seemed an hour they crawled
in a labyrinth of boughs high above the
ground, their shoes, their unaccustomed fin-
gers and their blunted senses making the
inferiority of the white men marked beside
the savage, who swung along as easily as if
he were a professional gymmnast going
through a practise stunt in full daylight.
He was ahead, aside, behind, above, with a
whisper and a guiding, helping hand for
their clumsiness.

At last gleams of firelight shone through
the jungle. They made out a tall wall of
stone, a gateway armed with a heavy port-
cullis of weighted bamhboos, skull-set. A
fire back of the gate projected its grate in
shadow, high-lighting the sentry guard of
four cannibals, asquat, spears in the hoRows
of their left arms, club or tomahawk sus-
pended from the right shoulder, busy with
chunks of meat they tore from the bones
they held in both hands.

“—— fool,” whispered Apiapi.
much kai-taii. Easy kill um.”

To Lodge the sentries did not appear so
utterly careless. The gate itself was stoutly
closed; the wall was high, and it had been
filled with clay and plastered with coral
lime so that it was unscalable. The jungle
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had been lopped carefully back. The top
of the wall was a good twenty feet away
from the end of the nearest bough.

Inside, beyond the guards, thatched
houses, each with its stockade, stood about
at random. Toward the apparent center of
the village these were grouped in a rude
circle, leaving little alleyways through
which came the reflection and the light of
one or more big fies. They could see a
carved ridge-pole, deckiled with skulls, out-
lined by the ruddy glow.

“Now I show you —— good trick,”, said
Apiapi.

With his success he had grown boastful.
He had practically compieted his work. He
would not dare to enter the village with
them though he might adventure later.
He had only to lead them home to secure
wealth far beyond any ambitions he'had
held. -

Truly it was a good thing to attach one's
self to a strong white man like Tomilini-
soni. Only, he feared that Tomilinisoni
and Logi would surely be killed. But he
was not sure. Anyway, half of his riches
was safely hidden.

HE BEGAN swiftly to mount the
forking branches of a Furusitree.
With him he carried a cable of liana
he had slashed from where it looped be-
tween trees. Without difficulty they fol-
lowed up the arboreal stair, far out upon
one mighty arifi that did not sag until they
had almost reached its extremity in a tuft
of leaves that ended the bough.

Swiftly Apiapi adjusted his green rope so
that it dangled in a narrow swing full thirty
feet from fastenings to loop. Lodge tested
the knots. The scheme was plain—to slide
down and swing out until they were over
the wide top of the wall, in which growing
clumps of bushes gave protection to any
invader who could achieve the summit.

Apiapi made the landing, standing to
check them as they pendulumed out.

“Bimeby you all same find me this place,”
he said. “Me not come along of you. I
look out plenty. You find me here.”

“All right, Apiapi. Youw've done big-
fella job. I give you fifty extra stick to-
bacco when we get back.”

The savage grinned at them, caught hold
of the liana, and with legs as supple as his
arms clung to it as it swung back and forth
until finally he landed safely in a mass of
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foliage. Lodge looked at his wrist-watch
with its radio fiigures.

“Seven o'clock,” he announced. “Good
going. Come on, Tommy; we've got all the
time in the world. Make for the back of
that place with the carved roof; that’s the
council-house. Go slow and easy. *Ware
dogs.”

Fortunately every hound in the village
was hovering about the big fire, lighted for
illumination, where the food baked in pits
was being devoured with savage gluttony.
‘They inched their way on between the"stock-
ades without discovery. Once a pig grunted
as they passed, and they heard a woman'’s
voice soothing the family treasure.

They crept down the alley beside the
council-house and peered across the central
clearing.

Between four and five hundred savages
squatted opposite each other, divided into
ten groups, devouring the food that was
laid out before them. The meat was dog
or pig in all probability; but the suggestion
of their greedy, beastlike feeding was emi-
nently cannibalistic.

There were no women or children present,
even as servers. It was an occasion. All
were naked save for loin-cloth and orna-
ment. Their repulsive faces had been
whitened with lime to emphasize eyes or
mouth. There were dabs of white and scar-
let on their bodies; streamers and feathers
stuck out of their wool.

One stout man, whose hair was gathered
into a bottile-shaped basket painted bright
red, had his arms swathed in brass wire. On
his broad chest rested a disk of pearly shell.
Thwse near him wore crescents of the same,
such as Ambuiul had boasted.

“That should be Cha,” said Lodge. I
don’t see any signs of Quakka He and his
priests will be in their own quarters, I
imagine. Apiapi said the simg-sing grounds
were over there, back of the big bamyan.”

“Is that a banyan? It’s got strange fruit,”
said Tomlinson.

He envied Lodge his nerves. He had his
own under control but it was only by an
effort as he watched the play of the firedljght
on brass and shell and bone, the gleam of
teeth "that tugged at tough fragments, eyes
shining in the firelight like those of wolves
while the grotesquely smeared features
grimaced.

The ridge-pole with its grisly appen-
dages projected far out beyond the front
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of the council-house. Its platform and
steps were deep in shadow only partially
broken up by the fireglow, because of the
carved pillars that helped to uphold the
roof. Lodge and Tomlinson swiftly climbed
the side of the platform, gripping its bam-
boo rail, and stood back of the pillars un-
observed.

Whang! The sound came gouging out
from the cave of the big banyam. Before
the metalllic vibrations slowed down a sec-
ond beat added to the clamor.

The eating stopped. Raised hands
dropped. Eyes gleamed as they turned
toward the banyan with its “strange fruit,"”
which looked like faintly luminous globes
irregularly placed.

Cha rose, his chiefs with him, the shell
breast-plates suddenly flshimg. Lodge,
crouching, went swiftly down the steps and
Tomlinson saw him apparently sprinkling
something on the ground.

“Light your pipe, Tommy,” he said.
“But keep the match out of sight. You
and T are going to materialize and spoil
Quakka’s grand entrance if I am not mis-
taken.”

He retreated into the shadow and filled
his own pipe. When it was going he pro-
duced a smail vial.

“Come on, Tommy,” he said. “Look
your easiest; don’t let the glare startle you.
It will be behind us.”

He carried the vial in the palm of his
hand. They took position at the foot of
the steps, the clanging still coming in waves
of brassy sound, all attemtion directed to-
ward the banyan.

Suddenly Tomillinson found himself ap-
parently enveloped in the heart of an in-
tense white glow. He heard a slight sizzing,
saw their magnifying shadows hurled over
the ground toward the feast as he and
Lodge strolled leisurely that way, serenely
smoking their pipes while a gasping series of
shouts and yells went up at the startling ap-
parition of two white men calmly walking
where, a moment before, there had been
nothing. And this in a guarded camp sur-
rounded by the bush that was practically
impenetrable for whites!

Silence fell. The unseen gong ceased.
The white men held the stage. There were
more subdued gasps, accompamied by eye-
rolling, when Lodge spoke to them in their
own vernacular.

“We come in peace, @ Cha. We have
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heard of the power of your tribe and of your
own greatmess. We have heard of the won-
ders of your cousin, Quakka the wizard,
Quakka the Moon Master, and we have
come to witness them.”

Lodge spoke with his hands in the pockets
of his coat, his pipe discarded, though Tom-
linson still puffed at his. They had halted
opposite to where Cha had been seated, ten
paces from the nearer rank of eaters.

The hush that followed Lodge’s words
was charged with a magnetism that told
him he had gripped his audience. Back in
the banyan wjnere the gong had clanged he
knew Quakka was listening, his own grand
entrance deferred if not spoiled.

CHA got heavily to his feet. He

was an obese man who still showed

signs of a powerful frame back of
the fat that fittedl him in loose folds. Al-
though he waddied rather than walked, al-
though the flesh on upper arms and thighs,
on his sagging jowls, his triple chins and his
protuberant stomach shook like so much
jelly, there was still fire in his small eyes, a
certain dignity about him.

Those eyes were aslant; there was an un-
mistakable suggestion of the Orient about
his features. Seated, he suggested a Mon-
golian god. ‘

His chiefs surrounded him; but Lodge
noted that there seemed a lack of trust be-
tween them. They were plainly separated
into two groups that viewed each other
askance. All had weapons that they took
up as they rose—tomahawk or club, spears
and basket shields, knives in their belts.

Cha had neither shield nor ax nor spear.
He grasped a -curving club of hardwood
studded with the conical ends of big shells.

Cha was in the position of an unpopular
pirate captain with the crew ready to slip
him the “black spot.” Quakka had come
out in the open.

“He was the Moon Master. He would
darken the moon for a sign of the evil times
that had come upon the tribe, the restric-
tions of the white men who were their ene-
rgies and despoilers of the land.”

This was a direct blow at Cha’s unwritten
treaty with the white government.

“Amd he would restore the moon, bright
and shining, to show the clear and brilliant
future of the tribe under proper manage-
ment.”

Cha was very far from a fool. He did not
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believe Quakka could do this by his magic.
He remembered the previous eclipse, long
since, and he surmised that Quakka had got
information of a like phenomemon. He
guessed its source and silently cursed him-
self as not having been quick-witted enough
to do the same thing to his own advantage.

It did not matter what he thought. It
was what affected the tribe; and he knew
that Quakka would stage the thing theatri-
cally and persuade them of the truth of all
he said. -

To resign in Quakka’s favor was suicide,
ignominious death. He had resolved to die
fightingg, as became a king.

In his royal hut, wrinkled now, aged and
dim of eye, was the woman he had taken
from Quakka. In a barbaric way they had
been lovers. He knew she would not sur-
vive him. For Quakka, cruel and revenge-
ful, would torture her.

With him would die such of his retinue as
Quakka had marked for loyalty to Cha. It
would be a good fifiitt. He was fat and old;
but his back was against the walli, and des-
perate need had nerved his arms.

It would be a great fifiitt. He had made a
great feast and he would make such an end-
ing as even Quakka could not rule out of the
tribal meles. If only he couid reach Quakka
when the time came!

Then the white men came in a blaze of
light. He had not seen these two before,
but he had heard of them. The big one
had tossed Ambulul aside like a light branch.
And Ambulul now was to his left, among the
disaffected, ready to throw in his lot with
Quakka and be among the first to strike at
Cha. He had his eye on Ambulul.

He wondered at the temerity of these men
to appear in the midst of the tribe. He fig-
ured the biaze of dazzling light to be a femiki
(trick). He did not kmow how it was done,
but he had seen many wonders performed
by the#white men. In his heart he hated
them and feared them.

They talked his language, they knew of
Quakka’s coming treachery, they stood
serene—the big one smoking, the lean one
with his hands in his pockets.

One great difference between the con-
quering white and the black is that the
white man goes out to meet trouble and
grapple with it; the black seeks to avoid it
unless he loses his self-control. Cha’s mind
revolved the chances of what this might
mean for him. He could not lose anything
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by taking the part of the whites. They
might outwit Quakka. They were not
fools. He determined to be neutral until
affairs were brought to an issue.

“I have heard. of yow,~® Logi,” he said
in a deep voice, husky with overfeeding and
overdrinking, “and of you, @ Tomilinisoni
the Strong One. I am sorry you did not
come in time to join us at the feast. Will
you drink keasz®?’

He clapped his hands and ordered a cala-
bash brought of the soapy-looking extract.
Kawm had been one of his cards for tonight's
play. It had been plentiful, and the bowl
had passed rapidly. Nome had dared to re-

. fuse to drink from the king's calabash.

Kamam leaves the head clear, but tends to
paralysis of the body ganglia. The chiefs’
coordinations had slackened. Cha had
greater capacity than theirs, and he had
juggled more than haif of what he appeared
to consume.

Lodge took the bowl and poured a little
on the ground. Then he drank. Tomlin-
son did the same.

“How did you enter my village?"” asked

“You saw,” answered Lodge.

“That, I think, was a teriki,”’ said Cha.
“It was a good teriki, but it isin my mind you
came like other men. Send in the gatemen.”

He was still king. His great voice held
command. Four men ran swiftly and came
back with two, cowering.

“Why did you let these friends of mine
pass without telling me, so that my face is-
ashamed that they were not given honor?”
- They faltered, looking amazedly at the
whites.

l:‘ﬂney did not pass through the gate, O
C a.)ﬂ

The king’s face changed to a contorted
mask of rage. His great port swelled.

The mighty club swept up, across, crash-
ing down upon a head that smashed like
a rotten pumpkin, spattering blood and
brains. It circled swiftly, up and down
again, and the second gateman fell with
his skull a shapeless, scarlet pulp. The
weapon had played as swift and easily as
a light quarter-staff of bamboo.

“Bpph! I am Cha the Kingt

He gazed about him, fleme-eyet] and ter-
rible. From the banyan came the clang of
the brazen gong, a sound of shrill ipes, a
stamping of feet. Quakka had taken up his
delayed cue.
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m THE fires had died down, unait-
WE tended. The strange globular fruit
% on the tree resolved to hundreds of
skulis, smeared with phosphorescence. The
root pillars of the banyan had been rubbed
with the same rotting wood and showed
dimly lambent. It was a tree of death and
sorcery, festooned with a thousand skulls.

Torches showed within the aisles of its
cavernous temple. Priests came dancing in
double fiite. Abowe their elbows and below
their knees were circlets of braided grass
from which hung long strips of fiber and fifax,
dyed red and yellow, fantastically fliitiering
as they leaped.

Brass wire, necklets and ankiets of
knuckie-bones and teeth clicked and rattled.
Their black bodies were outlined with white
to look like skeletons, and across each face
was a band of red between eyes and mouth.

They dodged among the pillars, shaking
gourd rattles. Some beat drums shaped
like enormous wooden steins, held in one
hand, pounded by the other. There were
nose flutes and panpipes, and syncopating
the jangling but rhythmic discordancy came
the clang of a big gong—loot of some
wrecked junk or else a tribal heirlwom—
borne on a pole between two prancing dev-
ils. A third whanged it with a human
thighbone.

They wove their way out of the tree and
circled the group of Cha, his chiefs and the
two stramgmss’ Last of all came Quakka.

Lodge had never seen him before. If Cha
was of Mongolian type, there was no mis-
taking the heredity of Quakka, in whose
veins ran the same blood.

Tall and thin, his skin painted with zebra
stripes, he stalked, a grotesque and horrible
figure. His hands were blood-red—not with
paint but with some sacrificial gore. His
skull had been bound in infancy and was
conical. His wool was clipped close to re-
semble a helmet.

From the warlock sprouted plumes of

.paradise and white cockatoo feathers. He

wore a disk of pearl almost as large as Cha's
—twken of his title as Moon Master. -

He was stark naked, without ornament,
without weapon, at first sight. But he
wore one strip of bark about Ms middle, set
with shark’s teeth; and from it swung a
holster.

“Ewarts’ automatic,” Lodge said aside to
Tomlinson. “Watch it.”

Quakka’s tilted eyes were mere slits welled
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with glittering deviltry above his prominent
cheekbones. He sneered deliberately at
Cha, who faced him stolidly.

Then his gaze went over the group of
chiefs, and a slow smile effaced his sneer.
His nose, small and almost fiinely shaped,
showed fikttemed nostrils that he blew out
with a sudden trick.

The tribesmen flinchedl before his gaze;
many of the chiefs were uneasy. He stood
by the two dead men, at first affecting not to
see them.

“The air is heavy with blood tonight,” he
said in a voice that was metallic, a voice de-
void of any purely human inflection. “The
gods have cried for blood and will not be
satisfied.”

Slowly he lifted his slanting, evil orbs and
stared malignantly at the two white men.

“You have come here with open eyes,” he
said. “My spirit watched you as you came
up the trails. It saw you climb the trees
and so cross the wall.”

It was not a hard guess to make. If he
had hoped for any sign of chagrin from
Lodge or Tomlimson he was disappointed.

“You say you have come to see,” he went
on. “It is well. For presently it will be
light. And then will come darkmess. Per-
haps the white men are not afraid of the
darkness?”

He used the native idiom, common to all
the South Seas—*%a po ele-ele (the utter-
most darkness, the void to which the souls
of the dead are consigned). It was a phrase
of dread, seldom uttered, pregnant with
menace.

“We are not afraid,” said Lodge. “And
I do not think there will be any darkness,
for the moon is soon to rise. Ewen now the
sky shakes behind the mountain.”

Fancy could almost hear the universal
shift of the eyes of all the savages to where,
back of a crag, the halo of the coming moon
made itself manifest.

“When the moon rises, white man, then
shall you see, while yet your eyes are open,
the demon Ramgai swallow the moon and
bring blackness, because the gods are angry
with this tribe. This even I, Quakka the
Maoon Master, may not prevent.

“[t is a sign for the tribe to become strong,
to stop crawling before*the white men, who
are not our friends but our enemies. Who
seek to make slaves of our young men that
they may build houses for them and plant
crops. Who seek to take our lands from us.
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But who shall yet be driven into the seaz!’

[1 ’?J

The deep gutturalswent up from the crowd
as Quakka’s keen voice reached its climax.

“Amd the moon, O Master of the Moon?”

Lodge filled in the pause, his voice tinged
with mockery.

“I have made peace with the gods with
pleas and promises. I have wrought upon
them, with mighty spells—I, Quakka, de-
scended from the gods. So shall I make
the demon vomit forth the moon to shine
upon us as long as the tribes shall obey the
laws of their fathers.”

“0 Quakka; and you, O Cha, my friemd,”
said Lodge, “who also are descended from
the gods, even as Quakka; I, Logi, Maker of
Mooms, feel sad that Quakka, Mastter of the
Moon, may not prevent this darkmess. But
I—" Lodge let his voice suddenly ring owt—
“IL, Logi, who am a white man and a friend
to Cha and to this tribe; I will prevent this
Rangaii from his meal and prove that my
heart is one with the people of Cha.”

QUAKKA had overlooked one thing.

He had not asked for the hour of

night when the eclipse started. He
might have doubted whether even the wis-
dom of the missionary extended that far.
Lodge had taken care not to comment upon
the omission or to supply it.

“How soon,” he asked with biting sar-
casm, “before the demon comes, O Quaklka?"

Quakka hesitated for a moment. Then:

“Ramgai answers not to your bidding, O
Logi, who calls himself the Maker of
Moons. When the time comes let us see
you make a moon for us.”

“Make a moon? Why not? It is surely
easy for a wizard to make moons. See, here
is a little moon for you, Quakka.”

He lifted his hand, paim open, fingers ex-
tended, empty. Suddenly he tiptoed while
the tribe craned breathless, seemed to clutch
at a little globe of pallid light that appeared
in the air, caught it, showed it in the dark
cup of his palm, puising with blue-green
flamee, tossed it from him.

The circle®™f chiefs stepped back. The
luminous ball hung, swinging pendulous, its
radiance beating in the midst of it like a
heart.

“THere is a moon for you, Quakka. A
little moon, just out of the egg. Perhaps I
will make bigger ones for you, Quakka, by
and by.”
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He caught the thing and offered it, ex-
tended on his paim, to Cha. The king
made no-move to accept it. Lodge placed
it on his own forehead with a swift move-
ment about his head and it remained above
his brows like a third eye.

“Here comes your moon,” he went on.
“As for Ramgai, perhaps he sleeps.”

As he spoke he remembered the similar
words of an old-time prophet, though he had
used them unconsciously. The fuil disk of
the planet rose, placid and benign, liftimg
between and above tortured pinnacles, se-
rene above the range.

“You have made your spells,” said Lodge.
“Now I will make mine. I but make the
sign of the moon upon the sand, © Quakka.
And presently you will know that the
white men are sons of light and not of
darkness.”

The central square of the village was
strewn with grit crushed from the hardened
coral with which the natives had built their
walls. Lodge, Tomlinson following him,
walked calmly away a little to where there
was shadow from trees and council-house.
It would take an hour or more before the
moonbeams reached the place he selected.

Quakka stood still, his face working with
hate, his fingers itching for the butt of the
automatic he had taken from the murdered
Ewvarts. He dared not fire. He dared not
evade the challenge that Logi had flumg
down. He knew how easily the simple
minds of the tribesmen shifted. He knew
that they were divided, that he had lost fol-
lowers, that unless he outwizarded the white
man he would lose them all. It was a mat-
ter of teri%i, and he began to fear that he was
outmatched.

The blaze in which the intruders had ap-
peared he set down rightly to magnesium
pomdler. That he knew, and fiieworks, and
galavamic batteries, - the sizzing powders
that made water boil, the water that burned.

The little moon puzzied him. He guessed
Logi had paimed it. He himself was an ex-
pert at such things. But it had not looked
like a lamp, a lekitiiki lamp. Such things
were in a tube or on a heavy wire.

Now Logi was strewing sand in a winde
circle, a little ridge of piled-up sand. Now
he had produced more of the little moons.
He was juggling with them, four in the air at
once, dancing in the dark. Now he had
placed many of them at regular imtervals
round the circle.
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Quakka folded his arms and looked at the
real moon. There was not a cloud in the
sky, only a host of stars—young moons.

Pamic thrust at him in the swift suspicion
that the missionary had lied to him, that he
had been in league with the white men to
make a fool of him. But he parried the
thrust. The white men made a mock of the
missionary; and no missionary had ever
lied. That he knew. He must play for
time.

He gave an order, and his musicians
formed, panpipes and flutes and the big
gong, with its thighbone drumstick, to one
side. The others formed a wedge-like
phalanx, foiir ranks of fours, then three of
threes and so to the apex Where he placed
himself.

With bodies bent double they wriggled,
swaying heads, arms and legs, marking time
with their feet, their ornaments rustling and
clicking in rhythm with their movements.
So they went in an oval, the torches fifiaiing,
increasing speed and motion, shouting a
harsh chant, leaping and twirling while once
again from the siagsivgg ground back of
the skull-strung banyan the devil-devil
drum began to boom.

Hollow log after log came booming in,
and the air was aquiver with vibration.
The seated tribesmen began to rock back
and forth and join in the song of blood-lust.

“He’s got them going,” said Tomiinson.
“fhey can keep that sort of thing up for
hours.”

“Ill give them 'twenty minutes,” said
Lodge, looking at his watch. “Thiis box of
little moons took the first trick. I thought
they might come in handy some day, though
I meant them for tradimg.™

They were smali radio-globes used for lo-
cating electric lights in the dark, bought by
Lodge as something new for barter. He was
perfectly cool.

“Take this vial of acid, Tommy,” he said.
“Crouch down on that chunk of rock. Keep
on smoking if you like. But if Quakka tries
to step inside the circie spill a drop or so on
this heap. Tihere is quick-match all round
the circle. Sugar and chlorate of potash,
with a pinch or so of magmesium here and
there. Ito and I fixed it up. I packed the
stuff in my pockets,

“Rememiber the crater we saw from the
rock in the grassland? It’s just about be-
neath the Southern Cross. Ywurlll see some-
thing in that direction if the boat-motor
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hasn’t broken down. Ito is our assistant
conjurer this eveniimg.™

The dancers gyrated and bent them-
selves like bows, springing high into the air,
sweat washing off their painted decora-
tioms, though they still looked like demo-
niac skeletons. Some began to foam at the
mouth. Quakka outleaped the rest, like a
lean devil. The thunderous racket of the
drums, the wheng of 4he gong, the shrilling
of the pipes, seefied to perferate the bedy:

“Two minutes of,” said Lodge. “I set
Ito’s watch with mine.”

Then, topping the trees, round and yel-
low-red as a great orange, there sailed up
from the direction of the sea and the extinet
crater another smwodm), sibavily rishhey, att aa
slight tangent. Cha was the first of the
teibe to see it, and his grunt eaught the at-
tention of those nearest him. The sested
natives almest twisted thelf neeks to see.

The dance dwindled, stopped in disorder.
The rude music ceased—only the drums
beat on.

“Amother moon, O Quakka!” shouted
Lodge. “Bait for Ramgai. Perhaps he will
make a mistake and swallow it.”

By now the drum-beaters had seen the
'sky portent. The booming died away.
All watched the sailing globe. Higher it
rose, higher, slowly diminishing.

It changed direction and came flbadiing
buoyantly toward the village. High over-
head it paused and again began to mount.
It became the size of an actual orange, a
berry, a pin-point, and at last disappeared.
A great gasp came from the squatting,
sweating crowd as if they had held thelr
breath sinee the portent first appeared.

R “I WAS afraid the blamed thing
(C MY might catch on fiie” whispered
38 Todge. ‘“But it didn’t; and the
wind couldn’t be better.”

‘“ire balloon?”

“Yes. I suggested the idea and Ito the
model. Big paper bags with a wire hoop
for the bottom. Cross wires holding a
chunk of waste worked in alcohol. Made a
dozen of ’em and scheduled out a program.
Itofkends them up from different places,
usit’ the Jaunch.”

Lodge clipped his speech. Tomlinson
thought him concentrated and a little wor-
ried.

“I don't believe we’re goin’ to get out of
this without a scrap, Tommy. And we
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may, have to start it ourselves. We'we got
Cha with us, and the rest of 'em are fiifty-
fiftyy so far.

“Our balloons are long-distance magjic—
that’s the trouble; and those confounded
drums and jazz music get right under their
skin. If T can get Quakka to make a
break——"

“I’m with you. Must be a lot of planta-
tion bushboys piled up outside the gate
about now. Itll be a lively scrimmage.
But I suppose it wouldn't do to risk wait-
ing for the eclipse.”

Lodge laughed, low but heartily. Tom-
linson caught the flash of his teeth. Fresh
torches of cocoa-palm had been lighted; the
dance was recommencing.

“Tommy,"” said Lodge, “tiere ain’t goin'
to be no cclipse.”

“But you said— You read—"

“It was in the Almamnac all right. I for-
got to tell the padre that it wasn’t visible
in the South Seas. It happened somewhere
along about three this afternoon, local
time.”

Tomlbinson’s comment, spoken or un-
spoken, was broken by the crash of the
thighbone on the gong. The savage pan-
demonium started all over once again.

The character of the dance changed.
The torch-bearers stood in a. circle suryound-
ing the gong-bearers and. the musicians.
In the extreme center stood Quakka, stiff,
upright, arms extended above his head.
The leaping figures formed two outer circles, .
revolving in opposite directions.

e tune, if such a jumbile could be calicd
a tune, had altered distinctly. It seemed to
be used for general assembly.

In twos and threes, then by fives and
tens, the tribesmen joined the swirling
hoops of wild men, shaking their weapons,
yelling, working themselves up until they
were nothing but a part of the rhythmic im-
pulse of which the drums were the arteries.
They were a mob, hot-blooded, with vacant
minds waiting for a concrete suggestion,

Only Cha and his chiefs stood apart, from
dignity. Vet their nerves and muscles
twitched, feet beat out the time, as if itch-
ing to join in.

Ewery now and then the barbaric music-
achieved a crest, like tumbled surf, and in-
stantly the dancers reversed, streaming
past in great bounds. - Quakka alone stood
still, rigid, like a rock in a whirlpool. He
had achieved an artificial catalepsy of the
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body, a fake trance, in which he bade
against Time.

The frenzied dancers whirled on. Some
of them began to drop out, exhausted, lying
prone where they fell with the rest hurdling
them.

“May work ’em up, but it winds ‘em,”
Tomlinson called in Lodge’s ear above the
clamor.

The two of them seemed forgotten, with
the howling mob between them and the
chiefs with Cha. They might well have
been audience, rather than actors waiting
for their cue.

Once more Lodge looked at his watch.

“Guamo Island this time,” he said.
“They are about tired enough to notice, too.
Breaks are comin’ our way.”

Not one, but two balloons appeared this
time—twin spheres sailing side by side on
the tide of the sea-wind, rising and drifting
landward right in the face of the true
moon. The panting, laboring dancers, slow-
ing down from the terrific pace, saw them,
gazed awe-stricken, falling out of the broken
fanks. The musie faltered, ended.

Again silence. Save for the sharp imtake
and expulsion of laboring lungs silence held
the place. The scattering circle formed in
an irregular crescent, open toward the
white men, Quakka in the center of it§
eurve.

“IMiore moons, Quakka! I can make them
faster than you @an destroy them, O Moon
Master.”

Quakka’s rigidity broke like a shattered
icicle. The realization that he had been
fooled blazed within him. He was still a
little worried about the circle with its radi-
ant globes, puzzled by the balloons. But
he was sure he had been fooled about the
eclipse.

He strode over to the cirdk®} hand on the
butt of his gun. It stayed there as he
marked the motionless figure of Lodge in a
pose of easy confidence, his eyes cold as ice
in the torch-flare. Tomlinson crouched,
smoking imperturbably, waiting on the
side-fines for the chance to get into the
garme.

The hard-breathing canaibals, their lungs
pumped out from the mad dance, were get-
ting their second wind while they gazed at
the two moons the white man had made.
They were in hypmosis that dammed back
the tide of blood, charged and hot with the
will to kill.
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“If you can darken the moon, ©® Quakka,
show your power—mow,” taunted Lodge.

“Get ready, Tommy,” he added in a
swift aside.

“See, O Quakka,” he resumesl]’turning
to the native, “my moons have gone to
shine among the stars. And Marama still
shines untarnished. The face of Marama
is laughing at you, Quakka.

“Amd now mark where her light comes on
the sand. When it touches my ring some-
thing will happen, O Quakka. See that
you keep outside the circle. Step within

it and you die. For you are not the Moon
Master, Quakka. You are but a boaster
and a liar.”

Lodge sensed the shift in the broken cres-
cent of natives as the balloons vanished.
He saw the hard gripping of weapons. The
hypmesis had passed. The racing blood,
spurred by the dance, demanded action.

At his challenge and insult a deep mur-
mur ran through the irreguiar ranks. There
was a movement of Cha and his retinue, a
division of the chiefs. But there was no
rush, only the wave of passion mounting,
curling ...

THE moon-rays, widening their*

scope as the planet lifted, almost

touched the mystic circle Lodge had
raised on the sand and outlined with the
radio globes. The light on his brows
showed plain from the shadow,

Quakka, affronted before the tribe he
had plotted to conquer, drew back half a
pace. His face metamorphosed from hu-
man semblance to that of a snarling, furious
beast as he shatched the pistol from his
holster and launched himself acvoss the
Fing:.
Instantly Tomilimson dropped acid on the
quick-match. A spattering line of fire and
acrid smoke raced about the circle with high
flasfhess where magmesium dust was piled.

The wizard’s shot went wild. Lodge’s
gun slid out—up—aivwn—tthe bullet smash-
ing fairly through the splintering disk of
pearl and splitting the heart of the Moon
Master. When the swift fire died down
Quakka lay within the circle, motionless
and dead.

A high yell came from where the chiefs
had divided. A spear flashed toward Lodge.
Ambulul, eager to wipe out his shame, came
bounding at Tomilinson, swinging his long-
handled tomahawk. Back of him a dozen

2
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crescented chiefs were calling on their fol-
lowers, who charged in a hysteria of blended
rage and terror that even the fear of magic
rings lost power to check. The wave had
broken.

Deep, booming through the war-cries,
came the shout of the king:

['Chat/ Cha! Cha

Lodge and Tomilinson, firing into the
thick of the charging crowd, saw the king
and his chiefs breaking through the mass,
Cha’s great club rising and falling, the shell-
points bloody, the wood splashed crimson
as it thudded home. His own chiefs were
with him, smiting and thrusting. Men
tallied about thefm, attacking thele fellows
In the reat and en the flank.

The clips of the automatics were ex-
hausted in a moment. Men fell before the
close, accurate fire, but the effect was no
more than slapping at a cloud of gnats.
Lodge retrieved Quakka’s gun, shouting to
Tormlinsen—

“ConmdiHhouse steps!™

He shot the nearest man fairly between
the eyes, the next in the throat, dodging
a thrust—a blow. He fought in cold
blood.

Tomlinson felt a surge of fiighting lust
flood him, giving him a dymamic outburst
of power, a glory in the hand-to-hand battle.
He shouted back at the horde, muddled in
their mass attack.

A man thrust at him with a spear. He
side-stepped, catching the shaft between
arm and side and gripping it there while he
smashed his fist to the man’s jaw.

Jumping back,*he reversed the spear,
using his bayonet tactics learned beyond
seas. He lunged hard at the next opponent
and the bone point ripped through the fliesh,
between the ribs, broke off as the savage
toppled, a tomahawk, looped to his wrist,
falling frem his hand.

Tomlinson caught it by the handle,
snapped -the sennit cord and just in time
parried ‘a blow from Ambulul’s beaked club.
Ambulul spat at him, his teeth smapping,
off balance for the momgnt.

Tomilinson swung the light, effective ax,
bringing it down where Ambuiul’s neck met
the shoulder. It clove deep. There was a
tug as the chief toppled, his head falling
limp one side, the severed neck spouting
gore.

“Come on, you beggars!” shouted Tom-
linson.
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“The steps, Tommy,” called Lodge, his
last cartridge discharged.

Two men leaped forward, bearded giants
with spear and wicker shield. Tomlin-
son's blow rebounded from the tough, pliant
weave and he just dodged the thrust, drop-
ping to one knee to avoid it.

He saw the other spear descending. A
lightning lunge came from back of him;
another spear transfixed the second warrior
through the throat. Apiapi’s joyous yell
sounded.

“Weoth-Wath-¥ath!  Tomilinisonit”

Tamlinson smote upward and split the
first man’s stomach, getting to his feet and
bounding backward as the entrails gushed.
He was side by side with Lodige, who had
gained a club, and Apiapi, yelling gleefully.

The rush had borne them back almost to
the council-house. The maddened horde
were massed too close for effective indi-
vidual efforts as the three gave back slowly,
feeling for the bottom step, moumifing;, clos-
ing in with just room for free play of their
arms between two of the carven pillars.

“Chta! Cha! Chat”’ sounded the bellow-
ing roar of the king, echoed all about him
as he charged through the mass, spearing,
cutting, bludgeoning a lane. ‘“tHpbk, Logil”
he roared. “Tpbk/ Cia! Cha! Cha”

With his warriors he scythed clear the
lower steps and ranged his company to
front the insurgents. They wawvered, Quak-
ka dead, Ambulul and other leaders dead.

More and more men took up the cry of
“Cha!” The rush was broken, the cause
lost. There was one feeble rally that Cha
at the head of his men routed, driving the
insurgents scattering through the houses,
through the banyam-tiee, clambering like
frightened apes over the wall, opening the
gates and fleelng to the bush.

Cha came back, snorting and putfing, his
great chest rising and falling under the
pearl disk, his eyes still flaming, blood-
smeared, triumphant.

He put down the great club wearily, the
muscles that had tensed beneath the fliac-
cid flesh wearying as the fmtile lust died
down with victory.

“ypins, Logi, it was a fight,” he panted.
“The Wihite men are mighty in war and
magic.”

He rolled approvmg eyes at Tomlinson.

Moon Master is dead. There shall
be no more wizards in the tribe. I, Cha,
am king and wizard. Now we shall feast.”
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“Teli me, Logi,” he asked. “Hawe your
spells defeated Ramgai that he will not de-
vour the moon?”

He glanced half-fearfully at the brilliant
globe.

“Ramgai has fled,” said Lodge. “If he
ever threatens you, ©® Cha, call upon us
and we will master him. This is a sigm.”

He took the radio bulb from his forehead
where he had secured it by a pack-thread,
made a loop and slipped it over the top of
the king’s head. The wicker basket hat
had vamished in the fight; the bulb glowed
and gleamed in the heavy wool of Cha’s hair.

Men ran at Cha’s bidding and women
streamed out from the houses, hastily pre-
paring a feast.

“I suppose we’ll have to take it in,” said

. “They’ll get laid out with kawa
before long and we can slip away. I've
avenged poor Ewarts, and there will be no
more raids on the plantations for a while.
I hope weycan get some laborers out of this

“Did you have that in your commercial
mind?”’ asked Tomlimson. “It wasa bully
scrap anyway. What’s the king doing to
Apiapi?”

“Kmighting him, I fancy.”

An investment of sorts was taking place.
A pearl crescent, taken from a dead chief,
was placed about the proud Apiapi’s neck
by Cha, who then took the former’s casaka
knife and lightly slashed his own arm and
that of the newly decorated savage. Each
touched the other’s wound and tasted the
biood.

“Were you fighting men in your own
country?” asked the king when the feast
was set at last.

“We fought in the big war,” answered

Lodge.

“Gpmk! Of that I know. It was a great
war, though I do not believe there were so
many killed as they say. For there would
be none left. But I saw the big smoke
canoes go past.

“I wonder that they let you leave, for
you are both mighty warriors. If you would
join me I could conquer Guadalnansal
What say you? There is gold in the rivers
that shall be yours.”

IT WAS after dawnuudfore the part-
ners, escorted by a guard of honor
down an easier trail, came out of the
grasslands and struck the last stretch of
bush. They came to a cross-path parallel-
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ing the sea. There Lodge dismissed the es-
cort back to the kawa they had forsworn
for this duty.

As they lingered, giving savage salute, a
native came into sight and darted into the
thick bush. Cha’s men gave instant chase
and caught him struggling to reach a tree.
As Lodge and Tomlinson hurried up one of
the guard held up a dripping head. It was
that of Twi. Amother handed Lodge a dilly-
bag.

“Tihat bag my bagl” exclaimed Apiapi.
Lodge gave it to him. He took it with a
grunt of disgust at the stains upon the mat-
ting, then dumped the contents out. An
object rolled and bumped along the trail to
fetch uo at their feet—the livid, grinning
head of Craig.

“A private vendetta,” said Lodge. “Poor
devil. That eases Benson up and stops the
rifle-smuggling. Lucky for us there were
none up yonder. Craig dug his own pit.
We'll take this along for burial.

“Twi didn’t get Kellogg or he’d have
taken his head too. Probably didn’t have
any grudge against him.*

They went on with their grisly relic. The
wairior who had killed Twi carried off his
trophy. Two others picked up the body.
It was ot to be wasted.

“l go back,” said Apiapi. “Cha speak
along of me to go back. Pretty soon I come
along your place again.”

He walked off proudly, as became a
chief.

The Stars and Stripes was flying from
the pole. Ito, sphinx-like, greeted them.

“Good work, Ito,” said Lodge. “We're
going to get into some clean things. No
breakfast for me. I’'m off food for a bit.
But you can bring some coconuts and the
whisky.”

On their veranda an hour later, cleaned
from the biood and sweatypf the fight, the
two partmers pledged eacn other. Tomlin-
son had been slightly cut in the neck with a
spear; Lodge had a bruise purpling on his
shoulder.

“Deaceful enough down here,” said

. “Like a nightmare last night.
We'll be short-handed today. Let’s call it
a holiday; the men will be fed up with news.
It’s all over the coast by now.

“Amd there were Ito’s balicons. They
saw them, without doubt. You and I will
go over to Craig’s.

“Quakka’s death lets me out with the
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padre,” he went on. “I’d hate to have to
explain to him- that I put even a white ke
into his mouth. It’s ten to one he was too
busy over at Levalla to think about the
eclipse, much less hope for it. We’ll have
to go over to Aowawa the day after to-
morrow, and see.”

“Day after tomorrow?” yawmed Tomlin-
son.

“Sunday.”

“Sunday? In the Solomons! I'd forgot-
ten there was such a day.”

“Don’t tell the padre.”

At Craig’s they found Bemson, sober for
once, shaken by the murder. Keliogg had
found the planter’s body, headless, in his
bed, the mosquito-net dragged down, the
mattress soaked with blood.

“Mir. Benson’s going to take charge,” he
said. “I’m no good for running the plan-
tation and the natives are all excited.”

¢ M calm down,” said Lodge.
“Tommy and I will go back then. We're
knocked out. Going to turn in.”
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“Up last night?"” asked Benson.

“We neither of us had much sleep,” he
answered dryly. “Comiing, Tommy?”

At Evarts’ Cove they found a body of a
hundred bushmen with Apiapi at their
head, all red-eyed and logy from kawa but
grinning amiably.

“Cha, he send along this fella boy to work
on plantation,” announced Apiapi. “Mebbe
you make me all same foreman?”

“I don't know that we can use a hun-
dred,” said Lodge thoughtfully. “Or
rather, I don’t know that we can afford to
pay them right now. Some of our men’s
contracts end soon. M

“Chha, he say these men all paid, —
plenty big-fella pay,” explained Apiapi.
“They plenty glad to work along of you.
One year they work. Then same number
fella come along, they go back.

“Cha, he say you big-fella fifiiter. No
pay. Mebbe,” he concluded with a sly look
and grin, “suppose you like—you:like make
'em presentt.”

RED SSLEEVES
by H. P.

N 1837 some white trappers made a

feast for some Miimbreno Apaches and

then slaughtered the guests because

their scalps were worth one hundred
dollars in the State of Chihwahua. The
chief of the Mimbrenos was Red Sleeves, or
Mangas Coloradas as the Spanish called
him. As a result of the scalp-feast the
Mimibremos massacred the miners at the
Santa Rita copper-mines.

Red Sleeves, however, agreed to bury
the hatchet and pledged his word to General
Kearny when the latter assumed control
of New Mexico in 1846.

When the United States-Mexico Boun-
dary Comumiission arrived at Santa Rita the
Mimmbremos resented being deprived of
some Mexican prisoners. Then a Mexican
murdered an Apache and the commissioners
refused to hang the Mexican offhand.

Red Sleeves’ band at once stole the com-
missioners’ stock. The commissioners pro-
ceeded with their survey, and the Mim-
brenos congratulated themselves on having
frightened them out of the country.

To complete Red Sleeves’ wrath against
the whites some Pinos Altos goldminers
tied him up and lashed him. On effecting
his escape he took to the warpath with a
large following, and for years his name
spelled terror for the settlements. When
he was wounded at Apache Pass in Arizona
his wartiors took him to Janos, Chihuahua,
and handed him over to a surgeon together
with the threat to sack the town if he was
not cured.

He recovered.

There is a conflict of statements con-
cerning the finish of this red scourge.
Dumnn in his “Mexssaores of the Mountains”
says he was taken prisoner by some Cali-
fornians in January, 1863, and was goaded
with a red-hot bayonet into imaking an
attempt to escape, when he was promptly
shot down.

Bell in his “New Tracks” says he was
invited to Fort MclLame, New Mexico, to
make a treaty of peace, that he was im-
prisoned and that a guard shot and killed him
on the pretext that he was trying to escape.



OR the fifth successive evening
Kenmnan turned down the soli-
tary gas-jet in his room, crept
to the window and peered be-

neath the spotted green shade which he had
drawn to within a scant two inches of the
sill. The house oppesite intrigued him very
much indeed.

The residence, a top-storv room of which
he occupied, was one of & dozen lodging-
places which had during the past two or
three years intruded in the once aristocratic
Locust ‘Street West. There were still
plenty of homes occupied by descendants

of the original settlers, but here and ther. "

the sign “For Sale of Rent” stared above
weeds in forlorn front yards, and peeling
stucco, rotting wood-ttim and rusting iren
grillwork testitied to the fatal senility whieh
was inexorably killlng Loeust Street as an
exelusive seetie:

The house which interested Kemnan dif-
fered in no-essential respect from its fellows,
which had been built in an era of brown-
stone, basement dining-rooms, pull-bells,
mansard roofs and Corinthian porches.
Unoccupied for many months, it had re-
cently been leased for a year, although its
unmowed lawn, close-shaded windews and
generally secretive air gave little evidence
of life within,

Kemman himself was in hiding. The po-
lice of many cities wanted him and orders
had gone out to pick him up on suspicion
wherever found. He had so far escaped
mugging and fimger-printiig, always man-
aging-to leave by the scuttle just as the po-
lice entered by the door, and his activities
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had covered a wide range, from dealing
them off the bottom of the deck to poor
capijtalists on the ocean liners to smuggling
whisky across the Canadian fine for the rich
proletariat. He had avoided homicide and
arson and was known as a good mixer, both
social and rough-and-tumble, and for a
readiness to try anything once or twice.

In Mrs. Weld’s rooming-house, the
shabby counterpart of its neighbor across
the street, Kemnan had registered under hjs
own name, which he never used vocationally,
and was known to her as a solicitor for auto-
mobile insurance with a roving commission.
A pocket toilet-case and a change of linen
in a small unlocked hand-bag comprised his
luggage and in order to gratify his land-
lady’s curiosity he had a few automobile
insurance blanks in the top bureau drawer.

Paying rent in advamece, he was able to
leave at a moment’s notice and his irregular
hours were regarded by M®. Weld as inci-
dental to his profession, his. lack of mail un-
suspicious because he had told her thpt in
his migrations from city to city he quite
naturally patronized the postal general de-
livery; that great clearing-house of the
homeless, unfortunate, shady and anony-
fmous.

Could she have seen his money-belt,
stuffed with notes of high denomination and
with one small glove-buttomed compart-
ment halfifull of unmounted stones, she
would have been prepared for the squat
Browning carried loose in a side pocket and
the half-dozen long, slender and beautifully
made keys which, with a “spider” for work-
ing “safety” locks, rose and fell with the
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beat of Kemman’s heart in their inside waist-
coat pocket as he kmelt in his darkened
room, eyes of a steady and penetrating vis-
ion fixed upon Number Forty Locust Street
West.

Predacious men, at once hunters and
hunted, possess many of the traits of their
four-footed counterparts. These traits may
be inherent or acquired. Chief among
them is an intuition or instinct or sixth
sense which appriees them of the proximity
of prey or of a stalking foe. It is some-
thing which can neither be seen nor heard,
tasted, smelled nor felt; yet its warning is as
infallible as any conveyed by the normal
senses. These possessing the gift may re-
gard it with superstition or as a matter of
course or even with a certain ignorant pride;
but they never ignore it. It warns them be-
fore the stealthy hand of the plain-clothes
man falls heavily upon their shoulders; be-
fore the rude ax deals its first splintering
impaet upon the thick paneled door behind
which they lurk; before they who pursue
are aware that the quarry is flilubiedl. When
8 dlek having this gift is on the trail of a
fugltive likewise endowed, an epic chase en-
sues through the jungles of ecities and the
morasses of the underworld.

(@ Y IT WAS this instinct which told

BN Kemnan with the first careless glance
from his upper window that the
house oppeosite, its front blotched and peel-
ing as from disease, was somehow wrong.
There were houses within a stone’s throw
that were in worse condition, with broken
window-panes and porches from which half
the boards had rotted away. Ttere were
others as closesshuttered, peopled by mys-
terious hermits who shuffled in and out only
to the corner grocery or the nearest post-
box.

But Kemman krew. Not that he cared;
but for a few weeks, while the faithful po-
lice were seeking him in the Middie West
across ‘wihose flat miles he had dragged an
anise bag, he spent most of his daylight
hours inside, reading and smoking and plan-
ning what he would do with his plump roll
when it was prudent to emerge with the
mustache he was growing and the new walk
he was carefully practising—simoe the
skilled trailer of men observes first of all his
victim’s manner of walking, that being
harder to disguise than voice or facial ex-
pression. So that he had much time on his
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hands and though patitent] as are all men of
the feline type, he was also nervous and
dymamiic.

He itched to know what was going on
across the way. Whatewver it was, he had no
intention of horning in; but he wanted an
answer to the problem. Something sordid
and trivial, he presumed. No furtive cars
crept to its door late at night. No strangers
came or went and the postman always
passed by. He had seen no woman go in or
out and no parcels or suitcases were.borne
by the four men who lived there.

The place then was not a dive, a gam-
bling-joint nor a blind-tiger. Queer money
might be produced there, but Kennan
thought not. He.knew all the big crooked
engravers by sight; the quartet opposite
were all strangers to him. He watched and
smoked and yawmed. He would have trailed
the men as they left Nummber Forty; but
feared that he might forget that he was
himself pursued and suffer the chagrin of
being picked up while gratifying an idle
whim.

Mrs. Weld, whose ipquisitivemess was
confined to her lodging-house and those of
her rivals up and down the street, knew
nothing of the newcomers, contenting her-
self with the vague surmise that they were
“furriners.” Kemman agreed with her. In
his simple ethnographic scheme, the conti-
nent of Europe was populated by square-
heads, by which he loosely designated all
those of Scandinaviam or Germamic stock;
by guineas—or Latins—amd wops; which
latter included Russia, the Balkams, Tur-
key, Greece and any little principality other-
wise uncatalogued.

He confidently placed the four men who
lived across the street as wops. There was
one, tall and somewhat distinguished-look-
ing man who always dressed in a frock-suit,
with top hat, gloves and walking-stick to
match, and possessed a full set of diplomatic
whiskers. His three companions dressed
roughly and looked much alike, being short
and stocky, clean-shaven and slouching in
gait,"although one of them was of the blond
type with blue eyes and his fellows were
swarthy. Kemnmam, a shrewd observer of
trifles, at once decided that the tall, distin-
guished man was dressing better than his
station in life warranted, while the other
three were wearing coarse laborers’ c]othes
as a sort of make-up.

His observation had taught hlm that
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there was no class-line drawn between them;
the rough men addressed their more splen-
did companion with no hint of servility and
he listened to them as equals. It was plain
that the domestic situation across the way
was not that of a gentleman with three ser-
vants. True, occasionally a fine big limou-
sine of expensive make was driven by one
of the three, with the silk-hatted man inside;
but this, as Kemnan saw 1t, was a part ef
thelr game, whatever It might Be.

Standing on their porch, bitter imvectives
in an unknown tongue had drifted across to
his ears and it was clear that no one of them
deferred to the rest, and that whatever it
might be that held them together, it was
not the relation of master and man or em-
ployer and employed. On one occasion the
blond wop had nonchalantly fished a roll of .
bills from his pocket without counting it
and handed it over to his frock-coated part-
ner, who stuffed it inte his trousers without
a word.

The silent watcher in Mirs. Weld’s house
observed furthermore that although the men
left the house every night at about the same
hour they did not go together, but drifted
away one by one up or down the street. But
always one of them remained in the house.
Day or night one of the four was left at
Number Forty. They seemed to take turns,
although oecagionally the same one stayed
at hofne two or three times In succession.

Overcoming his caution, Kemnan followed
the gentleman wop one evening, and pres-
ently saw him enter one of the Beacon
Street clubs whose portals are especially
difficult to pass. The doorman greeted him
with regpect, as a freguenter of the sedate
old club behind whese bay windows may be
observed at any hour men whose influence
in eity and natien,leoms large. Curiesity
still mastering him, he followed twe of the
others. One of thef weft direetly te a hall
where 4 well-knewh esfmmunist was te ad-
dress an audienee of labering meA:

‘The other, slipping a bill into the horny
palm of a watchman at the gate of a foun-
dry whose night-shift was at work at their
flamiiigg hearths beyond the shadows of the
yard, passed within. He remained a couple
of hours and upon emerging made at once
for an all-night seft-drink place and called
in husky tones for a bottle of negr beer.
Kemnan deduced that he had been ha-
fanguing the men inside.

A “wobbly,” or anarchist, he decided;
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and was not surprized to note, a couple of
days thereafter, a newspaper paragraph
concerning a strike of puddlers at the foun-
dry the wop had visited. But the other?
He was puzzled. Between the Winterset
Club and the grimy Cambridge Street foun-
dry a deep gulf was fived. But if the
quartet was really engaged In I. W. W. of
soviet propagamda, It might well be that
ene ef thef had been planted I that secial
stratufh of Bosten, whieh 5 represented b
big Busihess aRd Banking, IR etder te wer
frof the ether end ef the Industrial situa-
tion and get what he estld frem his asseeia-
tieR with the eapitalists. Konman khew
that funds wete available fer werk ef this
sort and that there were B_léﬂﬁg ot elever
impesters who, supplied with terged ere-
dentias, esuld enter exelusive eliBs and
guarded hemes as readily, it not as erudely,
33 the Blend wep had §HP gd thraugh the
gate of the Eampridge Strest fSHRARY.

Having to his own satisfaction evolved a
plausible theory, his interest in Number
Forty began to wane. In the struggle be-
tween capital and labor he was strictly neu-
tral. He took toll from both and was in-
terested only in locating the sucker with the
roll and not at all as to whether he custom-
arily wore overalls or sport-clothes. The
consideration that the furtive brotherhood
he had whiled away his idle hours in watch-
ing prebably kept a healthy ®Rontingent
fund semewhere in the house, did fer a me-
meft eause hifm to lose himself in a pleasant
day-dfeam; but the Impulse passed as
gmekly as [t eafhe, beeause he was IA e 66h-

ftien just at present te take any ehanees.

A little later perhaps, when the hue and
cry for himself had died away, he might
look the place over some night. He would
really deserve the gratitude of conservative
society were he to annex the fund of the
wops; and he suspected that the victims
would not enlist the sendiees of the police
to recover, but would make it a strictly
personal affair, which would be pleasantly
exciting and quite as all feuds sheuld be
settled in Kemman’s belief.

Meamwhile, he lost interest in the com-
ings and goings across the way and ceased
to keep his lookout beneath the greasy shade
of his window; and it was only by chance
that he was peering out one night when
that happened which gave to what had
been a rather bored curiosity, the tingling
theill of the vividly human interest,

.



= IT WAS a sultry night, the stars set

Y like smoky lamps above the locust-

trees which had given the street .its

*name. In nearly every house windows were
thrown open to the lifeless air, but Number
Forty was as usual closed and shade-drawn.
A faint glow from the hall-light crept through
the cobwebbed grill above the front door.
Kenmam, sitting shirt-sleeved and in the
dark by his window, a cigaret drooping list-
lessly from his lips, gazed across at, but
without thinking of, the house whose in-
mates had intrigued him through the drag-
ging days of his unholy retreat.

He was thinking that in a short time he
would bid Mrs. Weld adieu, and fare forth
to some distant city; Momtreal, perhaps, an
oasis to which at present thirsty plutocrats
were flocking. There, at Little Peter’s just
off the Place Viger and later on at whichever
of the big hotels held the plumpest fowls
for his plucking, he could mingle and spend
with the best of them until the right pros-
pect loomed up. Suddenly, as his eyes
kindled to the pictures fancy painted for
him against the background of what is to-
day America’s liveliest metropolis, a sound
pierced his consciousness like a stiletto and
fixed his attention, rigid as a pointer’s, upon
the house opposite.

It was not a loud noise; the thick walls
and closegy windows muted it to a degree
where an ear less feral than Kemman’s would
hardly have isolated it from the multiple
fragments of the night; but for him it pos-
sessed a significance a duller ear might have
missed. It was without any question the
scream of a woman and he recognized in
its timbre fear and despair alike. He was
even able to guess that it had been torn
from the throat of a girl or young woman
at least; and it was immediately followed by
a second and muffled cry as if a hand had
been clapped over her mouth.

Ewvery sense strung to the most tense ex-
pectancy, he was able to distinguish the
murmur of angry voices, the scraping or
dragging of something along the hardwood
floor, punctuated by incidental sounds
which visualized to him a frantic creature
being tugged and hauled along and clutch-
ing madly in her progress at such objects as
her hands could reach; a portiere, whose
rings clattered with faint music as they
fell, a chair, a light table as it overturned.

There followed the slamming of a distant
door and silence. Presently the three men
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as usual emerged from the house, stood for
a moment in the shadow of their dilapi-
dated piazza, and one by one slipped away
into the night. The tall man, Kennan
noted with interest, bore a long, angry
scratch upon his face. It showed as he
passed beneath the arc-light just above
Number Forty and he mopped it with a
dirty handkerchief out of character with
his shiny topper and dove-colored spats.
One of the others had a torn sleeve; but it
was quite in keeping with his make-up of a
poor laboring'man. The blond wop remained
behind in the house, now as silent as ever.

This was highly interesting, Kemman re-
flected; this injection of the woman into the
problem. He had never suspected that any
one else save the four men occupied the
house; and it was plain to him that the
woman whaose voice had with faint menace
stirred the sluggish air was held there
against her will, for purposes unknown but
not unguessable.

He liked women, though he distrusted
them. On the occasions when he had been
obliged to empioy one as confederate, he
had never breathed easily until the trick
was turned and the loot divided. He was
easily fascinated by a.pretty face, a good
figmee-aachd was forever encountering one
or both among the little gamin-like irre-
sponsibles of the underworld through which
he moved—amd was given to brief but fran-
tic idyls which narcotized his usual cun-
ning and had more than once nearly led to
his undoing. Not that women were squeal-
ers; they were more loyal than men and at
least as brave. But they acted on impulse,
often right, but at times calamitously
wrqiig, and nothing in his experience
equaled their venom when betrayed or even
flowted.

He had fancied himseif in love many
times; but always after the break-up he had
known that he was not. He had been nearer
to it with the Camadian girl, Sophie of Point
Levis, than with any one excepting perhaps
the divorced wife of a Manfhlehead yacht-
chily commodore, a woman who would not
have permitted her sport-skirt to byush
Sophie’s rowdy clothes. From the little
Canuck Kemnan stole a few kisses and from
her high-born sister a couple of thousand
at bridge; but for either, or any woman who
cried for help, he would have put himself
to any inconvenience or the last degree of
peril. He gave as freely as he took.
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Now, stirred by the smothered cry of an
unknown, he suddenly found his casual
curiosity in the mysteries of the house op-
posite changed to an acute interest. It
became an intensely personal matter with
him, to look upon to kiss—the
lips from which had fled that despairing call
into the night; in any case to offer his ami-
able services in her need. He was warmed
by the beckoning adventure which broke
in upoen his ennui.

With the entrance of the woman an en-
tirely new adjustment was necessary. Per-
haps the secrecy of the place centered, not
about radicalism, but abduction. It was
even conceivable—but not likely—that the
girl was insane; the wife, or child of the
well-dressed man. No one remotely re-
sembling a nurse or attendant had Kennan
ever seen about the house however; no visi-
tors weie admitted.

There was not even a telephone in the
place. He had found out by calling “infor-
iation” from a booth in an all-night drug-
store and asking to be connected with Num-
ber Forty. Whatever the situation, he
proposed to investigate it; to have speech
with the unknown owner of the voice, hop-
ing that it might speak some other tongue
than the outlandish one used by the four
wops. If he could not understand her, he
would merely free her, offer her some notes
from that wadded money-belt that plagued
him with its sleeping capital, have a pleas-
antly thrilling evening to break the mo-
notony of his present liife.

The only danger he was concerned apout
was that of a possible publicity. The mere
breaking into a strange and guarded house
and carrying off a woman whose seclusion
was evidently a matter of some import to
four capable-looking men, was a casual in-
cident to one accustomed to bet heavily on
anything, and on himsetf to the Jimit!

It was nine o’clock as announced by the
rusty curfew from an old steeple on Charles
Street which had for the past half-cemtury
faithfully and ineffectually called upon the
neighborhood children to go home and to
bea. The three wops never returned before
midnight. There were then several hours
in which to gain entrance to Number Forty
and interview the prisoner, as Kennan
thought of her. He began to move softly
about his room, opening drawers and rak-
ing shelves.

He always traveled light, buying from
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time to time a new shirt or a pair of shoes
and throwing away worn garmemts. Be-
cause of the prestige it gave him, he had
bought a cheap leatherette hand-bag upon
securing a room at Mirs. Weld’s, but it held
nothing save a change of linen. He never
indulged in pajamas.

Emptyimg the bag upon his bed, he pro-
ceeded to don his extra underwear and
shirt, putting them on over what he was
wearing and stuffing into his coat pockets a
pair of fresh-laundered collars, some socks
and handkerchiefs. He fitted his few but
expensive toilet accessories into their fit
morocco case; a jointed gold safety-razor
and brush, tubes of shaving and tooth
paste, pocket-mirror, a flat ebony clothes-
brush.

He looked a little stouter when he had
done and after he had put on a light Angora
sweater he was more conscious than before
of the sultry night air; but he was burdened
with no hand-luggage, not so much as an
umbrella. His only pair of shoes were of
pliable Russia leather with thick, soft rub-
ber soles, and when he had put on his dark
homespun cap with wide vizor, he was ready
to go around the world, if necessary.

The bag, from which he had scratched the
factory number, he did not need if—as he
suspected—it should prove inconvenient to
return again to Mirs. Weld’s. He had paid
for his room up to the following Saturday
and had merely to walk out with all his
worldly goods on his person. He cast a
finall swift look about for a possible forgot-
ten trifle, found none, switched off the sin-
gle gas-jet beside the bureau, and stepped
out into the dim hall. A moment later he
had closed the house door without sound,
and was in the street.

AN ARC-LIGHT, dimmed by its

throng of infatuated insects, cast a

murky gleam through the branches
of a dying locust which stood just above.
The next light was far down the street. On
the other side of Number Forty stood an
empty house whose weatherworn sign “For
Sale” testified to the languid condition of
real-estate transactions in the vicinity. A
high board fence separated the properties
which were bounded in front by rather
ornate iron fencing, eaten away in places
by rust. Kemman sauntered slowly down
the street, crossed over at the end of the
block and returned. A quick glance up and
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down showed the empty, tree-sadowed
vista typical of so many of the older Boston
streets after dark. Two blocks north, the
shrill clamor of the ghetto which surges up
to the very rim of the Locust Street sector,
came mingied with the barking of dogs and
the cries of hucksters presiding over two-
wheeled barrows under flaring torches, But
here, there was nothing more than a dim,
shirt-sleeved figure lounging on a front
porch and a slinking gray cat making its
nightly round from ash-bafrel to garbage-
can. Kemnan swerved in through the gap
where an igpn gate had once hung, and
stepped beneath a gnarled tree in the weedy
yard of the empty house.

The shirt-sleeved man down the street
yawned and stretched and turned to request
a match from some invisible companion”
within the hall. The gray cat dropped
softly into a half-filled barrel, and foraged
rustlingly amid its debris. A single bell an-
nounced hali after nine. After & moment
or two, Kemman crept from shadow to
shadow across the yard, skirted the house,
came to a back yard where weeds and
shrubs were higher and ranker and stood
at length beneath the board fence.

The fence, reeling and staggering a little
under the assaults of time, was yet stanch
enough to bear the weight of a man without
doing more than sway warily. It stood
eight feet high and Kemman clutched its
edge firmly, shook it -a little, and then
chinned his hundred and seventy pounds
up and peered over into a yard differing in
no way from the one in which he stood. No
lights showed from the windows of Num-
ber Forty; so with an easy swing he strad-
dled the fence and dropped down on the
other side.

The neglected yard in which he stood
knee-deep was a little wilderness in whose
rank growth slinking things writhed from
his cautious advamce. Once he put his foot
on the fat, wattled back of a sluggish toad
and lifted it with quick repulsion. Every-
where, at the gates of cities as in the un-
peopled jungle, Nature lies patiently and
craftily in wait to reclaim her own and pluck
apart the cunning artifices of man, who is
only a passing phase. In this yard, un-
touched for years, she had already obliter-
ated carefully laid brick walks, neat filower-
beds, an ornate sun-dial.

Through the clinging stalks and briers
Kemman made his slow way to the rear.
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Here at last were lights and even sounds.
From the topmost room in the mansard,
which had presumably been a serwant’s
chamber in former times, a faint light
spilled through close-drawn blinds. Here,
he felt, well out of sight and hearing of
curious neighbors, must be the woman
whose voice had drawn him from his own
safe retreat. One of the ground-floor rooms
was similarly alight and from it came the
faint rattle of crockery, the thud of heavy
steps; evidence beyond question of the
presence of the fourth wop left on guard
for the evening.

Kemman retraced his steps to the un-
lighted side of the house and, feeling care-
fully along the rough stucco, came at length
to a shutter on a level with his shoulders. It
took him some time to throw open the
leaves; not because they were well-fastened,
but since they were old and dry, with rusty
hinges, and his work must be done noise-
lessly. When he had finishedl he was con-
fronted by a very diirty two-paned window.
The room beyond was black and silent.

He took from a finger its ring with a small
diamond and began outlining a half-moon
directly over the center of the upper pane,
at its lower edge. It was not possible to do
this without seme noise; a shrill, dry scrap-
ing followed the contest of bard glass and
yet harder crystal. It was not much louder
however than the evensong of crickets in
the grass and from second to second he de-
sisted and listened for any sound within
the dark room. Tihere was none and pres-
ently he had scored a deep circular groove
in the glass and replaced his ring. 4

Next, cutting” from a roll of surgeon’s
plaster a strip some three inches long, he
moistened its sticky side with his warm
breath and pressed it firmly upon the pane
so that it covered the upper edge of his
scored mark. When assured that it ad-
hered along all its surface, he struck the out-
lined segment sharply with his knuckles.
It broke clean and hung suspended by its
hinge of plaster, leaving an opening through
which he passed thumb and forefinger,
slipping the window-catch.

It was not an easy task to raise the win-
dow which had warped and stuck from long
disuse, but Kemman knew windows and their
crotchets and in less than ten minutes since
he had begun, his way into the house stood
clear. He drew himself up and ventured to
flash his pocket-torch about before entering.
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Tthe room he saw briefly and vividiy out-
lined was evidently not one used by the
present tenants. A patina of thick dust lay
everywhere; on the flat surfaces of walnut
table and bookcases, on the haircloth seats
of stiff and uninviting chairs, along the
tarnished frames of gloomy pictures and on
the bare fitwor. It had seemingly been the
library; a dozen shabby volumes still strag-
gled on the shelves of the cases; the framed
steel engravings were of pompous or simper-
ing authors of the Civil War era. Kennan
slid over the window-sill and inside, turn-
ing to close the blinds, but leaving the win-
dow up.

Again using his electric torch, but dim-
ming its rays in a cupped hand, he swept
the dust from before his advancing feet, so
as to leave no telltale footprints. For a like
reason he was careful not to touch chair or
table. The paneled door before which he
at length stood at the far side of the room
was unlocked. He snapped off his torch
and slowly and carefully turned the white
china door-knob. A moment later he looked
out into the long entrance hall, faintly
illumined by a dim gas-lamp overhead.

To the right the hall terminated at an
open door leading into a dining-room whose
untidy table littered with unwashed dishes
was faintly visibie by the light coming from
the kitchen at the rear, in which Kennan
could now plainly hear some one moving
about. In front, an ornate newel-post
marked the curving sweep of stairs leading
to the upper flomr. Toward it he moved
soundlessly in his rubber-soled shoes, feel-
ing solicitously for any loose board that
might proclaim his presence there.

IT WAS a stoutly built house, con-
structed by honest labor and of
material not easily purchasable
today. The treads gave out no protest
as he mounted them, careful to keep close
to the wall. The upper hall, a duplicate
of the one below, showed gaping black
openings into four bedrooms. With only a
glance at them Kennan proceeded up an-
other flight and found himseif in the man-
sard and opposite a door from beneath
which as well as through the keyhole crept
a light sufficient to reveal the bare aitd
cheap finish of this upper domain, once
peopled by old-time cooks and housemaids.
He knelt before the keyhole and saw indis-
tinctly a young woman slumped in a chair
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before her bureau, her hands clenching and
unclenching, lips moving soundiessly. He
saw masses of blue-black hair piled high
on a rather small head, and caught the
dusky rose of her cheek beneath the gas-
jet over her shoulder.

How to attract her notice without alarm-
ing her and causing her in turn to alarm
the man two flights below? Quite likely
she spoke only the uncouth tongue, phrases
of which he had caught from the four wops
as they stood on the piazza of Number
Forty. After a moment of indecision, he
took a blank page from a note-book and
slowly printed across it in large capitals
the single word AMERICAN. Surely she
would understand that—amd it would con-
vey no menace, if it brought no hope. He
scratched gently on the door and noted
that the girl froze to attention. Then he
slipped the paperjbeneath and into the room.

After an instant she rose and crossed the
room, and stooped to take up the paper.
Her startled whisper in an unknown lan-
guage came to his ear.

“Ssssshl’”’ he warned; and began gen-
tly coaxing the lock with first one and then
another of his slim, fiat keys.

Presently he found one that caught the
wards. Very slowly and firmly he turned
them back. He rose to his feet, opened
the door and stood before the most striking
woman he had ever beheld.

She was not tall, but held herself erect
and looked out and down from a small head
thrown back ever so slightly, so that she
gave the impression of height. Her eyes
were enormous and very black, shot with
motes of gold and fringed with deep lashes
beneath arched .and questing brows. In
color she was of a translucent brunette, so
that the rich blood seemed visible as its
current flowed beneath; the oval face and
broad, low forehead were pure Russian, in
which a hint'of untamed Cossack can coexist
with patrician disdain.

The whitest of teeth just showed between
parted lips and her firm white hands were
pressed against a breast whese firm curve
was not concealed by the tailored suit
which was at once inconspicuous and de-
fiamtyy Parisian. Kemman took in ali these
details without knowing that he did so in
the three seconds while he faced her in the
open door. Them, leaning forward but
with hands carefully held at his side, he
whispered—
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“Amytthing wrong, kid?"

The girl replied, also whispering, and
her words to him were a jumble of conso-
nants. A troubled look crossed his face.
Kennan was no linguist and was about to
launch at her his only hope—a sentence
in what he called French. He had learned
the lingo from Sophie of Point Levis; and
Sophie’s French would have caused an
Academician to howl with anguish and
would not even have been comprehensible
to a Paris cabby. Kennan had, in learning
the patois, matilated it yet further. It
was in this indescribable jargon that he
now asked the black-haired ginlt—

“Jooo parby frim w?”

To his vast relief a flash of comprehen-
sion set the golden fires in her eyes to
dancing. Not only did she know Erench,
but she knew it so profoundly that she
could track it through the most obscure
and degraded dialectic thicket in which it
sought to conceal its cadences. She under-
stood him and she was able to make him
understand her; using the simplest nouns,
the commonest verb forms, as one address-
ing a child. Kemman never suspected her
skill and was rather complacent over his
own linguistic feat.

There was fortunately no need of mutual
warnings in regard to silence. Unchecked
by her, Kemnan had closed the door and
now she drew close to his side in the middle
of the room, her lips almost brushing his
ear, the faint perfume of some disturbing
Eastern essence vaguely troubling his
senses as he followed her carefully enun-
ciated sentences, broken at every other
minute when she paused to listen for
stealthy footsteps below.

The story she told him in this strange
way was titemsely dramatic, yet common-
place enough in the distracted land of her
Girth. Her name was Maria Mejanz and
she had been a nurse assisting Dr. Botkin
in the little household of the Romanoffs
during those dreadful months when their
unhappy fate had led them from the splen-
dors of Czarskee-Selo to the bleak house
in Tobolsk and fimally to Yekaterinburg
and death.

Of that household she*slome remained
alive today. The royal couple, the feeble
heir, those young girls Olga, Tatiana, Maria,
Anastasia, dragged from Popoff's house to
the Ipatieff cellar opposite and there shot
and hacked to death like mad dogs, their
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rifled bodies cast into an abandomed mine
shaft, had sucked dowm in their ruin Dr.
Botkin, a chef, maid and nameless waiter.

Maria Mejanz escaped because she had
pretended to sell herself to Lenine as a spy.
In this character she had made regular
reports of imaginary happenings in the
family life of the Russian Crzar. All was
done with the cognizance of the family to
whieh leyalty would have led her to offer
her ewn death, had net her llfe beed se
fueh mere Impertant. For to Maria had
been entrusted the seefet hiding-place 1A
the palace of Craangken-SRlo, prepared years
before se eunnifgly that esmpliete demsli-
tien alene might diselsse it and iR whieh
f%&g%%ﬁ the mast valuable of the RemaneH
glely and mere imperiant skll, cerfain

FERives vital 18 Russla:

The Red leaders of Mascow knew of these
inestimable treasures and had never ceased
to seek them; but they had not suspected
Maria of any corhplicity. After the
tragedy she had followed Leonid Solo-
douhin, an intellectual radical, who with
theee comrades had been sent as emissaries
to Amprica. They had made their way
te Swedeh and thenee by forged passperts
had gene te Helland, te Pams and findly
eomme to Besten, establishing themselves at
ahce 1A the heuse an Eoewst Street leased
fBF them in Advanes:

Maria had expected no difficulty im slip-
ping away from them and going to Wash-
ington, to lay her information before Baron
Rosen, the former Russian ambassador to
the United States and many other nations.
But shertly after her arrival at Number
Forty, effected very gquietly one night,
seeret advices frem Meseow had warned
Seledeuhin that she was uRder susplelen
as a tralter; sinee whieh she had Been
elesely Auestioned and threatened, and as
she Believed, in imminent danger. Sekelsf,
Pigneiit and EQwin, the thres apents whe
worked with Seledeunin, teek turAs iA
guarding her. Spkelof was 4 Eett, one af
e wild beasts whe actuall struek dewn
the Eﬁﬁb‘l 3 VICHmS 1A Ipatietys cellar it
Yas Be who was Below statts foRight.

“Am animal!” Maria said. He had the at-
tributes of animals; Emormous strength and
agility, uncanny hearing, and—so he often
boasted—tfhe gift of actually tracking down
a foe by scent, like a wolf or a bloodhound.
He was by far the most dangerous of the
four; her anxious glance for the hundredth
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time sought the closed door of the room as
she whispered his name. And even as
she uttered it, the knob turned slowly and
soundlessly and the door swung back'a foot.

THE blond head of the Lett ap-

peared, his deep-set blue eyes

fixed in angry astonishment upon
them. As the girl had said, Sokolef must
have sensed the stranger’s presence in some
feral manner and stolen up to listen. Ken-
nan’s ears were almost preternaturally acute
—yet he had heard nothing. Maria went
limp and seemed about to crumple to the
floor with terror.

“Tovatiishh-earoradatie!”’
eyes black pits of horror.

“So—Meadhika, little one,” he said in
Russian. “So thou art a spy, after alll”

The words were meaningless to Kennan,
but not so Sokolof’s intent. ‘The Lett gave
him but a fleeting, almost indifferent
glance. Then, it seemed that in one
motion he whipped a heavy knife from his
belt and leaped for the girl as a football
player leaves the ground in launching him-
self for a deadly tackle.

Instinctively Kemman lurched forward,
his shoulder catching Sokolof’s and turning
him aside. His hands clutching empty
air, he sprawled at full length from
the very force of his thrust, his knife drop-
ping as he struck the fivor. In a fiesh
Kennan was on top of him.

He might have shot him dead, but even
in his surprize he did not forget that he
must avoid all publicity and that a shot
would probably bring unwelcome assistance
to Number Forty. He chose what seemed
the safer way of matching strength with
the Lett, his immediate aim being- to frus-
trate his desperate -efforts to regain the
knife a scant two feet beyond his fiingers.

So rapid and.confusing were their body
shifts that Maria had ho chance to take
any active part; but she was quick-witted
enough to dart forward and kick the knife
far beneath the bed, well out of reach.

If the American lacked the gift of tongues,
he could fight in many dialects and was
hampered with none of the conservatism
of the -Marquis aoff . In the
schools where he had taken post-graduate
courses everything went and one fought to
disable one’s opponent as soon and as com-
pletely as possible. But the Lett was
unlike any one he had ever met. His

She gasped, her
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short, chunky body seemed to be a mass
of gristle, his thick, hairy hands gripped
whatever they found like ice-tongs. He
was as dangerous underneath as on top.
Kenman was glad when a convulsive wrench
tore him loose and enabled him to regain
his feet.

He set himself as Sokolof lowered his
head and charged again, arms outthrust,
fingss hooked. An old trick of the Lon-
don docks came to Kemman and just when
the Lett was within reach, he threw his arm
before his face, crooked and with elbow
out, and leaped to meet him. Sokolof's
arms flailed past on either side and Ken-
nan’s sharp elbow, driven by his full weight
plus that of his opponent, caught him
square on the bridge of the nose, smashing
it flat to his face and ripping his upper lip
away from the teeth. Sokolof staggered
back, his face a thing awful to flook upon.
But incredible as it seemed he was not
stunned and the pain only added to his fury.
Before Kenmman could avoid him, he was
clasped in the other’s arms and drenched
with his bloed.

They wrestled about the room, smashing
chairs, overturning a table or two, neither
able to secure a fall. Omce Kemman got
the other in a strangle-hold, locked his two
hands and exerted his utmost force to break
his neck; but he might as well have at-
tempted to garrote a mountaim-ash. He
disengaged, lifted his knee violently, and
forced Sokolof to relax his hold. Then he
leaped back, set himself as Sokelof tore in
again and threw his left fist straight at that
loathsome pudding of blood which was the
Lett’s face.

It happened that the onrushing man
stood directly in front of the haliff-open
door; and, yielding to the inevitable law of
mechamics, he fell backward through it,
his head striking the banisters of the stair-
case, breaking one and wedging itself tightly
between two others. Wishing that he had
time to get the knife and finish up.the job
right, Kemman leaped into the hall just as
Sokolof wrenched himself free and was
struggling to his knees. He clasped Ken-
nan about the legs, and, seeking to drag
him down, rolled over the edge of the stairs.
By seizing the post with both hands he
saved himself, and Sokolof's own weight
tore him loose.

He sprawled down three or four steps,
clutched the banisters, was on his feet like
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a cat and bounding up the stairs as strong
as ever. Kemnan stood on the landing
above him, breathing hard through his
mouth. One hand was in his pocket, on
his gun. It seemed to him that the man
was like one of those hasheesh victims who
run amuck and may be shot full of holes
or slashed o strips, but are never stopped
till a bullet is put into brain or heart. He
was on the point of shooting now; but as
Sokolof's unspeakable face rose above the
last stair, he changed his mind, and with
a quick step swung -his right foot in the
long, clean, straight-limbed arc of the dis-
tance punter.

The toe of his shoe caught Sokolof
directly under the chin. It was a hundred-
and-seventy pound hammer, traveling at
immense speed; and it lifted him clear of
the stair he was on. There was a sharp
crack as his- head snapped back; for an
instant he swayed, his head rolling like an
overheavy apple on a slender twig. Then
he seemed to Collapse like a torn parachute
and to strike the stairs like something inert
and inconsequential. Kennan did not even
follow him as he rolled slowly and soddenly
down to the landing below. dfie turned
and went back to where Maria Mejanz
leaned white and wide-eyed against the jamb
of the door.

“He’s croaked,” he said.

sgwx| AT THIS instant there came an

8821 interruption as sinister as fate
gesod could devise. From far below
sounded the harsh jangle of the door-bell,
Kennan looked a startled inquiry.

“The others?” he managed to pant.

“No! They never ring,” she whispered.

He turned without hesitation and sped
down-stairs. At the foot of the finst fhigint
he stepped over Sokolof's body without
glancing at it. Making no sound, he crept
to the front door, knelt and listened.
Dimly through the keyhole he could dis-
cern a"man’s figure-am the porch. A low
voice came to his straining ears.

“Nobody home, Billl It’s alley-work for
ours. We'll wait.”

Another voice replireti—

“Why not go in and look the place over
before they get back?"

“Nothing doing. It’ll keep. When they
are all safe home we'll make the pinch and
get the men and any papers they've got
besides. Come along!
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Their footsteps creaked on the rickety
piazza flitewiing. Kemman slipped into a front
room, and from its window, between broken
shutteir-slats, he beheld two men in citi-
zens’ clothes cross the street. They lighted
cigars and stood for a morment looking
across at Number Forty. Then they saun-
tered away in oppesite directions.

““Uncle Sam’s men,” decided the watcher.
“They're wise. This will be a «—— of a
conspicuous place for me to be in a little
later!”

He returned to Maria Mejanz.

“Kiid,” he said in his best Point Levis,
“you gotta beat it. Alow. Tis dump is
due for a raid. When your pals find old
Socks here, there’ll be some noise. When
the fly cops find them and him, there’ll be
more. You don't want to be in this at
all. Huery up and get everything you ean
together. Don’t leave a hairpin behind to
shew thefe’s been a dafme iA the jeint. 1
hepe you den’t shed afy of that blaek haif,
Bt e got 8 tife 6 use & carpet-sweepery”

She understood and began scooping her
few possessions into a small wvalise. There
were no clothes but those she wore and a
fur coat. Kemnan glanced at himself in
her mirror, which had miraculously escaped
in the recent melee; wrenched off his rag
of collar and thrust it into a pocket, hastily
wet a towel and wiped face and hands clean
and sponged the bloed from his clothes.
He had suffered surprizingly little, consid-
ering that he had beed §o hear death in
that madman’s aFms:

While Maria was packing, he went down
to where Sokolof lay and calmly frisked
him, finding two or three women’s rings
and a thick roll of good American bank-
notes. These he stuffed nonchalantly into
his hip pocket. He wished there were time to
search the house. Likely there might be a
lot M8 eached there! So far as he was
eoncerned he would have taken the chance
but Mania must be kept out of it. She
Wwas eeming Aew, beafing her vallise, the
fuF eeat Bver ah afm.

“Shut your eyes, kid!” he commanded,
reaching for her valiise with one hand and
taking her arm with the other. “He ain't
gasy to look at.”

Her sweeping lashes closed down obe-
diently and he swung her over the crum-
pled body. He felt certain of a getaway,
now. Later on, when they were ready to
make the pinch, a couple of bulls would
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be posted at the rear; but not yet.
He stepped confidently out of the window
by which he had entered, and eased the
girl after him. It was a bit harder getting
her over the fence; but she was strong and
supple, and thank God, the shadows were
dense here.

Back of the other house and fimally to
the gnarled tree in its front yard. A tall
man, smoking a cigar, sauntered slowly by
on the opposite side of the street. When
he had passed, Kemnan leaned toward
Maria Mejanz.

“Can you say ‘Washington,” girlie?
That’s the ideal Now try ‘South Termi-
nal.’ You got me. Go there! South

Terminal and buy a ticket for Washington
to see friend Rosen. There’s a train leaves
every night at eleven-thirty. You got
plenty of time. It's August and Rosen
is probably at Coney Island or wherever he
goes for a vacation. But Washington is a
good burg for foreigners to lose theirselves
in. Just stick round till the old bird blows
in. Get me?”

She nodded vigorously.

“Wy comprends, mon ami. Runfpitement.
South Taiinmeenal? Vasheengton?™

Kennan grinned.

“Yoar'me a quick study, I'll say! And
your French is as good as mine. Here—
you’ll need some kale. Aw, forget it! Pay
me back if it hurts you. Think I'm going
to never see you again? Not so you'd
notice it! I'll take a look at Washington
myself, a little later. But I gotta lie low
a few days. Say! Lost any rimgs?*

“Alll of them they have taken,” she ad-
mitted.

He drew forth those he had found in the
dead man’s pocket.

“Try these oni”

She smiled in the shadow. He could tell
by the gleam of her teeth and by her voice
when she thanked him. The money he
gave her was from his own belt. A curious
delicacy forbade him to offer her any that
had been handled by that carrion back
there under the stairs. Besides, it might
be -identified. You couldn't tell about
these things. If so, he didn't want any
of it to be found on Maria Mejanz.

He dreaded to have her go, but feared
delay. Characteristically, he spoke churliiglly:

“Beat it now, while the going’s good!
Don’t crab the game just as I got every-
thing framed rightt!"
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Maria had a query.

“If T am taken, my bold one?*

Kenmman nodded approvingly.

“You may be, at that! May pick you
up at New York. If so, tell the truth. Our
courts are different from yours. They’re
on the level. Just tell the truth. Say a
strange guy blew in and croaked old Socks
and helped you make your gettaway."

