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NIGHT IN HAVANA
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Havana water front on the Street of Pious

Works. When he was drinking his beer, he
saw, in the mirror, two policemen approaching the
doorway. He did not think they were looking for
him—for almost three weeks he had been walking
about in the freedom of an uncustomary virtue—but
the police were subject to petulant changes of mind.
He took off his straw hat and held it for a moment at
his chest; when he put the hat on the eounter, it had
his automatie pistol underneath it. He was bent over
his beer when they entered. One of them he knew—a
tough mulatto lieutenant named Ortiz. The latter's
hard cruel little eyes swept the room and then met
Tio's in the mirror. Tio smiled suavely and said good
morning. To his disappointment Ortiz was not con-
tent with this salutation, but came toward him so
purposefully that Tio swung around to face him.

**Searech this one,” Ortiz said to his com-
panion.

Tio raised his arms at onee, and the po-
liceman clapped him roughly from neck to
ankles.

“You sese, I lead a dull and peaceful
life," Tio said to Ortiz.

For reply the mulatto struck him hard
across the mouth with the baek of his hand,
cutting his lip. Tio said nothing and, rather
than be hit again, he dropped his eyes be-
fore the other's glare. The two policemen
went out. Tio spat the blood on the floor
and rinsed his mouth with beer. The bar-
tender said nothing.

Two other customers drinking coffee at
a tile-topped table looked at Tio apprehen-
sively. He drank his beer, lifted his hat
carefully to his chest, and then put it on.
He dropped a nickel on the counter and
went out. The two policemen were on the
corner, talking. Tio bore them no ill will.
They had a hard life too. Most people had
a hard life and therefore should not be
judged too harshly. Tio turned his back
on the policemen and walked up the narrow
street toward the city.

TIO went into the Three Brothers Bar just off the

CLARK

Something's up, he told himself. They've been told o
gel someone for something. The police chief has called
them names, and they are angry.

He decided to find out about it, so that he could stay
away from the wrong places and the wrong companions.
Also, he wanted to get rid of the gun while the police
were picking up suspects, He headed for the Café
Moseca, where his fiancée, Amelia, the proprietress,
would keep the gun for him.

At the eaflé he saw Nicky, the Italian dope peddler,
narrow-faced and dark, with nervous fingers; and Sam,
the American taxi driver, specializing in tourists, one
of the few remaining good rough-and-tumble fighters;
and a Chinaman, called simply ‘‘the Chink,"” who
traded in those of his people who wanted to be landed
on Ameriean shores; and a Dutechman named Maru, in
from Jamaica, who had a big motor launch of his own,
and was important in the smuggling trade; and half a

He did not hesitate, but
leaped from a crouchs
ing position, like an anis
mal, for Tiao"s throat.



“‘Itis the jewels of the American turista,'"
he replied. 'R very rich one—a very gay
one—in a motor crulser, like mine. They

were stolen last night In a cabaret.’”

dozen Cuban riffraff who worked at anything from
running brothels to stealing clothes with a pole out
of second stories. At one table there were six fresh-
faced young men talking in low eager tones; they
were the only ones in the eafé not wearing hats, and
they were the only ones who were honest. They were
students, and Tio frowned to see them there. The
students caused unnecessary trouble; they were al-
ways plotting revolutions and forming secret socie-
ties in publie places; and sooner or later they would
bring the “paisancs'—the plain-clothes men—into
a place, and everybody would be uncomfortable until
the day when the paisanos would grab them and
shoot one or two on the way to the patrol wagon for
trying to escape. Tio did not like schoolboys in the
Calé Mosea.

He stopped alongside Maru, who was sitting alone
at a table and who invited him to sit down.
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" Coffee—small,"” Tio said to Pepe, Amelia's
brother, who was very religious and was to
intercede for all of them in heaven.

“I weigh one hundred and ninety-three,"”
Maru said. *When I weigh one hundred and
ninety-five I shall stop drinking beer and shall
drink coffee. Shortly I shall weigh one hun-
dred and ninety, and shall drink beer again."”

*“It is like the rise and fall of the tide,” Tio
murmured. He had the sweet tooth of the

Cuban and he poured nearly a third of a cup

of sugar in his coffee. "I had the impression this

afternoon,” he said, "' that there is something on the
mind of the police."

Maru laughed. Although he had a profound con-
tempt for Cubans, he respected Tio's intelligence and
was amused by his polite and elaborate way of talk-
ing. "It is the jewels of the Ameriean furista,” he re-
plied. "'A very rich one—a very gay one—in a motor
cruiser, like mine. They were stolen last night in a
cabaret. She had put them in her handbag."

