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12 SHORT STORIES

“Hell, no. I'm a cattleman. I work for my
living. But we go into the same town to get
- drunk on Saturday night.”

We talked for a few moments and then
Smith touched Carey Russell on the arm,
said, "I better see about them cows.” Those
were the only words he spoke during that
first meeting and perhaps that’s the reason,

the surprise of hearing him speak at all, that .

I noticed his voice.
I said, “You've got more of a West

Texas, New Mexico accent than a Florida

one.”

He just looked at me, his face dark and
quiet, and did not answer. Carey Russell
told him all right, go look after the cows,
and he went out. I noticed that he was wear-
ing high-heeled boots, and in those days the
Florida cattlemen didn’t often use Western
boots. :

I said, “T used to be a ceputy sheriff in
New Mexico.”

Carey Russell looked at me out of his
hard, almost colorless eyes. “Then you'll be
interested in ranching Florida style.” I told
him I would and he said, “Maybe Silent
Tom will explain it to you.” This evidently
struck him as funny for he burst into deep,
harsh laughter.

At breakfast Waite told me that we
wouldn’t leave until afternoon, so that we
could go with Russell and his cowhands.
It be safer that way.”

“Yes?”

“I don’t mean my personal troubles. It’s
just that the country between here and Palm
Center is pretty wild. The law is chiefly left
up to the individuals and there are bush-
wackers who don'’t hesitate to take a crack at
two or three men if they think the men carry

money enough to make it worthwhile. Be-

* sides—"

“Go ahead,” I said. :

“Carey has been feuding with some of the
other cattlemen. It develops into open war-
fare at times, with everybody stealing every-
body else’s cattle and shooting it out if
caught. I've an idea Carey steals his share,
maybe more than his share. And there are
men who have sworn to get even.”

I had heard of the Florida cattle country
—that it was not only wilder and more
primitive at the turn of the century than the
West ever managed to be, it was more vi-
cious and that life was not only cheap, it was

25

often savage and despicable. I asked Waite
if it would not be safer to travel without
Catey Russell under the circumstances.

“No,” Waite said. “Carey runs the ranch
to suit himself. The cattle ate his, whatever
he makes on them is his—and I think he’s
doing all right. But most of the land in that
country is mine, so I get some of the blame
for Carey’s work. I'm generally thought to
be in partnership with him.”

“Are you?” _ _

“I don’t try to stop him. He was running
the ranch when Father was killed. I don’t
want to change things for him, or for any of
them. Because this way I have the best
chance of learning who killed Father and
Lloyd.”

But I still didn’t put complete faith in
that story, and I used the morning to ride
out to Fort Brook and see Cherry in the
hope of learning just what had happened
last night. I remembered the way she had
screamed and shoved me, and that shove
had- saved my life—if the bullet had been
fired at me. I wanted to thank her, and I
wanted to learn just what it was she had
seen outside the window; maybe the face of
the gunman, maybe just the gleam of light
on a gun barrel. I wanted to know.

A Negro was mopping up the front
room. Behind the bar a big man was wash-
ing glasses and straightening up. Even in
mid-morning the light was dim in the place
without the lamp overhead. I said good
morning to the Negro and to the man be-
hind the bar, kept going.

The man came out from behind the bar.
I hadn’t realized before how very big he
was. “Where you going, Bud?”

“I want to see Cherry.”

“She ain’t up yet.”

“She’ll see me,” I said, and went on, the
barman standing there looking after me.

I knocked on the door of Cherry’s room
and there wasn’t any answer. But the door
wasn’t locked; she didn’t keep it locked be-
cause people she didn’t want to see knew
better than to try to come in. I went in and
the little sitting room was the way it always
had been, full of lace and satin dolls and
beaded lampshades. I went across to the
bedroom door and knocked and opened that.

She was lying in bed and for just a mo-
ment I thought she was asleep. The ted-
hair was spread over the pillow and her face
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got a couple of barrels of Tampa Bay water
in one of the wagons for him.”

“What?”

“He’s working on a method to get gold
out of sea water; there actually is a tiny
amount of gold in salt water, I understand.
Anyway, it keeps him happy—two barrels
of sea water, and one of rum.”

T DUSK we rode into the small town
of Palm Center, and here Carey Rus-
sell with Tom Smith and the other cow-
hands left us. Russell shook hands befote
leaving. “From what Waite says,” he told
me, “T'll probably see you around.” Then
he laughed, that short, harsh laughter that
may have been real mirth and may not.
Tom Smith neither shook hands nor said
goodbye.
Brud and Waite and I rode on across the

town. “Dark Gardens is about a mile out,”
Waite said.
“What 1s?” It was the first time I had

heard the name.

“Dark Gardens. That's the name of the
gardens, the name of the big house, too.”

Brud said, “Waite lives in the big house
with Janice. I live in the gardener’s lodge.”
His voice held a quiet note of humor and
he was smiling when he spoke.

And so in the early light, a full moon
rising, the air cool and very still, with no
hint of wind, we came to Dark Gardens.

There was a wall of cypress, green-black
against the sky with the top silver-tipped
by the moon. Where a road had been cut

we rode through the cypress, but to right:

and left, wherever the moon touched, we
could see the cypress knees, those weirdly
shaped lumps of wood rising from the
ground. Then we came vut into the moon-
light and into a vast sea of lilies. And at
that moment a whippoorwill began its
melancholy crying.

Perhaps it was the name of the place, ot
the way Waite Bronson had spoken of it,
or perhaps that black, serrated fortress of
cypress that bound it off from the outer
world; and it may have been, coming at
that moment, the crying of the whippoor-
will, which always has been to me a sound
of utter loneliness and despair; but from
those first moments I began to sense the
atmosphere of gloom and of unnatural de-
pression, which to me at least, seemed al-

ways to ovethang the place. There were too
many flowers here. In some strange way
Dark Gardens missed beauty as a blanket
of flowers upon a grave will miss it. And
I wondered then what Waite had meant
when he compared the gardens with his
Cousin Janice.

The driveway curved on past dark pools
on which floated lily pads that must have
been six feet in diameter, past banked aza-
leas, towering columns of bamboo, flower-
ing and perfumed shrubs that made gro-
tesque shadows in the moonlight. Then
ahead of us loomed up something huge
and dark, and Waite Bronson said, “There’s
the house.”

Brud seemed to awake from a half dream.
He reined in his horse and held out his hand
to me, smiling. “I turn off here. My place
is over this way, about two hundred yards.
Look me up tomorrow and I'll show you
about the gardens.”

He rode off down a side lane and I asked
Waite, “Does he live over there alone? He
isn’t married, is he?”

“He isn’t married.”

“Aren't any of your relatives married?”

“Carey is. But I don't think he lets that
trouble him much.”

I could see the house clearly in the moon-
light now. Waite said, "Grandfather came
from South Carolina, so he set out here to
building, himself a Southern mansion.”

It was beautiful, or rather it must have
been years before. Two and a half stories,
it managed to catch that perfect grace and
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symmetry which so few buildings have. Tall
columns spaced along the front porch held,
high up, a second porch or observatory. But
the railing around this observatory was
broken in one place, the remnants sagging
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“Perhaps Waite would give me the money
to travel.” Her smile was slightly wistful,
and very lovely. “Many people don’t travel,

Mr. Lane. Many of us are not adventurers,

or—" ‘The smile faded from her face; she
turned to look straight at me. “Did you
really come here to learn who killed Waite’s
father and brother?”

“I came to visit Waite.”

“But you are a detective?”

I told her the truth. “I was a deputy
sheriff once, for six months. That’s all.”

“You didn’t tell Waite that you could
learn which one of us was the murderer?”

“I don’t think I ever said that.”

Far off I heard the barking of dogs. The

girl said, “You could never have learned
anyway. Because they weren’t murdered. At
least, the murderer isn’t alive any more.”

I could only stare at her. “It was Lloyd
Branson’s horse that killed his father,” she
said. “Lloyd knew the horse was wild. He
liked them that way. He should never have
let his father ride it. Uncle Thane was not a
good horseman.”

“You mean Lloyd deliberately let his
father—?"

“No. It was carelessness. At least, Lloyd
blamed himself afterwards. He said he was
responsible for his father’s death. It became
an obsession with him. He began to refer
to himself as his father’s murderer.”

“And Lloyd?”

“I think he fell from the balcony—on
purpose. At least—" She put her hand on
my arm as Waite had done earlier that
night. “It must have been that way. I have
thought about it so much, for so long! It
had to be that way!”

“You are frightened,” I said.

“Only because Waite has talked the way
he has, always saying that Uncle Thane and
Lloyd were murdered. It—gets on your
nerves.”

But the truth was in her eyes. “You have
been afraid a long time,” I said. “All the
years since your uncle was killed you have
been afraid.”

- She looked around her at the garden. “I
think I have been afraid all my life,” she
said. '

The dogs had quit barking now. Janice
made that little gesture with which Waite
would discard one mood and adopt another
—though with her it was not so completely
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successful. “You must think me awfully
silly,” she said. “And we must go back to
the house now. Ulla will have supper
ready.”

The house was brightly lighted when we
entered. Crystal candelabra hung from the
high ceilings; they stirred faintly with the
wind, so that the crystals, catching the light
of the candles, broke it into fragments and
flung it like yellow marbles against the
walls, and over the ceilings and floors.

Janice sent a servant to call Waite. “But
there is no need for us to wait,” she said,
and we went in to the supper table.

It was a huge mahogany table richly set
with creamy linen, heavy silver, and cut
glass—and yet the silver was not all the

_same pattern, nor the glasses; the table cover

and the napkins did not match, nor all the
dishes. It was as if whoever set the table
had simply dipped into loaded drawers, tak-
ing out the first things that came to hand.
But Janice did not seem to notice—and it
was then I began to wonder who was the
real mistress of the house.

We were waited on by a Negro man, but
it was Ulla, the woman who had showed me
to my room, who supervised the meal. Her
face would appear at the door, watching us
for a moment, and then be gone again.

Under the light of the candles Janice was
a very charming and beautiful hostess. She
asked questions about Cuba and about the

 West and I found that she had a good sense

of humor, a'quick light laugh that would
have seemed impossible in the gardens only
a few minutes before. Perhaps she did have,
I thenght, some of Waite’s ability to shed
one mood easily and pick up another. Even
the tone of her beauty seemed to have

‘changed with the candlelight. A faint rose

flush lay just under the surface of her skin
which was more sunburned than ladies usu-
ally cared to be those days.

“You say you were a deputy sheriff?”

“It was in New Mexico,” I said. “There
was a range war going on, with the sheriff
sort of caught in the middle. After six
months I decided I had strained my luck far
enough, and gave it up.”