“Amd they shall ask me how this strange
one looks; and me, I shall say he is a fat
man with a broken nose and red hair and
the thumb of his left hand missimg!™

Kemman nearly laughed aloud, but checked
htmself in time. Some little pal, this!
He'd have to revise his prejudices against
women if he could work with her. But
she wasn't that sort. He'd knock the
block off any bird that insinuated she was.

Suddenly firm arms were thrown about
his neck. That bewildering perfume that
he had noted at first, faint but intoxicating,
made him feel that he was wallowing in
clouds of crimson and gold and listening to
a million-dollar quartette sing the song he
loved best, and hoping he would never
wake up.

Warm Hps pressed against his, once,
twice; and he was alone underneath the
gnaried locust. He strolled heedlessly out
through the gap in the rusty iron fence.
Far up the street, back to him, stood a tall
‘man smoking a cigar.

Kemnan lighted a cigaret and sauntered
across the street and toward home. It
was written that he was to return to look
once more upon his new leatherette bag,
after alll It was much safer, he argued,
to stick along for a few days. Inquiries
would be made in the vicinity, on general
principles; and any one taking French
leave on this particular night would render
himseif thereby a suspect.

IN HER open doorway sat Mrs.
Weld, yearning for a gossip and
unwitting that she breathed tragedy
and romance with every sultry air that
drifted from the house opposite. Kennan
paused to speak to her.

“Yauur joint is so quiet, Mrs. Weld, that
I shall hate to puil out. No; not for some
days yet. Busimess is ffire. Insured two
new cars today."”

“I aim to get me nice, genteel folks”
admitted his landlady. “Yowng men like
you, if I may say so, that minds their
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own business and comes and goes quiet-like
and don't keep me chasing after 'em for
the rent—wrhich is little enough compared
to what others is getting right on this verny
street.”

Up-stairs in his own room he went over
his clothes more carefully, washing out all
spots. He removed his superfluous shirt
and linen, bestowing it in his bag. Then
he sat by his window, watching the house
opposite.

Eleven-thirty struck. Maria, he devoutly
hoped, was pulling out of the South Ter-
minal for Washington and the wise and
kindly old Baron Rosen. The minutes
dragged. He sat motionless, an unlighted
cigaret drooping from his mouth.

Just before midnight, the distinguished-
looking wop returned, produced his latch-
key and entered Number Forty. At the
same time two men strolled quietly through
his yard and passed on to the rear. Things
began to happen fast, now.

Comrades Pignotti and Loupin returned
together and vamished within. A man
directly beneath Kemnan’s window spat out
his cigar and ground it into the pavement
and swung his arm. Then he crossed over
to the house opposite; while from up and
down the street other figures started forth
from the shadows of tree or porch.

The first man mounted the steps and
yanked its bell. Just as his hand touched
it a wild cry echoed weirdly from within,
and a babel of excited voices. Kennan
grinned. He guessed that they had just
discovered comrade Sokolof!
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‘The cries ceased abruptly with the jangle
of the bell, to be followed by absolute
silence. Them came the distant shiver of
broken glass and two shots from the rear
of the house. At the same time one of the
men who had now gathered upon the piazza
raised high over his head a heavy ax and
began to smash in the thick pamels of the
door.

From doorways and cross-alleys onlook-
ers began to gather. Women called shrilly
from window to window up and down the
dark street. Kemman was merely one of
many spectators, sitting shirt-sleeved in -his
window. He lighted hisi cigaret, unaware
that he had done so.

The door collapsed utterly, after stubborn
resistance. A police van swept up the
street, its bell clanging. Into it were hus-
tled the distinguished wop—without hs
silk tile—and bis two comrades. It drove
away and was presently replaced by an-
other and more sinister vehicle.

After a time two white-jacketed young
men bore a covered stretcher out, upon
which lay the man who had committed so
atrocious a murder in a cellar five thousand
miles away and had come so very far for Ms
reward. 2

Little by little the crowd thinned out.
Across the way a couple of patrolmen
lounged in chairs beside the broken
door.

Kenman yawmed, stretched, pulled down
his shade and began to unlace his shoes.

“I'll call it a day!"

He sighed contentedly.

A WOMAN WETERAN
by H.P.

NCE when General Custer was con-
ducting a campaign against the

Plams Indians he left Mrs. Custer

at Fort Hays. Mrs. Custer had

for a maid a colored girl, Eliza, who had
passed through as many adventures as
many soldiers. She was born a slave but
gained her freedom after the first year of
the Civil War and for three years served as
eook for Custer. Twice the Confederates
eaptured her, and both times she escaped,
made her way back to the Union lines and
joined the general. Of her Custer says,

“She was present at almost every prominent
battle of the Potomac, accompanied my
command on all the raids and Winter
marches.” (Quoted from “My Life on the
Plains.”)

During a battle where Custer was at the
front Eliza also was at the front, making
coffee. She would remain at her task with
shells bursting all around her, even when
veterans were not above taking to cover.
Custer says that from General Sheridan
down she was a favorite with all officers and
men in the cavalry corps.
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'TH his armed negroes following

at - Ms heels, dike a brace of

hounds, Colonel Bishop came

suddenly and softly round a cor-
ner of one of the avenues intersecting the
great blocks of ripening amber sugar-canes.
Thus he disturbed, a close and intimate col-
loquy between Jerry Pitt, the rebel convict,
and another man, who plunged away incon-
tinently into the woods that almest bot-
dered the plantation at this point.

Colonel Bishop let him go unpursued and
gave his attention to Jerry Pitt—am unfor-
tunate who had been shipped to Barbados
and there sold into a ten-years’ slavery for
having been out with Monmouth # the
West Country. Under the planter’s bale-
ful glance the rebel convict turned cold and
shivered, despite the'sweltering heat.

The colonel, a massive fellow, lightly clad
in biscuit-colored taffetas set off with cer-
tain gold-lace fripperies, stepped forward,
swinging a slender bamboo cane.

“And what was the bashful Nuttall say-
ing-to you?” he asked, his voice thick and
sneering.

The convict hung his head and shifted
uncomfortably on his bare feet. A pair of
cotton breeches, loose and ragged, clothed
him from waist to knee. Above and below
he was naked, save for a broad hat of
plaited straw that sheltered his unkempt
head of golden hair from the tropical
sun.

The planter's bamboo cane descended with
stinging force upon those naked shoulders.

“Amswer me, scum! What is his com-
merce with you?”

4
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The young man raised sullen eyes, set in
a face that a year of slavery and degrada-
tion had almost stripped of its erstwhile
comeliness. But still he made no answer.

“Stubborn, eh?”’ The colonel was sar-
castically humorous. He knew a “dozen
ways—some of them quite divertimg—of
conquering stubbommmess in these comvict
swine.. “’Swounds, you impudent dog!
Do you think I'm to be mocked? D’ye
think I don't guess the business that brings
him sneaking here?”

“Why weary yourself with asking, then?*
said Jerry.

There was something in his voice of the
bitter recklessness that is begotten of de-
spair. If the planter really guessed the
business that had brought Nuttall secretly
to see the slave, death could matter
little.

Brute fury awoke in Colonel Bishop and
he fell to lashing those defenseless shoulders
until, stung beyond endurance, the linger-
ing embers of his manhood fanned into
momentary flame, Pitt sprang toward
him.

But as he sprang the watchful blacks
sprang also. Muscular bronze arms coiled
crushingly about the frail white body and
in a moment the unfortunate slave stood
powerless, his wrists pinioned behfid him
in a thong of hide.

“Fetch him along,” said the planter, and
he turned away.

Down the avenue between golden walls
of cane the wretched Pitt was hurried to a
plateau, smooth and green, before the roomy
white house of the @werseer. From here a
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view was commanded of Canlisle Bay, the
fort, and the long sheds of the wharf, %o
which a few shallow boats were moored.
Out in the roads, standing in for the shore,
before a gentle breeze that scarcely ruffled
the sapphire surface of the Cazibbean, came
a stately frigate fliying the English ensign.

Colonel Bishop stood and gazed a mo-
ment, shading his eyes with his hand.
Light as was the breeze, the vessel spread
no canvas to it beyond her spritsail. Her
every other sail was furled, leaving a clear
view of the majestic lines of her hull from
towering stern-castle to gilded beak-head
aflash in the brilliant sunshine. So leisurely
an advance argued a master indifferently
acquainted with these waters cautiously
sounding his way as he crept forward.

The planter turned from his survey of her
to give his-attention once more to Master
Pitt. Within the stockade about the house
of the overseer stood a.pmir of stocks for
slaves who required correction. Into these
at a word from the colonel the negroes had
meanwhile clapped their prisoner.

“IMluimous curs that show their fangs to
their master must learn good manmers at
the cost of a striped hide,” snarled Colonel
Bishop and with that he went about his
executioner’s job.

That with his own hands he should have
done.what most men of his station would,
out of self-respect, have . relegated to a
negro, gives the measure of the man’s
beastliness. It was almost with relish, as
if gratifying some feral instinct of cruelty,
that now he lashed his victim.

And by the time that from vfty weari-
ness he flung away the broken remnants of
his bamboo, the wretched slave’s back was
bleeding pulp from neck to waist. His body
had sunk forward, and he was moaning
faintly, his senses mercifully dulled by pain.

Colonel Bishop set a foot upon the cross-
bar, and bent over him.

“That will learn you a proper submis-
sion,” said he. “Amd there you stay with-
out meat or drink—wiithout meat or drink,
d'ye hear me?—umtil you are ready to con-
fess the business on which Nuttzll sought
you.” He took his foot from the bar, and
stood up. “When you've had enough of
this, send me word—and we’ll have the
branding-irons to you.”

On that he laughed, swung on his heel

rand strode out of the stockade, his negroes
following, and Pitt was left alone.
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== PRESENTLY, from the partial
= stuper which pain had -mercifully
induced, a new wvariety of pain
aroused him. Tte stocks stood in the open,
under the full glare of the tropical sun, and
its blistering rays scorched the lad’s man-
gled, bleeding back like flames of fire. And
soon to this was added a torment still more
unspeakahblle.

Flies—the cruel flies of the Antilles,
drawn by the scent of blood, descended in
clouds upon him. The ingenious Colonel
Bishop, who so well understood the art of
loosening stubborn tongues, knew that not
all his ingenious cruelty could devise a tor-
ture more intolerable than that which Na-
ture would procure a man exposed to her in
Pitt’s condition.

The slave—who in far-off Somerset, a
year ago, had been a man of some sub-
stance and posigion—uwmithed in the stocks,
and writhing, screamed in agony.

Thus was he found by Mr. Peter Blood,
who to the troubled vision of that anguished
lad seemed to materialize suddenly before
him out of nothing. Steadying himseif a
moment to look up, Pitt found a pair of
light-blue eyes regarding him from under
brows that were very black and very level.

The condition of Mr. Blood’s shirt and
breeches was such that they barely held to-
gether.. He wore no stockings, and his feet
were thrust into wooden shoes that he had
been at pains to fashion for himself; also his
hat was of plaited straw of the kind worn by
negroes and slaves, but it was rakishly
cocked; this and the ringlets of his thick
black hair, his small turned-up mustachios
and little pointed beard, suggested a gentle-
man fallen upon evil days, who sought to
make the best possible show upon the slen-
derest resources.

With a large palmetto leaf M. Blood
whisked away the flies that were devouring
Jerry’s back, then slung the leaf by a strip
of fiber from his neck, to protect him from
further attacks. Next, sitting down beside
the sufferer, he drew his head on to his own
shoulder, and bathed his face from a panni-
kin of cold water that he carried.

Jerry quivered and moaned on a long-
drawn breath.

“Drimk!” he gasped. “Giwe me drink, for
the love of God!"

The pannikin was held to his lips. He
drank greedily, nor ceased until he had
drained it. Cooled and revived, he sat up.



Rebels Convict

< “My back,” he groaned.

“Och, be easy now,” said Mr. Blood.
“Sure your back’s taking no harm at all
since I've covered it up. I'm wanting to
know what’s happened to you. Glory be,
now! D’ye think we can do without a navi-
gator, that ye go and provoke the beast
Bishop until he all but kills you?”

Jerry sat up and groaned again; but now
his anguish was mental rather than physical.

“I doi?t think a navigator will be wanted
this time, doctor,” he said, and proceeded to
explain. “Nutftalli came to me an hour ago
in the plantation. He is in trouble through
this boat he’s bought for us. The magis-
trates sent for him yesterday, to explain
how he, a debtor, comes by money to pur-
chase a boat, and what he wants with it.
Nuttall’s in despair.”

“Amd is that all?”

Mzr. Blood got up and shrugged. He was
a gentleman of something more than middle
height, sparely built, with a lean, good-
humored, bony face burnt by exposure al-
most to the golden-brown of a half-caste
Indian.

“Mutitall’lll be forced to keep a close
tongue for his own sake. There’s mighty
unpleasant penaities for helping slaves to
escape, worse than being branded on the
forehead. But—" He checked, suddenly
grave. “Dwes the colonel know?*

“He more than suspects. It was to wring
the facts from me that he did this. I'm to
rot here unless I spealk.”

“Bad cess 'to the filthy slager!” snapped
Mr. Bilood, and fell thoughtful. “It must
be contrived nevertheless,” he muttered.
“We can’t go without you, and you’ll not
be disappointing a score of us that depend
upon your seamanship.”

“But we’re not going, Peter,” the prisoner
insisted.

“Ye're light-headed,” said Mr. Blood.
“Not going! And everything prepared, and
the weapons snugly stowed away in the
wharf, the navigating implements, the pro-
visions, and every other blessed thing re-
quired?”

“But don't you understand that we've
no boat? The magistrates have ordered it
to be confiscated unless Nuttall can satis-
factorily account for his poessession of it.”

M. Blood stood quite still, stricken dumb
for a moment by the cruel realization that
he had toiled and schemed through long
months, with the patience of a spider, only

51

to be balked on the very eve of action, when
all was ready and success seemed fully as-
sured. The worst difficulty had been to ob-
tain money for the boat. He had contrived
to communicate with friends in England,
and these [friends had loyally assisted him.
They had sent out merchandise from home
consigned to a friend that Mr. Blood had
made in Bridgetown, and this friend had
sold the merchandise and held the proceeds
at Mr. Blood’s disposal.

He turned away, and with agony and
despair in his eyes looked out to sea, over
the blue water by which he had hoped so
fondly soon to be traveling out of this hell
of slavery into freedom.

SLOWLY and majestically the great

red ship was now entering the bay,

and already one or two pinnaces
were putting off from the wharf to board
her. From where he stood Mr. Blood could
see the glint of the brass cannons mounted
on the prow above her beak-head. And
then another object interposed itself in his
line of vision, and a furious voice assailed
him.

“What the are you doing here?”

The returning Colonel Bishop strode
through the opening in the stockade, his
negroes following.

“fithe duties of my office,” answered Mr.
Blood, biand as a Chinaman.

Before he had turned soldier of fortame
and again after some six or seven- years
that roving life, Mr. Peter Blood had been
a surgeon. Indeed, it was this that had un-
done him. : Estahlished at Bridgewater when
Monmouth’s army marched thither, he had
been requisitioned to attend a wounded gen-
tleman of the duke’s immediate following.

Purely from motives of humanity he had
gone, and purely from motives of humanity

img no interest in or sympathy with
the cause—he had remained to minister to
other wounded. With them he had been
taken prisoner after Sedgmoor. He had ex-
plained himself, but none had listened to
him.

“Amd what for should I be out with the
Protestant Champion, seeing that I'm a
Papist bred?” he had asked Jeffreys, when
he came to stand his trial for high treason,

But he had been browbeaten, silkarodi—
no easy matter this—and finally sentenced
to death. That sentence had finally been
commuted to transportation. Slaves were
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urgently required in the plantations, and
rebel convicts were cheaper than negroes.

M. Biood swore that he had performed
his last service in the cause of humanity;
nor could he have been induced to prac-
tise medicine in Barbados had he not dis-
covered that by doing so he could mitigate
a lot that must otherwise have proved un-
endurable. - His services were lent from time
to time by his master, Colonel Bishop, to
other colonials; and it was thus that he had
come to make that friend at Bridgtown
who had served him in the matter of the
sale of the merchandiise from home.

The coloms]; striding furiously forward,
observed two things. The empty pannikin
on the seat beside the prisoner and the pal-
metto leaf protecting his back. The veins
of his forehead stood out like cords.

“Hawe you done this?"

“Of course I have.” Mr. Blood seemed
surprized.

“I said that he was to have neither meat
nor drink until he—umttil T ordered it.”

“Sure, now, I never heard you!” said Mr.
Blood.

“You never heard me!” He looked as if
he were about to strike the man. “How
should you have heard me when you weren't
there?”

“Then how did ye expect me to know
what orders ye’d given? All I knew was
that one of your slaves was being mur-
tlereéd by the heat of the sun and the fliies.
And says I to myself, this is one of the col-
onel’s slaves, and I am the colonel’s doctor,
and sure it's my duty to be looking after the

colonel’s property. So I just gave the fel-.

low a spoonful of water and covered his
back from the sun. And wasn't I right
now?”

“Right!” e colonel was speechless.

“Be easy now, be easy!” Mr. Blood im-
plored him. “It’s an apoplexy ye’ll be con-
tracting if ye give way to heat like this.
D’ye know, colonel darling, ye’ll be the
better for a blood-lettin’, so ye would.”

The planter thrust him aside with an im-
precation, stepped up to the prisoner, and
ripped the palmetto leaf from his back.

“In the name of humanity, now—" Mr.
Blood was beginning.

“Qut of this!” roared the colonel. “And
don’t you come near him again until I send
for you unless you want to be served in the
same way.”

He was terrific in his menace, in his bulk
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and in the power of him. But Mr. Blood
never fliinined. Aforetime the colonel had
found him a difficult man to cow. He re-
membered it now, as he found himself stead-
ily regarded by those light-bliee eyes that
looked so arrestingly odd in that tawny
face—like pale sapphires set in copper.
And he swore to himself that he would mend
the fellow's impudence. Meamwtille, Me.
Blood was speaking, his tone quietly insist-
ent.

“In the name of humanity,” he repeated,
“y'll allow me to do what I can to help his
sufferings, or I swear to you that I'll for-
sake at once the duties of doctor, and ——
another sufferer will I 'tend in this un-
healthy island at all. Amnd I’ll be reminding
you that your own lady is mortal sick this
minute with the fever.”

“By ——, you dog!
that tone?
me?”

“I do that.” The unflinching glance
squarely met the planter’s eyes, that were
blood-injected, and yellowish in the whites.

Collonel Bishop considered him for a long
moment in silence.

“I’we been too soft with you,” he said at
last. “But that’s to be mended.” Amd he
tightened his lips. “Ill' have the rods to
you until there's not an inch of skin to your
dirty back.”

“Wiill ye so? And what would your lady
do then?"

“Yee're not the only doctor on the islemd.”

Mr. Blood actually Jaughed.

“Amd will ye tell that to Gowermor Creed
that’s got the gout in his foot so that he
can't stand? Ye know very well it’s
another doctor but myself will the governor
tolerate at all, being an intelligent man
and knowing what’s good for him.*

But the colonel’s brute passion, thor-
oughly aroused, was not to be balked so
easily.

“Iff ye’re alive when my blacks have done
with you, perhaps you'll come to your
senses.” He swung to his negroes. “Make
him fast, and let him have a hundred lashes
so tett—"

The rest of his command was never ut-
tered. At that moment a terrific rolling
thunder-clap drowned his voice and shook
the very air. Collonel Bishop jumped, the
negroes jumped with him, and so did Mr.
Biood. Then the four of them stared to-
qetther seaward.

D’'ye dare to take
D’ye dare make terms with
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Down in the bay all that could be seen
of the great ship, standing now within a
cable’s length of the fort, were her top-
masts emerging from a cloud of smoke in
which she was enveloped. From the cliffs
about the bay a flight of startled sea-birds
had risen to circle in the blue, giving tongue
»to their alarm, the plaintive curlew noisiest
of all.

STARING from the eminence on

which they stood, not yet under-

standing what had taken place, they
saw the British flag dip from the masthead
and vamish in the rising cloud below. A mo-
ment more, and up through that cloud to
replace the Emglish ensign soared the gold
and crimson banner of Castile. Amd then
they wnderstesd.

“Pirates!” cried the colonel, and again,
“Pirates!”

Fear and incredulity were blended in his
rasping voice. He had paled under his
tan until his face was the color of clay, and
there was a wildness in his glance. His ne-
groes looked at him, grinned idiotically, all
teeth and eyeballs.

The stately ship that had been allowed to
sail so leisurely into the bay under her false
colors was a Spanish privateer coming to
pay off some of the heavy scores piled up
by such Brethren of the Main as Morgan
and his successors. And ne suspicion had
she aroused until she saluted the slumber-
ing fort at shert range with a broadside of
twenty guns.

Ewven as they watched, they beheld her
creep forward from under the rising cloud
of smoke, her mainsail now unfurled to in-
crease her steering way, and go about close-
hauled so as to bring her larboard guns to
beat upon that unready fort.

With the crashing roar of the second
broadside, Colonel Bishop awoke from stu-
pefaction to a recollection of where his duty
lay. In the town below drums were beat-
ing frenziedly, and a trumpet was bleating,
as 1f the peril needed further advertising.

As commander of the Barbados Militia,
Colonel Bishop’s place was at the head of
his scanty troops in that fort that was being
pounded into rubble by the Spanish guns.
Remembering it, he went off abruptly at a
run despite the heat, his negroes trotting
after him.

“Now that,” said Mr. Blood, “is what I
call a timely interruption. Though what’ll
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come of it,” he added, as an afterthought,
“the —— himself knows.”

He picked up the palmetto leaf, and care-
fully repladed it on the back of his patient
andl' fellow slave. As yet a third broadside
thundered forth, there came, panting and
sweating into the stockade Kemt the over-
seer, followed by best part of a score of
plantation workers, some of whom were
black and all of whom were in a state of
panic. Ahead of them Kemt dashed into
the low white house to bring them forth
again almost immediately, armed now with
muskets and hangers, and equipped with
bandoleers.

A little knot of rebeis convict that had
followed hung timidly about the place,
questioning Mr. Blood.

As the hastily armed force hurried away,
Kent paused a moment tq fling a word of
counsel to the white slaves,

“To the woodsl” he roared. “Take to

the woods, and lie there quiet until we've
gutted those Spanish swine.”
» On that he flung away after his men,
whom he was going to add to the forces
massing in the town to oppese and over-
whelm the Spanish landing-parties.

The slaves would instantly have followed
his advice, had not Mr. Bilood detained
them.

“Sure now, and where’s the need for
haste—and in this heat?"” he asked. “May-
be there'll be no need to take to the woods
at all, and anyway it’ll be time enough for
that when the Spaniards are masters of the
town.”

And so, joined now by other stragglers
and numbering in all some thirty men—
rebels convict all, and most of them asso-
ciates of Bloed and Pitt in their now ship-
wrecked project of escape from the island—
they stayed to watch the fortunes of the
furious battle that was being waged below.

The landing was contested by the militia
and by every islander capable-.of bearing
arms, with the fierce resolution of men who
knew that no quarter was to be expected
in defeat. But they had been taken by sur-
prize, and their fort put out of action, while
the guns of the frigate effectively covered
the landing-parties that made the shore in
theif own boats and in several of those that
had rashly gone out to the Spaniard before
her identity was revealed.

By sunset two hundred and fifty Span-
fards were masters of the town, the
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islanders were'disarmed, and at Government
House Governor Creed, supported by Col-
onel Bishop and some lesser officers, were
being urbanely informed by Dwon Diego
Vaidez of the sum required in ransom. For
a hundred thousand pieces of eight and
fifty head of cattle, Don Diego would for-
fbear from reducing the place to ashes.

And what time their suave commander
was settling these details with the apoplec-
tic British governor, the Spaniards were
smashing and pillaging with every form of
violence, feasting and making merry after
the hideous manner of their kind.

When the tropical night descended there
were not above ten men on guard aboard
the Ciineew Liagas—aas their ship was mamedt—
so confident were the Spaniards of the com-
plete subjection of the islanders. And while
their fellows feasted ashore, the gunner and
his crew, who had so nobly done their duty
and insured the easy victory of that day,
were feasting on the gun-deck upon the wine
and fresh meat fetched out to them from
shore by Don Diego’s son and lieutenant,
who had remained to join them.

Above, two sentinels kept watch at stem
and stern; and an indifferent fvatch it must
have been, for they saw nothing of the two
pinnaces that under cover of the darkness
came gliding from the shore with well-
greased rowlocks to bring up under the frig-
ate’s quarter. From the stern gallery still
hung the ladder by which Den Diego had
descended to the boat that had taken him
ashore. The sentry in the stern, coming
presently round the gallery in his pacing,
beheld the black figuie of a man standing
before him at the ladder’s head.

“Who's there?” he asked, but without
alarm.

“It is I,” softly answered Mr. Peter
Blood in Spanish.

A considerable sojourn in the Spanish
Netiherlands had made him fluent in the
language.

The Spaniard came a step nearer.
you, Pedro?

“Peter is my name, but I doubt I’m not
the Peter you’re expectimg.”

“How?"” quoth the semtry.

“THiis way,"” said Mrr. Blood.

The wooden railing was a low one, and
the Spaniard unsuspecting. Save for the
splash he made as he struck the water be-
low, narrowly missing one of the crowded
boats, not a sound announced his misad-

“Is it
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venture. Armed as he was with corselet,
cuissarts and headpiece, he sank to trouble
them no more.

“Wiihist!” hissed Mir. Blood to his waiting
compamions. “Come on now, and without
noise.”

Within five minutes the rebels conviet
were aboard, all thirty of them, overflowing
from that narrow gallery about the sides of
the round house, and crouching on the
quarter-deck itself. Lights showed ahead.
Under a lantern in the prow they saw the
black figure of the other sentry, pacing on
the forecastle.

Crouching low, they glided noiselessly as
shadows to the companion and slipped with-
out sound down into the waist. A score of
them were armed with muskets taken from
the overseer’s: house and others from the
secret hoard that Mr. Blood had so labori-
ously assembled against the day of their
escape. The remainder had equipped. them-
selves, some with cutlasses and some with
pole-axes.

In the vessel’s waist they hung a while,
alert, until Mr. Blood had satisfied himself
that no watcher showed above decks save
that inconvenient fellow in the prow. Their
first attemtion must be for him, and it was
Blood himself who crept forward with two
compamions, leaving the others in charge of
a resolute fellow named Ogle. When they
returned there was no watch above the
Spaniard’s decks.

MEANWHUILE the revelers below
ontinued to make merry at their
2 ease in the conviction of complete
security. Ewen when their quarters were
invaded and themselves surrounded by
some thirty wild, hairy, half-naked men
who, save that they appeared once to have
been white, must have looked like savages,
the pirates could not believe their eyes.
Who could have dreamed that a handful of
forgotten plantation-slaves should take so
much upon themselves?

The half-drunken Spamniards, their Jaugh-
ter suddenly silenced, the song perishing on
their lips, stared stricken and bewildered at
the leveled muskets. And then from out
of that pack of uncouth savages stepped a
slim, tall fellow with light-blue eyes in his
tawny face, eyes in which there was a light
of wicked humor. He addressed them in
excellent Spanish.

“You will save yourselves pain and
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trouble by considering yourselves my pris-
oners, and suffering yourselves to be quietly
bestowed under hatches, out of harm’s
way'W

“BRer Dias la Vingon!”’ swore young Este-
ban Valdez, which did no justice at all to an
amazement utterly beyond expression.

After that the rebels convict refreshed
themselves with the good things in the con-
sumption of which the Spaniards had been
interrupted. To taste palatable Christian
food after months of salt fish and corn
dumplings was in itseif a feast to those un-
fortunates. It required all the firmness of
which Mr. Blood was capable to prevent
excesses. Dispositions were to be made
against what must yet follow before they
could abandon themselves to the full en-
joyment of the fruits of victory, and those
dispositions occupied some considerable por-
tion of the night.

Soon.after the sun had peeped over the
shoulder of Mount Hillbay, one of Mr.
Blood’s sentries, who paced the quarter-
deck in Spamish corselet and headpiece, a
Spanish musket on his shoulder, announced
the approach of a boat. It was Don Diego
Valdez coming aboard with four great
treasure-chests containing the ransom de-
livered to him at dawn by Governor Creed,
Bix men at the oars accompanied him.

Aboard the frigate all was quiet and
orderly. She rode at anchor, her larboard
to the shore, and the main ladder on her
starboard side. Round to this came the
boat with Don Diego and his treasure. Mr.
Biood had disposed swiftly and effectively.
The slings were ready, and -the capstan
manned.

Don Diego, stepping on to the deck alone
and entirely unsuspecting, was promptly
and quietly put to sleep by a tap over the
head from a marlinspike efficiently handled
by a one-eyed giant named Wolverstone.
He was carried away to his cabin, whilst the
treasure-chests, handled by th2 men he had
left in the boat, were swiftly hauled aboard.
Then the fellows who had manned the boat
came up the ladder one by one, to be han-
died with the same quiet efficiemcy. Mr.
Blood had a genius for these things and al-
most an eye for the dramatic. For dramatic
now was the spectacle presented to the sur-
vivors of the raid ashore.

With Colomel Bishop at their head and
gout-ridden Gowernor Creed sitting on the
ruins of a wall beside him, they glumly
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watched the departure of the eight boats
bearing the Spanish ruffians who had glutted
themselves with rapine and murder and vio-
lences unspeakable. They were between
relief at this departure of their remorse-
less enemies and despaiit; at the wild ravages
which, temporarily at least, had wrecked
the prosperity and happiness of that little
colony.

THE boats pulied out, with their
loads of laughing, jeering, taunting
pirates, and they had come midway
between the wharf and the frigate when
suddenly the air was shaken by the boom of
a gun. A round shot struck the water
within a fathom of the foremost boat and
hurled a shower of spray over its occupants.

They paused on their oars, turning in
angry dismay, volubly to anathematize this
dangerous carelessness on the part of their
gunner, until to silence them came a second
shot better aimed that crumpled the boat
into splinters and flung them, dead and liv-
ing, into the water.

But if it silenced them, it gave sudden
vehement, angry and bewildered tongues
to the occupants of the other seven boats.
From each the suspended oars stood out
parallel with the water, while on their feet
in their excitement the*Spaniards screamed
oaths go the frigate, asking themselves and
it what madman had been let loose amid
her guns:

Plump into the middie of them came an-
other shot, smashing a second boat with
fearful execution.
awful silence, then among the pirates all was
gibbering and jabbering and splashing of
oars as they attempted to pull in every
direction at once. Some were for going
ashore, others for heading straight to the
frigate and there discovering what might
be amiss. That something was gravely
amiss there could be no further doubt, par-
ticularly as while they discussed and fumed
and cursed two more shots came over the
water to account for yet a third of their
boats.

After that their opinions were no longer
divided. They went about—or attempted
to do so, for before they had accomplished
it, two more of them had been sunk. The
three boats that remained afloat, without
concerning themselves with their more un-
fortunate fellows struggling in the water,
headed back for the wharf at speed.

Followed a moment of .

¥t
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If the Spaniards understood nothing, the
forlorn islanders on the shore understood
still less, until at last to help their wits the
flag of Spain came down from the mast-
head of the frigate, and the English ensign
soared to its empty place. Ewen then be-
wilderment persisted, and they observed
with fearful eyes the return of their ene-
mies who might vent upon them the ferocity
aroused by these extraordinary events.

The resolute Ogle, however, continued to
give proof that his knowledge of gunnery
was not of yesterday. After the fikeiing
Spaniards went his shots, and the last of
their boats flew into splinters as it ttuched
the wharf. That was the end of that pirate
crew, which not ten minutes ago had been
laughingly counting up the pieces of eight
that would accrue to each of them from
their easy victory.

The few stragglers that swam ashore had
afterward reason to regret it.

The mystery of the succor that had come
to the islanders at the eleventh hour to turn
the tables on the Spaniards and preserve for
the island the extortionate ransom that
had been wrung from it, remained yet to be
probed. That the frigate was now in
friendly British hands could no longer be
doubted. And the only pessible inference
ran the truth very closely. A party of
islanders must have got on board her dur-
ing the night. It remained to ascertain the
precise identity of these mysterious saviors
and to do them fitting honor. Upen this
errand—Gowemmor Creed’s condition not
permitting him to go in person—went Col-
onel Bishop as the governor’s deputy, at-
tended by two officers.

Stepping from the ladder into the fri-
gate’s waist, the colonel’s eyes sparkled
when they alighted upon the four treasure-
chests, the contents of one of which had
been entirely contributed by himself.
Ranged on either side of them stood a dozen
men, in two martial files, with breasts and
backs of steel, polished Spanish morions on
their heads, overshadowing their faces, and
muskets ordered at their sides.

The planter could not be expected to
recognize at a glance in these upright, fur-
bished, soldierly figures, the ragged, un-
kempt scarecrows that but yesterday had
been his slaves. Still less could he be ex-
pected to recognize at once the courtly gen-
tleman who advamced to meet him—a lean,
graceful gentleman dressed in the Spanish
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fashion, all in black with silver lace, a gold-
hilted sword dangling beside him from a
gold-embroidered baldrick, a broad castor
with a sweeping plume set above his care-
fully curled ringlets of deepest black.

“Be welcome aboard the Cihmc Liages,
colonel darling,” the planter heard himself
greeted in a voice vaguely familiar. “We've
made the best of the Spaniards’ wardrobe
to do fiitting honor to this visit. Though I
canfess it's the governor himself we were
expecting.”

“Peter Blood!"” ejaculated Colonel Bishop.
And then understanding and exultation fol-
lowed swiftly upon his amazement. “Gads-
mylife!” he roared. “My slaves! Amd it
was with these you took the Spaniards and
turned the tables on them. Ods-wounds,
it's heroioi?s

“Hervic, is it? Bedad, it’s epic,” said
Mir. Blood, and added fervently, “Blessed
be my genius!t”

The colonel sat down on.one of the chests,
took off his broad hat and mepped his brow.

“Yiamaze me,” he said. “On my soul,
y'amaze me! I couldn’t have believed it.
Ill take oath I couldn’t. Te have recov-
ered the treasure, and to have captured. for
us this fine ship, with all she'll hold! it will
be something to set against the losses we
have suffered. Gadsmyllife, Blood, you de-
serve well for this; you all deserve well for
it, and —— me, you shall find me grateful,
His Exceliency shall write home an account
of your exploit, and maybe some part of
your sentence on the island will be remitted

u.h’

“P’m thinking so myself,"” said Mir. Blood,
in a tone that made the colonel look up.
Among the rebels convict some one made so
bold as to laugh. “Amd meanwhile there's
a matter of fllogging that’s due to me. Ye're
a man of your word in such matters, col-
onel, and ye said, I think, that ye’ll not
leave a square inch of skin to my back——*

The planter rose abruptly, to interrupt.
Almost, it seemed, the suggestion offended
him.

“Tumth, tush! After this splendid deed of
yours, do you suppose I can be thinking of
such things? There’s no longer any ques-
tion of that for you, my friemd.”

“Yet I’'m thinking it’s mighty lucky for
me the. Spaniards didn't come today in-
stead of yesterday, or it’s in the same case
as poor Jerry Pitt I'd be this minute. And
if I'd been like that, where was the genius
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that would have turned the tables on these
thieving Spamiards?*

“Why speak of itt?”

“Bacause ye've worked a deal of mischief
and cruelty in your time, and I want this
to be a lesson to you, a lesson that ye’ll re-
memiber. There’s Jerry Pitt lying up there
in the cabin with the fever and a back that's
every color of the rainbow. Anmd if it hadn’t
been for the Spaniards mayhe it’s dead he'd
be by now. That’s bad enough. But when
I think that ye meant, to do the like by me,
I’'m wondering if I'll let you go ashore at
all.”

“YWhat the —— do you meam?"

Alarm leaped at last within the colonel's
soul, and though his tone was blustering his
face was white.

“Amyway, [ think Ill just keep you
aboard as a hostage for the good behavior
of Goweenor Creed, and what’s left of the
fort, until we welgh anchor and put to sem.”

Uimtil you——"

Horror prevented Colonel Bishop from
echoing the whole of -that incredible speech.

“Just so,” said Mr. Bloed, and he turned
to' the officers wBbd had accompanied the
colonel. “The boat’s waiting, sirs. You'll
have heard what I said. Convey it with my
compliments to his Excellemey.”

um Siri—"

“If you please, gentlemen, my name is
Blood, - elected captain of this ship, the
Ciinco Likzgay, taken as a prize of war from
Don Diego Valdez, who is my prisoner
aboard. We've turned the tables on more
than the Spaniards. So now youw'lll under-
stand. There’s the ladder. You'll find it
more convenient tham’ being heaved over
the side, which is what will happen if you
linger.”

They went, though not without some
hustling, despite the bellowing of Colonel
Bishop, whose monstrous rage was fanned
by terror at finding himself at the mercy of
those men whom he had so foully abused.

THERE were among them some

six or seven who possessed a fair

sagd@ knowledge of seamanship being

men of Devon. These, with others to assist

them as directed, went about the handling

of the ship. The anchor weighed and the

mainsail unfurled, they stood out for the

open before a fair breeze without any inter-
ference from the fort.

As they approached the headland, east
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of the bay, Mir. Blood returned to the plan-
ter, who, under guard and panic-stficken,
was seated dejectedly on one of the treasure-
chests he had fondly dreamed of taking
ashore with him.

“Cam ye swim, colonel?”

Colonel Bishop looked up, at once fierce
and sullen, making no answer.

“As your doctor now, I prescribe a swim
to cool the excessive heat of your humors,”
M. Blood pleasantly explained himself; and
as the colonel still made no answer, he con-
tinued: “it’s a mercy for you I’m not by
nature bloodthirsty. Amd it’s the devil's
own labor I've had to prevail upon these
lads not to hang you from the yard-arm. I
doubt if ye're worth the pains I’ve taken,
but ye shall have a chance to swim for it.
It’s not above a quarter of a mile to the
headland there, and with luck 'ye’ll manage
it. Come on! Now don’t be hesitating, or
it’s the —— knows what may happen to
you."”

Colonel Bishop rose and shrugged. A
merciless despot who had never known the
need for restraint in all these years, he was
doomed by ironic fate to practise restraint
in the very moment when his feelings had
reached their most violent intensity.

Mir. Blood gave an order, A plank was
run out over the gunwale and lashed down.

“If you please,” said Mir. Blood, with a
graceful flourish of invitation.

The planter looked at him with burning
fury in his glance. Then he kicked off his
shoes, tore off his coat, and sprang upon the
plank. A moment he paused, looking down
in terror at the green water rushing past
some twenty-five feet below.

“Just take a little walk, colonel darlimg,”
said a smooth, mocking veice behind him.

Clinging to a ratline, Colonel Bishop
looked round in hesitation, and saw the bul-
warks lined with faces—the faces of men
that but yesterday would have turned pale
under his glance, faces that were now all
wickedly agrin.

He uttered an oath, and stepped out upon
the plank. Tlmee steps he took, then
missed his balance, and went tumbling
down into the green depths below.

When he rose again, gasping for air, the
frigate was already some furlongs to lee-
ward. But the roaring cheer of mocking
valediction from the rebels convict still
reached fiim to drive the iron deeper into
his soul.
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T WAS Springtime in southwestern
Texas and John Slaughter was gather-
ing a great herd near the mouth of
Devil’s River for the long drive north-

ward over the Pecos trail. Thowsands of
cattle were moving slowly in a great mass,
obliterating miles -of the landscape, tram-
pling out clouds of dust which rose into the
blue sky; the constant bellowing came down
the wind as a deep, pulsating moan which
was audible for miles.

The Man from Bitter Creek reined in his
horse and turned in the saddle to look back
upon that scene. He was a smalil man with
hard, quick eyes; they grew harder as they
rested on that wealth of beeves.

In the wild country farther up the Pecos
the Man from Bitter Creek was known by
the name of Gallagher. Among the riders
who roved over that land beyond the law,
taking their toll from the north-going herds
as gray wolves take it under cover of the
night, he passed as the big he-wolf, the leader
of the pack. _Wyoming's ssgeiustn Hillis
gave sepulture to eleven of his dead and
since he had fled hither he had added two
graves to the Boothill cemeteries of the
Southwest.
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Now, as he gazed over John Slaughter’s
cattle, he promised himseif that when they
came on into the region where he main-
tained his supremacy, he would seize them
and, at'the same time, increase his grim list
of victims to fourteen.

It was an era in some respects very much
like the feudal days of Europe, a time of
champions and challenges and deeds of
arms, a period when strong men took defi-
nite_stands for right or wrong and were
readfy at all times to defend those positions
with their lives. The Man from Bitter
Creek had received John Slaughter’s gage
within the hour. He had dismounted from
his pony at the cattle-buyer’s camp, at-
tracted by the spectacle of that emormous
herd destined to pass through the country
where he and his companions held sway,
and he had hung about the place to see what
he cou!1%ee.

He noted with satisfaction that the cattle
were sleek and fat for this time of the year;
and the satisfaction grew as he peered
through the dust-clouds at the riders who
were handiing them, for every one of the
wiry ponies that passed him carried a
swarthy vaguero—eard half a dozen of those
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Mexicans would not be a match for one of
the hard-eyed rustiers who were waiting
along the upper Pecos in that Spring of
1876. Just as he was congratulating him-
self on such easy pickings the cattle-buyer
noticed him.

John Slaughter was in his early thirties
but his lips had settled into an unrelaxing
line, and his eyes had grown narrow from the
habit of the long sum-smitten trails. He
was black-bearded, barely of middie stature,
a parsimonious man when it came to using
words. When he was a boy fighting under
the bamner of the Lost Cause, he sickened
and his colonel sent him home where he did
his recuperating as a lieutenant of the Texas
Rangers® fightting Comamche Indians and
border outlaws.

Then he drove cattle into Kamsas over the
Chisholm and Western trails and got fur-
ther seasoning in warfare against marau-
ders, both red and white. To maintain his
rights and hold his property against armed
assault had become part of his every-day
life; guardedmess was a hablt like those nar-
rowed eyes. And when he recognized the
Man from Bitter Creek, whose - reputation
ge well knew, he Mist no time in confronting

im.

So they fated each other, two veteran
paladins who had been riding under hostile
bammers ever since they first bore arms; and
John Slaughter delivered his ultimatum in
three syllables.

“Hit the trail,” he said, and clamped his
lips into a tight line as if he begrudged wast-
ing so many words.

His eyes had become two dark slits.

IT WAS a case of leave or fight and

the Man from Bitter Creek had

never allowed such a challenge to

go unanswered by his gun. But, during
the moment while he and John Slkeughter
stood looking into each othet’s eyes, he re-
flected swiftly and it eceutied to him that
it would be wise to postpone this killlng un-
tll the eattle-buyer had brought the herd en
inte the upper eauntry where, witheut thelr
employer, the Mexiean vagueres weuld be
of fie fete eonsequence than se many sheep:
That was an inspiration: thousands of
cattle for his own, where he had hoped to
steal a few hundred at the very outside. He
felt that he could well afford to mount his
pony and ride away in silence. Nowr, as he
settled himself in his saddle after that last

"
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look backward, his heart was light with the
thought of the wealth which was to come to
himn within the next two months. He urged
the pony forward at a gallop toward the
Land beyond the Law.

The days went by, the Springtime passed
and Summer found the Man from Bitter
Creek in the upper river country which lies
just west of the great Llano Estacado.
Among those lonely hills the badness of the
whole frontier had crystallized that year.
Outlaw and mutderer, renegade, rustler and
common horse-thief—all for whom the east-
ern trails had been growing toe hot—had rid=
den inte this haven beyend the fange ef the
beldest sheriff until even the vigilanee com-
mittee would Aot tuRetion here for the simple
feasen that thete were tee many te adefA
the ropes and tes few te pull them:

The ranchers of Limcoln County were
starting in business and the temptation to
increase one’s herds by means of rope and
running irom—a temptation which was al-
ways strong on the frontier—was aug-
mented among them by a wholesome regard
for their own livesand property—iitier to
give shelter to outlaws and buy stelenxwows
for a dellar of twe a head than te defend

wE Bwh steek against an everwhelming

oree of dead shets:

That was the way they reasoned; and the
rustlers had easy pickings, stampeding range
cattle across the bedding-grounds of the trail
herds, gathering unto themselves the strays,
disposing of their loot right on the spot.
They wete taking full advantage of the op-
portunity and the Man from Bitter Creek
was getting his shate ef the spells.

But all of this struck Gallagher as petty
business now; he was waiting impatiently
for John Slaughter’s herd. At Chiscum’s
ranch, where he and a number of his com-
panions had enforced their presence as un-
bidden guests since the passing of the Spring
he proclaimed his plan openly after the Man-
ner of his breed; and he even weat s far as
to exhibit a fotged pewer ef atterhey by
virtue of whieh he Intended selling the
beeves In the Notthern market, after he had
killed thelr ewnet and driven off the
MRS,

“i'li lay for him up Cedar Canon way,” he
told his fellow wolves, nor did he take “the
trouble to lower his-voice because he saw
several cowboys from neighboring outfits
among his auditors. Tt was a tradition
among those who lived-by the forty-five,
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thus to brag and then—make good. And it
was a fimly established habit in Lincoln
County to mind your own business; so the
project, while it became generally known,
created no furor.
»
THE Man from Bitter Creek went
up the river to Cedar Camon when
John Slaughter’s herd drew near
the Chiscum ranch. He made his camp and
bided the arrival of the cattle; but that ar=
tival did:- not materialize. He was begin-
ning te wonder what ceuld have delayed
thern, for the fords were good and this par-
tleular seetion was ene whete ne drever
eared to linger. ARd while he was wendef-
ifg a rider eame t8 him with tidiags that
Bretight eaths ef astenishment te Ris lips:
g&ﬂﬁ Slaughter Rad taken his herd off the
Fail and made eamp at the Ehigeum FARER:

Now every one in the country knew that
the Man from Bitter Creek was holding
down the Chiscum ranch that season, and
the action was nothing more nor less than a
direct challenge. It did not matter whether
sublime ignorance of sublime daring
progpted it, it was defiance in either case.
Theie was only ofie thing for Gallagher te deo
==get the killlng ever in qulek time. Mere-
ever he must attend te the affalr by himself
==f@f just a8 surely as he tepk sthers te Relp,
Ris préstige was gsing t8 Be lowered. - §8 Re
saddied _HE at 8ree and rede back t8 Chis-
eum’s with 2 devuble-barieled shatgun 26r6ss
E}g E g&ﬂﬂ two single-aetisn .43 revolvers 4t

He was an old hand at ambush and so he
took no chances when he drew near the
ranch but reconnoitered a bit from a con-
venient eminence. The house stood on the
summit of a knoll; the land sloped away be-
fore it to the river, bare of shrubs or trees.
These of the Mexicans who were not riding
herd were down armong the cottonwoods by
the stream, busy evef some washing. In
the middle of the epen slope, twe hundred
yards of §8 frof the raneh buildings and &
good gquarter of a mile frem the nearest
yagueres, a selitary figute shewed. It was
the eattlemamn. No ehanee fof ambush
fere. The Man frem Bitter Creek §§_Hff8&
RIS poAY 16 & dead ruf and eame 8n Blthely
{8 shest his way 18 wealth.

John Slaughter watched him approach-
ing and waited until he was. within easy
range. Whereat he picked up a .44 caliber
rifle and shot his horse from under him. »

Pony and rider crashed down together in
a thick cloud of dust. The Man from Bit-
ter Creek sprang to his feet and the flame of
his revolver made a bright orange streak in
this gray-white haze. He left his shotgun
where it had fallen; the distance was teo
great for it. As a matter of faet It was ovef-
long range for a Celt .45; ahd new, as he
eame on seeking te elese I, It eceutred to

-Gallagher that his prespestive vietim had

used exeellent judgment in selecting &
W%%g\i Yith reference te this battle-grednd.
Evrently he was enpaged with ehie whs
khew thiRes about the game Rimself.

He took good care to keep weaving about
from side to side during his advamnce, in or-
der that the bead of that Winchester might
findl no resting-place with his body outlined
before it. Amd he kept his revolvers busy
throwing lead. One bullet was all it needed
to do the work and he was trying hard te
put ofe Inte the preper place, using all the
kil he had atwined in long fﬁ@,“c‘ﬂi%% yRder
fige, when a shet frem Jehn Slaughter’s Fifle
BEeke Ris afm. ¢

The Texan was firing slowly, lining his
sights carefully every time before he pressed
the trigger. The Man|grom Bitter Creek
was darting to and fro; his revolver-bullets
were raising little clouds of dust about the
cattlernan. He was nearing the area where-
in the .45 revelver was mete deadly than the
elumsier rifle, when Jehn Slaughter shet him
threugh the bedy.

But he was made of tough fiber and the
extreme shock that would leave some men
stunned and prostrate only made him stag-
ger a little. His revolver was spitting an
intermittent stream of fire and it continued
this after a second slug through his lungs
thad forced him to his knees. He sank dewn
fightitag and got-his third fatal wound befere
the eowbeys earried himiip te the raneh-
heuse te die. Thwie, after the /manner of
many anethet wieked sen of the betder, He
talked the Matier ever dispassienately with
Rig slayer and in the final mement when
death was ereeping ever Ri he alluded
lightly te his ewn misdeeds

“Amgthow I needed killing twenty years
ago,” he said.

No one mourned the passing of The Man
from Bitter Creek; the members of the pack
who hunt the closest to the big he-wolf are
always the gladdest to see him féll. Nor
was there any sorrowing when John Slaugh-
ter departed for the north. On the
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contrary both outlaws and cowmen watched
the dust of jhis] herds melting into the sky
with a feeling of relief.

The former continued as the weeks went
by to speak his name with the hard-eyed
respect due one whose death would bring
great glory on his slayer; the latter cher-
ished his memory more gratefully because
hundreds of cattle bearing his road brand
were grazing on their ranges. All hands
were more than willing to regard the inci-
dent as closed—all save John Slaughter.

. THAT was not his way. And in
ﬂle the season of the Fall round-up
) when the ranchmen of Lincoln
County were driving their cattle down out
of the breaks into the valley, when their
herds were making great crawling paiches
of brown against the gray of the swrround-
ing landscape, the black-bearded Texan
came riding back out of the north. He
visited every outfit and greeted the owner
or the foreman with the same words in every
case.

“I've come to cut your herd for my
brand.”

That was the law of the cattle trails;
every man had the right to seek out his
strays in the country through which he had
passed. But it was not the custom along
the Pecos. In that Land beyond the Law
the rule of might transcended any rule of
action printed in the statute-hooks. And
the new possessors did not fancy giving
up the 'beeves which had been fatten-
ing on their ranges during all these weeks.
fin those lonely hills John Slaughter made a
lonely figure, standing on his rightsT

But those who gathered around him when
he made the declaration always noted that
he had his right hand resting on his pistol-
butt and the memory of what had taken
place at Chiscum’s ranch was still fresh in
every mind. So they allowed his swgmeros
to ride into their herds and, in silence, they
watched them drive out the animals which
bore his brand. Sometimes the affair came
to an issue at this point.

Chiscum, who was an old-timer in the
country and had fought Comamches all
along the river before others had dared to
drive up the trail, produced a bill of sale for
sixty rebranded cattle which the Texan's
vagueros had cut out. John Slaughter al-
lowed his tight lips to relax in a grim smile.

“You bought ’‘em all right—but *too
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cheap,” he said and ordered his foreman to
take them away.

Chiscum stormed a bit, but that was as
far as it went. Amd John Slaughter rode off
behind his vagueros without so much as
looking back.

At Underwood's there was trouble. The
cattle-buyer had recovered one hundred
and ten steers from a bunch of one hundred
and sixty, and when Underwood heard
about it that evening he stated, in plain and
profane terms, that he would kill John
Slaughter unless those beeves were turned
back to him. He had a pretty good repu-
tation as a dead shot and he took two
friends, who were known as good gunmen,
along with him. They set forth for the
Texan’s camp. All three were armed with
rifles besides their six-shooters.

But John Slaughter saw them coming, for
he was keeping his eyes open for visitors
these days, and dismounted on the opposite
side -of his pony. Hereceived them with his
Wimdhester leveled across his saddle and he
answered their hail without lifting his eyes
from the sights.

“Witere’s Underwood?” he demanded.

Tie cowman announced his identity; it
took more than the muzzle of a rifle to sie
lence him.

“I bought those cattle and I paid for
them,” he shouted.

“And P’ll pay you,” Slaughter proclaimed
across his sights, “just as sure as you try to
take them away."

Thiis was about all there was to the de-
bate. The Texan was never strong when
it came to conversation and the other party
seemed to realize that further words would
merely amount to so much smaii talk under
he circumstances. It was a showdtomwr—
shoot or ride away. Amd the muzzle of that
rifle had an unpleasant way of following any
one of the trio who made a move in the
saddle. They were men of parts, seasoned
fighters in a fifijitingJtdd, but they were
men of sense. They rode away.

Some miles farther down the river john
Slaughter was biding the arrival of two half-
breeds and a pair of rustlers who had an-
nounced their intention to get him, when a
vaguero whom he had summoned to help
him receive the guests showed symptoms of
reluctance. While the vaguero was talking
the invadiers came into view, riding fast.

“Fiight or hit the road,” John Slaughter
bade his swarthy aide.
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The latter announced his choice in Span-
ishpand the cattie-buyer paid him off with
one hand while he pulled his rifle from its
sheath with the other. The discharged va-
quevo did not wait to gather his scanty per-
sonal pessessions and started down the road
as fast as his legs could take him, but before
he was out of sight his former employer had
fortified Matawef behind his pony and
brought the rustlers to a stand.

A cattieman by the name of Richardson
tried swearing out a warrant as a means of
recovering the beeves which John Slaughter
cut out of his herds, but the deputy returned
with the paper unserved.

“He told me to keep it in my pocket,” the
officer explained. “Said I couldn’t serve it.”

Richardson met the cattle-buyer riding
to his ranch the next day, having heard in
the mean time some stories of what had
taken place farther up the riyer.

“I’ve made up my mind to withdraw that
complaint,” the ranchman said. “I saw a
chance to buy cheap cattle and I guess 1
got off wromg.”

So John Slaughter rode on southward,
taking with him such of his cattie as he could
findl, and men who boasted that they would
kill him before nightfall came back to their
companions in the evening, glad that they
were there to tell the tales of their defeats.
Finally he vamished down in Texas with his
vagueros and the salvaged herd.

When he had come up the river that
Spring one man was seeking his life; now he
left behind him a full score who were as
eager to slay him as the Man from Bitter
Creek had- been. But the outlaws of
Lincoin County did not see him again for
three years.

That next Spring he began breaking trail
to a new market through a country where
others did not dare to. drive their herds.
The market was southeastern Arizona, on
whose ranges the grass grew belly-deep; its
stockmen, who were beginning operations
in 1877, were in sore need of cattle. But
the interval between the Rio Grande end
these virgin pastures was a savage land;
Victorio’s bands of turbaned Apache war-
riors lurked among its shadowed purple
mountains; there were long stretches of
blistering desert dotted with the skeletons
of men and animals who had died of thirst.

John Slaughter brought his first herd
west of the Pecos with the coming of the
grass and his cowboys lined them out on

Adventuire

this forbidding route. They crossed wide
reaches of sand-dumes and alkali flitss—
ninety miles was the length of one of those
dry drives—wihere they never saw a water-
hole for days, until the cattle went blind
from thirst and sun-glare and wandered
aimlessly over the baked earth lolling their
tongues, moaning for drink, ignoring the
red-eyed riders who spurred their gaunted
ponies through the stifling dust-clouds and
sought by shouts and flaming pistols to
hold them to the proper course.

The Apauties. watched them coming from
the heights and crept down to ambush them,
but John Slaughter had learned Indian-
fightipg while he was still in his teens until
he knew its tricks as well as the savages
themselves; and he led his cowboys out
against them, picking his own ground,
swooping down on them from vantage-
points, routing them.

The herd came on into the long, thin val-
leys which reach like fiingens from northern
Mexico to the Gila Riwer. On the San
Pedro the cowboys turned them southward
and the outfit made its last camp near
where the town of Hereford stands today.

HERE the Texan established his

home ranch, for he had made up

his mind to forsake the valley of the
Rio Grande for this new country; and hither
now, over the trail which he had broken, his
men drove other herds; he sold them to the
cowmen of southeasterm Arizona as fast as
they came in. From now on he devoted
himself to stocking the ranges of the Santa
Cruz, the San Pedro, the Suilphur Springs
and the San Simon, turning a tawny wilder-
ness into a pastoral commonwealth.

For he brought more tham Texas cattle
into this land which had heretofore been the
hunting-ground of Apaches, the wild refuge
of white renegades more savage than the
Indiams. Wihere he came he took with him
the law. It was his way—ithe way he had
taken on the Pecos and he kept it mow—to
stand for his own rights, to fightt for them if
needs be, until he established them; thus he
maintained a rule of action, a rule that ac-
corded with the definition of the old English
jurist, “prescribing what is right and pro-
hibiting what is wromg.”

He rode during those days on far jour-
neys, eastward to the Rio Gramde, north-
ward to the country where the land breaks
toward the gorges of the Colorado; and,
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because a cattie-buyer was always a marked
man, carrying large sums of money with
him, there were many who sought his life.
But all of these he either slew or drove
away.

There came a time when the demand for
stock was so heavy that he looked about
him for a new point of supply and saw
Mexico. Troops of bandits rode through
the southern republic, gathering tribute
where they willed. He loaded down pack-
mules with 'dobe dollars, led his cowboys
down across the boundary, played hide and
seek with bands of swarthy murderers in the
mountains and battled with them at the
desert water-holes.

His fame spread until forty-five guerrillas
came riding up from Sinaloa to gain wealth
and glory by murdering his little company.
They found John Slaughter and two cow-
boys encamped in a hamiet down beyond
Montezuma with the nucleus: of a herd
which they were gathering; a sharp-eyed
scout reported two pack-muiles, their @pare-
ifss bulging with ’dobe dollars, in the train.
Immediately thereafter the Mexicans whom
the drover had employed as vagueros and
guides, deserted him; the people of the ham-
let closed their/houses against the ‘trio. of
gringos. . |
The bandits watched their prospective
victims going from door to door, seeking
four walils to shelter them against attack,
and laughed. That was fine sport to their
way of thinking; they held off, just as a cat
holds off from a cornered mouse; there was
plenty of time for the killing, no use of
hurrying.

The shadows lengthened between the
little adobe buildings; dusk came on. They
had a final round of drinks in a mescal
groggery, swung into their saddies and went
jingling down the street to enjoy the
MAssacre.

Bad news travels fast. The tidings sped
northward like a stray horse running home.
One day a rider came to the ranch on the
San Pedro with the story: how John
Slaughter was last seen alive in the dismal
hamiet at the foot of the Sierra Madlre,
abandoned by his Mexicams, with two cow-
boys as his only compamioms, and haif a
hundred well-armed bandits on their way to
murder him.

A grim, tale for the ears of a woman who
was sitting at home waiting for some word
from Mexico.
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F A WOMAN heard it out, *John
Slaughter’s young bride. He had

W¥EW. brought her to the ranch-house a
few months before and in these first days of
her happiness, a happimess made the more
poignant by those deep anxieties which
the brave-souled women of the frontier had
to bear, she listened to the announcement
which abiding dread had foreshadowed
during many a lonely night. When the
rider had departed she ordered a team har-
nessed to the buckboard and set forth for
Mexiico within the hour.

it was growing late when she passed the
custom-house; they4iad no confirmation of
the rumor for her there, nor contradiction
either; the best they could do was to try to
hearten her and advise her to wait. But
she shook her head to the advice and drove
on southward in the darkmess. She was
alone. Bilackmess hid the land before her;
save for the drumming of the hoofs and the
scrape of the wheels in the rough roadway
there was no sound. The wilderness re-
mained silent, invisible, offering no sign of
what tragedy it held for her.

The night passed; gray dawn came; the
sky fiametl above the ragged crests of the
Sierra Madire; the sun climbed past the
mountain wall; morning grew on -toward
noon. Far to the south—so tenuous at
first that it barely showed against the clear
,air, now thickening until it was unmistak-
@ble at last—a gray-brown dust-column was
climbing into the cloudiess sky. It came on
toward her as she urged the jaded team on
toward it, the signal of an advamcing herd,

She strained her eyes and saw the thin,
undulating line beneath it; the sun gleamed
on the tossing horns of the cattle; their
lowing sounded faint with distance, growing
into a deep pulsating moam. She dis-
tinguished the dots of horsemen in the van;
and now one came on swiftly before the
moving mass. She recognized her husband
from afar. s

John Slaughter had seized his opportu-
nity while the bandits in the mescal shop
were drinking to their own good luck and
his death. He and Join Roberts, his
foreman, had taken the treasure-laden
mules up a steep-walled canon five miles
away. When the murderers followed the
hot trail they found themselves, with the
coming of darkmess, in the narrowest part
of the defile, so neatly ambushed that they
wheeled their horses and rode down the
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gorge in full flight before the fight had fairly
begun.

John Slaughter’s wife was a brave wo-
man. She rode beside him now on many an
expedition; into the sand-hills of southwest-
ern New Mexico, and down across the bor-
der into northern Sonora. She saw the
smoking remnants of wagon-trains beside
the road, the bodies of Apaches’ victims
sprawled among the ruin. She looked upon
the unutterably lenely erosses which marked
the graves of travelets whete Victoro’s tur-
baned wakriors had traveled before her into
Mexico. She slept beside her husband
whete the degert night wind whispered ef
lurking enemies; and watehed enshadewed
$63p weeds bevend the ring of firelight {alk-
ig en the semblanee of ereeping savages:

He beheld her drinking deeply from the cup
of dread which was the bitter portion of the
strong-hearted women of the frontier. And
when he journeyed away without her he had
for company the constant knowledge of
what other men had found on return to
their ravaged homes—what might be await-
Ing him when he came back. Amd s6 he en-
larged the scope of his warfare, which here-
tofere had been eonfined te the defensive; he
Began a grifa eampaign to keep the Apaehes
et of his pertion 6f the San Pedrs valley
fer all time.

He led his own war-parties out to hunt
down every roving band who passed through
the country. He used their own science ox
reading trails to track them to their camp-
ing-places, and their own wiles to steal upon
them while they rested. He improved on
their methods by making his raids during
the darkness when their superstitions made
them afrald to go abroad.

IR \ONE midnight he was deploying a
company of Mexicans about the
neswpiite thicket which sheltered a
band! of Victorio’s warriors. As he was
about to give the whispered order to close in,
the unknown dangers which awaited them
within the blackmess became too much for
his followers. They balked, then began to
fall back. He dfew h¥% .45.

“First man that shows another sign of
hanging back, Ill kill him,” he said in Span-
ish, and drove them before him to the
charge.

Gradually the Apaches began changing
their war-paths into Mexico, and as they
swung away from his ranges John Skaughter
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increased the radius of his raids until he and
his cowboys rode clear over the summits of
the passes in the Sierra Madire which lead
eastward into Chihuahua.

With nine seasoned flightens at his heels he
attacked a war-party in the heights of the
range on the dawn of a Summer morning;
and when the Indians fled before the rifle
fire of the attackers—swwiriyiing up inte the
naked granite pinnacles like frightened
quail—they left a baby behind them. The
mother had dropped {t of missed It IR her
panie, and the little thing lay whimpering
i the bear grass.

Johm Slaughter heard it and stopped
shooting long enough to pick it up. With
the bullets of her people buzzing around his
ears, he carried the brown atom down the
mountaiinside and took her home on his sad-
dle to his wife.

That was one of his last expeditions, for
his name had become a bymword among the
tribes, and Geronimo himself gave instruc-
tions to his people to leave John Slaughter’s
herds inviolate, to avoid his range in travel-
ing. With this degree of peace ensured, .the
cowman had bought an old Spanish grant
net far from where the town of Douglas
stands teday and was §étﬂlﬁ% dewn A the
seeurity for whieh he had been ffiditing,
when the Tombxieme Fush brotght the Bad-
men frem all ever the West inte the San
Pedtp and Sulphuf Sprifgs valleys; and
with them eame the eutlaws ef the Peees
whe Rad Been waiting te kill Rim dufing
these three vears:

In the wild cowtown of Charleston where
the lights turned pale under the hot flush of
every dawn the desperadoes from the Pecos
learned how John Slaughter had established
himself before them in this new land; how
his cowboys patrolled the range which he
still held on the San Pedro and the new
range farther to the east, guarding his herds
by force of arms; and how the silent Texan
had already deelared war on the whele in-
eeming tribe of eattle-thieves by driving Ike
and Billy Clamton frem his old ranch at
revelver’s peinat, bidding them never te
shew thelr taees thefe agalf.

They heard these things in the long
adobe dance-halls while rouge-bedizened
women went whirling by in the arms of
bold-eyed partmers wearing revolvers on
theic hips. From stage-robber, stock-
rustler, horse-thief and the cold-faced two-
gun man who sold his deadly talents to the
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highest bidder, the stories came to them.
And then, to the beat of the piano and the
cornet's throbbing blare, the bad-men of
the Pecos told of the passing of the Man
from Bitter Creek, and how his slayer came
back down the river recovering his stolen
cattle in the Fall,

NOW anether champion had arisen
ameng 'the bad-men of the Peces
L2571 sinee the day of Gallagher, a burly,
sadstrong expert with the .45 known by
the name of “Curly Bill.” Already he had
shot his way to supremacy over the other
he-wolves who had flocked into the new
country; ke had slain Tombstone’s city
marshal and defied the Earps when they came
into power in the booming mining-camp.

When it came to a question of single com-
bat he was ackmowiledged champion among
those who lived by what toll they could
exact at the muzzles of their deadly weap-
ons; when it came to warfare he was the
logical leader. And so, when John Slaugh-
ter's name was spoken in Charleston’s
dance-halls the eyes of his followers were
turned on him. He saw those glances and
he read the unmspoken question whieh they
eonveyed; he met it with a laugh.

“Pll go and get that fellow,” he pro-
claimed. “Ill kill him and I’ll fetch his
herd in to Charlleston myself.”

He started forth to make good his boast,
and twenty-five hard-eyed followers went
riding at his heels. It was a wild project
even in that wild era and Curly Bill deemed
it wise to do his massacring dowa in
Mexico, where it was every man for himself
and coroner’s juries were not knewn. He
toak his company aecross the boundary and
lay in wait for John Slaughter en a mesa
everlooking a little valley, dewn which the
herd fust pass.

Mesquite thickets gave the outlaws good
cover; the slopes below them were bare of
brush; the valley’s floor was open ground.
They bided here and watched the country
to the south. The dust-column showed one
cloudless morning and they saw the undu-
lating line of cattle reveal itself beneath the
gray-brown haze. The herd came o dewn
the valleay, with dust-stained rlders speedin
baek and ferth aleng Its flanks, E_ufﬁiﬁag bae
rebellious steefs, urging the main bedy fef-
ward. Curly Bill speke the word of €8m-
fmand and the twenty-five bad-men rsde
ferth fref their hiding-plaee:
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The sun gleamed on their rifle-barrels as
they spurred their ponies down the open
slope. They rode deep in their saddles for
the ground was broken with many little gui
lies and the horses were going at a headlong
pace. They drew away from the shelter of
the mesquite and descended toward the val-
ley bed. Some one heard a rifle-bullet
whining over his head. The man glanced
around as the sharp report followed the
leaden slug; and new every faee was turned
to the rear. Twelve eewbeys were follow-
ing Jehn Slaughter, keeping thelt ponies to
a dead run aleng the Helghts whieh Curly
Bill and Ris band Rad e blithely fersaken.

1t was a custom as old as Indian figlhting,
this bringing-on of the main force over the
high ground whence they could guard
against surprize and hold the advantage
over luring enemies. By its result the am-
buscaders were ambushed, riding headlong
into a trap.

It was a simple situation, apparent to the
dullest mind. Who lingeredl on the low
ground would never steal cattle again. The
outlaws wheeled their ponies to a man; and
now as they raced back up the hill they saw
the cowboys coming onward at a pace
which threatened to cut them off from the
shelter of the mesquite. Then panic seized
ther and it held ther untl the last cow-
thief had §%uffea his sweating herse inte the
thickets. By the time Curly Bill had re-
gathered Ris seatiered foress the herd was
Rearly sut ef sight.

He did not seek renewal of the attack.
He let it go at that. And when he came to
Charleston he announced that so far as he
was concerned the incident was closed; he
was going to do his cattle-rustling hence-
forth over San Simon way where cowmen
did not maintain rear guards and seout out
the country ahead of therm for eneraies. He
changed his base of-operations te Galeyville
within the menth and eame te Charlesten
for pleasuie sAkY.

The story spread and every bad-man who
deemed himself worse than Curly Bill saw
his opportunity to demonstrate his qualifi-
cations as a killer by succeeding where the
leader had failed. Doc Holliday tried it
one night on the Charleston read. Next te
Wyatt Earp he ranked as the highest In the
faction that was rullng Tombsteme. Un-
questionably he was an artist with deadly
weapens, and the trail ef Ris wanderings
through the West was matked by weedef
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headboards. On the evening in questiom—
it was the evening after the bloody and un-
successful attempt to rob the Bensbn stage
and several men were riding hard toward
homtf and help and alibis=the was spurring
his sweating horse to Tombstome when he
got sight of John Slaughter’s double rig
ahead of him.~

The cattie-buyer had drawn ten thousand
dollars from the bank that afternoon and
was taking the specie home with him; the
fact was known in Charleston where Doc
Holliday had stopped within the Jast half-
hour. The vehicle was rounding a long
turn; the horseman cut across-ooumtry
through the mesquite; he reached the
farther end of the curve just in time to
draw alongside the team.

John Slaughter’s wife .was beside him
on the driver’s seat. She saw the rider
bursting out of the gloom and then her
eyes fell on the .45 which he was in the
very act of “throwing down.”

“That man has a gun in his hand,” she
cried.

Without turning his head her husband
answered—

“8o have 1.”

She glanced down at his cocked revolver;
its muzzle was moving, to follow the en-
shadowed figure in the saddie less than ten
feet away. She raised her eyes; the horse-
man had lowered his weapon and was wheel-
ing his pony off into the night.

“Kmew his bronco as soon as I saw that
blazed face show,” John Slaughter said in
explanation of his quick draw.

That same vigilance, which had become
second nature with him, combined with an
almost uncanny swiftness in putting two
and two together, which latter had come
to him during the years when guarding his
life was a part of his trade, kept the cow-
man a step ahead of his enemies on every
occasion. These things were instinctive
from long habit; he prepared himself to
meet a situation just as an expert gunman
draws his .45—just as a scientific boxer
blocks a blow—wiithout wasting an instant
in thinking.

anm IT WAS thus with him when Ed

<, Lyle and €ap Stilwell waylaid him
2 on the road to the Empire ranch
over near Fort Huschuea. T twe,
who had endured humiliation under - the
muzzle of the Texan’s pistol on the Peees
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trail, brought four others along with them
and planned to do the murder in the night.
Three took their stations on one side of the
wagon-track and three on the other, all
well-armed. They had spotted the vic-
tim’s buckbeanl several miles back.

Now when it came 0 to the spot which
they had selected, the two trios galloped
up to do the killing—and found John
Slaughter leveling a double“barreled shot-
gun while his wife held the reins. One
glimpse of that weapon at the -cattle-
buyer’s shoulder was enough; they did not
wait for him to pull the trigger but fled.

John Slaughter was wearying of this sort
of thing. Lyle and Stilwell were men of
parts—good men of whom to make ex-
amples. He sought the former out in
Charleston. They met in front of a saloon
on the main street. John Slaughter drew
and, as he threw down—

“I’we got no gun,” Lyle cried.

“If you were armed,” the cowman said,
“I’d kill you now. But if I ever see you in
this country again, I'll kill you amyhow.”

Lyle left and Cap Stilwell, receiving his
sentence of banishment in the same man-
ner, departed within the week. From that
time the bad-men let John Slaughter alone;
he was too big for them. He took his
family to his new San Bernardine ranch and
it was beginning to seem as if the days of
constant warfare were over; he was settling
down to enjoy peace in his home, when a
call for help made him forsake the security
which had been so hard to earn.

That security was unknown elsewhere in
Cochise County. The strong men who had
seized. the reins in Tombstome, wielding
their power for their own selfish ends, were
gone; they had ridden away with warrants
out against them. The outlaw leaders
were dead; Jack Rimgold, Curly Bili, the
Clantons and others who had swaggered
where they willed, had met violent ends.

With their passing the courts were trying
to administer the statutes, but the courts
were impotent. The statutes were mere
printed words. For the rank and file of the
bad-men were raiding and murdering under
the guidance of new leaders who furnished
them with food and ammumition, notified
them of the movements of the officers,
procured perjured witmesses to take the
stand in their bebailf and bribed jurymen.

sMoney and influence were taking the
place of deadly weapons to uphold a
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dynasty whose members reigned unseen and
under cover, whose henchmen looted ex-
press cars, stole cattle and murdered men
on the highways; until things had come to
such a pass that President Arthur had
issued a proclamation threatening martial
law in southeastern Arizona.

And now the people of Tombstone, grown
sick with blood and much violence, ealled to
John Slaughter to take the office of sheriff
and bring the law to them. It meant the
abandonment of his herds just as he was
getting them nicely started, the putting
aside of plans which he had cherished
through the years. But he answered the
call and forsook the San Bermardino ranch
for the dingy little room beside the court-
house entrance. Before he had gotten-
fairly acquainted with the new quarters
war was on.

Cochise County was being used as a
haven by bandits throughout the South-
west. Four train-robbers fled hither from
Mexico vgiere they had looted an express
car and killed the messenger, soon after
John Slaughter’s term began. He took
his chief deputy, Bert Alvord, and two
others and followed their trail high into
the Whetstone Mountains. In the night-
time the posse crawled through the brush
and rocks to the place where they had
located the camp of the fugitives.

A man must Jeave many things to chance
when it comes to choosing hif pesition in
the dark and it so .happened that when
dawn came the sheriff and his deputy
found themselves right under the nook
where the bandits were ensconced; the
other members of their party had become
separated from them.

They had the enemy nicely cornered,
with a cliff to cut off escape to the rear,
but they were themselves in the opem—
two men against four and the four en-
trenched behind outcroppings of the rock.

A small space of time was jammed with
many large incidents immediately after
this discovery. Men attaining supreme
exaltation died in the instant of that at-
tainment; pulses that leaped with the joy
that comes when sight lines with bead, bead
with living target and the trigger finger
begins to move, ceased their beating more
abruptly than a machine stops when the
power is turned off.

The leaden slugs snarled as thick as
&ngry wasps when the nest has been dis-
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turbed; the crackiing of the rifles was as a
long roll; little geysers of dust spouted
among the rocks; the smoke of black
powder arose in a thin blue haze. *

A buliet clipped away a little portion from
John Slaughter’s ear; He cailed to Alvondi—

“Bert; you’re shooting too high; pull
down; I see you raising dust behind ‘em
every time."

Alvord, fighting his first battile, clenched
his teeth and lowered his front sight.
John Slaughter had prefaced his advice by
killing one of the bandits; he swpplemented
it by putting a bullet through a head that
bobbed above the rocks. Amd when the
other two members of the posse came to
take part in the fight, there was only one
train robber living. They found him
breathing his last where he had crept
away among the cliffs.

But killing desperadoes would not eradi-
cate the reign of lawlessness, uniess a man
slew the entire pack; and John Slaughter
had no intentions of instituting a St.
Bartholomew’s Ewve in Cochise County.
Thus far he had managed to get along Tjfith
less bloodshed than many a man who had
not accomplished nearly so much as he.
So now he went on with his task as he had
gone about his business always and pro-
ceeded to smoke out the men who were
responsible for this state of affairs.

It was not so hard to learn their idemtity
as it was to get the proof of what they were
doing. That was slow work. But he had
hired Bert Alverd as his deputy with just
this end inaview. For Alvord was hail
fellow well-met in every barroom of the
county, owner of a muititude of friends,
many of whom were shady characters. In
later years he gained his own dark fame as
an outlaw, but that was long after John
Slaughter left the office of sheriff.

At present Alvord was working honestly
and hard, getting such information as he
could concerning who was who among the
desperadoes, gathering data as to their
movements. The facts began to accumu-
late: a word dropped in a gambling-hall, a
name spoken before a noisy bar, a whis-
peired confidence from a prisoner who felt
his compamions had not done ail they
migftt in his behalf.

Graduaily the evidence took the shape
of a long finger pointing toward Juan Soto,
who was living in the little town of €on-
tention, as the leader who was handling
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matters in the San Pedro valley. About
this time John Slaughter began riding out
of Tombstone under cover of the nrght.
The days went by; the sheriff came back to
Tombstone morning after morning, red-eyed
with weariness, put up his pony and went
about his business saying nothing as usual.

. ONE day news came to the county

i seat that two cattle-buyers had

been robbed and murdered dewn

near the Mexican line. John Slaughter

saddled up and rode over to Charleston

that morning, and when juan Soto came

into town he met the sheriff, who addressed
him over the barrel of a leveled .4§.

“Pll just take you along with me to-
day,” John Slaughter said.

It was a good tight case. Tombstone
was startled by the news that Juan Soto
had been a member of a bandit band in
California. The sheriff was able to give
some fiirst-handl testimony concerning the
defendant’s nocturnal habits. But the
eommunity’s excitement slumped to sullen
anger when the jury brought in its verdict
and Juan Soto smiled as he departed from
the eourt-house, a free man.

Things-had reached a pass where a vig-
ilance committee looked to be the appro-
priate climax. But that was not John
Slaughter’s way; if any one were going to
j tedlke tihe power of tihe high justice e pro-
;posed to be the man. He rode over fto
F@@ntention and camped in firomt of Juam
|Sote’s house lete in the evening. The
fiight passed and when the bandit leader
eame Flding hewme from Chaleston with the
"D, He s tthe sl sitanding tdbee
his desf:
| Both men reached for their revolvers aft
the same moment but John Slaughter’s
hand was quicker. It was his chance to
kill; according to the ethics of the gun-play
he had that right. But he chose a dif-
ferent course.

“Leave the country,” hesaid.  “ilf you're
here after ten days, I'll kill you on sigftt.”

Soon after Juan Soto departed on his
exile, the town of Wilcox over in Sulphur
Springs valley was treated to a sensation
in the banishment of Van Wyck Coster.
Every one thought Coster had enough
money and influence to keep him immune
from legal proceedings, but John Slaughter
wasted none of the county’s money in
arrest or trial.

‘Alsleabtmee

“I’'ve known what you were doing for a
long time now,” he told the other, holding
his revolver leveled on his auditor while he
spoke. There was some debate, but the
sheriff clinched his argument by going
into detaills, and when he had finished out-
lining the prosecution’s case he delivered
his ultimatum, “Get out of Il kill you.”

o
L% of hunting down outlaws, bringing
them in for trial. The arm of the law
was limbered and justice functioned in
the Tombstone court-house as well as it does
in any city of the land—faxr better than is
the case in some more pretentious com-
runities. Thefe was of course plenty eof
work left. Tombstone I8 full of stories of
John Slaughter’s explelts.

A desperado, seeking to kill him, threw
down on him as he was entering a :saloon.
Caught unawares for once, the sheriff
flung up his hand and as he grasped the
pistol, thrust his thumb under the descend-
ing hammer. Meantime he drew his own
weapon and placed the man under arrest.
Two train-fobbers sought to lure him to
Wileox by a deesy letter stating that his
nephew had been killed. The instinet
whieh had saved him frem ethef ambus-
eades made Rim iAvestigate; and when he
learned that his nephew was living he sum-
mened a friend, whe made the jeurney with
Rim. The speetaele of thesk twe 6ld:
tiers emergtng frem oppesite de8rs of
the day esach, eaeh with 3 douBle-Barreled
shetgud under Ris arm, drgve the &8R-
§?i£& grs from the depst platiorm. Vears

COSTER joined Juan Soto in exile.
And then it became a simple matter

afterward one of them egnfessed the defalls
8k the pist:

John Slaughter served two terms as
sheriff and when he retired from office
Cocfiise County was as peaceable as any
county in the whole Southwest. The old-
timers who witmessed the passing, of events
during his regime invariably speak of him
when they are telling of great gunmen.
Yet, from the time when he started up the
Pecos with that herd In the Sprlng ef 1876
untl the day when he weat te his San
Bernardine raneh to take up life as a peaee-
ful eattlemnamn, he slew fewer men than
gome whose names are abselutely unknswa.
What he did he managed te aceemplish
i mest instanees witheut pulling a triggef:
That was his way.



HAZA the Mashona involuntarily
thrust the thing he had found
into the bosom of his shirt. The
impulse sprang from a subcon-

scious feeling that some one was near him
in the dark. He felt an incomprehensible
depression in the midst of his sudden exul-
tation. It hit him like a cold douche the
instant before he saw the other man’s
shadow, thrown by his own miners’ lamp,
grotesquely large and misshapen against
the wall of the low cavern.

Therefore he was not surprized when he
turned swiftly from his work of raking down
the clods of blue clay and recognized Mo-
bengula the Matabele. The latter’s tall
muscular figure seemed inordinately large
though he stood at the foot of the sloping
mound of clay raked down out of the room-
size hole Khaza had dug off the tunnel
where lay the tracks for the electric trains
of dump-cats; they were on the sixth level
of the Duitoitspan mirfe, five hundred feet
underground.

Mobengula was naked save for a tattered
pair of trousers and his perspiring black
body shone like polished ebony. His large
mouth wag open in a grin and his eyes
sparidedggmough not with laughter. *

“Ah, Khaza, our luck has turned!” said
Moibengula in the language they both knewy.
“So you foundone, too.”

His tone carried no interrogation and he
smiled craftily at the look of surprize on
Kihaza’s face.

“I saw you find it,” he went'om.
put it in your shirt.”

Khaza froze up. He smelled trouble.

“You

Babaoon
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He was an inch shorter than the other, but a
trifle heavier, built in better proportion and
with a skin that seemed more of a dark
brown than a black. Where Mobengula’s
face was heayy of feature, with a distinct
touch of cruelty in the set of the wide mouth
—an obvious inheritance from the race of
fightsses to which he belomgedi—Khaza’s had
a pleasanter cut.

The Mashona’s lips were not so thick nor
his mouth so wide and his nostrils not so
broad and flat; he had a firm chin, though
his eyes were mild, in keeping with the
peaceful traits of his pastorally inclined
kinsmen.

Khaza did not like Mobengula and
showed it. Primarily, perhaps, he disliked
him because he was a Maiaiele. For the
Maitaliedles, descendants of the outcast
branch of the once mighty Zulus, were in-
vaders of the Mashonas’ country and had
persecuted the latter for eight deeades.
Hatted and distrust, however, were rmore
personal. For Mobengula, though scarcely
even an acquaintance of Khaza's, was re-
garded by the latter as a persenal enemy.

“Watter is never tired of running,” Khaza
sneered when he finally broke the silence.