“That is unfortunate,” Tio said. “‘And so soon
after the police chief let it be known that American
tourists were not to be robbed!" He drank his coffee
and expostulated: * For if we rob the American tour-
ists, then they will come no more; and if they come
no more, where will the Cubans get their money?
Then there will be none to rob."”
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““She has a nice eruiser,” Maru said, changing the
subject, to indicate that robbery, as contrasted with
smuggling, did not interest him. ‘I have seen it. It
is the Seabird.”

“What were the jewels?’’ Tio asked.

“‘An emerald of great size—a pendant. Also, rings.
She left the handbag in a night club. So they say.”

How foolish to put such things in a handbag, Tio
thought wistfully, He put two pennies on the table
for his coffee, bowed to Maru and went in the door
marked CavaLLEROS. Instead of turning to the right
to the washroom, however, he pushed open the door
ahead of him and came out in a short hallway behind
the kitchen. He knocked at another door and entered
without waiting for an answer.

He was in a small office where the accounts were
kept. Amelia was sitting at her desk. Her husband
had died nearly a year ago and had left her a $2500
debt and a café with the most vicious clientele in
Havana. Facing all the difficulties of a woman alone,
she had assumed the responsibility with no outward
fear; she ran the café with a firm and efficient hand,
until Tio, who had found women a help to man's
pleasure, but a hindrance to his business, saw that
here was a woman who would be helpful in both ways,
and, incidentally, would not consent to be helpful in
pleasure alone. Somewhat to his surprise, but with
the approval of his mind, Tio fell in love with her.



She wag dark, plump and still beautiful—but not
for much longer. Soon she would get a little fat—
just enough to break the elean curves of her youth.
Personally, Tio would prefer her a little fat; from the
standpoint of a husband, the aesthetic loss was more
than offset by the gain in eomfort and security.

“Madre Mia!" she exclaimed. “ You give me no
time to say, Enter.”

“I am too impatient to see you,” Tio said, kissing
her.

“You must have something you want me to do,”
Amelia scolded.

“Only a little thing. And now that I see your face,
I have forgotten what it was."

“Just as you forget my face as soon as you see
another.”

“Not once in the last three days, as I have gazed
on the faces of others, have I forgotten yours,” Tio
replied, teasing her.

Amelia stood up and put her arms around his neck.
One of the reasons she liked Tio was his ability to
talk much better than she; sometimes his conversa-
tion resembled that of the elegant young gentlemen
in romantie novels of old Madrid.

“"How wicked you are and how foolish of me to
love you,” she sighed. ** What is it you wish me to do
for you?"

There was a large brown envelope, empty, on the
desk. He picked it up, slid his automatic deftly into
it, sealed it and handed it to her. ''Keep this for
Tio,”" he said.

Amelia's manner suddenly became serious, It is
well. The detectives are watching this café.”

*That was to be expected."”

“An American was robbed last night,” Amelia
went on. “At some cabaret.”

“Yes. I heard. An emerald. Who, probably?”

Amelia shrugged her shoulders. ''Sam drove the
taxi, That much I know.”

“It wasn't Sam,” Tio said reflectively. * That ox.
He cannot steal. And if he found the jewels in his
cab, he would not know what to do with them—ex-
cept bring them to me.”

*“Yes,” said Amelia.

Suddenly Tio wanted the emerald badly. He had
not picked up any real money for weeks. As if reading
his mind, Amelia put her hands on his shoulders:
'* Little one, listen. The police are aroused about this
matter. They have orders It is not ns usual. Also” —
she dropped her eyes—"'in a week my late husband,
the unfortunate Enrique, will be dead a year.”
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Tio understood what she meant: it would then be
fitting for him to marry her. *“ Then, let us marry, my
sweet,"" he said. ““Only there is a debt to be paid.”

He had promised, when he married her, that he
would abandon the extralegal practices by which he
lived. He would confine himself to the business of
running the café. But she had told him of the café's
debt, reduced by careful saving to $2100. Partly
out of vanity, partly out of a sense of obligation, he
had sworn that, since he had no other material con-
tribution for their marriage, he would discharge the
debt before he wedded her. This was too honorable
an intention for her to dispute; she respected him for
it, but she was beginning to be afraid; it was always
“the one last trick' that failed.

