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e laughed then—laughed without any
fun in it.

“f didn't see anything,” he said. 1
thought at firat 1 suw letlers—my rame.
1t’s my stomach, }'m hungry®

But he nover prked up the rattles or

atopped to get bremklast, He walked
out into the sun and I saw him watix
his hands behind his back and hig Pead
bent down as if he wan thinking, waik-
ing down on to the beach.

There's plenty of people beluw hera
that will tell you thut "o u liar, Plemty
wf "em don't believe I ateered the tug
Moes Rose loaded with guna under the
walla of Morra and landed the whole
carpo in Havana without showing my
papers. But, mate, T aay there ie strange
thinga amongst these keys, and what

_ F'm telling is eo-help-me truth, as X saw
it, It taught me that no bill of sin goes
ino long vnrpaid, ner & poor living crea-
fure needing help that jan't seen in ita

_ struggles.

And I say Kitchall went off down on
to the shore and began picking up thore
“seashells and throwing ’em intg the
water.

“Po you love that mani?” I smd Lo
Lenara,

&he nodded and began to eall to him
—like o child, #he called to him and
when he roader back for her to go ahead
and ‘eat her breakfast she sat down.
he sat down at the table I'd wet out-
sila the shack door, 28 meek and silent
23 if she'd been punished. I think she
was a child and dida't know what love
meant. ’

I st there drinking my coffee and
laoking at Gus. Kight feet of him was
lying over there in.the hollow under the
eovoanut palma, There weren't any lie
in him any more. The bullet had tora
s hole in his nevk, His head wasn't
rojaed and it wasn't swaying, and his
mugrles weren't moving under his skin.
iy eolour wasn't bright. Some of his
blood was drying on the white sand, He
was the most perfoet snake I ever saw.
And he was dead.

& lewked at him and then I saw the
grass move beyond where he lay. I
could look right over Lenora's shoulder
al see the grass move. A head camn
onut of the grass into the sun and then
the body, moving elow )like a trickle of
hot tar, It was her! It wi: Bera!

“he saw him lying there, then-—her
mate, And she threw her head back an:l
beld it stuck up in the alr, She had
secn him—seen him dead! Bhe went to
him and laid her bead acrosas his body
and he gidn't move. An she derted her
tongue out amt touched him and be didw’t
move, And she threw ker head up again.

Oh, T tell you, mate, it was eruel to
sea grief po silent—4to see her crawl
pround him and step and raise her head
and shake along her body and then drop
hor neck across his. And he never
moved because he was dead and wouldn’t
aver move again. She was a ratiler, Bh2
coulin’t sercam. the coulin’t talk. And
finally she dropped hor head on the sand
as il there wasn’'t any mora sirength
in her body. She hali turned over and
tha gun shone on the white seales of her
belly, It wan then that Kitchell, why
was dowh on the beach, stretched his
wrma and gave a loud yawn.

She heard him and she seemed €0
know, I snw her eoil and raize her nesg
up and up and up to where she ecoull
look cover the top ol the clumpe of grass
on lhe eslope. Her head was swaying to

and fro like a swinging bracket, And
then she raitled. .
“What cen that, senor? asked the

little Cubanr, watehing the folds of ber
white dress in her Litlle hands.

“Nothinz," [ said, for T wan watching
Besn. ‘T'he snake hud secn Kitchell, 1
knew mhe'd secn him. He bad atuck hia
Aninl i those flanmuel jeans of his anid
‘e wan atill moving off by the waters
atge, and Bess uneniled anid began to
arawl in the same direction,

“We have loat our boal,” said T.enora,

“That wof” I gays. I wasn't thinking
of what she mail at all. 1 might have
siiwered anything, 1 wan watching for
Hewa (n come out on the olher side ol
thut putch of prickly pears.

tn o minute ¥ saw her. Rhe stoppoi
on a Imre mpot awl thenzh she wia
saume dintance away hy thut time L

aw that poor dumd thing eceil herself
npain and curve her neck and raize ker
B,

Blunp.
You, menor, are verg Wind,” said tho
girl then. "¥You have been kind tq !

Pardon, nenor—what you look at1”,

I wus wfraid the bitlle Cuban woull

turn arounil I was alraid she'sd inter
fore, 1 vaull szee haw Bomel.hmg d
wupped out what was to happen, 1t wan
warking—nurer than deathl Xverything
was wnrked oub,
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Tieu nhe direpped b and crawled

*Mina,” I »aid,
Spongecuke Key.”