The axiomatic insult was not lost on Mo-
bengula. It angered him to be told by this
Mashona that he talked too mucy. But he
stifled a hot retort and spoke calmly. <

“LLet us not quarrel like women, Khaza,”
he said. “I came to tell you I had found
one, too. Are your ears so——"

“What? A white stone! Youw, Moben-
gula—you found a white stone, too?”

Kthaza stopped abruptly. He realized
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that in his excitement he had admitted his
great good fortune. Mwobengula Jaughed.

“¥ees, I found one—jjust now. I am glad
you have said you found one because it is as
I said. It was no use pretending you had
not, since I saw you. Here, I will let you
see mine. And then you shall show me
yours. And after that I will tell you what
is running like the fire of the veldt in my
brain—heow Khaza and Mobengula ean get
away to eur own kel with all the yellow
gold these white stenes will being! Think
of that, Khaza! Why sheuld we shafe with
the white men of Kimbwrley wheh we éan
take It all and buy & many eatle they é2n
Aot Be esunted frem dawh tll darkness?
See, Khaza!"

paused and looked swiftly up
and down the black tunnel for a speck of
light heralding somebody’s approach. He
stepped up a pace with one bare foot on the
damp mound of clay, leaned forward and
opened his hand under the other’s eyes. In
his palm lay a diamond as large asa man’s
thumbmaiil. It was approximately square
though irregular in contour, concave on one
side and pointed a bit at the end. In spite
of the dirt elinging to it the stone sparkled
and shene In the flickering light frem the
MInRES’ CAP-JAMpPS:

In an instant, while Kihaza was still suck-
ing in his breath at the sight, Mobengula
snapped shut his fist and with a lightning
moverment hid the rough uncut gem in his
trousers pocket. Again he looked warily
into the dark tunmel. For the fear of the
white man butned strongly within him and
he knew his dream of wealth would vanish
with the discovery of a diamend withheld
for & mefe mement from the white foreman:
He loeked at Khaza expeetantly. Anel the
latter, new eefivinced nething eould be
%aiﬁea by fefusing te shew Ris find, put &

and inside his shift and drew it foFtA:

Just a fleeting glimpse Muthemgula got of a
bright shining thing in Khaza’s palm. This
diamond was larger, quite as big as a wal-
nut, round and smooth on one side and
rough and irregular on the other. Ewen an
inexpert eye would judge its worth to be
twice that of Mobengula’s fiind.

’s eyes sparkled avidly. His
sole thought was what these white stones
meant in gold—gwld meaning cattle, and
cattle meaning wealth in the Kaffir eye.

Both he and Khaza were too busy schem-
ing, as they inspected each other’s stones, to

Alldeantnee

give a thought to the fact that the two of
them, fortunate ones out of the thousands
of Karfir laborers in the four great diamond
mines of Kimiberley, had just written a bril-
liant page in mine history. Two diamonds
actually found in a single day! In the same
mine! Two diamonds picked out of the
blue elay in neighboring diggings out of the
same tunnel—a few yards apart! It was
unprecedented.

Ordinarily both were perfectly aware how
rare it was for anybedy to find a diamend
in the unwashed blue ground. Ewen among
the untutored Kafics employed at Kim-
berley there was a vague notion of the
truth of diamond mining as a South African
industry—that only an infinitesimal per-
eentage of the diamonds produced by Kim-
berley are picked up by aceident; that all
othets are so sraall and so well hidden that it
fequites tedious months of disintegration of
the blue elay of the outdeet drying-floers
and painstaking washing eof the greund
threugh the preat washing-machines and
mechanical fiVferiy and combing e sift
put the diamends finall, ef the grease-
govered tabies of the pulsaters.

THEY knew how rare were the
occasions when a Kaffir found a
diamond; how he rushed off to re-
port it to the foreman, gaining the promised
bonus of money and white men’s clothing
and instant freedom from his four months’
contract in the compoumd. It was this
very hope of findiry a diamend, this one
chanee In a thousand—indked, one ehanee in
a faillien for so many tragieally dismpponnied
phes—that was the lodestone bringing uf-
ending streams of Kaffirs {rofm faf and near
te werk 1h the Kimthuiley mines.

Stories of the occasional great luck of a
native filtered to far lands and overcame a
natural abhorrence for the kind of grueling
simtensive labor the peculiar money-mad
white man had introduced into an otherwise
easy-living, easy-working continent.

From Mashonaland in far esia
had come Khaza and Mobenguia to look for
white stones. They were beckoned by this
same glittering dream that called other
black men of varying shades of skin and of
numerous races and tribes, and of uncounted
dialects and languages—Bwulis, Zulus,
Bethuamas, Shangamis, Swazies, Namaguas,
Grigquas, Pondes and the peeple of the
Tk, And even an oeeasional distant
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Mattadwle, a Mashona or two and even a
Barotse from the Zambesi.

Littile they knew or cared about the exact
ratios of reward a Kaffir received for fiirtiing
a diamond, that the bonus was fiive shillimgs
a karat up to ten karats and a percentage of
its total value. They knew if one found any
sort of sizable stone it meant riches for
the finder and a like reward for the white
foreman through whom it was reperted.
The thing that rmatteied was gold in bulk
and freedomm.”

Release was worth much, too. For it was
prison life there in the compound, made so
by the white man’s fear that otherwise the
mines would be looted by workers. So the
black men were kept in an immense stock-
ade, with bunk-houses along the walls, where
they slept and ate and played between shifts
in the mines, which they entered by a shaft
within the compound walls,

It was a prison, except that the prisoners
were paid for their work. It was a place
from which escape was impossible, for the
walls were high and outsidie#vas a succession
of impenetrable barbed-wire emtanglements,
electrically wired for alarms. Tihere was
nothing to do inside but work and dream of
a diamond and the cattie and wives it would
buy; and nothing to do when the four
months’ esntraet was finished but trek baek
in disappeintment and dislllusienment to
the heme kraal; 6f E&fhap%v, it eptimism was
Aot yat killed, to fellew the example of many
and sigh ef again and aga.m for suceessive
feur-month stretehes of 1aber in the hepe 6f
Bettef Iuek.

Of course there was the rather high wage
to be considered, three to five shillings a day
plus food and quarters, or as much as seven
shillings for the more skilful. Amd the
white foremen were not unkind, for foremen
had a motive in treating the Kaffirs well. It
paid, because a Kaffic who found a dizmond
could rob a foreman of a share in the reward
by simply ignering him and reporting the
findl direetly te the eompound -superintend-
ent. The étygtem was a eheek on the pessi-
ble abuse ef power by foeremen.

And now the gods had smiled on two in a
single day. Khaza and Mobengula were
seized with different emotions. Khaza was
not normally selfish, but he begrudged the
other his luck because it swept away his
momentary elation that his own find had
permanently removed Maobengula from
competition for Isala. Amd Isala was the
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dearest thing that riches could bring him.

Kihaza, like others of more enlightened
races, reflected bitterly on the preponderamt
influence riches had on affairs of the heart.
Maobengula gloried in Kihaza’s good fortune
as much as in his own, not because he did
not begrudge it personally but because it
presented to his nimble brain an epportu=
nity to prefit twofold—and incidentally to
pay off a few old debts {6 Mashena.

Only the far-away, never ending rumble of
the diamond-bearing blue ground pouring
down the shafts from level to level had
broken the silence of the dark tunnel. Then
the rattle of an approaching train was heard
and the two Kaffies swiftly fell to work,
Mobengula with one of Kiwza’s picks, till
the train thundered past. The train of one=
toh eafs was on 1ts way te the shaft that
poured the entire mine’s ravw material inte
the great hepper oh the lewest level, whenee
1t was eareied away to the skips that shet it
up by the tef-teh |ead to the tipple #Beve-
gtoufd whete trelley-eperated dumMP-€ars
eaught it autematically and esnveyed it {8
the drying-fields:

The moment the train was gone Moben-
gula threw down'his pick.

“Teell me, Khaza,” wheedled the Mata-
bele, seizing the other’s arm; “you are not
going to turn in your white stone?"

“No, I am not going to turn it in,"” said
Khaza grimly.

Mobengula showed his elation. Why, he
did not even have to argue with the Ma-
shona dolt as he had expected! Things were
certainly coming his way.

“You are clever and you see far,” he said
in praise. “I have told you my brain is on
fire with a plan that will make us both rich
in cattle and wives. Listen——"

Khaza interrupted quickly. He had
winced at the reference to wives.

“Hear me first, Mobenguia,” he said.
“Yow can not mean we shall try to take
our white stones out of the compound?
You know, Mobengula, no clever man ever
licked his own back!"

There was a sneer in Khaza’s voice. He
spoke in the Kaffir custom of dressing up
maxims in the clothing of terms famiiiar to
them. It was his most forceful way of say-
ing a man of brains did not attempt the im-
possible. Mobrwngula glowered and was
about to speak, but Khaza went on:

“I said [, Kthaza, was not going to report
the white stone. But hear this, Mobengula:
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My thoughts are not always for my own
belly. I am young and strong and others
are not. There is one of our people who has
dreamed of fimding a diamond longer than
Kimza. And I shali give mine to him and
shall have joy in doeing it, his joy and my
joy. He will turn in Ktheza’s white stome.”

Mobengula was shocked. - Generesity of
this kind was beyond his understanding.
Self-sacrifice had no meaning to him.

“You fooll” he spat. “Tihe curse of the
king’s witch-doctor on you! May the roof
of your hut fall and bury you! Your heart
leaks blood for nething! Stew in your own
pot if you like! ButnotI. Mubengula has
firitshéd four montihs in the mine. I am at
the end of my path and it has not made me
dizzy in the head. Throw your white stone
away if you like, but I will leave the com-
pound after two more dawms with my white
stone safe from the white men’s hands!”

Kihaza was unmoved by the vehement ex-
coriation, though he shivered a little at the
curse called down upon him. He laughed
at the other’s boast and could not resist one
direful warning that the Matztixle was pur-
suing a dangerous course even to think of
eluding the watchful white men.

i “You are creeping on your kmees to the
firgilerce,” he warned.

| Mobengula smapped his frirgers sceifinglly
and backed down off the mound of blue
clodls into the darkmess of the tunmel. In a
moment Khaza could hear him at work in
the neighboring jetty.

i As he resumed his own labor, Khaza re-
flected on the words of la. He
shook his head soberly, as if the Matabele’s
boast of the extraordinarily daring trezchery
he intended was no more than might be
expected.

“It is just as Isala said,” Khaza told him-
self. “it is the sign—the foot of a baboon!™

Which foot is known to every Kafir, by
one of the proverbs they use to express their
sententious wisdom, as the sign of a treach-

erous man.
ii
were in the past. They traveled

@ AS HE worked, Khaza’s thoughts
back to his father’s krausl on the
Mm veldt. Yes, he reflected, Mo-

was correct when he said his con-
tract in the Duttoitspan compound would be

at an end in two days. For he remem-
bered well the circumstances attending the

Addeantmee

departure from the krazal of Mohengula, fimst
of the younger men of the north country te
follow in the footsteps of the unfortunate
Masilonyane, father of Isala.

It was years before that Masilonyame had
heard the call of Kimberley. But none
other had ventured so far until the new na-
tive commiissioner, ' just transferred from
Bedhuamnalamd, brought the news to Ma-
shonaland of the growing custom of the
young men of the southland of flocking to
the diamond mines to try to duplicate the
wondler story of the Kaffir who within four
houks after being assigned to work on a blue-
ground dump in the mine yard—mot even
upderground—=found a diamend eof four
hundied forty-fouf and a guartet karags! *

It had been a happy circumstance for Mo-
bengula, reflected Kihaza as he reviewed the
events of those days, that the native com-
missioner’s story of the great diamond ffimd
had been so opportune. It had given Mo-
bengula an excuse to pose before the coy
Isala as one who would do a spectacular
thing.

Kihaza frowned as he thought how Mo-
bengula now had uncannily made good his
brag to Isala. But as he let his mind dwell
on Isala’s words concerning it he had a
serene glow. It was just three months
since he had seen her, for he had come to
Kimlwerley a month after Mobengula,

Freedom was just two days off for Mo-
bengula. Freedom and riches, or—what?
Kihaza ground his teeth and hoped mightily
it would not be the former. Especially since
his own contract had a month yet to rur—a
month of grueling labor, during which he
would be buoyed up only by anticipation of
the indireet reward he reckoned would be
his by reasen of his self-saerifice. He paused
suddenly to reconsider that. Was he acting
wisely? Would Mesilonyane appieciate his
generesity? Could the old man be trysted?
Worlld Isala wndérstand?

Ahh, Isala! The memory of this fairest of
the Meshomas bamished, for the moment at
least, the newborn fears and gqualms.
Kiheza’s mind turned again to a contempla-
tion of his victory over Nk la. His
memory toyed with it, hatking back and
forth to Words and scenes, like a sweet mef-
gel of food rolled deliciously on the tongue
to obtain the fullest satisfaction of é&tiﬂg

* N@EM&@@WWMM feandl 20 tine
berley diamond mines; a native bay m Septembef. ieﬁ,
four hours after he weﬂt to work at ‘E rtﬁ%af%
found a diamond wedghmg 444%? kafats o value of which
was sixty thousand peunds sterling.
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Ewen before Mubemgula appeared in the
Messthomaland village six months before,
Khaza remembered his own heart was fillied
with unspoken worship for Isala. He was
so wrapped up in it he was blind to rivals,
quite,, ablivious of the wily Mobengula's
courtship. He- had paid close attention to
his work with Isala, the girl of his choice, as
the goal to be won by work.

Isala was a lithe maid, little and slim.
To Khaza her rich brown skin was as the
soft-shining velvet in the stately gown of
the gowermor-gemeral’s wife, whom he had,
marwveled at in the brief glimpse he had
gained of the great white folk when the of-
figid] train had stopped one day at Taumba
to take on water.

Isala’s eyes were the kind that snapped.
She wore a short skirt of wonderful plaid
material given her by the wife of the white
missionary who used to be over at Taumba;
she had cut its hem into a succession of
points, a bit crooked and crude in workman-
ship yet an effect that was singularly dis-
tinctive, and the envy of most other girls of
manriageable age in the Areal.

She had a trick of drawing a blanket
about her body so that it slid down over her
round shoulders and left half-exposed an ex-
tremely -graceful back. Amd her, black
straight hair, crowned with a band of bright-
red cloth, was long enough to hang down
over her shoulders in narrow strands,
cleverly plaited in the latest fashion with
clay and oil; yet not so long as to hide the
large flat bone earrings that were her
pride.

Altogetiher Isala, in beauty, in figure and
in dress, was an undoubted leader among
the younger women of the village. She
kmew it and she reveled in her popularity.
When Khaza, finally deciding he had
worked himself to such station where he
could honorably take the step, began his
courtship, she had encouraged him. It was
pleasant now for him to recall the little
signs by which he knew he was welcome.

It has been a great day for Khaza when he
had managed, by skilful trading of a part of
his last mealiie crop at the white man’s store
in Taumba, to obtain the wooden snuff-box
that was to be the token of his marriage pro-
posal. He remembered the half-hour of tor-
ture he had spent in his hut when, having
sent his gift to Isala, he waited for the mes-
senger to return and tell him whether she
had accepted it. Acceptamce of the gift
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would signify willingness to open marriage
negotiations;, refusal of the gift at the mes-
senger’s hands would be a sign of the suitor’s
rejection.

Amd then the messenger had returned
empty-handled. Khaza giggled pleasurably
now at the thought of his joy and how he
immediately determined to press his suit, to
this end gathering together a few of his men
friends and leading them off to the gateway
of Isala’s kraal. Thwre they had stood
waiting, hands on one another’s shoulders
and eyes cast down humbly, until a head-
man of the tribe appeared and they could
ask to be allowed to see Isala.

She, observing the coming of Khaza and
his entourage, had hastily gathered a party
of her maiden friends. Amd after all the
correct formalities had been gone through,
she received them in her hut and after a
babel of conversation they had burst forth
joyously into the adjoining kraal and danced
in celebration. Till fimally the others had
tired and, having seen this ceremony
through, had gone away.

They left Isala and Khaza in the gateway,
while Isala’s mother and her two uncles and
their wives grinned and chattered over the
mealie pot in the doorway of the hut and
smaller members of the family, brothers and
sisters and cousins, in the nudity of infancy
or the semi-dress of youth, shrieked in play
near by.

THERE had been welcome, love

and acquiescence in Isala’s man-

ner, but also a coymess. She was
not to be won in a single swoop. Appar-
ently she had merely given Khaza an option
on her hand; by reason of her acceptamce of
his gift she was willing to play the game with
him, but he had by no means won the game
yet. Khaza, standing there beside her, had
checked the rapturous flight of his brain to
consider this new angle of the courtship.
He realized he now had the inside track with
Isala, but the conquest was not over.

Of course, there was the customary alter-
native in such a case of maidenly coyness
and hesitation, of going straight off to the
girl’s father and calmly settling with him as
to the number of cattle he would sell his
daughter for, a transaction which by cus-
tom the girl would have to bow to whether
she liked it or not. But such a practise,
while quite common among his people and
known by the term Ukefteleka, was distasteful
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to Khaza; and moreover Isala’s father
had long been absent and there was no
brother to deal with legally in his stead, only
the elder of the two uncles.

“I can drive up my cattle now,” Khaza
had said, “but my cattle are not many and
might not be pleasing to Isala’s umclee—not
enough in dowry for the daughter of Ma-
silomyane.”

Isala smiled teasimgly.

“How can I tell, Khaza? It is for you to
decide the worth of one you wish for a wife.
Is that not so?”

“¥Yes, Isala,” Khaza had replied. Then
a sudden resolve had fired his brain. “And
I see now that much more is needed,” he
said. “Two much could not be given for one
so fair. I will go and get more—muore than
any girl of our kraal has ever brought her
father in dowry!?*

Isala’s vanity was tickled. She gave a
little cry of delight. Then her eyes had be-
come roguish.

“Wiere will you go, boastful Khaza?” she
demanded, giggling. “Where others who
boast go to do great things? Eh, Khaza?
Perhaps to the far-off land where the white
men dig shining things out .of the earth and
pay our people in bags of gold for helping
them find little white stones? There—
where Isala’s father has been two, three,
four years? You would not go there, would
you, Khaza? Would I send two men to
that far-off lamd?”

“What do you mean—two men? You
did not send your father?”

“No, my father does not obey his chil-
dren. He went long ago because a white
trader told him of riches. And no others
have gone since, except only one mam, be-
cause all our people who come from the
south bring the word he passes out from the
high-fenced kraal where he works, the word
he gives to these who are content to go that
he is tired and weary but can not give up till
he finds a white stone—and he had found
none, so he can not come home. We all feel
sore in the heart for him &nd hope some day
he finds what he seeks and comes back to
those who love him and keep his hut clean
and the pot boiling for him. No, it is not
my father I sent there.”

“Who then, Isala—who have you sent
away to the Land of the White Stones?”

Isala smiled with deep satisfaction.

“Why, I sent Mobemgula away! You
know him—ithe Matabele. Hawve your eyes
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been shut, Kihaza? A month ago he semt
me a marriage gift &

(lemﬂm

“Yes. But it moved not a drop of blood
in my heart. 1 sent his marriage gift back.
I would not touch iit.”*

Khaza sighed with relief. The specter of
a rival faded.

“I sent it back,” Isala went on, “because
it was a loathsome thing. Like Mobengula
himself. I shut the door of the hut so I
would not see him. Then he sent me a
jnessage that he was going away to—tio—
how do you say the mame?»—Kimberley,
that is the place—and he would make me eat
bitter root when I saw him do something my
father could not do. He would come back
with a white stone and make me beg him on
my knees to marry! My blood was on fiire,
Khaza. Te think that a Mattahele could do
what Mesilongame, my father, could not!
My father is head of a great Mashona
family, Khazal*

The girl had dropped the bantering tone
she used at first and was tense with the an-
ger of outraged pride. Among Kaffirs one
might insult a mether, but never a father;
the more aged a man the more he is revered,
the older the woman the less she is re-
spected.

Isala’s words had been an inspiration to
Kihaza. Self-abnegation was a virtue he
would turn to good account.

“You speak what is true, Isala,” Khaza
had said loyally. “Masilomyane your father
is great and will be rewarded, while Moben-
gula makes the mistake of beginning with
the meal before the water is boiled. He is
counting his white stones before they are
found.”

Khaza’s subconsciousmess had whispered
ironically, “You too are gathering eggs be-
fore the chicken has settled on the
nest.”

But he resolutely put this thought from
him and took Isala’s hand.

“You sent Mobengula away,” he said,
“but Khaza will go away by his own send-
ing. Wees, Isala, I shall go to the Land of
the White Stones. 1 will ieave my heart
here and keep my eyes ever on the gronnd—
looking for a white stone that will bring me
riches enough to fill Masilonyame’s Araal
with cattle, so many that Isala shall have
the biggest dowry of any girl in the village.
Then will T return and be content. For
you will keep your heart open to me and
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your eyes and ears closed to others=will
you, Isala?*

Isala’s face had become radiant, mirroring
the pleasure that tingled through her at this
tribute. She had pressed his hand and be-
fore he left her in the gateway of the hwaal
she had whispered an assent—and a warn-

“Beware, my Khaza, of Mobengula the
Meatabele in the Land of the Whiite Stones.
His eye was open when he was here and he
saw my heart was for you. I knew and he
kmew, though you had net spokem. 1
shook in the knees every time I saw him,
He could not hide the sign of himselfi—in
his eyes—iin everything he did=in the gift
he sent me! Kihaza, remember Isala’s warn-
ing—iit was the foot of a baboon!”

i

> COMING up out of the shaft from
B the mine into the night air of the
compound, Khaza shivered. It may
have been the cool wind striking his damp
body. Or the thought of his seenett—the
diamond hidden away in his shirt. More
likely, though, it was the memory of that
day three months before in Mashonaland
when Isala had whispered her warning.

For the excitement of the remarkable
events of the day underground now bore
home to Khaza the connection between
those events and the significant thing Isala
had said. Muobengula had propesed treach-
ery; it was, indeed, the foot of a baboon!

In some perturbation Khaza crossed the
big open space toward the bunk-house
where he was billeted. He was glad it was
dark so the guilty look in his eyes would not
show. He had not seen Mobengula since
their talk in the dark tunnel. He won-
dered where the Matahele was. The sharp
cries of the native police, who acted as com-
pound ‘guards under white foreman, could
be heard calling the tired miners to hurry to
the concrete-covered shower baths in the
center of the compound court.

Ordinarily Khaza was among the fiirst at
the baths. But tonight he was troubled.
He was in a momentary panic over what dis-
position to make of his secret treasure while
he ran to the shower bath. It was the cus-
tom for the miners to go to the baths naked
and afterward, as they cooked and ate their
mealie meal and lolled around at rest, to
wear only a blanket, or on a hot night a mere
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loin-cloth, or perhaps not even that. 1t was,
only on Sundays, when white visitors some-
times came sightseeing, that word from the
central permit office that women were in
the parties brought the order from the
compound superintendent that proper cloth-
ing must be worn.

Hurriedly Khaza made up his mind.
Thrwst down between the inside board of his
bunk and the wall was a pair of shoes that
he reserved for wear out in the towns when
he was traveling and wished to be the dandy.
Bending over the bunk with his back to the
room, he made a lightning motion and de-
posited his precious white stone in one of the
shoes. He heard the faint rattle as the dia-
mond hit the leather and he trembied as he
straightened up and glanced around warily.
But nobody was paying any attention to
him, seemingly, and with unusual speed he
stripped off his clothing and ran toward the
shower baths. "

Standing in line waiting his turn, Khaza
turned over in his mind the spasm of doubt
that had assailed him down in the tunnel
after telling Mwbengula he planned unself-
ishly to give his diamond to another. Was
this a wise course, he asked himself again?
Kthaza stopped to wonder if Mobenguila had
guessed that it was Mesilonyane on whom
he planned to shower his camouflaged gen-
erosity. Amd he wondered whether Mo-
bengula had guessed his purpose.

“Lwill kill two bucks with one gsseggdi”’
Khaza told himself. “asilonyame will be
happy and gay. He will see that he is in
my debt. He will come to me and say:
‘Kihaza, my son, you hawve held a buffalo by
the horn for me.’ He will see with both
eyes what great help I have given him and I
will tell him of the agreement Isala and 1
have made. He will see that my white
stone is a dowry no suitor ever has thought
of giving, and so I shail have Isala for the
price of the riches and the greatmess among
our people that a diamond brings. And
Isala’s father shall be ever in my debt.”

Thus Khaza argued. Then he was as-
sailed again by fears. Could he depend
upon the honesty of Masilonyame? Would
Isala’s father remember a month hence,
when Khaza got back to the kraaml froni
Kiimberley, what Khaza had done for him?
Especially since the crafty Mwobemgnila, en-
riched by his own diamond—iif he succeeded
in accomplishing the impessible—wwouild be
on the spot renewing.’iis old courtship.
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And there was Isalal In spite of her dislike
for Muthemgila, could she resist Mobengula’s
superior riches?

Just then Khaza’s train of thought was
broken by sight of Masilonyame himself.
The old man was coming slowly away from
the shower bath, from a line opposite that
in which Khaza stood, still a score of men
from the front. Measilonyame was heavy of
frame in spite of his age, though he was
bent in the shoulders; his knees gave a little
as he walked and his skin was shrunken
around the neek and eyes. The old man
shewed the effeets of his long stay in the
mines. A dezen times he had renewed his
fouf-menth epntraect, hever enee leAving
the compound.*

Khaza had a sudden impulse, on eatch-
ing sight of Isala’s father, to go through
with his original resolve. He would take a
chamce.

“Hlii, Masilonyane,” he called.

The old man stopped and stared stupidly
toward the line Khaza was in.

“It is Khaza calling, Masilonyane. Wait
for me. Tthe pot will boil tonight for twoe.
Make your ears ready to hear great
things.”

That hint of important disclosures was as
far as Khaza felt he dared go within the
hearing of the crowd.

Then a surprizing thing occurred. Masi-
lonyame did not reply to the invitation. If
the old man heard what was said he gave
no sign. His wrinkled face, clearly visible
in the glare of an electric light overhead,
was immovable. The stupid stare was still
in his eyes and for an instant he remained
looking towatd Khaza, though giviag neo
intimation that he had seen him. Then
Masilonyame turned and walked rapidly
away from the baths.

Khaza was startled. What did this queer
conduct mean?

This perplexing thought, coupled with
fear for his diamond’s safety. made Khaza
fret and fume as he waited in line. At last
it was his turn. Khaza sloshed swiftly
through the shower and in a moment was
out. With a momentary pause to shake off
the water with a dog-like motion charac-
teristically Kaifir, the dripping Mashena
streaked away toward his bunk-house.

* Authentic cases of natives renewing four-month con-
tracts year after year are many at Kimberley. In 1919 the
Dutoitspan mine still had an old Kafir employee known as
: Fey” who had not left the compound iti twenty-five
years, and who had never found a diamond.
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The bunk was just as he had left it. His
trousers and shirt, stained with the blue
clay of the mines, lay where he had placed
them, in affected carelessmess, so they
covered the spot where the shoes were
thrust down between the bunkboard and
the wall. Wiith one motion he reached for
his blanket—amnd for the shee whete his
treasuie was hidden.

Khaza's fingers clawed inside the shoe
for the precious white stone. A spasm of
pain shot through him. He was positive
he had the proper shoe. Now, in cold fear,
he dragged both shoes out on to the bunk.
He plunged his hands into them, semrching
franticaily. Amd he turmed them upside
down and shook them. His body and mind
felt sick.

Them Khaza collapsed weakily on the
bunk. His white stone was gone.

When the inert body of the naked Kafir
stretched drunkenly on the bunk stirred
again there was evidemce all around that
the hour had grown late. Khaza sat up
wearily and stared sluggishly at the shoes
lying where they had fallen on the blanket-
covered bunk. He shivered with the cold,
but he made no rmove to cover himself. The
bleed in his veins was like ice-water.

To Khaza the bottom had dropped out
of his world. His nerves had been high-
strung since the excitement of his marvel-
ous ffird. His mind had been like a wire
stretched tantt. Ewerything was builded on
that tiny white stone. So whem the appall-
ing discovery of its loss came his over-
wirought mind snapped and crumbled:

Now he stared about the bunk-house.
Therewas only the single light in the center
that by compound law had to be kept burn-
ing all night. It showed every bunk fifilésd.
Outside there was silence and only a few
dying firestone fires could be seen through
the doorway. Khaza realized he must have
huddlled there senseless for hours. T him
it was net unmatwral that ne ene had ne-
tieed him ot tried te reuse him. Others
probably theught him asleep.

Kihaza’s torpid brain slowly came to life.
He had an impulse to. shout his loss to the
world, to stamp and rave, to rush out in
search of the one who had despuiled him of
his hapypiimess, to call down on the thief the
most terrible curse’ of the Mashona thun-
der-god Magondii. But he restrained him-
gelf. The habit of the white man’s disel-
pline was strofg within hifh. He khew the
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compound law—mo native outside his bunk-
house after the sounding of the ten o'clock
night whistle. It would awail nothing to
raise an alarm now, anyway. He would
not be believed; only cursed and perhaps
beaten by a surly native guard roused from
nodding on duty.

So Khaza slid down on to his bunk again.
His heart was filled with a conflict of mur-
derous anger and a sickness that weakened
and poisoned his mind and body. Others
slept but Khaza did not.

v

N NATURALLY Khaza suspected

' of stealing his dizamond.

It could be no other, for none but

knew of his find. All night this

thought had run through his tortured brain.

And when at last dawn came and others were
stirring-he itched to start out for revenge.

Khaza was glad the new day was Sunday.
If was a day of rest in the mines, a day
given over to idling, to tribal dances and
games, to barbering and tattooing and other
rites of vamity, to washing of clothes, to sew-
ing tattered garments on the white man's
magic machines, or to posturing and strut-
ting before such white visitors as the .day
might bring. ~ There would be no hurrying
down the hungry shaft into the mine, but
ample time to seek out his enemy.

In his native kraal! Kihaza wouid not have
hesitated to kill the Matahele on sight. He
would not have waited for more conclusive
proof of his guilt than he aiready possessed.
It would be quite sufficient to kill him at the
earliest opportunity, afterward explaining
his reason to the chief.

Stealing ordinarily was a minor crime
among Kstfirs, save in the case of cattle.
But this diamond was so tremendously
more important than a whole kraal full of
cattle that the killing would be justifiable
in the chief’s eyes—after the formality of
paying the chief a fine of say seven cattie—
though perhaps ‘not so easily glossed over
with the white authorities, who normally
took jurisdiction in all important cases if
they heard about them, which very fre-
quently they did not.

Here in Kimberley Khaza had sense
enough to know he could do nothing like
that. ‘He had the African native’s charac-
teristic fear and respect for the white man
and the white man’s laws—wihen he was in
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the white man’s country.  So he pulied a
blanket around him and, with his tongue
his only weapon, started out to find Mo-
benguila.

Outside the door he had a shock. Early
risers clattering around with pots and wood
for the morning fires were chattering ex-
citediy. Khaza at first paid scant atten-
tion. Then he became aware of a name
repeated over and over in the babel. The
name of Masilonyame was on every one's
tongue! -

“Miadilonyane? What did you say of
Masilonyane?” he demanded of one group
of gossipers.

Silence fell over the knot of natives he
addressed. They stared at him in aston-
ishment. Then one laughed and spalie—

“The Mashona laughs at us, making us
think he does not know.”

“Kmow what?” said Khaza, perplexed.
“I do not laugh at you.” He looked around
at the group with serious eyes and added
the assurance that he was groping in the

dark. “Nw, I do not kmow about Masilon-
yame. I am wandering in the belly of a bul-
lock.” "

“Wihat!” they chorused. “WWihy, Masilon-
yame found a white stonel

Kheza's jaw sagged. He showed shocked
incredulity.

“Masilonyame found a white stonel” he
cried in alarm. “Wien? How? Where
is he?"

“Yeesterday,” wvelunteered one. “Why
should you ask how? In the blue elpgy—
who cares what spot?”

“Y¥ees, how can the spot where he found it
matter!” said Khaza ironically. “But tell
me, where is Masilonmyane?™

The spokesman of the group laughed
again.

“Is the Mashona still asleep, or do weeds
grow in his head?" he said in sharp sarcasm.
“Where wouid any man but a fool go the
minute he found a white stone but straight
to the foreman, without letting the grass
sprout in his path, and claim the gold and
the open gates of the compound we are all
seeking?”

Ewerybody laughed. Khaza winced at
the speaker’s uncomscious indictment of
Khaza himself as a fool. Yes, he had been
a fool! If he only had rushed away with
his find immediately, spurning the wily

la! If he had not been such a fool
as to give soft thoughts to Msilonyamne, if
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he had forgotten the very existence of Isala's
father, if he had rushed to the foreman with
his diamond—iif he had done that, he and
not the false Msilonyame would now be
outside the compound with a rich reward
in his pocket, sufficient to buy Isala and a
half-dozen other wives.

With a sour face Khaza turned away from
the Kaffirs who had given him the news.
They stared after him wonderingly.

Khaza pondered. Only one thing could
have happened: Misbengula, divining the
purpese Khaza had hinted at underground,
had stolen a march by giving one of the
diamonds to Masilonyame. That explained
Messilonyane’s pretending not to see him in
the bath-line the night before. The adroit

la must have worked rapidly—
pethaps hurried ahead at quitting-time and
eaught Masilonyame as he came from the
reserve durmp. Amd then, finishing at the
ghewer eafly, Mubengula had waited the
departure of Khaza for the baths te snesk
inte the bunk-howse and steal the diamend.

Had the Matahwele given his own diamond
to Isala’s father on the mere chance that
later he would find opportunity to steal
Kiazz's? Or had he merely hinted to
Measilonyame what was in his mind, warn-
ing him to keep away from Kihaza, and then
having stolen Khaza’s diamond had lei-
surely consummated his deal with” Masilon-
yane while Khaza lay inert from the shock
of his loss?

And mest important of ail: Had he given
Masilonyane one diamond—wr had he
given him both dizmonds?

Surely not both! It was imconceivable
that he would run the risk of Masilonyane's
turning one in and trying to smuggle out
the other. But which diamond, granting
there was only one, had he given Masilon-
yame? Amd how was the Maiabdle going
to contrive to smuggle out the other, and
thus make good hig beast?

All these questions crowded Khaza's
mind as he crossed the wide yard of the
compound toward the bunk-house where he
knew Mobengula was quartered.

Out in front of the bunk-house he found
Maobengula squatting on his haunches in
company with a half-dozen others around
their community breakfast-pot. The Mata-
bele was not of the aloof type like Khaza,
who preferred having his own mealie bag
and his own fire-poit, but chose to share
the enerous duties ef feeding himself with
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congemial compamions who might be per-
suaded to do most of the work. |

“Hli, Khaza!” exclaimed Mobengula im-
pudently. He grinned complacently at him
and added, “Wihat brings the Mashona with
the coming of the sum?*

“You know well what brings me, Moben-
gula,” said Khaza sharply. “Walk with me
so we may tall.”

The Matabele laughed evilly.

“Wihy, no,” he replied loudly. “I do
not go away and hide in the bush when 1
talk.”

Khaza frowned.

“Very well, Mobengula,” he rasped, “let ,
the world hear me if ydu wish and let the
wind carry what [ say and brand you in
every kraal] for a thief! For you are a thief!
Give mc the white stone you stole from my
bed—ithe white stone I found in the blue
clay! You stole it last night in the dark
while I stood at the running water.”

The angry Mashoma, trembling with
wrath, pointed an accusing finger at the
Metdlsdle. Ome might expect a guilty one
such as Maobengula to cringe under such a
public exposure. But to Khaza’s astonish-
ment nothing like that happened.

Instead the whole crowd burst into Jaugh-
ter, the voice of Mwbengula rising raucously
above the rest.

"‘H;ﬁiill,, :
shouted one gleefully.

“The Matabele has the spirit’s eye!” cried
another. “He knows what is in other
men’s minds!”

“Is it not as I told you?” demanded
Mobengula triumphantly. “Did I not tell
you last night that Khaza the Mashona
would come to me with this funny stioryy—
that I had stolen a white stone from himn?”

“You did, Mobengula!” they chorused.
“You see into the future.”

“iHis white stone!” derided one. “Khaza
the Miashona thinks he found a white stone!
He thinks he is Masilonyane! How could
two men find white stones in one day?”

The group around the breakfast-pot
rocked with Jaughter, scoffing at the idea.
The loud voices had attracted other Kafirs
and the gathering crowd, hearing the last
remark, joined in the chorus of derisien:
Grinming faces turned on Kiwza. From
the first Herst of laughter he had stesd
tongue-tied under the astounding reception
his aceusation had reeelved. Tee late he
gaw his mistake in talking as he had e the

the -witch-doctor!?”®
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crafty Muotbengula. He might have known
the Matahele would cover his tracks in just

such a way. - Kihaza, rid of the last flickering
doubt of Muobemgula’s guilt, stood helpless
before a hostile crowd, whose sharpest
weapon was ridicule.

Reallizing this, he said nothing, but
turned away and strode back to his own
bunk-house, closing his ears as best he could
to the ribald jests shouted after him and
his eyes to the smiles of the compoumnd. It
seemed the news of his incredible accusa-
tion had spread like a veldt fire and that the
entire black population of the compound

was laughing at him. What a fool he was!
ALL day Khaza sat by himself- in

1@ glooiny brooding. He thought of a
w d o'zdezen plans to outwit Mobengula,
but rejected all as futile. Now he was at
a tremendous disadvantage, the laughing-
stock of the compound, perpetrator off,the
biggest joke in mine history. Nobody
would believe him. Finally he decided
there was only one thing to do—make a
last try and appeal to the superintendent of
the compound.

it was difficult to obtain an imterview
with the big baas. Minor white officials
were indignant at the presumption of a
mere Kaffir boy begging a personal talk with
the superintendent. But he was respect-
fully and abjectly persistent and to be rid
of him they fiinally led him into the office of
Superintendent Domaldsom. The superin-
tendent, a big man credited with an un-
canny knowledge and efficiency in dealing
with the incomprehemsible black, sat be-
hind his desk smoking a pipe. He listened
to Kihaza’s story in silence.

The superintendent smiled. The idea
of two boys fimding diamonds simulta-
neously seemed preposterous. It appealed
to him as a joke, but he did not fail to note
the sincerity in the Kaffir's tone.

“You say you saw the other boy’s dia-
mond?” asked Donaldson.

“Yees, baas, 1 saw it with my own eyes.”

“Amd you showed him your diannond?®*

“YG&S,, baas ™

“Perhaps he was just pulling your leg
about findimg one, too,” smiled Donaldson.
“He just told you he had found ome=like
yours— and you believed him. Eh?"

“No, baas, nol” protested Khaza fitnlly.
“He held his white stone in his hand for me

,to see. I saw it was smaller than mine.”
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“How much smaller??

Kthaza hesitated. He did not quite know
how to make the white man understand the
difference. Dwmaldson perceived his quan-
dary and rang a bell.

“Brimng me a handful of pebbles=alil
sizes,” he commanded the native guard who
app@amd

When the pebbles were brought in and
strewn on the desk the superintendent
ordered him to show how big the two dia-
monds were.

The Mashoma’s eyes lighted. He
searched among the pebbles a long time and
after some hesitation picked out twoe, one
twice as large as the other. He did it care-
fully, selecting as replica of his own lost gem
a pebble that was rectanguiar and smooth
on one side and rough on the other; and as
Mobenguila’s a pebble that was more nearly
square, with a hollow on one side. These he
presented to the superintendent.

The latter started. Then with extreme
care he took two pieces of paper on which
he scrawled identification before placing
them under the two pebbles, now lying side
by side on his desk blotter. Going to the
big wall safe, he twirled the combination
and opened it. He took from a small
drawer the diamoend turned in by Masilon-
yame the night before—too late to be sent
to the sorting-room at Kimberley mine
headquarters in Stockdale Street till Mon-
day. He held it out for Khaza to see. Be-
fore he could speak Kiaza cried out excit-
edly:

“It is the little white stonel
bengula’s!”

Dumslldson compared the diamond with
the smaller pebble on the table. They were
extraordinarily alike in size and even in
shape, astonishingly so considering that the
replicas had been picked from a haphazard
handful of pebbles.

The white man appeared impressed.
Thoughtfully he locked up the diamond.
The Kaffir sounded sincere, but the super-
intendent seemed to be unable to get over
the improbability of such an unprecedented
thing as two diamonds found in Duteitspan
in a single day. It was not logical. Why,
two diamonds had never been found in all
the four mines of Kimmwnley in a single day
«—no, not even in the same month. Finds
were too rare.

So Dwnaltlsom, cutting short Khaza's re-
newed appeal that Maobemgula be forced to

it is Mo-
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disgorge the stolen gem, dismissed him with
a promise to “look into the matter.” As he
left Khaza had the slight satisfaction of see-
ing the big baas put the pebble-replica
carefully away in a drawer, which gave
him vague hope that the superintendent
really meant to imvestigate.

VP8 A SENSATION was created in the
# compound later that Sunday when a
squad of guards under command of
a deputy superintendent swooped down
upon Maﬁmngub.s bunk-house, searched it
so carefully a pin-point could not have es-
caped unnoticed, and forthwith carried off
the Matabele and every stick and stitch of
his belongings to the discharge barracks.

Crowds of awed natives watched this
unusual procedure. Kihaza, now known to
every one as the complainant against Mo-
bengula, was the object of stares and specu-
lation. He ignored all these and stood at a
distance, his heart swelling with gratitude
toward the big baas and overflowing with
faith and hope—that his precious dizmond
might be found—amd with mighty little
charity toward the author of his woes.

Mobengula took it all with a studied
braggadodio. Before a guard bade him be
silent he managed to say loudlyy—

“It matters not to me=tior after another
dawn I am at the end of my path in the
mines and will be running free, like the ele-
phants in the bush!”

Three days passed, feverish ones to
Kiwza. The others in the compound speed-
ily forgot Muhengula. He might still be in
the discharge barracks or he might be free.
Nobody knew. A native whose comtract
had expired was not seen again after he en-
tered the discharge barracks. Kihaza had
never been through that ordeal, for this was
his first term at Kiimberly. But others who
had worked in the mines and gone away
only to return again for another try for the
elusive white stones had gossiped of the
three days’ examination a Keffir imvarizbly
had to undergo in there on the eve of his
departure.

They had told the now familiar tale of
how the departing workman was stripped
bare and his clothing searched minutely for
stolen diamonds; how emetics and other
drugs were admimistered and the effect
watched, in fear he might have tried to

smuggle out a stolen diamond by swallow-
ing it; how his body was scrubbed and ex-
amnnnnedl even to the probing of recent
wounds—for there have been times at Kim-
berley when crafty and hardy Kerfirs actu-
ally suffered the torture of a self-inflicted
cutting of the flesh sufficient to hide a small
diamend in the wound.*

The evening of the fourth day Khaza was
lolling dejectedly outside his bunk-house
door when he saw Superintendent Donald-
son on a periodical tour of inspection. The
big bass stopped when he saw Khaza.

“Ah, you are the boy who complained
about a stolen diamond?” said the super-
intendent, apparently in sudden recollec-
tion.

“Yees, baas;”’ murmured Khaza.

“Wll, T fancy you will be satisfied now.
I had that Matabele boy searched inside
and out—amd he didn’t have it. We turned
him loose this eveming. Quit dreaming
now, boyl Get back to work and perhaps
you'll find another diamond—a real one.
Amd the next time you’ll turn it in right off
or it will be the worse for you!”

The superintendent chuckled and strode
on. Khaza guiped in dizmay.

FIME DRAGGING himself out of the
§ mine from another day’s teil, the

mere torturing because of the de-
spondency that filled him now that all hepe
was gone, Kihwza the following night was
unprepared for the changed weorld inte
which he stepped. Coming out of the
shaft’s mouth he saw a crowd of workers
chattering in high excitement around a na-
tive guard. Tiheir gossip did not interest
him and he shuffled on.

Suddenly a shout went up.

“Kiheza! Khazal” came the cry. “Great
is Khaza the Mashoma! Khaza cooked the
dish that made the thief eat thunder!

He whirled. What was this? In the
Kafir book of proverbs a “thief that eats
thunder” is one who has *“attracted the
lightning of exposure.” Kihaza, his heart
beating with excitement, instantly became
the center of a dancing group of blacks.

Now guards came running to suppress
the demonstration and presently order was
restored and the excited natives were driven
away to their shower and the evening meal.

* These incredible incidents, vouched for b% old mine
officials, were not uncommon at Kimberley. hen prob-
ing of wounds was introduced the practise ceasedl 0 cases
eeeuffed inA recent years.
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The dazed Mashona scarcely comprehended
what had happemed. Then gradually, as
¢ he stood in the bath queue where hero-wor-
shipers poured details into his ears and
later as he sat an invited guest at the very
community mealie pot where Mobengula
had flloutstl him, he got the story—jjust as
it had been gossiped by one of the native
guards who had witmessed the arrest of
Maobongula.

Mobengula arrested! Mabengula taken
prisoner! Kihaza’s whirling brain sang with
the music of the words.

And only the night before, when the su-
perintendent told him Mobemgula had
been searched in vain and released, he had
cursed the big baas as stupid. Ah, you
could not beat these wise white men.
Kihaza contritely called upon the god Ma-
gondi to take, the water of the skies and
wipe out every single curse he had so un-
justly uttefed against the all-wise white
men.

For, by the guard’s story, the big baas
had sent the deputy superintendent with
four native guards to trace every rmhove-
ment Mobengula made upon his release
from the discharge barracks the previous
evening. They had seen the Matabele
make his way down the road past the Bult-
foiiebin mine, theace through Beaconsfield,
Kiiheiley’s southesn suburb, tuFning south
aeress the railread traeks to the native vil-
lage=Knewh te white people as Tin Town,
Beeause it eomprised a rematkable eellee-
tien of huts eovered with fiattened paratfin
£ans:

Here lived several thousand Kaffirs who
worked elsewhere than within the barri-
caded square miles of mine property. There
the pursuers watched Mobengula begin a
shifty creeping and dodging within the
shadows of the huts until he finally came to
the one adjoining the pump where the vil-
lagers obtained their water. Concealing
themselves, they had watched him ecirele
areund the rear ef this last hut and steal
seftly toward the purmp, whieh was deserted
at this late heur save fer a figure they sud-
denly made eut eurled up against a tree in
the fear, well hidden by the fenee ef the
pump enelesure frem the alley-like street.

Before the trailers could divine his pur-
pose, Molhengula had crept up behind the
man sitting under the tree and had dealt
him a blow on the head with a heavy
stick he carried. They heard the victim’s

e

stifled cry at the same moment the deputy
superintendent hiisseeh—

“Get him!™

And in a moment the four black guards
were upon the assailant. They had been so
busy subduing the wildly struggling Mo-
bengula that they left the victim of the at-
tack to the deputy. The latter had busied
himself there in the dark with the senseless
figaree and then suddenly had straightened
up. Then, waiting only to raise the alarm
and instruet the villageis who eame fun=
Alng te take eare of the injured mam, the
white deputy erdered the guards te hand-
euff M%%@lg‘ﬂﬂ@. and mareh him baek te6
Duiitspan eompeune:

“They got back late last night,” the
spokesman told Khaza, concluding his tale
before the dinner-pot. “Mwbengmla must
be in there now.”

And he pointed to the prison barracks,
next to the superintendent’s office, where
unruly workers occasionally were disci-
plined by confinement on a scanty diet.

“Who was the one he struck with the
stick?” asked Khaza quietly.

“Why, who else but Masilonyame the
Mashoma? The guard said the deputy told
them it was Masilomyane.”

Khaza grunted, though not from sur-

prize.

“Wihy should Mobengula attack Masilon-
yane?” speculated one in the group. “What
did he do that the Mattaielle should want
his blood?” ' %

“It was not that Masilonyame had done
anything—iit was just the foot of a baboon
again,” said Kimza, getting up to go.

Kihaza had shrewdly conjectured what the
others had missed. Amd he was not sur-
prized presently when he was swmmoned
to the office of the big baas. The gossiping
population of the compound, watching him
open-mouthed, were surprized that he
should stop to gather up his clothes and
other belongings from his bunk-hewse be-
fere gbeying the summons. The guard whe
eame for him alse exhibited astonishment.
And se did Supetintendent .Denaldsen
whes he saw RiM; but Demaldsen, with
anether aRd larger diafend In his safe, was
Yise eneteh e hide Ris surprize and chuekle
=2 fake 4 mental esrrection in his pre-
ViBYs sHap 5&8%2%?&; 3 judgment Hnfek-
tunately 8 prevalent amsng white men;
that the Setth African native 1s stupid:

The young Mashona, proud of his
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triumph of vindication, had been quite correct
in his conjecture about the other dizamond.
So he did not see the compound agaim. He
went out the other door—wiith a bag of geld.

Vi

I IT WAS two days’ and two nights'
l journey in the dingy third-class rail-

way carriage from Kimdxerley to the
kraall far north in Mashonaland.

Hours had wings, though, to Kheza. His
heart sang all the way. Besides the happi-
ness of it all. there was the glory=dlear to
the Kaffir heart—of being idolized as the
great man in the native railway carriage.

The other travelers were respectful to
him. When the train paused at stations in
the Bechuamaland country, where Kafirs
crowded about to sell their bueck-hides and
carved bowls and wirework curios to the
white passengers in the string of firnttclpss
carriages behind, Khwaza’s fellow travelers
proudly pointed him out. Amd all Bechu-
analand gazed at him in awe=tthe Mashona
who had found the big white stone at Kim-
berley.

Kihaza had a companion on his journey.
Masilonyame sat beside him and wondered,
in some confusion of mind, whether it were
just that Kihaza should get” most of the
glory, when he too had found a white stone
—or at least had come out of the compound
as the finder of a white stone. Occasion-
ally he would tenderly massage the bump
on his head, the bump that Mobengula's
bilow had raised, and which was now entirely
devoid of pain but nevertheless remained
a mark of distinction, if not of actual glory,
that Masilonyane was proud of.

Masilonyane was comfortetl, though.
He had sense enough to realize that he
would have fared far worse than this if it
had not been for Kiheza. He knew from
Khaza’s lips, after- the latter had come to
Tin Town to take him home, all that had
led up to Mohengula’s attack, all the de-
tails of Kihaza’s appeal to the big baas, whose
act in having the Matabele shadowed had
saved him from theft and perhaps death.

The travelers in the carriage, who of
course knew nothing of all this, save that
Mgsilonyame also had won a reward at
Kiimtherley, gave him a share in the glory.
It was a secondary glory, however, for
Kihwza could not resist letting it be known
that Masilonyame’s white stone was smaller
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than his and that the old mamfor some mys-
terious reason was really indebted for this
luck to his young companion.

So they came to the home Aol

They got off the train at Taumba, where
Kihaza lost no time. There were cattle-
traders here. Amd he dipped into the
leather bag of a hundred shining gold sov-
ereigns—given him by Superintendent Don-
aldson as reward because the diamond re-
covered in the capture of the wily Moben-
gula was so like the pebble put away in the
superintendent’s dlesk that Kiheza’s tale of
having found it was amply proved.

Some of these gold-pieces Khaza used to
buy twenty cattle, which on the spot he
turned over to Miasilonyame to drive proudly
into his own kraal as the price Kihaza had
paid to make Isala, daughter of Masilon-
yame, his wife. Not ten cattle, the average
in Kaffirdom of the customary payment for
a wife—not ten cattle, mark you, but
twenty!

“Isala as wife of Khaza is worth more
than any ordinary bride—as much as two?”
declared Khaza proudly.

Wihich remark was repeated by Masilon-
yame to Isala, after the home-coming; and
by Kthaza to Isala herself, so that she smiled
happily and preened herseif; and by the vil-
lagers one to the other tiil it spread through
all Mashoraland, and became as well known
as the wonder story of the great Khaza’s ex-
ploit at Kimberley.

These circumstances made Isala most re-
markably joyous and contented, since she
thereby gratified woman’s two dearest
wishes—to be raised to a proud pinnadle in
the eyes of her neighbors by a husband in
whom she could justly have pride.

swom THE only person in Mashonaland
oy who was mot completely pleased
about all this was Masilonyame. He
was by no means displeased with Khaza;
rather the contrary. He was a bit peevish
at fate, over thought of what might have
been.

In spite of-the twenty cattle he got for
Isala—mmre tham he ever expected the girl
would bring in the marriage mavkett—and
in spite of his own reward, paid him for the
diamond Mubengula had given him as a
detail in a unique scheme that almost suc-
ceeded, in spite of this glad recompemse for
four otherwise lean and disappointing years
at Kimberley, Masilonyane privately could
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not help thinking how very much richey he
might have been.

That is, if he only had been clever enough
to guess Mobenguila’s motive that day when
the Matabele dumfounded him by pressing
a diamond into his hand, bidding him re-
port it as his own find and meet him later
by the pump in Tin Town so they might
trek home together. He had been so dizzy
with astonishment at the time that all he
remembered was a brief mention of “cattle”
and “Isala.”

Coming up on the train, Khaza had re-
buked the old man in disdainful tone,
“Diid you think, Masilonyame, a Matabele
would be so bursting with a warm heart
that he would give everything to you be-
cause you were Isala’s father?”

“But he did not teil me you aiso found a
white stone,” Masilonyame had complained.

“Nwo, but evil and treachery were shown
you by his very act.”

Khaza saw nothing incongruous in the
argument that Mobenguia could not be
without evil design in the very same gen-
erous proposal he himself had planned.
For was not Mobengula a Matabele and he
a Mashona—tthe former a people of ill repute
in the eyes of the latter?

“I kmew Muobengula couid not take the
other white stone out himself,” Khaza went
on. “Nobody could do that. The big baas
knew he could not.”

“Yes,” said Masilonyame, “but you did
not know and the big baas did not knew
Mobengula would get the white stone out
by sending it out with me—that the Mata-
bele took the white man’s needie and thread
and hid the white stone inside the fuzzy
button on top of my old cap made of the
skin of a sheep! How could I know I had a
white stone on my head when I did ngt even
know there were two white stones?””

The old man’s wail had made Khaza smile,

“Yes, Masilonyame, you were wandering in
the belly of a bullock,” he said sympathét-

ically. “But do not grumble. ¥You know
now that Mobengula’s evil brain planned te
kill you so he could get my white stone out
of the button of your cap and also rob you
of the reward you got for the white stone he
found and gave you.”

Khaza had paused while the old man con-
sidered that temporary peril he had been in.
Then, with the words Isala had used long
ago to warn him against just such treach-
ery as this, Khaza went om—

“Wihen he gave you his white stone he
put into your hand the foot of a baboon!*

Masilonyame agreed it had been indeed
the foot of a baboon. But treachery, as a
moral issue, meant less to him than the dia-
mond he had unwittingly carried atop his
stupid old head through the vaunted im-
pregnable walis of Kimberley. However,
neither he nor Kheza ever said anything
about this circumstamce, for the Kaffir na-
ture would have made a grand jest through
Mashomaland of the one’s clumsiness and
the other’s artless innocence.

“The well ahead is not to be depended
upon!” they would have jeered.

And back in Kimberley Superintendent
Domslldson said nothing about it for quite
a different reason. It would have been
humiliating to confess the faultless system
if Kimtserley permitted finders of dizmonds
to quit the compound without the custom-
ary three days’ ordeal of search—as Ma-
silonyane had done—though who could
imagine a man just finding a diamend would
have another to smuggle out?

Wherefore a new rule immediately went
into effect at the Kimwerley diamond mines
and few ever learned why Mubengula re-
ceived such a long sentence to prison. Not
even the white foreman of the sixth level,
who was the innocent victim of circum-
stamces that cheated him out of two re-
wards, ever knew. Which made him hence-
forth hate all Mautaisdles and Mashonas
impartially.
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The first patt of the stony bridifly retall] in story fiom.

HE “Swamp-Fox,"” General Marion,was baffling
the British troops in South Carolina during the
doubtful days of the Revolution. I, James Lance,
was sent by my uncle David Magson to take money
to.our kinsmen the Maasons of the backwoods,
Unele David was a Toty and our kinsmen rebels. 1
was neutral.

Uncle David got me a pass through the British
lines, In the British camp I came upon soldiers
preparing to whip a half-witted youth. The victim
was a native of tlie woods, and I thought of a plsi to
use him on my mission te my kinsmen.

“Let me have the boy as a guidd,” I demanded,
and after much wrangling the officer in command
permitted the boy to go with me.

The half-wit guided me to the cabin of Ellis Am-
bros, an old Tory. There we met four of Ganner’s
“Regulators,” a lawless mounted band hostile to
both rebels and loyalists. In a skirmish Ambros in
the eabin and | outside killed three and the other
galloped away. My half-wit gulde disappeared
after the flight.

Ambros directed me to the cabin of Angus Mac-
son. There I met Big Simon, Angus’ Htwar:: son,
and my pretty cousin, Elsic Macson. They ail re-
garded me suspiciously and expressed their contempt
of Uncle David. They were disgusted at my neu-
trallty In the struggle between Whig and Toery,
Big Simen and I even had a istiidht.

They accepted the money and put me up grudg-
ingly for the night. In the morning I rode away
with my pretty cousin Elsie as my guide.

JHILSIE conducted me to General Marion’s camp,

where | met the Swamp-Fox himself.. I found
him more sympathetic toward my mnewtraliity-than
the other rabid rebels.

On leaving the camp I met my former half-wit
guide riding madly. I stopped him and discovered
that the half-wit was the pretty Elsie in disguise.
She was pursued by a troop of British soldiees. We
had ne chance to escape. I quickly gave her one of
fmy two passes through the Biitish lines before we

““Wite TovehinBedeans?” davpriiht, 1921, bt Hugh Phrditen

were surrounded. Ewven with my passes our posing
as British spies gained us little, for Captain Tick-
ridge of the soldiers forced us to aceompany him
along the Georgetown trail,

We stopped at Ellis Aminms’ cabin and there the
soldiers discovered that Elsie was a woman. I de-
clared that I was Major Wemyss of his Majesty’s
troops. Our position was desperate. Then came
the sound of hoofs, and Captain Haitison of the
Torfies rode up with his detachraent. e sald that
Major Wermyss was fellewing. The majer had beed
ambushed By febels,

. In the excitement Elsie and I fied for our lives.
Tihe rebels attacked our captors and we were free to
escape. I rode to Charleston and Elsie returned to
her own people.

On my journey I blundered into a band of Gan-
ner's Regulatiors. They held me for ransom in a
cabin. Im the cabin I stumbled on to Ellis Ambros,
who was hiding there, and we e%&g@d together,
Amnbios was spying en Ganmner to settle eld seeres.

I reached Charleston and there found the town
aroused at my. disloyalty to the Crown. News of
my posing as Major Wemnyss had arrived ahead of
me, and my uncle was teeeified. My feiends rallied
é?i ajlrﬁy ald, but I was arrested and held fof

“Bal' Your trial will never reach a general
council,” Captaiim Posby, my friend, assured me.
“That beast of a Tickridge showed his spleen too
plainly to take in his Maijjesty’s officers. Gad!
But that was a pretty turn you gave the evidence
when you said you used Wemyss’ name because of
its influenee! I'lt swear Colonel Tarleton will be
ealous when he heafs it. Major We should be
ere afy tifme new. He'll be ia high huror to find
Lieutenant Drance has aFrived.”
“Why? Why should he?” T forced myself to ask.
“It was he who sent in word Dramce was laid by
the heels. While there’s some rank between them,
and some years, the two families are very thick, and
the major and the lieutenant have carried on the
friendship.”
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CHAPTER VII
INTO TIE SHADOWS

OW that Elsie Macson was in the
city and sure to be detected in
her masquerade my own situation
faded into insignificance. How

could she think for a moment she could
evade discovery? I could only explain it
by blaming it to her ignorance and her un-
sophisticated upbringing on Lynth’s Creek.
Se my poighant wotfy on her aceount made
fmy owh imprisonmment a trifling affair.

I stood at the door of the room servimg
as a cell expecting every minute to hear
some street sounds which would proclaim
the girl’s capture. Ewen if by some miracle
she succeeded in fooling his lordship’s staff
there still remained the menace of Major
Wenwyss, who knew the genuine Drance.
Wemyas had sent in his complaint of me
and would be riding to the city on the
firit opportunity. His friendship with
Pramee was elese and the peer ehild had
swaggered inte a trap whieh migh™be
Sprung at any memeit:

The midday meal was brought in by
the gaoler; decent enough fare although I
missed the fruit and wine of Posby’s basket.
I did the.food scant justice. I found cause
for alarm in not having received another
hamper from Posby. Semething - unusual
had cogie up to make him forget me. Per-
haps the gitrl had been expesed and was now
a prisener, with her name and antecedents
known; and fy friend eeuld not bring him-
gelf to faee me with the evil Aews:

But the sun crossed the noon-line and
swung off to the west and there was no
excitement on the street, no word from amy
of my friends that the inevitable had hap-
pened. In the middile of the afternoon
the gaoler brought five men to my door,
all civilians and good friends, who wished
to express their good-will, and to assure
me the eourt proceedings eould amount
to nothing:

The sympathy of these excellent fellows
would have meant more to me if not for
the other worry eroding my mind. The
situation was awkward for all of us as
beyond their optimism they had no as-
surances to offer. Theiy left me after a
brief stay and I found mysdlf waiting for
Captain Posby to come.

It was nearly, time for the gaoler to ligdit

his lantern at the entrance of the basement
before I heard Posby’s~hearty voice. I
jumped to the door, trembling with antici-
pation. I picked out the gaoler’s lifeless
tread and noted the captain was not my
only visitor. The next moment my knees
went weak as Posby and Lieutemant Drance
peered through the grating. Behind them
stood Captain NMEsitrs, almest as elose a
friend as Pagby:

“You give your suspects rather airy
quarters,” commented Lieutenant Drance,
calmly examining the apartment which had
been turned into a cell.

“Omilimarily there are from six to a dozen
in there,” spoke up Buck Masters from
the background. “Wr. Lance is fortunate
enough to have it all to himself.”

“Ir. Lamce’s friends consider his retire-
ment to be only temporary,” Posby stiffly
informed him.

“I was simply trying to explain that in
Savanmah we never pamper even suspects,”
drawiled Lieutenant Dwramce, closing one
brown eye as he stared at my flusited
face.

“This gertberean has yet to be comvicted
of any offense,” coldly said Posby.

“But I meant nothing personal,” lazily
assured the lieutenant. *“I was speaking
generally of conditions in Savammah .and
that sort of thing. Gad! I've cause to feel
rough toward the beggars after the way
they laid me up. ~—— sturdy lot.”

“Mr. Lamce isn’t considered to be a
rebel,” Posby tried to explain, his despair
of conveying the truth to the lieutemant’s
mind befing richly humorows. “I haven’t
presented him as some might think the
ceremony & slap at etiquette. But I'm
proud to elalm his acquaintamce and friend-
ghip.”

“So am I,” cried Masters.

“Now that’s downright good of both of
you. Of course I can’t feel enthusiasm
for stramgers, especially when a stranger is
accused of making free with one’s very
dear friend. But what you two gentlemen
indorse must be quite all right.”

“Mjjor Wemyss will be here in a day or
so. Perhaps he’ll view the use of his name
less seriously,” said Posby.

“I dare say,” murmured the lieutenant,
his interest seeming to lag whiiles his gaze
shifted toward the entrance.

“I’d wager they’re bringing in another
priscner. I’ll hazard that Mir. Lamce is
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about to have a cell-mate. No. I lose.
It’s but a seldiier.”

Al this time I had been standing before
them, my face wooden, my heart thumping
most villainously. As I gazed into her face
I marveled that each second did not shuiedk
out her identity. As they conversed I had
studied her. Her make-up was most artistie.
The foppery of the period minimized the
femininity of her figure and features. The

* wig, the coat of tan, the chin held higlh
and aggressively thrust forward, permitted
her to appear a handsome boy.

Lord, but she did carry it off well, this
little backwoeds cousin of mime. Where
she picked up the style of speech, the swag-

gering little ways, was a mystery. But

she had them; and a piece of black court-
plaster hid the dimple.

She drew back and stood beside Masters
as a sergeant came up and, saluting, handed
a paper to Posby. After the man had
retired Posby opened the paper and eare-
lessly began running his gaze over it. His
expression soon changed and imcredulitty
and horror were plainly stamped on his face
as he perused the commumication for the
second time.

“Good ¥ he whispered, steadying
himself with a -hand against the
grating.

My heart contracted. I caught his wild
gaze and held it, my eyes demanding to
know the worst. With a groan he bowed
his head and thrust the paper through the
grating and turned his head that none
might see his face.

Mesters must have sensed what
the paper contained, for pressing forward,
he hoarsely exclzimed:

“——1 - Youw've got friends, Lamce. If
it's semething that calls for our help—a
round robin or something like that sert of
thing=welll stand by.*

As the good-hearted fellow blurted this
out, my cousin behind him dropped the
mask from her face. There was an awful
fear in her brown eyes as she glared at the
paper clutched in my right hand.

“Wee'll appeal to his Majesty if the case
demands it,” cried Masters.

“Wihat's to be done must be done on this
side,” groaned Posby, without turning his
head. “Read it, Jim, and have it over
with.”

It bore the date of that day. My mind
refused to accept its meaning for some mo-
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ments, although my friends’ upset had pre-
pared me for the worst. I read:

The adjutant of the town will be so good as to
go to Mr. James Lance in the provost’s prison and
inform him, that, in consequence of the court of
inquiry held this morning on his account, Lord
Cornwail)i? and the commandant, Lieutenant-Colonel
Nethit Balfour, have resolved upon his execution
on Saturday the ninth instant at six o’clock in the
morning for having given aid and ecomfort to the
enemy, and having oppesed the Bmtish Govern=
ment, theugh he had aceepted the protection of that
government, after the reduetion of Charlesten.

€. FRASER,
Majjor of the town.

“Twoday's the seventh,” I heard myself
saying. “Twe days and it’s all over.”

“It’s the order?” whispered Masters.

I pushed it through the grating, and de-
clared:

“I never dreamed I was being tried on
any affair on which my life or death de-
pended. I do not believe that any mem-
ber of the court had any idea of that sort.
My uncie declared his allegiance to Great
Britain when the city surrendered. I was
only a boy at the time. 1 declared noth-
ing. I have never accepted the protection
of the royal government. But whether
considered as a  Bumitish or an American
subject, I’'m entitled to a legal hearing and
an impartial trial*

“A court of inquiry determines what sub-
ject-matter shall be taken up by a general
council,” mumbled Posby without realizing
he was criticizing the official acts of his
supeniors.

Masters, who had been staring numbly
at the paper, broke out withh—
= “It’s all so —— infiormall™

Ellsie was at his side, her gaze running
hawk-like over the writing. Now she
stepped to the door and said:

“Comdolence from a stranger may not
be desired. Certainly you wish to be alone
or to have a chance to consult with some
adwiser. Allow me to wish you better
fortune than this paper promises. And
much, very much, can be done in two
days.”

With a stiff little bow she backed from
view, but her last glance contained pity and
encouragement.

Captain Posby was his old self again, and
said:

“L can secure a respite of a few days.-

I'li go to headquanters. In the mean time
you draw up a letter to his lordship and
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Colonel Balfour, setting forth the circum-
staiiices of the inquiry, the lack of evidence,
the absence of legal procedure and the fact
you were allowed to believe the whole affair
was only preliminary to a general council.
Explain that you were not represented by
counsel because of this understanding, state
that you've never declared allegiance or ac-
cepted the government’s protection and, in
winding up, ask fer a review of the ease
ahd that 1 be appeinted as your counsel.”

Hiis brusk directions drove the numbness
from my brains and I was keen to get to
work. When one has only forty-eight
hours of life there is no inclination to waste
time. They hastened away and I plunged
into the task of drawing up a remonstrance
to the outrageous sentence. The paper
was soon prepared and the gaoler sum-
moned. Captain Peosby had anticipated
my need of a messenger and a soldier pre-
sented himself to take the paper. I ate
o supper that night.

I realized I might not receive an answer
until the last minute; yet because of my
uncle I hoped to receive early attention.
The more I reviewed the gist of my brief
the less excuse I could find for the semtence.
It did seem as if they must receive the
ijmtice of my appeal and at least allow
the case to go to a general council.

I had quite convinced myself that this
last bit of leeway would be granted} and
was preparing to retire when a messenger
from the town major’s office brought me a
curt denial of my petition, and at that, on
grounds that swept away every wvestige of

hope.

I have to inform you that your execution is not
ordered in consequence of any . sentence from a
court of inquiry, but by virtue of the authority
with which the commander-in-chief in South Caro-
lina and the commanding officer in Charleston are
invested. And their resolves on this subject are
fixed and wnchangeable.

Long after I extinguished my candle and
had thrown myself on my couch the hor-
rible flimalityy of “their resolves” seemed
printed in fire on the bare wall In an-
nouncing the sentence it was declared to
be “in consequence of a court of imquiry,"”
and now it appeared that court had noth-
ing to do with it. - It was obvious I had
been marked for death. The very prompt-
ness of the reply evidenced an anticipation
of my appeal, and a set purpese to dis-
eourage, onee and for all, all hepe. Yet,

curiously enough, I slept that night; slept
as if I had been drugged.

‘ ‘MY GAOLER—Mindh was the
Bﬁﬁ stolid animal’s name—econtiimued! to
stare at ine curiously after leaving

my breakfast. It was unusual for him
to remain in the cell, and thinking he might
have some message for me, I asked:

“WEI?  What is it

“ 1 Nothing, sir,”” he mumbled,
Fubbing, his stubbly ehin and tilting hig
head further to appraise me. “Was; I dare
say 10 be that”

“Wihat will be that?” T demanded.

He coughed apologetically, and an-
swered—

“Mot to put too fine a point on it, sir, the
way you're to be took off.”

“The way I'm to be killed?” I choked.
The thought was appalling. Newer during
any phase of miy danger had I surrendered
all hope. I had failed heretofore to con-
vince mysslf of the reality of being done to
death by violemce. I think the fellow’s
words and bearing did more to make me
sense my pesition than had the order for
my execution.

Presumably Mimch now took it for
granted I was deeply interested in the
manmer of my execution; interested, at
that, in a gessipy way. For he leaned one
rounded shoulder against the wall and, with
the air of a pedagogue addressing a child,
instructed:

“It’s got to be by rope or musket. Not
being. an officer, it'll have to be by a rope.
No doubt about thai.?

He was horrible. My hands kept creep-
ing up to shield my throat. In less than
forty-eight hours I would feel the bite of
the rope. It was a momstrous thought. I
had been afraid for myself, but had not
dwelt on the details of the execution.

Miimch accepted my silence as an indorse-
ment of his speculations; and with more of
the schoolmaster in his bearing he ran on:

“I’'we seen 'em come and go. Wes, sir.
It’s the rope, nine times out of ten. You
ain’t the first I've felt friendly enough to,
to warn, ‘Don’t fight ag'in’ it. Just fali
limp, a dead weight; and it'll all be over
before you can say your name.” Them’s the
words——"

“Get out!” T yelled, advamcing toward
him. “I’m not dead yet. Get out of
here!”
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He backed precipitately through the door,
but before he could turn the key a voice
was calling for him to wait, to leave the
door unlocked.

“I ain’t got no orders to let him see any
one in his cell,” sullenly called back Minch.

“Open that door, sirrah, or I'lli see the
color of your insides!” roared Posby, now
coming into view, his hand on his sword.
“Blue devils! The town adjutant to be
held up by scum!’

“I couldn’t see who you was, cap’m. I
was looking toward the light and it blinded
me,” defended Mimch, as he threw open
the door and waited for the captain to
enter before locking it. After he had
scuttled away I went as weak as a rag and
fell back on my couch, whisperiips—

“He’s just been telling me it'll be by
the rope, captaim.”

“To ‘with his croaking! Two days'
respité!” he snapped, tossing a paper into
my lap.

Two whole extra days! My good for-
tune seemed incredible. Forty-eight extra
hours. Hawing lived them, I would be at
the same point of worriment as I was when
the gaoler scared my soul. Eternity took
on a new meaning. It could be found inside
of four dozen hours.

“That’s better,” I muttered, ffightimg to
control my ragged nerves. “Much better
than being hung day after tomaommw.”

He nodded gloomily. When he volun-
teered nothing I knew I was to expect the
worst.

“You asked for a longer respite so my
case might "be investigated further?” I
asked.

Tears stood in his eyes and without
attempting to conceal them or to wipe them
away, he brokenly replied:

“God knows so. I would have crawled
on my face, but it was useless. Yowr uncle
has lost none of his standing, as yet, but
Wemyss® report of how you used his name,
also that scoundrel Tickridge’s stories, has
set them all against you beyend curing.
Then again, young Diamce’s reports from
Savannah and Ninety-Six shews headquar-
ters things aven’t geing as well as the suf-
faee would indieate. D’ teld his lerdship
is I a beastly frame of mind. He expeeted
t60 much affer whipping Gates.”

“That seems to settle it. Youmg Drance
will be leaving soom?”

“Very soon, I take it. He's a mighty
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likable youngster once you get to know
him. Wamted me to tell you he was sorry.
He meant it, too.”

“That was very polite of hiim.”

“You'we said the thing is settled. It
would seem so. It’s a black business,
but I can’t believe it’s setttled.”

“It’s all over for me uniess I can break
out of here,” I desperately insisted.

He backed away from me, frowning.

“As his Ylsjjesty’s officer,” he sternly
began; then went to pieces.

Twming his back to me, he groaned:

“That’s a matter between you and your
conscience. Wihat I don’t know I can't
be expected to stop. I think the gaoler
can be bought—Smith the gate-keeper is
venal. But tell me nothing of your plans,
My duty—my honor—To hang the best
billiard-player in South Camlina! Good
If you have any wild notions about
the window forget them. Abominabie!
Dammable—The only way out must be
paved with hard momey. Perhaps you
know of some one who could advamce a
likely sum. The least intimatiom of any
plans to escape must be reported by me
to Majjor Fraser— Mastors will be in to-
morrow morning. If any one went through
his pockets they’d find fifty of sixty pounds.
He has thirty already and I ean raise as
fuch Mmere—God bless you! Good luek!

He had called the gaoler and was gone
before I could try to express my gratitude
for all his goodmess. He had given a new
focus to my case. I must bribe my way
out. Although I had nearly four days of
life left T was impatient to begin at once
with my plans of bribery. I went to the
door to call the gaoler, eager to learn his
price. He was already approaching and
bringing seme visiter. It would be some
of my frlends cefe to waste the vital
mements with attempts to lessen Yy mef-=
tal angvizh By instilling false Repes:

“l kmow the young varmimt’s strong
room,” snarled a familiar voice. “¥You can
go back. TI’ll call you when I want you.”

The gaoler turned back with never a word
of resentment and old Ambros stepped to
the door and shook his white head mourn-
fully.

“The way of the transgressm—" he began
and I shut him up with a curse.

“I’'m not here to rejoice over your down-
fall, young sir,” he said.

“Our debts are squared off. There's
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nothing to talk about. I have four days,
lacking a few hours, then I'm to be hung.
I have much to think about. Piease go.”

“It's true you and I owe each other
nothing,” he admitted. “But there’s a
debt T've owed Dawid Macson for many
years. He befriended me when we both
were younmger. I always pay my debts.
And while loyalty to his gracious Majesty
tells me you shouid pay the price for aping
one of his officezss—"

“Go! Iii cail the gaoler. I wish I'd
let Ganner’s men get you in your cabim.”

“No chance of that with my dogs on
hand,” he grimly reminded me. “Dwom’t git
hot under your coilar. I'm here at a great
wrench of my conscience to git you out of
this muddle.”

Blessed words! Amnd how beautiful was
his ancient facel No more threats of call-
ing the gaoler. I clung to the door and
stared into his narrow eyes and waited for
him tosgpeak. He began to speculate on
the eccentncntms of that quality called
“courage.”

“Wihen promised a baking before Gan-
ner’s open fire you was cool enough,” he
muttengd. “Omce you got outside I had
work to get you away. Now you’'we been
told you must die—amd we all must die—
and you go to pieces. As to hanging, it's
more kindly than a long iliness. Surely
more pleasant than being baked before a
ﬁw'____id

“Lam’t you talk about what concerns my
living?” I implored.

“Tthat’s very simple. Vour uncle says
he’ll come forward and take ali the blame
uniess you're set free. That would mean
two nooses instead of one. To keep him
quiet I've taken up the dirty business of buy-
ing you out—with his money of course.”

“Miinch, the gaoler?” I excitedly whis-
pered.

“Bought for fifty pounds. Yom must
knock him over the head so it'll look like
an attack from behind. Here’s a duplicate
of his big key. Yau're to hang it on the
hook in his closet when you escape.”

“Amd that’s all?” I exclaimed, amazed at
the simplicity of it.

I I had been suffering in hell and an old
man came along and calmly announced he
had purchased my life for fifty pounds!

“Ufere remains Levi Smith. His price
is higher, but he’ll take it. Beginning
tonight a black boy will be on the Straw-

berry Road two miles outside the gate with
your horse and arms.”

“Gowdl! Then I start tonight?

“Not tonight. 1've mentioned two men
to be passed. They're the least of our
troubles. But on the street will be other
men, every one a danger. To make the
gate from this place is the real problem.
So youwlll start tomorrow night. That’ll
give us time to plan other things. Tell
your friends tomorrow that you can’t see
any of them after sundown as you have
much writing to do. I’ll get word to you
some time tomorrow, telling you the hour
to do itt.”

7] WITH a curt nod he departed,
leaving me afire to bridge the next
twenty-four hours. It was curious,

this mutability of my mind. Until old Am-
bros came with his unexpected scheme of
deliverancerl begrudged each fleeting min-
ute. Now I was wishing time away.

The entire town was talking about my
arrest. I wondered if it were as commonly
known how I had been sentenced to be
hanged. As the morning hours wore away
and none of my acquaintamoes came to
see me I suspected my fate was advertised
and that erstwhile friends were not anxious
to compromise themselves by visiting me.
But if the plight of Elsie Macson had been
forced to the back of my mind by the shock
of sentence it now came to the fore as I
began hoping anew. Toward noon Cap-
tain Masters presented a most doleful
countenamce at my door.

“It’s a rotten game!” he violently an-
nounced. “T'we canvassed my mess, Jim,
and only some of the jumior officers will
sign the round-robim. The oider men hold
back. Curse such cautiom! I never knew
before that middle age makes a man cau-
tious. Ome would think that the closer
one gets to the grave the more free he'd be
to express himself. Posby’s all broken up.
If [ wasn’t in uniform——"

“Hiush, my friend. It would help me
none if you forgot yourself,” I interrupted.
“After all, 've three days after this. Some-
thing may turn up.”

“I wish the colonies were in ——+!"" he
passionately continued. “Tthe whole thir-
teen of 'em aren’t worth your life.”

I laughed in genuine amusement at his
exaggeration. Amd I aiso laughed because
I stood on the threshold of freedom and
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the dear, loyal fellow never suspected it.
There was nothing he could say. There
was no hope he could honestly extend. In
face of such a drab business he showed
rare courage in coming to me. Tihere were
others, civilians, who did not come. Nor
did I blame them. They could do me no
good. I kmow it was this realization rather
than fear of being compromised that kept
the majority of them away. To make it
easier for the captain 1 spoke optimistically
of what three days might profit me. He
believed none of it for his eyes remained
gloomy while I talked. When I had fin-
ished he said:

Yool see me again—ttomormow. I may
be beastly drunk-—when I have a fat purse
in.my pockets I always get drunk. ‘When
I wake up T'll know it's gone but mever
an idea where it went to. Whoever gets
it will be richer by nearly a hundred
pounds. Always that way with me. "Easy
come—easy go. Dem’t eat the gtuff the
gaocler brings. I'm dining with young
Drance and a few others at the tavern.
They're there now, fixing up a basket for

you= Seemed so —— cold to send in a
basket without coming ahead of it to wish
you good lIuck.

He thrust a hand through the door and
I pressed it warmly. I requested:

“Deo me this favor: find out when Major
Wemyss is to arrive. Ask the fellows at
the tavern. He'lll be here by tomerrow, I
think.”

“By George and the lions! We'll get
after him like a pagda after a fox. We'll
get him to put in a word in your favoj.
I’ll hurry back and set their wits to buz-
zing.”

I smiled to myself as he hastened away.
The idea of Wemyss saying a word to aid one
who had filched his name and used it to
serve a rebel was sardonicaily amusing. 1t
did me good, however, to believe that by
bringing in the major’s name I had con-
veyed a warming to Blkie. They would
talk it over at the tavern and she would be
reminded of her danger.

Soon after the captain left me two sol-
diers brought in a huge hamper. In it was
enough food for four men and enough wine
for six. Mimch came in at their heels.
After the soldiers, the richer each by a
silver-piece, departed Miimch lingered to
explain!

“I don't trust ‘em, sir. I kmow they'd
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be taking one of your bottles if I didn’t
keep an eye on 'emn.”

“Very friendly of you, Mimch,” I warmly
ackm . “Amd I know you will take
one of these bottles as a slight token of
my appreciation for your courtesy to me.”

He had come in for just such a denation,
but my flow of language quite floored him.
He ducked his head, grinning foolishly,
grabbed the bottle and hurried back to his
closet at the head of the stairs. I removed
the contents of the basket and near the top
came to a huge section of pink ham, plan-
tatiom-cured, and was thrilled to find a
piece of paper fastened to it with a pin.
I opened it and read:

Beginning at ten o’clock tonmight a special guard
will be stationed outside cell. Order of Major
Fraser. Learned A’s plan by calling on uncle and
making self known. Can't find A to tell him of
danger. Use club at nine, Come to my uncle’s
fof change of clothing. Hotse will be waiting.
Coraforting note to uncle will inform me of receipt
of this. FUNT%

Here was a piece of news. Old Ambres
had not counted on a special wateh. He
had disappeared on some of his mysterious
busimess, leaving the conclusion of my
affairs until the morrow. Fraser perhaps
had been, informed of my many visitors
and was taking precautions. Her reference
to “my uncle” could only meam Uncle
Dawid. She would be waiting for me
there. I shivered at the narrowmess of my
escape and rejoiced at the prospect of seeing
the young daredewil and fleeimg from® the
city in her cempany.

I destroyed the note and then wrote a
few lines to my uncle, telling him to be of
good cheer and believe that my immocence
must soon be apparemt. Signing this, I
called Miinch and, presenting him with
another bottle, easily persuaded him to for-
ward the message to the Tradd Street house.

I ate a few mouthfuls, then paused to
use some chicken-fat in greasing the key.
I had barely ffimishedl this task before
Capttaims Posby and Meesters and several
of the taverm dinner company imvaded
the basement. Thwir noisy behawior pro-
claimed an overindulgemce at the table.
Their uniforms were drenched and I knew
it was raining hard. I was anxious to be
rid of them but nothing would do but
that they should enter the cell and open
the remaining bottles of wine and drimk
good luck to me.
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I joined in a bumperamnd listened for same
thirty minutes to their good-hearted, but
at times scandalous, vows. Captain Mas-
ters darkly hinted at his intentions of “call-
ing some one out,” while Posby tearfully
declared he would ask to be relieved of his
office as town adjutant. Some of the others
I only knew as pleasant acquaintances and
I feared lest there be one among them who
would report the loose talk and make
trouble for my friends.