“Cousin Carey is always feuding with
somebody. He/ claims they are stealing his
cattle and driving him bankrupt, and they
claim he steals theirs. Why do cattlemen do
that?”
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both for our own sakes, and for the horses.
We would lope them for awhile, slow to a
walk, then we’'d walk awhile, leading them.
Neither the riding nor the walking helped

my arm, and the whole thing is a trip I do -

not like to remember. I think I was out of
my head part of that time because I have
* vague memories of babbling to Janice about
Cherry and of saying time and again that the

things at Dark Gardens could never be .

solved there and that I had to know, we
both had to know, because there could never
be any happiness and understanding be-
tween us until we did. : :

N THE late afternoon we reached Fort
Brooke. “A doctor,” Janice said.

“Later. Not now.”

It was gloomy in the big room with the
bar along one side. Behind the bar stood
the huge man whom I had last seen kneel-
ing beside Cherry’s bed. No one else was
there.

He watched us as we entered, dust cov-
ered, staggering a little from weariness. He
looked from me to Janice and back to me,

his hands out of sight beneath the bar. He

said, “You don’t bring women in here.”

“Have you ever learned who killed
Cherry?” ’

He leaned a little forward. “You know?
Do you know?” o

“I think I do. You've got a girl here, not
quitc as tall as this lady, with very blond
hair that doesn’t look natural. Her skin and
eyes are too dark. Maybe she’s Cuban, or
Spanish, with dyed hair. She wasn't here
two years ago.”

“That would be Edda.” He began to
breathe hard. “'She owns the place now. You
mean she—?" ,

“No. I don’t think so. But she may
know. Is she here?”

“I'll get her.” He came from behind the
bar. He did not hurry. There was some-
thing slow and ponderous about him, like
some awkward- machine that once started
could not be stopped. “You wait,” he said.

The girl was with him when he returned,
the same girl who had been here the night
when Waite and Brud Cammett and I had
come, who had gone to tell Cherry I wanted
to see her. She was dressed for the evening,
her face heavy with rouge, and there was a
diamond bracelet on her wrist. For just a

moment fear showed in her eyes; she
glanced back at the bartender who was be-
tween her and the door. Then she shrugged

- and came forward.

“Well?” she said.

“Do you remember me?”

“You came to see Cherry one night.”

“You remember the man who was with
me?” ’

“The pretty one? How could a girl for-
get him?”

“You went out to dance with him and a

little later there were some shots from out-

side. Were you with him all that time?
Were you with him when the shooting hap-
pened?”

“Sure.” _

I looked at the bartender. “She’s lying,”
I said. :

He reached for her and she tried to duck
away. But his hand closed on her shoulder,
and her face showed first fear, then pain.
“Wait! Let go of me! I'll tell you!”

“You weren’t with him.”

“He left me right after we went in the
dance-hall. I never saw him again. I swear
I didn’t!” -

That was what I had been trying to re-
member for so long, knowing there was
something I should remember, and not able
to bring it clear. Brud had left with a gitl,
and when I saw him again, outside the
building, there had been a girl with him.
But not the same girl. One he had picked

~up in the confusion after the shots.

I said, “"How did he get in to Cherry?

“That was later; it had to be later.”

The bartender must have been hurting
her shoulder because she screamed. I asked,
“How much did he pay you?”

"It was in gold! A lot of gold! But he
said he was a friend of hers! I thought he
was! I—"

She screamed again. I think perhaps the
man would have killed her then, but there
was another voice in the room. Brud Cam-
mett said, “I rode in with Carey. He’s look-
ing in Tampa for you. I thought you might
be here.”

His clothes were dusty, his face dusty and
sweat-splotched. Yet he was still more hand- -
some than any man has a right to be. He
stood there with one hand in his coat pocket.
His eyes were very blue.

So he had found the money, I thought,
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_petately thirsty, but she would not leave the
kitten unguarded for a moment.
The climbing sun sent tentative shafts of
light into the thicket, and Chela yawned
hungrily. The spring world was hushed at
the moment, for the dawn was still too chill
for even the bird songs which at this season
‘welcomed the new day. She bent her head
again, purring in her throat; then carefully
picked the kitten up by the nape of the neck
and moved away from the place. She made
‘no sound, and every move seemed studied.
"By-and-by she came out of the covert and
paused at a tiny pool where a melting drift
had settled into a depression. Putting down

“ the kitten she drark, but stopping now and

- then to look around and listen. Once she
flinched, caught up the kitten and crouched
as though to run as her observing eye caught

‘a shadow against the brightened sky. But

the maker of the shadow was only a bald
eagle ‘'winging across the valley from one
ledge to another, likewise intent on break-
fast. Perhaps he saw the mother lynx, for
his clear-gold eyes were like telescopes; but
if he did so, he did not stop. Even an eagle
was too smart to incur the wrath of a lynx
with a new-born kitten.
~ Yet the incident seemed to stir her uneasi-
-ness again, reminding her of The Fear. She
~picked up the kitten and moved off silently
‘again, a ghostly creature nearly three feet

long, still in her thick winter fur, light gray-

except her head, which was darker with
black bars on the wide fur ruff at either
side. Her absurd stub-tail was not more than
. four inches long, and twitched with every
movement of her lithe body. Save that his
coat was more spotted, the tiny kitten was
a replica of herself. He made no sound as
she carried him, but when she stopped again
and rested him, he mewed plaintively in
hunger.

At once Chela lay down, licking him so-
licitously and purring encouragement. When
he was satisfied at last, he lay there in pro-
found sleep, and Chela was reminded again
that she was ravenously hungry. At that
moment her sharp ears caught a tell-tale
rustle in a clump of dead weeds perhaps
forty feet away. ,

Instantly she flattened, her furry body
seeming to spread out on the ground, and
even her dark-tipped ears sank. Only her
nose twitched as she sought to sample the
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air currents which were almost still. Once
more The Fear clutched her; yet the moment
passed. What her nose told her was that
food was nearby, and she began her stalk
of the grass clump, flowing along the
ground-in a liquid fashion that scarcely dis-
turbed a leaf. When she was within ten
feet of the clump, she sprang.

There was a frantic cry, instantly choked
off, and then Chela was bending over 2
small snowshoe rabbit still kicking convul-
sively. There was no compassion in her
yellow-green eyes; she killed only that she
might live, and that her baby might like-
wise survive. Having fed, she would kill
no more until hunger drove her to it. She

finished off the rabbit quickly and returned

to the kitten, picking him up and melting
into the woods in a manner of haste, for
the death-cry might have been heard by
other ears, and The Fear still haunted her.
That night she denned up in a cave near
the foot of a rock-slide, where she could
keep her baby warm and where she could
spend sleepless hours guarding the narrow
entrance. The following day she moved him
again, as though determined not to remain
long enough in one spot for her presence to
become generally known.

DAYS passed, the spring sun swung far-
ther north, and the world grew more
pleasant and astir with life. The kitten’s
eyes opened, and although his cloudy-blue
orbs were as yet unlike his mother’s, he be-
came aware of the new world about him.
He had the same huge feet characteristic of
the lynx clan, and his legs grew strong so
that he began to wander about his mother as
she rested, his button-like nose questing the
mystery of many strange odors. At the end
of four weeks he had his first taste of meat.
It was a big meadow-mouse, or vole,
which she laid gravely in front of him. At
scent of the strange creature, the kitten, fur
fluffed out in alarm, crouched and spat
threateningly, needle-like fangs showing in .
his pink mouth. Chela dabbed at the mouse

~with her paw, to show the kitten that the

thing was harmless. Suddenly he sprang,
with an infantile yowl, mauling the mouse
fiercely. For a long time he lay there, prey
under his soft paws, and whenever Chela
came near, he flattened his ears and growled
warning. She looked on with approval,
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climbing after him, and removing him in
squalling protest. Nor did she put him
down until she had carried him well into
the deep woods.
. Caution was being driven into the kitten.
He understood that death lutked in the
deep woods which seemed so friendly and
full of interesting things. Yet Chela was not
satisfied that he had safely passed the test
of peril. Back in her mother’s brain still
lurked that full awareness of The Fear.

AS SUMMER advanced, they moved
higher into the hills, for the game
scemed more plentiful here. The kitten was
now the size of a house-cat. Likewise he had
gained confidence. By his very manner he
made it plain that he was full of wisdom
and resourcefulness. His boldness appeared
to deepen her anxiety. He had yet to learn
The Law and The Fear as she knew them.
He was continually wandering away, and al-
though she punished him, the lessons did
not seem to take hold. So it was that dusk
when they came to the gorge and heard the
brawling stream far below, and Chela in-
dicated by her actions that they must ctoss
it in some fashion, perhaps by going upward
until the river became a mere trickle seep-
ing from under snow-banks.

he moon came up, full and yellow, as

they moved like shadows along the rim.:

Once Chela stopped and listened intently
at some faint sound she had heard. But the
kitten gave it no heed. He was aware only
of the murmur of the rivet below, ot some-
times the slight rustling of small animals
in the brush as the lynx pair moved along.
Yet at the same time the kitten sensed that
his mother was far more uneasy than usual.
She kept close to him, and frequently she
stopped to lift her head and sniff as a puff
of night wind brought hidden messages.
This puzzled the youngster, but not for
long. Then something happened, the like
of which the kitten could never remember,

She had listened again and apparently
heatd something she understood. The kitten
likewise heard it, but without understand-
ing—a faint sobbing sound which came re-
-motely and which rose and fell. But the
effect on Chela was electric. 7

She spat fear and hatred, and her eyes
blazed. A little alarmed at her, the kitten
backed off; but she turned on him abruptly,

nipped him to sharply that he squalled ih
pain. She held him to earth, f§rowling, and
never had he been more terrified. Then she
suddenly released him. Yet the command
she had given him could not be mistaken.
He was to remain here, hidden, while she
went to explore a situation which had sud-.
denly disturbed her. He crouched obe-
diently, and saw her vanish into the brush.

IME passed and she did not return. The

kitten grew impatient at last and lifted
his head to look around. The woods were
filled with moonlight now, and nothing
moved within the range of his vision. From
nearby came a light, scratching sound, which
his newly-acquired woodcraft told him was
a belated squirrel opening a fir cone and
nibbling off the nut-like tips. The kitten’s
curiosity was stirred. Perhaps he could stalk
and kill the squirrel while his mother was -
away. Thete was nothing hereabout of which
to be afraid. That, to a beholder, could
have been the only explanation of why he
ignored her instruction to remain quiet and
still. He stood up and, with body flowing
along close to ground, began moving in the
direction of the sound. But he did not go
more than ten feet before he flattened once
more, this time in mortal terror. It could
only seem that instinct told him that he
stood at last in the presence of The Fear

© itself!

