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fng while T waa trying to'hghl the Tamp.
. “dtranger,™ 1 said, you've lost your
boat” -
R feckoit an.”
" as & fresh Kingilali in thé ioe barrel,
you needu’t csll e sirunger.
Wlen bLe spuke like thut, T fooked ab
his' Bguré—thin and” graceful.

he naid) ealm and mo!
"Buh

“IF this ia "Nponm-ml\e Key, then yoi're -
“Yon old repro--

Pindar Riwe,” he <uid.
bate.. llold-up the Luup: Now Jook at
me!™ ! - ,

Ypung Joe Kitchell?” I roared.

Tt was him. just as I'm telling you It
was Jo# Kitelell, with his’ pataver nnd
cigdrettes and his insinvating ways 'and
hia slouchy, easy clothes Znd his dumoml
searf pins He fvoked just as he uscd to
Took in Havana when e was in the sugzar
trade aml later, tun, Tknew alout him
_ Tkuew Livw they'l-put Tiim out of the

North American Club, and haw an army -

oftcer's wifis frud enr him up ane Smoday
on those graasy Danks of Moro, and how

he'd Deen caughl-«heating in' a gume of -

poker. iu. the Muachwlo -Hotel, anl how
e hadd feft o givk in New York and what
whming - wava e had \m:.h .l!l WOTILE I—
even-the best. -,

FHo 1 leated - acread the tnhlt- runl I
said shazp, “Whas this girl?™ -

He smcothed his brown hair and snit-

el Well, Pimlar, 1. reckon you know
enongh aboug me swd my 11[\.'cnluro§.
T'H tell you, =he's a A Cuban”

Ml‘\'lm he .aaw e luo .xt him, h(-mmnf-
e said right afterwards: “Fhe’s an or-

han, . Hhe's just over twenty-ene and
vou'lt think it pretty comic, .but slie's
Leen so carefully raized she won't eveun
let me hold her hand. And money? Mr.

towe, believe me, TI've suffered grief
about money 5o long that I ean't believe
it’s true.” Why. just before we left Key
AVest, she sold an American broker wha
et her there a thirl intereat in the
¥ista Hermnaa plantation and maclinery
and care mill. I'm guing to be warried.
Mr. Rowe.” N

*Umph™ I zaid. “You've been going
o pet m.nrned ﬂft; different times, "I
xeekon.”

. “Women take a fancy to me” he whis®
pore:l “They slifl do. She loves me. 1
don't- like hér to sit and Ludk at me alt
day. -Theéré'y such a thing as too much.
Buat this time I'm gning- “to be married
all fght. I've got to be airied, There's
oo g(‘tt.mg the mones withoutitr - o

Somelinw ag he spoke, T thought of my
avife There was a bread knife on the
tabld.and T could have Killed bim. - The
norther lad come up. It was howling
ovutside like acpack of dogs.  The Hoht
- flickece t showed me his i 1 want.
elito ki ll:m I wanted torsze him E.lll
Torward over the kitehen 1able.

“What's this runaway, business
asked him. “Why did you lave to atart
up among these keys me with her?” .

My cdvar old Pindar,” sald bie, “that
ia too plain. When a girl like that goee
off alone on a trip like this, she must go

Luck married or net at oall, It j\lSt
Cinches the matter. Duv you see?”
“Yep,” 1 sgid, ~[ dn. But have you

told this girl you've had a0 wife?”
“No,” he auswersd, licking his cigur-
ette,  “That would searcely du, This

woung lady, is relizious and in her re-

ligion they don™t nu wrey men whoe've been
divereed, especially when the wan wisn's
ihe one who brenght the sait. O, no.
On the oouirtrv. it ia much lLelier to
deuy. ever loving anybody before.  I've
done that. It '3 lnmuul isn'p it

“Will you stivk to this (lne"‘ T arked,
lnoking g the bread kaife. “Will you
stivk s0 ber?”