At last, after repeatedly insisting I had
much writing to do and that it would
require much of the evening to finish it,
they finished the wine, swore to send me a
pipe of it, and noisily stamped out into the
stormy night.

It grew dark early- because of the storm.
With one ear on guard to prevent discov-
ery by Minch, I turned my couch on its
side and wrestled with one of the sheort,
stout legs until I had pulled it from the
frame. Propping the couch in position
with an empty bottle, I composed myself
to wait. At last St. Miichael’s chimes pro-
claimed the curfew hour and I had an-
other sixty minutes to kill before making
my desperate venture. For the last twenty
minutes I stood with the key ready to
insert in the lock.

Came the crucial minute. The big key
worked smoothly and the doer was un-
locked. Thmusting out my head, I was
pleased to observe the door at the en-
trance was closed. Mimch was not in
sight and I knew he must be in his closet,
Alll my hopes hinged on the next few seconds.
Rumming on my toes, I gained the wall
within ten feet of the door, expecting every
minute it would open to admit some one
who would give the alarm. Only the
storm beat against it, however.

On the wall at my side hung a heavy
storm-coat and a rough hat, the gaoler's
property. I slipped them on and grasped
my club more fifimly. I could have gained
the ‘door and made my escape without
hindrance from Miinch but my flight weuld
have soon been knmowm. I edged along te
the door of the closet. It was half-open,
Miimch sat on a stool in his shirt sleeves,
his head on his arms and his arms on a table.
An empty wine-bottle at his side told the
rest. It would not do to leave him without
analibi. If I took advamtage of his drunken
stupor he might blab all he knew and im-
plicate old Ambros.
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It was a gruesome busimess, one of the
hardest tasks ever required of me. Vet it
was his alibi and, therefore, for his own
good. I threw his coat over his head and
prayed his skull might be tough and my
blow not too severe; and closing my eyes,
cracked him over the head. I dropped the
club beside him and hung the key on the
hook. The bottle I slipped under my coat,
so he could not be accused of drunkenness.

Then opening the door, I stepped out and
hurried up the gusty street. A lantern
burned over the door of the prison, and so
long as I was in sight of it I continually
glanced back to see if any one was entering.
The storm shrouded me in oblivion. With
the collar of my storm-coat turned up to
my ears and my rough hat pulied low, I
sped for my uncle’s home, and, as T hoped,
for Ellsie Macson.

CHAPTER VIII
A RECRUIT FOR MARION

E storm was a downpour and there
was no chance for passers-by to satisfy
their curiosity concerning each other. With
chin hugged into the collar of my long coat,
I made my way unmnolested to my uncle's
house and turned the corner to gain the side
entramce. As I fought against the wind a
shape emerged from the porch and a quaver-
ing voice said:
“T's O Tam, Massa Macson - butler,
sah. Yo’ have business hyar, sah”
I gave, my name, and with a fervent,
“Bress de good Lawd!"” the faithful soul led
me under the porch and would have ushered
me inside had I not detained him, saying:
“Better keep out of the house, Tan.
What you don’t see and den’t know won't
hurt you any. Is that boy out on the
Strawberry Road with my horse?”
“He is 'less he want he hide took off
I repeated my order for him to go and
not to show up until I had departed, which
would be within fifteen or twenty minutes,
and then softly entered. The room was in
darkmess except for the faint light from two
candles burning in the adjeining room.
Whiile I was hesitating about braving the
light of the next room and while I was be-
ginning to wonder why my uncle did net
come to meet me, I was suddenly confronted
by an officer. I snatched up a light chair
and raised it above his head.
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~“Solftlly, Cousim Jrames,)* dnamled her draar
voice. “So it worked all rigint.

We were alone in the obscurity of the
shadows and I dropped the chair and
sprang forward to greet her, but her slim,
strong hands held me at arm’s length, and
she was saying—

“Hardly do for his Majesty’s officer to be
seen bussing an escaped prisoner.”

“We're cousins. THere’s no one to see us
and no light to*see by,” I grumbled as I
released her. “Where is my uncle?”

“On the couch in his office. He fell and
cut his head open. Fell down the cellar
stairs— Only a scalp wound. I came just
after it happemed. I’ve dressed the hurt
and in a day or so he’ll be fit as a fidile.
He’d been hiding his money, I be-
lieve,”

“Poor uncle!” I cried, entering the living-
room where the candiles glorified into
precious gems the rain-drops peiting against
the window. Crwossing the room, I entered
the smaller apartment which served as an
office. My uncle was stretched out on a
couch with a bandage about his head. The
cloth was faintly discolored, proving the cut
must be a nasty one.

“It’s really you, Jim?” he faintly cried,
extending both hands.

I kneeled at his side and patted him and
inquired about his accident.

“It’s notiring. Amgus Mbacsom’s girl fiwed
me up. But I'm sore unstrung. When a
gay fop of an officer came I thought it was
all up with me. Them to learn she was a
woman and Amngus’ girl at that sent me as
weak as a rag. But she’s got a head!
Don’t think her a hussy for wearing
breeches. Aye,she’s got a head that’ll beat
a man’s.’”

Then with a cry of fear, a peculiar little
bleat that reminded me of § frightened lamb-
kin, he added:

“Awe, a pretty neck, too. A pretty neck
they’ll be glad to stretch for her if she's
caught. in heavem! Such tricks as
she’s played on his lordship! T’ve died a
dozen deaths for her ever since she stole in
here. Good ! The minx must be crazy
and her people are worse than thate—
they’re murderers!™

“Gently, gently, Uncle Dawid,” she
cautioned from the doorway. “It’s a
strong trap that can hold a Lymch Creek
Macson. In another thirty minutes you
can rest in peace, for I'll be out of the city
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and on my way to the High Hilils of Santee
or Snow’s Islznd.”

“We have no time to lose,” I chimed in.
“I gawve the gaoler an honest crack and his
head must be ringing like the The
minute he comes to he’ll rouse the city.
He’s got his price and has received the
blow; now he’ll be intensely loyal. You
spoke of some clothing?” The last to the
girl.

“ft’s in the kitchen. COhange at once
and we’ll be going.”

I hastened to the kitchen and found it
dimly lighted by one candle. The win-
dows were screened with heavy coverings.
Old Tan had disobeyed me and was crouch-
ing in a corner, trembling violently.

“Qlear out!” I hissed. “Do you want
to be hung if they find me here?”

“Ff dey cotches yo’, young massa Jim,
dere’ll be de to pay fo’ of massa!” he
‘whimpered.” “@1’ Tan jes’ couldn’t go
'thout sayin’ dat much.”

“Hold your tongue and help me shift.
We won’t be caught and if we are it won’t
be here.”

The prospects of being rid of us—fior he
shared Umcle Dawid’s knowiedge of the
girl’s masquerade—madle his fiingers nimble
and in a few minutes I was dressed in the
uniform of a foot soldier and my clothes
were taken away to be concealed or de-
stroyed by Old Tan. The gidl knocked on
the door and I bade her enter.

“Yoaut're forgetting your manners,” she
reminded me. “Youm shouid salute your
superior— No, no. This is strictly mili-
tary. Now, sir, you'll make your way to
the city gate and curse your luck to Levi
Smith for being sent with a message from
the town major to the Pelton house halif a
mile outside the gate.”

“Amd you?”

“ILeawe me to me,” she laughed. “if the
boy hasn’t been scared out of his skin and
deserted he’ll be waiting with your horse a
quarter of a mile from the gate. >Alseo
your arms.”

“Illl speak to my uncle and be goiimg.™

Returming to his-room, I toid him I was
about to depart. He shed a few tears and
groaned—

“IL can’t ever forgive myself for not
coming out in the open and making a fijht
for you?”

“If you’d been that foolish I’d not be here
tonight, a free man,” I soothed.
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Oid Tam, ignoring my scowl, now crept
into the room and demanded:

“Wihat ol’ massa goin’ say w’en dey come
rampoogin’ round hyar? He mighty sick
man. He can’t talk good fo’ hissef.”

I rubbed my chin and stared down into
my poor uncle’s frightened eyes. He had
hidden his money and torture could not
drag the secret from him; but he was
afraid, wofully afraid. His hurt and the
knowledge of how he received it gave me
my inspiration.

“Undle, I'm going to tie you hand and
foot and rob you,” I whispered.

“Good —! You, too, lost your head!™
he moaned.

“It was I who gave you that clout over
the head,” I continued. “Scoundrel and
graceless dog of a nephew that I am!
Robbing my old benefactor!™

“But you’d never hurt my head—" he
began, his veice shaking and faltering.

He lifted his head as he spoke and now
dropped back. Forgetting that dead men
do not close their eyes, I thought he was
gone. As I bent over him a rare smile
spread over his face and two big tears
trickled down his thin cheeks.

“Jim,” he faintly whispered, “if you ain’t
hung youw’ll make a general yet. In the
drawer of the desk are two hundred pounds
in gold. I didn’t dare hide aii of it. Make
the robbery real by taking that. I’ll swear
you cleaned out all my cash. Qld Tan
must clear out and not come back till
moming. If I'm not visited and found
befqge then he must come back and find me.
He must spread the alarm without untying
me. I must be gagged, too. It’s beautiful,
Jim, beautiful?™

I stepped to the door and called the girl
and told her of my scheme. She slapped
her thigh and declared it was magnificent,
but shrewdly reminded me: “We must
take off the bandages. Newer do for the
brutal nephew to have compassion enough
to dress the wounds he gave. Wait! Let
me do it

She bent over my uncle and with a few
deft movements of her slim brown hands
removed the cloths and commanded Old
Tan to destroy them at once. I added a
word for the butler to leave the house and
keep away until we had a good start.
From the draperies between the office and
the living-room Elsie procured a stout cord
with which she tied my wvictim’s ankles and
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wrists. The latter she left quite loose,
instructing him to explain how hard he had
worked to free his hands. Uncle David,
now quite cheerful, again spoke of the
two hundred pounds and insisted that I
take it.

“Heell take it,” grimly assured my cousin,
running to the desk.

I wouid have bungied that part of the
plot by simply pocketing the money. She
taught me the niceties of the game by
strewing papers over the floor and leaving
the room in disorder. Not only the desk
but the old carved chest from Holiand was
treated in this disrespectful mammer. Paus-
ing, with her wig awry, she decided:

“There! That looks something - like.
Theylll think  Gammer’s men have been
here.”

“Why not upset things in the other room
a bit?” I suggested, eager to do everything
which wouid divert suspicion from my uncle.

“You forgot that you're the robber and
that you know ail the ins and outs about the
house and where he kept his money,” she
reminded me. “Newer overdo. It’s time
we were going.”

I stepped to the couch and whispered my
good-by to Uncle Damid. In a trembling
voice he said:

“You must gag me, lad— Not too
tight. Tell Angus when you see him that
I’ll get more money to him soon. To
think it was one of the Lymch Creek tribe
that got you out of this! Old Ambros
meant well, but he never should have quit
the city while you was in danger. Now the
gag, Jim. A soft one and not too large.”

The girl caught up his neckerdhiief from a
dresser and fashioned it into the semblance
of a gag, then stooped and kissed him and
softly patted his head where it was not hurt.
Tears welled from his eyes and despite the
gag he clearly saiit—

“God biess you, Miiss Elsie.”

WE BLEW out the candies and got
as far as the door of the living-room
when the knocker on the front door
sounded peremptorily. It was like the
thunder of doom, and we both stood just
inside the darkened office, slack of jaw and
gaping wildly.
She recovered first from bewilderment
and hissed—
“Tihe side door!™
And she wouild have started for it, passing
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through the Highted living-room, had I not
dragged her back. The knocker rose and
fell a second time and above the storm a
hoarse woice called:

“Imside there! Open the door or I'll
have it down. Open in the king’s name-
How dare you hold axrdoor against his
Majjesty’s officer?"

The girl whispered: «

“Tunmsle your hair over your eyes. Take
the two candles and go and open. The
wind will blow them out. Then steal back
to the side door and we’ll overcome any
sentinel there. If they glimpse you they’ll
think you’ve been posted here. Now,
quick!”

It'was. time, for the knocker was now
the 's tomtom. Diisheweling my hair, I
darted into the living-room, seized the two
candies and hurried to the door, exclaiming:

“I’'m coming, sirl Coming!™

I left the living-room in gloom and the
girl scurried to the room opening into the
small hall at the side door. Twitsting my
face into a grotesque expression, I fumbled
with the front door and at last threw it
back. As the girl had foreseen the wind
instantly extinguished my candies, leaving
the hall in darkness.

Wihat do you mean,
keeping me, officer of his Majjesty, waiting?"
bellowed a deep voice. Iknew him at once,
Captain Ben Tickridge, somewhat befuddled
with liquor.

“Yees, sir.  Sorry, sir,” I mumbled. “Old
gentleman’s been hit over the head and
hurt. I was with him when I thought I
heard the knocker——"

“Thought you heard it, you fooll” he
passionately broke in. “Bleed me whitel
But think I want to stay in this —— coop of
a hall all night? Show the way to the
living-quarters.”

“Just a moment, sir. I’ll have a light in
a moment, sir. I was waiting for the others
to enter

“I’'m alone,” he growled, slamming the
door shut with a crash. “&et on with you.”

I could have purred with content. Such
rare luck was not to be expected. 1 led the
way into the living-room without delay and
while he stumbied about and fell over a chair
and cursed horribly, I managed to light the
candies and piace them on a smail table in
one corner. Then 1 fell back toward the
room where I kmew my cousin was hiding
and repeated for her benefit:

Addeantmee

“Alome, sir. Yees, siir”

This comment stirred his wrath and he
drunkenly demanded in the fiends name
what it was to me whether he came aione or
with his troopers. I mumbled apologies
and took care to keep at a distance. I felt
very confident, for I believed him to be
staggering drunk. Suddeniy he rose from
his chair and resting a hand on the center
table, pointed a trembiling finger at me and
commameedt—

“Step forward here, into the light, blast
youi®”

I promptiy obeyed, sayimg:

“Yes, sir. Posted here by Major Fras-
er’s orders, sir.”

He now had a square view of my uniform,
and it, together with my mention of the
town major’s name, seemed to satisfy him.
He collapsed into a chair and closed his
watery eyes. He remained thus for several
moments and I was thinking him asleep
and was edging back toward the girli when
he suddenly demamdidi—

“Why are you here?”

“¥ou must ask Major Fraser, sir,” I
replied.

Once more he got on his feet and threw
aside his long military cloak and ordered:

“Get out! T’m here to talk business with
Dawiid Maamm Send him in—amd some
brandy—rum.”

Time was vital and the girl and 1 should
have been through the city gate before this.
I had no intentions of permitting the brute
to hold me there until my escape from the
provost’s prison was discovered; nor gid 1
intend to leave until he was elimimated
from my immediate pursuers. I advanced,
saying:

“But Majjor Praser’s orders, sir. No one
is to see the old gentleman uniess he shows
an order.”

“ ! You numskull’” he roared.
“Do you think that even Major Fraser's
orders apply to me when I’'m on his lord-
ship’s business? Send the old fool in
here or——"

Wiithout waiting to learn the penalty, 1
straightened out and buried my fingers in
his fat throat. Ower he went and I piled on
top of him. Once down, he attempted to
draw up his knees and catapunllt me over his
head. I fittenwed out until our faces were
close together.

Intelligemce shot through his eyes. His
lips framed my name and I kmew that he
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recognized me. I sent my fist under his ear
and he became quiet. I rolled to one side
and almost instantly the girl was kneeling
by-him, her fingers in the breast of his coat.
For a second I had the wild notion she was
trying to kmife him.

“His papers!” she hissed.
be hiddem. ™

I rolled him over and stripped off his coat
and threw it to her and motionmed to the
draperies. I barely compieted the gesture
before she had removed the second thick
cord. I fastened his wrists at his back and
then tied his ankies and stuffed his necker-
chief into his mouth. Taking him under
his arms, I dragged him into the office and,
aided by the girl, propped him up in a chair,
My uncle’s eyes twinkled like diamonds as
he witmessed the little game,

The captain opened his eyes and groaned.

“You nearly spoiled my plans, captain,™
I jeered. “I had just bagged the money
when your coming threatened to stop my
getting away with it.”

He rolled his eyes over the room and
noted the signs of disorder; the scattered
papers, the desk drawer bottom-side up on
the floor, the Holland chest, with its cover
open and more papers strewn about.
Then he beheld Umcle Dawid, and fresh
comprefiension glowed in his eyes. Uncle
Dawiid, too, played Ms part nobly, for he
fell to groaming in a smothered key. I
bent over him as if to make sure his bonds
were secure, made a like examination of the
captain and then deprived him of his
pistols. Retwrming to. the living-room, I
slipped on his coat and threw his long mili-
tary cloak ‘over my shoulders, pulled his hat
down over my eyes.

The girl, becloaked and ready for the
road, was kmeeling in a corner and by the
dim ‘light of the candie placed on the fioor
was fiimishimg a hasty examination of the
papers taken from our prisoner. Now she

to her feet and whispered:

“I told Oid Tan to have my horse at the
corner. Come!”

We stepped out into the rain and wind
and turned the corner into Tradd Street
just as the clangor of some bell pierced the
storm.

[£4
said.
for it

This showed how silly a brave girl can be.
I did not bother to answer her but when we

“They may

"we discovered your escape!” she
“You take the horse, cousin, and ride

came up to a horse held byxa smail boy 1
picked her up and tossed her into the saddle
and mounted behind her. It was ail done
before she could kmow what I was
about.

Tickridge was a big man and his cleak
was volumimous. I gathered the skirts of
it about her the best I could and we were
off at a galiop for the city gate. Had we
had more time I do not doubt our success in
escaping by water, as I knew the coast well
and could have made the mouth of the
Santee on the darkest night. Yet to have
landed and taken our luck afoot would have
had serious drawhacks. The rain continued
falling heavily although the wind was drop-
ping. To the ringing of bells was added the
discharge of guns.

“——"g¢ to pay, Cousin Jim, and paper
money won’t be accepted,” she said over
her shoulder.

Fj|_~5 WE WERE making by the shortest
, g |route for the gate, nor did we dare
LizdPilHat the horse race for it. Glancing
back, I saw lights showing mistily through
the rain where searching-parties were out
with lanterns. Thanks to the darkmess we
two, riding double, were but a buik in the
night. As we scattered the wet sand the
girl leaned back against me and over her
shoulder said:

“L was forgetting the word. It’s ‘Long
live the king.” ®

“Ahare are lights on both sides of the
gate. They're on the lookout,” I warned.

She checked the horse almost to a walk
and we narrowly escaped riding down a
squad of men marching at double quick for
the gate. I gave the horse my heels and we
were through them in a stride; then seizing
her hand, I quickly pulled in and loudly
bawiled Ibeck—

“Who's in charge there?”

“Sergeant Newt, sitr.”

“See that no one afoot passes you. Our
man is behind somewhere.”

“¥ees, sir,” barked the sergeant.

Amdl he ordered his men to spread out so
as to cover the fuil width of the street.

“We can’t go through the gate riding
doubile,” Elsie said.

“Weelll bolt through before they know
what’s happened.”

“Amd have a troop of light horse after
us in no time if the guards fail to bring us
down with their fiiee”
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I swung off to the ground and restraimed
her from following-my example.

“You go through as Drance,” I ordered.

“Take the horse and leave me to my
wits,” she angrily protested, struggling to
dismount.

“Are you crazy?” I hissed, for Sergeamt
Newt and his men were rapidly drawing
nearer. “You have no business to be on
foot when you leave the city. They’d be
suspicious of you in a second if you ap-
proached the gate afoot. As Lieutenant
Drance, dispatch-bearer, you can come and
go as you will—moumted. I am Captain
Tickridge with a file of men behind me.
Now ride on or my head goes into a noose.”

"She gave my hand a spasmodic grip and
whispered:

“Pll be waiting for you. If you don't
follow me I’ll come back. God help us!
Good-by.”

She trotted on, her cloak drawn close.
I put my best foot forward, for the sengeamt
was fetching along his men too rapidly to
please me. I must reach the gate and pass
through before Newt came up to spoil my
game. I saw the lanterns draw together
from the sides as the guard pressed forward
to investigate the girl. I could even make
out Levi Smith as he stood close to the
stifrup, holding his lantern up. Then he
ducked his head and the lantefns receded
and I knew she had given the magic word.
T saw het pass leisurely through the gate
with never a backward look and become
swallowed up in the darkigrss. She had
been in o danger so long as she was
ﬁilguﬁt%d ahd epenly beund fef,the eut-
§ide.

Now came my test. Sergeant Newt's
voice sounded very close as he called out an
order. Holding the middle of the road,
with Captain Tickridge’s cloak concealing
my private’s uniform and falling weil to my
heels, and s hat pulled well forward, I
swaggered toward the gate and Smith. I
feared his sharp eyes more than I did the
dozen soldiers huddied under open sheds
on either side. 1 entered the area of lan-
tern-light just as Newt and his squad be-
gan emerging from the darkmess. I turned
about and bawledt—

“Diwide your men, sergeant, and post
half on each side of the road.”

“Alli right,” he called back.

“—— you, say, ‘sir,’ ¥ I shouted.

“Yees; sir,” was the humble correction,

Addeantmee

and I heard the regulars under the sheds
snickering at our provimeial showing.

That one touch alone went far to remove
any suspicion. The gate-keeper and the
guard took it for granted I had come down
with the sergeant and the squad. Amd I was
convinced that the sergeant was accepting
me for Tickmidge. Thamks to the cloak, the
difference in Bulk could not be noticeable.
I continued to the gate and this time the
guard did not swarm into the road. Even
Smith was content to remain by his little
coop, lantern inihand. I made for him and
he pulled his forelock and meekly bobbed
his head.

“DNothing suspicious yet?” I asked in a
hoarse voice.

“Not a thing, sir. I was just telling
Lieutenant Dramece—"

“Withat’s that to me?” I growled, turning

away. “ ‘Long live the king.” I’'m going
outside for a bit. Keep your eyes
open.”

With bold steps I passed through the gate.
I could imagine Smith glaring after me sus-
piciously. I expected every moment for
him to detain me until he could have a look
under my hat-brim. Pure fancy, I sup-
pose, but very real while I was making the
distance of twenty feet. Nothing hap-
pened, except as the'puard came th atten-
tion. I passed the dead-line. The glow
of the lanterns kept me company for abit
and it was difficult to decide when I was
beyond its radius. I forced myself to pro-
ceed with no undue haste until it was neces-
sary for me to pick my steps. Then I
ventured to glance back. The gate and the
lights wefe a yellow blur through the rain.
Gathering up the cloak, I ran,

It was the firing of several guns at the
gate that brought me to a hait, aithough the
alarm shouid have quickened my heels.
My pause was fortunate, however, as it
permitted me to detect the sound of horse-
men coming from the west at a gallop.
Drawing to one side, I threw myself on the
ground and a mass of mounted men swept
by, making for the city. Regaiming the
road, I ran like mad, for once these new-
comers reached the gate they wowuwld turn
about and search for me. If the boy
stationed on the Strawberry Road should be
false to his trust—and he would be sure to
seek cover from the storm, I belieweds—I
could picture myself hunted down an the
morrow., Then, indeed, would there be a
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short shift. This worry over self was short-
livediwhen I Reslized the galloping horsemen
must have encountered BElsie. I ran the,
faster.

Now more horses were approaching and-

again I flattened myself on the wet ground.
As they drew near I knew there were only
two or three of them and they were in no
haste. They were abreast of me—a blur of
shapes. The idiotic belief I had been seen
sent my hand to Tickridge's pistol; then a
low clear voice plaintively called— |,

“ “Jim! Oh, Cousin Jim!*

I leaped to my feet and raced toward her
and was met with the stern commeand—

“Hailt, or I shoot!*

“Only Cousin Jim,” I panted.

“God 'a’ mercy, lad! In another second
—eere!  There! Mount. The next few
minutes decide it.”

“Men passed me,” I said as I took my
belt of arms from the saddle and buckled
it on.

“Detachment of Wemyss’ troops. We-
myss himself follows at their heels. We
must get by him and his men before the
others turn back from the gate and come
after us.”

I swung into the saddle and asked—,

“Tthey held you up?”

She laughed softly and corrected:

“I held them up. Leri But luck or the
good Lord was with me. { found the boy
with your horse, then came the troopers.
I never dreamed they’d be Wemyss'men.
So I heM them up and said I was Lieutenant
Drance and asked if they had met a horse-
man or a man on foot making toward
Strawberry. Not till I'd called myself
Prance did I learn they were Wemyss’
men—but the major was not with them.
He'll' be along any time, however.”

“Then we'll avoid him by swinging to-
ward Dorchester and cross the Ashley due
west of Monk’s Corner andlfrom there
strike for Nielson’s Ferry. Once over the
Santee you'll have no trouble in getting
back to Lymch’s Creelk.”

“Amd you?"

“I don’t know. I hamen’t had time to
think."”

“Perhaps you can find some neutral
troops and join them,” she murmured.

“Make fun, but don’t visit Charleston
again.”

“I’d risk it a thousand times for the pay
I received this trip,” she passionately de-
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clared. “I have news for General Marion
that would fetch me a commission from
Gowvernor Rutledge if I were a man.”

“Thamk the Lord you’re not!*

“I doctored Dramece’s reports so as to cast
a gloom over headquarters.”

“Withere is he?”

“Smow’s Island. La! How he swore
when they took his clothes and boots for
me. He’s a likely looking lad. I have
news for General Marion that’ll never be
printed in the Ropal! Gazetle. Cowsin Jim,
Il teli you something. If I don’t get
through will you take the message to
General Marion?”

I promised.

“Just tell him that Commwallis plans to
shift to Viirginia, leaving Charleston heavily
garrisoned. He probably won’t make the
change until next year, but he’ll do it
mest certainly. I knew it before we caught
Tickridge; and among his papers were
orders for him to return to North Carolina
and learn what strength will rally to Corn-
walllis should that State be invaded by a
British army. When Comnwallis marches
into. North Carolina it’s to march into
Virgimia. * And by the brave soul of Ser-
geant Jasper, once he enters Virginia he’s
in a trap and we'll have him!”

“On guard! They're coming. Ride to
one side.”

“Hold the road. I'm Captain Masters,
Your're Posby. Wemyss knows Tickridge.”

“He knows Masters and Poshy.”

“Tiickridge is fresh in his mind. "’
others are only officers. Now we have it!”

THEY were almost upon us. We

called out lustily and gave half the

road. Some one blundered into me
and my big roan shouldered him into the
ditch.

“——  blockfieads! Where are you nid-
ing?” yelled an angry voice.

There were five of them.

“ ‘Blockheads’ is scarcely the word to use
to his Majjesty’s officers,” I replied. “Who
the —— are you?”

“Majjor Wempss. Who the —— are

ou?”

“Capttaiins Posby and Measters, on impor-
tant business,” spoke up Elsie in a voice
that showed her kmack of picking up the
tricks of one’s speech; for had I not known
the truth I would have sworn it was Mas~
ters talking.
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“Oh—Fosby and WMastors, eh? The soberly. Wihen I finally asked the meaning
——5 own night for riding. Execuse my of all this she quite broke down and con-
heat, gentiemen. Such a —— hard [ride! fessed she was wortied lest by joining the
Is Lieutenant Drance in the. city?”? patriots I might lose my life. Pressed for
“He is,"” I said. reasons why this should disturb her inas-

“We must ride on,” spoke up Elsie.
“But we’re to understand the darkmess was
responsibie for the term ‘blockheads?’ ™

“Of course. But young blades needing

blooding can find lots of opportumities in
“Get along,

town,” fumed the majer.
men."”

We made the best of the heavy going,
kmowing full well the pursuit was on by this
time. The trick at the gate was known
and the first detachment of Wemyss’ troops
had reached the gate and had turned back
to run us down. Major Wemyss’ fury on
meeting his own men and learning of the
game put upon him caused Blsie to chuckle,
but I had little heart for laughing. The
chain of posts held by the British were
Geotgetown, Camden, Winmsbore’, Ninety-
Six and Augusta.

This huge half-circle rested on George-
town, Chanleston, Beaufort and Savannah.
An interior chain of posts consisted of
Fort Watson on the Camden road, danger-
ously close to Niielson’s Ferry, where I had
proposed we cross the Santee, and Motte's
house and .Granby on the Congaree.
Dorchester and Monk’s Cormer—Biggin
Ohutrch, some called it—were rest-posts and
supply-depots. The line from George-
town to Camdien, running between the
Santee and Black Riwers, would be difficult
te efoss. Let us get beyond Black River
and we’d eall the raee wen:

“Yoou'lll not leave me; Cousin Jim?” she

begged, reaching acress and finding my
hand.

“Your'd take me where?”

“To join General Manion’s forces.”

Her hand was warm on fhine. I knew
my days of- “meutrality” were over and
that Cornwallis would hang me if he could.

“To Gemeral Marion we mide,” I sur-
rendered.

CHAPTER IX

HOW A JOURNEY ENDED

AS WE rode to join Gemeral Marion,
prince ef partisan leaders and the mas-
ter strategist of swamp and forest, Elsie was
unusually grave and often she glanced at me

much as her father and brothers shared a
similar danger, she explained that she felt
personally responsible for my fate because
she had influenced me to take up arms
against the king. It was thoroughly a wo-
man’s reason, quaint and illogical, and yet
not a bit displeasing,

The first day we spent largely in hiding
after traweling all night and covering only
twenty miles. We hid in the ruins of a half-
burned barn, due west of Strawberry. It
stood near a cross-roads and entirely in the
open. During the day we saw several small
bands of horsemen scurry by or pause and
beat up every cover within our field of vis-
ion. The barn was too obviously open for
inspection to warrant a search.

That evening I knocked over a barnyard
fowl which the raiders had overiooked and
we cooked it in a hole in the ruins and ate
heartily, although without salt the meal
had slight savor. The second night’s travel
was over better roads, the sandy soil having
had time te absorb the moisture of the re-
cent storm, and yet we covered only a little
better than twenty miles because of the need
for cautien.

We camped just before sunrise within a
few miles of Nielson’s Ferry. The prox-
imity of Fort Watson made this an unusu-
ally dangerous stopping-place, but there was
nothing else to do. The girl had been con-
fichenit we could cross the Santee before day-
light overtook us, but the sun found us sev-
eral miles behind our schedule. From my
point of view we were better off to have the
Santee between us and Fort Waltson, and
I would have been contented if we had found
decent cover.

The best we could do was an open grove
of pines with a thicket of bushes on the
northern side. 1If Tiot for this undergrowth
we might as well have camped in the open;
for the holes were bare of branches up to
twenty feet from the ground and four horses
abreast could have been driven anywhere
through the timber. As for hiding, one
would have to stand behind a tree. The
bushes while insignificant to look at served
out purpose well, perhaps better than a
more pretentious cover.

I assumed the role of hunter and stole to



Thé & dratctB Beansrs

a mixed growth south of us and with my
pistol shot a lean hog and butchered him on
the spot. Returning to the pines, I observed
that Elsie had been primping and bathing
in the near-by brook, for she was as fresh and
sweet to gaze at as a wild rose. We hung
up our cloaks to conceal the light of our
smali fire Andin a crude fashion managed to
cook some of the pork.

I shall always remember it as a most mis-
erable meal, the meat being tough and lean,
overdone on the outside and underdone on
the inside. No troops came near us until
late in the evening when we had extin-
guished our fire and were preparing to start;
then a score or more of troopers swung by at'
a.smart gallop, making for the ferry. We
decided they were statiomed at Fort Watson
and were on their way home.

We set out close behind them and fol-
lowed them to within haif a mile of the ferry
when we turned off and made the river in
the shortest line. The water was deep and
the current swift from the storm and I had
to swim behind my horse, holding his tail.
Elsie escaped with a partial wetting. She
was for stopping to make a fire to dry me
out, but I was determined to make the third
stage our last one and we pushed on.

Mwoming found us within a few miles of
Lymch’s Creek and without seeking shelter,
we kept on. Elsie boasted that we would
have traveled fully forty miles once we struck
the creek at the big bend. Now came a
chance to relax. During our hazardous trip
we had talked practically nomsj, At night
we rode apart, each taking turn at lead-
ing the way. Duming the daytime one slept
while the other watched. - I looked ahead to
eonversing with her when we reached the
ereek. The country was much wilder than
any we had passed through and we rode
beldly, giving little theught te danger.

“iHere’s the creek,” she softly called back
to me. I advamced to her side and noticed
she was pale and that her face seemed much
thinner.

“You need to sleep the clock round,” 1
prescribed.

She smothered a yawn and countered:

“You should see yourself. What a rough
stubble! You look very seedy.”

“Welll both sleep,” 1T mumbled. “No
need of standing guard now.”

The horses gratefully came to a halt on
the banks of the creek and I threw myself
on the ground and would have been asleep
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in half a minute had not her mammer aroused
me. ' She had cast off her drowsiness and
was staring up and down the creek and
wrinkling her upper lip as she sniffed at the
fresh air. Not satisfied with this, she dipped
a finger in the water and held it up to test
the imperceptible air-currents.

“Dom’t discover anything that needs
looking into,” I groaned, unwilling to be-
lieve it would be possible for me to
mowe.

“I smell smoke,” she whispered.
up! It comes from down-stremm.”

“From Snow’s Island,” I dreamily sug-
gested.

“Tihat's nearly thirty miles from here.
Come, lazybomes! No sleep for you yet.
We must cross the cregk and scout it down-
stream. The fire’s on this side, I thiml.”

With a dismal groan I crawled to my feet
and climbed on my horse and followed her
into the shallow ford. We emerged into
%nuch laurel and underbrush and were forced
to make a detour in advamcing down-stream.
Fortunately we finaily hit upon one of the
innumerable cow-paths which led in the de-
sired direction and thereafter traveled in
some comfort. She slid to the ground and
I followed her example. Mutioning me to
remain where I was, she left the path and
stofe into the woods toward the creek. Very
soon she was back and amnownciips—

“Just oppesite this poimt.”

Leaving her in charge of the horses, I took
my turn at investigating. She was soon Re-
side me, saying the horses were too tired to
run away. From the volume of smoke she
drew several conclusions; it was a British
camp, the men were regulars and knew little
about the advamtage of a small fire. They
were in considerabie force and consequently
would be well provided with food.

“WHeere did they come from? What are
they up to?” I asked.

“From Georgetown, for we passed none
on the road from . They plan an
attack in force on our ideand.

We could only see the smoke as the height
of the bank, some fiftesn feet, and the screen
of trees cut off all view of men or equipage.
Only the smokes from the different fies
marked the location. <Fheleadenmustthavee
felt very secure @r else been very ignorant of
border-warfare, for we could discover nd
sentinels along the bank. Had there been
Tory woodsmen among them scouts would
be out ranging both sides of the creek. It

“Get
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was imperative that we scout them and esti-
mate their numbers.

The girl was eager to cross at once and
would have slipped in and swum across had
I not restrained her. We stole up-stream a
few hundred feet where I had no difficultyy
in finding two drift-logs hung up by the last
high water. I tied these together with
some vines and had her get forward with a
long pole while I waded and pushed. In
mid-channel I was compelled to swim, but
for most of the distance my long legs found
bottom. Rumming the raft among the
bushes, we scouted down-stream, keeping
under the bank.

When at the edge of the camp we crawled
up the slope and obtained an excellent view
of the enemy. We estimated their number
to be a round hundred not including the bat-
men and other servants. Several tents well
back from the creek were the officers’ quar-
ters. Close to the bank and near our hid-
ing-place stood a covered wagon. The horses
had been unharnessed and were grazing
some rods away.

“We can go now,” I murmured.

She pressed my hand and stared intently
at the wagon. Several hogsheads showed
through the opening at the end.

“The men live off the country. The
officers live high,” she fiercely whispered,
nodding toward the wagon.

A glimmering of what was in her mind
penetrated my thick head and I can’t say
that I liked the idea.

“We've done enough,” I discouraged her.

“Newer. enough until we've done all we
can,” she quickly corrected. “If that
wagon could be swung around it easily
could be started rolling down the bank.
Before they could get to it the hogsheads
could be rolled aside under the bushes.
General Marion needs some of those sup-

plies-li
Remonstrance was useless, and of course
T was bound to follow her. So the two of us,

1 in the regimentais of his Majjesty’s foot
soldiers and she in her stolen officer's uni-
form, worked along the lip of the bank until
almost behind the wagon. It stood parallel
to the edge of the bank. Had it been left
with its hind wheels at right angles to the
bank very little exertion would have been
necessary to start it on its downward
plunge. :

While we were studying the problem a
batman came up to the wagon and from a
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broken hogshead filied a kettle with freshly
’killed pork. We were within a dozen feet
of the fellow. Eilsie’s eyes twinkiled with
quiet amusement as we watched him glance
stealthily toward the tents and then sneak
a deep swig from a jug. Wiping his lips and
assuming an air of great innocence, he re-
turned to the cook’s fiire.

“Let’s have it over with,” I urged, anx-
ious to get her back across the creek.

“Weaiit! More men coinimg.”

There were six of them and each cacried a
big bucket. The girl groaned.

“Theyll empty the wagon if this keeps
up.v

WA THE squad was not after supplies,
(B T) however, but water. When they
reached the wagon four of them
spread out so as to biock the view of any one
in the camp whiile the remaining two stooped
quickly and caught hoid of the long pole and
swung the wagon about until the rear end
opened on the bushes at the edge of the
bank. The girl softly gasped in delight in
having our problem so expeditiously worked
out for us.

The maneuver was immediately ex-
plained. Passing along the wagon to go
down the bank for water, each man stopped
and sampied the jug, the position of the ve-
hicle effectually screening them from any
observation. Elsie’s hand rested on mine
and trembled with excitement and antici-
pation of victory. The squad spent no
time at the creek but hurtied to return to
the jug, which they drank from again.

“€ood disciplinel” she jeered. “Now’s
the time before another squad gets thirstyt”

We crawled from the bushes and were at
the tail-board. Between us and the nearest
group of soldiers walked the squad with the
water-buckets. It would be impaossible to
sight more than our legs as the bodly" of the
cart was well filledi Flsie seized one wheel
and I the other and we puiled together.
We had just time to leap aside as the wagon
started crashing down to the creek. An
angry sergeant shouted some orders and we
slid down the bank in the path made by the
wagon and paused long enough to throw
half a dozen hams into the bushes and to
roll out one hogshead and push it deep
among the vines.

Meen- reached the top of the bank when we
started for the raft. We were not seen, nor
was our presence suspected. I heard one
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soldier proclaim that the bank had “caved
in.¥ The bend of the creek hid us from the
view of any men gathered about the wagon
and we adopted a bold course and started
with the raft. When within less than a rod
of the shore a musket banged and a ball
splashed in the water behind us. Had we
crossed a few rods farther up-stream we
could have landed unseen.

We dived into the woods and ran for our
horses. More shots followed at random.
Their discovery of us drove ail thought of
salvaging the broken wagon from their
minds. When we were abreast of the camp
we took time to peep through the bushes. A
score of men had descended the bank and
were searching for a likely crossing. Their
leisurely movements suggested a distaste for
the task. Those on top of the bank con-
timweed pouring bullets into the woods where
we had left the raft. I do not think any of
them had any suspicions that we had dared
to come down-stream. Officers next ar-
rived on the scene and began shouting or-
ders for different squads . to cross
over.

We regained our horses and followed the
cow-path. Iwas in the lead and we had left
the camp nearly a mile, behind us when my
heart gave a flop and I halted my animal
and stared blankly at the half a dozen gun-
barrels thrust through the foliage on the
right of the path and ail but touching me.

“Freedom forever,” shrilly called out the
girl, reckiessly crowding her horse between
me and the guns. *

“I’'m Elsie Macson!™

The bushes rustled on my left and a tall,
anguilar man stood beside me. I saw him
from the corner of my eye as the brown
gun-barrels would not let me turn my head.

“By jing! If it ain’t the young gemtry
come back to help us!” cried a familiar
voice. “Iistress Elsie back again, too!”

It was the man who had guided me from
the island. Elsie commarrdtseh—

“Telll them to lower their guns, Shonts.”

The guns already were being withdrawn.
A young man with the first fuzz on his
cheeks stepped into the path and grinned
delightedly at Blsie, then stared question-
ingly at me, his eyes hardening as he beheld
my uniform.

“Your prisoner?” he rapped out, seizing
my horse by the bridle.

“My cousin, not an enemy. Get back'
with the others. M'Caotty’s men, I take it
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“Six of us,” he replied, backing into the
bushes and still eying me sharply.

“We may be followed by redcoats. They
have a camp above here on the opposite
bank. This man has come to fight with us.
Place your ambush.*

Shonts began:

“Lorkw! But this gentry’s visit to the
island put more heart into my old giz-
zard—"

“Shut up, Shonts. Scout ahead and see
if they’re coming,” she commanded.

The ieader of the squad gave an order and
his riflemen, lean, brown fellows, tall and
gaunt, broke into the path. The leader
cried:

“Teorelll be no ambush. Gemeral Marion
is attacking 'em from t'other side. Come
on, boys, or we’ll be missing the fun.”

Away they streaked after Shonts, trailing
their long rifles and running in single file like
indiams. With a shrill cry of excitement
the giri wheeled her horse and rode after
them. I had been unable to prevent her
from entering Charleston, but it did seem
ridiculous to permit her to ride into a bat-
tle. I caught up with her and insisted:

“Pull in. This is something you can’t
do.”

“Jim, yow're hurting mel” she angrily
protested. 1 had clutched her slim wrist
overhard.

I turned my horse across the narrow path
and declared:

“No farther. You've done your part.”

“Out of the way! Don’t you hear them?
M’Cottry is there with all his men. The
Horrys are therel My brothers are there!
The general is there!”

This as the noise of combat rolled across
the creek and found us among the trees.

1 would not give ground and she desper-
ately tried to force her horse into the bush
and thus elude me. To simplify matters I
threw my arm around her waist and tore her
from the saddie and held her before me. She
fought like a wildcat, then we both had our
attention acutely attracted by a harsh voice
crying:

“ILean one side, you young fool! I’ve got
him!”

Her officer's hat was off. Her wig was
gone. Her bobbed locks were disheveled.
Temrs of rage stained her brown cheeks. But
at the sound of the voice she shrieked in
terror and flinging both arms about my
neck flung herself against me. Old Angus
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Macson, her father, was bounding down the
trail, a long kmife in his hand, his useless
rifle discarded.

“It’s Cousin Jim, father!” she screamed.
“Keep back!”

“No quarter on Lymeh’s Creek this
day!” he bellowed, dancing about us and
seeking an opening at me.

“iHe’s come to be one of us, fight with, die
with us,” she cried, flingimg herself to one
side to keep between me and the knife.

He ceased his murderous maneuvering
and stared blankly, and exclaimed:

“Tihen what the —— does all this bear-
wrestling mean? But never mind that now.
We'll get at the truth of it later. Don’t let
him get near our men in that uniform.
Theyll shoot and ask questions afterward.
Take him to the island, or I won’t answer
for his life. T’'m off for the fiilt?”

“There’s a wagon of supplies over the
bank at the edge of the creek!” she called
after him.

He was gone and she turned a rueful smile
on me and slipped to the ground.

“I scratched your hands, I'm afraid,” she
murmured.

“You young wildcat!” I gritted.

“Omiy a soft, purry kitty,” she said, tak-
ing my hand. Before I knew what she was
up to she had bowed her head and kissed
one of the red welts.

The next moment she was springing into
the saddie and beckoning me to follow. She
rode at breakneck speed down the creek
toward the island. The sound of the battle
was growing fainter, the gun-fire diminish-
ing rapidly. Turning her head, she shouted
back to me—

“They’'re licked!

boots, —— ’em}’

Licked out of their

WHEN the men began straggling
into the island-camp there was a
trophy of the fight hanging from
each saddle. That they had found and
plundered the wagon was shown by the hams
of bacon, the fowls ready for roasting, bags
of biscuit, turkeys—a dozen I
and several pigs ready for the coals. The
pigs were fat and Elsie told me they were
brought from Georgetown as the native
product never had enough to eat since
Charleston was captured. Others carried
quantities of white shirts, knapsacks and
blankets.
At least a dozen of the men covered their
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rags with dragoon-cloaks. Elsie had con-
ducted me to the grove of trees reserved for
General Marion. Although many curious
and not a few hostile glances were cast at
my uniform no one came near us. Several
called out greetings to the girl, and Captain
William M’Cottiry, of M'Cottry’s Riflemen,
rode within a few rods of us and expressed
his pleasure at my cousin’s safe return.

At last came General Mation with old
Amgus and Big Simon and one of the Horrys
riding with him. I looked for trouble from
Simon but to my astonishment he grinned
broadly on beholding me and thrust out a
huge hairy paw.

Elsie recalled me to Mation’s recollection,
which was scarcely necessary as his glance
told me he remembered our last meeting.
He dismounted and she began detailing our
adventures in Chanlestom, but he cut into
her narrative by saying:

“T kmow all about that. 1 receive the
Gazztfe by courier as fast as it's printed.”

Then to me:

“We're not so blind as Cornwallis may
think. My methods of collecting the news
allowed me to keep track of all you endured,
Mir. Lance. The death-sentence, following
the informal court of inquiry, violated all
justice and decency. Howewer, you're well
out of it and I’'m glad you’ve found your-
self.”

Wiith that he gave me his hand.

As 1 studied him more closely I discerned
a radiance in his face and a sparkle in his
eyes which were difficult to explain. Surely
it was not because a Lamce had fimally made
a decision. Elsie, too, was puzzled and she
knew him and his moods so well I concluded
the cause must be out of the ordinary. Big
Simon and his father kept up an incessant
chuckling, a mode of behavior in the latter
that was positively startling.

The girl’s glance darted from the general
to her relatives, then back to the general
again. Marion raised two fimgers to his
mouth and gave the peculiar whistie the girl
had sounded whiie disguised as Runty. The
men came swarming toward him from all di-
rections. As they ranged about us in a cir-
cle 1T estimated there were about fifty of
them. Clapping a hand on my shoulder,
General Marion said:

“Thiis is your new comrade. This is his
second visit here. This time he comes to
stay with us. You will make him feel wel-
come despite the uniform he wears. He has
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suffered much from the enemy and narrowly
escaped being hung. His name is James
Lamce and he is distantly related to our ex-
cellent friends the Macsons.”

Pausing a bit and allowing exultation to
show in his dark face, he contimued:

“Now I have news for you. After Gen-
eral Gates was defeated 1 did not care to
tell you at first, for fear it would discourage
some of you. But this news will not keep.
It is glorious news! On October seventh
Colonel Ferguson of his Majjesty’s forces was
completely defeated at Kiimg’s Mountain.
His fourteen hundred troops were either
killed or captured.. Our old enemy Colonel
Tarleton is even now out to avenge the de-
feat. The patriots at Kimg’s Mountain
were led by Colonels Shelby, Cleveland, Se-
vier, Camphbell and Williams. All honor to
them and may we do our part as well! It
will be a long time before Cormwallis tries to
conquer the western part of the State again.
‘It is our duty to prove to him that his armmy
is very unwelcome in this part of the State.”

This was a long speech for Mamnion to
make, I have since learned. Amd never be-
fore did I realize how much noise half a hun-
dred men could make when overjoyed. But
then, Big Simon was 4 host in himself, his
mighty bassgmaking the atmosphere rever-
berate as if every yell was a thunderbolt.
Old Aflgus shouted in a jargon I was after-
ward informed was Cherokee. Amd the
thin, staccat® yelps of the girl Blsie nearly
split my ears.

After the cheering was finished I called
Big Simon one side and removed Tickridge's
big cloak and coat from my saddie-roil and
displayed them to him. His eyes lighted
like these of a child over Christmas
gifts.

“He is a big man and I had you in mind
when I took them,” I said, gathering the
garments up from the ground and dumping
them into his arms.

He stared at them and then at me.

“Giiviing them to me?” he muttered, seem-
ing not tip understand.

“Wio else on Lymeh’s Creek and the Pe-
dee can wear them?” I replied “I’'m sure
the skirts trailed the groiftid when I put
them on.”

“Swalllow me whole!” he gasped. “Such
a brave coat! Such abrave cloaki Hewas a
monster big man you got them from, Cousin
Lamce. Did he give them to you?”

“INot willingly,” I answered.

The girl laughed aloud and let the cat out
of the bag by crying:

“Ah, Simon, brother of mine! You should
have seen the two fighting on the floem!!

“Aye? Fought, did they?”

And he gaped at me in amazement,

“Yet it was a stout clout you gin me up
home.”

And he rubbed his head and grinned
sheepishly.

“€ousin Lamee, it’s neighborly of you to
fetch me these from the city. From what
our general has told us you must been sort
of pressed for time. Lordy! but I’d love to
wieet that man at hand-grips! He must be
worth while. Cousin Lance, 'm terribly
behoiden to you— That spy-talk of mine
shows what a big fool a man can be. You
forgot it, I hope?”’

“Emtirely; and for good,measure these
shouid go with the cloak and coat.” Amd I
produced Ticknidge's two pistols, beautiful
weapoms, and gave them to him.

i He was dazed by these last gifts. He ex-
amined them reverently, then thrust them
through his beit, only to puil them out and
aim first one and then the other at an im-
aginary foe. I turned away to escape the
embarrassment of further thanks and Elsie
walked by my side and gazed up into my
face and cooed: “It was good of you to re-
member Simon. The scratches—ilike his
spy-talk—are all forgotten, I hope.”

“Alll forgotten, cousin. But I shall never
forget the time you stood at my stirrup!™

“Lal That was only between cousins and
you make me ashamed by remembering it
she rebuked.

My forward words drove her from me for
she quit me on the spot and hurried to where
Marion was seated in his favorite patch of
shade. I wandered aimiessly about the hol-
low uatil a black boy found me and informed
me I was wanted by the general. Blksie was
still with him when I obeyed the summons,

“You wish to join us, Lance,” he stated in
a crisp voice.

I nodded. He went on:

“You must have different clothing. To
be captured in that uniform means death as
a spy.”

“To be captured in any uniform means
death for me,” I reminded him,

“Then we’ll make the shift so my men
won’t shoot you by mistake. You seem to
be a young man of considerable judgment
and should have a lieutenancy. We'll call
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it done, I'll keep you with me until I can
place you with one of my captains.” Then
whimsically—

“Your horse alone, you know, ought to be
worth a commiission to you.”

i “Take him for yourself, sir.”

“Not yet. Perhaps I may need him some
time, but not yet.”

My proffer of the horse recalled to my
mind for the first time the money we had
brought from my uncie’s home. I asked
Ellsie for her saddie-roll and by the lighting-
up of her face I knew she understood. She
darted away and the general glanced after
her in a bit of surprize but made no com-
ment. To me he saidi—

“That is ail, lewtensmt.

“If you’d let me stay a bit— We brought
something for you, Elsie Macson and I,” 1
said.

He nodded good-naturedly and fell to
studying a map. Soon the girl was back,
flushed with her run and the weight of the
roll on her slim shoulder. She threw the roll
at my feet and I unstrapped it and placed
the bag of gold before Manion. I explained:

“The fruits of robbing my uncle, David
Magcsom. He wished me to tell you that
more money would be forthcoming soom.”

Manion opened a bag, and I heard him
whisper:

“Gaold! Life-blood!™

Then to me—

“How much?”

“Twe hundred Emglish pounds.”

“Lieutenant Lamce, you've done good
work for the Unmited States,” he gravely
said. “I had not heard about the ‘robbery.’
Let’s have it.”

I briefly gave the circumstance. When I
finished he nodded appreciatively, and rest-
ing a hand lightly on the girl’s shoulder,
sald:

“Ewmen better than the gold—and God
knows we needed it dearly=—is the news you
brought me, Elsie Macsom. Now run away
and change back to your gown. Lieutenant
Dramce is growing peevish in spirit and must
have his clothes and be paroled.”

IN THIS way was I made to feel at
home in Marion’s camp. et none
get the idea from anything I've
written that Marion was slack in military
matters that counted. It would have been
impossible for him to impose the usual mil-
itary discipline on ragged, haif-fed troops
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serving without pay. Only loyaity to him
and the Cause held them. They might
number twenty today and a hundred to-
morrow. If they stole away to visit theif
families, or to attend to their meager plant-
ing they always returned to him.

Therein was the miracle. They always
returned. From his own lips I was to learn
that throughout the greater part of the war
his force seldom exceeded seventy in num-
bers. With  this shrinking and expanding
strength he worked wonders. If he did not
require of his men All the nicsties of disci-
pline he did on the other hand demand ser-
vices that few king’s Regulars could give,
He expected his men to ride seventy miles
on a stretch in order to attack a superior
force and for twenty-four hours eat nothing
but cold potatoes.

I remember when one fellow was hrought
up before him on the charge of desertion.
The general immediately ruled the chap was
too werthless to waste a court-martial on.
And yet he was an excellent drillmaster.
Thhe secret of his success in this particular
was his unfailing patience. Had he been
given large bodies of troops to handle he
would have led as finely a drilled lot of men
as could be found on elther side of the war,
either north or south.

When his destiny reserved him for the
command of ragged backwoodsmen he cut
his cloth according to his limited pattern.
And surely none ever elevated partisan
leadership to a higher plame. Working
with the material at hand and under condi-
tions dismaying to one less stout of heart,
he wisely eliminated all non-essentials.

There were five principal rules for his fol-
lowers. They must ride well, shoot straight,
never be taken by surprize, always expect
to attack a foe outnumbering them, be hu-
mane to the wounded and the prisoners,

Beyond these general requirements his
men would have been the despair of a marti-
net, for they were always coming and going
between home and camp. If they took fre-
quent leaves to assure themselves that all
was well with their families, also did they
scout deep into the enemy’s lines. If they
were absent planting or harvesting their
scanty crops, they were ever on the alert
when in service so that their beloved leader
should not be taken by surprize.

If any have imagined Mamnion’s men to
have been little better than outlaws in their
warfare they have gravely maligned one of
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the most gentle, most humane and most
just men who ever feught for a righteous
cause. In a time and region where quarter
frequently was denied by beth sides, when
neighborhood strife resulted in savage ex-
tremes, there is no record of Mamion’s ever
permitting prisoners to be executed or the
wounded neglected.

Al these things were not fully understood
by me when I joined Manion’s command of
reckless riders. I was to learn by degrees
as each sally brought out some characteris-
tic of the man. Ome fact I did quickly real-
ize, and that was the intense loyalty of the
men to their leader and their blind faith in
his astuteness. Some have described him as
being gloomy of temperament. I, too,
have seen him when the gravity of the na-
tional situation made deep lines in his
face.

Undoubtedly the great Washington at
times suffered from a touch of depression.
On that, my first afternoon in his camp,
however, wiale the news from Kiimg’s Moun-
tain was fresh, while he was scheming to
take advantage of the girl's important news
concerning Lord Cormwallis’ plans to betake
his military talent to Virgimia, while my
uncie’s gold lay at hisfeet, I can say that his
dark features were lighted by the faith of
one who sees a glorious ending to a sad and
stressful journey.

CHAPTER X
BIG SIMON REJOICES

A€€U§T®BIHED to viewing the
sourcgs of the Bmitish in Charleston
and the surrounding posts, it was a revela-
tion to learn on how little men can make
war. Marion’s men often rode into battle
when equipped with less than three rounds
per man. There were other times when
fully haif of his small force were spectators
until a friend or foe fell and had no further
use for muskets and ammunition.

Very often the majority of his troopers
had to fight with nothing more deadly than
swan-shot. To possess buckshot was to
give a fellow a fine feeling of security.
In fact, I can conceive of no troops waging
war with so littie to make even a defensive
program possible. And yet, with muni-
tions reduced almost to the vanishing-
point, with his men always underfed and
insufficiently clothed, Marion was ever on

101

the offensive, darting in like a hornet
against superior numbers.

I soon found my full story was known.
Eisie* Wfacson, now demure and maidenly
in her coarse gowm, said a word here and
there before leaving the camp and what
she left unsaid her brother, Big Simon,
boomed out in a rhapsody of praise and
fiaurted his fine coat and cloak to prove
my prowess. Shonts, the scout, for some
reason placed me at the pinnacle of his
gsteem and did me homage at every oppor-
tumity.

The man’s regard, so lavishly and pub-
licly bestowed, actually shamed me. He
had endured more in any fifteen days of
the war than I had been subjected to in all
my eighteen years. Officer and private
made me feel welcome.

As their courtesy continued the more insig-
nificant did I become to myself. How could
a man plume himself and feel he was en-
titled to such attentions when in the com-
pany of such men as the five James brothers?
There was Majjor John James, under whom
served the ims -M'€ottry, Henry
Mouzon, John M'Cauley, and John James
of the Lake, a cousin to the major. Then
there were those fierce wammiors William,
Gawin, and Robert James.

I came to know three other sets of broth-
ers, for in the Wiilliamsburg district if one
went in, all went in. There were the
Wiitherspoons, the Postelles and the Horrys.
The last two groups were of Huguenot
blood, as 'was Meation. Hugh Horry was a
trusted adwiser of Meationr's. His brother
Peter caught my fancy more because of his
humorous ways. When excited he was
inclined to stutter. Omce, when in a tight
fix, he was unable to give the order “firel”
His men waited while the crest of the
danger swept down upon them. At the
last moment he profanely loosened his
tongmle, bawling:

“Shoot, —— you!
what I want to say.”

Among the others I greatly admired and
would gladly have patterned after had
it been within my capacity were Captains
Comyers and Bawter. Congers was of
medium build, and one of the most recklessly
brave men I ever saw. He was a superb
horseman. Wiithal, he was rather a roman-
tic figure and madly in love with Mary
Witherspoon, daughter of Johm Wither-
spoon.

Shoot! You know
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8 I was glad the young prig was gone.
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He found time to court his sweetheart
between fightts. Captain Baxter"was fully
as big a man as Simon Macson, which is
faying much. It would be impossibie to
associate him with any thought except that
¢f magmificent courage. In ene emgagement
prior to my joining Manion he remained at
his post after receiving four wounds, any
one of which would have disabled an ordi-
nary man for further fightimg. In addition
to these—omly some of the mnotalbless—
always coming and going on mysteriouss,
errands, we were constantly hearing of the
work done by Sumter and and
other heroic leaders who held the Torch
high and kept it blazing brightly.

Naturally T felt abashed in such an at-
mosphere. There had been a time when the
enemy had been inclined to jeer at Marion's
followers. There was a time when I could
not feel much respect for them; when I was
shut up in Charleston and heard of them
through prejudiced speech. But ever since
Lord Cornwrillis wrote to Colonel Tarleton,
“I most sincerely hope that you will get at
Mir. Marion,” the* general’s reputation
gained new respect even among his oppo-
nents.

Any one of the conditions and types of
men surrounding our leader might have
expected a bold, dashing fellow like myself
to forge quickly to the front of affairs.
But those who went through the mill know
that among Manion’s warriors were men
who would have given distinction to any
branch of the service in the proudest army
ever to take the fredldl 1 quickly realized
I was most fortunate in receiving a lieu-
tenancy and permitted to remain near
General Marion to act as messenger and
the like.

Several days passed without my seeing
Ellsie and I asked old Angus where she was.
He shortly replieei—

“Wihere she belongs; working for the
Cause.”

“She shouldn’t be allowed to go to
Charleston again,” T insisted. .

“She scarcely will, now we've turned
young Dramce loose and he’s gone to town
to receive old Cormwallis’ blessing,” re-
torted Angus with a grim smile.

“The younker wouldn’t ‘a’ ‘minded stay-
ing here as prisoner if he could ’a’ seen
Elsie every day,” guffawed Big Simon.

»
That same day Shonts returned from a
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scout. His long face was wreathed with
grins as he passed me to report to the gen-
eral; and from the corner of his mouth he
confided hoarsely:

“Whengdloodles, my fine young man.
Wiangdootiles afore 'nother sumdeown.”

He was with Marion some minutes and
shortly after his dismissal the order to
mount was given. It was my first partici-
pation in a “brush” and my nerves were
jumpy. I did not relish the prospect of
shooting a ball or sticking a home-made
sword into men whose uniform had been
familiar to me for several months without
arousing resentment. While I felt bitter
toward those who would have stretched my
neck, I had only kindly remembrances of
such fellows as Beau Posby and Buck Mas-
ters and others. General Mariom’s kindly
heart prompted him to guess what a stew
my mind must be in, for he called me to
him and briefly said:

“It comes rather rough to you, no
doubt; yet I think you’d better jump in
and have it over with. It’s Colonel Har-
rison up Lymch Creek that we’re after.
There must be a first time for you. After-
ward you won’t mind it so much. Har-
rison has Tunies with him who are close
relatives of some of my men. Their situa-
tion is worse than gours. Theyll be fifigit-
ing kinsmen; yow’ll be fighting senti-
ment.”

I saddled my horse and fell in at the tail
of the gallant if disreputable-looking com-
pany. I knew Hamison had been in the
fielt] for some time prior to my first visit to
Lyrgh’s Creek and I did not believe I
would encounter any of my Charleston
friends. This was my consolation as we
rode from the island and galloped through
hidden trails and cow-paths, across streams
and through woods.

Shonts passed me on a bony tacky, and
called out:

“WMhangdoodles at last. ’m achin’ to
make a killim".*

The fellow positively relished the pend-
ing encounter. I possess the physical and
moral courage of the average man, but my
faith in Marion had not had time to crys-
tallize to the finemsss where I could con-
template with composure a contest which
seemed to be most unequal. The odds of
numbers were hopelessly against us. There
would come a time when I would view this
disparagement of numbers as the ordinary
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condition «of a fight. Such was not my
frame of mind that afternoon, however,

| ON WE sped, passing along byways
which only Manmion’s scouts and
wild creatures knew about. I soon
lost all sense of direction and yet we were
not more than five miles from the island
before we were halted and word ran down
the column that another scout was report-
ing. His news must have been important
for we changed our course and headed
toward the creek, traveling southwest. As
I passed the point where Marion had re-
ceived the scout’s report the giri Elsie
swung in beside me, wearing a hunter's
costume and riding astride. She was as
gay and debonair as if going to some merry-

5> 2]

W “Yeur're not in this,” I sternly informed
er.

“Just riding back to where I came from,”
she demurely answered.

“Where's that?” I suspiciously demanded.

“H@m.v

“Wee're near it?” It seemed impossible,

‘Quite near. - You don’t say you're glad
to see me.”

I reached for her hand but her amimal
swerved aside.

“You brought news to the general” I
said.

“Colomel Tymes is at the forks of Black
Riwer. He has quite a force, which doesn’t
matter. He has many supplies; brought
up from Charleston, which matters much.
It’s all right for me to tell you this, as you'll
strike before they know you’re at them.”

“WWihere have you been since leaving the
island?”

“At home. A nice little housewife.”

“Ride nearer. No? How do you know
about Tymes if you’ve been cooped up at
home?”

“Little birds teil me. They fly up to
the door and say ‘cheap! cheap!’ >

She was most tantalizing. For all she knew
I was riding to my death. (I can smile
now at my mushy sentimentality without
wincing.) Newer before had I realized how
dear a woman can be to a mam. The head
of the column broke through the last screen
of bush and vilie to plunge into the creek.
She turned off to the right to take the
homeward trail and waved her hand mock-
ingly. I stared soberly into her laughing
face and set my head to the front. There

was a bewildering rush of hoofs, as if the
devili was hot after a sinner he had for-
gottem, and when I collected my wits she
was riding stirrup to stirrup and shyly say-
ing—

“Come back, Jim, after it's over.”

Tihe two men in front passed through the
screen, leaving us isolated in a ten-foot
world for a portion of a minute. Nor
did she refuse this time, and the glory of
her honest eyes always abides with me,
and memory crowns that day as perfect.

Such gusto and racing of hot blood as I
spurred on to overtake my matesi How
scornful of the enemy’s superior numbers!
Her lips had made such a paladin of me
that I would have galioped alone against
the whele British army. And it’s weil that
youth can be thus inspired; and it’s natural
and right that average men will gladly die
in defense of their women-folks.

Now we were across the creek and Shonts
was ridimg far ahead, his tacky developing
a speed that was amazing to me who had
been used only to well-nourished horseflesh.
Other scouts were thrown out to guard
against surprizes. We slowed our pace a
bit; and in sober reflection I marveled anew
how a girl in a lonely cabin beyond the
creek could know of Colomel Tymes’ move-
ments. We even halted and idled away
considerable time, Tiere seemed to be no
orderly procedure in our venmture. The
men laughed and chatted; some dismounted
and snatched a few winks of sleep. At last
Shonts came back and reported and was off
again. The word was passed that Tynes
was at Tarcote in the forks of Black River,

Other scouts were continually going and
coming, combing the country ahead and on
both flifaks. Omce a sixteen-year-old boy
startled me by crashing down through a
lofty pine, his body seeming to falli from
bough to bough, with the last twenty feet
covered in a dead drop. He had been in
the topmost branches of the pine, searching
the country with the eyes of a hawk. Thus
did Marion keep informed of the enemy’s
whereabouts.

Arriving at the northern branch of the
Black Riwer, we followed it down to the
lower ford near Nelson’s plantation and
crossed. It now lacked three hours to
midnight. We halted and breathed our
horses and enjoyed the luxury of stretching
out at full length on the ground. Shonts
found us and said he had scouted the
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enemy’s position thoroughly and thatthere
was no danger of our presence being sus-
pected. Colonel Tymes either imagined
himself to be invincible, or else was grossly
ignorant of partisan tactics, as he had
neglected to place sentinels outside the
zone of his fiies. Thwere were many Torie?
in the camp who should have known better.
They, also, must have felt secure for Shonts
saw them sleeping or eating or playing
cards.

Marion gave a few low-voiced orders.
The men mounted and advameced cautiously

until we could glimpse the camp-fires. The
greater part of the force then dismounted,

leaving a few mounted riflemen for cavalry. -

With the horsemen on the wings the thin
line curved forward into a semi-circle and
we were approaching the camp. It seemed
astounding that no obstacles were placed
in our way. We simply walked forward.
I was afoot and Shonts had left his tacky
and walked at my side. If not for antici-
pation of what was to follow it would have
been less exciting than hunting squirrels.
I began to think we would plump into the
groups of card-players -before the action
began. We were almost upon the fellows.
One of them triumphantly cried out:

“——— my bloed, but that’s a good onel
Smash them again!™

A stentorian voice—=I identified it as
belonging to Big Simon—called outt=

“Surrender!”

Those awake made a mad scramble for
their guns. A ripple of fire swept around
the semi-circle and I saw three men go
down—aome of them who had damned
his own blood. For a few seconds after
the volley the camp might have been the
resting-place of the dead, so quiet was it.
Then it upheaved and beiched forth
men. Then came the charge and a worse
confusion or more idiotic running back
and forth I never expect to withess again.
All T could liken it to was the insemtient
spinning about of a hen, whose head the
ax has claimed. I found myssdlf rushing
forward, Shonts at my elbow shrieking in a
fiemtiih voice:

“WHrangdtoodkes, boys! Whang-doodles!

I never learned the true meaning of this
eccentric phrase, but the men apparently
accepted it as a battle-cry. was
scarcely any firing after the first vo)lley for
very few of the enemy offered any resistance.
Some broke away into the darkmess while
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those unable to escape meekly submitted
to surrender. I must have cut rather a
ridiculous figure as I dashed franticaily into
the camp, with two pistols drawn and no
one to give me battle.

Men stared at me blankly as if I were
some sort of raree-show as I rushed through
the various groups. Tihe only signs of figgdhit-
ing were where the enemy were breaking
through our thin line and into the Tar-
Cote swamp.

Shonts, lusting for action, made for this
point, and, as it was awkward to remain
with men who had no heart for fighting, I
kept close to his heels. We were half-way
through the confusion when by the light
of a fire I beheld a figure making a rush
from a tent for a horse tethered near by.
The glimpse I got of his uniform, let alone
the fact he came from a tent, satisfied me
he was an officer. Leaping after him, I
caught him just as he was about to vault
into the saddle.

“ILeawe go, curse you!” he snarled, try-
ing to kick me in the face.

I struck him over the head with the
barrel of my pistol and yanked him to the
ground. It was not until I got him back
to where our men were rounding up the
prisoners that I learned he was none less
than Colonel Tymes. Shonts, too, had
bagged an officer as had Big Simon.

It was ludicrous to see Big Simon with
his prisoner tucked under one arm, hiss feet
barely scraping the ground. We had not
lost a man. What impressed me the more
was the fact that while gathering up the
plunder more than a score of those safely
concealed in the swamp came forth and
voluntarily surrendered and asked to be
enrolied in our troops.

With the prisoners placed under guard
and the officers paroled, we hurriedly col-
lected the stores and destroyed what we
could not take with us. THwere were new
muskets and pistols with powder and ball
to load them. There were broadswords
and bayomets and there were new saddles
and bridles. These who had ridden bare-
back, or in worn saddles, speedily equipped
themselves.

Amd more than one home-made sword
was hurled into the swamp % be replaced
by a more decorative weapon—ibut I doubt
if more effective. Those of our men who
were armed with rifles, after the Kentucky
pattern, refused to replace them with new
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guns. The powder and ball, however, were
pounced upon with avidity.

One fellow fervently exclaimmed:

“Thank God! I can go into the next

fight with a loaded gun!™
do with a sword, nor would he

f—ﬂ
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change his gun, but he did thrust
three pistols in his belt and prociaim him-
self ready to fight any five Tories in the
State. Of the food-stuffs we were com-
pelled to burn much, although every saddle
was heavily loaded. Of the generous
liquor supply Manion allowed each man -a
dram—Shomts sneaked two stiff ones extiraa—
and stood by while the rest was poured on
the ground. On being questioned about
the large amount of supplies, Colomel Tynes
ruefully replied they were intended for the

SHONTS would have nothing to

.new recruits he had expected to enlist in

and about Tarcote. Some of the very memn
who would have joined Fymes now were
eager to join us.

From this surprize-attack through many
viciously contested affairs I saw enough
to know that General Mamion never butch-
ered the captured. - Amd I hold to this with
any fashion of -argument despite the letter
written by Cormwallis to Sir Henry Clin-
ton,-charging that nearly all the inhabitants
between the Pedee and the Santee Rivers
were in arms against his Majesty because
of Mamion’s “cruelty,” and “opportunities
for plunder” that he afforded kis followers.
Balfour followed his lordship’s example in
complaining of Miarion’s treatment of pris-
oners. These charges were ridiculous anar
there were few, if any, of the English offi-
cers who believed them.

From Tarcote we slipped back to the
security of Snow’s Island and feasted like
conquerors. Twenty bushels of salt which
we had brought off the field were sent to
as many Whig families, one bushel being
given to Amgus Macson to take home.
Thus ended my first brush with the king’s
men, without my firing a pistol or striking
a blow except the crack over the head I
gave Tymes. I was pleased to find the cap-
ture of the colonel was much to my credit,
although I could see notking valorous in
puiling a man from kis horse.

“You did your part,” the general was
good enough to tell me the morning after
we arrived back at the island.

“The whole business was different from
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what I had expected,” I confessed. ““There
was no fighting"

“Yeonlll have a chance to see fighting”
he gravely promised. “The surprize at Tar-
cote gave us arms and food and quite a few
recruits. We couldn’t have gained meore if
we'd killed half a thousand men. The way
it ended does our cause much good. And
after all we don’t want to kill off all eur
old neighbors unless we have to. Wihen the
war is over we'll be neighbors agaim.™

“But these new recruits? Wiill they
stick?” I ventured to ask.

“The most of them will,” he surprized
me by saying, “Tiothers will bolt at the
first chance. But those who belt won't
fight against us again. They'we got their
bellies full. I'd rather have them out of
camp and not eating up our supplies than
to have them here. Wihen one belts 1
don’t try to get him bhck. I won’t have
him back. Those who stay mill be good sol-
diers. They're men—something like your-
self at one time, Mr. Lance—wtho were slow
in finding themselves.

“There are many mem, too, who want
to fight on the winning side. Wihen we
win they fiock to us. When we lose they
keep away. After Gemeral Gates’ defeat
I recaptured from the enemy one hundred
and fifty of the Maryland line. Only
three would join my commamd. The others
refused, saying the Cause was lost. Gates'
defeat was heavy upon them. They were
honest. Doubdless the most of them are
back in the fighting by this time.”

Later that day Tom and Dick Macson
came into camp and delivered a written
message to Marion. Wihen they sighted me
they whooped a welcome and came racing
toward me, their faces distorted with friend-
ly grins. Duking bashfully, they came to
a halt and expressed their satisfaction in
findligg me on the “right side.”

“You could ‘a’ cracked my head with a
turkey-feather when Simon told us you
was ail right,” said Dick.

“How’s your sister?” I asked.

Tom gave a hoot of amusement and
fumbled inside his skirt and pulied out a
piece of paper sealed with a bit of gum.

“By jing,” he cried as he handed it to
me, “but Elsie would be mortal mad if she
knew I came near forgetting that. It's
her writing to you, Cousin Jaimes. She
put on the gum so’s we wouldn’t read it
Please notice it ain’t been busted.”
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I made a note of the integrity of the
gum seal and then broke it. My fingers
trembled a bit as I opened the paper and
I'm afraid the brothers observed my ner-
vous state for Tom had his tongue in his
cheek when I glanced up. My fingers
were steady enough when I had fifiidied
reading and sy heaft was heavy. For her
message read:

CousiN LANCE: It must not ever happen again.
You must think me without shame. Do not come
here as I should die of shame to see your face.

E. M.

I accepted it at face-value and sawagely
yearned for a real battle.

“Is there any chance for ffiitting?” I
asked the boys.

They exchanged sly glances and DBick
said:

“Sis sent somethiflg to Gemeral Marion.
It seems to have started him planning some-
thing. Things usually happen after she
sends in word. See! The general’s walk-
ing back and forth and spitting out orders
to Colonel Hugh Horry.”

“She’s been away from home again,” I
said.

They shook their heads.

“Not farther than down to the ecreel”
said Tom. “But Sis ain’t the same the
last two days. Reckon she must have
ague coming on. First she’ll be all excited
and laugh easy. Then she’ll mope round
like a sore owl in the sumligit.”

“If she’s been at the cabin how does she
fimtl out things to tell the general?”

“That’s her business. - We never
her,” replied Dick.

I deserved the rebuke and said as much.
Instantly they were sunny and lovable
again; and Diick further informed me:

“L can say this much; there’s going to
be a —— of a fight mighty soon. No tame
little Tarcote business, but a real whang-
doodle, as old Shonts calis it. That’s why
it took two of us to fetch the message.
We're going to the fighdtitigy”

Oid Angus and Big Simon aiso were
going to the figditing. The latter came
to me after the boys had run away to
investigate the camp. Simon’s broad face
was glowing in anticipation of the bloody
busimess ahead. Only one thing marred
his pleasure; the general had learned that
Mijor Wemyss on leaving Charleston had
fetifed to Ceorgetown. Simem’s great am-

ask
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bition was to encounter Wemyss personadlyy

“I'd break every bome in that barn-
burner’s body,"” he wrathfully declared.

“How do you know he’s in Georgetomm?’?
I asked. “Not long since Elsie and I met
him riding into Charlestom.”

“The general has ways of learning things.
He says he’s in Georgetowm. That's
enough,” said Simon.

“Ihe boys say Hlsie is at home. She
is in no danger?”

“She’s at home and will stay there for a
while. She’s able to look out for herselfi’*

“She’s a woman.”?

“She’s a patriot,” he stoutly retorted.

That was their way of reasoning. The

women were expected to do their part—
do a mam’s part if necessary.
., The camp began to bestir itself and
Simon hurried away. When the Macson
boys brought Elsie’s message to the gen-
eral there were in camp the Captains
James, Moizon, Waiites and Logan. Young
Lieutenant Seott found me and said we
wete ofdered to perform eeftaln routine
duties preliminafy te a thrust at the
enefy. Owf work mainly eonsisted of
examining and selecting- best-of aurf
horseflesh and te see that the men wére
adequately arfed. THs Was Wwork, éspe:
gally the judeing of hewes in which 1
EBUIH show o advanidde, W‘é Wete s46f
ah18 13 [EPOLt Ut tasks ffifiHed.

“We are after some Twres on the Black
Mingo, less than twenty miles from here,”
said General Marion.

We felt highly complimented, for Marion
as a rule kept his plans to himself or refused
to discuss them even when they . were
obvious. Although he often conferred with
his veterans, especially with Colomel Hugh
Horry, the men seldom knew where or
when they were to ride. If they saw
Oscar, the cook, preparing an extra kettle
of beiled potatoes, or journey-cake, they
knew they wete in for a twenty-four-heur
sfhash.

THE day passed with the men on
edge to start, but no order was
given. Late that night Shonts
came in, his horse gone lame, and Marien
was at once aroused by Lieutemant Scott
to receive the scout’s report.
I learned the gist of it from Scott as
Mation made no secret of the informa-
tion.
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“We ride early in the morning,” Secott
gleefully informed me. “fhis time you'll
see real figliting. We'll bleed the Tories
so they’ll never want to see the Black Mingo
again.”

“How many men have they?"” I asked.

“The genera] may know. We never
bother with trifles like thait.”

My sleep that night was troubled with
dreams of warfare in which I was ever
fighting with a broken sword or an empty
gun. It was a relief to be up and shivering
in the crisp dawn and confronted with the
day’s job. After a hurried breakfast we
were kept waiting nearly an hour. Big
Simon hoarsely confided that Marion was
waiting for reinforcements which should
have arrived during the night. The enemy
were very strong.

This convinced me that Marion gave
thought to the odds against him even if
young Scott did not. My conclusion was
somewhat hasty, however, for mow"Marion
quit his place under the trees and strolled
among the men. He said littie and there
was something in his bearing that discour-
aged any intrusion. His dark eyes scanned
every expectant countenamce. His shight
figuree and his slender cut-and-thrust sword
contrasted oddly with the bulk of the Wil-
liamsburg men and their British broad-
swords. - Strolling back to his clump of
trees, he gave the order to -mount, and re-
marked to old Angus;

“The men are in fettle for it. We must
fight when we are in the mood. TI’ll wait
no longer for laggards.”

“In God’s great mercy let us have it done
with,” softly-cried Amgus, kis gaze as wild
as that of a fanatic.

So after :all young Scott was right.
Manion always had been compelled to
fight superior numbers. His deficit in men
and armament, howewver, he more tham-
balanced by hkis method of attack. No
leader more thoroughly pessessed the knack
of securing the initial advantage by taking
the enemy unawares than did Marion.

At the outset of every brush he knew the
foe held all the court-cards. We rode from
the island, Shonts exulting as was his
habit, Big Simon as happy as a child, old
Angus mumbling blood-curdiing threats
with fragments of prayers. The young
Meacsons were boyishly exuberant. I found
myself worrying about them, for in each I de-
tected something which reminded me of Eisie.
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Omce clear of the island I again witnessed
the phenomemon of men dropping from
trees and emerging from the woods or the
kigh river-swamps, each with some new
word. Ome of the last scouts to join us
was a black man and his report sent
Manion’s head kigh and started fires in
his dark eyes.

To us who rode near him he confided—

“Tihe enemy are under command of Cap-
tain John Coming Ball.”

The veterans exchanged puzzled glances.
From the general’s expression they had
expected to hear that Wemyss was waiting
for us. Then Manion explained his elation
by adding:

“Caprtaiin Ball, the slave tells me, rides
a most excellent horse. I must have that
horsel”

Hailf an hour later the general summoned
Shonts and ordered him to scout ahead and
precisely locate the ememy.

“Take some one with you to relay back
the information,” the general added. Shonts
grinned and ducked his head toward me.

“Liieutenant Lamce is the man you want?
I think it a good choice,” said the general.

I saluted and rode from the line after
Shomts:” As we gailoped ahead of the
troops he gleefully confided to me:

“Tihis will be one of the biggest whang-
doodies we ever had. Them Twries are as
thick as fleas on a yaller dawg. Am’ they're
hard to git at. But the ginerai will have
them out their holes an’ their kides hung
up to dry afore ye can scratch. your head.”

Our reconnaissance was direct and simple
and unmarked by any advemtwres. We
found the Twries at Shepherd’s Ferry on
the south side of the Black Miingw, and so
strongly posted as to forbid our using the
ford near their camp. The Black Mingo
was deep, Shonts informed me, and could
not be crossed except at certain points.

So we scouted up the stream and pro-
ceeded unmolested for nearly a miie before
we came to another crossing. This was
through a bog and over a plank bridge. We
made our way back and found Minion eager
to get our reports. Shonts insisted on my
being spokesman and after I had described
the physical situation the general gave the
order to advamce. We made a detour and
approached the bridge in a wide circle to
avoid premature discovery. We were
favored by the same lack of precaution
which had made the Taroote affair such a
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success; the enemy neglected to keep their moumted. The biack night was streaked

scouts out.

 THE last few miles were ridden
j in darkmess and it lacked less than
' an hour of midnight when we came
to the bridge. I kept my place by pressing
close to Lieutenant Scott, who had a better
knack of night-riding than I. General
Marion always expressed a dislike for iksing
bridges and usually burned them when
occasion warranted.

When engaged in a surprize attack he
invariably chose to take to the water.
Owing to the swampy nature of the coun-
try at this peint and the thick darkmess, he
reluctantly ordered us to use the bridge.
The first twenty men had barely cleared
the crazy structure before a gun was flired
by an outpost. The hoofs of our -horses
pounding on the planks had betrayed us.

Stealth was discarded and the whole
command rushed along the narrow bush-
lined road at a reckless gait. We struck
into the main road about a quarter of a
mile from the enemy. Marion gave an
order and all but a handful of men dis-
mounted to fight as infantry.

Down the road was a dwelling known as
Duwllard’s House. Our skirmishers reported
the Twries were using this as a fortress.
Captain Waiites was ordered to attack the
dwelling. Colonel Hugh Horry led two
companies to the right whiie the smaii band
of cavalry rode to the left to reinforce
Waiites, General Maniion brought up the
reserve force and kept me by his side to
act as messenger.

From out of the darkmess came Shonts,
yelling— .

“They’we quit the house an’ posted them-
selves in a field behind it?

I*was immediately sent after Horry to
inform-him of this fact and to save him
from stumbling into a trap. But he had
too long a start and I came up with his
command just as they blundered into the
hidden enemy. A terrific volley hurled
them back, dazed for the moment. Hav-
ing failed to deliver my warning in time,
I remained to take a hand. The men gave
ground rapidly for a few momenmts, then
recovered and pressed forward viciously.