‘ Let the debt be,” she begged. ** Little by little we
shall pay it.”

Sinee she so rarely pleaded with him for anything,
he was moved by this, and might have yielded if no
interruption had oceurrcd. But Amelia's face
changed and her voice lifted. ‘*So you will not forget
to mail it for me?" she inquired.

Reading her face instantly, Tio answered: * May
God forbid, seilora."”

Amelia addressed the detective who had entered:
**Good morning, sefior.”

“Your servant, sefiora.”
fully and then asked her: * May I see you alone?"

“Adios, little flower,” Tio responded promptly
and walked away with o wave of his hand.

The detective handed her his eard. It said: Ligu-
TENANT Raourn Moriva, Porrcia Secreta. ‘ That
was Tio Martinez?" he asked.

“Si, senor.”

‘‘He 1s here often?”’

“He is most attentive,” Amelia replied with a be-
coming blush.

“To you—or to business?”

“To me."

“Naturally,” the detective replied. The remark
was gallant, but the tone was false. He consulted a
little notebook. *'In the café I also saw—Maru, the
Dutehman, Nicky Aricinno, Lu Wong, Sam McCar-
ran, Pepe Rosan )

“You have many friends,”
with a pleasant smile.

“Not friends," said Lieutenant Molina. *“Merely
crooks—as you know, sefiora. Are you not afraid
with so many dishonest men about?"

*“Nothing has ever been stolen here,”
marked.

He looked at Tio care-

Amelia interrupted

Amelia re-

The detective laughed. “Perhaps we ecan
help each other,” he said briskly, putting his
notebook away. ' I am not after those crooks.
I am not—even—interested in the emerald.”
He glanced at Amelia to see what effect the
last word had upon her, but her face was im-
passive.

““Perhaps you merely wish some beer,”
suggested Amelia.

““No. There is a table of students here. I
am interested in them. I want some informa-
tion. I want them to talk freely and mention
names and places. And you will make a note
of what they say.”

“I am so busy here,”
rarely go in the caf6

Lieutenant Molina raised his hand to check
her. "It would be too bad if those whose names
I have read and others like them should go to
some other café because the police were always
in this one,” he reminded her. ‘‘ The students
bring you no business.”

It was true. It would be easy for the police
to seare away her trade. And she was particu-
larly anxious that the café should do well,
since Tio would shortly enter the business
with her.

“If you get me this information, we shall
continue to leave you alone. But”—he
looked at her sharply—'‘I want an honest
job.” b

Amelia nodded. She felt sorry for those
schoolboys, but they were such fools. After o
day or two, she would suggest they go to an-
other café. ' Very well,"” she agreed.

“Many thanks. Until later.” He weub out
by the door in the kitchen.

Amelia joined the crowd in the café, stopping at
each table for a word or two and helping in the serv-
ice. She showed Lieutenant Molina’s card to Tio and
whispered: ““He is not interested in you or your
friends—only the students.”

Tio nodded. “Give me the card, my sweet. The
lieutenant may sometime prove useful.” He put it
in his vest pocket.

At the student table Amelia exchanged jests with
one of them—a blond, cheerful one, not so nervous
and intense as the rest. It was easy for her to pick
up their conversation. Fegling secure in her café,
they paid little attention to her coming and geing,
and talked incessantly in low tones that burst into
shrillness when they were excited. She had noted
several names and places by nightfall, and many
phrases about ‘‘the cause” and “‘freedom’ and a
mysterious shipload of arms. She hoped for their
sakes that there was no tangible evidence to conﬁrm
the indiscretion of their words.

‘With no guilt on his conscience, not even the 1Llegal
possession of a pistol, Tio left the café and walked
slowly in the warm bright February sunshine to the
Park of Brotherhood. It was nearly lunchtime, and
he sat on a bench, waiting for Arturo Jimenez from
the customhouse. A number of American tourists
went by. They were apt to talk rather loudly, and
the women's clothes were too sporty for Tio's con-
servative taste; but Tio had a rather friendly feeling
toward Americans. They were careless by nature,
and they drank a lot, and he had robbed so many of
them so easily.

Arturo slipped into the seat beside him—a furtive
little man in a soiled linen suit, with a slippery, per-
petually moving mouth. Tio despised him; but Ar-
turo, in touch with both the police and the custome
officials, was one of the best sources of news he had.

“Have we ever had more beautiful weather!"
Arturo exclaimed piously. He lit a cigarette and let
the smoke drift slowly into the sunlight. Tio noted
the yellowed fingers and black-rimmed fingernails
with distaste, but his ability to suppress his personal
dislikes was partly responsible for his success.