What he saw waiting for him just at
the edge of the moonlit glade was another
lynx, one even bigger than Chela herself.

‘Probably the kitten had always imagined

that there were no other lynxes in the world,
or else none as large as his mother. Yet this
one was a giant; a great, gray creature with
flattened ears and fur brushed smartly back
from his chops, displaying. fangs bared in
an evil snarl. His big paws were stretched
ahead, each with scimitar-like claws ex-
tended in anticipation. He was*4n exact
counterpart of the kitten, only there was
o fear in his manner, only intent to mur-
der. The kitten sensed the unfriendliness,
but seemed incapable of movement. There
could be no escape in mere flight. The young
animal understood that here was a situation
for which no experience or teaching had
prepated him. There was nothing for him
to do save one thing—and he fid it. He
squalled piteously. And the effect of that



























235
sion of his nostrils, rolling eyes, his constant
alertness for a wild stampede. The fire, the
rifle shots, the war whoop doubtless also
shrieks of pain and despair, the odor of
~ blood, all had played their part in the wild
panic that possessed him. Yet in slow-
footed ‘time Jennison won him.

No longer young was this horse, yet he
looked durable. Twelve hundred pounds
- of professional saddle pony, with the stig-

mata of his craft stencilled on his plump

black sides. The marks of the cinch were
recent and Jennison looked about hopefully
for a saddle. He found it in a tumbled-
down shed that had escaped the torch. Not
a2 new saddle, but serviceable after the
stirrups had been' shortened in deference
to Jennison's brief legs. A sweat blanket
and bridle hung on wooden pegs by the
saddle. Jennison observed with satisfac-
tion that the bridle bit was straight. He
scorned the scissors bit or the spade bit as
fit only for barbarians.

In the cellar that was to be a charnel
house, Jennison had found a bit of food,
a few pounds of salt pork, fat, rancid, but
manna no less to this very hungry man. Not
a hundred yards beyond the camp he halted
to sample his treasure. He broiled it before
a little fire, and ate it with keen . relish,
while the saddle pony grazed contentedly
at the end of its picket rope.

Jennison was very tired. Within the past
thirty-eight hours he had slept but two.
For twenty-four hours now he had not
closed his eyes. Add to this that in the past
twenty-four hours he had traveled two hun-
dred ten miles, twelve of them on foot,
and you have sufficient causes for his great
weariness. Iron man that he was, rest even
brief was imperative. '

Now Jennison was one of those unique
men whose canny brain harbored an alarm

clock, which could function at will to the

unvarying second. So now he set it for a
thirty minute vigil, stretched out on the
moss and in ten ticks of a watch was
asleep. Thirty minutes later his mental
monitor according to agreement clamored
him awake resurgent both in brain and
body. For thirty minutes of such profound
submergence, timeless and dreamless, is
worth hours of casual desultory surface
sleeping. In five minutes Jennison had left
the ruins of Tassel forever.
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The Indians had plowed a straight fur
row through the tall grass, as they pointed
for a notch in an outthrust of the foothills,
two miles or so away. Jennison reading
signs that to him were more legible than
printed page knew that the trail was some
four hours old. And they were driving
hard. Warned no doubt by their incom-
parable scouts of the impending maneuver
of the soldiers, they were pushing relent-
lessly for the gloomy fastnesses of the
Somber Mountains. Once there, further
pursuit would be sheer folly. Yes, they
were driving hard. They had traveled yes-
terday, last night and would travel all this
day. For'no Tarter horseman however sea-
soned could outlast or outgame an Ameri-
can Indian out on a raid. Jennison would
see debris cast aside by these hard travel-
ing warriors, disabled and worn out
ponies, jettisoned in their race for sanc-
tuary. Ponies too that scorned fellowship
with Jennison’s mount, but would cripple
aside to avoid contamination. Perhaps,
Jennison reflected, a white man smelled
as offensively to an Indian’s cayuse as an
Indian did to a white man’s horse. It raised
a slow grin on his weathered face. It would
be, he reckoned, the mating of superlatives.

By four o'clock that afternoon Jennison
had gained two hours on the Indians. He
could have done better had he wished, for
the spent ponies, even under the constant
tattoo of leaded quirts were no match for
his mount. He could have overhauled them
now within two hours had his plans
demanded. But he was playing a far sub-
tler game than that. Overhauling them was
easy. What to do when that was done, and
how, was a vastly different problem. And
to that he had a solid answér. He had it
indeed when from that craggy hogback he
sﬂaw that Tassel had already blossomed into

ame.

THEY had penetrated now into a wildly
desolate and uncharted region, known
only to the Sokulks who had harbored here
for generations before they had been be-
guiled with many specious promises to for-
sake its dazzling freedom for the drab re-
straint of a reservation. They had known
it and loved it, now they were returning.
Not again could they be lured away. They
were pointing now for an ancient camping
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stared at him for a moment, then walked on
but when he glanced back the man was still
following him.

CARL telephoned Gary Ingerman, told
her he couldn’t make it for lunch, that
he would call her later, and then crossed
over to the Royal Oaks apartment. Sara
Condit lived here, Sara Condit, whose name
had been on John Ringling's calendar for
an appointment on the night of his death.
“Wil call tonight,” had been written on
the calendar after her name. For that reason
the police had been casually interested in her
in spite of Ann Tobin's arrest. And for that
reason, Carl was interested in her.

Sara Condit hadn't appeared at the trial,
nor had the mysterious Nick Van Hefflin, to
whom she was supposed to be engaged. The
police had discovered that John Ringling
had been “interested” in Sara Condit, and
that she and Ringling had been "just good
friends.” The appointment the night of
Ringling’s death, according to Sara, hadn’t
been an appointment, but a promise to tele-

hone. Sara Condit had been with Nick

an Hefllin at the time of the murder, had
been here at home getting ready to go out
to a dance.

Some of this Carl had learned from Gary
Ingerman, some from Detective Meyers, and
some from Sara and Nick Van HefHlin, who
had been a little touchy about answering any
questions at all. It was Detective Meyers
who had said that Sara and Nick were in-
volved in a scheme to take Ringling for as
many thousand as they could. What proof
the detective had, Carl didn’t know.

On this warm day the apartment house
door had been propped open and Carl had
no trouble getting inside. He took the auto-
matic elevator to the third floor and rang the
bell at the door of Sara’s apartment. Sara
answered it and when she saw who was
there she tried to close the door but Carl’s
foot was in the way and he pushed on it.

The girl backed away. She was about
thirty. She had nicely tanned skin, flashing
.dark eyes and brown hair. The gown she
was wearing had been designed to reveal
every line of her figure and she had a good
deal to reveal.

“What do you want?” she demanded. “I
have nothing more to tell you. I wish you
would leave me alone.”

She was an actress, Gary had said. She
did bits on several radio programs. She had
come here from Hollywood.

"I just want to talk to you again,” Carl
said slowly.

“I' had nothing to do with what hap-
pened to Mr. Ringling or to that girl you're -
so wild about. There isn’t a thing I can tell
you.

“But you could tell me this. Could you
flatten your hair close against your head,
wear a blond wig, and get away with it?”

“Could I what?”

“Could you wear a blond wig over your
hair naturally enough to fool 2 man?”

“If he didn’t get too close.”

“Say across a counter in a dingy shop on
a dark day.”

"It would be a cinch.” ,

“Then a woman with blond hair could
wear a dark wig.”

Sara frowned. “Say, what are you driving
at?”

“There’s one weak spot in the case
against Ann Tobin,” Carl said slowly. “She
said she hadn’t bought the gun which was
used to kill John Ringling. I believe her. I
believe someone clse, someone made up to
look like Ann went into the hock shop
owned by Joseph Stoner and bought that
gun and gave Ann’s name.”

Sara Condit was still frowning. “All
right, maybe she did but what’s that got to
do with me?”

Carl Lindholm shrugged. He had thought
an approach like this might capture Sara’s
interest, but apparently he had been wrong.

“How' much did you get out of Ring-
ling?” he asked bluntly.

“Nothing. He was just a friend of mine.
An old friend. I don’t have to take this. If

_Nick were here—~

“But Nick’s not here,” Carl broke in.
“Tell me what happened. Maybe Ringling
was tougher than you thought he would be.
Maybe he refused to pay off. Maybe he even
threatened to turn you and Nick over to the
police. I wonder if that’s what happened.”

“Will you get out?”

Carl shook his head. “Until I've found
the person who killed Ringling and Ann

- Tobin is out of jail, I'll never stop.” Carl

was speaking slowly now, speaking earn-
estly. “I've made a list of names. There are
only four or five names on the list now.
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block, pulled in to the curb, just outside.
Several men piled out of it. There was no
chance' to get away now. Carl Lindholm
stood where he was, waiting.

v

THIS was jail. It was a place of nauseating
odors and of a penetrating cold from
which you couldn’t escape. It was a place of
harsh, grating noises, and of shadows which
were only thinned by the light of day. There
was a floor of cement, three walls of cement,
a ceiling of cement.

There was one wall of bars and a b:u'ted
door and a bunk too hard to sleep ca. There
was food twice a day, food that had no
palatable taste.

Two guards stopped in front of Carl’s
cell. They unlocked and opened the door
and watched him narrowly as though they
expected him to cause trouble. “Come
along,” one of them ordered. “Meyers
wants to see you again.”

This was probably the tenth time Meyers
had sent for him. Sometimes his interviews
with the detective had run for several hours,
sometimes only a few minutes. Sometimes
Meyers had questioned him alone, some-
times there had been half a dozen other
detectives to take part in the inquisition.
Carl wondered what it would be this time.

He nodded to the guards and stepped into

the narrow corridor.

Meyers was waiting in one of the inter- '

viewing rooms, a bare room furnished with
only a table and a few chairs. Meyers was a
big man, bulky, red-faced. Carl had never
seen him when he wasn’t scowling, and he
was scowling today. He had dark eyes, a
nose that was too flat, and thick, dry lips.
His hair was begmmng to gray.

“"Ready to talk yet?” Meyers asked as he
came in.

“I'm always ready to talk,” Carl an-
swered.

“If 1t s more of the same I don’t want to
hear it.”

“It will be more of the same.”

Meyers was sxttmg in one of the chairs
near the table. “You name is Carl Lind-
holm,” he said slowly. “You were born in
Minnesota and were brought to California
by your parents when you were quite young.
You went to school here and to Stanford

University. You were drafted and served in
the army overseas and were discharged
shortly after V-J Day. You went to work at
a good job with Benetor. You met and fell
in love with a girl named Ann Tobin. When
she was arrested and convicted of murder
you threw up your job and set out to prove
she was innocent. You started bothering
people. You didn’t get any place because
there wasn't any place to get. You finally
lost your head when you were talking to
]oseph Stoner and in a fit of temper, killed
him.”