=0k, aa lung as T have to.
how plain 1 am with yon, Mr. Rowe!™
wsail he. “Persumally, I den’t faney un-
dersized Culaus, A pretty htike thing?
Dh, yea, But delicate
Possibly 1 um spoiled.”

T leaned over the table again toward
ihe rat aad [ osaid HAppose, Kilehell, 1
hate you like a averpion, Suppese 1 hute
Your wavs aml suppose U'm guing Lo stop
wour mlmu
fnow of you.

Tle just mat back in Nis ehale and
laughed. §le lnughed smi laughed and
kept ou trying tu laugh se as to show
e how cocksure hie was,

Slre ahead.” lie saidh grinping al me.
“Clo ahead. thers fried -it.
i in Havanws, That™s ane repson why I
had to got away with her po fust. You
cap try it. Do you think she'l Lelieve
wyou! Oh, I'm uot feol cnough to risk
saything - talking .to  you.
wouldn't Lelieve you. Tell her!
Tuke oaliia,  Cut up nll the fusa you
wunt old feller. She'll hute you for it.

¥ Hecause she helieves et
1tell you, mate, the mnn had mé ready
Lo do murder. I've aeen necessily in my
day dod ['ve bLrought men down wilh
lead. 1t seened te we then I nevor had
% much neceanily bofore.

dnat see

Almnat ncnllnng

Suppose [ tell her what I

They bried

ishe -
Rwear,

CSKitehelt,™ T &il quiet, Letween The

roars of the wind. “you have lived some ~

thirtyeight years. You've doue a Tot of
dammage. - Sumewhere  there: is  more

wonien thaw I chn coubt of'ny finger |

that owés you a heap of evil. I don’t
suppose they'll ever pay
em. Kitchell, | wish 1 way going te pay
5t Kiteleelt; 1 gire you warning, ‘man
to man. There's 1 aail-boal belonging to
me down at my pwr there, W heu thy
weather cleara, you're poing to fake. it

It ain't lige

and 1 fett my blued pounding in my ears.
The writing was done. ‘And there it was
on the wall, - It wan hia name! -
“Whal's it mean I' whispers to hlm.
“What!” he mnid.
“That wri
“l dw’t see any writing.”

we said, ‘1

. waa juat joking. T wmeant’ hat Edinggs wal

and go to hey Wost and leave this gicl

here,”

Ie brushed back some of ﬂmt silky
hair of hin, Lhen, and lonked at me goud:
nat:iered 2nd shook his head.” ~
v lhm,-: Iike tleat,” he awid,
ken.'”
£ you don't,” said 1
-onrsclf‘ -

But he ahank hH Thead agrin. “Vou
wotldn't kill me, Pindaf,” he said with
liix smonth, sure ‘way. e stopped to
think it over tv be certain, and then he
Leughed. “You wouldn't kil me. 1 know

“You're

“lotk out for

Yo woulde't kil me, Pind,

1

. v
- old friend. and it

{lie vards y3u hold, uy
isn't & winming hand.” ©
e sat there for o while, listening to

ihe cracking of the hoatds - when the.

wind drove against the walls of the
ehack, 1 saw tlh‘ vellow light on Lis
face and i was'an enl f.nce, too, fur all
its cven. featurch, .

“No,” he-sid, Wy and by “T know
wlen lln going to win. - I can feel f.lto
just like & man feets waemw or cold. I can
tell Ly the feeling how the ball on a
rouletfe whetl is going to"drop, I know
whelber acard is good or bad withouf
turning it over. Hofne things is certain.
'llm; re marked out Leforehand, I feel
ems, I feel a contidence, and that con-
fidence nccomplmhen nnvlinmg Nothing
cun stop m€. Aud this is one of those
{imes.  No man can interfere. It war
written down beforehand., Thid isn wild
nighl—a night for strange things,  few
the light dance on the wall thers, Touk.
1% you see lelters written Hu-u-flng,
red letlerat”