Whatewer nervousmess I had experienced
now left me as I mixed in actual battle.
For fear of riding down our own men, or
being potted by them by mistake, I dis-

with red lines and fitfuily lighted by volley-

. Men were falling around me and
I could not see that we were making much
headway, ailthough conscious of opposition
at almost every step and also realizing 1
had taken no backward step. From this
I deduced we must be going ahead.

My impressions were entirely different
from those I registered at Tamowte. This
was real battle and yet more vague in out-
lines than the Tamote affair. I fought a
duel with a blurred form and purely by
luck brought him down with my sword.
Amother unreal shape cursed at me hor-
ribly and snapped a pistol in my face.
I was dully surprized to hear my own wea?
pon barking and to have the fellow fall
against me. Then the pressure in front
began to thin out and I found myself
awkwardly plunging about in open places.

The men about me began cheering wildly
and I soon discovered I was being left
behind. I had to run my nimblest to
catch up with them. Colonel Horry kept
in the lead, yelling his name so friends
would not fire on us. It was all a puzzle
to me, a groping-about in the darkmess; but
it was very plain to the colonel. He knew
the troops under Captain Waites had fallen
on the enemy’s rear and that there was no
more fight in them. This ended the fifitt,
except as we chased the fleeing foe into the
SWamps.

With nothing further to test my mettle
I returned to where camp-fires were blazing.
I walked slowly to recover control of my
nerves, which were performing the devil’s
dance and making me shake as if suffering
from ague.

A large number of prisoners already had
been collected. Mamny of these were peti-
tioning Marion to enroll them among his
troops. The general had no ears for such
at present as he was concerned with one
of the battle’s tragedies. With Angus
Macson and the youmger Macson boys he
stood gazing down on Big Simon who was
going fast. [ joined the group and stared
at the dying man.

In a wheezy voice Big Simon was saying:

“Wirst feller that ever give me a real
fight. Bury us side by side. ’Twas nip
and tuck, but I got him.”

Young Dick was sobbing. Tom, with
scarcely more control, tugged at my sleeve
and pointed to a figure a few feet away.
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It was that of Captain Ben Tickridge and
he was dead with his head twisted to one
side in a most peculiar manner.

“ Simon broke his neck with his
bare handsi” sniveled Tom. “Newer was
such a man as Simon!™

Big Simon must have overheard the eu-
logy, for he grinned with pale lips, and
muttered:

“Nip and tuck, and he was a most proper
mam.
never was denied once I got my hooks into
my meat. Bury us side by side.”

“You shali be buried side by side,”
Marion softly promised. “I will miss one
of my best seldiers.”

“Amd bury me in my cloak and coat that
Cousin Lance fetched me,” insisted Simon.

“Weaste of good cloth,” complained old
Shonts from the edge of the group.

. “In your cloak and coat, Simon,” I told
him.

“Aye, Jim Lamce, is that you? Some one
throw some wood on the fiie. Gits pesky
dark. Keep a eye on Elsie; she needs a
man to look after her.”

The last was scarcely audible, but 1
caught it. Then his father and brothers
kmeit beside him and we others drew
back.

Shonts, the scout, described to me with
much relish the fight between the two
giants. It had taken place in the full
glare of the camp-fire and there had been
numerous spectators. Tickridge had quit
his heavy slumbers too late to find and
buckle on his arms. Big Simon had en-
countered him as he ran from his tent.

Rejoicing in the opportunity of having
such a fit antagomist, Simon had promptly
thrown aside his own weapons and the
two had grappled with great fury. Tick-
riclge had put up a terrible battle and was
not the drunken Tickridge I had toppled

—

"Twas a fair and square fight, but I,
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over on the ‘floor by a surprize assault.
But Simon, as he had said himself, was not
to be denied and he had snapped the bull-
neck of his oppoment and in turn was
knocked over amd mortally wounded by a
chamce musket-ball.

Now they were bringing in the other
dead and among them we were saddened
to find Captain Mowzon and Capdain Logan.
Lieutenant Scott was bieeding from wounds
which we believed to be fatal. Although
he recovered he was barred from ever see-
ing active service again. In all, our losses
took a third of our troops. Captain Ball
was dowm, and half the enemy were dead
or wounded.

At the outset of the fighting they had
outnumbered us two to one and had had
the advantage of getting in the first volley.
Newarttiedless we had whipped them. The
——able pounding of the horses crossing
the plank bridge had cost us dear. Vet it
was a signal victory.

Although warmed of our coming, the
enemy had been decisively defeated. The
cumulative effect of Marion’s repeated
successes was demonstrated that night as
prisoner after prisoner offered to join us,
while those hidden in the swamp yelled
their desire to come out and follow Marion
if assured of quarter.

Captain Ball’s horse, a noble animal,
was found and led up to Gemerai Marion,
who from that night called him “Ball”
after his master and rode him through many
raids and battles. We turned back to our
retreat, sénsible that we had suppressed
Tory -activities along the Black Mingo.
But my heart was sad over Big Simon’s
death, although I kmew he had died as he
would have wished, his mind happy at
having a man worthy of his terrible stremgth.
And his injunction that I look after the girl
lay veny close to my heart,

TO BE CONCLUDED



e @tV o

Hrleart™
= offF Hhe
Crow

KENNETH GILBERT

AatHorr of “thbe Marr Wiko Coulltl Read Static;” “Iidghts of Pawe,” efc.

OME wise guy of a philosopher
insists that the answer is always
clrevdiez la ffemmee, “look for the
woman”—ah, I know French; see

the two overseas-service stripes on that
sleeve?—when the bottom busts out of
everything or the telephone’s busy or your
poker winnin’s disappear while you sleep,
and I kinda agree with him, bein’ a married
man myself. The ladies have given us pro-
hibition, haven’t they? But how about
practically turnin’ a thirty-six-thousand-ton
superdreadnought inside out? No woman
could do that, could she? Yat that’s what
Diio, our mascot, did. But let me tell you
about it.

This Die was an undersized Jap bear;
everything but mountains is undersized
over there, it seems. A liberty party from
the Lazome-mmy packet, you know, and the
only superdreadnought of the Asiatic Fleet
—hrought her aboard. We’d had every-
thing in the shape of a mascot from a Mal-
tese tom-cat to a Tasmamian devil, exceptin’
a bear, so naturally she was a novelty.
Tame, well-behaved little brown cuss she
was, too. Her head would just about reach
your shoulder when she stood up.

With the exception of a few recruits we
picked up at Mare Island, all of us had seen
service with the Grand Fleet in the North
Sea durin’ the war and we’d come out to the
Asiatic Station to finish the cruise. Some
ship was the Luzom, a “home™ for fair,
Mayhe you think we weren't proud of the
gold star riveted to our funnel, showin’
what we'd done to a German sub. But
even more proud were we of the gunnery

trophy, the red burgee with a black ball in
the center, which had flown from our main-
truck for four years running. That’s what
showed 'em what we could do with the big
fourteen-inchers. What if other ships could
swab us with their race-boats or ball-teams;
we were the hard-hittin’ boys that always
ruined the targets. Amd feed? Say, there
wasn’t a ship in the fleet that could compare
with us! Seems like the skipper, Captain
Bissell, knew how to keep us jollied along
with good chow, plenty of shore-liberty and
other litde privileges dear to a man-o’-
warsman’s heart and we responded by
shootin’ the old Luzesw into first place and
keepin’ her there.

And this Diio mascot. Smart as could be.
"Twas no time before she’d learned how to
answer “mess-call.” She’d gather at the
mess-deck hatch with the rest of us, waitin’
for me as bosun’s mate to pipe down for
chow. And when I'd sound the whistle
youw’d better have looked out. Dio would
start for her table as though she was a
“first to fight, first to eat” marine recruit.
If you happened to get in her way, ——
help you! She'd bowl you over as quick as
a wink. And then she'd sit up at a table
Chips had built for her and scoff her beans
or hash like a coal-passer just off watch.

Likemiise we taught her that the only class
of human bein’s she could trust wore the
blue blouse and bell-bottomed trousers
of a man-o’-warsmam. When some one in
civilian clothes, like a bumboatman,, for in-
stance, would offer her something to eat
and she’d start to take it we’d cuff her ears.
it didn’t take her long to get the idea in her

ri4



The Heart of the Crew

head and once there it stuck. She’d have
died first before she’d have accepted food
from a civilian.

That’s the kind of a pal she was and we'd
have gone through —— and a flock of
typioons, for her.

Lieutenant-Commandter Wiilkins, the ex-
ecutive officer, put the situation into words.
He was on the bridge with the navigator and
they were watchin’ Dio maul us around
playfully while we loafed on the fo'csle
durin’ the noon-hour.

“Mir. Folsom,” says the first luff to the
navigator, “that there bear is the heart of
the crew. Personally I'm not strong for
mascots; they’re a nuisance. But that cub
has done-more to keep up the good spirits
of the men than all other things combined.”

The quartermaster who relays this con-
versation to us says that the navigator
agrees. And they were both right. If Dio
had decided that she liked some other ship
better than she did the Wuszen haif of our
crew at least, “plank-owners” included,
would have applied for a .transfer with
her. Pretty nearly every man-jack of us
was fiigurim’ on shippin’ over for another
cruise on the strength of stayin’ on the
Lzzon.

That’s how things were goin’ when we
dropped -our mudhook at Yokohama, early
in Auwttwumm, for a farewell call before headin’
southward for the Philippines and target-
practise. And they were goin’ too smoothly
as we-shortly found out. Queer, isn’t it,
how the sun sometimes shines and the sea
flattens out like a millpond before the glass
begins to drop, signifyin’ that a storm is
headin’ your way? And it was no dittle
undersized gale of trouble comin’ in our
direction, but a daddy-sized typhoon of
grief.

We got our first hunch that we were
about to head into somethin’ when the
steam-launch we had sent ashore as soon as
we anchored came back with mail and cable-
grams. I was doin’ my bosun’s-mate watch
aft when I see the captain’s writer come
streakin’ out of the Old Mam’s cabin.

“Shorty,” he says to me, “we’'re goin’ to
get a new skipper. Be here this afternoon
to take command. The Old Man’s just or-
dered his things packed.”

I didn't like it, somehow. Of course
we'd ail hate to see Captain Bissell go after
bein’ shipmates with him for two years in
the North Sea. But there was mere to it
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than that. It meant a change, you see, and
you never know what'’s in store for you when
a new hand takes the wheel. Maybe this
new man would be all right; probably he
would, yet we knzaw Bissell was Q. K., and
we could not be sure of the new skipper
until he’d taken hold.

But we were hopeful. Nothing, we felt,
could disturb things on the Lugon over-
much. We’'d been treated right and it was
unlikely there’d be any great change. At
that, we mulled it over among ourselves,
until four bells that afternoon, when we
sights our steam-launch comin’ from the
quay and she signals that the new skipper is
aboard.

We muster on the after-deck then in our
best liberty-clotthes. The ship shone from
step to stern like a marine’s belt-buckie, but

‘it was usually that way, so we didn’t have
to go to any great pains to get her fixed up
for the inspection the new captain would
be sure to make. "

lt‘ UP THE gangway he came and as
2} T was gettin’ ready to pipe him

: 3 over the side I hears McCluskey,
gunner’s-mate, and my pal, who was
standin’ hard by, whisperin’ to me:

“Tibbetts, sure as I'm alivel A good
man, but a bullheaded disciplinarian, if
there ever was one.”

There was no chance for me to question
MoChskey, but I gained from his words
that maybe he’d been shipmates with Cap-
tain Tuibbetts before and it had been some-
thing too unpleasant to forget. McClus-
key’s dope seems partly confirmed the next
moment when Captain Tribbetts stops just
at the head of the gangway and peers at the
ship’s side. From where I was [ couldn’t
make out what he was lookin’ at, but I
guessed. Too late it came over me that I
had forgotten to make sure that the side-
cleaners had removed their sling when they
knocked off. It was my fault as that sec-
tion of the ship’s side was in my charge.

He pauses long enough to scowl at this
evidence of carelessness and then stepped
aboard. He was a sandy-haired littie man
with cold blue eyes; spare,and as neat and
trim in his uniform as a yacht under new
canvas. We half-expected to see him smile
in a friendly way when he shook Captain
Bissell’s hand, but nary a smile.

When we knew him better, we found out
it was his style.
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But the new skipper was not alone. Trot-
ting at his heels was the. ugliest bench-
legged bulldog I've ever clapped eyes on.
Sharkey, he was called, we learned later, a
libel on the name of as good a fifibitiing
sailorman as ever drew on the mitts. His
underjaw stuck out like an old-fashioned
underwater-ram while his eyes was as cold
as his master’s. I’'m naturally fond of
dogs, but Sharkey was the kind of a ki-
yoodle you wanted to kiek soen as you laid
eyes on him, If you get what I mean.

Captain Tribbetts’ orders were read and
then came inspection. Believe me, it was
some shakedowm. If there was one rivet
that hadn’t been properly painted that es-
caped his eye we never found it. Main-
deck, berth-deck, mess-deck, fifeeromm,
engine-room, dyname-roorm, fite-contidl and
tutrets, he never missed a thing. We’d al-
ways felt rather proud of how neat we kept
the ship, but when he got through we fiqued
we’'d been llving abeard a eellier. He
didn’t say mueh, but by the way he sniffed
evefy time he disesvered sefme little “hell-
day” efi the palat-werk of BFight-work, we
gge;v that he was thinkin’ and thinkin’

.

By and by he’d seen everything but the
forward compartment on the berth-deck.
As he neared the head of the companion-
way, Sharkey, who had been trotting at his
heels, suddenly stops and sniffs and then
beats it down the ladder to the berth-deck
as fast as his short legs could carry him,
Immediately a —— of a commotion down
below. Growils, barks and yells mingles in
one grand uproar.

It busts loose just as in Tribbetts
with his party reaches the head of the com-
panionway. He stops and looks question-
ingly at Captain Bissell. But before the
latter can hazard a guess as to what it’s all
about somethin’ happens.

Up the ladder, —— bent, shoots some-
thin’ brown and furry, as if the devil was
behind. It was Dio, and the devil was be-
hind, too, in the shape of Sharkey.

in Tribbetts’ position from a stra-
tegical angle, as the fite-conitrdl sharks would
say, was unfortunate. He’s standin’ square
in Dio’s way and bein’ that she’s in a hurry
and by habit not in the way of walkin’
around things, she forges straight ahead.
She thinks she sees room enough between
the captain’s legs to get through, but she
was wrong, yet you couldn’t blame her for

tryin’. So she dives and detvn comes the
skipper, dress-sword, dignity and all.

it was a —— of a situation; I can see that
now. Maybe old Captain Bissell could
have accidentally keel-hauled himself and
no one would have thought much about it,
but for a new man, not aboard long enough
to get his dignity saddied on to the crew so
that they took him seriously, it was a griev-
ous propusition. Skippers of a thirty-six-
thousand-ton superdreadnought are not
supposed to tumble about on deck. It was
8o unexpected that it was funny, I know I
had to bite my lower lip to keep from grin-
nin’, while I faney I saw a twinkle in Cap-
tain Bissell’s eyes.

Captain Tribbetts’ face went white as a
holystoned plank as he got up and smoothed
down his clothes. Yet he was cool about it,
so darn cool in fact that it gave you a chill
just to look at him. If he heard the sub-
dued snickers of the deck-hands drawn up in
their divisions behirdl him he paid no at-
tention.

Dio, by this time, was swarmin’ up the
lattice-work of the forward cage-mast with
Sharkey barkin’ his head off in rage because
he couldn’t climb too.

The skipper cocks his eye at Diio, just to
make sure of the nature of the brown tor-
pedo that had sunk him, and then turns to
the first luff.

“To whom does that bear belong?” he
asks in a voice all frizzled with icicles,

“The crew, sir,” responds Wilkins.

“Hawe it sent ashore immediately, if you
please!”

“Butt, captaim—" breaks in Captain Bis-
sell in remonstramce, for he sensed what the
order meant.

Captaiin Tribbetts merely turns and stares
at him without a word and the old skipper
shrugs his shoulders as if to say, “Wll, it's
your funeral.” ~ And then they go on with
the inspection. -

Well, sir, when dismissal comes a minute
later the old packet begins to hum like a bee-
hive. Sharkey had given up the siege and
had gone aft to the cabin, so we coax Dio
down with a piece of candy. About that
time the first luff’s messenger hurries up
with word from Wilkins that the captain’s
order is to be carried out at once.

We're gathered amidships, practically
every man off watch, mulling over this
thing. The boys was excited and if some
fool had made a wild suggestion there was
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an even chance it would have been put into
execution. But there’s a few of us older
ones that keep our heads and we prevail.

So when the messenger comes up with the
firstt luff’'s order I frowns down the chorus
of “noes” that went up and leads Dio aft
where the steam launch is waitin’. I gets
permission to go ashore with her.

“The weay tive hoys hede her fanewdll
would make you think they was partin’
with a sweetheart. Ewery one of them fiiles
by and either strokes her head or shakes
her paw. I looked around to see if the
new skipper was pipin’ this off, but he was
nowhere in sight.

What to do with her when I get her ashore
puzzles me for a bit and then I remember the
big zoo they have there. That’s the place
for Dio, thinks I. She'll get good food and
have no one to pester her.

So straight for the zoo we heads when we
touch the wharf. Three of the steam-
launch crew comes with me as a sort of
honor-guard. The little Jap superintendent
of the place is all smiles when he learns our
mission and after seein’ Dio housed in a
nice, big-cage and biddin’ her good-by, we

shoves off.
|@I quiet. Ewery one was so sore that

even the customary baixbconcert
didn’t draw a crowd. All hands turned in
early because they was too mad to sit up
and talk about it. But before midnight
fiftyy of themrslipped into a couple of cutters
at the boat-boom and jumped ship, some-
thing no one on the uzon had done in
months. We hadn’t needed to under Cap-
tain Bissell; we could get all the shore-leave
we wanted. But these boys just jumped
ship to show their spite although they were
the ones who had .to suffer when they re-
turned.

When the new skipper heard about it at
“guarters” the next morning his face went
white again.

“Stop all shore-leave,” he directed.

That was all. Just a short, snappy order
that he shot out between his teeth. But
every man in the divisions drawn up for in-
spection felt like goin’ into action. Fight!
That’s what the new skipper meant to do.
He’d break us; he’d show us, would he?

Then we hears that we’re goin’ to sail the
next day at noon for the Philippines, to
get ready for target-practise. Ordinarily it

THAT night the ship is ominously
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would have been good news for we’d pretty

snear had our fill of Japan for a time. But it
worked just the other way. We were
leavin’ our mascot behind.

Just to make sure that Diie’s all right, 1
gets permission to go ashore on some pre-
text. On the way to the zoo I buys her a
big sirloin steak. Wihen she spots me
comin’, a hundred feet away, she pretty
nearly tears down the cage in her joy. I
slips her the steak and she wolfs it down as
if she was starving. Just then one of the
attendamts come runnin’ up.

“She no eat!” he exclaims, makin’ signs.
I don’t get him at fiirst, but pretty soon he
makes out that the steak I gave her was the
first grub she had taken since we'd brought
her there the day before.

Then the reason dawms on me. She had
been taught not to take food from any one
but a man in uniform! Amd this Jap is in
civilian clothes.

* Why, —— it, Dio wouid starve when we
went away! What the boys would say to
this when I toid ‘em, I could weil imagine.

Suddenly I gets an inspiration.

“Litsten, Togo,” says I to the attendant.
“Bll go get her some more steak, but here-
after when you want to feed her put on a
uniform of some kind; get me?”

Of course he didn’t, but finally I put the
idea over and he nods and smiles. Then I
goes back to the ship.

Mad? Say, you ought to’have seen and
heard those gobs when I slipped them the
news. At a word they would have deserted
in a body, but we older hands fimally eases
them off. And ‘the next day we gets away
for Maniila, a happy ship no meore, but a
boilin’ packet; every mam itchin’ to do
somethin’ that would show how he felt.

Several times the night before I had come
on groups of the youmger lads talkin’ ex-
citedly among themselves, but when they
seen me comin’ they’d disperse. Whatever
devilment they were up to they wouldn’t let
me in on, figurin’, perhaps, I'd vote “ne”
and try to talk them out of it. So I was
glad when the top of old Fuji sunk below the
horizon without any real trouble breakin’
out among us.

FOR three weeks we lay at Olon-
gapo, the naval base sixty miles
from MEamiila, gettin’ ready for tar-
get-practise. Hot? Say, you could have
fried a steak on the deck-planks. She’s so
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torrid that we have to keep the decks slushed
down so that the tar wouldn’t bubble out,
This climate didn’t agree with Sharkey at
all; we could see that. Ewerydlay the skip-
per would have the dog taken ashore for a
walk in the shade with a Filipino mess-
attendant. And every time an armed ma-
rine guard was sent along. We guessed the
skipper feared we would kill the brute if we
%ot a chance. But he should have known
etter; that he didn’t merely showed he

didn’t understand bluejackets after all his’

years at sea with them.

Yet don'’t think we transferred to Shawkey
any of the affection we’d lavished on Dio.
No, sir. He seemed to know that he wasn't
welcome forward because he hung around
the cabin. Ewery time we laid eyes on him
we thought of Dio.

Things steadily got worse - aboard the
Lageon.  Our shore-leave was cut down to a
minimum and the rations got skimpy. We
sent delegations to the skipper to protest,
but he told us fiatly we were gettin’ all the
regulations called for and that we were a
spoiled, complainin’ lot to be kickin’ about
trifles.

One day I hears the paymaster talkin’ to
the skipper.

“Now that we’re about to go on the
target-range, perhaps I'd better give the
men somethin’ extra in the way of rations,
captain,” says “Pay.” “It’s customary, as
you know.”

“Wihen I want you to make a change in
the rations I'li tell you about it, sir,” snaps
the skipper.

And “Pay” turns away, nientally kickin'
himself, judgin’ from the expression on his
face.

Thus the feud went on; the captain never
oversteppin’ the regulations, but givin'
them to us just as they lay. The men
weren’t sayin’ much then; they’'d reached
the stage of what these psychologists call a
“damgerous silemes.

And one day we casts off and moves out
to the range. Just before we make the

first run, I spots the gun-crews gathered,

around the scuttie-butt. I runs on to them
before they can choke off Barto, captain of
the forward fourteen-inch turret.

“Are you with me, boys?” he was sayin',
“We'lk square yards once and for all. What
if we do lose—"

“Pipe downl” sings out somebody teo
Barto, as I heave in sight.

Adventuire

And pipe down they did, nor could I get
any_obf thesm too tedl naee whiadt theyydd bbenn
talkun’ about. Which worried me some for
I hated to see the boys go and make fools of
themselves. Just then the bugler sounds
“guarters,” and the gun-crews go to their
stations.

Our first run is to be a mile long. The
target is bein’ towed by a collier, five miles
away. We are-to come up on the target’s
starboard quarter and fire as rapidly as we
can with {the big guns until the spotters
on the towin’ ship signal us the run is
finitsteeld.

I’'m with a spottin’-crew in the top of the
after cage-mast. Captain Tribbetts I can
see on the bridge. Sharkey isn’t with him
and I guess that he’s still aft, under care of
the mess-boys. Tihe heat sure was “gettin’ ”
the mutt.

From where we’re perched I can see the
wave from our cutwater widen and deepen
as we loosen up a few kmots in order to over-
take the collier and the target. Presently
the collier signals we’re to begin. Our
range-finder crews gives the distance to the
gun-crews through telephomes. The muz-
zles of the fourteens in the turrets are swung
out almost across our beam.

“Commence fiirin’”’ says the bugle. And
there’s a hush falls over the ship. I can see
a kind of strained look come into the faces
of the men in the top with me and, old as I
am in service and as many times as I have
been through this sort of thing, I catch my-
self holdin’ my breath momentarily.

Suddenly the ship reels slightly on her
port beam and a thunder of sound like some
one bangin’ a bass-drum close to your ear
comes up to us. It’s the forward tumett—a
range-findin’ shot. A white geyser that
shoots up a hundred yards behind the tar-
get shows where the shot has gone. Then
the other gun in the same turret lets loose
and a second later the after turret
opens.

Baoamem! Bomem! Bammeemw! It's a —
roarin’ cataclysm of sound that envelops
us up there aloft. The air was acrid with
burned gas and the ship seems enveloped in
the thinnest of hazes.

“What the —" barks the lieutenant in
the spottin’-top with me as he peers through
his glasses at the target. “Tell them their
range is offl All the shots are goin’ one
place, right over the mark!"

I telephones quick to the range-finders
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and the guns and in half a minute back
comes the repliy—

“Ramge is correct, sir!” v

“But, it, it’s not correct!” yells the
lieutenant. “Ewery shot would be a hit if
the gunners would hold lower. Take a
look at your sights!”

Again comes back the repiy—

;siightg all 6. K., sirt”

The lieutenant starts down the ladder so
fast you’d think he was goin’ to abandon
ship.

Then, ail of a sudden, I know! It’s those
devilish young gun-pointers; they’re de-
liberately shootin’ just over the target, to
show the skipper what they could do if they
tried—alll of them are first-clwss marksmen
—miissin’ it on purpose in an effort to get
square with the captain. I recall Barto's
harangue to them before we started the
run. And I remember that, contrary to
custom, we had made no bets with other
ships on the probable size of our score.

They know what will happen if their
score is low, do those gun-pointers. We'll
lose the gunnery trophy and make a laugh-
ing-stock of the ship. Perhaps the skipper
will get a call-down from the admiral;
maybe there’ll even be an investigation of
him, but that’s nothing compared to the
price we'll pay. The Luzon will be a hoodoo
ship. They know, do these youngsters, yet
they can't realize it all as clearly as I do.

In a minute I'm on deck, hurrying toward
the forward turret, where I know I’ll fimd
Barto, in an effort to bring the fools to their
senses. I can see the Vuzym is comin’ about,
havin’ finished the first run, without any
more shots bein’ fired. The crews are
comin’ out of the turrets, lookin’ sullen as
spanked kids.

shelters an air-shaft and ladder

e cvuin’ from the five-room, I runs
slap-bang into somethin’ that makes me
think my eyes are goin’ woezy.

Diiol

So help me bob, there she was, sittin’ on
her haunches, cool as could bs, at the mouth
of the shaft. Her fur is full of coal-dust, as
I notice when I stroke her.head, for I cam't
help seein’ if she's real. Then I hear some
one pantin’ up the ladder and one of the
black-gang, his face smeared with grime,
sticks up his head.

¢ AS T round a deck-house which
S
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“Come here, you brown ——* he says to
Diio, takin’ hold of her collar. “You will
desert, will you?” And he makes a move to
start back down to the fire-room with her.

“Wait,” I says. “When" did she get
aboard?”

He looks at me in surprize.

“Fer the love of Pete; weren’t you in on
it?” he asks. “Why, we smuggled her
aboard the night before we sailed from
Yokohama. She’s been livin’ in an empty
coal-bunker ever simoe

“Holy cat-heads!

He’s lookin’ right by me and I notice the
gim-crews that had crowded around fall
back a little. 1 looks up, my heart in my
mouth. Yep, there he was—Captaiim Trib-
betts.

He’s near the bustin’-point, I can see
that; right at the edge of where a man either
goes nutty or gets a stroke of apoplexy.
It’s an even bet that he’s never so near
tears—tears of rage, mind you—simce his
ma told him he couldn’t have another slab
of pie. The first luff and my spottin’-officer
is with him; the skipper’s got the straight of
it all. Amd here’s the cause of his troubles,
sittin’ there and calmly blinkin’ at him.

What would have happened the next two
seconds I don’t know; the skipper wasn't
one of those kind that can blow off steam
and ease his mind. Save for the throb of
the engines and the swish of the waves
against the side you could have almost
heard the chronometer tickin’ in the chart-
house.

‘Wh ./)7

We jump and face aft. The cry comes
from a Filipino mess-attendant, who is
racin’ toward us. Ahead of him. danglin’
two feet of broken chain from his collar, is
Sharkey. Only he isn’t the Sharkey we had
known about the ship. His eyes are rollin’,
he’s slaverin’ foam and he’s snappin’ and
growlin’ at everything near him. He's
stark ravin’ mad. The gun-fire on top of
the heat had curdled what little brain he
possessed and now he’s runnin’ amuck.

The crowd opens up like breakin’ ranks
after inspection, each man jumpin’ for some-
thin’ that will swing him clear of the deck
and this demon thing that’s comin’ like a
bullet. Only the captain and me stands
fast. I don't know why I didn’t run.

“Sharkey!” calls the skipper, and in his
voice - there’s pity and sympathy for the
beast. Amd Sharkey responds, but not in
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the way you’d have expected. He leaps
straight for the skipper’s throat!

It caught us by surprize. I’'m no hero,
but I'm enough of a man-o’-warsman to
have jumped in and saved the skipper.
But it seems like I couldn’t think fast
enough; events had been comin’ too
rapidly.

Yet even before Sharkey’s forepaws had
left the deck for the leap, there’s a whinin'
growl - right beside us. Dio, seein’ this
maniacal brute rushin’ for us, figured he was
goin’ to attack her. Maybe she’s kind of
been mulling things over in her mind and
had decided that she did wrong when she
let him chase her the first time they met.
And here he is again.

Baeogppp!

That’s the nearest I can describe the
sound. Dio had merely started her left fore-
paw from the deck, with enough force to
knock a man ten feet, and she’d caught
Sharkey alongside the head while he was in
mid-air. He snaps sideways, end for end,
and although his head struck an iron bitt
with force enough to crush his skull, his
broken neck made it unnecessary.

What these playwritin’ fellows call a
“dramatic silence” grips for a moment.
Out of the corner of my eyes, I see Captain
Tribbetts’ face workin’ like a man rasslin’

CHANGED
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with a dozen different emotions at once. He
looks toward the still form of his pet lyin’
against the bitt and then back at Dio.
Then his hand steals out and darned if he
doesn’t pat her head! Without utterin’ a
word, he turns toward the bridge again.

It was the first luff who struck while the
iron was hot. There’s a hint of some-
thin’ like moisture in his eyes when he be-
gins to speak.

,” he says, “it’s all right now and
I’'m glad. And now let’s get busy and do
some shootin’.

“We're comin’ up on the second and last
run in a few minutes, and there’s still a
chance to keep the gunnery trophy for the
rest of the ships won’t get a fifty per cent,
score. Butt you gumyuiinéess will have to
make a hit eattk shot! You'wve never done it
before, but you can if you try, I'm sure.
Only a hundred per cent, score from now on
will save us!

“To your stations!”

Did we do it? Take a look out there,
near the breakwater. That’s the Lazon,
“Tiibbetts’ Home,” they call her now. I'm
on my way back to her to ship for another
cruise.

Squint hard and you’ll see a red burgee
with a black ball in the center, fliyin’ from
her main-truck. There’s your answer!

COURSES

by Glean Ward Dresbach

AS ONE who drank poor wine from cups of gold,
Then turned to golden wine in earthen things;
As one who turned from splendors bought and sold
To find strange beauty in his wandenings—
Some ships when old are moved from busy ways
Once marked for them to ports where dreams have died

In power-lust.

Now far in little bays

These old ships loiter with the sunset wide

And glorious about them. Scents of bloom

Drift down to them from island hills; and slow,

Sweet music whispers from the palms that loom

In hazy beauty where the breakers throw

Their pearls. . . . What cargoes wait? What ports may be?
Touched onee again with magie from the Sea?
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“Something hidden. Go and find it.
Go and look behind the Ranges—
Something lost behind the Ranges;
Lost and waiting for you. Go!*

—KRpIG:g.

are a few places in the
~ world where you can be at once
transported right back to the be-
ginning of time, when a cloud
hung o’er nature and “the mountain burst
from the tormented bosom of the earth.”
This place was one of them. But very few
white men have penetrated there, Still
fewer have come back again.

The hill was weeping—it was a hill;
anything under a few thousand feet here
was a mole-heap—so that it could not refrain
from oozing water at every crack. Below,
the slope ran sheer away like the roof of a
house, and out in boiling mist, and beneath
that the crests of other hills filled the gaps
miles down. Above, the slope ran up,
worse than the roof of a house, into a
boiling caldron of fog, and above that,
floatiingg sublimely on nothing, the peaks of
mountaias shot sheer into the narrowed
sky, miles up. To the right a giant rhodo-
dendron. forest dripped eternally. To the
left—nothing, At least, if you had taken
three strides into the mist that hung there,
you might have reached a bottom or you
might not; you would certainly have taken
a long time,

Men said that this was the land of the
pillars that upheld the roof of the world.
They might have upheld the canopy of
the sky—ithose everlasting regiments of
sublime, still peaks.

Then, as if to clinch the matter, there

flung out acress the grand scene a mighty
bird, part eagle, part vulture, but larger
than either, sailing, sailing, sailing, on
nearly ten-foot motionless wings; a won-
derful sight vouchsafed for a second or two
by the mist and gone again in a breath. It
was a Jammergeier.

Nothing else seemed to live here. Noth-
ing else could, one would think, in this dizzy
abode of Time, flung up here above all
things, in this land of everlasting silent
sleet and mist. Looking hard at the scene
for as long as one liked, one could have been
quite certain that there was nothing else
alive in it at all.

A gray ball of mist seemed to detach itself
suddenly from the swirling welter above
and come down-hill in great bounces. Of
course, it made absolutely no sound. It
just arrived, almost before one knew what
had happened. But it might have been a
13.5 inch live shell, by the effect it had.

Seven—mo, nine—light-brown beasts,
three of them with beautiful circular horns,
got up from the perfectly bare ground where
they had been lying, quite invisible because
motionless, and went off down the slope,
dragging a welter of red earth after them,
avalamcdhe-fashion, with a clattee and a
speed that was hair-raising; six resplendent,
jeweled birds, all gold and flaming crimson
and streaming tails, burst aloft from behind
a boulder like small shells and whirred
away over the unseen depths, and two little
fat, guinea-piggy beasts dived into the
bowels of the earth without cemment.
These were bharal, which are a species of
wild sheep, golden pheasants, and a specles
of rodents known as marmots,

izt
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LW THE mist-cloud puiled up short,
snarled, and turned into a thing like
% aleopard, but not a leopard exactly.
Where leopards are tawny it was gray,
beautiful, silvery gray. Where leopards
have small black rosettes, it had large
wandering ones, with the centers a fraction
darker than the gray fur. Where leopards
have none, it had a black line starting in the
middle of its back. Where leopards have
short, crisp coats, it had a coat of great
length and even more beautiful and, where
leopards have a medium-length tail, taper-
ing like a cat’s, it had a tail of nearly equal
thickness all down, very long hair, and of
great length. No man ever measured that
beast, but certainly seven and a half feet
would not have covered its length. It was
an ounce, or snow leopard, and a fine old
male into the bargain.

This beast was in a temper; any one could
see that by the flatness of the thin ears.
Nor did the unscathed departure of the
bharal sheep, the golden pheasants, and the
marmots improve matters. When a cat
is full fed, the cat a saint is he; but when a
cat is empty, the cat a devil will be. This
applies to the whole tribe from King Leo
downward, and this snow leopard was a cat
and he was hungry.

Game, as a matter of fact, for one of
those mysterious reasons known.only to the

ame themselves, had ceased almost to be
in that part of the world for days. Also,
there are only three things that will make a
cat fiihitt—nanst}y, love, hunger, and being
cornered. The snow leopard was afflicted
by the first two, and became a walking
trouble center in consequence, and—pffi—
the third had him~

»* It had happened so quickly and so
secretly that even he, smartest of ail beasts to
spot danger, as a rule, had failed to scent it.

Dowm-hill of him, fifty yards away, a
gray-fawn, grizzled beast, something wolf-
like yet bigger than any wolf, walked stiffly
out of the rhododendrons with its tail up,
like a setter when about to “set,” and its
legs moving as if in splints. The snow
leopard whipped haif-round, crouched and
snarled.

Up-hill of him, about fifty yards away, a
second beast duplicated the first in action
and appearance, neither giving any explana-
tion at all. The snow leopard pivoted
again like a hairy caterpillar on a pin and
spat cat-fashion and furiously.
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To his right there was a sound of pat-
tering, as if a pack of hounds ran unseen
in among the rhododendroms, and another
pattering—of falling moisture from shaken
leaves. The snow leopard leered sidewise
and showed his teeth there also.

He had not been alone in his stalk upon
the bharal and the marmots and the pheas-
ants of gold. He knew it now, and if he
had not been so very hungry and intent on
his prospective dinner, he w#&uld have
known it before he rashly showed himself
in the open. As it was, his life at that
moment was not worth much, and he knew
that also.

These beasts, biggest of all the wild
caminmes, perhaps, these two great brutes
above and below him, and the others that
he couldn’t see on the edge of the rhodo-
dendron forest, these gaunt, furred shapes
that were neither dog nor wolf but more
deadly than either, were wild dogs, the wild
dogs of those parts, and they are like the
wild dogs of no other part of the world.

Those who have not lived in that un-
known land will never be able to realize the
precise force of the terror that surrounds the
very name of these beasts. Dwread is not
the word for it. Tihe wery scent of a single
wild dog days old will clear the deet, of
those parts—and they are, like the dogs and
the rest of the outfit of that land, still
little more than a mysterious name to the
world—right out of the district for weeks,
and set the wild sheep and ibex climbing
till they go from sight completely among
and beyond the clouds.

This explained one or two things that
had puzzied the snow leopard; the scarcity
and nervousness of the game for one, and
his consequent hunger, for another.

Then, in an instant, as if at a given word,
both dogs faced round at him with a snarl.
Came a rush among the rhododendrons,
and he was staring at a row of slavering-
jawed, long-limbed brutes standing just
outside the forest.

The snow leopard’s body seemed to have
slowly melted and run into the very ground,'
but at this new move his head went up
and he began, crouched all the time, a hor-
rible half-snarl, half-growl, glancing quickly
from side to side. He was measuring his
foes, calculating distances and chances, and
searching for the weakest point.

Since lie had himself put up and fright-
ened out of reach the very prey which the
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dogs had been tracking, and friradly,
stalking, he expected, and was like to get, no
quarter. He had become the prey, mat
was all.

- Suddenly there was a rush; five seconds
tense With ferocious possibilities, amdi—
silence, broken only by the horrible, cease-
less growling snarl of the leojfard. The wild
dogs had closed in another ten yards and
stopped, that was all. They were sur-
rounding him.

In the interval that followed could be
distinctly heard the click and jar of a falling
stone displaced by some ibex or wild sheep
unseen in the mist and mystery far above,
and, very far away, the dragging roar of an
avalanche.

Then quick, deadly, horribly purposeful
in its silence, another rush, followed by an-
other pause. The wild dogs had closed in
another ten yards, and the two big flanking
males had edged round a bit farther.

And all the time the snow leopard had
never stopped his ominous, snarling growl
and the ceaseless twitching of the black tip
of his lovely long tail. But now his note
changed. There was a fiercer, more ex-
cited tone to it. He raised his head higher.
He looked sharply from side to side with
those eyes of intense hate—tfhe merciless
hate of the uncenquerable free spirit that
dwells i the eyes of all the eats. One felt
that sefiething was gelng te happen. The
situation grew tense as drawn wite. ARd
then, in a flash, the sAew leepard charged.

There are probably no swifter beasts on
Naiture’s earth than the cats for a short
distance, and of the cats, except for the
cheetah, the leopards and the puma are the
swiftest, perhaps. The cats are sprinters
past beating.

The snow leopard did not so much charge
at the weakest point in the line of the
investing enemy as move from the spot
where he had crouched to the outflank-
ing dog up-hill, without any appreciable
interval of time and without seeming to
touch the ground in the process. The calm,
unemetional voice of fact, however, bids us
record that he charged in low, long bounds,
typleally eat-fashlon.

The big wild dog tried to get out of the
way, while his fellows closed in with a yell
that madie the blood run cold, but he might
as well have tried to get out of the way of a
lightning-flash as that feline devil. Before
one could wink, the ounce seemed to have
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leaped on to, and off, the wild dog, and the
latter was rolling down-hill all asprawl and
yelling, and he was horrible to behold.

But this check, fractional as it seemed to
human eyes, gave the pack time to suck in,
all the same.

What followed will probably never be
made clear exactly. It was all over before
it seemed it had well begun, and most of the
things seemed to happen at once, which, of
course, was impossible.

There was just one ghastly, yelling,
growling, snarling, leaping, clawing, tearing,
slipping, rolling, wrenching, bristling whirl
of savage bodies, in and above which the
big snow leopard seemed to be forever
bouncing from spot to spot, clean into the
air, like some immense woolly rubber ball,
a spitting, clawing, striking, almost sparking
apparition of fury.

If he ever touched the ground at all one
did not see it. Mostly he came down on
the back of the wild dogs and kicked him-
self aloft again, or, leaping and dodging
quicker than the eye could follow in and
out, hitting right and left as he moved,
managed by some rmiracle to avoid being
tofn to shreds ten times over by the mad-
dened paek.

Then he was through—tiwough before
you could wink—was away up-hill like a
great gray streak, the pack, stretched to the
last inch, racing and raging at his tail. A
hundred yards slid beneath him like running
water—iwo—tthrse. A bound, and then—a
third and tremendous flying leap; a fountth—
a slip and more than instant reseriy—a
wild, feantie spring; the strenuous scrateh-
ing of elaws of reek, and the frenzied pack
faging, feaming, leaping at the base of the
sheer eliff, and the snew lespard half-way
up, thirty feet abeve their heads, erouched
oh & ledge that lesked as if it wewld puzzle
a menkey, gléﬂﬂg dewn at them with af
expressioh of unspeakapie hate.

Heaven knows how he got there without
dropping incontinently into the bristling,
gnashing jaws below. It was one of those
miracles which was only not a miracle
because of those that had already gone
before.

TWO hours later, through the rifts
of a driving shower of ice-coid sleet,
the pack was still gazing up at
those awful unblinking, staring orbs of hate
on the clifi's face, waiting, with that
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terrifying patience of all {the dogs, for their
prey to move.

Four hours later he was still there, tieat
big snow leopard, crouched and almest in-
visible on his impessible aerie, while the
snow-clad regiments of towering peaks
turned in the setting sun by way of pale
rose to ruby, to deep port-wine, to thinnest
blue, and, as the stars came out one by one,
to hang like golden gnats about their heads,
to deep blue-black.

Had he fallen he would, after hitting the
slope below, have rolled a full thousand
feet, to pitch at last into nothing beyond—
to pitch clear to the valleys miles below.

But he did not fall, for his was a nickel-
steel nerve, and heights had no terror for
him. He had no imagination, and there-
fore giddiness was not for him. He came
down instead, leaping lighter than thistle-
down, whilst very far away, down in the
depths of some hidden valley, a sgund,
half-moan, half-yell, rose lightly upon the
sublime stillness of the mountain night.

That was his friends, the wild dogs, but
the cry was not for him. They were on the
trail of some other unfortunate, and he no
iore than curled a supercilious upper lip
and breathed a whiny snarl in answering
malediction.

Cats travel more than most peopie realize
when they are hungry, and the snow leopard
was hungry. Moreover, it looked as if he
were going to have to travel a very long way,
for the news of the coming of the wild dogs—
and it is nothing short of miraculous how
news does seem to spread, as if by wireless,
in the wild—seemed to have semt almost
everything out of the country for more than
a day’s march.

But if the wild dogs have the power of
imparting more fear to their prey than
any other living creature—and the same is
true of the smaller wild dogs of India and
Africa—it is still the cats who are the most
highly perfected hunting-machimes on the
face of the globe.

Aithough he was a big beast, and got
along at a fair pace, it was next to impos-
sible to see the snow leopard. There was a
moon, but even she could not do more than
accentuate, if anything, the resemblance
between the gray fur of him broken up by
black rosettes with the gray rocks and
stony ground broken up by the black
shadows, over which, soundiess as a ghost,
alert as a startled hind, he moved with

‘Adldreattimee

long, loose, effortless strides, on padded
paws that never made a mistake, never
displaced a stone, and never snapped a
twig.

He was crossing a gap between two belts
of those black rhododendrons that seem to
weep eternally, across a slope that oozed
water at every pore, when, without a hint
of what he was going to do, jhe dropped
flat. 1t was as if the ground had slid
beneath his feet—amd, having regard to the
vehement slope of the mountaimside, this
would have been no cause for surprize.

It had not, howewer. He was looking
ahead, to where, motionless in the pale
silver flood of the moonlight, weird and
uncouth, ungainly and ugly, stood the
very spirit incarnate of this land of chaotic
antediluvian beginnings. The figure might
have been turned straight out of the Ice

It was a bear. Amcient and out-of-date
as the bears are, this one “out-beared” the
bears, so to speak.

Followed a pause of forty-three seconds,
during which the figure stood, peering
down, like a beast carved in rock. Then
slowly it turned its great low-hung head
and stared straight at the ounce, and the
enormous <hbreaddih asrosss thee creatumedss
cranium was noticeable, and that spelt
enormous strength of jaw. That bear was
what is known as a parti-colored bear—a
mystery, a name and, like many other
beasts of that land; still little, else to this
day.

Very few rocks could have moved less
than did the snow leopard during the next
few seconds. He seemed to have literally
crawled into the ground.

He knew as much as the theorists about
harmonizing with his surroundings and ten
times more about the value of “freezing.”
He “froze,” acordingly, in a fashion that
would have done credit to an ice-block.
Amnd it needed no little effort for a highly
strung beast like a leopard to keep like
that under the cold ursine stare—dlead still.

What the bear would have done if he
had seen the cat is known only to that slow
animal. It is enough that he did not, and
passed on. All the same, the snow leopard
was probably ahead of any white hunter
in having met the mysterious bear of that
land face to face.

Later he came upon a path, the work of the
mysterious natives of the land, half-built,
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half-trodden out of places a monkey
might crawl along. It looked rather like a
spider’s web hung along the face of a rock-
ery, only, in this case, if one missed his
footing—and that was slippery and scarce a
foot wide—he dropped a few thousand feet
into the next world.

Moreover, to step aside from the path on
the “up” side, one would have to be a bird
or a bat, no less. These paths, therefore,
are not ones to be entered upon lightly by
day even, let alone by night. Still the
snow leopard trotted along as easily as if he
were going down a wide street, till he came
upon a black mass, motionless, and he
collapsed in his stride like a pricked
bladder.

THE black mass was a takin.

That is abeast quite indescribable.

Imagine a brute big as a donkey,
shaggy forward, part- American bison, part
bull gnu, with aftemper like thatfof no other
animal on this earth—and entirely without
fear of man or beast or devil.

Now, it is one gentle little eccentricity of
the takin’s—promoumced tarkin—that he
invariably charges on sight. It doesm't
appear to make any difference at all what
the size and character of the chargee may
be, apparently, and probably it would make
no difference if the chargee were an ele-
phant. Its own ungainly, mysterious self
alone knows why the takin should do this.
It is the law, that is all, and all the more
pointed because of his sharp horns.

This takin was no exception ready to
prove the rule. Without the fraction of a
second’s hesitation he hurtled forward,

“head down, and whistiing with fury. And
the snow leopard went. It is not to be
explained how he managed to pivot on that
nine inches of level path and hold to it at
full gallop—mewer mind the gaps which
had crumbled away—for nearly half a
mile, till a convenient boulder, about as big
as a house and miraculously poised there
without reason, gave him a chance to
spring aloft and let the living thunderbolt
go by. After all, his feat was nothing to
the clumsy takin's, who never slipped and
never made a blunder in spite of his hoofs.

Then the snow leopard resumed his path
calmly, loosely, easily, effortlessly, of course,
just as if nothing at all had happened.

Finally he turned upward—tthere being
nothing left alive below, apparentijy—and
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climbed to the clouds and beyond. It was
then that the meaning of his big, thick
beautiful coat was made plain. Nothing
dressed in anything but arctic attire could
have faced the cold and lived. It was
perishing cold, and to add to it, he was
now at a height at which the. rarefied
razor-sharp air would have set a man
spouting blood.

The snow, in spite of his padded paws,
crisped sharply under his weight at every
stride, and it was by the same token that he
learned that all the blue shadows behind
the snow-laden rocks were not blue
shadows.

At least, one of them suddenly bounded
up and came to halt, rigid as its own perch,
on the top of a boulder—a magnificent old
ram ibex, standing nearly three and a half
feet at the shoulder and carrying great
curved, heavy, bossed horns not a fraction
under fifty inches along the curve.

Down sank the snow leopard, as one
sinks who stands upon an elevator. The
snow took him into its bosom, and he
became a faintest smudge on the spotless
white. It was a wonderful thing, this
power to make himself well-nigh invisible
in the very open.

And the stiliness of the immemorial
mountain-peaks—wihich is greater than the
stillness of the desert, even—enguifed them
and covered them up. It was by the same
token, too, that the ibex was on the alert;
that telltale crunching of paws on snow
had sounded far a-magmnified.

Then, in a breath, a stupendous bound;
another; a headlong rush of half a dozen
more blue shadows springing to life; a wild
and reckless dash of the amazed snow leo-
pard; a lightning sweep of the great armed
paw; a fleck of hair floating away on the
wind, and—the leopard, his forepaws
plowing deep, as he pulled up in a cloud of
snow and watched the ibex herd, with the
grand old ram bringing up the rear guard,
going headlong down a positively awful
precipice, leaping like bounding stones
from side to side of the chasm—dlowm, down,
till they became no larger than mice, than
ants, and faded from sight.

Then he turned away with a curl of the
lip and a whiny, yarly snarl; some trick
of the wind had, he knew, played him
false, and sent perhaps the only meal he
was likely to see that night beyond the
reach of him or any other living hunter,
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for the ibex have a smellimg-apparatus
delicate as a Marconi receiver.

THE sun was leaping from peak to

snow-clad peak in fiery splendof,

the mists were wreathing up out of
the valleys like the smoke from burning
cities, and in the pine-woods below, the
wonderful scented halls of a thousand pil-
lars, the pheasants were crowing one to the
other as the snow leopard slowly and sul-
lenly slouched down from the bitter heights,
empty, angry, cold and seeking a lair.

Suddenly from beneath the great cat's
very feet it seemed there whizzed up almost
in his face a jeweled and dazzling wonder.
Purple and coppery red, metallic green shot
with purple and blue, blue-green, golden
green, crimson, bronze, marble-white, and
jet, it flashed and fllashed again in the
new-born sun-rays, a glittering, jeweled
splendor, as the snow leopard sprang, a
wild, stwisting spring, as quick as he knew
how, striking wheep, wheep with his great
taloned paw at—aiir, just air, and one fitam-
ing feather twiddling and floating down in
the calm sunlight, just to show him how
near he had been to a breakfast.

It was an old cock wmonal—=precise
species not remembered—and the snow leo-
pard watched him as, after the first leap
upward, he shot out from the slope horizon-
tally, whirring like an avion, and then,
shutting his wings, fell headiong, a very
stream of flashing gems, into the steaming
veiled gulf beneath.

After that the ounce found a temporary
lair in a cave and went to sleep, too dis-
gusted even to snarl. Verily, it is not se
much beer and skittles as it looks, to be a
hunting beast when luck turns against you,
This one had not eaten for forty-eight hours
at least, probably a good deal meore; but
luckily, like the Red Indian, he could fast
and feast with a vengeance, and withstand
the effects of both. .

Yet there was more in this failure to se-
cure prey than met the eye. In a certain
secret den not many miles away he owned a
mate, and both of them owned cubs, and,
although not actualily too weak to hunt for
herself, the chances of her obtaining enough
prey—nmiimd, she needed almost a double
shares—for all in the present state of panic
and emigration brought about by the shad-
ow of the presence of the wild dogs were,
if not remote, at least rather small. They
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were depending upon him, our friend who
had so far failed. It is not imvariably
exactly cat-like, this husbandly affection,
but it is pretty, and sometimes—even with
the lion or the tom-cat—iit does exist very
strongly.

Sunset, always an enchanted hour, is
particularly wonderful in that land of
mountains, but the snow leopard had little
care for such. He was out early because he
hoped to surprize a golden or an Amherst’s
pheasant going to roost, but beyond a half-
guessed glimpse of two of the former’s geld
and erifsen, and the last feet o so ef the
latter’s vanishing wonederful tail, he saw
Aething of them.

Then he spent a fruitless haif-hour lying
outside some marmots’ holes for the owner
who refused to come out, and put all the
best work he knew into an elaborate stalk
on deer scent up-wind, only to find at the
lagt, on peering through those pestilential
thededendrons, that the scent belonged to a
fﬁi%ht}(r rare and antlered Thotold’s stag
well on the alert, 2 propesition even the
pi@%g}g&g& ef Ris empty belly weuld net
£eax ihte taekling that jeurney.

Withdrawing circumspectly, as he alone
could, from the proud horned presence,
without any wish at all to start it imvestigat-
ing on its own aceount, he fldatied—tleeee is
Ao other word that ean describe his wender-
ful pregress—always down-hill, searching,
ef smelllng, rather, for prey.

i NIGHT had come by that time,

il and the stars hung like “gimlet-

holes in the fleer of heaven" evactly

above.im the narrow glimpse of sky the

mountains allowed, but the moen was be-

hind the peaks as yet, and all around lay
in deep shadow.

At last, after an interval of time count-
able mainly by the snow leopard’s growing
hunger, the ground on one side ceased to
run away forever down-hill, and he found
himself upon an immense tableland, a place
not unknown to him as a haunt of giant,
wonderfully horned wild sheep.and strange
horse:llkke ereatures of the waste. And
even as he set feet upen the level ground
fer the first time in many days and nights,
there rese upen the utterly still alr a sound
that turAed Rim, Between stride and stride,
t8 4 beast of stene. It was the single, thin,
appealing plaint of & demestie goat.

From that moment for some time the
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ounce ceased to exist as a living mammal of
this earth at all, and became a spirit, a
wraith, a djinn.

When next the brute appeared it was
beside a walled-in enclosure, lonely, deso-
late, filthy, and built of rocks. It might
or might not be inhabited by anything
wild or tame, for no sound-came from the
other side of the wall, but the bleat of the
goat had come from here, and the leopard
had his own wonderful nose to back what
his ears had heard.

To the eye of a man the place was abso-
lutely unassailable from an animal’s stand-
point. To the eye of the ounce it was net.
He crouched; he danced on his feet, as the
natives quaintly put it, and, light as & bird,
he flew over the top, landing with a thump
on the other side.

The snow leopard, by the way, only a
little less than his common cousin, is by
way of being an expert at this kind of
game; not along from cunning, but because
he is one of the most sudden beasts on
earth. With one movement he noted that
the enclosure was crowded with goats,
sheep, and one or two sour-looking, fit-
eared rats of shaggy ponies; with another
movement he had a pony by the throat,
and with another—ithough this was hard,
and he nearly bungled it—had given a
double wrenching twist, severing the retther
useful vertebrz, and coming down, pony
and all, in a heap in the filth.

All this had happened so swiftly that the
rush and crowding together of goats and
sheep was still taking place as the ounce
looked up, and must have realized for the
first time that it was one thing to slay the
pony, but another to take it away. Stop-
ping there to feed was out of the question.

Imstantly, and quite without a pause, it
seemed, came a fllickering, spotted streak
across the mire-covered enclosure, the wild
bleat of a goat, choked as soon as uttered,
and the snow leopard flying back over the
wall by the way he had come, wonderfully
taking the goat with him.

But he had reckoned without his hosts
this time, although he might have known
that the strange natives of those parts
would scarcely have herded their figks,
even in that place, without at least one
intelligent guard, and that things had re-
mained too suspiciously quiet to be safe.

The leopard was yet in the air when the
night was smitten with a roar, and two
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great beasts, blacker than the surrounding
blackmess, rose from the earth beneath
him. Also there was a shout from belindi—
that is, from within the enclosure, and the
glare, as of a torch.

There are a few occasions in the lives of
the wild creatures when they do, under
stress, some wonderful things. That leo-
pard somehow managed to twist, or wrig-
gle, or do something in mid-air so that he, as
it were, re-jumped without touching any-
thing, and landed a bit farther on than
where he was going to. It was a little way,
and, mind, he seemed to have had no time
in which to think, but it was enough. It
put the black beasts out. And they, those
black beasts, were Tibet dogs, probably the
largest domestic canines in the world—huge
beasts, larger than a mastiff, just as lion-
hearted, and twice as fiierce.

The snow leopard landed, still gripping
his goat, and for one brief, frenzied second
he had a glimpse, close to him, of a head,
domed, immense, beetle-browed; of sunken,
bloodshot eyes; of a face lined and seamed
and incomparably fierce; of a deep jowl; of
great overhanging lips and huge jaw.
Then he went—went as he alone knew how
—ilike a great smoky streak, and the dogs
roared and raged in his wake.

Half a mile up the slope, in the impene-
trable still blackmess of the pines—where
his eyes smoldered like coals—the snow
leopard stopped to breathe and stare back
at the riot he had raised. It was his own
fault for meddling with man’s affairs, for he
knew that it is one of the strictest laws of
the wild that man only of all the beasts
‘must be left alone, unless he attacks. Any
who disobey that law are like to find the
teansgression exceedingly unhealthy.

Finally he turned and slouched on, still
carrying his goat, but by this time lighter
because relieved of its “innerds,” which
had partly transferred themselves to the
“innerds” of the snow leopard. Up-hill,
mile after mile, through drenching rhodo-
dendron break, clinging, still pine wood,
black as the Pit, along precipices that would
turn an-Alpine guide giddy, by the paths
of the avalanche and the snow-slide and the
rumbling torrent he clambered, his steely
limbs working as smoothly and easily as if
on the flat, climbed, climbed, climbed from
cold to colder cold, till at length, just on the
fringe of vegetation, and only a little way
below the snow-line, he came to a series of
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lonely, darksome, forbidding-looking caves,
and, ignoring the growl of some other beast
thing from another den, entered in. His
coming had been expected for hours—aye,
days almost. It was his home,

In a few minutes, however, his sinister,
glowing eyes appeared shining steadily in
the darkness of one of the cave emtramues—
there were several—and, almost immediately
after his shadowy form showed, going away.
Apparently his hunting was not yet
finished.

The wind on the knife-edged top of
the ridge, as he reached it and peered
cautiously over, was almost umnendurable
in its bitter cold. Ewen he, in his woolly
underfur, blinked and shrank perceptibly
under its punishment. Then suddenly he
crouched and drew back.

INSTANTLY with swift silence he

turned and trotted quickly along

below the line of the ridge, his

shadow dancing on the snow in front of him

in the now full moonlight. There was a

slight suggestiom of lesser darkmess in the

hollows and shadows now, that false light -
which goes before the real day.

Finally he stopped, flattened, wriggled
snake-fashion to a boulder that crowned
the ridge, squeezed himself, as it were,
literally over the sky-line into the wind and
the cold beyond, and gathering his power-
ful hind legs up under him with one brief
twitching, so to speak, aiming pause,
charged.

The nyanmeo, which is a female argali,
which is a kind of wild mountain sheep,

proceeding on private affairs of her aowm®

just below the top of the ridge on the far
side, knew nothing about the presence of
the snow leopard till she heard the short,
sharp, grunting roar of the charge, and
then there was no time to do anything but
jump. She jumped, as nothing but a wild
sheep or goat could without warning, more
than instantly.

He, the snow leopard, did not spring
upon her in the old conventional picture-
book way. He rushed her in a.series of
low, long bounds, so quick that the fourth
bound hit her fair and square on the jump,
and the two fell headiong, the leopard's
paw hooked round her shoulder, rolling
over and over down the slope.

The end of that roll was a dramatic and
marvelously skilful spread-eagled stop on
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the part of the snow leopard, and a quick
grab with his powerful jaws, barely in time
to haul the luckless nyanmo back by a kick-
ing hind leg just as she was about to dis-
appear over the abrupt edge of the slope
into the nothing beneath.

That he had himself stopped within only
a yard of that unspeakably horrible yawn-
ing abyss affected the ounce not at all.
He had no nerves that way, you see, and
proceeded to seize the wildly struggling
sheep by the throat and strangle the life out
of her while still within his own length of
oblivion. He did, however, have the de-
cent)’ to drag the carcass up the shelter of a
huge, many-ton-weight bouider before he
started his meal, but even that, it may be,
was rather more because of his tribal desire
to get to cover than any weak emotions
caused by the unnerving giddiness of his
dangerous position.

Having divested that wild sheep of her
heart and other internal machinery, as well
as part of a hind quarter, the agile great cat
climbed that gigantic boulder with the
remains, which he hid in a cleft near the
top, well out of reach of wild dogs, bears,
and other inquisitive prowiers. Them, in
the light of full day, he fet out for his lair
once more.

There seemed no reason at all why the
snow leopard shkould suddenly stiffen from
head to foot, and, flat-eared and growling
horribly, sink slowly, slowly, slowly on the
snow. Next instant he turned a com-
plete somersauit backward, even as a
heart-catching, smacking report shattered
the immemorial silence of the Mother of
All the Ramges into a thousand splinters,
and went echoing away and away, starting
an army of fresh echoes in its wake, which
answered each other from slope to slope as
they bounded and whooped and halloed far,
far into the heart of the unknown.

In a flash the big cat was on his feet
again, and with a coughing, short roar,
charged full tilt, with low, long bounds,
straight along the slope at the soumd—the
sharp clickabuik clivkaboik a bolt-action
magazine rifle makes when swiftly worked.
The short, stubbly mezzle of a perfectly
kept Lee-Fnfield Government Mark IIX
magazine rifle peered over the ridge; for
one brief second there was a breathless
pause, broken only by the ghostly whisper
of the leopard bounding over the snow,

then—tangl A jagged tongue of flme

-
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licked out and back again, and the snow
leopard, with one terrific, clawing, clutch-
ing spring, fell all of a crumpled, lifeless
heap upon the spotless - white carpet
stained only by the angry bright crimson
of his own blood.

It was a beautiful shot, but all the same
makes one pause and wonder if the paternal
government that issues them to its British
regiments knows into what strange hands
and curious places the rifles that are stolen
from their racks in the barracks on India’s
northwestern frontier sometimes find their
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way. One can not help thinking that, if it
could ever be set down—wihich, of course, it
never, never will be—tthe histories of some
of these weapons, which, by the way, were
intended for quite another purpose, and
other hands, would make curious reading,
as this story hints. At least, it is quite
certain that no white man, soldier or civil-
ian, ever trod, or has since trodden, the
path of him who carried that rifle which
slew the beautiful spotted haunter of the
snowy heights, the old male snow leopard,
on that glorious, smiling morning.

oDi 1

by Edmwumdd Leamy

STIENTITAL were the breezes
On the spicy, scented air,
And the sun in the wide heavens
Looked down with scorching stare
Where the streets were white and blinding,
Where the heat was like a blow,
In far, fever-haunted Lindi

A long time ago.

When the stars came out at night-time
In the distance, very gay,

Came the sounds of some ngoma
And of native youth at play;

Then the laughter of hyenas

And the jackals’

shrilly cries

With homesickness were fellow
Underneath the southern skies.

Amnd how we railed

at Lindi,

At the bitter, taunting sea,

At the creek up to

Mingoyo,

At each dumpy mango-tree,

At the bare-backed, grinning coolies
Who sang and never guessed

The loneliness that haunted,
And the hunger in each breast.

And then one day from Lindi

We were outward-bound and free,
But, of each heart a little

Was left in witchery;
And now we talk of Lindi,

Of the life we used to know,

And we often wish

for Lindi

That we hated, long ago.
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E brown mule, “Paradox,” which
was blind in one eye, and the
sorrel mare, “Paragon,” which had
a spavin on her off-foreleg,

made slow progress down the valley-
road against the hot south wind. The
empty lumber-wagon which they were
pulling, three boxes high with grain boards,
occasionally speeded up to a jangling rattle
as the reins were slapped spasmodically
over their backs, but for the most part they
proceeded at a walk over a road which was
alternately heavy with sand and rough with
dried gumbo-mud.

Their driver, sitting limply on the spring-
seat with his legs dangling in the empty
wagon-box, did not appear to count the
time of arrival at his destination as among
the vital interests of life. On the contrary
he seemed to derive a deliberate and somber
satisfaction from watching the dusty and
drought-wilted sunflowers which writhed
and tossed. in the wind beside the little-
traveled highway, or in contemplating,
from beneath the flapping brim of his felt
hat, the barren outlines of the river bluffs,
half-shrouded in yellow clouds of dust
driviag up the valley from the Misseurl
River sand-bafs on the breast of the sultry
September gale.

Billy Middleton was down-hearted. He
had just hauled his last load of wheat a
distance of eleven miles to the nearest rail-
road elevator at the county seat where it
had graded No. 4 and sold on a sagging
market. Going up-town from the elevator,
he had then settled his last outstanding
bills, paid a remaining balance on his taxes
and banked the sum of $§7.42 as the profits
of a year of hard work, frugality and isola-

tion. At the post-office he had received the
weekly newspaper, a circular from a firm of
painless dentists in Minmeapolis, a post-card
quoting the price of muskrat skins in Duluth
and a letter from his girl back home in
Indiana.

Quite naturally it was the last-mentioned
document alone which stirred Billy’s emo-
tions to any marked extent. But it stirred
them deeply enough to bring to the surface
all the shreds and giblets of gloom which had
place in"his normally optimistic disposition.
For in it Eva Elizabeth informed him,
among other things, of the fact that she
had been obliged to forego taking a school
for the coming year because her father’s
eldest sister, a crotchety spinster, had come
to spend the Fall and Winter with them,
thereby doubling the housework and,
furthef, that the company which had been
gf@g?e@tiﬁg for coal en her father’s farm

ad found nene and had glven up the seareh
and departed.

In unequivocal terms Eva Elizabeth
stated her eagerness to become at an early
date Mis. Billy Middleton and in that
estate to forsake the depressing environ-
ments of Indiana in favor of the clear,
bracing atmesphere and cheerfully active
existence of a Dakota farm.

“Clear, bracing atmosphere!” ejaculated
Billy to the sunflowers, his eyes upon the
murky sandstorm sweeping up the Missouri.
“It’s about as bracing just now as the
Sahara. Cheerfully active existence! I'll
tell the world it’s active enough from 4:00
AM. on till dark. But how in tunket can
it be cheerful when you get ninety-seven
forty-two for all your aectivity, and the
drought eats up half your crop, and the
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Missouri bites off a third of your land?
Eva Elizabeth, I haven’t got enough spuds
to pay your railroad fare out to Dakota
now, let alone feeding you next Winter.
Oh, why in Samuel H. Hill didn't I stay in
Indiana and blast coal or something instead
of getting ambitious and coming out here
to stake a claim? Giddap, Paradox! G'wan,
Paragon!”

The burst of speed induced in the brown
mule and the sorrel mare by Billy’s admoni-
tion brought the wagon measurably nearer
to a man whom Billy had been observing for
some time in the distance, walking down
the road ahead. This individual was carry-
ing his coat over his shoulder and a small
bundie in his hand and now and then he
raised his head, bent against the gale and
looked intently toward the barren bluffs
on the other side of the river.

As he drew closer Billy decided that the
pedestrian was not one of his remote neigh-
bors of the valley, but it was only after he
had driven up within a few yards that the
man heard the approaching wagon-wheels
and turned, disclosing the bearded and
grizzled face of a total stranger. He was
decently dressed, wearing a light fizzammel
shirt, corduroy breeches and high, laced
boots. Billy pulled up and-offered him a
place on the spring-seat.

“Outrageous windy,” remarked Billy, as

they jogged on.
“Hlit sure is,” returned the other, glancing

at Billy from a pair of mild blue eyes. "““Do
you-all have much of this boisterous breezi-
ness .

“In the Fall, some,” Billy replied.

Then, with the Western loyalty which
had unconsciously grown up within him,
he addieti—

“But it’s
mostly.”

Silence ensued while Billy ruminated and
his grizzled passenger studied the bluffs
across the river. Presemtly Billy opened
his mouth.

““Gitddap, Paradox! G'wan, Paragon!”
he said.

The stranger glanced at Billy’s team
interestedly. After a moment he in-
quired—

“Why do you-all call that brown mewel
Paradox?”

a pretty »fair climate,

“Bevause,” responded Billy, “he -con-,

fliots with every preconceived notion of
what is reasonable or possilplie.”
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The man chuckled and looked at Billy
with more attention.

“YWiell, say!” he ejaculated.

“Take today,” pursued Billy. “Hie’s as
mild as a cherub. But maybe tomorrow
the only way you can make him start plow-
ing or hauling is to back him half a mile
around the field before his wheels get to
going forward agaim.”

The stranger, chuckling once more, re-
marked simpdiy—

“l know mewels.”

Again silence fell until Billy discerned far
ahead and to the left between road and
river, the roof of his own claim shack.
Then he felt spurred to imquinee—

“Wihere you headed?”

Tiwe grizzled wayfarer turned his face
from his scrutiny of the river-bluffs and
said in a voice which somehow seemed to
Billy to possess a quality of suppressed
excitememt—

“I’m headed for a place somewhere along
here where 1 can bring the peak of a cut
chalkstome bluff across the river spang into
line with a big white rock on the knob of the
hogback behind it.”

Billy studied this surprizing statement
for a moment before making comment.
Then he saidi—

“fihere’s a place right close to my shack
where you can see something like that
across the river.”

He pointed to the high ridge beyond the
Mitssouri.

“Tihat’s the white rock, over there. The
crest of a cut bluff comes in line with it
farther down. [’ve often noticed them.”

Billy’s passenger shaded his eyes with
his hand and, through the sand-cloud below
it, gazed intently at the ridge.

“By Hector!” he said slowly. “Hit
shorely looks about right. But I can’t tell
yet. I haven’t seen it for forty-one years.”

“Forty-ome years!” exclaimed Billy.
“Why, there weren’t any white men living
in these parts forty-one years ago, were
there?”

“Not as you’d say exactly living,”’ re-
turned the other. “But they was some
scattered ones drifting through. Amd—"
he added, grimly—"“ssort of dying off
along the way.”

Presently they arrived at the entrance to
the dimly marked lane leading off to Billy's
farm, The owner thereof pulled up his
team.
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“Wamt to light?” he asked.

The other, whose eyes had been con-
stantly busy with the distant hills, replied:

“If you don’t mind, I'll go down to yore
place with you. Hit looks more and more
rightt heresibouts.”

“Why, sure,” said Billy and drove on
about half a mile down -the lane until he
arrived at his own farmyard. A humble
enough place it was, with a tar-papered
cabin whose stove-pipe stuck up through
the roof, a small stable built chiefly of logs
and poles, a few good agricultural imple-
ments under a shed, a cattle-and-hog pen
and a pump; the whole establishment rather
well-sheltered beneath a group of large,
bottom-land eottonweRdttiess. Billy, fel-
lowed By his wistter, elimbed out of the
wagon and began unharnessing his team:

+ @ THE stranger looked about, then
154, concentrated. his gaze toward the

river. The stream itself lay about a
half-mile distant but the cut bank was with-
in forty rods of the cabin, a wide stretch of
naked bar, from whose surface the wind-
blown sand was now whirling up in long
ribbuiss, lying between it and the water’s
edge, for the Missouri, as ufual in Septem-
ber, was very low. Acioss the Aver from
the farmyard the erest of a ehalkstone bluff
lay direetly 1n llne with a large white reck
of the kneb of the hogbaek behind it.

“Hit certainly does look right,” ejacu-
lated the visitor for the third time, but now
with more emphatic conviction and a
decided quiver in his voice.

“Where does your land lay, if I might
ask?"

“From a quarter-mile this side the road,
clear down there to the water,” replied
Billy, jerking his thumb toward the Mis-
souri, “Three years ago, when I staked it,
I had one hundred and sixty acres of good
land. That Spring the river cut in and
took about sixty acres. But the next year
the current seemed to get caught on some-
thing out there and she shifted back to
where she 1s now and left me about twe
hundred aetes of sand-bak, by riparian
Hghes. But it Isp’t werth a eent; It wen't
faRe anything but fleas and dust-storms”

“Sho!” said the other. “Hard ludk

He stroked his grizzled beard for a
-moment thoughtfully, then turned to Billy
with an access of confidence.

“My name is Cosgrove, seh,” he said.
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“Oriiginally of Missouri; later of New South
Wales, Cape Colony, Peru and other
places. Would you-all mind if I look over
your sand-bar, Mr. —ah——->"

“ivfitidleton,” prompted Billy, regarding
the elderly, self-proclaimed globe-trotter
with considerable astonishment. “If it'll
ease your mind any, Mr. Cosgrove, to look
over that good-for-nothing sand-bar go to it
and welcome.”

“Thhamk you, seh,” said Cosgrove and
strode off toward the river, his head in-
clined sidewise against the wind but his
face turned always toward the chalkstone
bluff and the white rock beyond.

It was drawing toward sundown and
Billy, busy with his evening chores and his
own downcast thoughts, did not pay much
heed to his peculiar visitor beyond glancing
now and then toward the river where,
through the sand-clouds, he could see Cos-
grove walking slowly back and forth over
the heaved surface of the bar, now looking
long and intently up the river and again
casting the same steady gaze down-stream
but always keeping in line in frent of him
the bluff-crest and the white roek. At
sunset, as usual, the south wind died dewn
and in a few moments the aif was eleaf of
blewing sand. Billy was eeeking a deuble
portion of supper, fried potaters and baesh,
over the steve i Ris eabif when the fioure
of Cosgrove darkened the dosrway

“Breming,” said Billy. “Amy luck?”

“Plenty,” returned Cosgrove, his mild
blue eyes roving around the interior of the
shack and resting with a flash of apprecia-
tion on the pine-board bookshelf in one
corner with its old Chamibers’ Encyaluyne-
dia, Shakespeare’s Works and a few other
well-worn volumes of evetlasting worth.
“I've found the spot, back-sights and all,
a heap easler than I ever expected to.”

Billy set the coffee-pot.and the skillet of
potatoes and bacon on the table.

“You must have your mind on something
worth while,” he said, “to be prospecting
around this God-forsaken country. Sit
down. Thought you’d like to have some
supper,” he added significantly, “before
you go.”

“Thamk you, seh. I would,” replied
Cosgrove, taking the proffered chair. “In
fact, Mr. Middleton, I'd like for to stop
with you-all a few days and go some deeper
into your sand-bar, seh. I'm not over=
burdened with wealth at present, but I have
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enough left so as I can pay my boahd."

“Shucks!” exclaimed Billy. “If you
want to linger around this fag-end of the
habitable earth and eat potatoes and pork
there isn’t any board coming. I’ll be glad
of your company. I'll make you a hay
shake-down here behind the table.”

“Yani're more than kind, Mr. Middleton,
seh,” returned Cosgrove, smiling frankly
through his beard. “I don’t lay out you
shall lose by it. You don’t happen to have
a well-auger?”

“Yes, but I do,” said Billy, as he ladled
some potatoes into a plate and handed it
across the little table.

“I’m going to put down a well over in my
pasture some time this Fall.” Then,
curiosity getting the better of reticence, he
hazarded—

“If you’re looking for coal or mineral
water or anything like that, I’d say you'd
have a better show up on the main bank
than out on the bar.”

Cosgrove assumed a confidential air,

“It’s been said,” he remarked vaguely,
“there was a steamboat once, back in fur-
trading days, got snagged somewhere in
these parts. You know those fur-company
boats into the Indian country used to carry
up a lot of barreled whisky and such knick-
knacks. That wreck wouid be worth
findiing:”’

“Umi” said Billy, a light breaking in,
but at the same time sorry for a man pur-
suing such a will-o’-the-wisp. “So would a
diamond be worth finding in a straw-pile.”

“Welll, there’s nothing like persistence,”
philosophized Cosgrove and then the talk
drifted to other subjects.

They spent the evening for the most part
in silence, Billy commencing a letter to Eva
Elizabeth in which the hopefuiness of youth
struggled to argue away discouraging actu-
alities and Cosgrove with his nose buried in
one of the well-thumbed volumes from the
booksiheilf in the corner.

Next morning Billy set forth for Fall
plowing in his wheat-field while Cosgrove,
shouldering the weli-auger, went out upon
the sand-bar and began boring holes in the
sand in some sort of systematic series.
Thereafter a number of days elapsed, the
young man and the old working industri-
ously at their divers occupations. Cos-
grove never visited the wheat-field nor did
Miiddileton, who disliked to seem prying,
ever set foot on the sand-bar.

From time to time, however, the elder
man, whose physical well-being seemed to
increase with hard labor, borrowed first a
shovel and then a saw and-hammer and
nails and a quantity of cottonwood boards
which Billy had sawed up the previous
Winter for sheds and fences. From the
farmyard one could see out on the bar a
large heap of moist sand, growing larger
day by day, where Cosgrove was digging.

ONE noon, when an Autumn gale
was blowing again from the south,
whirling clouds of sand along the
river, as the two rose from their midday
meal Cosgrove said:

“Mir. Middleton, seh, I'd like for you to
come out there with me if you've time,
There’s something I'd like for to show
you.”

Billy consented with more real eagerness
than he cared to show. Arrived at the pile
of moist sand, he gazed down into the hole
from which it had come and uttered an
exclamation of amazement. The sides of
the oblong excavatiom, which was about
twelve feet deep, were shored up with his
cottonwood boards and at the bottom of it
lay uncovered the middle portion of what
seemed to be a large barge or keel-boat,
crudely fashioned out of massive, hewn
planks. The wood was water-logged but
apparently still preserved sound by its
burial in the sand. The gunwales, which
were at least three inches thick, had been
carefully uncovered and in the upper edge
of one of them showed a round hole, about
an inch in diameter,

“I was fo’tunate,” remarked Cosgrove,!
gazing contemplatively into the excavation.
“I reckoned the Missouri’d be low in Sep-
tember. But if there’d been water over
the wreck I'd have had to coffer-dam it and
I hadn’t money enough to do that without
letting in somebody besides us.”

“Burt is that what you’ve been after?
queried Billy. “ithat’s nothing but a row-
boat. I thought you were hunting for a
steamboat.”

“Nwo, it isn’t a steamboat; I just threw
you out that idea. It’s worth a lot more
than most steamboats. Nor yet it isn’t a
row-boat. It was one with a stern sweep,
and a little square sail when the wind was
fair. It was Jim Roland thought of the sail,
Poor Jim!” The old man sighed deeply.
“He was the second one to get hit.”
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Billy Middleton stood silent, a sense of
mysterious awe beginning to creep over
him. After a moment Cosgrove spoke
again, moving to the short ladder he had
made which leaned against the side of the
excavation.

“Come on down,” he said, “out of this
scandalous wind and T'll tell you about it.”

Billy followed him down the ladder.
At the bottom Cosgrove turned to him a
face whose usual grave kindliness was soft-
ened by emotion. He spoke with a certain
ceremonious reverence.

“You are now a-standin’, seh,” said he,
“on the deck of what was once the keel-
boat Lucihy Swikee. But an unlucky craft
she proved for most of us; maybe the un-
luckiest of all for me. Won’t you sit
down, Mr. Middletom?"

It was as if he were in his home, inviting
a guest to make himself at ease. Billy
sank down upon one of the oozy gunwales of
the ancient boat and Cesgrove seated him-
self upon the opposite one. Abowe them,
the wind moaned over the top of the excava-
tion and sent sifting down upon them little
whispering streamers of sand; that ever
restless, ever shifting sand which, left to
work its will, would in a few weeks fill up
an excavation even as large as this one,
smooth it over and utterly obliterate it.
Even here, on his own valueless piece of
property, Billy suddenly felt strangely re-
mote from familiar environments, touched
by a sense of uncanny, musty mysteries.
He regarded his companion with uneasy
eyes.
“I told you-all once, seh,” said Cosgrove,
smoothing his beard thoughtfully, “that 1
was originally from Missouri. When the
Civil War came along I was just a youngster
but I joined up with Sterling Price’s Con-
federate Army and fought with ‘em for
three years. But things kept goin’ from
bad to worse and when Price made his big
raid into Missouri in the Fall of '64 and was
so unmercifully beat up at the Osage River,
I got plumb discouraged.

“With three other boys, all of us with
good muskets and plenty of ammunition, I
became part of what was called ‘the left
wing of Price’s Army,” and we all lit out
across the Kamsas plains for the upper
part of the Rocky Moumtains, where we'd
heard about the big gold-strikes for a year
or more past.

“I don’t know how we ever did it through

‘Adcremtntmee

all that hawstile Indian country and the
early Winter blizzards, but we were young
and tough and in the upshot we got to
Bamnack City, Dakota Territery—the
whole Northwest was Dakota Territory in
those days, you know—and then we pushed
on to Alder Guich and stayed the Winter
out, working pay-dirt on wages for other
fellers who had made strikes. Wihen Spring
opened up we set out for ourselves into the
mountains—itihe four of us and two more
young bucks we’d got chummy with; dare-
devils that- I reckoned, though I never
knew, were deserters from the Yankee
Army, same as we were from the rebel.

“We prodded the hills and chipped quartz
and panned creeks away off where no white
men had ever been for seven weeks before
we hit anything worth while. And then,
one afternoon, we stumbled on to a little
boiling mountain brook in a small canon
and, by Hector, Mr. Middleton, seh, I
never saw anything like it before nor since;
never! You could dip your hand down into
that water and scrape up from the bottom
nuggets of gold as big as the end of your
little fiingr. First we thought we’d gone
crazy and were seein’ things. But we wa'n't
locoed. The stuff was there and we went
for it.

“For more than two months we worked
like mad, first divertin’ the creek into an-
other passage and then pannin’ the old bed.
Nobody else came our way and we kept at
it continuous, by shifts, four of us pannin’
while the other two hunted game and roots
and berries to keep us from starvin’. By the
latter end of August we’d combed the creek
bed pretty thorough and, what with our
axes and shovels and picks and guns, we had
all that the whole crowd could tote, even
going mighty slow and double-portaging in
the worst places. So we hit off down the
creek, which emptied into a bigger one, and
we followed that a cruel, everlastin’ dis-
tance down to the Vaelowstome. And
there we set to work choppin’ down trees
and hewing 'em into planks to make a boat.
After all our hardships we were just crazy to
get out of that country before Winter and
back to civilization.”

Cosgrove paused a moment and pressed
his hand over his eyes as if the crowding
memories hurt him. The wind, laying
hold of a loose end of the uppermost
shoring-board above them, shook it as with
an unseen hand until it rattled. The little
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spirals of sand, spinning down before his
eyes, seemed to Billy like ghostly, clutching
fingens, vainly reaching out for recognition
and fellowship. Ewen in the still, oppres-
sive air of the excavation, he shivered
slightly and his intent eyes did not leave the
grizzled face of his companion. Then the
old man resumed;:

“We launched just about this time of
year; to’ds the end of September. Hap-
pened to be moonlight while we were in the
Yelllowstone, so we traveled mostly at
night, knowing the Indians were powerful
ugly, along of the drubbing they’d got from
the Sully Expedition the year before.
But we saw nary seul, fed ner white, tll we
were out of the Vellowstone and well inte
the Missouri. After that twe ef three
times we saw mounted warrers Baek en
the hills. But the weather was getting esld
and we were seaift of a freeze-Up eoming,
§6 we got reckless and iraveled daytimes,
f@ék@ﬁiﬁ%ﬁﬁﬁ Beifg te8 streng for the fed-
skins te dare faekle:

“FEimally, one sundown, we came along
to a- place where there was a big snag just
out of the channel, in a shallow cove like, on
one side of the river and a smooth bar, like
this one hete, on the other side, with a quar-
ter-mile of naked sand between the water
and the maln bank. My pal, Diek Cellins,
and Nerd White, one of the Yamks, wanted
to snub the Beat up te the sfag and stay
there all Aight, as we’d been deing sinee we
khew that Tadians Rad seen us. [t was the
safest way By lefig edds But it was iﬁi%ﬂfy
eramped Egﬁﬁg{ te get afy rest in the Be&t
and 1 steed eHt for tyin a? alengside the
Bar and g_@&iﬁé 8Ht "and sleeping. B8R the
sand. argtiing that ne fndians weuld dare
erawl et oR s ihere frem the HmbsE 8A
the matn bank 2 quarter-mile 2way.