“All true but the last,” Carl agreed. -

“Stoner was dead when I got there.”

“What did you do with the gun you used
to kxll him?”

“I didn’t have a gun.”

Meyers grunted. He <tared at the floor.

“Suppose we let you go,” he said suddenly.
“What will you do? Will you go back to
work and behave yourself.”

Carl shook his head. “Ann Tobin didn’t

kill Ringling and Stoner knew it. That's
why Stoner was killed.” .
- “Ann Tobin didn’t kill Ringling,”
Meyers repeated. “Ann Tobin didn’t kill
Ringling. Don’t you ever get tired of saying
that or do you keep saying it to try to prove
it to yourself?”

“I keep saying it because it’s true, and
because someone doesn’t want to hear me
saying it. Someone who is guilty.”

“Nuts!”

“Ann Tobin didn’t kill John nglmg

Meyers jerked to his feet. He glared at
Carl, then took a turn around the room and
stopped and faced Carl again.

“We're letting you out “of here,” he said
bluntly. “We're letting you out of here but
we'll have you back damned quick if you
keep on bothering people. Understand?”

“Then I'll be back.”

Meyers’ hands opened and closed. He
said, “Lindholm, maybe you didn’t kill
Stoner. You didn’t have a gun on you when
you were arrested, you didn’t have time to
hide it and we haven’t found it. We would
look a little silly in court trying to prove you
shot Stoner with a gun that didn’t exist. But
just because we're letting you go doesn’t
mean we're finished with you, not by a long
ways. Just keep that in mind, will you.
Worry about it a little.”

“I'll not worry.”
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“We're thankful to you, Mr. Bell,” the
girl said. “I think, Abel, I'd accept his
offer.”

Corrington nodded. *“Well, Stant, it hap-
pened up at the creek a ways from where
Pasco Blum and me found you. Simpson
George had been ridin’ to his ranch, at
night, I gathered, when he was shot from
ambush.  Pasco and me had been over
the ground for the third time, lookin’ for
sign, and hadn’t found any. But if you
want me to, Stant, I'll go over the spot
again, with you.”

As the two went toward the sireet, Serena
Corrington gave Bell a pale smile that went
deeper into him, a man’s man if ever there
was a man’s man, than any smile ever had
gone before.

The deputy had a horse at the livery-
man’s. Stant rented one. After having
loped a mile across open range, they dis-
mounted and dropped rein near the trail
‘that ran along beside the creek cottonwoods.

“Right here,” began Abel Corrington, "is
where Pasco found. Simpson layin’ dead.
The bullet went clean through him slick
as a whistle, and by that I judged it was a
rifle; they've got more force than a short
gun, as you must know. He was shat from
the front. Coulda been done from behind
any o’ them trees ahead there, by somebody
on foot, or mounted. Like I told you, we
uncovered no sign; no hoofprints, and no
footprints except in the trail.”

“Likely it was done on foot,” Bell said.
“A horse ¢puld have winded George’s
horse, nickered, and spoiled things. Let’s
look around the most likely cottonwoods
and see what we see.”

The trees stood close to the stream. The
ground there was soft, and should have
registered footprints. After some fifteen
minutes, Stant Bell's searching eyes found
dry grass that had a slight appearance of
having been disturbed. It was just back of
one of the biggest cottonwoods.

With a forked stick he investigated. The
grass was loose. He swept is aside and un-
covered footprints!

“A drinking man, mad, wouldn’t bother
to hide his tracks that way, Abel. I doubt
that he’d even think about it.”

Corrington admitted this. “But,” he
said, “it only indicates that George was shot
by a man on foot, and by somebody wearin’

boots of average size. We'll need a heap
more than what’s here to clear old Dan,
Bell.”

~Stant knelt over the prints and studied
them. Presently he came to his feet talking
fast.

“Abel, your killer was left handed, and-
Pasco Blum is!”

At once Deputy Corrington wanted to
know, “How can you tell if a man’s left
handed by his tracks?”

“You just happened to overlook one small
thing, Abel,” Bell said. “It’s plain that the
killer wasn’t here long. He stepped up be-
hind this tree, fired the shot, then stepped
back. A right handed man when he shoots
a rifle stands with his left foot in front,
right foot bracing, and the other way
around. You can see by the end track there
that this man stood with his #ight foot in
front!”

“I get it,” Corrington said. “But we’ll
need more proof even than that, Stant. And
we'll need a motive—and Pasco Blum didn’t
have one. Well, nothin’ more we can do
here, is there?”

They went to the horses, swung into sad-
dles and rode back to town.

IN THE deputy’s office again, the two sat

down and tried to figure the thing. They
got nowhere. If Blum had quarreled with his
boss—but he hadn’t, evidently. Abel had
never been so blue. There weren’t many*of
these Corringtons, and they stuck together;
it was almost a religion. Abel sat back in
his chair and closed his eyes wearily. Stant .
Bell's voice came again, yet again, but it
had no meaning for the lawman. Poor old
Dan, he was thinking. The court would call
the killing premeditated murder. And poor
Serena—

For minutes upon minutes the tall, sun-
dried officer sat like one in a dark trance.
Then Bell hurried in from the street. Cor-
rington hadn’t noticed that he’d gone out.
Stant bent over the desk and spoke rapidly,
half whispering:

“Don’t know much about women, Abel,
but always heard they were keen on details,
and went to Serena to see if she knew any
little thing that would help—and she sure
did. She’s smart, all right; why she hadn’t
connected it up herself, I'll never know;
numb with grief, maybe. But let's don't
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waste time. You run to the phone and call
your boss law dog out here!”

This was as a spark of fire to gunpowder.
Abel Corrington rose from his chair so fast
that he dislodged his much prized, pearl-
gray Stetson hat. He caught it on the drop,
and ran.

ESS than an hour afterward, the Oaks-

ville sheriff galloped into Cottonwood
City. Pasco Blum had not missed the arrival
of the sheriff. He ambled past Corrington’s
office on the other side of the street, peered
through the open doorway and saw the three
men grouped at the desk, and noted that
Stant Bell was doing most of the talking.
It was in tones so low that he caught no
word.

Very curious, wholly confident, Pasco
soon decided that he would go over.

He halted directly behind the senior
officer. Abel Corrington said, ““Why, here
he is now,” and the sheriff jerked around
to say in a voice with an edge:

“Pasco, you're not half smart enough to
be a crook. Dan Corrington had saddled
himself with the guilt, yet you stuck to that
fool tale about Simpson George gambling
with a stranger simply because you'd told
it before you found out about Dan—hell-
bent on clearing yourself, when you hadn’t
been accused. Up with your hands!”

He reached for his weapon. The killer’s
left hand streaked for his six-shooter. He
was faster than the sheriff, faster than the
deputy, but not faster than Stant Bell. Stant
made a swift grab; the hammer of the Blum
gun fell on the thin muscle between his
thumb and forefinger; with the other fist
he literally knocked Blum loose from his
six-shooter.

“If we need any more proof,” Bell said,
“this is it.”

“Right!” the sheriff barked, and applied
the iron bracelets. )

Glaring down at them, Pasco cried, ““You
got nothin’ on me!”

“No?” The senior officer’s smile was
.granite. “Listen, you. When you picked on
Bell here, you sure picked on the wrong

"hombre. He worked it all out plumb correct

and with only a little help—which is not
saying a thing against Abel. Just keep lis-
tening, Pasco.

“Abel had dug up big evidence against
Simpson George, the ace cow-thief, and
George wanted him silenced; had detailed
you to the job, I don’t doubt. You thought
you was shootin’ my deputy, on that creek
trail, knowing that he meant to ride it up to
George’s ranch to arrest him. All that was
plain to you in the dark was that big pearl
bat!” :

Pasco Blum looked sick. The officer pur-
sued quickly:

“Of course, you destroyed the evidence.
Too bad that neither you nor Abel knew
that your boss, usually wearing all black
clothes, had bought himself a fine gray
hat like Abel’s before going to call on Serena
Corrington!”

“Musta bought it in Oaksville,” the
deputy said; then he threw at Pasco, “When
Serena remembered that new Stetson and
told Bell, why, Bell had it figured. But he
already knew that the killer was left
handed.”

LATE in the afternoon Stant had a reply
to his wire, went looking for Abel and
found him at the Corrington ranch house in

-the edge of town. All three Corringtons sat

on the front gallery. Old Dan, shaven clean,
seemed altogether a different man. Serena’s
eyes were very bright. Bell addressed the
deputy:

“I'm at liberty to explain that telegram
now. The Stant Bell in Texas is my daddy,
a cattleman. He'd sent me to size up a big
herd that was for sale, over beyond the
desert; owned by a man in Texas. The cows
were worth the price, and I wired my dad—
in a little code of our own, for some other
folks wanted the cows—to close the deal
quick, and he did. Just one hitch. Range
over there is bad. Handling the big herd
is my job, and I hardly know where to take
it!” '

Daniel Corrington said, “Plenty good
range around here. Serena and I had decided
to lease our ranch buildings, and if you want
‘em it can be arranged.” .

“Nothing would suit me better,” Stant
Bell said, and he switched his attention to
the Corrington girl. Her eyes were still
bright upon him. Somehow he knew then
that she and her father wouldn’t be giving
up their old home for very long.
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Old Man Hogan muttered, then turned over

and went to sleep for another six hours.
When he got up they were unloading the

steamer and a scow that she had pushed up

ahead of her. The skipper greeted Hogan

with a dubious expression. “I hear you
plan to ship out a deer, Hogan. I can see
trouble ahead. There must be some kind of

a law about shipping live game out of Brit-.

ish Columbia. In fact, having game captive
must be against the law. They won’t let you
do it.” s

“The hell they won’t!” Old Man Hogan
exclaimed. “Panhandle Pete is an American
citizen just passing through Canadian terri-
tory. There’s no law against that.”

“Hmmm. But will the custom’s man at
the border believe that?” the skipper argued.
“Now if he was a beaver pelt, legally taken,
you could pay the export duty and they’d fix
a seal to the pelt and everything would be

- okay.”

“Well, let’s get him aboard and we’ll see -

what happens.”
“That's another thing. How’ll he act?”
“Like a gentleman,” Hogan retorted.
“I've never seen so much horsin’ around.
For two cents I'd go back to the bush where
a man don’t come up against fool laws every
time he turns around.”

HE BROUGHT Pete aboard shortly be-
fore sailing time, and the deer was
securely snubbed. Getting upstream is a
matter of two or three days, depending on
the strength of the water, the snags and
depth. Going down is a matter of keeping
the steamer off of river bars. Eight or nine
hours after they left Telegraph Creek they

were tied up and a Canadian official was’

aboard.