“February is a good month,” Tio said. “Many
tourists come, and they lend color to our drab lives.”

“How true!"

**Such as the one who lost her emerald last night.
What was her name, Arturo?”

"I eould not: be sure of it at the time we were intro-
duced,”" Arturo said, delicately flicking the ash of his
cigarette, '“but T believe (Continued on Page BG)

Amelia, began. “I
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ES, it's true! Your old toaster, no
matter how obsolete and useless
itis, is worth $2 now—on this superb
1939 Toastmaster toaster, or on one
ofthe smart new Toastmaster tray sets.
Your new Toastmaster toaster will
be the one you've always wanted—
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to your dealer and he will allow you $2
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Toastmaster toaster illustrated, or a
Hospitality Set or Toast 'n Jam Set in-
cluding this toaster. You will find Toast-
master products wherever electrical
appliances are sold—at all department
stores, electric companies, jewelry,
hardware, electrical, and specialty
stores. See yonr dealer today!

**TOASTMASTER” is a registered trademark of
McGRAW ELECTRIC COMPANY, Toastmaster

ivision, Elgin, I1L
Fioduis Dirlziaa, Fi Copr, 1939, McGriw Elec, Co.
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NIGHT IN HAVANA

(Continued from Page 7)

it was a Mr. and Mrs. Sterner—she
called him Ducky. Their mahogany
eruiser—a mere runabout—lies idly in
the harbor. A prominent industrial
family, makers of dental equipment.
It seems to be profitable—Americans
spend a great deal of time on their
teeth.”

Arturo paused, well pleased by this
intimate and fluent description.

“Where was the handbag stolen?""

“At the Cabaret Diablo."”

“And by whom, do you think?"’

“Someone without any patriotic
feeling,” Arturo asserted indignantly.
“Will rich Amerieans visit Havana if
they receive such treatment? A tourist
is a guest.'

Tio gathered that Arturo knew noth-
ing more about the Sterner robbery.
"*What else is new?”’

“They're going to close the Univer-
sity of Havana,” Arturo said. *Too
many plots. The students have a secret
revolutionary society, the A-B-C, but
the police are getting some names. I
am going to get lunch.”” He stood up,
pulling at his spotted black pants.
Then he chueckled. His lips moved
around an obscene phrase as if it were
a lollypop. ' Here are the Sterners,”’ he
said. "I guess the girl is following me
around."

The couple passing them belonged to
the comedy school of well-to-do Amer-
ican tourists. The man was about
forty, with a good-natured homely
face. He wore yellow pants, a blue-
and-gray checked coat and white shoes,
He swung a cane with vigor and walked
with the slight swagger of men who
have not done any running for years.
She was perhaps a few years younger—
faintly pretty in a florid way, stocky
and cheerful. She wore a close-fitting
pink sweater, a white skirt, and no hat.

Tio decided that they were what the
Americans called *‘ good sports’’: noisy,
drinkers, free spenders. Probably
shrewd at home, they did not quibble
on a holiday. There had been a lot of
them visiting Havana up until 1932,
Now the type was much less common.

After Arturo had gone, Tio walked
down to Havana harbor to look at the
Sterners’ boat—the Seabird—a sixty-
foot cabin cruiser, dark and powerful-
looking. Tio could not get the robbery
off his mind; it was just the kind of en-
terprise in which he should be involved,
and it bothered him that no one should
be using his valuable services. Appar-
ently the thief was not among Tio's
friends. At the café that afternoon he
could get no more information; indeed,
the activities of the police had forced
the best of the underworld news gath-
erers into less public places. Depressed,
Tio walked home after darkness along
the Street of Souls, in the old city. The
street was almost deserted at night—a
narrow, isolated residential street in
the business section; he had chosen it
for that reason. Half a block from his
apartment was the small ancient Con-
vent of El Corazon, and a man's voice
spoke to him from the shadow of its
gates,

"Tio Martinez?""

Tio stepped into the shadow also, the
better to see within it. His hand went
to his armpit, and then he remembered
that he still had no gun. The voice,
however, was young and a little nerv-
ous, and he saw that the speaker was
only a boy of sixteen or seventeen.

“Your servant,” said Tio.

“We have a matter of some impor-
tance we would like to discuss with
you,” the boy said. "

" We?"

“My friend is waiting on the other
side of the street.”