“The rest of the boys were neutral but
willing to get a decent night’s rest so fiirdly
I had my way and we pulled over to the
bar, drove a couple stakes and tied up.
It was a cutting bar, with a perpendicular
bank standing up about four feet above the
side of the keel-boat, which was a bad
thing in. itself because some of the sand
might eave off and drep into the beat and
partly flll it, But we were a eareless bunech
of kids.

“We’d shot a buffalo that day and had
plenty of meat and while we were cooking
supper I looked over the country as I had a
habit of doing and noticed the crest of that

cut bluffi with the white rock on the hog-
back behind it.”

Billy started.

“So this was the place?” he asked.

“Sure, this was the place,” replied Cos-
grove. “It was your farmyard grove that
was part of the timber up on the main
bank. But this bar isn't the same bar.
From what you've told me, tfiese have been
several bars cut away and made in here
again sinee that day. Well, anyway, I
noticed the bluff and the white rock and I
also noticed how the bluffs lay up and down
Flver en a eross line; 1A taet, witheut think-
ing mueh abeut {t, I had the pesitien of the
Beat exaetly leeated in My mind.

“Befiore it was fairly dark we rolled up in
our buffalo-skins and went to sleep. The
night was still and frosty, we were dead-
tired and these skins felt mighty snug and
warm, so that we slept like logs. I don’t
know what time it was but probably about
three o'clock in the morning, I waked up
sitting, with what seemed the yells of all
the devils of —— in my ears, mixed with the
cracking of musket-shots.

“It was as dark as a black cat but the
flasth of muskets spitting out like lightning
a few rods back on the bar showed where the
Indians had crawled up on us. I grabbed
my musket, which was lying beside me,
threw myself on my belly and shook Dick
Collins, who was sleeping next to me. But
he didn’t stir; he had been killed where he
lay, at the Indiang’ first fire.”

552 THE - sweat was standing out on
Cosgrove's forehead. He raised one

zu#J trembling hand and brushed it
away, while his other hand clutched the
top of the gunwale beside him with a vise-
like grip. Billy Middleton scarcely breathed.

“I knew the game was up,” resumed Cos-
grove. “There was no telling, in the pitch
dark, how many dozen redskins were on
top of us. I fired once, in their general
direction, and then yelled, as I started
reloading:

“ ‘Roland, White, Farrelll Where are
you?’

“Somebody jumped up and stumbled
over me.

“‘Here I am,’ said Jim Roland’s voice.
‘For 's sake, let’s cut the boat
loose.’

“I scrambled to my feet to help him when
several guns flashed out on the bar, Jim
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whirled half-around, caught his chest and
gasped:

“‘——1 I'm donel' and crumpled up
at my feet.

“At that same second the big voice of
Ben Robertson, one of the Yamks, roared
out:

“ ‘Cosgrovel Rolandi €Come over here
with us and rush ‘em back, so’s we can get
a chance to cast off the boat.!

“I went, but alone, and found the other
three boys together only about fifteem feet
away. Robertson gave the orders,

“‘Are you all loaded? I think the main
bunch is over beyond that little sand-ridge
about twenty-five yards southwest. We'll
go for them. Ready? Then, chargel’

“We jumped up with a big yell and rushed
toward the little ridge. We could hear a
wild scrambie in the darkness, with shouts
of fright. Twe or three shots were fired and
then we were on top of the ridge where we
threw ourselves flat and fitiedi. Some Indian
shrieked but whether we'd killed him 1
never knew, for we'd no sooner emptied
our guns than we heard yells behind us,
back by the boat, and then we got a scat-
tered volley that knocked over Nord White
but unluckily didn't kill him outright.
While we were reloading, ready to wake
another rush back to the boat, we heard
something from that direction that chilled
our blood. It was the heavy thud and
splash of earth into the river,

“ My —1 cried Farrell, ‘the ——s are
shoving over the cut bank into the
boat!’

“We started to charge back and then
remembered White, who was groaning and
twisting on the ground. We wouldn’t
leave him to be scalped alive so we grabbed
him and carried him back with us. But
that very thing settled our chances if we
ever had any. We came so slow, account of
White, that the redskins had plenty time
to finish their job, and they also got Farrell
as we came close to the bank. Then
Robertson and I rushed; they ran back a
little way and we reached the boat.

“Just as we feared, the Wuciky Strike
was half-filled, on the shoreward side, with
the sand the Indians had pushed off the
bank into her, the water was pouring in
over the gunwale on that side and the outer
gunwale was sticking up in the air, but
settling fast.

“‘No good, Jack,’ said Robertson to me.

Addreattmee

‘Nothing for it but jump in and swim for
the other bank.’

“We fired toward the Indians up the bar
and down, then threw our muskets out into
the river, slipped quietly into the water and
swam. But the redskins evidently knew
what we would have to do. We weren't
forty feet out into the current before they
were at the bank again. I splashed a good
deal as I swam and that located us for them
in the dark and they began to shoot. But
it wasn’t me they hit; it was poor Robert-
son, swimming quiet as a beaver. He just
groaned:
© “h, my shoulderl Good-by, Jack!’
and sank.

“As T swam with all my might against
the current I even heard poor Nord White's
screams as they scalped him, back on the
sand-bar. I reckoned I’d never reach the
other shore, for I had my boots and my
revolver on, but I did, a mile or so down-
stream; it’s not so very wide here, you know.
Lucky for me it was a bar and not a cut
bank I struck. I just crawled half out of
the water and lay for an hour without
moving. Then daylight started coming and
I got up and dragged myself into the wil-
lows. I lay there all day, mostly asleep and
sometimes raving, I reckon, with the horror
of the night before. The Indians must have
thought they’d got all of us, for they didn't
seem to hunt for me. From where I was
hid I could see them on the sand-bar across
the river, having a dance around the bodies
of the boys. But I couldn’t see our boat
and I knew it must have sunk clear down.

“Wihen night came again I started off
down-river. Though my boots and re-
volver and cartridge-beit had nearly
drowned me, they saved my life afterward,
for I could never have gone the miles I did
barefoot in that cold, late Fall weather,
nor have kept from starving if I hadn't
shot something occasionally. After about
three weeks, traveling by night and hiding
by day, I came to a white settlement.
But I didn’t tell anybody the facts. ©Oh,
no! I made up a cock-and-buii story about
where I'd been, for I was so locoed by my
experience and the fact that it was all my
fault for insisting on sleeping on the bar
that night instead of tying up to the snag as
Collins and White had wanted that I had a
perfect horror of talking about it. I
wanted to get as far away from it all as I
could.
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“So I lit out down-river and kept going
and next year I was in New South Wales.
From there I went to one place and another
and I made and lost fortunes, usually with
mining. Years after, in Cape Colony, I mar-
ried an English girl and years after that
she died, leaving me a daughter. We
findlly went to Peru, where I made an-
other fortune and sent my girl to Paris to
study music for grand opera; she has a fine
voice. Quite recent I got sold out down
there by a crooked partmer. I always knew
that some time, if I lived, I'd come back
to look for the Lugkyy Swikiee, much as I'd
hate to do it. I've never got over the hor-
ror of it all. But now, I had to. The girl
must finish her musical education and I've
been broke. So here I am. But I'm glad,
Mr. Middleton, seh, it’s come out this way.
You've told me about.Eva Elizabeth, so
everything’ll go to good purposes, won't
it?”

“I don’t know exactly what you meam,*
said Bnlly, relaxing with the conclusion of
the tragic story and considerably mystified.

ng?",

“Why, what’s on this boat,” returned
Cosgrove, tapping the water-soaked gun-
wale beside him. “It’s on your land, your
sand-bar, your accretion. But you’d never
have known it if I hadn’t come along and
dug it up.”

“Sure,rthat’s so,” agreed Billy.

“So I reckon a fﬁny-ﬁﬁisy division is fair,
isn't it?” pursued Cosgrove.

“Why, yes,” said Billy; “fair enough,
sure. But what is there to divide? I don't
see anything but some old, water-sozked
planks.”

Mr. Cosgrove cleared his throat a bit
nervously, thrust his hand into his pocket
and with some exertion drew out a knotted
handkerchief. Then he thrust a finger into
the round hole in the gunwale beside him.

“See that hole?” he inquired.

“Yes,” said Billy.

The elder man unknotted the handker-
chief and opened it. Within lay a heap
of gold nuggets and dust which made
Billy’s eyes pop open and his breath come
in a gasp.

“ﬂniis,"‘ said Cosgrove, pointing to the
gold, “came out of that,” and he stuck his
ﬁn(pr again into the hole in the gunwale.

“Good —" ejaculated Billy. ‘“Whiyy—-
why—itlere must be—" he put his hand
under the heavy handkerchieff="‘mimm must

be four thousand dollars’ worth of gold
there!”

“Just about,” agreed Cosgrove.

“I never saw so much gold in my life,”
said Billy. “Amd I get two thousand
dollars of it

His eyes looked as if heaven were opening
before them.

Mr. Cosgrove regarded him quizzically.

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Keep a
little surprize on tap, please, seln.”

He took out his jack-kmife and began
digging at the top of the gunwale about ten
inches from the hole, in a spot which Billy
now, for the first time, noticed was not a
part of the grain of the heavy plank but a
round plug. The spongy wood yielded
readily, breaking in two, and Cosgrove dug
out the pieces. Beneath lay another heap
of nuggets and dust. He smiled at Billy,
who was utterly speechless.

“Four thousand more,” said Mr. Cos-
grove, waving his hand like a magician.
“Moneower, seh, there are thirty-ome holes
like that around this gunwale, both sides.
One hundred and twenty-four thousand
dollars, we figured it.”

Billy was staring stupidly at the plugs
which te now saw all around the edges of
the gunwale.

“Ome hundred and twenty-four thousand
dollars,” he echoed dully, “in those
holes!”

“I reckon,” said M. Cesgrove, “that creek
we boys struck was the best one Montana
ever had. But—" he shook his head sadiyy—
“those holes made the boat top-heawy,
so she sunk easier. Poor boys! Poeor old
Dick Collins!™

He bent his head a moment in silence.
Then he roused himself and spoke briglLly:

“ILet’s go up to your house, Mr. Middle-
ton and get some grain-sacks. We should
take this stuff in to the bank today.

Billy came to himseilf with a rush.

“Yes!” he cried. “Amd I’ve got to send
a letter to Eva Elizaletdn.”

“Telegraph,” said Cosgrove. “It's quick-
er. I'm going to cable a draft to my girl,
care the Credit Lyonnaise.”

Haif-way up the ladder Billy stopped and
turned a dismayed face down to Cosgrove;
who was on the lower rung.

“Good ——, Mr. Cosgrove!” said he.
“[ hope that Paradox’s wheels won’t be
running backward when we start for town
today!”
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the suicides—in this there shows only a
hideous greed for the well-named blood

money and a devilish cleverness in being
on excellent terms with the police. For
there are tales of him which can not be told,
save among old sailors when they gather in
their bone-yard club to fashion into conver-
sation the warm blood of memory.

And Father Aspland could see no light on
that unhappy shore, no warning to tand
at the door of Paddy West’s boarding-
house. For seven valiant years Aspland
had fought the good fight, but there had
been many times when only his faith had
prevented his admitting himself beaten.

The night came, with the wind gathering
into a gale with squafls of hail. The
padre attended to the duties of his church.
Later, with a whole gale smashing its
thunderous way across England, he started
to walk, as was his custom, about the dis-
trict he fathered. Paddy West! Was
there no way this devil could be eliminated?
The vilest crimp the seas had ever knewn.:
Why, the majefit?o of ship eaptains were
afraid to eress him by empleying e6ther
shipping-agents! Seme way, seme time!
As a mah of Ged, Aspland er«a%a gither the
extermination of the eshversien of Paddy
West. The first might Becur EHEBH@H kind
eireumstance, But the latier . Regret:
fully, Aspland remembered that the agk of
PiFacies Was past:

The gale blustered the gas lamps, buf-
feting the priest until he was glad to regain
his breath at a corner where the colored
globes in the window of Batley’s Chemist
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Shop had developed a weird heliotropism,
blunting the shapes displayed by the small
stock of goods, beckoning franticaily to the
few who hurried by with the wind or
struggled agaigst it, and uncannily reflect-
ing the hail.

The stacked shutters made a certain
refuge, from where the padre could view
the interior of the shop. Amd he knew his
people so well—=for no other church stood in
that few squares of vileness; thus to Aspland
ail were his children, whatewer their brand of
Christianitty—that he could look through
the window of that drug store, watch mov-
ing Tips and be, as it were, inside.

Batiey was wearily draped behind his
prescription case, while his faithful wifite—
obviously twin souls, these — wondered
with loving curiosity how many days would
pass before her husband again plunged
into that abyss of horror where Jurked
strangely distorted devils, weirdly colored
rats, flying lizards, a menagerie of imagery.

Came the noise of human hands fumbling
with the ill-fitting door. The wifely head
withdrew itseif into the tiny living and sleep-
ing room where it could hear just as weli, and
Batiey languidly extended his neck so that his
tired eyes could view the customer. Against
the droming puise of the gale breathed an
oath in feminine tone. The door, respond-
ing to a violent shaking, allowed itself to be
opened, and a woman entered.

To protect a garish dress she wore a
shawi. The many feathers of her hat
drooped like those of a doleful hen. Her
regular features told of the beauty of other
days. Her tired, bold eyes explained the
present.

She shook herself and the wet dripped
from -her upon the checkered oilcloth of
the shop floor. She grinned at Batley's
head, ‘familiarly yet with a certain sym-
pathy. The light showed her tall and well-
proportioned.

On the narrow counter she jangled some
coppers, at which the druggist looked with
complete understanding but without avidity.

“Oumee of the usual, Bat,” she exclaimed,
more for the relief of talk than for any other
reason; she knew that Batley knew what
she required as well as she knew herself.

Batley wasted no energy on needless
reply. He extended himself a trifle, more,
still seated upon his high stool. His shaking
fingess urged to the edge of a shelf, until
his hand could grasp it, a large bottle
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marked with giit letters T Ogpii. With a
sigh of both mental and physical relief he
succeeded in clutching the bottle with both
hands, and lifted it safely behind the pre-
scription case. Into a graduated glass he
poured an ounce of the laudanum. He
reached round the end of the case and
handed the glass to the woman, gathering up
the money on his recoil.

As if it . were so much water, Meg
Brown swallowed the draft. She coughed
slightly. For a few momemnts she stared
about the dingy shop, while, watching her,
Father Aspland fought for the thousandth
time against the feeling that his task was
too heavy. For the priest was not a mere
ritualistic father. He craved a healthy
family in Paradiise Street—amd ali the
children were sick.

“Oh, Bat!"

Meg Brown felt the drug warming her
veins. With his weary habit the man ex-
tended himself into her view, waiting word-
lessly.

“Bat, you're a good chap, and so is the
missus! You'we known me too long to
think I’m getting religious, or something,
but why don’t you change your drinks?
Oh, I know,” she hastened to explain, “I
know your hair is dropping out, an’ all.
Been that way a long time, you ‘avel But
wot I'm a-getting at is why don’t you take
wot I takes for it? It’s cheaper than whisky
and it don’t give you the horrors. You
never seen me with ‘em, did you? So, Bat,
for the sake of the missus, why don’t you
take what I takes?"

Not a muscle of Batley’s face had moved,
but his weary eyes had followed her every
word. Themn, in the hollow tones of a ghost:

“Cam’t! Wish I could. Opium, any shape,
puts me to sleep. Wake up sick. You're
lucky. Hawe another drop, on me?”

“It’s a —— shame,” she whimpered, a
trifle impressionistically. Then, with her
almost infinite toleration, she swallowed
haif an ounce more laudanum. “Don’t
seem right, does it, that you have to drink
that there horrid booze when you might
as weil be taking this 'ere?” Amd she re-
turned the empty glass.

Batiey did not reply, neither did he watch
her go out into the wild night. Father Asp-
land prayed to One who had, also, sym-
pathized with Magtdlenes as Meg Brown
staggered past like some wind-blown bird.
Then he looked through the dirty window.
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Under a light Batley had propped a book
which he studied with the concemitrated
interest of a girl telling her fortune from a
pack of cards. It was a fairly large book,
and the chapter which so greatly interested
Batley was headed 7Tabes.

Aspland turned away. Prayer was good,
but action was better. The poor druggist
could hardly be helped, but Meg Brown was
not beyond the reach of kindly hands.
She would not be the first unfortunate girl
rescued from the dark river when her white
face showed its closed eyes as it drifted
down the tide under the careless stars,
But Aspland did net go back to his church
atefee. He went to his room, and there, in
the esmpany of a very eld and mest odorlf-
Ereus tpi g, Pegan te ap!aﬁ a few eampaign
against ¢ -y éﬂtfeﬁeh% gvil of his distriet.

The wind shrieked, as if in irony. The
priest smoked, thinking and watching the
coals in the grate. Again a heavier squall
yelled like a sarcastic, world-filling devil.
Aspland knocked the ashes out of his old
brier. Then he knelt down.

“God, you maile the wind, you made me,
you made ail things. Tt is not Thy will that
anything should perish. Thou knowest
what is in my mind to do. Help me, for
I know Thou seest the fitness of my
ﬂgml!”

Then he went back to his little chureh,

K/~ 3 SLEEP, to Meg Brown, was some-
xg@l thing which needed more wooing
Wefl' than even her life could teach her.
But she eould lie down, haunted though
sueh rest maight be.” Amd the night was
eold, wet, miserable, likely to be unprofit-
able. Besides she had swallowed more
thaf her usual ameunt of epiufm, and since
she werked enly fer the peppy, why sheuld
she treuble te ream afield, hatried By the
slurs, leers, torments of Rer existenee?

She would not! The decision came,
relieving. —— the dreams! Her room
offered refuge from the wet, the wind, from
some of the world. She headed toward
the dim, dirty, rubbish-strewn alley, above
which, reached by very rickety stairs, she,
more or less, lived.

In those days electric light was embryonic
in the mind of a thinker. The street called
Paradlise was ill-lighted. Head down, buf-
feted by the gale, a man came from the
opposite direction. Meg, careless of men,
moved not from her course. Indeed, she
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did not realize his nearmess, although she
saw his blurred fiimre. They bumped into
each other.

The language of the district, commaon to
both, told loudly of this collision. The wind
tossed their voices to the infinite. But, had
any one heard, the affair was too trivial,
too utterly commonplace to intefest. The
eloquence of the female, shrilling, threat-
ened victory. Tiriefore, the fellow aimed
& blow at het, whieh she aveided.

Slipping past him, she struck him shrewd-
ly on the nose. As she would herself
have told of the matter, she “tapped his
claret.”- She disappeared among the shad-
ows, and began to climb to hef room.

The man, wiping his blood upon his
coat sleeve, had recognized her, of course.
In his cunning, brutal brain a plan fof re-
venge was brewing.

Meg Brown reached the lockless room,
panting. She slid the bolt inside and
lighted her solitary candle. This stood in a
tallow-filled dusty saucer. The “dip,” with
the charity of its kind, merely hinted at the
appearamce of the place. For this stray
Magdhileme had not achieved the gilt and
miriors of hef luekier=iif the terfa be per=
missible—sifiris.  Not even a bettle of
gheap seefit relleved the aeeuraulated smell
of sleep.

A cracked wash-basin and pitcher, stand-
ing upon an upended packimg-case which
was carelessly draped with a worn, red
table-cloth which revealed rather than con-
cealed, was all the furniture, save bne
pathetically aged cane-bottomed chair.
‘The bed—it had once been one of those
genefous things—leomed llke a tragedy ef
unusual pain.

The window, which boasted no shade—
neither did it need one—was of four wood-
divided pames of glass. That is, there was
one whole pane, opaque with grime; another
was broken, falling out bit by bit; the others
were stuffed with ancient newspapetis, in
the ereviees of which had erowded the dust
of mueh time.

But to poor Meg this was home. It was
all the home she knew, or expected to know.
In sanctuary, she could keep that bolt shot,
pretend to be out, and like any other sick
animal understand the curiously comforting
feeling of having a hole in which to suffer
and in which to die.

The wind shook the aged window. The
hail beat against ft, and occasionally
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through it. Meg removed her drooping
hat, swore at its appearamce, cursing wet
weather. Otherwise fully dressed, she lay
down, partly covering herself with the in-
describable blankets.

Vague yearmings, for which she lacked
words, troubled her. The affair with the
man in the street had slipped entirely from
her tired mind. More often of late had she
suffered these yearnings. A number of yearn-
ings, coalescing into one aching longing.
1t was not for opium, it was not for the soci-
ety of humams. The longing was for some-
thing which her dimly groping brain could
only think of as “awful.”

And this wild night, when outside the
Mersey ships were fighting for life and men
stood grimly to the strain, when the street
echoed and sobbed to the blows of the wind,
when all the world seemed to be breaking
into elements and the clashing and hurrying
clouds threatened to blot out the memory
of light—om this night was Meg Brown
more than ever conscious of her agony, of
the something she failed to understand as,
doubtiless, the snowdrop fails to understand
why it should bud into beauty when the
world is still cold and but weakly whisper-
ing of the coming Spring.

Usually, if she fought it sufficiently, the
pain would leave her. Sometimes the
struggle for existence would compel activi-
ty, forcing her to forget. But none of these
anodymes offered this night, and, eventually,
more. disturbed than ever before, agitated
into movement, she untangled herself from
the blankets, put on her hat, unbolted the
door, blew out the smoking “dip” and crept
down the creaking, shaking stairs, without
her bold, professional swagger but with a
craving for dark places.

She had no thought of direction. Amid
her depression, she wondered why the un-
usual amount of her drug had failed of
its wonted stimulation. Had the Prince
Charming—that strangely sacred dream-
love of every Magilene who ever liiedi—
met her suddenly under a guttering gas-
lamp, instead of greeting him she would
have dropped to her kmees and welcomed
the blessed relief of tears.

Nigh blindly she headed into the wind,
one hand holding her hat, the other at her
breast.. After what seemed like a long
time of walking, but which was but a little
while, she raised her dazed eyes from the
wet-streaked pavement, and paused.
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SHE knew the piace. Often had

she passed it, in company, with a

careless laugh. Perhaps she would
have crept past it now but for the warm
sort of light hinting at peace, shown by the
slightly open and inviting door. Three
worn steps led upward to that door,
and Meg’s wet right foot had lifted to the
first step before there came to her the hesi-
tation of the ashamed. As she hesitated,
the door opened more widely and Father
Aspland looked out into the night.

With a slither, Meg dragged her foot to
the pavement. In the added light from
the doorway the name of that tiny, gallant
building became visible. But Meg knew
the name without reading any sign. She
felt certain that the priest had seen that
hasty action of hers. Them, amid a seethe
of emotion, she could only appreciate that
her foot upon the step of the Church of
the Sacred Heart was entirely out of place.

Her brazen stare was as absent as if it
had never been. Her cultivated swing of the
hips lay quiescent in a body which bowed
in an utterly new reveremce. To walk
past that calm gazer into the night, even
with eyes upon the sidewalk and drooping
as a withering flower in sheer sunlight, was
beyond Meg Brown, who for so long a time
had respected neither God, man, devil, nor
the memory of what mother had borne her.

To turn, then! To turn back, and to do
it with as near indifference as she could
pretend. This parody of her usual attitude
offered the only escape. To escape! To
get away from there. To go where she
could feel more like her usual self. To
where the staring specter of her life would
not so persistently haunt her.

Ah, she had sixpencei Batley might
have closed his shop, but he wouild get out
of bed for her. Amother ounce! What
if she did not need it? Tomwrrow? —
tomorrow! There were more penmies in

ii 1

“Wouldn’t you like to come in and sit
down and rest? Danghter, you are tired
and wet. Rest. There is no preaching,
no payment.

To turn and run! This avenue seemed
closed. Amd there was no other.

The girl’s wet, ill-shod foot again pressed
that strange step. Again she hesitated.
Father Aspland was watching the cloud-
distorted sky.

Cringing with the crowding atavism of
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tribal fears so pathetically shown by the
criminal; drawn toward a warmth infimitely
beyond her understanding; like a frozen
plant in a noisome cranny which aches
toward an unexpected gleam of swur—hardly
knowing that she did it, Meg Brown climbed
the steps, watching with animal caution the
raan at the edge of the porch.

The priest, with that decent instimct
which causes nen to turn their heads away
when some poor devil is arrested, stared
still skyward. Had he turned and spoken,
God only knows what Meg would have
done. It is doubtful if she would have
done what she did do. There was some-
thing going on there not altogether unlike
what one may see when a wild thing is
coaxed gently te wheie symapathy may dress
lts weunds.

At the door the girl paused a meoment.
Then, very much hke a tired child that
knows it has been naughty, but which alse
Ymows that its mother still loves it, Meg
Brown slowlv passed through that imviting
doof. From the narrow hallway she peered
timidly into the church. The light that
had welecomed her now mingled with the
dirnness of the peaceful shadows, and
Meg™s aehing soul was grateful.

Discerning kneeling figmnes—th#lf a dozen,
here and there—she sought with awed
footsteps-the loneliest of the simple wooden
pews. So, as one in a dream, she samk
to her kmees and buried her face in her
hands. But, craving tears as never before,
her eyes were barren as a rock.

She fumbied dumbly among her unhappy
memories, vainly seeking utterance of a
prayer. Some time passed. Suddenly in
broken whispers:

“0 Gawdl Gawd ‘elp me, for I’'m rotten!
© Gawd, I'm —— rotten—exeause wme,
Gawd, but it’s the truth!’*

Presently she began to peer through her
locked fingers. It was Momday i Holy
Week, but the candles, the symibolism only
puzzied Meg. Vet, when she lifted her
eyes above her hands to stare at the win-
dows, she was quite able to appreciate that
%itrange sense of vastmess, of infinity, which
looms through stained glass when the night
is black and the light is dim within.

Again she watched the kmeeling fifiures,
until presently an old woman tottered
feebly from her pew to the vague picture
of the Descent from the Cross; there to
kneel in utter adoration. Again the specter
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of Meg Brown’s life stared at her contrast-
ingly. Hastily, on tiptoe, doing her ut-
most to make no sound, afraid to disturb
the sanctity of the place, feeling that there
was something the matter with her eyes, she
made her way to the door, and out.

Tihere was no sign of Father Aspland, and
Meg—grateful for his kindly understand-
ing—wamied her confusion home to her
lodging. She was surprized next morning
at having slept so refreshingly.

It is very easy to understand why it
became the poor girl’s evening habit to
wait until the street was deserted and hurry
up the steps to rest in the church. Meg
would never be ‘“religious.” She was
“rotten!” Like a certain person written of
long ago, she knew it, and admitted her
kmowledge. Had she heard the word pub-
lican she would have thought of the indi-
vidwal at the family entrance of the Bull's
Head from whom she sometimes purchased
gin. But she understood very well indeed
the meaning of the werd sinner.

And Aspland relegated mere doctrine to
its dusty tomes. Meg did not need theolo-
gy; she wanted something less commen and
far more valuable. For ten nights few
words passed between priest and Magda-
lene. Then, with a diffidence unusual in a
man of his profession, but common to
Faifher Aspland, he approached her.

It was difficult. Had the woman been a
Cattholic, Aspland’s wish to aid could have
been told to her in the quiet of the confes-
sional. But Meg Browm, although she
might have heard of the institution in the
abstract, would not have recognized it in
the concrete, and an invitation to enter
therein would have aroused fear in her or a
far more embatrassing emotion. For by
now she was grateful, with dim notions of
paymenmt. So Meg heard of the world
outside Paradize Street 1h the iy hall of
the chureh.

Sordid as was her respounse to sympathy,
it was the story of thousamds of English
women of the period. Of the period?
She had been born in Paradise Street.
Her father was a mythical person. Her
mother had cursed her bearing. At five
yeans- of age Meg had been a child of the
guitter, existing as only sueh ehildren could
explain, and her mother had been “burled
of the parish.” Het later lfe=a life
beginning befere she was twelve=iads A
biegrapher.
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“How would you like to live where there
are no streets? Where the hay grows, and
all is quiet? How would you like to go to

ire and work on a farm? The
Church is able to do such things, and able
to keep secrets. On that farm you will
earn a good living, and the people will
know you for a widow-womam. Paradise
Street will believe you dead.”

“Gawd!” Poor Meg reacted familiarly.

“At the hospital of the sisters you will
get well. When you need laudanum they
will give it to you, with other medicines
which will cause you not to need it. You
will be with the sisters for some littie time,
of course—er, until you are quite well.
But you will be so kindly treated that you
will learn what real love is. Would you
like to have everybody know you as Mrs,
Brown—a wiidiow-womeamn?’

“Cawd!” responded Meg Brown.

“After tomorrow, then, Paradiise Street
will know you no more. Do not even say
good-by to people who know you—it will
be better not to. Bring your bundile, and
come here at ten tomorrow night. A sister
will meet you. Let Paradise Street think
you have died—let them believe you have

fallen into the river, if they wisin.”
stars or moon. The afternoon of

@ Paradiise Street had been violent and
noisy with drunkemmess., but these were

THE night was quiet but without

now sleeping, having fallen variously..

Behind his prescription case, listless, sat
Batley. He had grown weary of his patho-
logical study. The tiny cuckoo clock
above the bed in the back room chirped
out nine. It was a bit too early to shut up
shop and go to bed.

Batley possessed and read
two works of fiction, “Oliver Twist” and
“Daniid Copperfield,” and now he fumbled
amid the litter of a drawer for literary
surcease of his ennui, for a moment of for-
getfulness, He liked to allow chamce to
decide his reading—pushing a blind hand
into the litter, and withdrawing whichever
book that hand touched first. Bl or
O¥imer? 1t made no difference to Batley.

His fingers had closed about a book
when the unusually sudden opening of the
door of the shop actually caused him to
drop his feet to the floor and stand beside
his high stool. He frowned. The cus-
tomer “only a lady friend of Meg Brown’'s.”
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What did she mean by making such a dis-
turbance?

Somebody might have swallowed car-
bolic acid, but, while Batley was always
willing to donate the needed alcohol, he had
repeatedly told people that they must first
run for a doctor, because, while Batley
could also try to force the would-be suicide
into swallowing the alcohol, the task,
besides annoying him, was too stremuous
for his depleted nervous system, and the
reaction inevitably sent him to his bout with
his familiar devils a day or two before the
bout was due. So he frowned at Annie
Timms, while with swift mechanism he
reached for a bottle.

But this was no announcement of suicide.
After the first understanding glance at the
girl’s face Batley knew that whatever
had brought her to him in such haste was
something far more disturbing than at-
tempted death, and something far more
unusual.

Anmie gasped, emotion-wrung. Her care-
fully cultivated sewoir faixe had deserted
her. Observing this, again, Batley believed
that she had murdered some chance love
and had come to him either for imagined
sanctuary or for advice about the best way
of escaping the police. He felt much
flattered. Indeed, he was stimulated out
of his usual indifference.

“Yees! What is it? What do you want,
Annie?”

The girl guiped painfully. Then, gasp-
ing—

“Paddy West is shanghaing Meg Brown
aboard the Juomes Barus wot sails tonight
for Americat™

Batley could only stare. It was not
that his gathering understanding of the
villainy of West shocked him, for nothing
West would do had power to shock. True,
never previously had any crimp shanghaied
a woman; but it was just like West to do the
unusual and be proud of his origimality.
No, the druggist was not shocked by West's
action, neither did the picture of Meg
Brown in a ship’s forecastle upset himr—he
could imagime her enjoying it, #— Ifl

It was that if which aroused Batley the
druggist and drove him into action. For
he knew! Not as the ignorant, the cruel,
the foolish, the callous, the religious. No!
Batley knew, and, knowing, understood
the hell of agony through which poor Meg
fwould be compelied to live before her need
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of laudanum killed her. For the medicine-
chest of the Jarmees Baitws would not carry
more than an ounce, at the best. And
would Meg be able to obtain even this re-
prieve?

i And Batley also knew that West knew
all this as well as he did. Yet, as he
shrilled a word to his wife and grabbed for
his cap, he was puzzling about the motive.
What reason had Paddy West for shang-
haing poor Meg on the Jumess Bisins?

But Mrs. Batley, who had of course heard
every word, hastened to obstruct her hus-
band’s progress. He was more precious
to her than ail the women in Liverpool,
and the idea of his thus running so bravely
into danger aroused her fiercely. She
would not let him go! Catching the panic,
Amnie Timms also threw herself to impede.

That poor, worn Batley, armed only with
his feeble hands, intended to beard West

in his den and rescue Meg Brown was’

naturally Mrs. Batley’s interpretatiom. of
her hero’s activity. But Batley had no
such intention. In the first place he was
not so foolhardy. Secondly, he understood
the futility of such action. He had a better
plan. And that he meditated no desperate
attack upon the boardimg-house he imparted
to the women comvincingly.

“But wot?” Mrs. Batley’s question as
she released her convulsive grip of her mate
might well have been uttered.

“Not thur perleece?” Ammie Timms
voiced scorn of any such hope for aid.

“Come on, Amniel Alice, tend shop!
Going for Father Aspland!™

And as the shop door slammed behind
them Ammie Timms and James Batley
began to run, hand in hand.

The tiny church with its open doOr was
not far to seek, but its shadowy peace
revealed no Father Aspland. For a few
moments the two who had entered on tip-
toe despite the urgency of their errand were
stunned by alarm. That Aspiand should
not be at his church—what calamity had
befallen?

Neither the man nor the girl had knowl-
edge of either churches or priests; for Batley
was a sometime loud professor of atheism
and the girl a silent professor of nothing at
all. Yet some weird association had fixed
in their minds the tacit belief that Aspland
was eternally anchored to his little chapel,
and both in the stress of the situation had
drawn upon some vague yet potent ances-
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tral reverence until, in their passing devout-
ness, they would have borne arms against

But that whisper out of the past failed
to pass their emotions, told nothing to their
brains; and in his desperation Batley rather
timidly walked down the aisle to where a
kneeling woman showed among the pews.
He attempted to cough questioningly, but
succeeded only in spluttering; and all of
what he thought his diplomacy failed to
rouse the praying and wvery tired washer-
woman whose husband had long before
contracted the cheerful habit of beating her,
and who went to the chapel to seek the
relief her creed denied her legally.

Then, of her, Batley, hoarse with a mil-
lion different feelings, barked a falsetto
question, intending the undertone of some
chorister—for Batley had heard of choris-
ters from Chanrles Diickems. The woman
worn of toil and matrimony started and
turned, still kneeling, to face this heathen-
ish interrupter. Then the name he had
spoken stayed her anger, and his evident
need aroused her sympathy.

“Am’ where would he be but visitin’ the
sick*—God bless “im?"

The simple if obwious question was
sufficient. For Batley knew the sigi—the
sick, that is, who were so very sick that they
were willing to trade their scanty coppers
for what relief his drugs offered. These
were few—qmr&uaps a dozen round albout—
but as the man’s hand again clasped that of
Ammnie Timms, who had waited distraught
and awed, the names of the ailing whirled
in his dizzy head. Amid them desperately
he sought the right one. What gick person
would Father Aspland be visiting?

And Batley, that night, stirred beyond
himself, had something more informing
than a mere catalog of facts. Blindly
seeking, the antemwe of his mind guided
him. He did not know it, but intuition
took charge of his actions. So, hand in
hand, he again ran with Amnie Timms.
His weakening feet held to the right road.
Pamting, these grimy holders, in sympathy
paused at the first door that seemed likely.
Father Aspland walked quietly out of it.

THAT Aspland was startled out
of his customary calm is not sur-
prizing. The curious simplicity of
the attitude of the two confronting hirm—
hand in hand, waiting in great baste—their
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rapid breathing, the unusual spiritual stir
they manifested!

What?

Like a tortured frog, Batley panted out
his information, Annie Timms corroborat-
ing with loud lamentation and emitting
facts she had seen. In her distress she
shrieked detail. She had chanced to pass
the unusually quiet house of West, and she
had also chanced—if" her curiosity could
ever be accidental—to look through a lewer
window, imperfeetly shaded.

“ILilkke a corp,” she described the form of
Meg Brown; like a “poor” corpse, laid out
on a table, about to be shrouded in the
uncouth dungarees of the sailor who lacks
other clothes, and surrounded by grinning
and indecent men.

Becoming enthusiastic, she would have
shouted further details, but the quick-
witted priest stayed the revolting account,
to her evident distress.

“Go home,” he commanded quietly.
“Go to your homes. Say nothing about
this. I—" his fist clenched, his strong face
flustieet slightly in the window-Highitt—“T will
take care of that poor girl and also of West!”

And he strode rapidly away, a figiting
man, while after him Ammie Timms shrieked
her eternal understanding of camuptiom—

“It’s no use going to the perlersee—West
gives 'em money an’ booze!™

But Father Aspland, planning, had no
time for platitudes.

Just what could he do to stop this crime?
The" police of the district might be corrupt
but not all the municipal authorities were
swine, nor could West control them. But
who had been touched by poison, and who
were-clean? Father Aspland could evoke
high ehureh dignitary, and through him
shake the elty. But sueh action would
take time, and dufing that time what
would happen to Meg Brewn?

Besides, even this would be subject to
the same yard-stick as an appeal to the
mayor. For West would at once hear of
it, and before action could be taken all
evidence would have been destroyed. West
would be able to prove by a hundred wit-
nesses that Meg Brown had never been in
his house. He would say that he had not
east eye on her for weeks, that he held
fe aeesunt agalnst her, and—why sheuld
he shanghai a weman?

Agaiinst this the priest had no evidence
oflgis own—nwthing but the story of Annie
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Timwoms. The tale of a street-walker would
weigh nothing. No! More direct action
was needed if Meg Brown was not to sail
that midnight on the Jamees Budes. And
it was past ten.

Came the impuilse, as he hurried, to cast
aside all discretion, walk into West’s place
and manhandle the brute. But, again,
breaking Paddy West into small pieces
would not help Meg, and’alll trace of Asp-
land would be lost in the further melee
with West’s gang.

Among the man’s crowding thoughts
only one showed clear features, only one
outlined the cameo-profile of Hope. He
must appeal to Casser! Fatther Aspland
prayed that the appeal might not be fruit-
less. For Casser was an Ammticam. Any-
way, the struggle loomed like Marengo,
with defeat leering and but one chance of
vietory. At that moment Father Aspland
would have bartered his hope of heaven for
the squadions of Desalx!

But would the captain of the James
Baipss act? In his distress Aspland saw this
captain as a man who would not trouble;
who would refuse to credit the story. Why
should he bother to turn everybedy out
of the forecastle? Tihe priest realized what
a mad and extraordinary search that would
be, in the night!

Nw, the captain would growl and refuse
to allow any such disturbzre—denying
carelessly the chance of any woman’s being
there, amused at the notion of what her
presence would portend.

, how many captains bowed to the
beckoning finger of the czar of Paradise
Street? If he of the Jamess Bhives were
of these, only God could help poor Meg
Brown!

The ‘advantage of position. Militantly
the priest saw the matter. Paddy West must
be outmameuwered. Time, in war as in
chess, was all-important. The priest, then,
must get aboard the Jamess Baitss before
West’s runners took Meg Brown aboard.
To appeal to the captain afiey the thing had
been done would be like trying to turn back
the hand of time.

To appeall, to threatem, if need be—with
the law, the long arm of the Chwrch, the
press—holding the advantage of position, in
time these weapons might win. They
must be made to win! The man breathed
the easier. His problem solved, only fiidit-
ing remained. Which was the shortest way
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to that part of the water-front off which lay
the Jamess Biwims?

He paused in a narrow street. Yes, as a
last resort. The greater the danger front-
ing the enemy, the greater chance of success.

The three balls showed balefully in the
dim light. A pawn-shop of hebdomadal
pledges. Also a shop of sorrow, where
cherished relics waited vainly for deliver-
ance. Where marfy a man and woman re-
deemed their Sunday clothes of a Saturday
night; to pawn them again Monday morn-
ing. Anm ancient custom of poverty!

Ewven in his stress Aspland could not al-
together control a smile at himseif. What
an errand for a priest!

So thought the Jew who served him; yet
with the discretion of his race this one
showed no amazement. Why should he?
It was not his business to know what the
priest wanted with a revolver. He ob-
served that Aspland handied it with the
nervous awkwardness of the amateur. It
was the pawmbroker’s business to earn a
living, selling such things.

About the proffered cartridges the st
was dubious. Might it not be better to pre-
tend the thing was loaded? Could he
actually shoot at a man—iin his direction,
even=iif driven to adopting extreme mea-
sures? Embamassed, and with that human
craving for any aid in extremity, he asked
the Jew for his opinion! The Jew, selling
cartridges, was gravely certain that they
Were Very necessary.

“For why? If, father, you wish not to
kill—make a big noise. Scare, like —!

And Aspland, feeling that the pawn-
broker was better informed, bought the
shelis. But it was the Jew who loaded the
gun.

IN THOSE days the water-front of
Liverpool was not the concrete
«— - monument of modernity it is now.
When the panting priest reached the place
he sought, he found a mere float, to which
were moored small boats. The night had
clouded more blaekly, although still ealm.
The last of the flood-tlde sang against the
fenders. With the ebB the Jmees Bipins
woeuld slip dewn the Mersey.

Was Meg Brown to slip out to sem—to
that deeper sea—on the same tide? Father
Aspland lifted his eyes and saw, twinkling
against the darkmess, the riding light of the
vessel whose captain he sought. But
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whether that light were a star of success or
but a dim warning of the outer dark, the
priest could not know.

Men lounged dimly about the flomt,
Since the priest had not spoken, these took
him for a loafer. In the murky light fiiures
blended with the color of the aged timbers
and the dull water of the river. Pausing
on a prayer, Aspland turned to seek infor-
mation regarding the hiring of a boat.
That shadowy, silent vessel with the taper-
ing spars and single kight was the field of
battle whereon he must take advamtage of
position.

There leaned upon a high bollard of wood
a man of size, whose profile showed indis-
tinctly with a short pipe predominating,
strangely like the beak of some weirdly
breathing bird. Of tliis one Aspland asked
if he could hire a boat to take him out to a
ship in the stream. In the quiet the
priest’s voice carried, and men rose from
among shadows, asking to be hired—all
claiming water-skill, and each with the best
boat and lowest price.

“Wikat ship?”

The strong note of the man against the
boilard drowned the scattered demand for
employment. The hand of Father Aspland,
gesturing with emotion, indicated the James
Buites. Through the heavy sky enough
light came filiterimg to enable the man with
the pipe to discern the cloth of the one who
spoke to him, and a rich brogue answered.

“Shure, father.” The big man lifted his
cap. “I have her boat here. The old
man’s ashore—we’re waiting for him, an’
he won’t be long. Is it him ye want to
seep”

“The captaion—yes!™

Aspland trembled with eagermess. The
disappointed watermen retired again to
their shadows.

“I'm the second mate.”
moved his pipe, adding this.

But Aspland, bowing acknowledgment,
hardly heard. His racing mind was too
harried by Meg Brown to be spurred by
second mates. They waited. Time, to
Fatther Aspland, wore the effect of a dose of
canatliés intifeq. Miimutes dragged over the
weary route of hours. He was occasionally
conscious of the second mate’s efforts at
conversation, and once he believed that the
big man offered him the bollard, against
which to lean for rest.

Amswering the fawors of his politeness,

The man re-
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the second mate heard mere'vague mutter-
ings, while the priest paced nervously to and
fro. Presently the second mate blushed.
Undler his breath he swore at himseif. Here
was the. priest, walking about, saying
prayers! And he, with fat-headed polite-
ness had been all the while imterrupting
him! He bit on his pipe with savage self-
contempt.

Would that captain never come? Or,
would he come too late—after Meg Brown
had been thrown into the forecastle of the
JEenmes Baiins? Suddenly cunning came to
Aspland. Why not hire a boat, get aboard?
And, when West arrived, when his runners
brought Meyg, watch where they put her?
Then bring her ashore again in his boat!
He could do it!

His agony vamished in thought of action.
He opened his mouth to call a waterman.

“Heere’s the captain, now!

The second mate, still dubious concern-
ing the interruption of prayers, said this as
softly as his huge voice would permit.
Father Aspland had waited less than five
minutes.

“Uheare’s a—" the second mate began to
tell his superior about the priest waiting to
see him, but Aspland had hastened to the
side of the gaunt, tall mam—standing
strangely like a mast stripped for a hurri-
cane—with, “Oh, sir’ And in low tones,
lest among the watermen lurk a spy of
West’s, he pleaded the cause of the Magda-
lene who had fallen among thieves.

“Amnd what do you want me to do?*

“Do, sirl Wiy, will you ailow such a
crime, such a murder—on your ship?"

“How would you suggest that I prevent
itp”

“Why,- let me get a boat. And when
they bring the poor woman, I will take her
ashore again.”

“What about West?”

The voice of the captain had evidenced no
emotion. He might have been giving
everyday orders -aboard ship. Aspland
felt the contrast of his own feelings. Was
he being taunted? The old Adam arose,
tingling. Father Aspland ceased to be a

priest. He gripped—mo longer mesmwansdyy=—
the revolver.
“—— West!l I tell you, captain or no

captain, that that woman shall not sail to-
night on your ship=so help me God!™

The captain laughed.

“Dom’t let it worry you, bishop.

That’s my opinion exactly. I ain’t got
much use for women, anyhow! On board
ship they’re worse than usual—youm never
saw a comfortable ship when the old man
carried his wife with him, did you? But I
was just asking you—wthen you jumped me
—what your plans were. Particularly,
what are your plans about Mister West?
Yes, particularly about him!™”

“About West?"

Aspland was divided between listening
to the captain and watching the second
mate, who, standing behind his superior,
appeared to be intensely diverted by the
cymicall cross-examination.

“¥ees; you ain’t going to let that swine go
scot-free, are you? Of course not—it
wouldn’t be religious! So, just think up
the worst punishment you can for him, and
Il raise it the Yimit¥”

“Reise it the limit?” Father Aspland
questioned with the vague curiosity of one
who plays not poker and is, also, English.

“Thhat’s all right. I ain’t throwing out
any hints, but me and this West has met
before—we’'re what some might call old
friends. There’s other ways of putting it.
He spits tobacco on some quarter-decks, but
nobody ever sees him aboard me. I got the
toughest second mate that ever crossed the
Western Ocean, and that’s saying some-
thing. This is him, here! He needs exer-
cise—getting fat, because nobody has the
nerve to tr to lick him,

“Tihis shipping a woman into my fore-
castle would be one —— of a joke on me,
wouldn’t it, bishop? West could go around
telling every water-front bum that I had so
little control of my crew that they carried
their lady friends with 'em! I guess that’s
why he’s doing this—tryiimg to hit me when
I'm not looking. Tiouble is I have to use
him as a shipping-agent.

“—— of a countryl I only needed one
man, and here I get a womam! It’s one of
that low-down swine's jokes, eh? Salty
—— joke, you might say. So, as I said,
think up a few thumb-screws and things,
and me and my second mate will make *em
look like kisses!

The huge second mate chuckied with the
enjoyment of complete understanding, but
Father Aspland could only stare,

“Cheer up, bishop, and we’ll get busy.
There ain’t no wogran ever going to sail
aboard me. Better take a few weeks vaca-
tion, and cross to the other side with us,
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You'll have the time of your life. I ain't “GETTIN' bleeding dainty, aint

throwing hints, but get busy and think of
the worst thing that could happen to West.
Don’t forget what I told you about the
second mate."

The captain had talked in such tones that
only a word here and there could by any
chance have reached the loafing watermen,
and now he whispered: certain orders to “the
toughest second mate that ever crossed the
Western Ocean.” That gentleman then
told two of his crew of four men—ilying
alongside the wharf in the boat of the
Jarmess Baitns-toto come on shore. The two
others, obeying some further order, rowed
the boat toward some shadowy destination,

“Come along, father.” The captain took
a friendly-grip of the priest’s arm, and began
to pilot him along the gangway to the shore,
the second mate and the two men follow-
ing. “You see, it's this way—amnd don’t
get sore with us experts for running this job
for you=tthis West dumps his cargo out of a
moldy hack he hires—always the same
hack and the same dirty driver, of course=
on to a bit of a wharf he rents, about a
quarter of a mile farther up the river. It’s
quiet there. The swine don't give a ——
for .God, man or devil, as you might say, but
he ain’t such a fool as to take chances. He's
taken a —— of a chance tonight, though—
shipping women aboard me! You see, some
poor guy’s wife or relations—aithough a
sailor ain’t got no business having wives or
relations=some guy’s wife might organize
a posse some time, So West has this little
wharf that he don’t advertise.” ‘

I* Behind a pile of lumber alongside the

muddy path leading to West’s wharf the.
captain concealed his party. A hundred -

yards up-stream the two men of the Bitws
waited in the boat. The night remained
calm but very black. From the city came
the noises of the night—a hush of peace
compared with the nights of now. What
few of that new sort of river-craft called
steamers—how archaic would one of them
seem todayl—padidiled about the Mersey
did so with a discreet avoidance of noise; as
if their skippers were a thoughtful race of
men who would not for all the gold of
oceans disturb with the biare. of whistles,
Perhaps they did not covet an argument
with that strangely shore-like race of sea-
going men called engineers, who manifested
congenital objection to steam’s being wasted
in sound.

m‘ﬂ' ] yer? Next thing you'li be telling
me that your brothers is orficers and
engineers, instead of being sailors and fire-
men, as they is. Amd your sisters ——{"

The woice of Paddy West, an unpleasant
woice, since nothing so betrays the soul's
condition as does the wvoice, whined its
lurid way to the piie of lumber. The eap-
tain chuckied grimly, after his habit.

“Weest’s runmers don’t like their job—
or are they hitting him for more pay?”

“fihey’'me scared,” whispered the second
mate contentedly.

“Teeyire going to be worse than that, eh,
bishop?"” suggested the captain.

“I hope so!™

The gentle Aspland of the Chutch of the
Sacred Heart might have never been,

The rattle of the wheezy old hack had
issued from among the other sounds of the
city. The hackman’s confidential com-
mand to his horse had ended this. Other
noises had clearly told of men alighting, and
lifting of something from the hack’s 1oob-
a wheelbarrow! Oaths had interspersed
this performance.

The hack had whined upon its ancient
springs, while orders from Paddy West had
told of something being removed from its
inside. Ewen the lack of ordinary care, the
brutal indecency had been limned to the
waiters behind the lumiber-pile by sounds,

Once Meg Brown had been dumped into
the boat, West would return to the waiting
hack and drive back to his house. His
runners would then row to the Jarmess Bivins
and do their master’s business there,
Through the clinging mud footsteps slopped
and the wheelbarrow made its samewhat
difficult way. Amd—epparently as neces-
sary as is music to an opera—wwarse lan-
guage never ceased its accompaniment,

“All set?” The captain’s woice was
sibilant. “Bishop, you'd better wait here
while we do the'dirty worlk.”

“If this night passes without my hands

» being laid roughly on West, may T never see
heaven!” responded Aspland fervently,

“Let her go, Galiagher, then,” chuckled
the captain. “Stamd by—wwh@nn I give the
word. Seems to me that you guys don’t
need no instruction in rough-house!™

Tihe noise of the wheelbarrow, the labored
breathing of the man pushing it, the voices,
the oozing of the protesting mud—these,
to Father Aspland, drew nearer with the
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increasing volume of sound of the band of a
regiment, marching past. Amnd the sound
was as stimulating to action, as stirring,
rousing an atavistic tingling along his spine,
an itch to fight. For Father Aspland had
not merely ceased to be a priest. He had
forgotten that he had ever been one.

Yet the captain’s language—an extra-
ordinary concession to propristy—indi-
cated memory of Cloth.

“Now!"” he hissed as the crimp and his
gang drew abreast. “Jump the sons off—
the illegitimate sons of a thousand degen-
erate ancestors! At "em!”

An overwheiming rush of enraged men.
A yell of fear from the individual at the
wheelbarrow. A shock of wood as he
dropped the handles. Paddy West wheel-
ing for fliight;; silently followed by the other
runner. The silent, savage, gorilla-grap-
pling of the second mate. Fatther Aspland
flimgigg  himself upon West’s shoulders,
throttling him into gutturals, bearing his
weight upon)him as they fell, and pressing
his face into the receptive mud.

A curiously distinct crack, like two
boards meeting, as the second mate ob-
tained complete submission from the run-
ners by the simple process of banging their
heads and faces together. The two sailors
of the Jumess Baiws had stood aside at a ges-
ture from the captain, who had swrveyed
the short melee, appreciatively chuckling.

Never before had Aspland known such
thrillingly satisfying joy. Under him,
choking, lay the fellow he had set out to
defeat. Vae wictis!
= “It’s all right,"of course, bishep—I aim't
got no objections to your killing the swine.
But think it over. If you beat a man up
and kill him, he wins and you lose. You
never get another chance to beat him up,
you know!”

The captain’s voice held the friendly ad-
vice of a second to a fighter in the ring, and
Aspland accepted it as such.

“Turn him over to my two men, like the
second mate’s doing with his lot. And,
mister, jump forrard and hold up that
lousy hack-driver. We may need him an’
his chariot. Anyway, we don’t want him
bleating this aii over Liverpool.”

Dragging West roughly to his knees, then
to his feet, Aspland hurled the cringing,
whining crimp into the gleefully waiting
hands of the sailors. Getting his breath
again, West protested:
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“Waot 'ave I done? Yer carn’t 'andie ms
like this. Wot’s it all about?"

The question was addressed to the cap-
tain, whom the crimp had recognized, but
the captain did not answer. With the
poiiteness of fighting men the master of the
Japness Baivms left decisions, words, judg-
ments, and, if any, explanations to Aspland.

The figure of the latter, in the dim dark,
puzzled West. He thought he knew the
man who had so handled him, but the
knowledge seemed absurd. Amd whatever
chance there might have been of the priest
becoming himself again, of his anger being
glutted with victory, passed into greater
savagery when he surveyed the limp, un-
conscious, distorted figure of poor Meg
Brown in the wheelbarrow.

There was an echo of the kindiy plan he
had made for the girl. A sister of mercy
was even then waiting at the church, and a
bed waited in the hospital But, con-
trastingly, or perhaps naturally, this only
served to whet Aspland’s appetite for re-
venge, and more furiously stirred his anger.

Some dim appreciation of decency pre-
vented his striking the babbling lips of the
boardinghouse keeper. But, with affierce-
ness the tough second mate could not have
bettered, he shoved his face against that of
West—and now the crimp fearful]y knew
his opponent—gratimgiy

“Why did you try to shanghai Meg
Brown?”

“Tiry is good,” chuckied the captain.

West struggled to find a lie which would
serve, but the steel of the soul staring at him
forced the truth.

“She hit me—midle me nose bleed,”
whined the crimp.

“Poor feller!” The captain’s sympathy
was tremendouws. “It’s too bad. That
tale of wo will blow all over the sea. Too
bad! A woman busted poor Mister Paddy
West, of Livenpool, England, on his delicate
snout. Madle it bleed, she did. Amd West
ran away, blubbering and hollerin’ for
help!” Amd as his men laughed, courtier-
wise, he added: “Don’t believe I owe you
very much, Mister West. Not now. The
bishop does, of course, and I can’t disap-
point my second mate. He might quit me
if [ did, and there ain’t anothex like him.”

And about Paddy West biew the chiil of a
terrible premonition.

The priest glared balefully, his habit of
speech a minor and discarded habit, but the
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captain was accustomed to giving orders in
unexpected situations.

“Put a good seizing on their wrists,” he
told his sailors. “Hawe their hands behind
their backs.” He pulled a whistle out of a
pocket and signaled hés boat. “When the
boat comes alongside, dump the swine into
jit. The second mate will be down in a
minute—thelll look after you.”

He turned toward the wheelbarrow and
Aspland turned with him. Neo words were
needed between them. Neither would con-
descend to imitate a runmer of Paddy
West’s. Very gently they lifted Meg
Brown and began to carry her to the hack.
Against the breast of Father Aspland her
head rested, but to the priest there was
nothing anomalous in the sitwation.

They found the second mate amusing
himseif by twisting the driver’s right hand
in one direction whiie he ground his own
powerful palm about the fellow’s wrist
oppositely. In his agony the backman
squirmed in the mud. As if nothing were
going on—amd the driver heeded the second
mate’s warning not to make a noise lest
worse befall him - priest and mariner
tenderly lifted the Magitalene into the
conve

“Ill drlve bishop, if you'll say where to.
Don’t want 'to make my second mate mad
by taking his toy away from himi” And a
backward nod indicated the now weeping
driver.

“Providemce Hospital.” Aspland found it
very difficult to talk. “Amd stop at my
church for the sisfier.”

Ewen the “please” of an essentially polite
man had been discarded with the other use-
less conventions of weakening civilization.

“Aye, aye, bishop.”

The captain slammed the door, leaving
Aspland sitting with Meg Brown in his
arms. He even forgot to be thankful that
she was still unconscious.

He must have heard the captain speaking
to the second mate, and the protest of fear
and horror wrung from the hack-driver by
the order given. Dimly he heard the
laughter of the second mate as-he dragged
the driver toward the waiting boat. But
something held Asplamd. A long dead
ancestor wakemed, controlled him. One
who had lived before words were born,
when animal-like grunts were sufficient for
needs. Thws, words and protest fell upon
his ears unheeded, like so much rain.

The hack struggied over the uneven road,
compelling the priest to hold Meg Brown
very tightly. The rage stirring him was
beyond his comprehension. The idea of
attempting to understand never even oc-
curred to him. Yet it was an obvious rage.
But where was the dust that caused it?
What paleolithic, or earlier, mam—Asp-
land’s great grandfather thousands of years
removed—ihad so borne back to his lair his
mangled woman, brooding death and re-
venge on her slayer?

- THE tapering masts of the clipper
gh seemed to meit into the murky, low-

""" hanging clouds. A wawering wind
had risen, making eerie music among the
rigging. The Mersey lay silent at high
water. Under the break of the poop an
unusual court was about to pass judgment.
The prisoners shivered in various attitudes.
To gratify his sense of humor the captain
had ordered that West should be hand-
cuffed with his arms around a stanchion.
The driver of the hack and the two runners
were herded by a cheerful second mate.
Still the avenger, Aspland stood by the cap-
tain’s side,

“ifdll’s certainly brewing ashore for you
animals,” the captain spoke with con-
vincing harshmess. “You dirty scum of the
British nation went too far when you set
out to insult the American flag by what you
tried to do. What we fixed up ashore for
you will get you twenty years. I have to
hand it to British Law—iit don’t harbor no
tenderness for things like you. But you'll
be =—— glad to get to the pen. It’s an even
bet you don’t get there, though We
stirred up such a muss that it’s going to reach
the House of Lords! ——, didn’t that old
judge foam! The police is so scared about
their jobs that they’ll never let you swine
tell about it in court. There must be a
hundred waiting for you ashore at Liver-
pool! Was any of you ever beat to death
before?”

He paused as upon a tasty morsel. As
one man the prisoners began to plesti—
whining excuses, babbling of families which
had no existence, blaming the helpless West,
cursing him for getting them into such
trouble—they never wanted to do it! Such
was the burden of their plea. Amd West,
more terribly afraid tham any of them, if
such a fear be possible, cursed back at them.
The captain waved a hand, and the
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second mate heavily used his to compel
silence.

“We towed your boat alongside, as you
know. Throw them three oyer the side,
mister, and let the police eat 'em wup!

“Please, captain,” a trembling runner
begged, “let us get away to tihe Birkenhead
side—do you think the coppers will be there,
too, sir?”

“Wot in —— do I care where the police
get you? Kick a little discipline into them,
mister. The nerve of him—asking me to
tell him what to do!”

Followed an interlude of scuffling, after
which two very wet runners and one nearly
drowned hack-driver managed to scramble
into their boat without capsizing it. Curs-
ing one another, pamic-stricken, they began
with choppy strokes to row toward the
Cheshire side of the river—away, as far
away as their imaginations believed pos-
sible, from the mythical one hundred police
of Liverpool!

“Those guys will be hitting it for the in-
terior, to live with the Indians,” chuckled
the captain. “Oh, I forgot, there ain’t no
interior to this island—mor Indians neither.
I wonder where the —— they will get to be-
fore they stop running? And now for the
peave dee resistumec, as the French say.
Bishop, you’re now going to get the cream of
the bill of fare. ——, it tastes good al-
ready—dlon’t it, mister?”

The second mate made gustatory noises.

“Mitster West.” The captain stepped
toward the crimp and Aspiland.went wiitn
him. “Mister West, I'm only the prose-
cuting Bftormey in this cése. His reverence,
here, is the judge. If the second mate
wants to—and I'm —— sure he domt—he
can be attorney for the defense.”

“—— no!™ the second mate declined the
dubious honor.

“Then, Mister West, you’d better ask
God for help. But you'll maybe find Him
hard of hearing?’

West, like a cornered rat, began to ffight
verbally. They had no right to threaten
him. Let them take him ashore—he would
fix the police. It was against the law to
hold him against his will!

“Tihatt It 'sgroodi™ interpolated the captain.

Then West, sensing his fate, swore he
would fix the captain. He had power,
he had!f And money! And friemds—in
America, too! It would go hard with any
man who did him dirt!
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For fully ten minutes he threatened, but
not a word answered him. Then his fear
drove him to pleading again. He was will-
ing to forget it—alll they had done to him.
He was willing to be friends again. Send
him ashore, and they would see what a fiine
fellow he could be. He would give to the
poor! And so on, crescendn, {reaching his
highest note.

“For Gawd’s sake, Captain Dixom, let me

go. I'll never shanghai another mam! I'll
pav you—'
“THeatll do! Your defense is in. If he

opens his mouth, mister, while I’'m speaking
to the judge, shut it for him—yow don't
need telling how!™

The captain addressed Aspland: “Your
reverence, it’s time Liwenpool got a cleaning-
up. Let’s doit. Tihere’s only one thing to
do with this swine. He won’t bother Para-
dise Street again. He spoke truth when he
said he’d shanghai no more. But that's
nothing. A sea voyage will do him good.
It’s what my second mate—and mayhe the
men in the forecastle—wiill do that will cure
him! The medicine will taste bad. He
won't believe it’s going to do him any good.
But it will. Sentence him, judge!’

“You mean?” Aspland, however, knew
what the captain m#ant.

“¥ees!! Weelll take him with us. I am a
man short—thamks to his trying to ship me
a woman. Can’t you come along, bishop,
and see the fun?”

“No. T wish I could. This is justice.”
And to West, “You will sail with this ship

L |

The shriek of the crimp was silenced by
the heavy hand of the second mate, and
Aspland continued.

“¥ou will remain aboard this ship. And,
and—1 wish I could remain, aiso, to see
what they do to you!”

“Good for you, bishop. Come into the
cabin and swallow a toothful before you go
ashore.”

They turned toward the light of the cabin
door.

“Amdl, mister, come in, too. But fist,
kick that fellow forrard, where he belongs:™

THE Jamess Bhitms, slipping down
the river with the ebbing tide, hung
for a moment like a vague cloud,
altered her helm, and passed from Father
Aspland’s sight. For a few minutes he
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stood in the silence. Tihe sky was clearing.
From somewhere within the city a bell
tolled.

Father Aspland shivered in response to
the mellow vibration. What had he done?
A feeling almost of horror claimed him.
What devil had possessed him during the
recent hours?

On his knees, again himself, he heeded
not the mud. Pouring out his soul in
penitence, he saw himself as a man may
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be, but not as a priest.

“Amd T have promised to follow, to try
to imitate Thee. That sinner! Was he
worse than I? That could not be! He
was only false to his fellow men. I have
been faise to Thee. The words!i The
words! Had I been Thy true servant, I
would not have sent him with them. For a
servant of Thine there should have been
only Thy words, ‘Go thy way and sin no
mm!l’ n

CAPTAIN JOSEPH LA BARGE
by H. P.

A RARE riverman was Captain Joseph
La Barge, and the story of his
life is a story of the Missouri

Mo River. Chittenden’s “History of
Early Naviigation on the Missouri River”
is based on the life and experiences of this
veteran boatman and trader.

He went on the first boat that reached
the upper river and for years navigated the
utmost reaches of the Missouri, piloting
his craft through to Fort Benton, and, as
Chittenden says, “reached a point farther
from the sea—3,575 miles from Guif of
Mexico—by a continuous watercourse than
any other boat had ever been.”

He joined the American Fur Company in
1832 when he was but seventeen years old.
He was to be paid seven hundred dollars
for three years of service, and he was finst
set to work at Cabamme’s Post, a few miles
above modern Omaha.

His first experiences as a trader was a
trip to the permanent villages of the Paw-
nees on the Loup Fork of the Platte. He
passed the Winter of 1832-33 in the lodge
of the chief Bad Axe, and improved his
time by learning the language.

On leaving the village in the Spring he
was accompamied by Major John Dough-
erty, an Indian agent, who had ransomed
and brought with him a Crow woman whom
the Pawmees were intending to burn. A
few miles from the village Spotted Horse
galloped by them and shot an arrow through'
the woman’s heart.

La Barge rexmemiiss—

“Tere are enough forgotten graves to
make the shores of the Missouri one con-
tinuous cemetery from source to mouith.”

In August of 1833 La Barge was sent back

to the Pawmees with a small outfit to trade
for buffalo meat. During the meteoric
shower of that year—Worember—ie was
camping on Trudeau’s Island, two and a
half miles above the mouth of Weeping
Watter Riwer, afterward called Hurricane
Island, and fiinally washed away. In 1834
he varied the monotony of routine by taking
the Wiinter express from Cabamme to Fort
Pierre.

He returned to Cabamme’s in tinwe—
April—to bring down the Winter trade
from the Pawmee village.

Shortly after making the village the
Sioux stole sixty horses from a corral.
The nineteen-year-old trader took seventy-
five warriors and gave chase. He came up
with the thieves on the Elkhorm, killed
eleven and recovered all the horses.

Coming down the Platte from the Paw-
nee village, the party was greatly bothered
by rattlesnakes., Whenewver they camped
the snakes swarmed in to get warm. La
Barge used his coat for a pillow, and on the
firstt morning found two huge rattlers under
it. They became so numerous that the
Indians would shift their camp.

La Barge says, he can not recail a single
instance of death from rattlesnake bite.
In May of that same year La Barge took
the robes in mackinaw boats down to St.

In recounting his experiences among the
Indians he mentions the horses’ fondness
for cottonwood bark. The limbs were cut
in four-foot sections. In Wimter it was

‘mecessary to thaw the bark as the shavings,

when frozen, were like so many knife-
blades and sometimes caused death.
Among traders it was called “haoss wood.”
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AVE you noticed, semhores, the
big, slow-moving monkey which
that oily-faced trader over yon-

' der is taking down the river

with him?

1t is a barrigudo—tbhe “bag-belly” mon-
key—amnd one of the largest I have seen,
though I have met many of those big fel-
lows during my years of service as a rubber-
worker in the Javaiy jungle, From the
end of its solemn nose to the tip of that
strong tail, which it can use as a fifth leg in
the trees, it must be more than four feet
long,

The trader tells me that he intends to sell
it as a pet in Para. But unless he is very
lucky his-monkey will be dead long before
the end of his journey. For the barrigudo,
senores, is a creature of this upper Amazon
alone, and when he is taken away from his
own country he dies.

Why this is so I can not tell you. Look-

ing at his bulky body, you wouid think he,

could endure almost anything. ¥Yet he is
mortdl, as we Brazilians say—dhilicate, not
hardy. It may be that in his silent way he
grieves himself to death because he has lost
his own land and his old friends. You can
not always tell, by looking at either monkey
or man, what sort of heart is hidden in his
breast. And, after all, the heart is the only
thing that really counts.

This may seem, semtores, like idie talk,

but it is not. I have a tale to tell you—a
tale of the most surprizing barrigudo I ever
met.

T CAME upon this creature at the
time when the great yearly flivods

had passed their crest and were
going down again. Indeed, they had gone
down so far that I was worried; for I was far
from where I ought to be, and in strange
country where I might soon find myself
stranded in the midst of unknown jungle.
With my comrade Pedro Andrada, a fel-
low-workman on the big rubber estate of
old Coronel Numes, I had paddied across
country from our Javary region into the
upper reaches of the Jurua, a low-lying and
very crooked river to the south and east
Then, after meeting with queer experiences
and traveling some distance down the river,
we had turned homeward, journeying aleng
a flooded fumu, or natural canal, until we met
8 number of roving Nerth American soldiers
who saved us from death at the hands ef a
horde of fierce savages. Now these mef
had left us and gone back toward the Afa-
zon, whenee they had come; and we were
teying hard to reach ouf own territery before
the ebbing waters sheuld leave us trapped ifi
sefe blind flBeadcthamnel.
As I say, I was worried. If we had known
where we were I should not have cared so
much, for then we should have been able to
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judge our course. But neither of us had
passed this way before, our only guide was
the sun; and we had to trust to that and to
luck to carry us through the maze of twist-
ing water-courses opening around us on all
sides.

The flwvo itself, which had been fairly
plain, now was becoming harder to follow,
winding here and there in a confusing way;
and already we had blundered off it more
than once and lost much time in learning
our mistake. Besides this, our food sup-
ply now was none too plentiful, and we
found little game to shoot. Amd inch by
inch, day and night, the thick tangle of
bush was rising steadily around us as the
waters slipped away.

Yet these things, serious though they
seemed, suddenly became nothing at all.
They were swallowed up by somethingfar
more grave.

Pedro fell sick,

It must have been the Spotted People
who gave the disease to him. We' came
upon them in the morning of a sweltering
day when no breeze stirred. We were
stripped almost naked, breathing with
mouths hanging open, gasping now and then
for the air which it seemed we couid not get,
but shoving steadily onward. All at oncg
my comrade, up in the bow, held his paddle
and called sivarply:

YQwern vai laf  Wheo goes there?

No answer came. Neo sound of any kind
followed his hail. He was peering at a
tangle of trees risingfrom the water at hisleft,

“Do you see anything, Lourengo?” he
asked.

“Dothing,” T replied.

“Yet 1 thought T heard— Let us go
and loalk.*

We turned the canoe into the trees. As
we neared them a figure rose behind a big
biown-down tree-trunk. It held a bow and
arrow. Instantly we backed water and
snatched up our rifles.

For a moment we hung there, the man
menacing us with his arrow but not daring
to loose it with our gun-muzzles covering
him. He was a naked Indian, and seemed
to be standing on the water.

‘“Babh devekyi?? What is the matter
with you?” he growled sullenly in the Tupi
tongue. »

“nitiZs baatk. Nothing,” I answered in
the same language. “Put down that arrow
if you would not be shott.™
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He lowered his weapon in a surly way.

“What are you doing here?” Pedro
snapped.

For answer the man stooped and held up
a spear, on which a fine big fish hung
quivering.

Laying down our rifles, but keeping them
within instant reach, we pushed up to him
and found that he was in a small canoe hid-
den by the prostrate tree. He still held the
spear, and the water on its shaft showed
that he had plunged the barb into the fish
just before Pedro shouted. We saw that he
was peaceable enough, and that he was a
very ordinary-iooking fellow except for one
thing. His face was blotched with hard,
rough, black spots.

After telling him we meant no harm to
him or to any other man who did not at-
tack us, we asked him whence he came. In
a slow, heavy manmer he replied that his
people lived close by, up on a little hill
above the reach of the fliwds. We asked
him if they were many, and he said no.
Then, without questioning us in turn, he
dropped spear and fish into his canoe, picked
up a padidie, and began to move away.

“Wait,” said Pedro. “Wiill you seil that
fisto?”’

He stopped, squinted at the fish and- at us,
and said he would barter for beads. But
we had no beads, for we were not on a trad-
ing-trip. We offered him some empty
cartri , though, telling him they
were lucky belis which would keep demons
away. He hesitated so long that we
thought the fish was ours. But then he
grunted, “No,” and started on.

“Wailt,” Pedro commanded again.
there fruit at your town?"”

‘The fellow said there was much fruit. So
then we told him that if he would give us
fruit he could have the lucky ‘bells. At
once he consented. We followed him a
short distance through the watery forest to
the hill where his village stood.

Rgipd] 1T WAS a miserable little placs of
fe: m = a tew scattered huts, and the pee-

- ple in it seemed as wretched as the
town. When we walked boldly in ameng
them, following our guide, they gathered
around us in a sluggish way and looked us
over without saying anything. Their eyes
were dull, their expressions blank, their
movements lifeless and their skins spotted
with those same black patches which

& IS
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disfigured the fitheernan. Ewery one of them
=imen, women, childrem—was spotted.

The older they were, the worse they
looked. The children had only smalil spots,
with lighter rings around each blotch. But
the grown people were crusted with hard
patches, and among them I saw a withered
man whose face was one great black scab.
And not only the peopie, but the town itself,
seemed sick; for there was a smell in the air
—a heavy, depressing odor of disease which
made me wish we had not come.

“Let us get our fruit at once and go,” I
muttered. “I can not breathe well.”

“Nor I,” my partner agreed- “But I
want something fresh to eat, and I will have
it. Here, stabber of fish! Fetch the fruit
quickly, or we will go and keep our demon-
bells."”

The fisherman grunted, moved his head
for us to stay there, and went away. He
was gone for what seemed a long time. We
stood still, and all the others stood still,
staring without a blink. Amnd the odd thing
was that they stared not so much at our
guns and breeches as at our skins. After a
time it dawned on me that they marveled be-
cause we were not bilemished as they were,

“Bor Desett” muttered Pedro. “When we
leave this piace I shall take a bath. These
people make me feel sliny.”

“T feel the same way, and the smell here
makes my stomach squirm,” I said. “But
here comes our man.”

The fisherman was returning, bent for-
ward under a long atura basket which hung
down his back. We turned at once toward
the water. He followed, and at the canoe
he put basket and head-line and all into the
bottom.

Handing him the empty shells, we pushed
off and away, leaving him jangling his
“demon-bells” in his palms. No doubt he
thought we were great fools to give such a
charm for a simple basket of fruit. And
the time was not far' off when I was to be-
liewe wethad indeed lost our luck at that place.

We paddied away fast and traveled some
distance before we either ate of the fruit or
took the. bath we had promised ourselves.
Somehow the sickly smeli of that village
seemed to stay with us long after the town
itself had disappeared behind us. A thin
mist had hung over the place of the Spotted
People, and the same vapor was crawling
along the water and keeping up with us.
Not until we finally got clear of it and
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breathed clean air once more did the odor
fade away.

“Phewi” whistled Pedro, his nose
wrinkled. “What an unwholesome hole!
Now that we are quit of it, let us bathe and
eat.”

So we found a firm bare spot where we
could stand and pour gourds of water over
ourselves. We wanted to take a swim, but
the water did not look inviting and we knew
well that under its surface might be lurking
death in the shape of fish or reptile, so we
bathed on land.

Wihen we felt clean again we ate heartily
of the fruit, which tasted very good. And
as we paddled onward after that we
munched now and then at other fruits taken
from the basket.

That night neither of us ate well Our
stomachs did not want the usual ration of
dried pivawuccw and farichka. So we de-
voured the rest of the fruit and were
satisfied.

Before dawn I awoke to hear Pedro
moaning softly in his sleep. He had a bad
dream, I thought. So I yelled and roused
him, grumbled that he was disturbing me,
turned over in my hammock and shut my
eyes again. He said nothing, and I slept
almost at once.

When next I looked around me it was day,
and my partmer was sitting up and holding
his head in his hands. He only grunted
when I spoke.

I got breakfast, but he would eat none.
This fwas so uncommon that [ looked
sharply at him, finding his skin pale and his
face drawn. But when I asked him what ailed
him he said only that he had not slept well.

We paddled away as usual, and all
through the hot, sunny morning he said no
word. His stroke lacked its regular power,
and several times he stopped work and bent
forward as if to favor his stomach. 1
grinned, thinking he had a touch of colic
from eating too much fruit and was too
stubborn to admit it. At last I snickered
outright.

“Poor little man!” I mocked. “Duwes his
little belly ache? Perhaps he needs a little
drink-——"

I DID not fimish. He groaned,
wavered dizzily, and slumped into

the bottom of the boat.
This scared me. He was not the man to
let anything overpower him as long as he



156

had an ounce of fight left in him, and 1
realized that he must be very sick.

As quickly as possible I got the boat to
shore. Tiere I found that his illness was
not a mere ache of the stgmach.

He had fever. And it was not the or-
dinary jungle swamp-fever—wdhich is bad
enouglh—but a deadly sickness which burned
and froze and griped and turned him inside
out. When at last his spasms ceased he
lay so limp that I thought him dead.

He could not even whisper. He could not
move. He lay like a corpse and he looked
like one, and only the feeble throb of his
heart and his shallow breathing told me that
he still lived. Amnd there was not a single
thing that I could do to help him, for we had
no medicine—not even a mouthful of rum
to strengthen his heart.

Squatting beside him, I tried in a dumb,
dazed way to think of something I could do.

He was more to me than any one else in
the world. He was far closer than a blood
brother—he seemed a part of myself. A
handsome, happy-hearted, boyish man,
strong of hand and quick of thought and
action, he had been my comrade in fair
weather and foul, in times of merriment
and times of deadly figt. Either of us
would throw away his own life to save the
other—yes, or endure torment worse than
death, if by it the other might escape.

And at that very moment I was in such
torment of mind as I hope will never come
to me again. I could not let him die, but
it seemed that I could not aid him to-live.

At last T thought of a thing, though it
seemed of little use. If I could find some
pajfsnariobby, a bitter medicinal herb soge-
times used by the Indians to make a sort of
tea, it might start him to sweating and drive
the fever out. The pajenaridbha grows wild
in many places, and some might be there.

I started at once and hunted all about the
spot where we were. But I found none.

I came back to him just in time. He lay
on the ground as I had left him, limp and
motionless. Amd half-way out of the water,
crawling up toward him, was a big alligator.

I leaped at the beast in fury. It slewed
and slid back under the surface. Then,
lifting my partmer, I laid him in the canoe
and stroked swiftly away from that accursed
place.

As we went onward I watched along both
sides, hoping to see a patch of ppspmanioba
on some point of land. The chance of fiind-
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ing it was poor, I knew, but it was all I
could do, and at any rate I was doing some-
thing. So, hunting desperately for some
sign of that herb, I kept on for I kmow not
how long.

At length I came into a place where the
water widened out and met open shores
covered with fine matepn grass, beyond
which grew ferns and slim assai palms.
I paddied slowly near one bank, thinking
that here I might land and seek again for
the pajpnecivbbhe. And while I looked
around and thought it over, an astonishing
thing came about.

On the empty shore, a few feet from me,
a voice spoke.

“IEo tarn bake#? What is that?”

I started, looked at the spot whence the
words had come, and saw no man. Noth-
ing was there except thick tufts of grass,
and the grass was not tall enough ,to con-
ceal any one unless he were lying down.
Vet I was certain the voice had spoken at
that place. Watching it steadily, I turned
the canoe straight at it.

But just as the bow touched shore the
voice came again from another spot.

‘Bl pemde hok? Where are you goimg?”

The question came from a small bush
standing a foot or so above the grass and a
few feet to my left. As before, no living
thing was there—mo living thing with a
voice could be there. The bush was so
thin that I could see through it, and beyond
it was nothing except grass and trees.

I felt a littie chilly. Then I grew angry.
If some man was there and making sport
of me I would spoil his joke. Picking
up my gun, I stepped ashore into mud
that rose over my ankles, and through this
I plowed straight to the bush.

I found nothing at all. No man was
there and no man had been there, for the
mud held no tracks but my own.

THEN, as I scowled around me in
L wonder, a new thing came. It was

— a sound of singing.

It seemed to be far away, yet very mesar—
almost over my head, a clear, sweet song
without words, up in the blank air above
me. 1 stared upward, and, seeing that
nothing but the sky was over me, I grew
chilly again. Was I going imad? Was 1
too about to become delirious with fever?
Was this a place of demons, where grass
and bushes spoke and the air sang? o di.,
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not know. But I did know I wanted to
get out of there. Twming, I sloshed back
through the soft mud to the canoe.

As T got into it the veoice spoke once more.
JFrom the water near me rose the same
question the spotted fisherman had asked:

" “Baw)s derekoh? What ails you?”

For the first time I answered. With my
eyes on Pedro I growled in Tupi:

“#erthu. FEever.”

Then I shoved off. But a reply came
that stopped me.

‘“Ghbe ahrahm. Che akhok apath  @ymh.
Wait. T will cure the sickness™

This time the voice seemed to be heavier,
more like that of a man; and it came from
a place near the edge of the trees. 1
looked sharply at that spot, but saw no
man there. For that matter, I did not
expect to see anything humam, after what
had happened.

But this weird voice had said it would
cure Pedro, and if the great horned devil
himself had risen beside me and given me
that promise I would have embraced him.
Holding the canoe still, I told the Thing to
come to me.

It answered that it could not come, for
it had no body but was only a spirit. But
if T would go and find a man who now was
sleeping on the shore of a narrow neck of
water beyond us, and would follow him, the
fever should be driven out.

That was all. I asked the Thing just
where this man was, but got no reply. No
sound of any kind came to .me. The

natugw grass, the ‘bush, the water, the
trees—all were vacant and silent. I drove
my paddie into the water and heaved the
dugout ahead.

Pedro moaned, squirmed a little, and lay
still. Looking at him, I shut my jaws and
began watching along-shore for any nar-
row water such as the Thing had told about.
And soon, sevthares, I found it. Amd I went
into it, and under a tree I found a sleeping
man.

He was haif-lying, half-sitting with his
back agaiimst the tree-trunk. His mouth
hung open, and from it came a gurgling
snore. But after T looked at him I came
near turning about and going away. No
such creature as he, I thought, could ever
cure Pedro.

He was a greasy, bag-bellied Humrigudo
of an Indian. Hairy as a monkey he was,
too, and the black hairs of his whole body
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were matted with clay, plastered on thickly
to keep biting bugs from reaching his hide.
The long, stringy hair of his head hung
down over his face so far that I could see
little of it, but what little I could make out
looked blank and stupid.

As I have said, T would have welcomed
the devil himself if he had offered aid to
my comrade; but the devil, semtiaress, has
brains, while this creature looked as if
he hardly knew enough to scratch an ititi—
a mere mass of fat, hair, and dirt.