“Hello, what have we here?” he ex-
claimed when he saw Pete. “Unless you
have a special permit, Mr. Hogan, you can’t
hold a deer in captivity, and certainly you
cannot export him.”

“If he was dead I could take him out,
couldn’t I?” Hogan demanded.

“Well, if you had a hunting license,” the
official replied, “and he had been killed in
the open season. But you have only 2 miner’s
permit to hunt for camp meat. Also the
season is closed, so even if your deer played

dead you'd be in trouble. Now the best way

out of this is to release him.”

85
“That deer is Panhandle Pete, an- Ameri-

can citizen, native of the State of Washing-
ton, permanent residence, Longmire, Rainier.

National Park,” Old Man Hogan said.

“He’s a tourist, returnin’ from Alaska, via
Yukon Territory and British Columbia.”

“Is he carrying identification with him?”

“I suppose you want something to show
he’s a registered voter, or mebbe birth cer-
tificate?”

“Naturally not, but you'll save yourself a
lot of trouble by releasing him,” the official
said. “Otherwise, I shall have to seize him.”

“That'd be a dirty trick,” Old Man
Hogan grumbled. “If you'll just be reason-
able and look the other way, in a week’s
time he’ll be back home. He won't be happy
up here. No deer of his breed around to
yard up with—just a lone wolf.”

He realized that the official was going to
be firm. He did some careful thinking, then
lit a cigarette. As he approachied the buck,
Pete sniffed and looked hopeful. “Sorty,
Pete, but we're all snarled up in red tape.
You should pack a birth certificate around
with you. And I'll bet a dollar to a dough-
nut the Rainier Park folks would come
through with one if we had the time. So,
I'm turning you loose.”

He led the deer to a point near the bow
and suddenly threw his weight against Pete’s
side and the next second Pete was in the
river. He swam to the bank, shook the
water from his coat and gave Old Man
Hogan a puzzled look. The old man con-
tinued to smoke and the odor reached Pete’s
nostrils. The steamer cast off lines and
started downstream. Pecte plunged into the
nearest thicket and the old miner’s heart -
sank.

The steamer rounded the next bend and
Pete stood on a bar eyeing Old Man Hogan
hopefully. “Well, skipper,” he said, “it’s
your move. I gambled on him tryin’ to
follow the scent of burnin’ tobacco. For a
few minutes I figgered I'd lost.”

The skipper put the steamer’s bow against

" the bar.

A deckhand tossed a rope over the
buck’s antlers, and with much heaving by
all hands, Pete came aboard. He stamped
and snorted until Hogan gave him a pack
of cigarettes. “Next stop, Wrangell,” the
skipper said. “I wonder what'll happen
there?”
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“So do I,” Old Man Hogan said. “Things
just naturally happen around this cuss.”

‘OTHING happened at Wrangell after

they had scared off the malemutes and

“huskies. Old Man Hogan sent a message to
Ralston which read:

PANHANDLE PETE ARRIVING BY STEAMER
TUESDAY. HIRE A BAND. ARRANGE TRUCK
FOR LONGMIRE’S TRIP. HOGAN.

Old Man Hogan slept and ate most of the
time on the trip to Seattle. Eating four meals
a day and sleeping twelve hours, which in-
cluded an afternoon nap, he began putting
on weight. The ship’s barber trimmed his
mustache, shaved his beard and removed a
pound of hair from his head. He was quite
a respectable-looking gentleman when the
ship docked.

It was seven o'clock in the morning, but
quite 2 number of people were on hand.
Ralston climbed over the rail and asked for
Hogan. “I'm Hogan,” the old miner said.

“Aw, hell,” the newspaperman grum-
bled, “you're all slicked up. I'd hoped you’d
have your miner’s clothes on, whiskers and
all that. I wanted a shot of Pete and you
just as you came from the bush.”

“I got it,” Old Man Hogan answeted. "I
hired a fellow at Wrangell to take it.” He
produced several glossy-finished photographs
that were works of art.

Ralston almost drooled. A truck rumbled
up and a band struck up' something about

" hailing
. the truck read, “Welcome Home, Panhandle

the conquering hero. Banners on

Pete.”

“He's headline news,” Ralston said.
“One of the newsreel boys is waiting.”

The first mate came up. “I guess we'd
better unload your.deer first,” he said. “He
just tore the shirt and some hide off of a
sailor trying to steal tobacco out of his
pocket. The sailors like him, but what with

. his horns and hooves he takes up too much
- room. He can kick in every direction. We’ll

have to get a sling around his middle. He
won'’t like that, so maybe you'd better come
down and help out.”

“No, he won't like that kind of treat-
ment,” Old Man Hogan agreed.

~ “But it will make swell pictures,” Ralston
said.

" They went below where Pete stood, well
snubbed, under an open hatch. A sling was
ready and Hogan slipped it under Pete’s
belly and made the ends secure above his
back. A sailor cautiously slipped a chain
hook through the sling, and the winchman
took in the slack. A moment later Pete
grunted heavily as he was lifted through the
hatch high above deck, and swung over the
side. They held him there while Old Man -
Hogan hurried to the pier. They rightly
sensed someone who knew Pete must be on
hand to quiet his indignation.

A cigarette turned the trick while bulbs
exploded and a newsreel camera ground
away. The band was ready to strike up
again, but Old Man Hogan stopped it.
“He's got nerves, -boys, so let’s not crowd
this deal too much.” o

Pete’s hooves touched the truck while he
was still chewing the cigarette. Old Man
Hogan cautiously released the sling while a
longshoreman snubbed the buck.

“Now, here’s the program,” Ralston said.
“While he rates a Chamber of Commerce
banquet, we're afraid he wouldn’t appretiate
it, so we're going directly to Longmire’s. A
reception committee of rangers, park officials
and tourists is on hand. Pete’s return sort of
solves a problem, or maybe it complicates
things.”

“What do you mean?”

“Until you got word that Pete was alive,
another buck was being groomed to take his
place,” Ralston explained. “We were hold-
ing a contest for a name for the new buck.
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that order and I'm a-thinkin’ back now. Just
a-thinkin® how it sounded then. I'd always
been a rollickin’ kid, chock full of fun and
frolic, but that turned me into a wolf. I
buried my real name deep in the hills of
the Osage Reservation. (Too bad I didn't
bury my guns with it.) Then I got me a
long horse and a packhorse and I hit the
crooked trail that winds and twists down
hill all the way to hell.

After I've staked myself to money and
supplies, I build me a hideout in the breaks
of the North Canadian—a den, and I winter
there. That's the toughest winter in my
. whole life, before or since. Like a boy with
wolf blood in him, I imagine that the circle
is a-squeezin’ down on me and I ain’t got
nobody to talk to about it. Time and again
I wish T hadn’t left my Indian friends, the
Osages. The wolf blood in me ain’t been
circulatin’ long enough to kill my hunger
for company and by the time the blizzards
have stopped their howlin’ over my dugout,
and ducks and geese are a-headin’ north, I
know that I can’t stand to be alone no
longer. To hell with the law and its hunters!
I can dodge lead and fight back, but I can’t
dodge loneliness or fight it good. That’s
what I was thinkin’ ten year ago. I know
better now. So I hit for the buffalo range
across the line in the Texas Panhandle, a
dangerous place for me then.

I’M LUCKY on the range. The first out-
fit I run onto is a big one owned by
Rannicky Joe Harrigan—three wagons, two
" hunters, six skinners and a Mexican cook.
Joe is one of the hunters and Tom West
was the other. A few days back Tom got
stove up bad in a stampede; they've taken
him down to Sweetwater and the doc said he
won't work for at least a year, so Rannicky
Joe has to do all the killin’ and what with
“other work he can’t keep his skinners busy.
That was mighty nigh ten year ago, but I'll

“never forget how Joe tried me out with a

rifle.

Mine is 2 Model 73 Winchester, just a
toy on the buffalo range, but I can shoot
with the thing. When I've finished Joe looks
me up and down right thoughtful, and
declares, I still don’t believe what my
eyes tell me I seen you do with that there

gun. The buff'ler population is due to
catch hell when I turn you a-loose with a

brand new Sharp’s I've got in the wagon.
You hit me for a job a-skinnin’ or cookin’
or anything, Mister Gunman, but you're a
hunter now. I'll quick learn you all you
need to Know about killin’ buff'ler. What
name d’you want me to put on my payroll?”’

So Rannicky Joe has spotted me as 2 man
on the dodge. I'm a-wonderin’ how he did
it. I ain’t been a2 wanted man long enough to
get used to it, so I must've given myself
away somehow or other. It spooks me to
think about it. Before I know what I'm do-
in’, I steal a look over my shoulder and all
around me.

Harrigan is watchin’ me close, and he"
says, “Names don’t mean nothin’ on the
range, boy. We don’t give a damn what all
you done before you come here. All that
counts is what you do from now on. I called
you Mister Gunman, kid, and it shore fits

-you perfect. What say?”

“That’s as good a name as any. Slim for
short.”

The herd is movin’ north now and there’s

- days when the plains are black with buffalo.

The bulls are runnin’ separate from the
cows and calves, which they’ll do until the
matin’ season later on, and we're killin’
mostly bulls because their hides fetch a -
higher price than cows. The boys say the
huntin’ is fine and Joe swears I waste less
powder and lead than any hunter he ever
seen. That makes me feel kinda good be:
cause, like always, I'm proud of my marks-
manship. But, to me, shootin’ these big,
shaggy, dumb fellas is like bushwhackin’
tame cattle and I've worked cows and liked
‘em too long to get any fun out of this
brand of huntin’. It's plain murder, that’s
all. T feel like I'm a-wadin’ through blood
up to my chin and sometimes I dream that
I'm goin’ down for the third time in the’
sticky stuff. That usually happens after I've
made what the boys call a big kill, any-
wheres from a hundred to two hundred of
these two-thousand-pound beasts without
hardly movin’ my rest sticks—not because
I'm such-a good shot, but simply because
they ain’t got the brains to stampede when
they'd ought to.

Harrigan guesses how I feel about this
here killin’ and he tries to case my mind by
pointin’ out that every time we kill a buffalo
we make room and save feed for a big beef
steer, not to mention the fact that we’re do-
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I made the last a question. “Wasn't he
aboard when the—the Idalia went down.

Chris said, "Mate under my old man.”
His voice went on, toneless, even, explain-
ing. "I looked him up when we got back
to the Sound. He was on Alaska Steam’s
payroll as well as the Idalia’s. Alaska Steam
was our biggest competitor. A corporation;
run with stockholder’s money. They had to
carry insurance. Lots of it. So much that
they couldn’t meet our rates.” '

He paused a minute to shift the tobacco
to his other cheek, then went on softly,
“That’s about the time Oelrich shipped
aboard.”