Glaneing across, Tio saw a young
man against the wall of a building.

"A friend of yours sent us—a Mr,
George Young."

Tio ran rapidly through the extraor-
dinarily complete card index of his
memory. George Young—he came
upon the record in his mind—George
Young, a bootlegger in Key West, for
whom, in the profitable days of prohi-
bition, Tio had done several profitable
favors.

“I have & note from him," the boy
went on anxiously.

“Yes," said Tio. “Ask your friend
to come across.”

The boy whistled, As the other ona
came over, Tio had o chance to observe
him. He was also young in years, but
mature in bitterness—a hard, deter-
mined face with an ugly scar on the
cheekbone and eyes like steel chips.
They were students, Tio decided, and
one of them had encountered the police
at first hand.

“You live at Number Thirty-five,"
the newcomer stated harshly. “If
there’s no one there, we'll go there to
talk." '

Tio nodded. He led the way to the
house where he lived, unlocked the
front door and proceeded up the stairs
to his apartment. He let the two stu-
dents in first, and noted the bulge in
the older one’s hip pocket. This must
be one of the tough boys—one of those
who began by talking politics in the
university and then took part in pa-
rades against this or that regime, and
ended by being beaten up by the po-
lice, tortured in prison, hunted from
one hiding place to another, and now
had become a desperado of the first
rank—a bomb-placer, a shooter-to-kill,
whose love of freedom was less strong
than hatred of all authority.

*“So," said Tio, closing the door.

The older one handed him a note,
serawled in pencil:

T : These muchachosarealittle cracked,
but they're 0.K. —CGeorae Youna.
How's business?

Tio lit a matech to the paper and
burned it. ' You know my name,"” he
said. * What's yours?"”

There was a moment's hesitation.
The young one looked at the older one.
“Homero’s mine,” the older one said.

‘“‘ Roberto Mendin,"” the younger one
added promptly.

“You are Torval Romero?"
asked in a carefully casual voice.

“Yes."

Torval Romero was one of the more
notorious student terrorists. Tio would
not have put a bad peseta on his life if
the police got him. ** You're sure you
were not followed?""

Romero answered grimly: ‘I have
to be sure.”

“What is it you want, then?" Tio
inquired.

“We have a shipment on the Florida
coast, just beyond Key West. We wish
it brought here secretly. We were told
you could arrange it."

“A shipment of what?"

“Guns,” said Romero briefly. ' Four
hundred rifles—and other things,"

(Continued on Page 88)

Tio



(Continued from Page 88)

Tio walked to his rear window, from
which he could ses the harbor. Under
the beacon of Morro Castle the Seabird
brooded quietly. *Would a boat like
that carry it?"" he asked.

(13 Yes'll

Maru's boat was nearly that size.
It was a good proposition if the pay
was right. “It can be done," Tio said,
““but it costs money."

“How much?”

“Fifteen hundred dollars.” TFive
hundred for himself, & thousand for
Maru. “Guns are a dangerous load.
Andif oneiscaught "' Tioshrugged.

“That’s all right,” Romero said.
“Cash on delivery."”

Tio smiled politely. ** Half of it now."”

“Three hundred dollars now."

Tio shook his head. The credit of
students was notoriously bad.

““That’s all the cash I have,” Romero
said sullenly.

“We have to consider these things,"”
Tio pointed out regretfully. *“ How do
you propose to get more?™

*How much is this worth?” Romero
asked. He put his hand in his pocket.
When he drew it out, an emerald
glowed on his palm.,

“The American lady’s emerald,”
Tio said softly. He laughed. The po-
lice were hunting the professional
crooks, and the schoolboyshad stolenit !

Romero was watching him. ** Why
do you laugh?"

“I hope you got rid of the lady's
pocketbook,” Tio said.

“We are not thieves,” Romero an-
swered angrily. *“ We needed money for
the cause.”

“All thieves need money,” Tio re-
marked. It was a mistake. Romero’s
dark face grew darker.

“T said we were not thieves,” he re-
peated with unpleasant distinctness.
““Madre de Dios! You talk too much.”

“Neither of us took it,” the younger
one explained hastily. ‘A girl—omne of
us—picked it up in the ladies’ room.
She did it for the cause."

**Shut your mouth,” said Romero.

Tio examined the emerald under the
light. * What it is worth is one thing,"”
he said. ' What it will bring is another.”

*It is worth several thousand dol-
lars,” Romero said. ‘It should bring
twelve bundred.”