It seemed to matisfy her, so I took
down my glam and wiped the lena and
put it to my eye. I eould wee & heap
plainer, 1 cowdd see Bess crawl ont on
4o that white limestone point that stands
up there now over the water. It'a white

“] often look wround

5ng toward the limestone rock.” He wus
being moved there Bomething waa mov-

" ing him with Its hand.

T aaw him when ke pot to the rock it.
self. 1 maw bim lock up at it snd then
lack gut into the chammel -with the white
cranes _wading om those yellow wsawl-
bars, Then he looked up at the ledge

"He was moving toward the rock, He was being moved there”

by moonlight now. It was white by sun-
light ther, &he stretched herself might
near the crest of it, and on that sur-
{ace she looked as black as & wriggle of
ink on writing paper.

Kitchell was still walking along the
shore toward the point, He was still
pucking up shells and pebbles and throw-
ing ’em into the water. 1 eould see how
slwek and brown his hair was, I was
looking through the glaes. He was mov-

.+ .. 10 for 6d

. to her hame, -
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stane.” Bhe never’ ratiled. Ehe walted
for his face. Her long body came oull
of its coil like a steel spring. She wenll
Ber length—a heavy back streak in they
ai., Bhe strock him with her head benfy
back and her jawes wide. fShe must havg
driven Lhosa two white - needles o
through his cheek. .She fcH back an
nqm-rmed on the ground 'till I Eould. leQ
her white belly,

Kitchell never shouted. " He jomped
backward, Hism foot caught, Ha wend
bead downwards over the rock. I thinld
he struek on his forehead. Becanse hg
rolled over and over, then, as if therg
wza no lfe in hun, and fell into thy
water.

I watched him float off that shalow
where 1 catch mullet. When he was in
deeper water he turned face downward,
1 saw the tide eatch him and then’ ,11
thought he was going to sink, He dide’t
just then, Win eddy shot him around ihg
point out of aight.

“What yon look at mow?!” asked Ken«
ora, with her big eyes on mine, - i

“Umph,” said I "I was dreaming™ !

T was planning already how T was g0«
ing to let her think that Kitchell had
gone off with oene of my boats and des
serted her. These waters and -pasees
never tell what they krow. ¥ was plane
ning how T'd let her think he’d run away]
from her, and how 1'd take her baekl
Hhe was a child. Sha
hadn’t fearned yet what love meant,

“Renor,” said she, with her head on ond
gide gnd that emile, “you make verrg
nice—what you call them, senor?”

“Flapjaeks,” sad I.

And then 1 whistled “The Las Rose
of Bummer” It's one of wmny favouritg
tunes. ] always whistle & when Fm &
Jittle off my bearings. And I felt josd
iben as if Lenora Gonzalez and Joe Kit
-ehell and 1 hadwu’t Leen alone on Sponge<
eake that night. I feit as though Semex
dhing else—the thing wlt.h the long (e ]
—bad been there, toa. . s

Dr. Wu Ting-fang used to tell me many,
iNuminating anecdotes about the Chinesa
character. Ome concerned ingenuity., “Al

B Chinaman, the anecdote ranm, found his

arain. Jt wae steep ihere for aix or
e]ght feet, as you can eee. But he wa
moved up. -
. 1 saw Bess coil, I watched to.see it
she'd ratthe. But she mever used it, Bhe
mever gave any warning, She was think-
ing of Gus, maybe, No man wan tell

I tried to keep the glass steady.

T recken I  aurceeded., 1 paw
her wait ¢ill lLis face showed over
the edge - of that table of lime-

CIGARETTE

COMPETITION

NOW ON

S " Conmult your Tobecconist for Iull particulars.

20 tin 1)=

8! Ardath Tobacco Co. Ltd, London

wife lying dead in a fie)d one morning;)
& tiger had killed her, The Chinamar
went home, procured some areenic, amd,

- returning to the field, sprinkled it over

the corpse.
dead body lay besile the woman’s:

The next day the tiper's
The

Chinaman sold the tiger's skin to &
. mandarin, and its body to a physician
to make fear-cure powders, and with the
'prmwds bhe was ahle te buy a ymmger
wite.” .