I grunted with disgust, and half-moved
my paddie to push out and away. But
just then the queer voice spoke again.

“BEeavba eah hy,” it reminded me. “You
are sick.”

it came from the tree, a little above the
sleeping mam. I looked first at the tree-
trunk, on which was nothing alive. Then
my eye swerved again to Pedro. Amd in-
stead of going away I drove the dugout to
shore, stepped out, and prodded the human
barrigudiv with my paddle.

His snoring ended. 1 caught the glint
of eyes staring through his hair. He
grunted, and the sound seemed to come
from the depths of his belly. Then he
sluggishly pushed himself up higher against
the tree, yammed with a wheezing noise, and
growled—

“Banh derehakt”

» “My mate has fever,” I answered, point-
ing at Pedro.

He sat blinking. Then he yawned again.

“Bemberc ahretek. 1 am very tired.”

And his head drooped as if he meant to
go back to sleep.

His callousness angered me. In one long
stride I was at the cance. In another I was
back, with my cocked rifle in his face.

“Get up, you filthy beast!” I snarled.
“Get up and take care of my comrade, or
the next alligator that comes here will fiind
a fat feast awaiting him."

He got up. Slowly, as if afraid he might
touch the gun and discharge it, he rese and
stood against the tree. When I lowered
the weapon he waddled past me and stared
at Pedro. Them, with a sour grunt, he
pointed a thick finger and moved his head
to show I was to pick up my partmer and
go somewhere with him. After scowling
at him I did so.

He led me for some distance back into
the bush—so far that before we stopped I
was breathing hard, for Pedro was no light
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weight to carry. Yet I would rather carry
him myself than have that dirty Indian
do it, even if he had offered to.

As I look back at that time I wonder that
I followed him at all, for in spite of the
promise made by the queer voice I had
faint hope of any real help from him. But
I kept on, and presently we entered a
cleared space where were huts and people.

I I straight to a hut set off at some

distance from the rest. Half-blinded with
sweat, humped over under the burden of my
partner’s hot body, I trailed at his heels.

We passed through the doorway into a
dim room of shadows, where a tiny fire
smoldered in the middile of the dirt floor.
There the Indian pointed to a sort of leg-
less bench or bed of woven sticks, which
hung like 2 hammeock but was straight and
flat. On this I laid Pedro.

Pedro squirmed again and kicked about,
and for a minute I had to hold him to keep
him from rolling off. When he quieted I
straightened up and turned toward the
barrigudtn. But he was gone.

Puzzled, I stared around. He could not
have gone outdoors, for I was between him
and the spot where he had last stood, and
I should certainly have known it if he had
passed me. Yet there was no other open-
ing in the house except a small smoke-hole
in the roof ten feet above me, and he surely
could not have gone out there. But he
was not in the place. The huge creature
had vamished into air.

Peering at the walis about me, I found
no sign of any door except the one where
we had entered. The walls were made in
basket fashion of tightly wowen sticks and
creepers. On them hung strange and horrid
things—skims of deadly snakes and huge
lizards; great black poison-spiders; skulls of
ugly beasts and of fish with terrible hooked
teeth; a vampire bat, and other things of
the sort. But all these were- dead. No
living thing was in the room but ourselves.

As T gaped around I thought I heard a
slight chuckie somewhere, but whence it
came I could not tell—iimdieed, I was not
sure that I really heard it. Then came a
thing that made me forget it. Behind me
sounded the hiss of a snake.

I whirled, looked, and saw on the farther
wall the head of a big boa. Yes, swrhores,

THE barrigedlr man, striding along
easily in spite of his size, went
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only its head—a head as dead as the skins
and skulis near it. But as I looked at it
its mouth slowly opened; and out of that
mouth came a hissing voice that told me
to go.

The head closed again and hung silent
as before. Feeling rather prickly, I stood
watching it untii a slight rustle near me
drew me around again. There beside
Pedro stood a great figure muffled in a
garment of bark-cloth.

Santiorees, I was now so confused and
bewildered that I recoiled and leveled my
gun at the thing. If it had mowved to-
ward me or touched Pedro I would have
shot it. But it did not mowe. It only
stood there, and though I could see no eyes
on it it seemed to be watching me with
no fear whatever.

As I scowled back at it I thought it must
be the barrigudto man, but then I saw that
it was much taller than he had beem—so
much taller that it could not be he. More-
over, it seemed not even to be humam. It
was armless and headless.

The cloth hanging over it showed no
sign of a2 man’s head underneath. It hung
as if from a pair of sshoulders whence the
neck and head had been sliced off. Seven
feet high, shapeless and silent and still, it
loomed up in that dim and smoky room
like a specter born of fog and fever and
nightmare—a thing which the eyes saw but
which could not exist; a thing which had
taken shape as silently as the barrigudfv had
vamished. Amd again there came to me
the thought that I was crazed: that I had
fever or worse, and all this was delirium.

Then the Thing spoke. Out from the
folds of cloth rolled a voice, deep and pow-
erful, unlike any voice I had yet heard here.

“Ihe dead live. The living die. The
blind see. The seer is blind. This man
dies, yet shall live. You live, but you shall
die. Go, but remaimn.”

Without realizing it, I let my rifle sink.
Stupidly I stared at the thing before me
and tried to make sense of its words.

“Gol” came the voice, deeper than ever.
“Hihmee suns shali set, two shall rise. When
the third sun sinks low this man shall walk
again. Until then, go and stay.”

“I will not go,” I growled. “I stay with
my comrade while he lives or until he is
surely dead. Whatewer you are, help him
if you cam.”

‘.‘%ﬂ”
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“Yrive Deus, T will not?”

The thing and I fronted each ether for
minutes, neither of us moving. Then it
said:

“You would help your comrade? Then
take from the wall that vamgpire, which
shall draw the fever from him."

Glancing around, I saw the dead vam-
pire, which I had hardly noticed before.
I went to it and tried to take it down.

But it was fastened tight. So I pulled
harder, then yanked at it. Suddenly it
came away, and from behind it a quantity
of dusty powder fell into my upturned face.

The dust stung my nostrils and choked
my throat. I coughed and turned back
toward Pedro, carrying the vampire. But
I did not reach him.

-A swift chill ran down my back. My
muscies stiffened. The house whirled. The
headiess figure swelled to a huge biot. I
felt myself falling. Then I was floating
in some place far, far down, where all was
still.

AFTER a long time I found myseif
lying on a bare dirt flawr. Above
me was a roof, around me were
walls, beyond me was an open door; but
they were not these of the house where I
had fallen. The walis were bare mud, and
in this house was no fire, no sick comrade,
no shapeless monster—mot even my rifle.
As [ realized that my gun was gone I reached
to my belt for the machete which usually
hung there. That too was gone.

I started up. As I reached my feet 1
turned dizzy and nearly fell again; but soon
the place stopped whirling and I became
.steady. - At once I strode toward the door-
way.

But before I reached it it was blocked.
Two men jumped into it from outside and
stood with spears leveled at my stomach.
I stopped and peered at them,

They were tall, well-muscled fellows with
clean faces which looked good-humered but
rather determined. Presently one of them
smiled slightly. But they held their wea-

pons .

“Wihat is this?” I grunted, “Drop those
spears and step aside.”

They stood their ground, The one who
had smiled answered:

“Sit down and be still. You can not go
to the House of Voices until it is time.”

“I do not understand,” I told him.
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“What house is that? And what house
is this??

“The House of Voices is the one where
the other stranger lies. You will stay here
while he stays there. Make no trouble,
if you are wise.”

I asked where my gun and machete were,
and why I was held here. They looked at
each other in a puzzled way, and one said
they knew nothing of gun or kmife. I was
here, he added, because Paje ordered it. I
would remain here until Paje gave the word
to free me.

Now I knew that the pajfe of a tribe is its
medicine-man, but never before had I
heard Indians speak the word with such
respect. This man had used it as if it
meant God. Amd I saw that what this
Paje had ordered would be done. Vet I
growled again, told them to get out of my
way, and advamced on them.

Their faces tightened, their arms tensed,
and their shoulders swayed forward a little.
They were in deadily earnest. Umless I
stopped they would plunge those spears
into my body. So I halted, laughed as
if T had only been joking, squatted, and
rolled a cigaret.

They relaxed, though they still watched
me closely. Studying them through my
tobacoo-smoke, I thought the wisest plan
would be to pretend friendliness and talk
of other things, meanwile watching for a
chance to spring and snatch the spear from
the nearer man. For I was wery uneasy
about Pediro, and I did not intend to wait
here longer than necessary.

Giving no sign of my thought, I began
to talk of our journey from the Jurua.
They listened with much interest. When
I told of the Spotted People both nodded
quickly, and the taller one spoke.

Thiis town too, he said, was once a place
of black-spotted peopie. He himself had
been spotted from boyhood, and the black
patches had grown until he was repulsive
and useless. But then Paje came to them,
and with him came demons of the air who
had no hodies; and by the magic of these
air-devils and strange-tasting water he had
driven out the black sickness and made
them strong.

I smoked up my cigaret and slowly made
another while I thought about this. Their
paie was far more powerful than any I had
met in my jungle wandlerings. Thwse whom
I had seen before now were good enough
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at healing wounds or setting broken bones,
and sortie of them were wise in the ways of
poison; but when they had to deal with a
pain or sickness whose cause was not clear
they all worked in the same way.

The medicine-man would make a huge
cigar, and with great ceremony he would
blow the smoke from this thing on the
place where the sick man’s pain was worst.
Then he would suck that spot for a time,
and at length he would stand up and take
out of his mouth a long whitish thing looking
much like a worm. This evii worm, he
would say, was what had caused all the
trouble, and now that it was out the
sufferer would get well. The truth was
that the white thing was no worm at all,
but a soft plant-root which he had hidden
in his mouth before beginning work.

Did this Paje of theirs draw worms from
their bodies? I asked. They looked puz-
zled and a little offended. The taller one
replied that Paje did nothing of the sort,
and that he and his people were not
wormy. I asked them what sort of man
Paje was. And who was the fat, dirty man
who had led me to the House of Voices?
Surely he was not Paje?

Both grunted scornfully gt this. No,
the fat man was only a lazy drunkard and
the servant of Paje. Yet he was valuable
to them because he was the only one who
knew how to call Paje when his help was
needed in time of sickmess.” He could talk
with the air-devils, too.

So the men of the town watched over him
carefully when he was drunk, and saw to
it that no alligator or snake or other evil
thing should destroy him while he was help-
less. If they should lose him they would
have no way of reaching the ear of Paje.

For Paje was not a man like themselves,
but a demom-spirit who came there when
summoned and took the shape of a great
headless creature without arms. When he
did appear it was always inside the House
of Voices. This house once had been that
of an old medicine-man who had little
power and who fimaily had died suddenly
in the night, leaving the people with no
medicine-man at alll:

Then, many moons later, a drifting canoe
had brought them the fat hairy man, who
at that time was not fat but aimost dead
from starvatiom. They had fed him and
put him in the empty house of the ‘dead
medicine-man to recover his strength if he
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couid. Amd he had grown strong, and
after a time he had found a way of calling
the air-demoms, and after that he had
brought Paje himself to cure them.

As you may suppose, I did some more
thinking and puzzling about this. Then
I asked how Paje worked on wounds or
hurts if he had no hands. They said they
did not know—ewem the men whom he
cured did not know.

A man would be taken to the House of
Vaiices, they said, and the fat servant would
take him inside. Somehow the hurt man
would always fall into a deep sleep before
anything was done to his injury, and
although he might stay there for days he
would remember little or nothing of what
went on around him while he lay there.
Only a few had ever seen Paje himself, and
these few could tell only that he was a
monster with a deep voice that made them
quake with fear.

In driving out the spotted sickness, they
added, Paje had not been seen. The fat
man had gone about and ordered certain
ones to come later to the House of Voices.
When they obeyed, much afraid bilt not
daring to remain away, they had found
the house empty of life.

But the air-devils had spoken around
them, saying queer things and .singing as
if far off, and fimally commanding them to
drink deep of strange water in a big gourd
on the flitwr. The same persons had to go
each day for a time to the house and drink
of the same water, and at length the sick-
ness and the spots had left them. And
this kept on until all in the town were
well.

They asked me what had come to me in
the House of Vuices, and I told them.
When I asked them in turn how I had
reached this place where they now guarded
me, they said that while they watched the
House of Voices from a safe distamee—for
nobody ever went near that house unless
called—they saw me tumble out of the
door as if thrown. Then a loud veice had
come, telling them to take me away and
guard me. Amnd they intended to guard me
well until further orders.

o2z WHILE we talked the sun sank
lew. It glared in at the doorway,

_ half-blinding me. | meoved aside,

and instantly my guards grew tense.
There was small chanee for me to jump
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them now of later—they were too wide-
awake, and probably expecting me to do
that very thing. Watching the path of
light lengthen across the dirt floor, I
remembered the words of the headless
giant:

“Thmee suns shall, set, two shall rise. -

When- the third sun sinks low this man shall
walk again.”

The first sun now was sinking. Forty-
eight hours must pass before I should know
whether the promise was true or false.
To remain here in useless idleness was all
against my will,

Yet, even if I did break out of my prison,
what could I do to heip Pedro? Nothing.
Agaiinst his fever I was helpless as a babe.

“How far is the House of Voices from
this house?” I asked.

They looked suspiciously at me. Then
one replied:
“Not far. Why do you asli

“If Paje should call to you from there
could you hear him?"

“We could hear him.*

I nodded and said no more. If the
House of Voices was within easy call I too
could hear any cry coming from it; and
the voice for which I would listen was not
that of the misshapen Paje but of Pedro.
At the first sign that he was not being well
treated I would fight my way to him some-
how. Othefwise I wmight serve him best
by waiting.

So I settled myself to wait the simking
of the third sun.

Before night came other guards arrived.
One of them brought my hammock, which
I slung inside my prison hut. . Women also
came, bringing food—a big pot of thick
stew which seemed to be partly of fish and
partly of sweet turtle-meat. The savory
odor of it put so keen an edge on my hun-
ger that T completely cleaned aut the pot.

Lying back in my hammock to smoke
after eating, I spied a little smile on the
face of one of the new guards. All were
watching me intently. Before my cigaret
was half-smoked a heavy drowsiness came
over me. And as the darkmess of night fell
on the jungle town the darkmess of sleep
Aumbed my mind. The vigil of the jailers
?é@a been fade easy by seme deug in my

06d.

I think, senfores, that I was kept drugged
most of the time for the next two days.
I hnow that I felt dull and sluggish, that

sleep came very easily, and that it was hard
for me to keep awake long at a time. There
was no chance for me to walk outside and
shake off the drowsimess, for I was not
allowed to leave the hut. Always guards
were there to bleek e with ready spears.

Suspecting that my lethargy came from
something in the food, I refused to eat any-
thing the next noon, but this did no good;
for I had a great thirst, and the water I
drank must also have held some sleeping-
powder. Both nights I lay like-a dead
man, and both mornings I woke with diffi-
eulty, long after the sun was up. The time
slipped away in a sort of daze, and it was
aot until after neeon of the third day that
this feellng left me.

Them, rousing myself from a siests, I
found that once more I was wide-awake.
In the doorway squatted the same two
guards whom I had first seen there. As I
arose they also stood up.

“Wihat is the word?"” I demanded.

“No word has come.”

“My comrade—dlwes he live?™

They lifted their brows as if to say that
was a question which no man counld answer.
Whep I insisted on a reply the tall one
said:

“Only Paje or his servant can tell. Paje
has not spoken, and the fat drunkard has
not been seen. The House of Voices is
closed. What lies within it we know not.”

“Amd no sound has come from the
House?” :

“Yees.  On the night of the day when you
came a hoarse voice babbled broken words
as if struggling in fever. That is all. We
have heard nothing more.”

I chewed my lip and looked at the sun-
shadows outside. The third sun had not
yet sunk low, but it was beginning to slip
down the western sky. The time of which
the monster had spoken would soon come.
And them—what?

The next two or three hours, swrhores,
were the longest of my life. I tried to sit
still and talk about other matters; but my
eyes always were on the creeping shadows,
and at times [ had to stride around the room
to keep from springing at the sentinels,
Wihen at last the light began to glare in at
my deerway ahd erawl aeiess the fleer I
eauld ne lefger hold myself baek.

“Tihe time has come,” I said, stepping
toward the men. “Stamd aside.”

But they fronted me with weapons low,
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“When Paje orders it=" the taller one
began doggedly.

I growied. My toes gripped the fromr.
But just as I was about to leap at them
there came a shout outside,

“Tthe House opens!’™

We hung there as we were=rpuitsed, watch-
fng each other, but listening. Amd then
sounded a thundering voice.

“Tihe closed door opens. The open door
shuts. Slave of fever, thou art free. Guards
of the free man, your task ends. Go forth,
ye two, but go not hence.”

SLOWLY, as if not quite certain

that they understood the words,

the watchmen at my door lowered
their weapons and glanced out. At once I
walked between them into the open. My
gaze darted to the House of Voices. Out-
side it, staring around as if “bewildered,
Stood Pedro.
I “Pedrol” I called, running toward him.

“Ath, Lourengoi” he answered, smiling in
a relieved way. “So you are here.*

He waiked to meet me, but his step lacked
fts usual lithe swing. His face was drawn,
his eyes and cheeks hollow, his skin pale.
But he was alive and free of fever. I nearly
seized him and shook him in my joy, but
restrained mysslf in time.

“Wihat place is this?” he asked, glancing
at the Indians who were gathering. “Who
are these people? How came we here?
What has happened?”

“You have been sick

“¥ees, I know I have been sick, and I must
have been crazed—I thought I was dead and
roasting in hell with some huge headless
devil watching me. I feel now as if I had
been through purgatory, at least. But
what—"*v

He stopped, staring around him again. 1
saw that he swayed on his feet.

“You are safe and sound now,” I said,
slipping an arm around his body. “Come
and rest in my hammock, and you shall hear
all about it.”

And I drew him on toward the hut which
had been my prison. ~

Indians, men and women, erowd@d beside
us and behind us as we went, muttering
among themselves but smiling at us. At
the doorway I halted and spoke to them.

“My sick comrade is well again but very
weak. Will you, my friends, bring food to

make him stromg??’
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Several at once answered that they would
do so.

“Amd do not put into it the thing that
makes men sleep,” I added. “I have slept
overmuch.”

At this 14t of them looked blank, but
two of the older men grinned in a knowing
way. We passed into the house, which now
was unguarded, and Pedro slumped into the
hammock.

“My legs are water,” he muttered wearily,
“and my head is a whirlpool.”

Squatting against the wall, I waited for
his we to pass. Soon his eyes opened
and he repeated his questioms. I told him
ail T knew.

“So I was not so crazed as I thought,” he
mused. “THhere is a giant without a head.
And singing voices. I heard them tom.. I
thought they must come from heaven, and
wondered why I was in the other place.”

His brow wrinkled, and I saw he was
puzzling over what I had told him and
what he had seen and heard. Presently
he added—

“Ame you sure we are in our right minds?”

“No, I am not,” I grinned. “But we are
alive, and that is something. Tell me what
you can remember.”

“It is not much. I became horribly sick
while paddling. My head split and my
body burned. Vaices came and went, some
singing, some speaking.

“At last I felt that I was awaking from a
frightful dream. I looked around and saw
fire, awful things back in the shaxdwwes=—
snakes and skulis and spiders—and a demon
without head or arms. I was sure I had
died and gone below. But I felt no paim—
the demon did not torment me. Then he
was gone——""

"How did he go?” I cut in.

“I do not know. I saw no opening any-
wihere, no light except one smail fire. The
monster was there and then was not there.
It must have been night, and I must have
slept a long time after that, for the next
thing I can remember was just before I came
out and saw you.

“Tihe place was lighter then, and there was
a small hole up overhead where brightness
showed—tihe sunshine outside. Not a liv-
ing thing was in sight anywhere, Then a
door slowly opened and I looked out into
the daylight.

“Amd, Louremgo, nobody opened that
door. I looked straight-at it and saw both
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sides of it as it swung, and nothing touched
it. It-opened itselff.”

We stared at each other. I shook my
head, for I could make nothing of it.

“Amd them?*

“Tihen a voice came. A queer little voice
that seemed to come from a jaguar-skuil.
It told me to arise and go. And I got off a
strange flat hammock=it went out from
under me as I did so, and I fell on the
flowr.

“I crawled through the door on hands
and kmees, fearing it might close again be-
fore I could reach it. While I was scram-
bling out another voice sounded behind
me—a deep voice that said——"

« “ “The closed door openz—the open door
shuts??"”

“Yees. So you heard it. As soon as I
was outside I stood up. Then I saw you.”

We were silent for a time, thinking.

“Here is another odd thing, Louremgo,”
he added then. “Tihe deep voice spoke in
the. Tupi tongue. But the odd little voice
from the skuli, telling me to go, used our
own lenguege—Portuguese.”

“Bdems Paitee!/ That is strange!” I mut-
tered. “No man here except ourselves
speaks Portugunese——"

“Here is food,” announced an Indian
voice at the deor.

A man and two women stood there. The
women held bowls. Tihe man was the taller
guard who had watched me during the day.
He held no weapon now, and as I went to
the door he pointed to each of the bowls in
turn.

“Tthis broth for him—tthis stew for you,”
he said.

Mowiing his lips close to my ear, he went
on in a whisper:

“In his broth is a little of that which
makes sleep. Sleep gives strength. It.is
the order.”

“Whose order?”

“It is the order,” he repeated.

“Amd is my meat aiso heavy with sleep?”

He grinned.

“No. You have slept enough. Now
make your own slegp.”

“Who watches us toniighnt?”

“THere is no watch. But it is the order
that you stay here until the man with you
is strong. Until then your canoe is hid-
den.”

I scowled at him, but he had spoken sense.
Pedro must gain strength before we went on,
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even though the water was ebbing steadily
away.

“Wiere are our guns?” I demanded.

He turned away without reply. The
women put down the bowls and left us..
Saying no more, I took Pedro’s broth in to
him. He sniffed at it, tasted it, and
drained it to the last drop.

I ate my own stew more slowly. When I
set down the empty wvessel and glanced at
Pedro I found him sleeping as peacefully as
a tired child.

A WOMAN carrying a bumndle came

to the door, dropped her burden, and

went away. The thing she had left
was Pedro’s hammock, brought from our®
cance.

As I picked it up I saw another frigure
come lurching along from the direction of
the House of Voices. It was fat and hairy
=tthe barrigedly man who had led us there.

With the hammeck under my arm I
stepped out to meet him. Frowzy and fil-
thy he might be, but he had guided my
dying partner to the spot where death’s
hand was warded off, and now I would say
my thanks and offer him reward. Yet 1
did nothing-of the kind. For as he came
near me I saw why he staggered. He was
drunk—stmpidly, disgustingly drunk.

His bloodshot eyes were glazed and set,
staring straight past me. His heavy mouth
sagged. He breathed thickly, and he hic-
coughed. He reeked of liquor as if he had
spilled a quart of it down over himseif. His
look, his reeling gait—amd his smelll—were
those of a man who had wallowed in drunk-
enness for days. Sickened, I stood back and
let the sodden brute stumble past, then
swung on my heel and returned to our hut.

There, as I threw another look after him,
I noticed that he was being trailed by two
armed men. The words of our guards came
back to hie—that this bleary creature was
the only one who could summon the great
Paje, and so he was always protected from
danger while drunk.

Perhaps, 1 thought, the monstrous Paje
was the devil himself, and this servant of his
had bartered his hope of heaven for unlim-
ited drink. If ever I saw a man who
seemed to have sold himself, body and soul,
to the king of all rottemmess, the Barrigudo
was that man.

But the Barrigudo’s future was nothing
to me, and I gave him no further attention.
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After slinging my hammock I curled up in
it. And all that night Pedro and I slept
peacefully side by side.

I awoke late, but earlier than Pedro. The
morning light showed that his color was bet-
ter and his face did not look quite so hollow.
He had rested almost twelve hours when at
length he stirred, yawmed, blinked at me,
and lazily demanded a cigaret.

“Do we go on today?” he asked between

puffs. .

I shook my head.

“Not until you can swing your paddle
again.”

“I can swing it now.”

“For a time, yes. But not ail day.”

1 did not tell him that our canoe had been
hidden and that we were under orders to re-
main here. That would only have made
him determined to go at once and to fijgt
any one trying to stop us. Amd he was in
no condition for fighitimg.

“So you are afraid you would have to do
all the work?"” he laughed. “Perhaps you
have it right. I feel lazy this morning.
Yet we should start onward soon. The
water must have sunk while we stayed here,
and we are far from the Javary.”

“Tthere will be water enough. Amd I like
the cooking of these Indian women.”

“Oho! So that is it! The broth they gave
me last night was delicious, it is true. I
could eat more now, and meat with it.”

“You shail have it.”

Caliing an Indian boy near the house, 1
told him to get food. He went away, and
soon the same women and the same guard
came with the clay bowls. The man looked
at Pedro, smiled in a satisfied way, and
went out.

After he had gome T thickemed my com-
rade’s broth with some of my turtle-meat,
and we both ate our fili. When he had
smoked again he arose and stretched him-
self,

“I am going to walk and see the place,”
he said.

And he went out, lounging along lan-
guidly but with far more sureness in Ims
step than he had shown wheu last he
walked. I followed.

Outside we stood and looked long at the
House of Voices. For the first time I no-
ticed that it was round. The wall curved
away in a circle, and its high pointed roof
also was round. An odd thought came to
me—that the demon’s house was bigger
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outside than inside; for my memory, though
somewhat hazy, told me that its one room
was rather smaill. But as I thought again 1
could see why it might have seemed small—
because of the things that were in it: the
heads on the wall, the fire in the middle,
the flat hammock, the body of Pedro, and
that giant figure looming up in the smoke.
Amnd then I forgot it, for again the Jamri-
gudo man appeared.

He shambled up toward us, heading for
the demon-house, followed by the same
men who had trailed him last night. He
looked even more sodden than when I had
last seen him, but not so drunk; the look of
a man who had slept off some of his liquor
but was stupid from the sleep and from the
drink still working in him. His guardians
were heavy-eyed, and it was easy to see
that they had been awake all night.

I expected him to pass as before, but this
time he halted near us and stared at Pedro.
And Pedro stared back with disgust plain
in his face.

“Phew! What an animall” my partner
sniffed. “Tthe rest of these people look
clean. Why do they not wash this beast or
throw it to the alligators? An alligator will
eat anything—and the fouiler the better.”

“Ihis is the noble gentleman who brought
us here. The Bamrigudo, of whom I told

. Embrace him and give him thanks.”

“U@h.!w

Pedro gulped as if sickened by the
thought.

“I would rather touch a corpse that had
lain in the sun. He is worse than the
Spotted People. But I can thank him, un-
less the wind changes and blows his scent
this way.”

Changing then from Portuguese to Tupi,
he spoke to the man.

“You are he who brought me here and
called your Paje to heal me? I am grateful
for my life. If I have anything which you
or Paje want, speak. You shall have what-
ever I can give.”

The Barrigudo made no reply. He only
stared stonily at us both. His eyes, though,
held an expression I did not like—a look that
seemed anger. Yet why should he be of-
fended? Such an uncouth creature surely
could not understand what we had said of
him in Portuguese, and he would scarcely
resent Pedro’s offer to reward him.,

But, as I say, he made no answer. He
gave one sour grunt and plodded on.
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“You said you had to put a gun in his
face to make him guide you,” said Pedro.
“I can believe it.
tude.”

And we forgot the drunkard as quickly as
we could, not even watching to see where he
went.

We owe him no grati-

B STROLLING slowly, we walked

8 among the little houses of the In-
% dians, who received us with a quiet
dignity which increased our liking for them.
Before long we found with us the tail guard
who had told me of the orders and had come
each time with the women bearing food.

“Are we still under guard?” I grumbled.

Looking slightly surprized, he said no: I
knew the orders and of. course would heed
them, and he came only because’ his father
wished to see us. Wkhen we asked who his
father was, he astonished us by replisiirgr—

#“Tihechief.”

Somehow we had not thought of a chief
in this place, and still less had we thought
that a chief's son was one'of our guards. 1
did not kmow whether to consider this an
honor or an’ indication that the real ruler
here was Pajpe. But I said nothing on this
point. To make talk as we ecrossed the
clearing I remarked that the dirty servant
of Paje was drunk again.

He nodded, a3 if I had said the sun was
hot or water was wet. Pedro, still dis-
gusted, asked him the same question he had
asked me: why they did not make that man
keepthimsealf clean. The Indian said: they
could not do so without treating him
roughly, and in that case he might sulk and
refuse to call Paje when needed.

“Amd no one else can call Paje?" I asked.

“I have said so.” &

“But in time he will rot himseif to death.
Then how can you reach Paje?”

“We can not. But he is strong and will
live many years.”

“Penthaps. Yet he might leave you at
any time and go to another tribe.”

The" Indian’s face grew grim. The fat
man would not go away alive, he said. And
I saw that the barrigudin, though he did as he
pleased, was not much better than a
prisoner.

We found the chief to be old, thin, but
clear-eyed and shrewd-brained. He asked
us many questions and answered none of
ours. When we left his mud house we had
learned nothing new, and we felt that, so

far as he was concerned, we were neither
welcome nor unwelcome here.. The servant
of Paje had brought us to the place, and if
he and his headless master wished to amuse
themselves with us it was nothing to the
head of the tribe.

Outside, as we stood a moment talking
with the young chief, a man came up with
three fine fish. Ome was a splendid ssemu-
bim, as long as my leg, beautifully spotted
and striped. The others were ‘nunmanes,
with the big eye-spots on their tails. The
man laid them down respectfully before the
young chief, who glanced at them, then
picked up the swwbiém and started away
toward the House of Voices.

“The finest fish goes to Paje,” said Pedro
as we stroiled back to our hut. “Let us see
whether he comes out to receive it.”

We saw nothing of the monster, but we
soon heard something from him. At the
doorway of the round house the tall young
savage stopped, spoke, laid the fish 'down,
and backed away; then stopped again,
seemed to listen to a voice, backed once
more, swung on his heel ¥nd came straight
to us.

“At the sinking of the next sun the gamba
drums will beat,” he told us.

“YWhat does that mean?” Pedro yawned.

“It is the night of the full moon, when
demons are restless. Many voiges will be
round about. Demons of water and air
and earth will be near. No man may stay
in his house, lest a devil seize him in the
dark. All must gather around the House
of Voiges, where the drums will beat and
Paje himself will protect us. Sleep well to-
night, for tomorrow night there will be no
sleep.”

With that he strode off toward his fa-
ther’s house.

“Demoms seem to rule this place, Lou-
ren¢o,” my partmer said. “Vaiices in the air
=a monster without a head—dlevils who
seize men in their houses when the moon is
full—T shall not be sorry to leave it all be-
hind me.”

He spoke half in jest, but he expressed
my own thought. We had already been
delayed too long, and I had seen more than
enough of this devil-ruled village.

Since there was nothing to do, we did
nothing but eat, sleep, and argue about Paje
and his fellow demons until the night of the
full moon came. Im that time Pedro’s
strength flowed] steadily back inte him."
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And when the sun dropped low and we saw
men carrying the long log drums to the
House of Voices, the old reckiess twinkle was
in his eyes as he said:

“Since we must sit up and evade the
devils, let us start a pivagnsessgye fish-
dance with some of these good-looking girls
while the drums beat. Ask the young chief
to bring out some cachassz, too, and we can
make a real night of it.”

“‘Playing with girls and rum is no way to
dodge the devil,” I told him.

“But if you have a handsome girl and
plenty of drink, why care if the devil does
get you?

I knew well that he cared little for women
ot liquor. But I retorted:

“Your friend the Barrigudo has plenty
of rum. See what it has done for him,*

“Ugh!”

He wrinkled his nose as if I had put some-
thing offensive under it.

“I hope I shall not meet him again to-

night. He spoils my appetite as well as my
thirst.”
“Hawve courage. I have not seen him

since yesterday, and he probably is sleeping
off more drink. We are not likely to be
near him.”

1 was wrong. We were soon to be much
nearer to that Barrigudo than we expected.
And before we parted from him— Well,
sevthaness, you shall hear.

THE sun slid down and was gone.

Fires sprang up around the House

of Voices. The thunder of the big
ganibas filled the jungle, each beaten by a
man astride the log, pounding the skin
head with his knuckies. The clatter of
caracasifea rattles broke out. And all the
Indians, big and little, hurried to the round
demon-house where they could be safe.
Walking more slowly, we followed.

The fires surrounding the House were
many but smali, none being very close to the
curving wall. We found that there were
really two rings of these fires, with a fairly
wide space between the inner and the outer
circle; and in this space the people arranged
themselwves.

As we approached, the young chief came
out to meet us and pointed to a spot where
we were to squat. When we had settled
ourselves we found the old chief himself be-
side us, staring at the ground. The young
chief sank down on the other side of us. .

Addreantmee

Nobody spoke. Talk would have been
useless in that booming, rattling uproar.
Patiently we waited for Paje to walk out, or
for something else to occur. But we waited
long and nothing happened. The drum-
mers and rattlers kept up their work with-
out a pause, and every one else squatted or
sat motionless while the bright moonlight
flooited the clearing. At length I tired of it
and arose to go back to my hut.

At once the young chief sprang up and
blocked me. Other men aiso arese and
moved toward us. Shouting in the tall fel-
low’s ear, I told him I did not want to stay
here, and that I would risk being carried off
by devils. I wanted to get into my ham-
mock.

But he yelled back that the danger was
not mine alone. If a demon got me, that
demon would keep coming back each night
and taking others. And when I still in-
sisted on going, he added that no man coudj,
be allowed to imperil the rest in that way,
and that any one trying to leave the fiire-
circle would be killed at once.

I sat down again.

Then came a sudden break in the drum-
ming. The door of the House had swung
open. Out from it came the barrigaitno. He
lifted a hand. Tihe racket of the canzmashas
ceased. With the end of the tumult the
place seemed stiil as death.

“Pajje, masterof demons, has come,” he
said in a throaty tone. “Be still ™

We were still. And in the stillness we
heard whisperings and squeakings in the air
above and around us. The air-devils also
had arrived.

Thin veices spoke from nowthere—in the
grass, up overhead, at the very wallis of the
House. Amd they spoke one word only:

“Aewy! Blood!*

A singing voice answered them:

‘e alwahm! Ehe alrabm! Wait a
while! Wait a while!”

Another singing voice, high and sweet,
played around in the air over us, saying
nothing—omly singing without words. But
then, from the smoke-hole at the peak of the
House, a harsh little voice croaked:

%wyy! Halmthyyza heli!  Blood!
hungry!”

And another voice, sharp and squeaky,
cried:

“Bhgiiméeh! Kowwyomwku! A heart! A
young girlt

Fear showed piain in the faces of the

I am
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Indians near me as they heard the demands
of the dreaded demoms. Al stared at the
roof. 1 too looked up there; but, seeing
nothing, dropped my gaze and glanced along
the line of terrified eyes gleaming in the
light of fire and moon.

For a moment all was very still. Then
out rolled the sonorous tones of Paje
himself:

“Seek ye the biood and hearts of beasts,
not of my people. Begome from this
place!”

The command came from within the
House. The Barrigudo was not in sight.
The door stood partly open, and in the
dimness beyond it I saw a giant figigree—
tall and thick and headless—standing in
smoke. Others saw it too. Pedre drew
in his breath sharply, and the old chief
gave a startled grunt. Slowly the door
swung shut.

Queer snarling noises sounded on the roof,
as if the hungry demons raged at the com-
mand to go. - Silence followed. When it
had lasted for the space of a dozen slow
breaths, Paje spoke again,

“So ye would snatch at the lives of young
girls, the mothers to be? Ye would drink
the blood of the strong men? Then I,
Paje, will give my people to drink of that
which will not harm them but will burn
you if ye touch them. Slave, take this
bowl and give to all except the two
strangers.”

Again the snarls sounded above, with
broken cries of rage. The door opened, and
out came the Barrigudo, grunting under the
weight of a tall clay jar of liquid. This he
set down beside the old chief.

“Hthree swallows,” he growled. ““Then
pass on. Do not step outside the fire
circles. You and you—* looking at Pedro
and me—“stamdl inside the inner ring. You
get none of the drink of Paje.”

Wondering, we obeyed and stood watch-
ing. The Barrigudo tilted the jar. The old
chief drank three times from it, arose, and
made room for his son. When the young
man had taken his three swallows he also
moved on. And one by one, in their turns,
men and women and children stopped at the
jar, drank, andpassed along between the fiires,

At length the old chief returned, having
walked all around the house, and sank into
his place facing the door. Ewery one in the
circle except Pedro and myself had taken
of the drink, and the jar was almost empty.

“Let the drums beat,” muttered the
Banrigude.

The old chief cried out shrilly. The
thundering of the logs broke out again.
Padro and I, not knowing what eise to do,
squatted where we were. When we tired
of squatting we lay down on our backs and
watched little clouds drift across the big
white moon.

For some time the drumming went
steadily on, and I became so used to it that
I began to grow sleepy. If this was to last
all night, I thought, I might as well take
what rest I could there on the ground. So
[ shut my eyes, and was dozing away when
I noticed that the drumming seemed to be
growing weaker. The drummers were tired,
I thought, and should be relieved. But 1
did not bother to look at them until Pedro
softly gripped my shoulder.

He was wide awake and grinning. He
moved his head toward the nearest drum,
I looked and found that its drummer was
no longer astride it, but lying beside it.
He seemed asleep. Beyomd him another
drummer was swaying drowsily, and soon he
slipped off his log and lay still. Only two
of the dozen drums now were booming, and
soon there was only one. Then that one
stopped.

But the place was not silent. Now that
the drums were quiet we could hear a
chorus of snores. All around the circle lay
Indians sound asleep, and others were
drooping forward and slumping down on
the earth. Both the old chief and his son
lay as if dead.

By ones and twos they all slipped down
and remained where they dropped. We
heard a short, hard chuckle from the doort,
of the round house. In the opening, his
teeth gleaming in his dirty face, stood the
Bamigude.

AS WE looked at him he walked

away from us, around the house.

Retwrming to the door, he went in,
remained a moment, and came out with
an atwram basket on his back. In his hands
he heid our guns and machetes. Straight
to us he came.

“Come,” he grunted,

He was sober, or nearly so.
away with a sure, steady stride.
and trailed behind him.

“Get your hammocks,” he ordered,
pausing before our hut.

He walked
We arose
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Swiftly we untied our beds and slung
them over our shouiders. Across the moon-
lit clearing he swung then to the edge of
the deep jungie shadows. Tiere he halted.

“A torch. In the basket.”

I dipped a hand into his atura and found
at the top a fagot of twigs and bark.
Pedro lighted it. The Bamrigudo took the
flaniigg bundie and started on. I walked
along behind him, Pedro coming after me.
Under the trees it was very black in places,
but our leader never hesitated. Before long
we reached water.

The fat Indian held his torch out, and we
looked down into our own canoce. He
dropped our weapons into it and motioned
for us to get in. Throwing in our ham-
mocks, we did.so. As we picked up the
paddies he turned away.

“Wait! What does this mean?” I de-
manded.

“Waiit! You shall see what it means,”
he retorted.

His torch moved a few yards along the
bank, dipped, wawered about, then stood
stil. In a moment it moved outward.
A paddie dipped. The barrigeatv also was
afloat.

Along the narrow inlet the boats moved
until they entered a wider space where the
moonlight shone down. Here the duzmmi-
gudo pulled the torch from its fastening at
the bow, plunged it hissing into the water,
dropped its charred stub into the bottom
of his canoe, swerved to the right, and slid
on along the wide furo.

For hours we worked steadily westward,
saying nothmg To me, after the days of
inaction, it was a joy to feel my musclest
loosen and stretch, to be going somewhere,
even though I knew not where or why.

Pedro too, though not so strong as before
his sickness, moved with his usual swaying
stroke. The barrigedly, howewver, with his
big belly and his weight of fat and his
muscles rotted by rum, soon found his task
harder and harder.

Often we heard him gasp and grunt as if
driving himseif beyond endurance. But he
kept on doggedly, though splashing more
and more, until we marveled that he could
still move. Not until the sinking of the
moon made the channel very dark did he
quit.

Then he dropped his paddie noisily into
his canoe. Wheezing and groaning, he
slumped forward, clasping his huge stomach.

Addreantmee

We drew alongside and waited. After a
time his distress passed and he straightened
up.

Beside us opened another narrow cove.
He swung his head toward it, lifted his
paddie, and shoved his boat into it. When
well away from thef{zroo he stopped again.

“Kwep awake,” he said hoarsely. “I
must sleep. If any one calls do not
answer. Wake me at sunrise.”

Exhausted, he laid himself down in his
canoe, gave a long sigh, and slept.

“Wihat do you make of this, Lourengo?™
my partmer asked.

“Doothing, uniess he is escaping with us,”
said I. “¥et for us it is not really an escape
—uwe should soon have been freed. But we
shall see.”

“Would soon have been freed?” Pedro
puzzied. “Were we not free to go at any
time after I left the House of Voices?"

‘KN@)-I.’

And for the first time I told him of the
hiding of our cance and the orders of the
young chief.

“I wish I had known that,” he grumbled.

“¥ees, and you would have made trouble
for yourself. We are out of the place now,
so forget what is past. You had better
sleep a little too. I will keep watch.”

He retorted that he was no child and
could watch as well as 1. Vet after he
smoked a cigaret he did curl up on our
hammocks, and soon I was the only one
awake.

When the sun had burned away the
morning mists I touched Pedro and prodded
the barriguaiv. Pedro sat up a little stiffly,
but with a smile. The slave of Paje and of
liquor had hard work to sit up at all, but
after several attempts he managed it.
He scooped up some water in his hands and
drank it thirstily. After blinking a minute
he again took up his paddle.

“Bor Daast! Your barrigedlv now drinks
water!” Pedro laughed. “What marvel
shall we see next?”

The barrigsdly gave him an ugly look
through his hair. 1 began to suspect that
the man did know Portupguese. So I spoke
to him in that tongue.

“Let us emt.”

He only grunted as if he did not under-
stand and did not want to, and shoved his
dugout toward the fluro. We did not stop
to eat, but pushed out in his wake.

Again he turned westward. Amd all
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through that hot forenoon, semiwvas, he
kept going. Sweating, breathing hard,
groaning at times, but always pulling away
at his paddie, he drove onward until noon.
By that time tis strokes were so weak that
his boat merely crawled, and we were so
hungry that we were ugly.

“Are you trying to kill yourself and us
with work  and hunger?” I ecomplained.
“What does all this mean? Where are
you goimg?”

Slowly, looking us straight in the eyes,
he answered:

“Hoboh ahok potane heretamo koteh. 1 am
going away to my coumiry.”

So that was it. Somehow it seemed
strange that this creature could have any
country other than the place where we had
found him. Yet I did not despise him now
as I had. His grim fight to keep going in
spite of his clumsiness and his rum-rot made
me respect him a little. I was about to ask
him, in a more civil tone, where his country
was, when Pedro broke in.

“So are we. But we have eaten nothing
today, and I am going ashore now to eat
and rest a while.”

The barriguito watched him a minute,
then stooped, drew something out of his
basket, bit off a piece, and threw the rest to
us. It was a flat cake of pressed leaves and
bark, wet and sticky as if it had been soaked.

“Chew that,” he said. “Swallow.”

Seeing that he was already chewing his
own, we each bit off a chunk and ground it
between our teeth. It tasted both sweetish
and sour, quickly filling our mouths with
water. After we had swallowed a few
times our hunger left us and we felt re-
freshed.

“What is it?” Pedro asked.

“Reutema. Tobacco,” he replied with a
slight grin. “Bundodauabn. Let us go now.*

And he resumed paddling.

“It is no more tobacco than my foot,”
Pedro snorted in Portuguese. “But I will
not let that bag-belly outpaddie me.”

And his shouilders ailso began to sway
again and we moved on.

IT WAS sundown when we stopped
at last. Up another inlet we went,
around snake-like curves, and into a
large, rounded pool.
“iHkere we are safe,” panted the hairy man.
Pickingta shelving spot, he drove his
dugout ashore, high and hard. As the
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canoe struck he tumbled forward and lay
wheezing. When he was able to get up
he crawled out on hands and knees, looking
more than ever like a huge monkey.

Wihile we landed he sat in the soft mud by
the water, his head hanging, his eyes closed;
and he stayed there until we had put up our
hammocks, made a fire, and prepared to eat.

“Come and eat,” I called.

Wearily he lifted his head and slowly he
got up. But he did not eat. He looked at
the fire, then stumbled over to it and fiibggped
down beside it.

“aditih hatmiduypa heh. 1 am not hungry,”
he sighed—and went to sleep sprawling on
the bare ground, with the smoke creeping
over him.

We let him lie. We did not feel hungry
either at first, but after the first few mouth-
fuls we ate like starved men. Wihen we
were full we were stupid from fatigue and
heavy eating. After building up the fire
so that it would burn slowly and long, we
tumbled into our hammocks; and I fell
asleep at once.

When I opened my eyes on a new day the
Barrigudo was gone.

My machete also was gone. Tihe rifles
were there, however, and nothing else was
missing. And when I looked at the water’s
edge, there was his canoe, just as he had
driven it up at sundown.

Of the man himseif, though, there was no
sign—mo blood on the ground, no fresh
tracks' near the water. He had not been
killed or carried off, and he seemed not
to have walked away. He had simply
vamiished.

Wondtering, I made breakfast and awoke
Pedro. We called, but got no answer.
So, after some talk and argument, we ate
and smoked, intending then to search the
bush. Before our cigarets were fifinidied,
however, a deep voice spoke behind us.

“Good morning!™

The words were Emglish. The voice was
not that of the Barrigudo, yet it was familiar.
And the man we saw as we whirled and
looked was not the Barrigudo eiitter—not
the Barrigudo we knew; but it was such a
man as the Barrigudo might be if, by some
miracle, he should become clean.

A broad, heavy white man stood there.
Yees, semthumess, a white man—thumed to a
coppery brown by the sun, black-haired of
body as well as of head, but a white man for
all that. His whole body glowed as if it had
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been scsubbed and scraped and scrubbed
again. His hair was not long and greasy
like that of the Barrigudo, but cut close
to his broad skull; and his scalp, too, was
rosy as if rubbed almost raw.

Under his black brows a pair of deep
brown eyes looked straight at us without
wink or wawer. His mouth was not loose-
lipped but set in a resolute line. His head
was up and his shoulders back; and, though
he was overfat, both face and body were
these of a man strong and self-reliant.

Open-mouthed, we stared until he spoke
again.

“Undierstand Englisih?

“Wypees, sentwr,”’ Pedro guiped. “We
both speak it. But—but are youw—the
Barrigudo?”

“l was. Yesterday. Today I amr—
somebody else.”

He talked slowly, halting for words as if
it had been so long since hee had last used
his own language that it did not come
easily to his tongue.

“Now that I am fit to do so,” he went on,
“I will eat breakfast. Been cleaning up at
a little pool back in the bush

€Calmly he advanced and handed me my
machete. In a dazed mammer I took it.

“Yours,” he nodded. “I used the back
to scrape myself and the edge to saw off my
hair. Overdid the haircut a bit. Shall
have to make a leaf hat now. What have
you to eat?”

Dumbly I arose and got out merefawinha
and dried fish. With thefafimbmia I tried to
make some chilfett;, but I paused to stare at
him again and spilled half of the water.

“Newer mind the chilleth;” he said, gnaw-
ing off a chunk of the piwamsem: fish. “I
will make it myself. Sit dowm. You
seem upset.”

A little vexed, I put my mind on my
work and made the chideth as it should be.
Placing the gourd on the ground, I made a
new cigaret and watched him eat.

“Roll me a smoke too, if you please,”
he added. “Hawen’t had one for four
years. Now that I have quit boozing I
need a smoke to steady me.”

“You have stopped drinking?” I re-
peated as I reached for my pouch.

“I have. It’s gnawing at me now, but
I’'m through with it. —— the stuff! It's
been my curse. I’ll beat it or die trying.
And TI’ll not die.”

He bit savagely into the fish again, and
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chewed it as if grinding up with it his crav-
ing for drink. He ate his chillek in the
same fieree way. When that was gone he
drank heavily—aff water. After that he
swiftly lighted the cigaret I had made, sucked
the smoke into his lungs, coughed, choked,
tried again, and made better work of it.

“Got to learn to smoke all over agaim,’
he grumbled. “it makes me dizzy and it
tastes rotten. But it helps some.

“Now you fellows are bursting with
questions, 1 suppase. Shoot them quick.
We’ve got to move.”

“Amgrthing you wish to tell us, sesvhor,
we shall be glad to hear,” Pedro rephed
“We ask no questions about matters that do
not concern us.”

“Theamks. Miighty decent of you. Then
Il say this much now, for it does concern
you: About another day’s paddie from here
we hit a rambling sort of river running
northeast. Are you hunting for a way to

the Amazon?"

“No. We seek the Javary, in the
northwest.”

“Oh. T see. Probably this ffwro con-

tinues northwest after we reach the riier.
Not sure about that, though. We'll see.
If you go northwest I leave you at the
river. I travel northeszst.”

“fo the Amazon?”

“To the Amazom. Them to the Atlantic.
Then to America—Nonth. Three A’s in a
row. They spell ‘Home’ to me. Let’s go.”

He heaved himself up, winced from the
pain of stiff muscles, clamped his jaws, and
marched to his cance. As soon as we could
gather up our hammocks, weapoms, and
food we entered our own craft, and again
we were off.

ALL day we kept on his wake. All

day he drove himself to keep his

paddle going, eating nothing, only
chewing a few mouthfuls of that “tobacco
of his which banished hunger and subdued
fatigue. Amnd as mile after mile crept past
and the sweat continued to roll off him he
seemed slowly to shrink—shtink to flinm
muscle and slough off his gross fat.

Whether or not this was only my fancy, I
know that when we stopped that night on
the far side of his rambling river—for we did
reach it late that day—he was shaped more
like a man and less like a monkey. Amnd his
face, with new lines eaten into it, was that
of a man fightingg a hard but winning fifidit,
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That night, too, he'bathed himself again,
though so tired that he could not stand
steadily. Amd he ate and smoked before he
lay down by the fire.

“Take my hammock,” I urged.

But he would not. And when I spoke of
snakes, he retorted:

“Amy snake that bites me will die of
delirium tremens. Tihere's a lot of bad
booze in my system yet. I'li take the
chance. . Good night!™

8o, as before, Pedro and I slept in our
hammocks and he on the ground. Amd, as
before, he was up first in the morning.

“MNow,” he said after breakfast, “we have
time to talk.

“Your're wondering, of course, how I came
into this part of the world. Briefly, then,
I was a surgeon. I was a good surgeon.
But I drank. Maore than once I operated
when I was nowhere near sober. That
meant trouble ahead.

“Ihe trouble came. There was a deli-
cate operatiom—a young woman—amd I
was shaky from the effects of a wild night.
I had to quit in the middle of the job.
Amother doctor fimishedl it, but the damage
was done. She never recovered conscious-
ness. It was just as well that she
didn’t.

“That botch broke me. I lost my grip.
I drank harder—slid down-hiil fast. Lost
my practise and about everything else,
including self-respect and hope. Never
committed any crime, though. I'm clean
in that way if in no other.

“Duiifted into Brazil as ‘doctor’ of a crowd
of wealthy bums who came up the Amazon
on a steam-yacht, calling themselves
‘explorers.” Lots of money and fool ideas,
but no brains. Only thing they explored
was every known variety of Brazilian
booze. I was the best explorer in the bunch
when it came to that.

“Had a drunken row and got put ashore
at some Indian town and left there,
Thought I had hit the bottom then, but
there was still some distance to slide. Yes,
there was.

“I kept drinking. Quit everything else—
even quit wearing clothes—but I kept
drinking. Went from one place to another
with Indians—only friends I had left,and
some of them not very cordial. I was a
no-good white, down and out.

“Just how I got into that place back
yonder I don’t remember. Drifting around,
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drunk whenever I could find hoozee=
fimal}y got lost, starved nearly to death,
woke up in a place of scabby spotted folks
who had fed me and then dumped me in a
medicine-man’s hut.

“I got well, looked for more booze, and
couldn’t find enough. But I fixed a way to
get plenty. Then I stayed with it until
you fellows came.”

He paused, scowling out at the river
flowing past, as if he saw the last four years
of his lifie fibating by him on its surface.
We said nothing. After a time he went
on.
“Tihere is more than one way of getting
booze. Buy it, make it yownself, get
others to make it for you. When you're
lazy and broke there are objections to all
these ways. Making it yowrself means
work and waiting. Buying it means paying
for it. Amd folks won’t make it for you
uniess they receive something in return.

“Of course, a man who won’t make his
own and has no means of buying it has two
ways left—to beg it or steal it. But there
are places where even these ways won’t get
you much. Amd I was in one of those

“Tihere was a little booze in that town,
but only a little. The reason why there
wasn’t more was because the people were
too sick and sluggish to work and make it.
What little I could get was only a teaser
for a two-handed rum-hound like me. I
grew desperate. And in my desperation
I got a big idea.

“fT had bummed many a drink—and
many a drunk—among Indians who gave
it to me because I could do surgical and
medical work for them. I had knocked
around in this country long enough to pick
up a knowledge of your jungle diseases,
and also of the medicinal virtues of your
native roots, herbs, leaves, barks, and so
on. I had seen that scabby, spotty skin
disease before, and I kmew how to cure
it.

“But T was tired of begging drinks; I
wanted to command them. Amnd while I
was in that dead medicine-man’s house I
got the idea. I began to play God.

“I mean just that. God created men.
I had to create men too. Those spotted
Indians were nothing but living corpses,
and I had to take those dead-alive people
and turn them into healthy folks. ©Other-
wise they wouldn’t make booze for me.
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“So, for the sake of rum, I became a
creator and ‘a savior of bodies. Their souls
didn't interest me. My own didn’t interest
me either.

“Worrying along with what rum I eould
get and driven by my idea, I worked like
a beaver inside the round house until it was
ready. Then I made the air-devils talk and
sing. After that I built Paje.

“Paje was just the boy to handle those
Indians, both before and after they were
cured; and I saw to it that he never botched
things as I had botched that operation back
home. So everybody got well, and as the
servant of Paje I lived on the fat of the
land and was soused to the collar most of
the time.

“Amd then you chaps came along and
woke me up. That’s all. Make me an-

other cigaret, please.”
'ﬁ protested. “What was that work

which you did in the round house?
How did you make air-devils and Paje?
What is Paje? How did you——"

I broke off and glanced upward. Above
our heads sounded a sweetly singing little
voice. Nothing was there; the air was
empty. As T dropped my gaze again to
the Barrigudo I found 'mm grinning.

“The singing wvoices follow us,” he
laughed. “Amd so does Paje.”

Without moving, he suddenly boomed
out in resonant tones:

“You have eyes but you see not. You
have ears but your brain is deaf. I am
Paje, master of demoms! I am the air-
devilsi I am the whole —— works! Give
me that cigaret!™

It was the voice of Paje himself.

“Burt how—=" I gasped.

“Oh,, give me the makings and let me roll
my own smoke,” he said impatiently in
his usual tone.

When his cigaret was lighted he explained.

“I built an inner wall to the house. A
false wall, with space between it and the
real wall for me to move. Fixed a blind
doorway on a slant in a dim spot at one
side. Kept the house dark and smoky all
the time to conceal it. Could appear and
disappear in no time that way.

“Ihe great Paje was hidden between the
walls. He was nothing but a light frame-
work fitting over my shoulders, with -dark
cloth draped over it. Had a very thin

“BUT senmthar, that is not all” 1
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place in the cloth so that I could see through
it. Tiickery and a change of voices did
the restt.”

‘“WBor Druss!’ muttered Pedro. “You
fooled us with our own trick. We ourselves
used such frames and great faise heads to
terrify Indians back on the Jurua. But
yours was headless and armiess—

“Amd you were sick, and I kept up the
demon stuff, and the Indians fiimly believed
I was an infernal monster and told you so.
As for the air-devills, I happen to be good at
ventriloquism—thowing voices around, you
know,

“I had a bag of tricks inside the house
too—sttnimgs which would open and shut the
door or the jaws of heads on the wall, ‘and
so on. You saw some of them, Lourengo.
Remember the boa’s head that ordered
you out and the vampire that put you to
sleep? That dust that fell into your face
when you pulled down the vampire was a
sure-fire knockout powder.

“Tthere were other things which you
didn’t see because I didn’t need to use them
on you. I had a very complete workshop
there.”

“I believe you,” I agreed. “But if you
yourself are the air-dewils, how did you
throw those voices all the way from the
place where we found you to the spot where
I first heard them? How did you even see
us through all that bush? Why, senber,
you were asleep!”

“No more asleep than I am now,” he
chuckied. “Wasn’t far from you, either.
I was right at the edge of the bush, squat-
ting and grubbing around for a certain
kind of root, when you hove in sight.

“Happemed to have just enough rum in
me to make mec feel good. Kept out of
sight and tossed woices around just to see
what you’d do.

“THeem, findimg you had sickness aboard,
thought I'd look it over. While you were
paddling down-stream and then going up
that cove looking for me I took a short-
cut, lay down.under a tree where you
couldn't miss me, and pretended sleep.
After that I had to be surly and carry out
"my role, Amytthing else?”

“Yees. What ailed Pedro, and how did
you cure the Indiams of spotted sickness,
m__’d

“MNot so fast. I am not going to tell you
all T know. But if ever you become dis-
eased with that spotted ailment, make
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strong sarsaparilla and drink it.
strong, plenty of it.

“Pedro had malignant fever, which kills
in a few hours. You brought him to me
barely in time, and I had a job to puill him
through. Didn’t touch a drop of rum in
all the time I was working on hirm—didn’t
sleep a wink either, The minute he was
out of the house, though, I gulped about a
gallon of jungle Fightnimng,”

I nodded, remembering his appearance
when he passed me an hour after Pedro's
release from the House of Voices. After
being sober and sleepless for forty-eight
hours, it was no wonder that he had be-
come drunk so swiftly and completely when
the tension ended.

“Now that I know what I know,” Pedro
said slowly, “I am sorry, semfar;, that I
said what I did when I saw you the next
day.”

“You needn’t be. It was exactly what
I needed—a look at msyelf through another
man’s eyes. It joited me into realization
of just how much of a beast I had become.

“When I had shut myself up inside the
round house and knocked out my hang-
over with a little home-made bracer I sat
down and did some real thinking. Didn’t
have to meditate much concerning my
exact social status—your disgust showed
me whese I stood.

“But I had to figure out a way to get out
of there quick. Kmew I had to go quick
or I'd lose the ambition to go. Kmew the
Indians would never let me go if they could
stop me.

“So I fixed them so they couldn’t stop me.
Scared them with the air-devils and then fed
them that Paje-drink, which was doped
heavily enough to kmock them cold for
twelve houts. So here I am.”

“Amd now that you are here, what will
you do?” T asked.

“Go home, I told you. When I reach
home I’m going to atone for sacrificing that
young woman’s life on the altar of Bacchus.
I'm going to save a good many other lives
in its place.

“No, not by surgery—=I doubt if I shall
ever operate again. But, as I said before,
I've learned a good deal down here about
native medicines, and I've experimented a
lot and worked out new remedies of my own.
Had to do it in order to keep up my bluff,
The result is that I know powsrful drug
combinations of which Neorth America

Very
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knows nothing. But North America is
going to hear about them soon. See that
basket?"”

He motioned toward the atuwra which
he had brought *from the House of Voices
on that last night, and which now lay in his
camnoe.

“It’'s full of leaves, bark, roots, twigs,
pieces of vine—sfufff which you’d call rub-
bish. But every one of them has a big
vallue in medicine, and I know exactly what
each is good for.

“Im the next few years there may be good
jobs here for men who will collect those
things for the North American market.
Want a job like that?”

We laughed.

“Thank you, semhor;, but we are sein-
guewes,’ Pedro told him. “We collect
nothing but rubber, mosquito-hites, and
danger. Those three things keep us so
busy that we have no time for anything else.”

“Suit yourselves,” he said, and arose.
“You say you go westward from here.
But you haven't found the ffweo yet, so
we'll travel together until you think you've
hit it

“Now let's move. My Indian jailers
may be coming this way, and I'd rather
make a clean getaway than have to fight
them.”

He planted his big body in his dugout and
pushed out and down-stream. Half a mile
below our camping-place he slowed.

“Looks like a channel there, running
west,” he said. “Your ffwep, perhaps.
Going to chance it?"”

After studying the quiet water opening
out on the left bank we decided that it was
what we sought. We urged him to come
with us to the headquarters of our cwione,
who would send him home as a gentleman,
But he shook his head.

“I'm through with bumming,” he
snapped. “I’'m working my way home.
Glad to have met you, gentlemen. Good-
by.m

“Wait!” cried Pedro. “You must take
a gun. Here is one given me by an Ameri-
can soldier back toward the Jurua—he and
his comrades had come here on a treasure-
hunting journey, led by a crazy man,
and when they went back toward the
Amazon they gave us each a rifle. We have
another, and plenty of cartiidges. Take if,
sewir, and some of our food, and fy clothes
—1II shall net need them.”
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“Pll take the gun and some cartridges
if you insist. Been wondering how you
chaps got those Army Springfields, but
didn’t like to ask. Nothing else,
not a thing. I can handie myself in the

bush. Thanks again, and goed-y.”
grasped it in farewell. Then “he

gy
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slapped - his paddie into the river

and heaved his boat down-stream. Hold-

ing our own craft steady, we watched him

until he passed out of sight. Not once did

he look back.

“If he holds that pace to the Amazon he
will grow much thinner than he is now,”
said Pedro as we turned into the faro.

“He will be hard as ifaaim stone-wood
and free from all drink-craving when he
reaches the great river,” I agreed.

“Do you honestly believe he will win his
fightt with himself? He has far to go, and
he may find Indian villages on his
way.)ﬂ

“He will win. He has something to look
forward to now. I have seen such men
before. At first he drank as you and 1

HE HELD out a hand, and we
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drink when we feel like it—flor the fun of
carousing with others. Then he drank to
drown the memory of the girl he had killed.
Here in the jungle he drank to forget that
he was, as he said, ‘a no-good white, down
and out.’

“But now he has before him the thought
of home and the knowledge that he can
wipe out his past. With that to draw him
on, the rum of Indian villages will not
snare him.

“You have it right,” my comrade ad-
mitted. “A man’s life depends on what is
in his own heart. ¥Yet you named him
rightly when you called him bbardgdo,
Do you know what happens to a baevuigpedo
when he leaves his own cowmtiry?”

“HE di@S..m

“He dies. Amd this man, leaving his
own land, died and became a beast.”

“But now the barrigmtly is dead and a
new man lives in his place.”

“§7. 1t is as it should be. Now let us
lean on our paddles, for we have many
miles to go and the water ebbs.”

We shot away along the ffuro, homeward
bound.

THE BROKEW WHEEL

by E. E. HHmrriman

WHERE the alkali plain with its scattered sage
Lies level and sad in its hue of age,
My cayuse shied till I roweled him

At sight of a broken and splintered rim
That bulged from the sand, alone, forlorn,
Beside a skull and a weathered horn.

Worn and gashed by the drifting sand,

A dull, gray shape in a dull, gray larsd,
The shattered rim of a heavy wheel

Lifted its curve by my horse’s heel.

I glanced at the wreck, then looked away
Where the desert dun met the diesert gray.
Acress the stage of the drear expanse

The dust devils led their eddying dance;
Fluttered the curtain of dust aside¥®
Showed me the ghosts of that crawling tide
That dared the perils of ways unknown,
Where the star of hope resplendent shone.
I visioned the empire they found and won
Under the beams of the western sun,

And 1 bared my head in love and pride
For those who womn and those who died,
Adwarmituneis peetless, whose peril and pain
We brotheis whe follow may reckon our gain.
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T white chief of some South Ameri-

can Indiams. Maythe the Kimg John

Edgar Young inquired about. Arthur O.
FEriel of our writers’ brigade talkimg:

Brooklyn.

I’m afraid that Mr. Lyon’s pen slipped a bit, as
he speaks of “Jawary Imdiams in the interior of the
Rio Negro coumtry.” The Javary Indians would
have to do quite some traveling to get inte that
place. However, that’s a minor point beside the
big question of the mysterious English chief of red
fighters.

T MAKE no bones of saying that I have no authen-
tic information regarding this legendary white
man. I say “legendary” because every now and
then some tale of such a mati bobs up. Sometirmes
he's English, sometimes Awmerican, sometives
Spanish or Brazilian, and he seenis to be in different
places east of the Mamnon—sonriines very far
Who he ls—or even whether he 1s—I den‘t
know. But I’m not brash enough te peoh-pooh the
legend and assert that e sueh ehief exists, Many 8
strange thlng has eoime abeut 1 that vast mysterieus

Amazo and it weuld be a fnighty coeksure
fan whe weuld declare that these fakes wete all
feenshine.

Personally I wouldn't be at all surprized.to learn
that there were more than one white chief of Indians
in different parts of the Amazon coumtry—white
men who for various reasons have taken to the bush
amd gone native. And if I persomally started out to
fimdl and interview such a man I'd want to go with
my hardware tied down. Indians may be bad, but
a renegade white is apt to be poison,

“The Sloth,” to which Mr, Lyon refers, is largely
fiction. It has a certain basis of fact, but not of the
kind which would help establish the 1dent1ty of the
white chief now under discussion. And the Semthor
Bdsawdo in that tale was not himself a chief; he
worked through the Imdian chief, and his say-so
was good only as long as it came from the chief's
mouth. When he wound up by smesring that
ehief he was out of luck at enee.

QPEAKING of Edgar Young’s little friend *King
~ John,” here’s a random thought that drifted
into the hollow recesses of my dome awhile ago.
Away back in 1742 the Chunchos (who, as you know,

FREETO-ALL
MEETING-PLACE FOR
READERS, WRITERS
AND
LADVENTURERS

are a big bunch of bad actors inhabiting the general
region of the upper Ucayali) wiped out all the mis-
sions around the Cerro de la Sal and in general
made eastern Peru a closed country to white men.
And they were led by Juan Santos Atahaullpa (or
Atahualpa). Get that Jsan®? Of course he’s dead
these many years—the original Juan. Buit, the
Chunchos are there still, as ugly as ever; and
they’re generslly supposed to be descendants of the
Incas. Now it’s not altogether impessible that in
recent years some gink famillae with Inean customs
may have get next te these fellows and eenvinced
thefn that he Is a feinearnation or descendsnt of old
man Juan. It Re eould put this ever he'd have the
whole buneh esting out of his hand; afd with that
gang behind Mm he’d be a real King Jehn.

Just a random thought, as I said; but perhaps
worth smoking a pipe over.—ARTHiuR Q. FRIEL.

NAKE-BITHE. Makes one feel like
stopping tobacco. I’'m no tougher than
a rattlesnake.
Euflaula, Oklahoma.

Wiill only give you and the Camp-Eire boys my
cure of any snake-hite from a rattler down to the
garter-smake. It is so simple that the Camp-Fire
boys will hardly believe it, but let some one try.it
and it will soon make a believer of him.

l—l ERE goes:

Take an onion, just an every-day onion the
size of a hen egg, a large tablespoon heaping full of
just every-day salt, and about two square inches of
any plug tobacco, just plain chew tobacco. Cut to-
bacco up very fine; also the onion. Mash the onion
up with the salt and tobacco. The sap in the onion
will make a nice soft poultice. Place or paste the
mixture on a cloth, apply to the wound same as any
other poultice, the mixture next to the wound. Let
this egoulme stay on till dry; then, if not entirely
cured, a second poultice may be a?plled but unlless
the bite Is of leng standing ene application Is enough,
sure thing.

The Camp-Fire boys may not know how to kill a
snake with tobacco. Take a forked stick. Place the
fork across the head of the snake, spit a little to-
bacco-juice in his mouth, the snake’s mouth. It will
kill the snake just as soon as the snake swallows a
little of the tobacco-juice. Always carry a few onions
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with you on a camp hunt in snake season. - You
must always have the others. Don’t use any
whisky. If you have any whisky to spare, send the
whisky to the writer, He can make use gf it for
other pufiprses than to waste it on a snake-ite,

The Indiians have other snake-bite remedies but
this one is as good as anybody wants. Did anybody
eyer hear of an Imdian dying from a"snake-bite? No,
not among the Creek Imdins—dCH#HHRUIES GIBSON.

FPYHOUGH the story in this issue is not his

first in our magazime, time allowance
must be madle for E. St. Miars and he is none
the less weicomed when he follows Camp-
Fire custom and rises to introduce himself.
Neither his profession nor his friendship
with “Teddy* will hurt him any in our circle.

Southsea, England.

You have written to me and extended the hand of
friendship from around the “Camp-Fire” and asked
for a few words about myself. Well, that is real
friendly of you and I feel I must write and thank
you. I should have written before—for which
delay, humble apologies—but they have got fie
foped to a bedpost, with lee on my ehest, head, in
meuth—a gastrie bloed vessel having “G%g gene
Bust” threugh the trials and aﬂ%&m& inseparable
frem field natwie-study. Geed felks have eften
teld me I should end up in a het plaee; But I never
Bargained fef an iee-paek!

AMTARK TWAIN allowed that any man who set
=** out to write about himself would prove to be a
liar, in print, no matter how honest he might be
reslly. Wiwiefore, not being twin brother to
Telesee% Toliver, nor yearning after that little
brenze bull, we will—as did Captaii Gubbins—r"let 8
plain statement suffice”

Born, 1883, Bromley, Kent, England—tihe place
where the hops come from that go into the beer you
no longer get—about the first thing I remember was
watching the red squitrels leaping among the tme-
tops from My nuisery window. Next thing remern-
bered, W@ffyiﬁg eve%bedy te tell me names of the
anirmals in a natural histery beok of the werld, said
names being knewn eorrectly befere I eould read.
Spent all meney I eould get; oA natuie Beoks as soen
as 1 eauld read, geing te zeal@gi@al gardens, aif-guh
shesting, and §HEH like:

DERCHWED the little education I got, mostly in

London, but the real education—and that was
free—came on vacations spent on odd farms and in
back pastutes and woods, serving, by choice and un=
conseiously, apprenticeship to that profession which
in after life was to be mine. Good (or bad) relations
came and shook their heads over e, and sald ne
man ever yet made a living eut ef natural histery.
That was tfue talk, but they ferget I was tag of my
scheel in eompesition. AS a eouniei-blast I was
then sent te an eutside Broker’s sffiee (absut the
§ﬁiﬁ€ §§ BHE wall §t.) where, | §€§M8§ i6 me. I was

H%W%f three @1 iﬂi%%%w twe

E§ aﬁ ﬂiﬁ am eu §w1 maﬂss{ M%-
HB s 4t gne 2

8§§§§uelsfm}s Ha z Bg sﬂ mem % 1%8%

Eg&ﬂBf % Hm BBSE E8H ﬂav% IB%

fhimn that, also that I spent my spare time poaching
rabbits and dodging gamekeepers very far from any
office.

T'HENCE, then, I quitted to a farm in the “West
Countree,” there to learn farming under a cider-
drinking character whose ancestors must have got
left behind by—or thrown overboard fromn—the
Mayfitowrer. He was a sour apple. I could write a
book about him. Wihen he had shown e more
ways of doing hard werk than I ever dreafied existed
in this wicked werld, and my time for serving was
up, I—wvell, T just drifted from one wild lone spet in
th@ world te anether, with various guns in ene hand
and bineeulars in the other, mest of the time as 8 ‘re-
mitianee man.”" Then I get held ef Teddy Roese:
% ef u[“% H’lgﬂ i)
Eﬁﬂiﬁil {8
I
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s,
the lucky ones permitted to foregather with you all

velt’s speeches, all aBaut hame Earving an Hiﬁlﬂﬂ
BH’E W!HH gne B?i%f ?ﬂ%% ‘Hgé ?
b e\l
it %%
cease to EVE:
P.S. May I please hawe-the honor of wearing
around the Camp-Fire>—F. ST. M.

00:::-n

H'hI

864, aHd Eﬂ‘é f€§§ of the vitile §{HH£ QE § €ﬂ§
%W %%g iH E 8 I
L b
en W OSC
So that’s that, and thank you kindly.—F. ST.
one of those real buttoms to.prove that I am one «f

i

MAYBE there seems no excuse for merely

putting letters in our Camp-Fire cache
and drawing them out at random and at
need. But you ought to try arranging them
by dates, arranging them by topic, arrang-
ing them for variety, arranging them by
permiission to use, arranging them by a few
other things and all at once. Anyhow, it's
too much for me.

Mwst of our letters lose none of their in-
terest by delay and of course others are not
delayed at all. Just chance. But some-
times, as in the following written in June,
1920, a letter would have been even more
interesting if printed as soon as received.

Guaymas, Sonora, Mexico.

The following may p(Ove of interest to some who,
like myself, are blessed—or shall I say cursed?—
with the wanderlust, and this may prove to be the
means of saving them some money and certainly a
lot of disappointment. I might mention that 1 have
knocked around the world some and am not exactly
a greenhern, having feund myself broke and one
Rumndied and fifty miles from the nearest habitation
in a strange eountry, and many miks from a Fail-
fead, But g6t threugh anyway.

At any rate, I had never been through Mexico, so
decided about a month or five weeks ago to take a
trip through old Carranza’s playground.

I started out, leaving Portland, Oregon, through
San Framgiisco to Tucson, Arizoned, then to Nogales,
where, without any trouble I obtained a Border
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permit. This costing me 50 cents for 6 photos
and $2.00 to the Mexican Consul for a vise, Of
course the American Consul also had to visé it,
but no charge is made by him. I bought my ticket,
after having to wait two days for a traln, they rum=
ning only every other day, over the S, Pacific de
Mexico, said ticket, to Mazatlan, eosting $13.40
gold or $26.80 Mexican. Distance abeut eight hum=
d]l"ed miles. The priee mentioned abeve is seeond=
€lass.

1, knowing no Spanish, got into a fiirst-class car,
which means plush sests with backs, Second-class
is plain wooden slats with no backs, The only way
to get any sleep or rest is to lie down with the rest of
the cattle, not minding some big Mex’s feot 1 your
face duting the night and seme ene else using your
chest for a pillow. I found this eut the third night,
as the first day and night I werked my ticket for a
first=class passage, as I had learned te de in France
durlng the war, when we had a ehanee te go en fui-
leugh. It werked t6 a place ealled San Bias. Frem
there I had te ride second-class:

']_ERAINS run to Guaymas, stopping there all

night, as they dare not run at night through the
Yaquiis' country, who are quite bad. Each train
has guards and two cars of Mexican soldiers with
rifles;, revolvers and machiiiee-ppuins ready to repel
any attack by Indiians or bandits.

"FHE natives never go out unless in force, and
then do not venture very far off the railroad.
Prospecting and mining here are absolutely at a
standstill owing to the menace of Yaquis, etc. This
applies to all the country from Nogales to Espei-
anta. I have had several long talks with men who
know the couniry and was told at Mazatlan that 8
number of Americans had tred to penetrate below
Aeoporieta, which at the present tife s the end of
the frailread, the read below being destreyed, But
have Been tiraed baek, as E!i@ii say (the peeple liv=
ii}gg dewh this wag that a dellar i§ plenty fer some
of these Aatives t6 kneek 2 Man on the head for:
Ewverybody here is armed to the teeth, but any
one crossing the Border can not bring any firearms
or ammunition and you can’t buy them here, so any
one having a pi ing or walking tour in mind
would have to depend OR his two fists or his knife
for protection. I wanted to walk to Mexieo City,
and then ejther south or else to Tampico or Vera
Cruz, but it weuld be a trip whieh I would net care
to undertake alene after secing the eountry. I had
in mind that if I esuld after arriving at Mexiee City,
1 might try to explere the eountry dewn to fhe
Panama Canal, But T am teld that, altheugh it has
Been dens,; it is aBssliiely impracticable new, ewm%
i8 the Hnseftied conditions. Mazatan is 8 seapor
WBSFG H%% eifie Masl §£@§Eﬂ§l§;§§ 18P, g@ma\g_m
EH HBFI aBAHE every ten daye; But they will Ast
irE a1y BHe there:

"ITHESE Mexicans have learned the value of the

* American dollar and yoa can not get amything
besides half-baked tortillas and frijoles for less than
fifty cents gold. Rooms cost $1.50 gold.

The branch of the S. P. running from Corrall has
not had a train over it for a number of years, owing
to the Indiians. Camping out is out of the question,
owing to the dangej

Fleas, flies, mosquitwes abound, as do also a vari-
et3l/-2 of smells.

177

I might say here that our American Consul ag
Mazatlan is a gentleman in every sense of the word,
as is his assiistant.

There are quite a number of Americans down
here, but for the man without plenty of capital,
Mexico is a good place to stay out of, as you can not
get a job down here unless you want to work for
seventy-five cents per day like the Mexicans do, for
the hardest kind of labor. It’'s cost me about two
hundired dollars gold to find this out, so hope that
no one else will make the same mistake.—G. M.
Fuomow.

P. 8.—The only way to get to Mexico City at the
present, if you go by way of Nogalles, is to go to
Mazatlan, then take the steamer to some port fur-
ther south. Fare from Mazatlan to Balboa or
Colon is eighty-thtee dollars gold.

8 TO lands yet to be discovered. While

we simply haven’t space for most of the

newspaper clippings sent in, a few, like the

two following, seem to demand a place.
First, the sender’s letter:

Dear Pals of the Camp-Fire: I have often cursed
my fate for being born too late to take part, in the
discovery and seftlement of the West and other
countries, but it looks like there are some places on
the earth’s surface remaining to be discovered and
exploited. A sending an article which I picked up
in a loeal pape¥r which verifies this, I am sure this
artiele will lnerest you Camp-Fiteites. Wihes the

foper time ardves I shall hie me hence of this
streteh of eountry to explore yon stretch described
in the artiele.

This is not all. As I was reading this moming's
periodical I read of a trapper’s fight for life in the
North Country. T think it will also interest you,
lectores amipos, therefore I am sending it along.
Probably sefme ofﬂyou know him and would probably
like to Hear his fliéd). This the first time I nave
had My say arourid the Camp-Fire, so you will, I am
sure, fiet deal haeshly with me,— —— ——.

Names of the papers frem which the
clippings were made were not given and the
sender did not give his address, so we can

not give credit untii we get the needed data:

“Thhere ain't no land to discover just now." The
Canadian Nortth-West Mounted Police have proved
quite recemtly that this is wrong, Within the last
few years, they have discovered great lakes, moum-
tain ranges, mighty. rivers, herds of game and tribes
of Imdiams and Eskimos whose existence was previ=
ously unsuspected.

TNSTECTOR PELLETTER and three white
* companions set out from Fort Saskatchewan and
made a journey of 2,343 milles—1,800 of which was
never before visited by white men. Among other
thi they discovered a “lost” herd of caribou,
numbering over one hundred thousand; also a tribe
of Eskimos in eommand of an Englishman known
gseifélmky Moore”—an explorer long given up as

Tt is difficult to believe that two new lakes, almost
as large as Lake Ontario, and a range of mountains
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two hundred miles long could be discovered without
creating some sort of a sensation. Yet this has
happened. Sergesnt Mellor and companions eit-
covered a tributary te the Buffale River, whieh in
places was a lle i width. It ended i a lake whieh
ggeﬂ@_d up ke a gfeﬁt sea and judged te be 30 te

files wide and 80 te 100 lehg. BY these dis-
g%v@zﬂ% a huge Blank spaee of the map has been

The Pas, Manitoba, Feb. 15—Out of frozen ex-
pamses of Barren lands, 200 milles from the nearest
trading post, news has just reached the provincial
police here of the tragic death of A. O. Rimehart of
Duluth, Mimmn., a trapper.

His body was found in a shack last October by
two other trappers. Beside it was a diary which
recorded how for months he had fought a soliitary
aad courageous battle against disease, hunger and
cold. The last entry was dated April 9, 1920.

INSHART left The Pas in August, 1919, on the
long journey into Barren lands for a trap line.
During the next three months his life, apparently,
was without incident for the first entry in the diary
was dated November, 1919.

Four months later, March, 1920, the trapper’s
notes revealed his almost helpless plight—iedipllessly
confined to his bed. Realizing his predicament, he
had stored all his supplies within reach.

The final chapter told of his inability to get out
of bed to keep the fires going, the exhaustion of Lis
water supply, and his slow death.

S- P. McCLENAGHAN, one of the trappers who
found Rimehart’s body, said the diary showed
the doomed man had scorncd suicide, and to make
sure he would keep his resolve not to end his
life he had broken the mechanism' of his revolvers
and rifféss. His notes expressed hope that some one
would come to his rescue.
_ ABletter the dead trapper had written to a rela-
tive, Waldo Rimehart of Shawnee, Wis., also was
found in the cabin,

LLOWING our €Camp-¥ire ecustom,

Raphael Sabatini rises and introduces
himself on the occasion of his first story in
our magazime. We are to meet Copfuin
Btar Bhest! in other stories.

London, England.

The institution of your Camyp-Fire is flavored with
a spice of that Romamnce which is the soul of Adven-
ture. If there is some diffidence in my manmer as 1
stand forward into the blaze of Camp-Fire, it is
because in my actual self you may discern little that
is romantic or adventurous. I am a mere chronicler
of the great deeds of others, and the most that I can
claim is a parental pride in the achievement of some
of those who, like Cafttitn Pater Bisod, are my
children. i

"T*HE only personal feature of interest that I can

discover in myself is a purely fortuitous one. It
lies in the fact that the language in which I have
chosen to write—or, rather, in which Fate has dic-
tated that I sheuld write—is not my mother-
tongue, I am Italian, as my name impliies; indeed,

EIRS M ALS s anddl tadidan waesniyy fitikstldapauges.

‘Addremttmee

But if Italian by birth, by blood I am half English
and by temperament almost entirely so. Owing to
the fact that my mother is an Englishwoman, I ac-
quired a smattering of the language in early years,
and developed a taste for English literatuie almost
in infancy. But never having been at an English
sehoel (my education was as mixed as my descent,
and teek place partly in Switzerland and paftly i
Portugal) I never properly addnessed myself to the
study of the English laﬁguag@ until 1 was upen the
thresheld of manheed, at whieh time I eame to take
up tesidence in England.

As a novelist I am not entirely singular in this.
I can point to at least one illustrious instance of a
contemporary British author to whom English is an
acquired language. Still, the fact remains perhaps
singula¥r enough to be worth stating, and is, anyway,
the only singular personal fact about myself that
gin pessibly be of mueh [nterest to you.—RAUFAEL

BATINE,

TE THIS comrade wouid bring his paste-
& pot and settle down in our office for a
few weeks we'd sure make him. welcome.
We'll even furnish ‘the paste-pot. T’d be
doing this stunt of his mywelf if only I had
time.

Santo Domimgo City.

Just a line to tell you about the book I am start-
ing for Camp-Fire.