The ball of his thumb rolled suggestively
across the tips of his upturned fingers.
“That’s Jorge Oelrich,” he said. “A profes-
sional wrecker. You'll find a few of them
along the coast. He disappeared after that.
Fast. And then the war. I lost track of
him.” :

Chris’s heavy shoulders lifted an inch or
two, but his eyes were steadied on the
freighter’s bridge.

“Australia, Sig?” he asked after a while.

I'sighed. “Last letter I had from home,”
I said, “was addressed, Dear Sir. But...”

WE CAME aboard together, the Ana-
cortes’ new first and second mates. I
had been right about the original chief offi-
cer. He had come down the plank within
an hour after docking with a scowl on his
face and his bags in his hand. The second
mate? Well, Christopher Dorney is per-
suasive. And the night was dark.

“Dorney, the mate you ordered,” Chris
introduced himself. *“This is Mr. Horner,
the second officer.” '

Captain Oelrich, alias Brandon, looked us
over and didn’t appear to like what met his
bulging eyes. “Well,” he sniffed, “We sail
tomorrow so I guess you'll have to do. Get
your gear to your rooms. There’s work to
be done. The deck gang is chipping the
boat deck aft.” :

Chris Dorney’s brows were lifted arcs.

“Did I hear you right, sir? Mates don’t
work with the seamen any more. They
haven't for a dozen years. Remember?”

Oeclrich’s neck swelled like a ripened
gourd. “They do on the Anacortes, mis-
ter. ¥'ll expect you to set the pace.”

Chris shook his head. “No,” he said.
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The captain’s face already red, purpled
and he took a deliberate forward step. .

Chris grinned a tight, small smile. His
hands came up a foot or so and his thumbs
hooked lazily into his belt.

Oelrich stopped, lips straightened, then
turned away. The worsted wrinkled across
his fleshy back as he pushed his way into
the chartroom.

“Nice character,” I said to Chris. “Doesn’t
even ask how is your Aunt Emma. Get to
work, he says.”

Chris chomped at a corner of his Stag
Plug, then savored the cud thoughtfully.
“Think he remembers me, Sig?” he asked.

“Uh-uh,” I shook my head, no. “You've
grown a lot. And changed. That brush,
for instance. Why, even your mother. . . .
And then a dozen years is too long to re- -
member a name.”

Chris worked the tobacco into one hair-
grown cheek. “Not for me it isn’t,” he said.

“Listen,” I said, serious. “You're not
going to give this guy the deep six? They
throw the key away for that. Federal pokeys
aren’t nice. They’re even worse than going
to sea—I've heard.” :

His head wagged sideways. “I'm not
that crazy, Sig. And I've waited too lohg.”
He hooked a brawny arm over the railing

beside him. “I know Jorge Oelrich.

“He's not sailing for master’'s wages.
There’s something else. Insurance maybe.
I looked it up this morning and the Anna’s
covered to her foremast truck. We'll just
go along for the ride, but . ..”

His eyes, only points of light between
his beard and brows, were fastened on the
closed door to the chartroom. He rubbed
again at his shirtfront. “But, he repeated,
“there’ll only be one of us homeward
bound.”

E HADN'T been at sea a week be-

fore I was wondering if any of us were
going to make the stateside trip. I was in
my room thumbing through an album, re-
freshing my memories of Sioux Falls and
my wife and my dog when an insistent
knock sounded at Chris Dorney’s room next
to mine. It was too early for the A.B. to be
calling the watch. I poked my nose through
the hooked open crack of the door. The
carpenter, sounding line dripping at his feet,
was stuttering at Dorney.









25

and with it only a deepenmg of the blanket-
ing clouds.

Oelrich, Chris at his sxde came out of the
chartroom.

The captain curved an eyebrow at me.

“Nothing, sir,” I said, nodding at the
grayness ovethead. “Haven't had a snght in
two days.” -

“Send your helmsman topside, Mister,”
he told me. “"We'll steer.from the flying
bridge 'til we make our landfall. The com-
pass there is more reliable.”

The three of us following the A.B. up the
ladder. '

Oelrich - stared ahead at the closed-in
horizon. “Four miles visibility at best,” he
grunted. “Figure she’s on the track?”

Chris spoke up. “Might be anywhere,”
he shrugged. “We haven't had a shot at the
sun to check our compasses in- forty-eight
hours.”

Oelrich pressed his belly against the
windbreak. “There’s sand in the air,” he
said, and I thought there was hidden excite-
ment in his tone. “We're close

“Close,” Chris agreed, “and the pilot
chart shows an onshore set along this coast.
Wwe' 1 be north if anything.”

“I disagree,” the captain said sharply.

“We're south, well south, according to my
figures.”

Chris lifted his shoulders and eyebrows.
“Well, sir . . .” he started in.

HE Anna took one then, broad on the

fo'c'slehead, and went over like a poled
pig. Chris, both hands frec, grabbed at the
compass binnacle for support.

he vessel rolled her lee bulwarks under,
shook herself free of the cascading water,
and came back. Chris still hung on, staring
at his hands, a puzzled frown creasing his
forehead.

“Cap ..."” he said suddenly and stopped.
He shiot a look at me that might have meant
anything, but probably meant decision. I'd
seen €hris Dorney spoiling for trouble be-
fore.

I laid my sextant in a safe corner.

Chris started toward the master of the
Anacortes, shuffling flat-footed like a bear,
and as pupposeful Just then Oelrich, eyes
staring ahead, uttered the one Word that
would stop all argument.

“Land,” he said. :
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It was there all right, almost dead ahead,
a thin brown streak of shorelme low, dnn,
unidentifiable,

Chris, with whatever had been on his
mind forgotten raised his 7/50s to his eyes
and swung the glasses in a slow arc along
the land. The dellberate motion stopped
once, continued, and then his head swung
back.

All of us saw it then as the Anna atose
high on a swell, a blotch of white, tall and
fingerlike, blending into the murk above the
dunes. -

“Great Sandy Light,” Chris said. “We're
north thirty miles. We'd better haul, sir.
Fast.”

Oelrich, elbows braced, binoculars to his

eyes, said scornfully, “That’s Moreton

Island, Mr. Dorney. We're well to the

southard. We'll hold her as she goes.”

I started to speak, thought better of it,
and waited for Chris.

“If that should be Great Sandy,” he said

- in a voice as cold as a reefer-room mackerel,

“if that's Great Sandy there’s shoal water
three miles offshore. In that case . ..”

“Nonsense, Mister,” Oelrich scoffed, and
the Anacortes struck.

She lurched drunkenly to statboard and
by the head. The Diesels vibrated madly,
shaking the vessel like an albacore breaking
water, 2s her screws churned air. They died
then, abruptly, as the engineer on the plat-
form throttled the fuel and for a long,
breathless moment the only sound was the
grating of tortured steel on rock from some-
where forward.

The Anna lifted on a swell, lazily, as if
her life didn’t depend on clawing her way
off that impaling reef. Lifted, rolled with
the sea, and came free. She was quiet then,
rollmg gently in the lee of the rocks, but
lower in the bows and listing heavxly to-
port. Belatedly, a pot clanged to the deck in
the galley, sounding like the knell of doom
in the sudden silence.

“Well, you've done it,” Chris said finally.
“You've beached the Anacorses. You've
been a long time trying.”

ELRICH ignored the accusation, his fa.ce
spume white. “We'll abandon, Mister,”
he said hoarsely, “while there’s llght enough
to make a landing in the boats.” He started
toward the whistle cord.
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“Wait!” Chris said and shoved at the cap-
tain’s shoulder. “The Annd's not done.
She’ll float. For awhile at least. Till we
settle a couple of things.”

“You!” Oelrich sneered. “Who asked
you?” He jerked his chins at the forward
well, already awash. “She’s finished I tell
. you. We'll abandon. That’s an order.”

Chris shook his head. “No,” he said, “we -

won't abandon. You've forgotten some-
thing. You've forgotten that a ship with a
deckload of lumber won’t sink. It’s just like
pontoons fore and aft. She'll float 'til we
get her to a drydock.”

His voice grew soft, confiding. “I think
you know that, too. You haven't forgotten.
That’s why you tried to dump the timber a
few days back.”

Oelrich’s face was as dark as distant fog.
“*You know a lot, Mister!”

Chris nodded amiably. “I know your right
name—Oelrich. The Steamboat Inspectors
will be interested in that when we get back.
If you get back. And I know why you've
tried to wreck this vessel. It’s your business.
Just like it was your business to beach the
Idalia ten years ago. Wrecking, for a price.”

Dull red rimmed the captain’s eyes and
his hand reached casually toward his peacoat
pocket. Chris Dorney’s hand, a fist, wasn’t
casual. It caught the other below the ear and
Oelrich went over backward, clutching
wildly at the canvas windbreak. The .38,
half out of his pocket, spun down the cant
of the deck. i

“That's one for the Idalia, and my old
man,” Chris said and sent a contemptuous
stream of tobacco juice after the gun. “The
last resort,” he continued, “like on the
Idalia. Remember, Oelrich?” He loosened
the top buttons on his shirt, revealing a
lemon-sized hollow in his collar-bone.

“Dorney!” Oelrich spat out, and his bluff
was gone. “Young Dorney.”

“The same,” Chris agreed. “Left for dead
when the crew abandoned—on your orders.
Only I didn’t die. I've lived to see you hang
for the murder of my father. Or to break
rock at Atlanta for this little job if I can’t
make the murder charge stick.”

Blotched color came back to Oelrich’s
cheeks. He sat up. “Prove it,” he sneered.
“This or the Iddlia.” '
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CHRIS chewed a moment, silently. “The
Halia was pretty cute,” he said, “and I
was pretty young. But I was old enough to
know that the old man didn’t stick with the
ship. That went out with the skys'l yarders.
But let it go.” : :

He scratched mechanically at his beard
then went on: “This one’s clever, too, but
I've got you right this time.” He turned to
me. “Run your hand across the compass
binnacle, Sig.”

I did. One side was smooth, the other
rough.

“Feel anything?”

“Sand,” I said, “in the paint, or . ..”

“Iron filings,” Chris finished for me.
“Plenty, I'd say, to give the compass enough
easterly error to set us north thirty miles or
so in two day’s run. - Witnesses, too. Half a
dozen of us saw him do that paint job.
He...”

Oelrich was on us then in a blind, rushing
fury, lips drawn back, both arms flailing as
he charged down the slope of the deck. 1
'made a wild grab for his milling arms, but
missed as somewhere down below the
Annd's cargo shifted and the bridge deck
buckled and fell out from under me. Even
as I went down I saw Chris swing once—
and miss.