I looked, mate, lnd 1 hopc tn drnp
dead if T didn't see wriking on tle hoards,
It was dim at first and dunced, and then
it mettled down and got clearer and
clearer Jike & alig's name through a Hasa
when the fng ia Blowing away. 1 couldn't
read it yet, but 1 knew thut Something
had come ioto the room and was wrll.mg
there with ils finger! -

o vonid Ses the words growu-g clouer

) he gaid,

- Kitehell,
o4
- Homething has warked you,

marked out heforehand. What ails you?!
He looked a little seared then.
“I)id you see anything?' he said.
I looked again and the writing waa
gone, o :
"Hpeak up.”-said he.
see T

“Nothing,” I sailf,
“Yom looked as if you saw umnclhmg.
he roars at me.. “What was it?"

“What did you .

- omusekes T i hia body
, thy skin, lonkingr as if they. were trave!-

It came to nre like o flash what it «ll

meant.

SYou saidk that sometimes things that

Tappened was marked out beforehaml,” [
said 1o binr, “You waa right. Something

. dropped thuse twn Jang
. enongh tu shuw

steeved you puto Rib Rock BRar, Kitehell -

Something irought you anto Sp
Key.

agecxke

with his smooth, swre wap”
T . "

Somothing has a bill apsiost
vou. that's been ‘sbunding loug envugh.
Kitchell,
Something will reach out amd you will

never Qedge ia fingera.  Kitehell, Jou
have come to the end of your rope!™

“You———-" lm anld, and then e siop-
ped, .

Ot adn't me,” T osaid.

“What do you meur?” he whinpered.
“Youve lived alowe too mueh, Pindsr.
You're seeing ltinga! ('mll'numl you!
What did you wmee?” -

. b wever answored hiwm, nomw. ¥ gol
up.and threw a moattresa in the coruer
by the old music caliinet that used to Le-
. leng to my wife. He looked at me for &
long time and Lhen lie got up und welked
over {0 it aml sirctched oat.  'There

_wasn't auy Sound bui the wind ard the

il

ticking of myg clack.

Towands morning the weather broke
apgain und the light that eame in through
the erncks was pink. I got up ont of iy
ebiair nnd [ looked at the wall where
T'd eeen (he-words and wondered if I'd
drenmed ‘g .

Alfer 1'd gone outnile and. looked st
the sun coming up and the water in the
ciamtiel’ all Olled and coloured wilh Lthe

* white mud brought up from the Loltom

by {he dry noriher, } teak up my glam
aid wighted it out toward Rib Rock Har
anil | =aw Lhe leunch was gone, T search-
ed the passes beiween the Keys for ber,

mimnething has been watvhing you, |

. Aaid.

© L yawning
. shape.

o 4F

Lt ahe wasa’t there. And.T was utand:
ing Inoking when T Legan tn fex]l as.if
aolrebody was walehing we from bebind.

I turnead around and 1 couldn’ we
anybody. Tt wis s calm I coull havae
heard a4 step on the corad gravel s bun-
dred  yards away, And nobody was
there,  And flren all of a sndden T suw
whu was watvhing me, It was Gus!?

Ele had shed his skin agin and he't
erawled vud into hia hollow in the sand
jurt this side of that ihicket. Linly
about hadf of his eight foet waa- coiled,
but his big. flat head was up.in the A'c
8s if he was amelling or lislening - It
waved to and fro, casy and soft and The
were volling under

fing down in wlow waves from his ueck
to his tail. He opencd b we aml just
white “Fuiga
And Iu sermed 10

I‘II!.
be watrhing me.

SO T i, mwhere's Teas?