That was true enough. Tio had han-
dled stolen gems before.

“That is all right,” he said.
handle the job for you."

Romero nodded. He handed over
two new one-hundred-dollar bills and
two fifties. The American lady, Tio
thought, did not believe in small
change. He listened with some admira-
tion to Romero's swift and clear ex-
position of the plan. They would pick
up at Key West and discharge on the
shore by Marianao, not far from
Havana. Romero would be guide. It
could be done in a night— three hours
to Key West, half an hour to load;
start back at midnight. Tomorrow, if
possible.

“Have your friend meet me at the
Café Mosea at noon,” Tio said.

“0.K.," said Romero. He got up
and walked to the door. Then he
turned. The expression on his face
was menacing. * You know what we
do with long tongues? " he asked. ““We
slit the throat so that they may have
plenty of air,'

Tio did not lose his polite smile.
“Among us ordinary thieves,” he said,
‘'there are no long tongues,”

It was too late to find Maru that
night. Maru was an early retirer ex-
cept for his rare and inecredible gin
parties, when he would drink the clock

o
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around with no effect except an in-!
creasing solemnity. Tio found him at |
the Mosea in the morning. They ‘
chatted over the coffee. ‘

“If you're not busy tonight,” Tio
said, ‘‘there’s a little shipment to be |
moved from Florida.” |

"I haven't anything particular on\
hand.”

“From Key West to the Marianao |
shore. Guns—a shipment just the size |
for your boat."”

Maru's eyes narrowed. ‘“Guns!”

“A thousand dollars. It wouldn't
take more than five or six hours.”

“Guns is bad business.” [

Tio was indifferent. ‘I didn't know
if it would interest you.”

Maru looked at him with his small |
suspicious eyes. ‘' How much are you
getting?”

“Two hundred," replied Tio blandly.

6‘xfter a minute or two Maru grunted,
COKY

Tio explained the plans. He didn't
say anything about the emerald. In
view of the intensity of the police
search, the emerald might alarm Maru;
and also it might well be worth much
more than the 21200 for which it was
collateral. He would get cash for Maru
and keep the emerald himself. Be-
cause of this peculiar finanecial arrange-
ment, he decided to accompany the
expedition. Ordinarily he preferred to
avoid an active part in these ventures;
he spun the plot and let others handle
the execution.

When he had finished with Maru, he |
went in to see Amelia. * How much do '
they say the American lady’s emerald
is worth?” he asked her. J
“Ah, very much.” l

‘*How much?”’

""Molina, the detective—the pink-
shirted one, you remember?—he sees |
me ahout the students. He told me |
that the lady valued it at fourteen
thousand dollars.”

“T am bu_ving it for a thousand dol- |
lars,” Tio said. “In effect.”

Ameila 5 eyes widened.

“But first you must lend me sever | ]
hundred.”

“Ay, chico! I have only eight hun-
dred saved.” |

“And then we shall pay off the debt |
on the café and we shall marry and 1
shall be an honest restaurant keeper."

“For that,' replied Amelia mmplv. ;

A would give yvou all the money l
have.”

Tio was moved. He kissed her.

In the cafG he saw the student—the |
very young one with the anxious eyes. '
He was sitting with the group of five
or six in the corner. Tio caught his eye
and went into the washroom. The
student followed.

"It is arranged,” Tio said. "' Romero
should meet me tonight at my house. |
We shall drive to—a certain beach |
where we pick up the boat. Is it |
clear?"

“It is clear,” said the boy eagerly. |

““One thing more. Whoever meets us |
at Marianao should bring the emerald. |
That must be paid before we unload.” ]

“It will be done. I'll be there with | |
the others.”

Walking away from the café, Tm
saw Mr. and Mrs, Sterner turning down |
the Street of the Bishop to the harbor. |
It occurred to him that he should find |
out what would be the ‘‘ cash considera-
tion" for the return of the emerald; it
would probably be too little, but it was
a possibility to be kept in reserve, in
case he were prevented from selling the
emerald in a better market. Hel
promptly followed them. They walked |
to the private boat owners' dock,
where they picked up their dinghy and
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| motored out to the middle of the har-
bor to the Seabird. Tio went to the
publie docks and hired a small open
motor lnunch. Alongside the Seabird,
he called, ** Ship ahoy ! "' in English, and

mounted the hanging ladder. Mr.
Sterner emerged in his undershirt.
“Good afternoon,” Tio said. He

spoke English well; no part of his edu-
cation had been more useful. “I am
Lieutenant Molina, of the Secret Po-
lice,” He handed the other the lieu-
tenant's card which Amelia had given
him.
Mr.