I could not offer to have a Camp-FEire Station as,
being a marine, it would have to be more or less
portable, so I am starting a book I call ‘“‘Camp-Fire
Adventures.”’

it is just about the size of Adrenture. 1 have to
trim the top of the pages to make them fit.

Here is what it is going to be. The cover has one
of Adventure Camp-Fire headings and my name
and Card No. 10542 (Metal Card).

Imside front cover is that page of Free Services
pasted in; then comes the heading and addimesses
for “Ask Adventure”; then comes the information
for month of January third, first issue pasted in.
Also Lost Trails. Then where that space for ‘Trail
Ahead” is I paste anything of impoftaice from
Camip-Fire, also on the next five pages. Then any-
thln% of interest I write In and when Janwaky elght-
eenth issue gets here I start pasting again. In
the reat of the beek is a place fer alphabetical
iﬁ}%@t of infermatien and a large map of West

RS,

I leave this book on the table in my tent at all
times and the fellows are already beginning to notice
it.

Well, I guess I will ring off before it is too late.—
Hammy A. Dosmuer, Sgt. U. S. M. C.

ORSES. 1 think there were none in
this country till the Spaniards came,
but, like the inquirer, I’'m far from being
an authority:
Penn Yam, New York.

I think that of all the things we have discussed in
the Camp-Fire, there is one that is more vitally
associated with adventure in general and the de-
velopment of our western empire in patticular that
has not eome up for any diseussion, of if it has, not
sinee I erowded in baek in 1914,
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A ND that is—horses. Did Columbus, or the
“* Spanish conquistadores that followed after,
introduce horses on the American continent? If
they did, bew do you account for the great herds of
wild horses that have, and still do, in a much smaller
degree, roam our Western plain\s. Also, Is it not to
be wendered at that the Indiiams, who never knew
of hoxses untll the Ew &@g@am breught them over,
beeame sueh exeellent hersemen? Do you ever
66Mme aeress any anachronisms en the use of herses
By the plains Indians? 1= it Net pessible that Rexaes
did exist en the Ameriean eontinent, of in the
_ﬁBHH%EH %?F ot it, iﬂﬁ% EHH&H&% E%Vi%% 18 their
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TH his ﬁrst appearamece in our maga-

zine F. R. Bedhdolt follows Camp-
Fire custom and rises to introduce himself.
As you will see from his letter—or know
already—he is particularly fitted for a seat
at Camp-Fire, and especially because he and
we have been doing the same thimg—col-
lecting, from the comparative few who are
still with us to speak from direct knowledge,
all the information possible concerning the
dramatiic history of our West. His article
should be an additional spur to our-old-
timers to pass on to us their stories of the
old days so that the facts can be preserved
in print.

Of the forty-six years of my life I'we spent all but
the first two west of the Mississippi; and the last
twenty~five west of the Rockies. So I call myself a
Westerner although I was born in Pennsylvania.

T WAS brought up as a boy in Mankato, Mime-
sota, where they d thimty-eight Sioux
Imdiams after the big outhreak of the sixties; and not
so very far from the place where the James and
Youmger boys came to grief in the seventies trying
to rob the Northfield bank. When I was a youmg-
ster my father took me along on a trip into souti-
eastern Montana, near the scene of Custer’s last
stand; and during that Summer I saw much of the
cowboy. The cowboy of the eighties, I mean, who
wore the Colt’s single action forty-five as a matter of
course and was so truly depicted on canvas by
Remimngton, on the printed page by Owen Wister.
In years that followed I came to know the vanishing
survivors of this fine breed more intimately—and to
admire them even more than I did in my teens.
To this day it is a keen pleasure to me to find some
little nook of the Old West still existing 'way away
from the railroad, where men still talk with the
straightfionwamdhess and act with the directmess of
those decades when the saddle pony and the buck-
board were the means of rapid transportztion.

TN THE nineties my father came out to Seattle
and I graduated from the Uniwversity of Washiing-
ton in '96; after which I worked on Government
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survey in the Cascades, went to Alaska before the
big rush, which found me out at Lituva Bay,. I
joined the crowd on returning to Jumeau; packed
over Chilkoot and Whittes Pass; drove dogs and
came back to Seattle in '98 to go to work as rodnzss
at Cascade Tunmel. There 1 learned to run a drill
and quit the place to go to newspaper work. Asa
reporter I worked in various cities of the West,
Police detail always appealed to me most strongly.

Im 1007 S. S. MeCliure, to whose magazine I had
sold three or four short stories, gave me a job under
George Kennan who was handlmg the graft pmwse-
cution story in San Francisco. Since then I have
stuck to fiction and article writing.

RING these years, in which I got about Gver

a good deal of country west of the cantinental
divide, I managed to listen to a great many tales
told by men who had been actors in them or who
had heard them first hand, tales of real incidents;
and gradually I became imiprssed with the fact
that they were better than most fictlen written
about the same eountry—exeepting only the ficten
of Owen Wisier and e of twe athet real masters.
ARd 597t 99t 19 BE 2 SO OF hEBBY With e {0 166K WP
sueh stories. The West is full of them, but the meh
whe tell them are fast efg%%m gH. T'wauld |ike is
Be gble EB F lect EHH et f-@é{ many of them

Beeause t Believe 1y % E'E% §8W WBHH S§@ﬁ¥iﬂ§
ﬁ? H%§§ t 5 I% (R— %
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JUST compamisom of the two races is

difficult, but, whether or not the Eive
Nations—or Six Natiions—were superior in
“acoomplishment and refinement to the
whites who ousted them,” certainly our
democracy could gain much by studying,
and on some points copying, the political
machinery of the Six Nafiors. Hugh Pen-
dexter has already made them familiar to
us and in a serial by Arthur D. Howden
Smith, now scheduled for our Fall issues,
you will get further insight into their very
interesting political system.

Natiefhez, Mississippi.

At an earlier Camyp-Fire a descemdant of one of the
tribes of the original Five Natiions, Learny Benton
by name, if I remember righily, spells the name of
the tribe he sprung from as “Oheidoes” and in your
note on bis letter you imply a desire to learn the
cause of his emdmg

The ending is as correct as the ending usually used,
as far as authenticity is taken into considierztion.

HPHE Oneidas were called Oneyte and Aneyte by

the French Jesuits, and Oneidoes and Oneidas
by the Duttch. The latter term which is used to-da;
entirely, originated exdusively, I think, with the
Dutich traders of Orange (Albany) and scabs they
surely were in their treatment of this tribe and of all
others, as were all those who bore to the red man
those two semmingly inseparable aids, the Bible and
the fire-wuater, §
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But be the spelling what it may, all four were ap-
plied to the “People of the Stone,” the lightest hued
of the Five Natiions, the most peaceful, and the su-
periors of the whites who ousted them by chicanery,
both in aceemplishment and r

T am just gomg to sigm my initials to thls as] dom't
desire to appear in the limelight in any way. My
object was to extend the information you desired,
not to air my too-deficlent knowledge, having in
mind that quatrain of Khayyam’s which starts,
“Not alone for you this world was made.”—W. M.

CONCERNING his story i hiS issue
tam ose h Mills Hanson gives us

thef H% ose h Mills Hanson gives us
the followi Yankton, South Dakota
eenm re Yankton SO t
A T %ﬁ?fﬁg%% g%
Eﬁevﬁ ?se h% fafce 1 %0?‘? ;waé
(]EV ?- [s3
hgé E IIL "I
3

H% % H%
Bﬂg’iiaf g ?gwémggﬁﬂzgff ﬁf&ﬁ*@f@

"PHIS story while not strictly “true,” has a sttrong
basis of historial fact. In the Summer of 1863
a large party of miners with, it was said, three keel-
boats, were returning to the States by the Missouri
from the Dakota (later Momntana) goldfields, when
they were attaeked near where Bismatek, N. Dak.,
now stands by a great foree of Tndiians, These
Indians were the ofes whoe were retresting from
Minirseta before General Sibley’s expediition,
whieh had set out te chastise them for the M'Hﬁﬁ-
86ia massaeres of 1862.
The miners happened to come along just as the
were crossing the Miissouri and they were set
upon and all killed and their boats sunk. About
a month later, when Sibley’s column reached the
Miissouri at the mouth of Apple Creek, evidences of
the fight were found. More or less well-fiaunded
reports have it that the minees had a great quantity
gf gold, ldust adnd n;xmets, V\giilch tihethere %yiﬂgf
own, plugged up in auges-holes in the gunwales o
thelr boats. These boats, with the geld in them,
still lle buried somewhere In the sendbats of the
Miiseur, near Bismarek. I have eften diseussed
the matter with Captain Grant Maish, the veteran
Mﬁ%@uﬂ River steambeatman, whese life 1 wrete in
beglk, *“The Ceng wé§€ of the Missoui’”
s s shas Bt Jeas age. . ¥ie knew 4l e
féEE HH 1egends EBSHi EB@ g€ H‘EHEE W§§ QE EBS

QHH% é §B f §§ ﬂ@%ﬁ g;ﬁ W§§ ﬁ g"@i{@y
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f% EE - ehest e
, it has been some time since we've
had a story from this old member of
our writers’ brigade and we’re glad to wel-
come him back. Little matters like the war
and being an official historian of same have

D PDJ

kept him away from us except in his capac-
ity as an “A. A.” expert. Back in 1917
at our request he wrote us the following
letter which changed plans kept out of
“A. A.” At the end of it his reference to
the Rhine, two months before we entered
the war, is rather interesting.

San Benito, Texas.

Feb. 10, 1917.
Douthitless it is a prejudice born of provincial
devotion to the things of one’s native land, but I am
frank to say that, deep in my heart is a comviction
that if the Missouri Valley were not in the United
States the nation would be less attractive by half.
Certainly any one must admit that it contains a
large proportion of the area and the potential weslth
of the eeuntry, whether or net they will grant that
it 1s unduly endewed with natufal eharms. Net
fueh of the bread, fertile region between the Roek=
ies and the Mississippi, the Canadian line and the
Cimarren River, is teday a ?f@ﬁiﬁiﬂg HSIG fef hair=
breadth adveniure. BUt it used te be, from the
times of Corenade and V@f@ﬂ&f Qﬂ through Eh6§€

of Lewis and Elark, Zebulen B % 2Ad jim Bridge
i8 fn‘a%e f é&FE@f *@aaa & faf%«ﬁ and “B aié

Egjefé i %ﬁ et St e ‘one ?g t 586@ et
R

TEEING a native of Dakota and coming at a vivid
interest in all the plains country by way of a
love for its history which has found expression in a
number of books on the subject, I have come to
understand it, I belleve, pretty thoroughly, its
?E@S@ﬂt robust vitallty ﬂﬁﬁi its future glowing aspira~-
tons, as well as its stirring past. I have navigated
fts Hvers in every lkind of eraft—steamboat, motoi=
beat and rew-thaat—hunted its weeds and praites,
eamped ameng its hills, helped to push geed reads
through mere than one of its States, writen peetry
abetit 1ts suAsets aﬁa Blizzards and prese absut ifs
E aeﬁ tfem@ﬂae{ﬁy

Ei %HH%E Fﬂéu{%& 1@\;&%&5 the stran
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F@gmﬂlgbéﬁnt Heo teeelhelnformation Wlathe
Begionfrbipm rkg, tapthe AbREHEad oYDsEmS
g,ndLsfrgmNsEmnbma to the Arkansas.—JOSEpH

1LLs HANSON.
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OT meaning to make a goat out of
Captain Hamsom, I add some data con-
cerning him which he did not fdrnish me.
Modlesty is a virtue, but sometimes, as
editor and as “toast-master” for Camp-
Fire, I regret the modesty that makes many
of our writers suppress mention of various
data creditable to themselwves. No, I don’t
really regret their modesty, for they have
the real spirit of Camp-Fire and act ac-
cordingly. What I regret is that imteresting
things concerning them don’t get to you,
for we of Camp-Fire like to be as thoroughly
acquainted as possible. So now and then
I’'m going to add some of this information
on my own hook, starting with Captain
Hamson:

Commd. captain, S. D. N. G., May 1,1916; Mexi-
can border service, June 21, 1916—Mar. 9, 1917; in
Federal service, Mar. 27, 1917; Capt. and adj. 2nd
Battn., 147th F. A., Oct. 2, 1917, Mar. 19, 1918;
with A. E. F,, France, Jan. 11, 1918, Oct. 28, 1919,
and on duty Gen. Hdggs,, A, E. F. later; Discharged
Oet. 30, 1919, Cavalier Order Crown of Italy,
1919. Hon. mefi. Me. Hist. Seec.. Vets. Assn.,
165th N. Y. Vels., Mer. §. D. Hist. See., See. Miid=
land Awtners (v, p. fer §. D.), L@%éal L@gl@ﬁ, Am.
Legien, Ses. of 69fﬁ if eharge selebratien of
jubiiRe anniversary of ersatien ef Dak. Ty., 19ii,
and arranged pageant of Pak. histery:

WORD from one of our writers’ bri-
gade. An exploded buried-treasure
myth. And an Indian.

Russellville, Arkamsas.

Dear Camp-Fire Comrades:—Just a line to tell
of meeting a most interesting person, Chief Red
Fox, son of Black Eagle, a chief of the Sioux tribe of
Dakota. He was lecturing in our State recemtly,
telling of Indian customs and history, and because
I am interested in Indian lore and legends I had
many questions to ask him.

A REKANSAS abounds in Imdian meunds. and
relics, many of the latter being contributed to
the Smithonsian Institution. We live within’g few
miles of the old Dwight mission where Cephas Wash-
bued was missionary to the Cherokees soon after the
founding of Arkamsas Post, and there are many
stories of buried treasure in this section. Only a
eouple of miles from our little ity is Cagle’s Reek,
Fising abruptly seme fifty feet out of the greund; on
8ne side sf hi§ foek is a [arge Indian pietute paifted
with eeher. The main figure is a lizard hanging
Head dewnward; apeve it are a AumbRE of bels:
1t has Been there sinee B@fe;@ the memery sf h@ Bld=
ettiers and Ha§ al %@ﬂ stppesed Ee e ﬁ
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He talked interestingly of Custer’s last battle, of
the warlike traits of the Sioux, and did the snake
dance in a most realistic manner. He has served
several years in the Navy, and gives a plea for
alty and falr dealing that would make many a while
mah ashamed of himself. He thinks the Indians
are niew being treated falrly, and attribWes thelr
elvilization net te the fear of bullets; But te Eyis=
tianity. He pives many of the aam aﬂe ae§5ﬂ Bes
mdiah eustems and fhinks the ?‘fc
served as fytuse histery. Al iA ali; B%i 3 Hi st !
terestin &ﬁeﬁ and if is a treat 18 tal tH—
RUBY ENiNGSTON.

IREARNS discussions are a problem.

Start one and it becomes an explosion.
Amswers, arguments, opinions, refutations
rain down upon us so that, if we printed
them all, there would be nothing else in
either “Camp-Fire” or “Ask Adventure.”
Whiich, on the other hand, means great
interest in this subject. Compromiises are
dangerous things, but let’s try one. Let's
have an occasicont! gun discussion, making
Wild Bill, the Gila momster, Custer’s
massacore, Billy the Kid, etc., give firearms
an equal chance. If the discussion tries to
take too much space we won’t let it.

Our old friend Dir. Robertson of Honduras
is the tempter this time. He sits down and
makes marksmarship so easy that only a
child can do it, or words to some other
effect. He has surely started something
and on his own head be it. Me, I’'m an in-
nocent bystamder and standing back far
enough to avoid getting what the imnocent
bystandier usually gets. Howewer, before
I take cover permanently I want to ask
Dr. Robertson whether he learned to shoot
by the method he lays down or whether he
laid down the method after he learned to
shoot. Allso, is he sure amy one can de all
the simpfe little things he mentions and ds
them perfectly?

Galeras, Olancho, Honduras.

Touching shooting now: I note experts issue
instructions how to become a marksman, I have
no doubt they are experts with a large E and that
they'iknow all there is to know about the matter, but
still there are men—and men, and there are systef
—and systems. In this case perhaps the system of
sefme dub might werk better with anether dub than
the methed authorized By the experis. I am efe
of the dubs, and as sueh would be willing te help oyt
oiher dubg Wwhe, like fie. are toe silly of to8 Simple
6 learn By the Fules laid dewn By these whS live sﬂ%
ggﬁ% Eﬁ%ﬁ" Being in the {RtiMate inkRACRs 8

T CAN hit a barn at 500 yards—if it will just hold

still for a jiff. Of course if it capers and cavorts
around in a manmer unbecoming a decent barn ofr in
any way controverts the rules of conduct for barns, I
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could not well be blamed if I should fail, being as
aforesaid a dub—mot an E.

Admitted that the barn behaves, I can hit it
almost every time, and that ought to admit me into
the ranks of marksmen. I think so anyway, for as
yet I have not met any of the self-diecorated manks-
men who €an do any more than I seem to be able
to do—and all witheut a diploma. They ought
net te be said to de better, but I eught to say they
do not do less {ll. All that is to say that I know
something abeut shoeting, and the reasen why.

THEERE is more bunk blatted about shooting
than about almost any other matter. And just

because a gun makes a noise when it goes off. Take
away the bang, and it would be like any other act.
Now shooting is a purely mechanical act, and no art
as asserted by the experts who fancy they are
worthy of great kudes. Pshaw, any two by four
earpenter who lines out a plcket fence does as well
the same thing—maybe better, for there is ne bang.
It is simply a matiet of lining ‘e aa{?@@ ene wit]
the ethef @aa the soprdination with that lining of a
pres; @ sight and & pressire; then, IS the
WHBI@ Ehiﬂgﬁ 1 ean net see any reasen ie make a
etk

Any six-year kid has his hand so coordinated with
his eye that he can point to what he wants, and his
index finger will unerringly line with the object.
He has the great essential of shoeoting, and a six-
year kid is nothing magevelous.

SEHERE is nothing at all in shooting that can not

be acquired easily by you or me or any other
of the dubs, irrespective of sex or affiliation. It is
simply what all of us can do now—the lining of two
objects. There is none who can not, save persons
suffering from some aberration. I speak now as a
scientist. All te be dene further to complete the
neeessities of shooting is te forget that we have
been teld it is an art, and alse ferget the bang, and
6 coordinate the pressufe en the trigger with the
aet of lining:

Line your gun on the object; maintain that line
till the bullet is sped, and you will find it where you
pointed it—if the sights be alined and the elevation
correct. There is no perhaps at all. It is absolute.
The rest is & matter of common sense amd judgment
and varies with every shot so that NO RULE can be
lald dewn for it. I refer to windage, atmospherie
eonditiens and such fortuitous circumstances.

They eall for instant decision and ean not be fofe=
east fior plotted. .There are only twe matters to be
eonsidered by the shoeter, line and elevation. Of
eeurse the ball has te be diseharged at the instant
lining and elevation are perfeet. If the eperater
fires iﬁ SHER 8 MannARr 45 te disturb line of eleva-
tiag B%@ if@ HBE eofreet 4t the instant ef fire
sulf will Bet Be the desired one; while
ﬂ ms§t esfféiﬂiy Be the ?EBE?E 8ne fSE tia@ ling
2&8& at [he tifme 8 £Eﬁﬁ
5%% %{i g £33€ Bf l@éfﬁ EB te
PHE i‘E&T S apaln HB ;EW Eyég Be &vg SB'% Ta%
£ =t Be aFFanged 8 T:B% EYE Whi
Dn\mted of all the claptrap, shooting is one of
the simplest forms of mechanical endeavor, and
none need look upon it as an art. Line the arm
and see that the trigger is pulled in such a way as
not to interfere with the line and if the gun is made

Addreantimee

according to rule and the ammunition also, the ball
will be found where desired. If not, one of those
things is out. The matter can be reduced to—two
and two make four.

Now say you wish to learn to shoot at a moving
object. Nature has been working since you were
born—probably before also, but that is out beyond
need of considerstion—to coordinate the hand with
the eye. The coordination is almost perfect. This
is for all. Point your finger at any object, maintain
the point, and sight aleng the fiinger, You will find
it to be lald exsctly on the object, however small it
may be, This is a law made by pature, not one
made of he exgerts. Therefore [ the flnger falls

l.é 6 the gbject peinted at, there ought te be
fe_diffieulty in using the same cosrdination when
peinting BHE Wwith 2 peinter. Thete is net. In
Pﬁﬁﬂy 8368 4 BlﬂE%E is vised te distinguish ene ef

any, and a t, it sighted, will Be feund te Be
alingd with the esjsé

As the finger ever gives with the object pointed
out, there ought to be no difficulty in pointing with a
pointer, and there is not, as demonstrated by many
who use such in thelf daily occupations. Practise
with a pointer for a time, then have a pointer of the
shape of the arm you wish to use, Point with that
till you are eonvinced that the eye and the hand are
so made that they aet in petfect coordination wlth-
out the semtient difeection of the ege. As soen as
you hew that, Begin te ee-srdinate a % Sure equal
te that of the trigger yeu will use, with the mement
of perfect alinement. ~ The eulmination of the %ﬁ%%-
sure will esfr d with the mement of aling-
ment. Yeu have, then, all the meehanism of
shosting:

There is remaining therefore but the mental
husks in which custom and charlatanry have en-
wrapped the so-zlled art. Conquer them and you
are a shot. Get a wooden gun of the form of that
you shsll use, and gr@@tﬁ%@ polnting with it. Then
the aetual gun, and last the gun and BBs. Frem
BBs to .22 shert, and 5o efi. In Ao time you will
be able to hit anything yeu peint at. Alwa{ls
raermber that the bang had fnothing to do wit the
matter and has et t6 be considered. Remember
th@t y@u afe ju%% Beiﬁtiﬂg eu -sormething with the
guh tighten the finger; and
at EB% ﬁE&iﬁl Fﬁ Eﬁ%ﬁE Bf B%%E glinement the pressure
eiminaies. That is all EB%E% i§ EB it, 4nd an

%‘E%%%%ﬁ% €28 8 iﬁ% %si &% Yol s feai

ef 51
E§§§€§ BEE EV@B‘ iﬁiﬂ Bﬂgm é%i@ 18 é EE
The whole thing is in gettlng the proper viem-
point, and having confidence in nature’s processes.
—W. €. ROBERTSON.

ETTERS have been coming in from
readers who want to establish Camp-
Fire Stations as well as from those who have
already hung out the sign. We hope to
print some of these soon. We hope also to
print in the near future a map showing how
the stations are scattered over this hemi-
sphete. They afe getting to be pretty well
distributed but there are still plenty ef
places wheie new ones ean be started with-
out erewding.—A. S. H.



VARIOUS PRACTICAL
SERVICES EREE TO
ANY READER

HIESE services of Adventure are free to amy eme. They invelve much time, work and
part, but we offer them gladly and ask in return onlﬁ that you read and obsesettigess:
saving needless delay and trouble for youand us. T

QE
redbss, thuss
e whole spirit of thls magazine is one of friend-

liness. No fonnality between editots and readers. Wienever we can help you we're ready and willing to try.

Identification Cards

Free to any reader. Just send us (i) your name and ad-
dress (2) name and of party to be notified, (3) a
stamped and self-addressed return envelope.

Each card bears thiis mscnptlon each printed in English,
French, Spamsh German, mmﬂse Dutch, Italian,
Arablc, ian and J

“In case of death or serious emertgency to bearer, addiress
ial number of this card, care of Adicenture, New York,
stating Full particulars, and friends will be notifiedl”

I our office, under each serial nuraiber, will be registered
the name of bearer and of one or two friends, with pet-
manent additess of each. No name appeais on the card.
Lettars-will be forwarded to friend, by us. Names
and addirases treated as confidential. We assime no other
obligations, Cards not for businrss identification. Cards
furnished free provided stamped and addressed envelope ac-
eompanias appliatin. reserve the right to use our
oewn discretion in all mam pertaining to these cards

Metal Cards—For twenty-five cents we will send you.
post- (fard the same card in aluminum composition, perfo-
{ate Et each end. ‘Dwea seg-ad return enwe-
ope, but no postag . nty-five cents covers every-
thing. Give same data as for pasteboard cards.
of pasteboard cards can be.registered under batth paste
board and metal cards if desired, but df§ numibers can not
be duplicated on metal cards. it you no longer wish your
old card, destroy it carefully and notify us, to avoid con-
fusion and possible false alarms to your friends registered
under that card.

A moment’s thought will show the value of this system
of card-iitientification for any one, whether i in cwlllzatxon or
out of it. to furnish st: d and ad
envelope and to give im flll the names and addresses of self
and firiendd! or friendls when applying.

If check or money order is sent, make It out to
the Ridgway Company, rot to any individual.

Missing Friends or Relatives
Qur free service department “[Lost Trails” in the pages
following, though frequently used in cases where detectlve
agencies, newspapers, and all other methods haye failed ( or
for finding people long since dead, has located a very hl h
percentage of these inquired for. Except in case of reg—
tiwes, inquiitiies from one sex to the other are barred.

Back Issues of Adwenture

The Boston Magazine Bwiange, 109 Mountfort
St,, Baston, Mass,, can supgly Adventure back
through 1918, and occasional coptes before that.

WILL BUY: Dec., 1§10, and Jan., 1912, Must be in per-
fect condition. Will pay one dollar per copy. Wiite before
sending. —WAITER E. GOODWIN, P. O. Box 60, Dover, N. H.

WILL SELL: Oct., 914, vol. V[[[L . IX, 1, 3 and 6.
X0, 2. XUIL, 3, 4, § and 6. X0V, 1, 2, 3 and 4, XXIII,
3, 6. All 1917 to date: at cost—-m&ﬁ AFTY WM. A,
GOLDEN, 464 Diamond St., Pittsburgh, Penn.

Expediitions and Employment

While we shotld like to be of aid in-theae mattera, expe-
tlence has shown that it id net practicable,

Manuscripts

Glad to look at any mamwscript. We have no “regular
staff’ of writers. A welcome for new writers. ¥ is no#
- mecessary fo write askimg to submit your work.

When submitting a manuscript, if you write a letter con-
cerning it, enclose it with the manuscript; do mot send it
under separate cover. PEmcllose stamped and addieased
envelope for return. All mamuscripts should be
written doultiiz-spaced, with wide margins, not rolled, name
and addiress on first page. We assume no risk for mami-
scripts or illustrations submitted, but use all due care while
they are in our hands. Payment on ac ance.

We want only clean stories. Sex, morbid, ‘“problem,*
psychological and supernatural stories barred. ge almost
no fact-articles. Can not furnish or suggest cdllaborators.
Use fiction of almost any length; under 3000 welcormedt:

Mail Adidress and Forwarding Servics

This office,. assuming no regpomsithility, will be glad to act
&s, a forwarding addhess for Its readera or w hold mail_till
called for, provided necessary pplied. Un-
claimed rnail which we have held for a long pe od b listed
on the last page of this issue.

Camyp-Fire Buttons

To be worn on lapel of coat by memiiesa of Camp-Fire—
any one belongs who wishes to. Bnzmnlled in daf elefi
representing earth, sea and sky, and bears the aureral 71—
the sum of the letters of the word Caiiip~Fire valued aceord=
ing to pOSlthﬂ in t!he alphabet. Very small and Incon-

the common interest which

is the only requlslte for mermibership in Camnp-Fire and to
enable memitrrs to recognise each other when they meet in
fa; places or at home. Twenty-five cents, post-paid, aby=
where.

Wiren sending for the button enclose a strong, welif-
addressed, amstamped envelope.

H check or money order is sent, please make it eut {6
the Ridigway Company, not to any individual.

Genznal Questions from Readers

Im addition to otir free service depariment “Ask Adven=
ture” on the pages following, Adientuye can semetimes
answer other gquestions withia our general fistl. When if
ean, it will. Expeditions and employment excepted,

Adhihresses

Ondier of the Rmikm—@mmm%g to unite for fel-
lowship all who feel the wanderlust. First suggested In this
magazine, having no connection with it aside from
our friendly interest. A WAYNE EBRERLY; §i§
Citizens Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio.

Camp-Fire—Amny one belongs who wishes to.

Riiffle Ihﬂss#kﬂtisess Nat. Riffle Ass’n of America, o8
Waoodward Bldg., W: gton, D. C.

. (S_ja also under *Stending Infloynaiiivi” 4o “Asd Adiew-
ure

Rementhoor: Magazilea are made up ahead of time.
Allow for two or three montihz between sending and pubil:
cation.

¥s



a1 A Eree Question and Answer Service Bureau of Infor- ‘
) mation on Outdeor Life and Astivities Everymhere and
Upon the Yarious Commodities Reqwired Tiherein, Con-
ducged for Adaauture Magazine by Our Staff of Experts.

R e - ESTEONS should be sent, not to this office, but direct to the

expert in charge of the section in whose field it falls. So

that service may be as prompt as possible, he will answer you
by mail direct. But he will also send to us a copy of each question and
answer, and from these we shall select those of mest general interest
and publish them each issue in this department, thus making it itself
an exceedingly valuable standing source of practical information.
Unikss otherwise requested, inquiirer’s name and town are printed with
question; street numibers not given.

Wihen you ask for general information on a given district or subject
the expert may give you some valuable general poimters and refer you
to books or to local or special sources of information.

Our experts will in all cases answer to the best of their ability, using
their own discretion in all matters pertaining] to their sections

subject only to our general rules for Ask Adventure, but neither they nor the magazine assumes any
responsibility beyond the moral one of trying to do 'the best that is possible. These experts have been
chosen by us not only for their knowledge and experience but with an eye to their integrity and reliability.

We have em

ly assured each of them that his adwice or information is not to be affected in any

way by whether a given commodity is or is not adwertised in this magazine,

1. Service free to anybody, provided stamped and addressed emvelope is enclosed.
Corres| wiriting to of from foreign couwntries Wwiill please enclose Iater-
national Reply Eoupons, purchasable at any pest-office, and exahangeable for stamps
of any country in the Intematloml Peostal Union,

2. Send each question direct to the ewﬁ in shar%e of the particular section whose
field covers it. He wiill reply by mail. nd questions te this magazine.

8. No reply will be made to requests for partn&xg for flaauml backing, or for chances
to join expeditions. Ask Admenture covers business and work o iiies, but
only if they are outdoor activiiies, and only in the way of general data and advice. It
is in no sense an employment bureau.

4. Make your quectlons definite and specific. State exactly your wants, qualifications
and intentioms. Explain your case sufficiently to fmde the expert you question,

§. Send ne question umtil you have read yery carefully the exact ground covered by
the particular expert in whose section it seems to belong.

1. % Islands and Coasts 8. Middle Western . S. Part 2

CAPTAIN A, E. DINGLE, Hamilton, Bermuda, Islands JomN B. THOMPSON. <i Pontiac Bidg., Chicago, Ill. Mig.

of Indian and Atlantic oceans; the iterrancan; Cape  souri, Arkamsas and the Missouri Valley to Sioux City,

Towa, Wilder countries of the Ozarks, an

Horn and Magellan Straits. Rustts, trade, peoples, travel.
(Pasttage 5 cents.)
2. The Sea Part
BukiAH BROWN, Seattle Press Club, 1209 Fifth Ave..
Seattle, Wash. Slups, seamen an nppmg, nautical his-
tory, seamanship, nz:wnﬁI tion, yachting, small-| boat smllmg,
eommerc:al ﬁsheﬂes of North America; marine bib]
of U. S.: ilshirgz-vessels of the North'Atlantic and actﬁc
baﬂl'@. (S next dewlmem)
3. % The Sea Part
CapTAIN A, B, DIINGLE. Hamilton Bermudae Queeﬂ@ﬂs
on the sea, ships and men local to the British mipire go to
C,aptain Diimgle, not Mr. Brown (Pastage § cents.)
4. EasternU. §
RAWMOND 5. SpsARs, Little Balls, N Y. Mississipy @
Tsmessee Féag
EHSFB@

h's v le 5
g o8 ée%f\gafg ?Fggh%@éﬁ‘ pEaFis;
gngféihsw HaF s §
6. Eastern U. S.

G LIEBE @rla la: Fel e. Alabama,
issippi ané areling, g@ﬂé &Rl E@ gg &e@%%} &h
gg?fg?%ig? K% ghi%b% H§ §%WH 1RE: %;Wé',
6 gaatms% g Part 3
R, G, E. HATHORNE, 44 Central Str et, Banger, Maine.
Flshing. hunting, ean@emg gu § o4 é‘m

1 Midd e WWestern
HAINSON (latel Ca t. A. E. E.), care Adven-

. Hunting,
euﬂ alley:
tlose addbesseed

lu"

ﬁshing. travel. ggrly hrétefy e

swamps; huft-
ing, fishing, teapping, farming, mining ‘and range lands: big
ticnher sections.

9. Middle Woesdters. U. S. Part3

LAkiky ST. JOHN. Melbourne Beach Fla. Indiana, Ili-
nois, Miichigan, Wisconsin, Minmssotaf and Lake Michigan.
Fishing, hunting, trappmg lumbering, caneeing, eamping
guides, outfits, motoring, agriculture, finerals, RatWial his
fory, clamming, early history, legends,

10. Wtestern U. S. Partl

E. HARRIMAN, 2303 W. 23rd St., Los Angeles, Calif.
Callforma, Oregon, Washington, Utah, Nevada, Arizona,
Game, fur, fish; camp, cabin; rnmes, mimerals; mountains,

il WASRFR U 8. Pﬁﬁ

MRxico Park 1 %
W. WiHiteAKER, 1363 W@E t6th St., Austin, Tex.
‘exas, Ollahoma, and the berder States of eld Mesry—

Sonera, Chihuahua, Coahuila, Nueve LeoH and TamauiXpas.
Mineralls, lumbering, agriculture, travel, custofis, tepog-
raphy, climate, natives, hunting, history. industiies,
12. Mexico Part 2 Southewn; and

Lowrer California
C. R. Lists de Correos, Mazatlan, Sinaloa,
LowerBCahfomla Mexico South of 3 line from
Tampico to Mazatlan. Mining, agriculture, topography
travel, hunting, lumbering, history. natives, busirSs Qﬂd
general conditions.

n Snow C

13, North America

S. E, §ANGSTER (“Canuck"”), L. B. 393, Ottawa Canada,
Hsight of Land and norﬂgm Qusmc and Ontario (except
strip between Minn, and €. P- R'y); southeastern Ungava

enveloge with § cents in stamps NOT awtecked)



Ask Adventure

and Keewatln. Sport, cance routes, big game, fish, fur;
equipment; Imdiian life and habits; Hudison's Bay Co. posts;
minerals, timier; customs regtlations. No questions am-
swered on trapping for profit.

14 North American Snow Coumttries  Part 2
HARRY M. MOORE, Deseronto, Ont., Canada. Ottawa Val-
ley and southeastern Ontario. Flshmg, hunting, canoeing,
muning, lumibering, agriculture, topography, trawvel, cammp-
lng aviation.

Naorth Ansrican Snow Counttiies Part 3
GEKORGE L. CATTON, Tweed, Ont., Canada. Georgian Bay
and southern Ontario. Flshmg, hummmg tra,ppmg, canoeing.

16. Nm'th A iican Snow C i rt 4

T. PHILLIPS, Department of Science, Duluth Central
ngh School, Duluth Minn. Humteers Island and English
River district. Fishiny , camping, hunting, trapping, canue-
ing, climate, topograpl y, travel.

17. North Amzrican Snow Courttries Part 5
ED. L. CARSON, Burlington, Wash. Yuikon, British Colum-
bia and Alberta inclu ing Riwer dlstrlct to Great
Slave O and equipment, guides, bngtgame miim-
erals, forest prairie; travel; customs regulations.

18 Naorth Amenican Snow Couwnitriies Part 6
THEODORE S. SOLOMONS, Carmel, Calif. Alaska.

Arctic
life and travel; boats, pa.ckmg back-packing, traction,

transport, rouhes; equipment. clothing, food; physics,
hygiene; mountain work.

19. Neorth Amamican Snow Coumntries Part 7
REECE H. HAGUE, The Pas, Marmnﬂmba Canada. Manitoba,
Saskatchewan, ie and northern Keewatin. Homme-
steading, mining, hunting, trapping, lumbering and
travel.

20. Ammnmn Snow Caunitiies Part 8

TAS. F. BELFORD, Codrington, Ont., Canada. New

Bmmmvick Noya Scotia, Newfoundland and_ southeastern
Quebec. shing, lumbering, caumg traj pmg
auto and canoe tnps histery, topography, farming,
steading, mining, paper industry, watet-power.

21. Hawiian Islands and China

F. J. HALTON, 632 S§. Michigan Awve., Chicago, I1l. Cus-

toms, travel, natural history, resources, agriculture, fithing,

huntmg

22. Cemtral America

EDGAR , care Adlzentme. Canal ZonePanama,

Costa Rica, Nicaragua, Honduras, British Honduras, Sal-

vador, ua.lemala, Travel, Ianguage game, condlmmm;
, trading.

23. South America. Part1

EDGAR YQWING, care ﬂldimm Colombia, Ecuador, Peru,

Bolivia and "Chile history, i

tries, topography, mimerals, ga.me, languages, customs.

Par

GOLDSMI’IH IW—MM Mammmm 407 West

117th New York, N. Y. Vi the Gui

Brazil, Uru(uay, Paraguay and Argentme Republic.

Tra.vel history, customs, industimies, topography, natives,
huntmg and fishing,

25.

thern

Red Sea. ?ersnan Gulf, India, Tibet, Burma, western China,
Siam, An Malay S , Borneo, the Treaty Ports;
hunting, tradmg, traveling.

(NOTE-—Gordon
is on an exploration trip, and owing to our inabili
taim a suitable substitute this section is suspende
his absence.)

26. Philippine Islands

Buck CONNOR, 1555 Willcox Ave., Hollywood, Calif, Hiis-
tory, natives, topography, customs, travel, huni nting, fish-
ing, minerals, agriculture, commerce.

27. Japan

GRACE P. T. KNWIDSON, Castine, Me. Japan. Commerce,
pelitics, people, customs, hnstory geography, travel, agi-
culture, art, curios.

28. Rumsia and Eastern Siberia

Major A. M. LocawitzKY (formerly Lieut-Col. I. R. A,,
Ret.), Austin, Texas. Petrograd and its province; leand
northern Caucasus, Primorsk district, island of Sakhalien.
Travel, hunting, ﬁshmg, exploratwlms among native tnbes,
marhts trade, curios.
29. Affrica Panttl

THOMAS S. MKLLER, Carmel Montterey Co., Calif. Gold,
Iwory and Fever Coasts of West Africa, Mnyer iwer to
Jebba, Northern Nigeria. Canoein ldiunr trails, trade,
expenses, outﬁttmg, flora, tribal hlstmm witchcraft.

30, Affrica

GEORGE E. H@u‘. F\redenck Mdl- Morocco; travel, tribes,
customs, history, lzopography, trade.

h, the editor of this section,
to ob-
during
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31. Affrica Part 3. Pol East Africa

R. W. WARING, Corunna, Ontario, Canada.

duce, climate, opportummls game, wild life, tmvel
penses, outﬁts health, etc.

32, % Affrica Part 4. Tramswvaal, N, W. and Southern
Rihwithesiim, British East Affriica, Uganda and the Up-
per Congo

CHARLES mﬁ)LE He de Lerne, par Vammes, Morbihan,

Brittany, Framce. Geography, hulmtnm equipment, trad-

ing, climate, tramsport, customs, living conditioms, witch-

craft, at ure and sport. (Pustage § cents.)

a3 Aﬂnm Part 5. Cape leony,. Orange Riwver Col-
ny, Nattal and Zululand
C‘A}?TMN F. J. FRANKLIN, 40 South Clark Street, Chicago,
I Climate, shooting land fishing, imports and ex; S;
health resorts, mimerals, direct shipping routes from U. S.,
living cond[tums. travel. [Free booklets on: mggn—gmn-
ing, appk-growing, sugar-growing, maize-growing; vitioul-
ture; sheep and frult ranching.
34. ik New Zealand; and
South SeaJslands Part1
ToM L. MutkS, Tie Feililing Staw, Feilding, New Zealand.
New Zealand, Cook [slands Samoa. Travel, history, cus-
torms; adv%mme exploring, sport. (Fusiage & cents.

35. South Sea Islands Part 2

CHARLES BROWN, JR,, 213 E St., San Rafizef, Calif. French
Oceania (Tahm, the Socxety. Paunm@to Marquesas);
Islands of Western Pacific (Solomons, New I-khmﬁ% Fij1,
Tonga); of Central Pacific (Guam, [.adrone, Pelew, Caro-
line, Marshall, Gitbert, Ellice); o Detached (Wallis,
Penrhyn Dammr Easter, Rmhumma Futmm, Pitcairn).
Natiives, history, trawvel, sports, equipment, climate, living
condltmns comumetce, pearlmg, vanilla and cocoanut cul-
ture,

36. % Anmtralia and Tasmania
Ame GOLDIE, Hotel Sydney, Sydney,
toms, resources, travel,

age § cents.) \

pm-

Australia.
unting, Spo s, history.

Cus-
(Post-

WEAPOINS, PAST AND PRESENT

Riffles, shotguns, pistols, revolvers, ammumition and edged
weapons. (Any questions on the arms adapted to a par-
ticular locality should not be sent to this department but to
the Ask Adventure editor covering the district in question.)

A—All Shotgum (including foreign and Amencan
malkes). J. B. TiHOMPSON, 906 Pontiac Bl

B.—AAll Riffies, Pistols and
foreign and American malkes).

C. Waapoms. ds, pikes kmiwes, battile-
axes, etc. 1S APPLETGN BARKER. 40 University Road,
Brookline, X

FISHING IN NORTH AMERICA
Salt and Fresh Wdter Fis:hing

J. B. THOMPSON, 906 Pontiac Bk}? , 1l Cower-
ing fishing-tackle and equipment; fly and bait castmg, live
bait; camping outfits; fishing trips.

STANDING INFORMATION

For general information on U. S. and its possessions, write
Sup't of Public Documents, Wash., D. C., for catalog of all
Government pulbliications.

For the Philippines, Virgin Is., Guam and Porto Rico, the
Bureau of Imsular Affairs, War Dlep t, Wash., D. C.

For Alaska, the Alaska Bureau, Chamiber of Commerce,
Central Bldg., Seattle, Wash.

For Hawaii, Hawaii Promotion Committttee, Chamiber of
ngomtillmwe, Homolulu, T. H. Also, Dep't of the Imterior,
as|

For Cuba Bureau of Imformation, Dep‘t of Agri., Com.
and Labor, Hnmm, Cuba.

The Pam-American Union may be called upon for general
information relating to Latiim- matters or for
specificdata. John Barrett, Dir. Gen., Wash., It C.

For R. C. M. P., Commiisioner R@yal Canadian

oumted Police, Ottawa, Can. Only unmamied British
subjiects, age i8 to 40, above § ft. 8 in. and under 175 Ilbs.

For Canal Zone, the!Panama Canal Comam., Wash., D. C.

For U. S., its ssions and most foreign coummtes the
Dep't of Com., Wash.,

i o

& CBnldoss addressed enwilype withls cemts—iin My, MIHS' case 8 cemts—inin shms NOT attached)
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Wamnts to Buy Elephants

UST prior to his departure for South
America Mr. MacCreagh sent us the
following question and answer:

Question:—*%mn contemplating the purchase of
some elephants. Will possibly want to make a
@ Personal trip to some Asiatic point, city or iskund,
where I can make purdhases of India elephants and
other animals. But the elephants are the mest
important.

Understand on most of the islands and mainlands
that they are under the protection of the English
Government.

Would one have trouble getting them over?

Do you happen to know what elephants usually
sell for in any of these countries? Prefer small ones.

Can you give me an address who could put me in
close touch with the situation in case I made a
personal trip?

What strategic point or city would it be advisable
to buy ticket tm® That is, where I would be in
the heart of the elephant country.”—JJil%E HALL,
Anacortes, Wash.

Aveswer, by Mir. MacCreagh:—You are right in
assuming that Indian elephants are under govern-
mental protection. But that by no means pie-
cludes their purchase. The Government has affo=
gated to itself the monopoly of trapping elephants
in all of its Eastern possessims—which means
India and Burma—and of sellling such animals as are
iet regulired for Its own use.

The price of a healthy eleplznt—tame enough to
be manageable but untrained in any useful labor—
is about seven thousand rupees (three rupees to the
dollar).

The city for your headquarters would be Ram-
goon; for the trapping, or keddah, operations are
at present being carried on in the Katna district
of Upper Burma.

Quite recartly the Government leased out a
concession for the keddah to one of the big English
firms operating in the East. I am sorry I don’t
kiew which firm it is; but should you go there,
there weuld be ne difficulty in finding out,

Pointers on Colts

LSO a few side remarks on holsters,
as well as on the legal status of gun-
toting:

Question:—‘Mbzxee answer the following ques-
tions on the Colt’s Single Action Frontier and the
Colt's Double Action New Service revolvers; also
give me any additional information you may have
oil the above revolvers.

Which of the two revolvers do you think would be
best for use horseback as well as on foot to be carried
in a Mexican holster? What length of barrel would
you advise? What caliber—the .38-40, or .44-40
or the .45?

Wiere can I purckase a good Mexican holster
for the revolver you favor? How wide a cartridge-
belt would you suggess?

Which of the above revolvers is the most popular
sidearm in what is left of the wilds of otsr West?
Is it unlawful to carry a gun in any of the following
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States providing it is not concealed; Wyoming,
Idaho, Utah, Nevada, New Mexico?"—fudiN M,
HisGINS, New Brunswick, N. J.

Amswer, by Mr. Wiggins;:—I would prefer the
Colt Single Action revolver with 5k4-inch barrel in
the ,45-calliber size for a belt gun, in preference to
the New Service of the same make. I like the 5Vi=
inch barrel, as I have found It accurate and easler
Fartl;ied and quicker to get Into action than the 7W=
inch,

The .38-40 shoots very well, as does the .44-40,
Taut 1 likke tiine altt . 45 rmucih thettfer. 1 Hapie thw 4855,
a Smith & Wesson and a Webley, both sheeting the
.45 Colt cartridge, and like both.

For a holster, I would advise a letter to the follow-
ing address:

Captain A. H. Hardy, Denver, Colorado.

This gentleman is a noted shot as well as a sad-
dlery expert, and can give you the best serviee of
any one I know.

[ do not think it is unlawful to carry a revolver
unconcealed in any of the Western States, as it is
in New York, but I would advise a letter to the
Secr of State of each named State to be sure,

You will find the old Colt .45 with modern loading
a little less powerful than with the old black-powder
loads, but more desirable In most other respects,
Black~powder loads of forty grains in that eld gun
shoot like —, and kiek likewise.

I would advise wooden grips, and an ivory bead
front sight; have some good gunsmith ease up the
trigger pull also, is my advice.

Wihere the Fightingest Bass Are

iRLACK flics or no black flies, M. Cat-

' ton’s description of the fishimg at the
mouth of French Riwer will make even the
tenderest-skinned fishermwn r’aring to go:

Question:—"{I am asking tor some information re-
garding the Muskoka district. Self-wdidressed,
stamped envelope is enclosed, and I thank you i
gglwame for your assistance. The questlons fellow

oW,

1.—What is considered the best bass-fiidhing dis-
trict in Miskoka, Georgian Bay and southern
Ontario?

2.—Is it possible to purchase from the Canadian
government a small island in any of these dis-
teicts?

3.—If possible to purchase an island would you
give me the name of the right person to write to.
Also can you give me any ideas of cost—based on a
small-sized island suitable for Summer camps?

4—Your comments on mosquitwes and black
flies in these districts—time worst and time most
free—will be appredistat!"—H. B. KWvkPATIRICIC,
Pittsburg, Penn.

Amsaver, by Mr. Catton:—

1.—The best bass-fiishing district is without quees-
tion the mouth of the French Riiver. This question
will be answered differently by any two people in
this country—tirre are so many good i
grounds in Muskoka, Lake of Bays, and Georgian
Bay; but from my own experience I have found
Georglan Bay, at the mouth of the French River,
the plek of them all,
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I have caught in two hours fourteen small-
mouthed black bass that wehijted 38 pounds in
Musskoka Lake. I have caught the same fish weigh-
ing as high as five and a half pounds among the
islands off Parry Sound. I have caught several two
and three pounders in the Lake of Bays.

But the biggest and heaviest catch of the fightimg-
est bass I ever reveled in was taken at the mouth
of the Erench River. The beauty of that spot is
that yon never can telli what you are going to
hook with your next strike, and the black fellows
don’t seem to be quite so “or'nary” there. If they
bite you will have to hide behind a paddie to bait
your hook., And if they don't bite you've got] the
wrong bait, that’s all.

2.—VYes, it is quite possible to purchase a small
isiznd from the government, especially in Georgian
Bay. Write Mr. H. A. Macdonell, Director of
Colonization, Toronto, for information on this
subject.

3.—Cost would depend on location more than on
size of the island. Also, I would think, on what it
was to be used for, the amount of valuable timber
upon it and its proximity to the mainland. Islands
in the Lake of Bays have been sold for one hundred
dollars in 1913; I can’t say what they are worth now.

4.—] i start in with the first warm days
in the Spring, and stick around till the frosts come
in the Eall nights. Black flies show up, in a warm
Spring, about the middle of May, and are pretty
well gone by the middle of August. That applies
pretty well to the whole of the fly and mosquitw-
infested areas.

But don’t let insects bother you. Take lots of
netting with you for night use, and fly-dispe for your
hands and face for day use. There are diopes made
now that when used right are quite efficacious.

Send question direct to expert in change—
NOT to the magazine.

Chances in South Affrica

AYBE it will be as much of a surprize

to others as it was to me to learn that

the Kiimberley diamond-mines are managed
by Americams now:

Questiim:—{Mlill you kindly furnish me with in-
formation relative to opportunitites for employment
and general living-comditions in Cape Town and
vicinity?

X am twenty-three years old and have knocked
about the States quite a bit, but have no trade,
having put in Most of my time working for various
railroads.”’—J. J. CUBRAN, West Hoboken, N. J.

HAmsswer, by Captain Franklin:—You will, I am
sure, find South Africa a good country in which to
obtain the kind of work you are accustomed to, Of
course from time to time South Africa has its labor
troubles like any other country, but an able-bodied
and sober man can always find employment on the
mines of 6n the rallfoads of even up-esuntry 6 the
vatous estates If he is foreed to it. The elimatie
eenditions are goed; and in My opinien yeu weuld
have as geod a ehanee if you decide 18 Visit South
Af¥iea as you weild have *mest anywhere.

I should if going centizinly strike Cape Town first
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of all and get in touch with the American consul
there, who should be able to fix you up with a job on
one of the mines. There are a great number of
Americans all over South Africa, especially on the
mines of Kimbley, which are managed by AmRii=
€ans,

You can buy a good suit of clothes in Cape Town
today for thirty dollars, and board costs about
twelve pounds a month. Wages run from twent
pounds a month. Please let me know if you de@id%
to go.

The Tragic Edmontoa Route

OMEHOW or other the letter of in-
quiry that prompted the subjoined
answer got lost; but Mr. Solomons’ informa-
tion is too valuable to be suppressed on that
account. Amd anyway the nature of the
questions may readily be inferred:

HAmeeeer, by Mr. Solomons:—Heroic treatment is
sometimes needed to do one's real duty by the men
who want to try the frozen North equipped with
one manicure set and a soda cracker.

You are “figuring on going North from Edmonton
on a prospecting expedition to Alaska,” and you
want to know what the prospects are up there for a
well-apuipped party. They are fine—if you ever
get there and have the dough wherewdith to pur=
chase a "well squipment.” What yeu start with
from Edmonton won't do you ueh geed for yeu
will deubtrss eat, wear and use it up, plus several
mere, befere yel get i8 Alaska. Steut, abR-=
Bedied and fairly skilled and intelligent men used up
several eutfits during the twe of thrae years of their
JouHRy:

Unless you elect to try the ait lanes for your
route and a Hanilkey-Page “canoe” for your vehicle
I can not promise you any greater speed.

The “equipment” you “would need from Edmom-
ton to Circle City” would in the enumeration of it
give you such a distressing headache that I merci-
fully forbear to mention it in detail. [t’s a matter
of canoes and batteaux, with nummerous portages,
for the first thousand or two miles, and canoes,
dogs, sleds and snow-shoes the last thousand or two,
You take lots of Sumrmer and Winiter elothes, in=
eluding a ten er so of every kind of foetaear pos=
sible, and grub eneugh for emefgencing— the latter
eensisting mestly of a year oF twe mee than yeu
gggiﬁé B%ééﬂa yeu figure e a year of twe at least 8

with:

The best man of the many victims of this route to
Alaska that I ever knew—and [ think he was a
dandy—sat down two solid evenings in my best
soap-bex chal¥ In my eabln in Dawson City and told
e some of the lights and shades of this journey.
He and Ris party made geed time. They started
in the Summer of 1897 and reached Cikele City
Dreember, 1899, and they lest by death enly ehe of
their party of eight and enly twe By insanity. The
rest gﬁ%ﬁ%l‘éa; o1 e8Hree,; But they did A8 mere than
maim 83€h SiHer:

Your question, “How long could we stay on the
inside?” suggests the wild and harrowing thought
that you actually figure on going into Alaska, stay-
ing a while and returning to Edmonton the same
Sumener! I think it is that sentence that deter-
mines me to risk your displeasure by the tone I
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adopt in this letter rather than fail to resort to any
device to enlighten you upon the hare-lnzined
temerity of what you propose.

Not that you will do it, for you are too intelligent
a man—as your letter amply proves—to really go
to Edmonton and make a start, But uniless some-
thing like this reaches you pronto you and the other
five may waste a lot o{ time and money befere you
get wise. The Edmonton route was the one tragic
joke in the Kiondike, for four years—and I guess it
still is; I don’t know.

Pearling in the South Seas

THERE’s money in it, but4noet for ama-
teurs with small capital:

Question:—*@an you furnish me information
relative to the pearl industry of the South Sea Is-
lands? Imformation to cover all details for the
guidance of an amateur who is seeking adventure;
also name and location of best place to locate for
convenience and comfortt”—E. H. LGIDINGTON,
Camp Abraham, Eustis, Va.

€ Amswer, by Mr. Miils:—There is not'much encour-
agement offering for the amateur in the pearling
industry. It is an expensive enterprise, and will
certainly provide you with all the thrills and ad-
venture that you could desire if your intentions are
serious.

It is a general impression that, wherever there is a
lagoon in an island in the South Seas there are pearls,
Don't you believe it. The pear], like all other
gems, takes some fiimding.

Pearling is a decided industry along the north-
west coast of Australia. Thursday Island, off the
top of Queensland, is the center of big busimess in
pearls. It Is surrounded by lesser islands, and is
only ninety miles from the coast of Papua (New
Guinea), in the region of whieh pearling also goes on.

Every island within a radius of fifty miles of
Thursday Island is occupied by crews of the peari-
ing-fleets. The boats are commanded by Eumo-
peans and manned by Malays and kanakas and
“Japamese, the latter being particularly facile in
diving, whieh is net done newadays In nakedmness,
but with up-to-diate diving-appliaices. You will
therefore reallze that peafling today is no game for
the amateur.

Pearls are found in the Pacific at wide intervals of
watery space, but at no group is it an industry such
as at the area I have mentioned. On Christmas
Island, which is three degrees north of the Line,
there is one of the largest lagoons to be found on a
Pacitie bit of land. There are peati-shells in this
lagoon. This is a Beitish group,

In the Low Archipelago (the Tuamotu group),
which is French, bladk-edged Tahiti shell (most
valuable) is found in great quantity. In this archi-
pelago atolls (small coral islets) are as thick as cur-
rants in a cake,

On the altar in the cathedral erected by the
Catholics on Mangareva, principal of the Gambier
group, are some pearls of rare value. These were
donations from the peasl-fishing natiwes on their
returns from their various voyages.

A number of pearling-luggers aire licensed in
the western division of New Guinea to fish for
pearls and shell. In the southeast portion of New

Guinea black-lipped shell is found in abundance.

As to the damgers to be guarded against, they
are many and expensive. You first get your peatl—
ing-ground (and that, as I say, takes some finding in
these days of adventurous fortune-lwnting), then
you get your craft and your crew, and you¥ up-to-
date diving equipment; and then there is the great=
est danger of all—diving.

And when jou get your pearl of great price your
life is in danger from the Japs, kanakas and other
humans who in such out-of-the-wiay places where
pearls are found hold-life vel?' chesp. They won't
cut your throat for the sake of a seed pearl, but they
hesitate net at all for a pearl of priee.

I trust that these notes will induce you to go a
little further into the subject before “giving it a
go.” If you have the money to spare, you would
find it well worth while to take a trip to Thuesday
Island and see pearling as it is done along busimness
lines. You would find, however, that adventure
has not been eliminated. K OFal ™

Put at least five cents postage on all let-
ters addressed to Ask Adsentmre editors
whho live outside the U. S. Always enclose
at least five cents in Internatiomal Reply

Coupons for answer.

Savages of Titemra del Fuego

E advice quoted by Colomel Roosevelt,
“speak aisy and carry a big stick,” goes
for the Cape Horn district too:

Question:—“Woldd you kindly give me general
information about the habits of the people living
in the southern part of South America (Cape

.Horm)?'>3fv#% ROMEYS, Grand Rapids, Mich. «

Anssuey, by Captain Dingfle:—The patives of
Tierra del Fuego, who are the only human beings
living near to Cape Horn, are the Onas, a low-grade
face of people similar to the poorest of the North
Armeriean Indian teibes. They are not a sea race,
theugh they live almest Ia the sea, s6 to speak, fof
their eountry is eut up by the inlets and seunds ef
the water maze of the Stralts. They depend upen
Runting, whieh they de-with primitive spears and
areews.

They are not at all friendly. They will stop even
wrecked men from landing if they can.

The Alacalufs, a tribe from Patagonia which
sometimes voyages across to Tierra del Fuego, are
also treacherous, and will mop up any sofitary
white, or small number, if known to be unarmed; but
they won’t bother, say, half a dozen whites if
there’s a gun among the buneh.

There are other natives, the Yahgams, not
strictly belonging to the region you mention, who
are tractable and safe to get along with.

I don’t know your reasons for inquiring about
these people, of course; but if you think of going
down there for placer gold or fur you could take a
chance with a couple of pals and a good rifle apiece,
I have been among those folks a lot, and I have
never been molested aetually; but I recall many a
time when I ight have been had I fiet accidentslly
dischakged my gun at a erltieal mement.
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The Silver Fox

N thousand dellars is the price of its
skin, if you can get $10,000 for it:

Question:—(\What is the value of a silver fox, the
best?

How often do they have pups?

Do you know of a fox-ranch at Eagle River,
Wisconsin, owned by Mr. T. H. ?

Is there a market all the time for silver foxes?

Will be glad to receive anything on fur-fterming
in the way of information that you can give me.*—
Stony P. Howarp, Columbus, Ga.

HAnesuer, by Mr. St. John:—Silver foxes have sold
as high as ten thousand dollars, but the average
price is much less and going down all the time, The
market for all furs is very poor this year, and silver
fox is only a fad at best. The fur is not as pretty
as the prices indicate, a good cross fox in ouf opinien
being far more beautiful

In captivity I believe that they do not figure more
than one litter of puppies a year; and all of these
will not be silver foxes as they are ot a distinct spe-
cies but a color variant of the common fed fox.

I am not acquainted with the fox-ffarm you men-
tion. A good many of them are springing up and
those that are making money are doing so on selling
breeding-stock. It is quite an industey at Prince
Edward Island.

There is always a market for the skins, but no
telling how long high prices will prevail. 1 would
consider fox-fianming a hazardous undertaking,
finamaiidlyy .

The U. S. Department of Agriculture, Washiing-
ton. D. C., has several bulletins on fur-fianming
which are sent free. .

Sport in an International Reserve

BY THE time the two subjoined letters
reach your eye, the map to which Mr.
Phillips refers below will doubdless be
ready for distributien by the railroad which
prepared it:

Question:—*‘Will you please furnish me informa-
tion as follows in regard to lake and river districts
about one hundred and twenty miles north of
Duluth; that is, near Winton, Minn.:

State of weather about June 15th; whether mos-
quitoes are very bad at this time of the year. Also
give ail information you can relative to a canoe
trip which I would like to take in that country,
such as renting canoes, hiring guides and procuring
maps of this region.

I am enclosing stamped and addressed envelope
for your reply.”—H. P, PHELAN, Moberly, Mo,

HAnssveer, by Me. Phillips:—The country north of
Witnon, Minn.. above the Canadian boundary is
known as the Quitico Provincial Park; that on the
Ameriean side as the Superior Nafiiomal Forest.
Both together eoprse about 3,000,000 aeres.

June 15th is a little bit early for a canoe trip.
The mosquitoes are at their best—last year there
were countless myriads. Two weeks later is better;
or July 15 is still better,

It would be impossible to tell you concerning

weather conditions; a person on a canoe trip must'be
prepared for the worst at all times. However, 1
have found that the weather conditions ate very
favorable as the Summer advances,

You can obtain canoes at Ely Boat-House, Ely,
Miinm., at $1.25 for the first seven days; $1 per day
thereafter. Dnayage charge $3 each way to have
canoe delivered at Wintion depot, which should be
Yyour starting-peint ewlng to its eonvenience. The
men at statlon are the most acegmmedating on
earth and will help yeu dewn i@ Falls Lake. Your
eanoce should be sixteen fest leﬂg for twe peeple
seventeen feet for three, with “three paddirs af
earrying-yoke.

I can recommend American, Canadian and Indian
guides. Their charges ate $8 to $10 per day.
They will do all the heavy carrylng and packing;
also some cooklng. Better do the latter yourself
however,

The routes'are fairly well marked, and with a
general knowledge of woodmanship it is possible to
Serve as your own guide.

The Duluth and Iron Ramge Railroad, Duluth,
Mimm., is about to publish a map of this country
:lhowing canoe routes. This will be ready in a few

ays.

FEishing is generally good—bass, Northern pike,
yellow perch, whitefish, lake trout. You will prob-
ably see moose, deer, bobcats, porcupine, etc.,
depending on season. No firearms of any sort are
allowed in park. -

Awiiation in Mexico

N OT much chance yet for the free-lance,
uniess he can get a job running valu-
ables past the bandits:

\

Question:—“Woldd appreciate any information
you can give me with regard to aviation in Mexico.

Ate climatic conditions in Mexico City favorable
for flying?

Are there any aircraft companies, or any one that
desires American pilots?

+ How are living conditions in Mexico City?'—

H. J. GoopsTEIN, Chicago, Til.

Anssuer, by Mir, Mahaffey:—The only important
aviation carried oh in Mexico is by the Mexican War
Department.

They have a field'and quite a plant at Valbuena,
in the outskirts of Mexico City, and have bought a
number of Farman planes from Europe, also a numi=
ber of planes—I do not know the make—irom the
United States. Some months ago there was quite a
bit i the papris regerding avlation and a very
extenisive program was eutlined; but owing te the
finaneial erisisin Mexieo as well as the United States
1 assuime this will net Be earried out s9 prompily.

I understand they build planes at Valbuena, and
I have seen some very good propellers turned out
there. In the articles in the papers some American
aviator was to have charge of the proposed new
units, but believe that there is a very slight €ltance
of landing anything as the motto is generslly
“WEekico foF the Mexieans,” and as the same officers
afe in eharge as during the Carranza administration
1 asstme the same peliey is eafried out:

Mexico is very careful not to employany foreign-
ers in important parts of her military program, and
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even a naturalized foreigner is, according to the
Constitution of 1917, incapable of serving in the
Army or Navy.

Some time ago the oil companiies in and around
Tampico were considering using planes to earry pay-=
roll money to their outlying camps, but as the
bandits are all now I?@verﬁmeﬂt troops 1A tewd I
suppose the thing fell through.

Mexico City is at an elevation of about 6,500 feet;
but as it is located in a broad valley I assume air
currents are not bad, and considerable flying is eaf-
ried on. You €an get beard and roem at any priee
you eare to pay from $20 gold a menth up to the
blue sky.

Jhe officer in charge of aviation is Coronel Al-
berto Salinas, Dptw. de Aviacion, Secretaria de
Guerra, Mexico, D. F., Mexico. If you are intt-
ested in the Army plans write him, telling him fully
your experiefice, ete. It ?rabably will net de any
good, but is werth the trial.

Why not go to the Mexican consul-general in
Chicago and see what kind of a recegption he gives
you? He may also have some info I have not got
so far. Wrrite to the Latiim-American Diwision, De-
partment of Commexrce, Washington, for the latest
Supplement to Consulker Rgports in Mexico City.

About Fireplaces

NOTHING doing if you want to keep
warm when it's right cold. Take Mr.
Harriman’s tip instead:

Question:—*hbout what size of a cabin would be
needed for four or five young fellows?

What would be needed for furnishing such a
cabin? .

How to build a cabin and also & hint or two about
putting a fireplace in a cabin will be fully appre-
ciated by me and my three chums, Have encloged a
stamped envelope for your reply.-'=TEp TiHOMAS,
Flint, Mich.

LY

Hneswer, by Mr, Harriman:—I have bunked with
three others in a cabin 10 x 16 feet, with a leanto
kitehen at the back that was 6 x 8 feet, and we were
quite comfortable. Once I spent a short time with
two others in a cabin 9 x 12 and no leanto kitchen.
One thing about it, we kept from freezing in Mim-
fiesota westher that hung round the forties.

Our furnishings in each cabin consisted of a table
made from box boards, with pole legs, benches made
from split basswood, with pole legs, bunks made
with pele frames, springy little poles to hold bed, a
let of marsh grass aml some blankets. A little
ﬁ%ve with fth_i@@ h@leskf@rl polts, a movable oven,
goffeepot, frying-pan, kettle. large saucepan, com=
men ~E111?g§ﬂz 1A plates, steel knives and forks, tinned
$peshs: )

Windiows of four lights 8 x 10 inches. Dwor, two
thickmess of boards, one across, the other vertical.
Floor, dirt, packed hard. ) .

A fireplace is a delusion and a snare in a cold cli-
mate. When a fire is burning, three hs of the
heat ascends the chimney. Wihen the fire dies out
the cold air drops down the flue like a deluge of cold
water. A little stove will heat better than four fire—
places.

But you can build one by laying up a pole crib
and building & stone and clay mortar chimney inside

this crib.  Use a piece of old wagon tire or spring te
hold the arch above opening, letting it run clear
acrﬁss chimney and turn up at ends, center bent in
archn.

To build cabin, notch logs together at eernefs,
fill cracks with split chunks and daub with elay mud.
Put up rafters, cover with eress-poles; then thateh
with grass or rushes of eovey with batk laid like
mlstgl‘;etﬂ 1Eiile oF like shingles. Close gables with Bark
of thateh.

Lands for Veterans

HI‘I—HES\Y receive special consideration ac-
cording to the length of their service;
but it should be borne in mind that all, or
practically all, the good government land
open to entry has already been taken up:

Question-——“fI wish information as to South
Dakota.

1. Homesteading (timber or cut-over lands).

2. Plager mining.

3. Trapping.

I am an ex-sediiier, veteran of the Spanish-Ameti- 3
can War and also of the World War. Have a small
amount of money; also willing te work.

Have small amount of knowledge of placer mining.

4. Can one prospect on the Black Hills Govern-
Enﬂ;nt National Park?"—ED. H. BEAL, Kaisas City,

HAnssuer, by Captain Hamson:—In reply to your
first question, about taking :F a homestead on tim-
ber or cut-over lands, I would say that, as an ex-
soldier, providing you had 2¥4 yeats or more of Fed-
ersl serviee, you would only have te reside seven
fenths 6n a gevernment howmestead to preve up 6
it. Write te the Superintendefit of Deeufents,
Government PHmtiiy-Office; Washiagton, P. C,,
and ask fer the fellewing eiteulass of the Depart-
ment of the MiRrer, Generfal Lan-Offiee:

Circular No. 641—Soldiers, Sailors and Marines
Serving during Operations on the Mexican
Border and during the War with Germany, etc.

Circular No. 649—Vacant Public Lands on July 1,
1919.

Circular No. 523—Stock-Raising Homesteads; In-
structions.

Circular No. 541—Suggestions to Homesteaders
and Persons Desiring to Make Homestead

The above will give you most of the information
about existing public lands and a soldier’s rights in
acquiring them.

I fear it will be hard for yout to find much profit-
able placer mining in South Dakota or elsewhere in
the Northwest now. Of course, there are plenty of
plages where you can try it; but I doubt safi
results. You had better write to the U. S. Land-
Office, Rapid City, S. Dak., to find out whether
you eafi prospect for mineral in the Black Hills
Ela‘t’ﬁ@ﬁal Forest of Barney National Forest; I de aot

RO

In regard to trapping in South Dakota and the
laws governing it, you can get a copy of the “Builke-
tin of the Dept. of Game and Fish of S. Dak.,” by
writing to H. S. Hedrick, State Game Warden,
Pierre, S. Dak.
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1895 when her son was seven momn id. Fa
was Steve Harmon and brother's name
Heard she had remarried and was living vlg@&@

Any information will be gratefu @y Fece
MapELINE BOWMAN REESE, Bex 383,
California.

OCKMEIR, OTTOQ H. F of U.3S.
Left him in Puerta Plata, San Donungo, ;91& Any @f

the old gang write to_the “Harp.” Very anxious
o L. Mc%)nor., gxé N. tﬁ]bg

from you.
Philadelphia, Pa.

AGLIN, TACK. -Fiome was im Spimgfiadt, 1l Witth

me in British Columbia; later soldiered toget&nsr in
Philippies in 1898 and 1899. trip across on trams-
port Steridan in 1902. Last heard of in San Francisco about
tirme of fire in 190§ —Adifiesss- BILLY STEWART, 408 Wall
St., Seattle, Wash.

ILBERT, ROBT. E. Write at once. Letters ad-

dressed to ovemor returned, Have something in
view.—Adhiress METTE, Main Camp Guard-House,
U. S. Marimes, Paris lsland 8.C.

A LL fomm- m@nm of the 657th Aero Aaggdvsn kindly
%t once With ex- at 10404
South Boulsvard, leveland, @hle

PNIMI‘NI&, JOHN CUSTUS. Born™ in Odessa,, Del.,
about i847. Carriage-painter and striper by trade.
Ise has been in or connected with wholesale and manu-
faatuﬂn Business. Last seen about thirty rears ago when
he called en relatives in Wilington, Del. Rumis te-
eewed mat he waa m failread serviee in of near Chiea gs
0

6. Alae h;aafa ab@ut ten yeafs 2
i R A e SR L

apreciated. —uddeas H’N&Yr@{r PARBANES, Difbilin,

NATDCHRLL, BEN. Served in the ist V. S. Cavalry at

Camp Sotosenburg. P. I. 1967 to 1916. Any inforonz-
tion will be greatly apprecmted by an old friend of his. Ben
if you see this write for I have important and welcome news
for you. L. T. 416, care of Adventure.

Last heard of in Deer
Any information
,R.R. 1,

araté
o ﬂ e

mupa,

, EUGENE.

Lodge, Mont., several years ago.

will be apgmcnamd — £ess ARTHUR
Box nea, Sapulpa, Okla.

NAKBIAR, DANNY. Mischaud, Heavey Frank, Harveﬁ(
+ G e@eoggee or any of the boys of Batt. D, 2istF. A. A. E
Please write to LEQ J. (REB)BENNE , 518 Lodi St.,
Syracuse, N. Y.

A LLEN, LUTHER B. Son. Last heard from at Ante-

#*s {ope, Oregon, 1913. Lived there several years. Left

Portland, Oregon, and might hav;)ggls:e to Canada. Age
nine, height five feet ten i fghs about 173

pounds, hght hair and blue eyes Any in ormatlon com-

cerning h\m will be appreciated. ™Aditess M

SWINDEN, 81 R]dssphirieeSts, (Baamsd’laassmcegnn

UNKLEY, GUNNER LESLIE HILL. Was with the

Canadian’ Expeditionary Force, and was demobilized

on December p1, 1918. Any information as to his whems-
abouts please write—L. T. 415§, care of Axihenittre,

HELDON, MRS. ELLA. Fred and Adel-

Muotiher.
Henrletta Sheldm‘

bert Sheldon, brothers: sister,
Last heard from at Lowell, Onelda Co., N. Y. thicty~three
years ago. Any Information concerning their winie=
ab@uts will be 5% W. H. SHELBON, 118

iated.
Reiester St., Ful t@ﬁ‘ N. Y.

D ELATIVES of John Burger who left his home in Duliith,

* Minn, about fourteen years ago. Has one sister, R@&@
and a brof F names Aot known. Any ifr
fofmatian as to their whereabouts will be appreciated—:
Adiress L. T. 417, care of Adventure,

RINS, ELLSWORTH H. Ceo. G. 4th Iaf, D=
charged May 9, 1920 from Camp Pike Little Roek,

Ark. Last heard from at that place. Any one kn@wmgg

his whereabouts please write to his mothet. as% M

B. NS, 31 W. Baltimoie, Lynn, Mass.

PETER. Uncle. Died somewhere in the

Unlted States thirty--one years ago. Any one kﬂawﬂﬂﬂ

the name of the place he died will receive $5.00 reward.—

éaw%a HARRY COTE, 472 Adlingten St., Ottawa, Ont.
nada. -

Swedish descent, age about forty, light

complexion, brown mustache. Came to Beauwment,
Texas from Houston, Texas thiee years ago with a friend.
Stopped overnight at the Crosby Hotel and were separated.
Any lnformation as to his whereabeuts will be appresiated,
—Adtitess B. F. CALLEASE, De Quincy, La.

M}[mms, HAVEN. Private in Co. A. 137th Inf.
Thirty-fifth Diwision. Last seen on the f@a side en
way to Argonne battle. Any one havm%aﬁy iﬂf@fmaﬂeéi
coricerning him please write.—AdlRsS M. Wizl

1308 Stewart St., Kamsas City, Kansas.

UAMRK, WILLIAM H. Brown haie and ;blue eyes.
* When last heard of was supposed to have sold his
ranch in Arizona and gone to Tampa, Florida. Any !ﬂ%
mation will be appreciated by his mother.—Adtitass MRS,
SusAN A. CLARK, § North soth St., W. Phila., Pa,

VW/ZELDON, FRANK. Brother, HATTIE WELDON.
vv Mother. Lived in Sarnie, Ont., Canada, Last seen
in 1884 when [ was adopted by Henry Masen of Detreit,

iich, Brother was three years old at that Ume. g
information will be appreciated. —Adtiipss MRS, MINNY
SUGBEN, Birmingham, Mieh.

CONS and d: rs of Joe Hamoock. Was foreman of a
“ mine in Californla—believed to be the New Holman.
Was killed at mine. Any information as 6 any of héﬁ
ehlldfen wm be a%%me ted by their aunt—AdHASs

Wharten St,, Butte, Ment.

B&ﬂl@m OLE ELEASSEN. Born in Soﬂdie. Odaleﬂ,
Norway. Age about eighty-four. Left for g
fifty-six years ago, Last heard of ia Walla Walla Wa§
l[}li;y gge kréewmg hisf vy)tg\ef@bou please wiite.— M@%
care of “Afenpeshen,”’ A WERg!
Kristiania, Norway. ’ e

XY/EBB, JOSEPH RALPH. Left Pheenix, May 38. iaze
vv Helght about five feet ten inches; dark blue ey aé
black hair. Weighs about {69 peunds; ﬁim\ﬁéﬂ yeaiﬁ
Probably headed for South Ameriea me s
and would like to know his whereamfis-——A s R§.
G. W, WiEBR, 663 No. 2nd St., Pheenlx, Ariz,

igi
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cDONAL , JAMES (Pinky) or Watison, Theodore. 1

* have no ill-will whatever, and only wish you good.
Would like to hear from you. Any one kaowing of this
chap’s whereabouts please communicate with F. C. H.,
care of Naval Radio Station, Yerba Buena Island, San
Francisco, Cal.

BRADY, GEORGE S. Age about thinty-tinee, brown
hair and eyes, weighs about 165 pounds. A painter by
trade. Believed to have gone to Canada or Cuba. Any
information. concerning him will be appreciated.—Address
BERNICE GRADY, R 17, Anchorage, Kentucky.
LN, Mi@ GRACE éAunt Grace) or €. H.
McMullen. Please write and let me hear from little
Paul. If any one segs this who knows where they are
please write—=BoX 55, Oakton, Va,

TIECES and nephews of Fred and Sallie Gibson (De-
" rtm@whohv atHenmdenmm Texas. Please writie
me immediatelﬁ have important news—Addntess
JumMtiE BANKS, Big Cedar Oida.

CURTS FRANK E. Theatrical name Frank Manning.
Disappeared from Lusk, Wyo., about March, 1918,
while engaged in business of quarrying. For years prior
e had conducted the Frank Manming shows. eight five
feet six inches, light hair, blue eyes, solid build, scar over
left eve on the forehead. Any lﬁfcfmation emeemiﬁg
him ~:1 be appreeclated. —Adiitess R. M. ANDERSON, Be-
loil, Kansas,

PPMAN, FRANK C. Father. Age sixty-five years.

Formerly = foreman at the Pheenix Brewing Co. ~ Left
Pittsburg a ut twenty year ago to go to Brooklyn,
wihere he was supposed to have gone in the hotel business.
Anybody knowing his present whereabouts please write.—
Address MRS. WM. R. FRAZIER, 7123 Mt. Vernen St.,
Pittsburg, Pa.

AE. P.or PAT. Would like to get in touch with you.
Write L, E. P., care of Adventuwe.

ML following hare been inquired for in either

& the First May or Mid-May Issues of Advem-
ture. They cam et the name of the inquirer
from this magazine.

ALLEN CHARLES K.; Barnett, Mrs, James; Barrow,

Qtis W/; Eottmg Leonard: Buck Sadie; Bums, Jim;
Cumminms, Mozart; arlington, Mi P.; Davis, Frank;
Decker. Chas.; Fredet Peter; Gilberto, Rmcho Hank, I
J; B. F; Harry, G.; Hilliard, Hou hton Hltmer Phil
1 , George Otls, Hoﬂ'man, William; Horton, Fred;
Hugh, Edward; Hupp, Chatles E.; Jenmess, Dale; Jones
Merlin; Kamﬂﬁmr Olga; Kelly, Joe; Mason, Henry

Addreattuee

Arthur; McDomald, Duncan; Montgomery, A. J. H.;
M ,Paul M.; Pierce; Pmlans Robert Q) Pbitittt,
Percy W.; Rfewmds John; Rice, Hefbert Roblnsom
Dan Schlege] Phil; Scott, Henry Shaﬂef, Edw, W H
Shulte, Mrs. Julia A Smith, Harold‘ Sodefbefg. Ser
Bob; Swenson, Neil; Rag, Howard H.; Ear] {
Thrope, Frank; Tidblad, Carl Ei-hard* Touls Ole;
Undierwood, Ray, Wlm:ey, Adolph; Wﬁlliam, “Kid.”
E.lESCELLANEQ)JDS Fellows in Mexico with Troop D.
vk BttliCaav.149165110) 7
MANUSCREPTS UNCLAIMED
ASTLAR GAL BREATH; Ruth Gilfillan; Jack P.
Robinson; Ray Ozmer; Miss Jirummie Banks; O. B.

Franklin; Lieutenant Wen. S. Hilles; G. H. Bennetr Byron
Chisholm; A. B, Paradis; E. E. S. Atkins; G. E. Hm?-
ford: A. Gaylord; E. J. Moran; F. S. Emrsoﬂ- Mufp Y3
J. Higmon; J. E. arner; L. E. Patten; L. T. Bennett;
Siaa afdle‘ Jamm M@sse' C. E. Whllsou‘ R. W. Klmsey
C. H. [-[ummgtfon* . Polowe; George Stanley. S, C. Hut
ston; P. Brady.

I TNCLAIMED mail is held by Adventare for the
following persons, who may obtaln it by
sending us present address and proof of identity,

ALDRIIEID@E F. P.; Allen, Paul; Beaton, G. M.; ¥ir. and
Mrs. Bennett; Benson E. N.; 'Bertsch, M]lséllzabeﬂl
Blighton, Prank; Bonner, J. S Buomell Mr.; Buckley,
Ray: Camphbell, Maurtice Viele; Carpenter.[&nﬂmnts Caur,
John; Chisholm, D. F. K.; Clark, Emmest; S,; Cleve, Jimn;
Clmghnm Charles; Coles. Bobby Connor, A. M.; Cook,
Elliot, D.: Cook, William N.; Corbett, Fred P.; Curtis, D.
A.; Courtlandt Victor; Fisher, ist Sgt. Halke Robert E.g
Hams Walter J-; Hoﬁms.n J. M.; ard Charlie;
Hu@jm Frank E.; Huat, Daniel O* Conlnell [lnnng. Thos.
L.; Jackson, Robert R.; Kl , Chas. C.; Kuckaby William
FﬁamuB; Kuteher, Sgt. Harry,Laﬂef Mis. Harry; Lanahan,
R@beft‘ Lams f, C. E.; Lander, Harfy. Laﬁsey, Jack;

Haﬁy‘ Lée. Wan. R.. : Lonely jock‘
L@vett, ar@ S.; MecAdams, W\ elmmald Tony;
MaeKaye, D. C.; Ma@kmmh D.T Mendelsoﬂ. Aleck:

Nvlandier, Tewne J.; O'Hara, Jack,
lelﬁad, Harr E ﬁafkef. DE. M, Parker.G A.; Parrott,
Pvt. D. C.; Phillips, Buﬁﬁﬁgtoﬂ, Phim CGrbettC Plgem.
A. H.; Raines, W ; Riich, r Bob; Rman,

B.; Runuile, MernllG 'St. Clair, %re ; Schmidt, G.; Scott,
Jamm P.: Smith, C. 0 Starr, Ted.; Soloway, Jac M.;
Van ’I‘yler Chester; Von Gelucke Byron Wm’d Frank B.;
Wnlley Floyd Wilhams Capt. W. P.; J, C. H.; W. W, T.;

S. 177284: L. T. 439; WS-XV.

PLE‘ASE send us your present address. Letters for-
warded to you at address given us do pot reach you.=

Addiress L. B. BARRETTO, care of Adizemtare. A

the next issue:
ONE AGAINST MANY
Shooting stories of the Old West.

DON DIEGO VALDEZ
Blsod puts a new wrinkle into piracy.

The Revolution in South Carolina,

CHIVALRY OF THE WILD
Wihy the white fox gave up its prey.

CREEPIN® TINTYPES
What a mo¥ie man did for Piperock.

One man against four man-handlers,

THE TRAIL AHEAD

MID-JUNE ISSUE

In addition to the serial story and the three nowdltttés mentioned
on the second contents page the following stories come to yom in

THE TORCH-BEARERS. A Four-Part Story.

FOUR OF THEM WERE FOOLISH* An Off-the-Trail Story
#(See first contents page.)

Frederick R. Bechdolt
Rafael Sabatinii

Part II1  Hugh Pendexter
F. St. Mars

W. C. Tastle

John D. Swain