He pulted Wimsell out inte the sun-
light. lhen, and. Osttened out D
nnd Laid his chin on the coroanut Im

“You want some cundeunsed il
“Waid till 've got sonwe break
Lie wiill there™ :

Ho I went back .uuj. put. rome caffer
on, and Kitehell gobt up off the maltress .
and stretebed bimself. L

“Haw Lonors got up vet®™ he oasked,
aml pulling hia clathes inta
I didee’t anawer and he wenl out.
I wislied later T'd stopped Lime .,

I'motelling it just s= it hagrpened. Let's
see, 1 wita turning same cakes in the fry-
ing pan when I heard @ voice behind e

Cand 1 turned and leoked and saw the givl

standing in the door. She seecmed fike

Cone of those TitLle bisds that come theve

T amd
, pretty Ditle Uluog.

{imid,
i were

arvund  fur erumbes -a
And her v

hop

w0 much eyeat  They were =0 o6l and
blavk and round aod frosting,
“—xenor—¥ am Lenoara Gonzalez” she

said, #0 &oft you could hardly hear her.

L may lelp you wiz the cafer 1 a8k
_thing with w willed flow,

_ Culians have, o

where ess Senor Kitcholl 2 .
1 oshant forget her, 1 tell _ruu—-a Iu(lo

¢ in et Llack

hair. and a ekin Bot white. nr Lrowe o

velow or pink, but-euly like a few of Tha |

Sthiin uzd . delicate ye

_can see into it the way yvou can see.anto .

_ flapping over-a i.nkA_
_through the stormr,

- but of the norning.

a pivee of polia1nenl.~lnel|. . L
“Hes outside, -Miss') [ said ta her,
“lhg v(-u sleep

“Voera teetle, aseunr lh(- .u]w\& od _.aul
logked at me gut of ker big eyes.
Tt was just at that see ond Lhete ¢ uns-

the pistel Bhole The air was an still that
vou night say {hal tie nuise tore-a hale
1 thought at first

he'd puk a buliel jnte fenors Clonmler;
Khe jumped like nosandpiper that's hoen .
hiv and canme down on her Lnees holding.
on to the edge of the door, frightensd
and shaking like a palmetio. T pickel
Ler up o tu her fead. Hhe was a grewi

girl, but she felt like  child. P
ghe eried, “F do nol like!
) o [

1do rluL like!

“1"Know,” said I. “But he hasn't ahnt
Limsolf. Not Joe Kitehell, Don't worry?

"We heard him coming just ns 1 spoke,
e came aud stood in the door and he’
held up womething and shook it andia
drop’ of blood spattered on tie flnore

Tha soniething he shook, mate, was hese

ratilre that 1 hold in quy hamd paw.
And these Talties Welomial ta Guy, Ilml'
Lilled my pnake!

“Mr, Howe,"” fie 8
I've juat shot the
i've ever saw.”

“You," said T
from springing atb hiw
He never did yon any larm. lut you
Killed him. e was happy. But you
Kkilled tim. He wona lying asleop there
in the coral samd and cocoanut huska
and Nis back was turned. 1t you Xilled
Tim )

The mistruble cuss began to lml,gh and
shiake Lhe rattles at the little Cuban
She sereamed and shrank back: And -
Inughed nmuin. .

“Kitcheth,* I said, “You were meant
to destroy. But, Kitcbell, ymi are marz.
ed onl. Jasi might when the wind was
nahiricking around thia shack vou asked
we 1o see tetters an the boarde  Now,
Kitehell, ik i bright aml sunny. i
pol the might. 1% the day. Look un the
wall therel?

The foller dwrned. He turned awd ho
dropped the ratlles Gul of Lis hanl The
brealh aqueaked in his throat.

“Whnt do you nee?™ 1 romred.

SUonlound LY e whispered, Yooking
.nround kb we. “H o way "y imagination.

't hud any sleep” R .

it did yom meett 1. sald, for 1 -
l\m‘w ‘lumthmg Jamd come inlo my ahld.
sy e o

L]

eome out s
t dignmond.buai

hlding mysell “lack
"Yuu Kkilted hiny,

4