Sterner was impressed. He

| shook hands. * Good of you to come,”
he said. * You want to talk some more

{ yell so, Ducky.’

about the emerald, I expect.”

“If you will be so kind,” Tio said.

“Why, sure. I'll call my wife. Lu-
cille!"

“Here I am,” Lucille said. “Don't

“This is Lieutenant Molina,” Mr.
Sterner explained. He added with
flome‘ satisfaction: " Of the Secret Po-
ice.

Tio bowed. "It is a great honor,
sefiora.”

Lucille gave him a beaming smile.
' Pleased to meet you, I'm sure.”

‘" Let's sit in the back here,” Sterner
suggested.

“Afterdeck,” Lucille corrected. ' He
can never remember nautical terms,
lieutenant.”

“I don't forget the whisky, though,”
Sterner answered cheerfully. “How
about a spot, lieutenant?"

Tio declined, knowing he would he
given it anyway. He discussed the rob-
bery and then remarked: *‘There are
two possibilities, sefiora. We can catch
the thief; but here, where there are a
thousand rat holes and the rats of
many nations, that may take some
time. Or perhaps we can pay a little
money to a go-between and get the
jewel back quickly."

“Pay the money,” Sterner advised
wisely. " Grease the wheels. I know.
Everybody's human."

"Besides, we are leaving in two
days,” Luecille said.

“* How much would you be willing to
pay—in case it were necessary?” Tio
asked.

“That's the point,” Stermer said.
“It's a question of how much we got
to fork out. I'm reasonable, but no
stcker.”

Tio understood that Sterner thought
that the money—or at least a split—
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would go to Tio himself. That Sterner
should realize this filled Tio with in-
dignation. However, he concealed his
emotion,

“They would probably ask fifteen
hundred dollars,” Tio said deprecat-
ingly, ‘' but that's too much.”

' Exorbitant,"” Sterner said.

“Twelve-fifty is plenty.”

“I wouldn't pay more than five
hundred.”

This was what Tio expected to get,
but Lucille came out for a thousand.
“If we ean leave by Friday with it all
settled, it's worth it," she said. “And |
we've got that big party at Miami |
Beach over the week end.”

“We'll make it the outside limit,”
Tio said, rising. " Keep it in cash in a
sale place. It's only an alternative in
an emergency, you understand?"

' Oh, sure," said Sterner jovially. ‘I
understand. What I say is, Lucille
shouldn't wear 'em in the first place—
not at cabarets.”

“It is hard to resist, I know,” Tio
said, smiling at the lady. After a mo-
ment'’s hesitation, he kissed her hand.
His guess was correct: The action
charmed her. He had learned its
efficacy from an Italian swindler.

“You are staying at the Seville
Hotel at night?" Tio said to the hus-
band. “I'll keep in touch with you."”
He departed in an aura of romantie
glory.

Late in the afternoon Tio called on
Amelia for his pistol, but he did not
discuss his project with her. She asked
no questions and showed none of the
agitation in her heart. It was bad luck
to care too much about anything; when
one’s plans lacked only one step—one
night—of achievement, that was the
time to pray and take care. She said
only: “Mario came for the interest
payment today. I told him we might
pay him off soon.”

“That is what I go for,” Tio said.
He, too, was cautious just before an ex-
pedition. ‘' These students, my little
one—we must get rid of them here.”

“I was about to tell them,” Amelia
said.

“Good. Be of good cheer, gueri-
disima.”

“Go with God,” Amelia said.

She decided to speak to the students
now. Tio was right—they should go.
She did not know he had noticed them.
The students spent practically mno

money, and they made others uneasy.
She hovered over the table. That young |
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lellow with anxious eyes was with them
again today, talking excitedly about
guns. This time, apparently, the ship-
ment was really coming—tonight, on
the eoast, not far from Havana. * Soon
we shall be ready to fight,” the boy

said. “We shall kill the Butcher!''

That's what they always said, year
aftter year, but it never seemed to make
any difference. She did not want to spy
on them any more; she would warn
them to leave the café. She signaled
with her hand to the blond, joking one,
and he rose and went over to her.

““T should tell you," she said. " You
boys are being walched. A detective
comes here,”

He nodded with boyish importance.
“I was afraid of that."

*It would be better for you if you
went somewhere else. But do not let
anyone know I told you."

*No. Thank you, sefiora."