Oelrich, unable to check his lunge under
the impetus of the Anna’s careening deck,
went by like a2 maddening bull. He stum-
bled, legs sprawling, clawed air frantically,
and plunged head-on into the steel stanchions
of the bridge wing with a sickening crunch.
He lay still, a relaxed, crumpled mass of
flesh with his head at an inhuman angle.

Chris looked at him soberly. “Broken
neck,” he said impassionately. “That’s one
for the Anna, and for me.”

He searched his pockets for tobacco. “Get
for'ard, Sig, and drop an anchor. I'll radio
for tugs. She’ll lay here, the Anna will, ’til
they arrive.” v

He whittled shavings from the plug of

- tobacco thoughtfully. “Those towboat

get around,” he said after a while. “They
might know about that Plasto’s wench.”

I thought about Sydney, and the Plasto’s
wench. I remembered sadly that the last
time I'd been home my own dog chased me
down the street.
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calf. He walked over there and stood look-
ing down at Slim’s bruised face, swaying a
little. o

There was something he wanted to tell
Slim. But he couldn’t make his voice work.
So instead he told himself what he had on
his mind. He's tough. As tough as they
come. So don't feel so damned sorry for
yourself.

He walked over to his own bunk then
and let his weight collapse onto it. He
closed his eyes, feeling a deep peace settle
through him, no longer thinking of Sherill

or of anything except to wonder how long

he’d be out this time.

Across in the small cabin, the shotgun lay
across the desk pointing at Sherill. Ed Sted-
man’s hand rested idly beside it. Sherill
wasn't much given to talk but he was talk-
ing now, trying to beat back the cold reserve
that kept Ed’s face and pale eyes a blank.

“If I'm a Canadian, why don't I talk like
one?”” he asked. "No, I was in trouble up
there and had to get out. I took the first
horse I saw, then swapped him for your blue.”

Ed said nothing but kept staring at him in
that enigmatic way, sitting hunched over a
little from his sore chest. Sherill was begin-
ning to think he couldn’t make his story
stick, that he’d have to get out of here. The
door was behind him, open, maybe two
strides away. Too far, he decided, and knew
that he had no choice now but to keep on
talking, playing for a break. '

He said patiently, "I had that forty-four
of Lockwood’s just now. If it was you I was
after, I'd have tied Lockwood onto his hull
and sent that horse on in ahead of me. Then
I could've picked you off when you came
out to look at him.”

“What are you after?”” Ed asked, speak-
ing for the first time in all these minutes.

"I want to make a deal with you,” Sherill
said. .

A meager smile touched Ed’s gaunt face.
“I make the deals. If there are any. If.”

Sherill asked blurtly, “"How often do you
work this many horses through here?” .

*"Who said they were goin’ through?”

“All right, I'll put it another way. If,”
and Sherill emphasized that word, “you had
1 crew that thought the way you did, and
if you wanted to pick up horses on the quiet,

work their brands and sell ‘em, you've got

the right kind of a layout.”
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“Somebody said that once,” Ed drawled.

Sherill played the game, soberly saying,
“Last night down in Whitewater I got to
thinking about it and—" o

“Whitewater?”” Ed cut in, showing the
faintest trace of surprise.

“L told you the other night I was going
there. I did. I know a man there.”

“Who?"

“Man by the name of Rawn. Ned Rawn."

“The remount buyer?”

“Yes. We can use him in this.”

“In what?” Ed’s tone was still neutral.

“In swapping these horses,” Sherill told
him.

Ed asked, tonelessly, *“Who said we wete
swappin’ any horses?”

Sherill saw that he had to do something
to break down the man’s suspicion. He acted
instinctively then, shrugging and saying,
“All right, T can always go to someone else.”

“You can if I let you,” Ed said smoothly,
his lips hardly moving. “Go on with what
you started to say.”

“Down in Whitewater I asked a few
questions. No one seemed to know about
many jugheads disappearin’ from that coun-
try down there. Why is it, I asked myself.
This is the sweetest layout I ever came
across. Hard to find. Set so you could work

‘horses in from both ends. From as far south

as Wyoming and as far north as Canada.
You could work the brands, then get rid of
your Wyoming horses up north and the
Canadian ones in the south.”

“We don’t fool much with Canadian
horses,” Ed said.

Now he's opening up was Sherill's
thought as he went on, “Then you're miss-
ing a good bet. Another thing. Rawn knows
me well enough so he’d work in any stuff

* we had that was good enough for the Army. -

Geldings, all solid colors, fifteen to sixteen
hands. He'd pay eighty apiece.”

Ed - reached over now and deliberately
moved the Greener aside. He leaned for-
ward and picked up a sack of tobacco.

As he built his smoke, he said, I could
always get along with a man that had some-
il;;n:g between the ears. Help yourself to a

ir.”

AKE HENRY had s.t'i-rted, several times
that morning and had kept his eycs
closed against the pulsing throb of his head,
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“You don’t say!”
Ned nodded. “‘Caleb Donovan, who runs

an outfit east of here, told me about it less

than fifteen minutes ago.”

HE NOTICED the surprise that came to
Lovelace’s face but couldn’t understand
it. Lovelace was about to mention knowing
Donovan when some instinct in him worked
against it. So, to cover his surprise, he in-
sisted, “Suppose all this doesn’t work out
for Jim?” ‘

“He can stand the loss.”

“Maybe he can,” Lovelace said. “‘But
what about Ruth? I can’t let her marry a
poor man. She couldn’t stick it with him.
Why, Ned, when that girl wants a dress she
takes the boat up to St. Louis and comes
back with a dozen. She’s always got six or
eight darkies around to look after her. She
even brought one on this trip. Spoiled rot-
ten, she is, and it's my fault. But I spoiled
her mother the same way and was never
sorry. Gave her everything she ever wanted.
Nothing was too good for her.” .

Ned said deliberately, “You're right,
Commodore. A beautiful woman should
have everything.”

Geotge Lovelace’s seriousness didn’t melt
before this gallantry. :

“What’s Sherill got to offer her if he
loses those horses?” he asked.

*“Not much,” Ned admitted.

“Now if it was you, I wouldn't spend a
minute’s thought on it,” Lovelace said in an
off-hand way. "“You've got yours salted
away. Sherill hasn’t.”

Ned was flattered. He covered his slight
confusion by saying loyally, “Don’t give up
hope on Jim, Commodore. He has a way of
doing what he sets out to do.”

“I know. Damn it, I've told more people
what a fine man he is. People down around
the plantation. Now, if I bring Ruth home
without him, they’'re going to be asking
questions.”

“Chances are you'll be taking Jim along.”

“Think so?” The Commodore’s look
brightened considerably. “Well, here’s hop-

gl‘hey refilled their glasses and‘ drank
again and then Lovelace looked up at Ned
to say, “I've been thinking of something.
There’s a lot of people around this town
who've been mighty nice to me. Befare I
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g0, I want to have them all down to the
boat for some real southern cooking.”

“"Count me in on that, Commodore.”

“I certainly will, my boy. Fact is, I'd
thought of having the party tomorrow night.
The judge is leaving on a trip the day after
and I'd like him to be there. How would
tomorrow suit you?”

“Fine. You couldn’t keep me away.”

The Commodore was sober now. “Sup-
pose Jim hasn’t shown up by then? Would
you look after Ruth? You're her best friend
here.”

“I'd be honored, Commodore.”

“Then let’s count on it.”” The matter was
settled. Lovelace offered the bottle to Ned,
saying, ““This one’s mine,” and they filled
their glasses once more.

They had that drink and talked of several
commonplace things and the Commodore
finally made his excuses and left. He went
straight upstairs, remembering Ned's men-
tion of Caleb Donovan in a calculating way,
thinking back on what he knew of the man.

His knock at Ruth’s door was answered
by Lou, Ruth’s colored girl. There was a
moment’s delay and then Ruth told him to
come in.

He found her getting ready for a bath,
Lou about to fill a large zinc tub with pails
of water she had carried up from the
kitchen. Ruth sat before the dresser mirror,
wearing nothing but a light cotton wrapper
and pinning her pale gold hair high on her
head.

“Get on out, Lou,” Lovelace said in his
lordly way. And, when she had gone,
“Daughter, where’s your modesty? Cover
up your front.”

“Don’t be cranky, Dad. After all, I wasn’+
expecting an audience.”

Ruth nevertheless adjusted the weapper
so that it no longer exposed the creamy
white skin above her small breasts. Then
she got up to take her clothes from the
room’s only other chair.

George Lovelace’s glance followed her
affectionately and somewhat proudly. The
wrapper revealed her figure in a way the
fashionable full-skirted dresses never did
and he was inclined to agree with Ned
Rawn that she was a beautiful woman.

Taking the chair, he said casually, “Saw
Ned downstairs just now. He’s certainly a
fine looking man.”
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and, after half another hour’s steady riding,
he swung up through a stand of aspen and
away from the trail, the starlight laying
tricky shadows against the night’s cobalt
void. Presently, far back from the trail,
he dipped into a ravine and across a narrow
creek. He was working up out of the ravine
when he smelled smoke.

He stopped, catching a stronger trace of
burning cedar riding the slight breeze com-
ing out of the south. The fire lay below
him along the gorge. As he came down
out of the saddle he was thinking of the
rider he had followed along the ridge this
afternoon, thinking that this might be that
unknown'’s camp. Jake wanted a look at
him.

After tying the mule, Jake worked fast
down the slope above the timber-choked
depression. He moved with a stealth ac-
quired through many years of stalking
game, soundlessly, his moccasined feet stir-
ring up only faint whispers lost in the low
murmur of the creek. '

He had gone four hundred yards when
he caught a flicker of light through the
leafy aspens in the ravine’s depths. Closer
in, he could see the fire’s gleam in under
a rock overhang that jutted from the steep
wall opposite. The fire lay at the lower
edge of a circular open break in the trees.

He worked around so as to come in on
the fire from below. On his wary circle
he passed close to a horse staked out in
the grass at the lower edge of the open
ground. The horse was watching him. He
jumped the creek a hundred yards below
the fire. He hadn’t yet seen the man.

The overhang was broad, perhaps ten
feet above the level of the ravine-bottom.

Jake worked as close in to it as he dared,

finally lying flat behind a thorny thicket,
holding the Navy Colt in his hand now,
thumb on its hammer.

He could see a frypan sitting in the
coals. An empty tomato-can lay nearby.
The odor of cooking meat was strong and
made his mouth water.

Suddenly from above a drawling voice
sounded down: “Let me know when you
get tired of playin’ Indian, Jake.”

The wolfer’s head jerked up and he saw
Jim Sherill up there peering down at him,
head and shoulders showing over the edge
of the overhang.
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As Sherill burst out laughing, Jake swore
and came erect, feeling ridiculous as he
rammed the Colt back in holster and
brushed the dust from his front.

He said testily, “Let me make a dams
fool of myself! Why didn’t you sing out?”
- "It was too much fun watchin’ you, Jake.
The sorrel got jumpy five minutes ago. T
wanted to see how good you were.”

Sherill was still laughing as he slid down
fromthe near end of the overhang and
came over to the fire to join the wolfer.
“Maybe this meal can make up for it,” he
said. “Fall to. You look hungry.”

They split that first portion of the jerky
and tomato stew, Sherill dumping another
can of tomatoes and a handful of jerky
into the pan for a second go-around. If
Sherill saw anything odd in Jake being
here, he didn’t mention it.

Finally Jake went to the stream and
sanded out the pan and, as they were wait-
ing for the coffee to come to a boil, he
asked, “Any luck today?”

“Some. I was in there. I can go back
whenever I feel like ‘it.” _

Jake knew that there was more to this
than Sherill was telling. That could come
later, he decided. :

Just now he had something else on his
mind and asked, “Would you know a jas-
per up there that wears a boot with a flat
heel? That would keep shy of the trail
and that would leave a thing like this lyin’
around?”

He reached up to his wide hat, took the
toothpick from the band and tossed it
across.

Sherill picked up the quill, looking at it,
an expression of seriousness slowly settling
across his angular features. He said: “'Lots
of men use these things, Jake.” '

The wolfer shrugged, making no reply.

“But the boots,” Sherill drawled. “Flat
heels?” _ ’

“It was there, plain on the ground.”

Sherill drew in a deep sigh, saying, “To-
day, down below, I met a man that wore
a flat-heeled boot. And he was using one
of these on his teeth.” . . . He looked across
at Jake . . . “Major Donovan. Ever hear
of him?” .

Jake thought a moment. “Don’t he run
one of those outfits down across the river?”
- Sherill nodded. Then his look became
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he sat doubled over and Doug saw his
blotched face in the glass.

The gale swung the Mabel M quartering
to the Channel before the swell passed.
Doug headed back toward the opening. He
figured it would be about two minutes be-
fore the next big swell was due. By putting
. on full speed he could make it.

He wondered as he cut through the
smaller waves and rode out into deep water
safely whether Blount would have known
enough to speed up and get through or if
the big one would have caught him right
between the two arms of the breakwater.

If it had, the troller would have swung
helpless and piled on the rocks, her pro-
peller racing in the air as the huge wave
lifted and carried her on its crest.

Doug headed straight out, bow splitting
the swells and throwing spray thirty feet in
air. The gale plastered the spray back against
the deck and he could hear angry shouts
from his passengers. They began crowding
into the cabin, some thoroughly drenched.
One blonde whose hair had been a mass
of tightly marcelled curls, burst in with a
man’s coat over her head. When she el-
bowed her way to where she could see her-
self in the glass, she swore.

One of the men, unsteady from too much
drink, lunged against Doug as the Mabel M
rose on a swell and then dove down the
other side. The fellow clung to Doug try-
ing to right himself.

Doug took one hand from the wheel and
jabbed backward into the man’s stomach
and heard him “ugh!” and drop on the
floor. “Blount!” Doug yelled out. “Get up
here at your wheel!” »

He would be damned if he was going to
take the responsibility of navigating, with
the cabin crowded with these men and
women. He knew that they would be sea-
sick; ten minutes in the stuffy cabin and
with the boat pitching would do that all
right. Some would go outside, not caring
whether they lived or died, and they would
wash overboard. '

Blount, his face a sickly gray now, pushed
his way to the wheel. Doug said, as he
turned loose, “I'm goin’ out an’ run a
couple of lines around the hand rail stanch-
ions. You should 'a’ done that before we
started. Somebody’ll wash overboard.’
Where’s your rope?”’
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Blount started to answer, then clamped
his mouth shut, ducked his head and stood
gripping the wheel, pulling back and star-
ing straight ahead, like a fear-crazed driver
of an auto as he plows into an unavoidable
crash. '

“"Heck!” thought Doug as he elbowed his

"way down the three steps to the tiny fore-

castle. “He looks just like a sea-sick land-
lubber!”

‘ N JOMEN jammed the steps and one

screamed a string of vaths as Doug
stepped on her foot. The two narrow bunks
and the three-foot alleyway housed five men
and women. .

Doug had to disregard white slacks and
tailored breeches and silk stockings as he
forced his way to the storage space under
the locker and pulled out a coil of half-inch
rope and carried it up the crowded steps.

Up in the cabin, one of the young men
who was with the girl with the yellow curls
asked Doug calmly, “What's wrong, mate?”

“Hand lines,” Doug answered. When he
had pulled the heavy coil of rope out on

~deck, the young fellow was there behind

him.

“Better let me give you a hand. It'll be
tough going, for one guy.” -

The young chap seemed to know what
to do. He took the end of the rope, made his
way forward as Doug uncoiled it and by
alternate pulling and walking, circled the
cabin with it.

“Think that’s enough?” he asked Doug,
after measuring off an extra thirty feet. He
puldled out his knife and waited for Doug’s
nod.

“How d’ you want to do it—each start at
the bow and work both ways?” the lad
shouted above the gale.

Doug nodded again. They went forward
and started, taking a half-hitch around each
stanchion.

Suddenly Doug realized by the listing of
the boat that the Mabel M was off course,
quartering into the waves. ““Damn Blount,”
he thought, “he’s tryin’ to work her north
already, and we're only five miles out!”

He heard voices and a woman’s scream
from the cabin. The Mabel M had slewed
sideways almost to a forty-five-degree pitch,
as the wave caught her. Probably the crowd
inside the cabin had been knocked around,
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Dough thought. Maybe one of the women
had fallen against the sharp-cornered box-
ing which covered the front of the engine.
He watched his chance and jumped for
the cabin door. He would have to make
Blount hecad back into the wind, at least
until the extra ropes were strung on the

deck rails.

The door was jerked open before he

reached it. A man stood there, wide eyed,
his face jaundice-colored. “Help! Quick!
Something’s happened to the skipper! He
dropped, right there at the wheel! Quick!”

Dough sprang through the door thinking,
“What the heck! Don’t any of the poor
boobs know enough to grab the wheel and
straighten her out? They'd stand there and
let her—"

He stopped. At the wheel, her trim long
legs spread out to straddle the body on the
cabin floor, stood the black-haired Spanish
girl. She was fighting the wheel, the muscles
of her arms and shoulders showing tense
under her water-soaked white waist.

Doug plowed his way to her, knocking
men and women aside. He grabbed Blount’s
legs and dragged the inert hulk out of the
way and reathed around the girl’s body and
gripped the wheel, his hands beside hers.
Her body pressed back against his for sup-
port, moving with him as their arms worked
the wheel around until the old Mabel M
straightened herself once more, head into
the gale.

“Good work, Miss!” Doug managed to
blurt out as he finally let go the wheel with
one hand and stood to one side.

The girl turned. Back of Doug several
of the men had knelt beside Blount’s body,
and she joined them.

It seemed only a minute before Doug
felt her hand on his shoulder. Steadying
herself against him the girl whispered,
“He's dead! That leaves you in command.
We think you should order blankets
wrapped around him and someone to sit
by his head—and not tell the others. We
don’t want any hysteria or a panic. We can
say he’s sick, can’t we?”

Doug nodded. He felt a strange tingle in
his throat and breast—different from the
tingle 2 man gets out of a big shot of
whiskey. This girl! It was funny—he had
not felt awkward when he stood with his
arms around her at the wheel. And she was
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just like an old buddy now, understanding
what he wanted without his having to pu
it into words. :

In the mirror he saw the men half lift,
half drag Blount over against the boxing
which covered the engine, after they had
wrapped a blanket around him.

He saw the cabin door open. The young
chap who had been helping him string
the ropes on the stanchions came in.

The girl had come back and was standing
near Doug when the young chap pushed his
way across to them.

“Dolores! Why did you come? You know
it isn’t safe! You know your uncle will be
furious!”

She stared straight ahead through the
cabin window as though afraid or unwilling
to face the lad. “Uncle doesn’t know. He
thinks I drove to Monterey.”

“But why did you come?” he repeated.

She swung around. "Well, why did you
come?” she demanded angrily.

The young fellow tried to speak low
enough so that Doug could not hear. "“You
know why I did! It was Elaine’s party, she

asked me. I tried to get her to wait until
the Santa Maria was finished. But 1 didn't
care—you had said that you never wanted to
see me again!”

The dark girl flung out her answer. *And
you know why I came! I hate her—her and
her yellow hair and her doll face! I knew
she’'d get sick, and I wanted to see how you
liked her when she was throwing up—I
wanted to stand beside her at the rail when
she was leaning over. And if she wanted to
fall overboard, I wasn’t going to stop her!
I'd help her!”
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which is a tapered flat top post (its top
subtending approximately 3145 minutes)
with horizontal cross wire or the number 7
which is plain medium fine cross wires.

Before we go any further let’s look into -

this minute of angle business. In order to
make changes in impact on our target while
using the same point of aim we change the
adjustment of our sights in minute of angle
units or fractions thereof. This adjustment
of sight is not generally done in the field,
but when we are “sighting in” the rifle.

To understand what a sight minute means
we consider our problem in terms of circles,
whose circumferences are made up of min-
utes. .

There are 360 degrees in a circle and
60 minutes in cach degree, or 21,600 min-
utes per circle. In other words, each minute
is 1/21,600 of a circle

Our most common shooting distance is
100 yards or 3,600 inches. Now 3,600 is
the radius of our circle so the diameter
would ‘be 7,200 inches. The circumference
would be pi (3.1416) x 7,200 inches or
22,619.52. One minute of angle is
1/21,600 of this circumference or 1.0472
inches.

For practical purposes we disregard the
fractional part and call a minute of angle
an inch at 100 yards. That would be 2
inches at 200 yards or 15 inch at 50 yards,
etc.

As a matter of information, the scoring
rings on our standard rifle targets for 50
feet, 75 feet, 50 yards and 100 yards are
spaced one minute of angle apart.

Most recciver sights with micrometer
adjustments are calibrated in minutes of
angle and fractions. Generally, each click
on the adjustment represents 15 or 14 min-
ute of angle.

Of course, the effect of the movement of
the adjustment screw on the impact of the
bullet depends on the distance between
sights, or the sight radius.

For example, the Lyman-48 receiver sight
on the old .30 caliber Springfield Sporter
and similar .22 caliber Springfield Arsenal
rifles gives a sighting radius of 277/ inches.
The elevation screw has 25 threads per inch
and ten clicks per turn. Each click of the
elevation screw then causes a slight move-
ment of 1/25 of 1/10, or 1/250, which is
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