Later Lieutenant Molina called on
her in her office. She had had no in-
formation for him yesterday. She
would have to tell him something to-
day, particularly since the boys would
be moving, and this would be her last
report. Also, she was doubly anxious to
please the police, now that Tio was
really going to join with her. She told
the detective that the boys had been
talking about an arms shipment to be
landed that night near Havana. “But
I think it means nothing,” she said.

“It is less than the wind,” said
Molina, making a mental note of it.

Tio drove down to his apartment in
an old touring car which was normally
Sam’s taxi. It was just dusk. He put
on a light sweater, as the night boat
trip would be eool, and sneakers. He
inspeeted his flashlight and his auto-
matic and put a box of cartridges in his
pocket. Then he took the box out. He
was constitutionally opposed to any
extended shooting, and in any event an
automatic was no good for that. It
spoke quickly, and finished. You dis-
appeared, regretting that it had had to
speak at all.

A car drove up in the street and
paused; the bell rang. Tio went down
to the front door. It was Romero. The
ferocity on the young man's face was
really disturbing; the police must have
been very severe with him. He did not
carry an automatie, but two large .38-
caliber revolvers, which he examined as
they drove rapidly out of Havana.

“Where do we meet the boat?” he
asked indifferently.

“The other side of the harbor—near
Guanabacoa beach. There is a little
road, and no one lives there now.”

Romero grunted. He opened his
mouth only twice more on the hour
ride—onee to ask: " How many knots
can this boat make?” to which Tio re-
plied * Thirty"'—and to say: “If there
is any trick, I'll certainly kill you and
probably others,” to which Tio said
nothing.

On the other side of the harhor they
turned off the highway on a rough dirt
ropd. It was already dark, and the
holes and gullies in the road looked
monstrous under their headlights. It
was a relief to leave the road for a lane
that was little more than two car tracks
in the fields. Shortly they could see the
deeper black of the ocean ahead of
them. Then the wind suddenly blew
more salt, and they were riding down
to the sea and could glimpse the thin
white uneven lines of the small waves.

**Here we are,’”” said Tio.

+ “You go first,” Romero ordered.

Tio was stiff from so much jolting.
He stretched, and led the way off the
field to the sand. They walked to the
water's edge. Above the gurgle and
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whisper of the waves on the sand there
was no sound; and no sight of anything
in the heavy blackness of the sea. Tio
flashed his flaghlight three times; the
blackness sprang instantly to life with
three tiny answering gleams.

Tio sat down on the sand. Romero
crouched beside him with his revolver
in his hand. After several minutes they
heard the faint rattle of the dinghy,
and then it grated on the sand.

“0.K.?" asked Tio.

“0.K.,” said Maru.
dough?”

Tio handed him a thousand dollars
in bills.

The three got in and shoved off. One
corner of the sky was clear, but the rest
was overcast. The sea was quiet. It
was a good night.

Tio had been on Maru's boat—El
Lobo—bhefore, and it gave him pleasure
to hear the engines. They started in-
stantly, with a deep, rich throb. At full
speed they made plenty of noise, but
they could move the boat slowly with
impressive quiet. Even Romero re-
laxed a little, under their influence, and
when the throttle was wide open and
they were roaring over the open sea,
his face, in the dashboard light in the
cabin—they were traveling without
lights—was almost smiling.

*‘It's a good boat,” he said to Maru.

“You'll never ride in a better one,”
Maru said.

In three hours they were passing
through the Florida keys. Maru, who
knew by heart that jigsaw puzzle of
little islands, had no difficulty in follow-
ing Romero's directions. There was a
place where a finger of water cut into
the land, to o dock of planks—an old
rumrunners' landing base. The truck
that waited there was completely
screened from sea or land by thorn
bushes and scraggly trees. Romero
identified the three waiting young men
by a brief exchange of words. They
loaded in a whispery silence, without
even seeing one another's faces. In ten
minutes they were off again, clearing
the land quietly at low speed and then
roaring into the open.

Romero was sitting on the cabin roof
in the bow, his legs off the side. That
was too windy and cold for Tio, who
was stretched out on the bench in the
cockpit, his head on his arms, gazing

“Got the

into the depth of night and soothed by |

the steady, powerful hum of the en-
gines. He was thinking of Amelia and
how soft and comfortable she was, and
that they were both at the right age for
marrying—steady people who knew
that a warm bed and meat on the table
were worth a dozen romantie flights to
the moon, with a headache in the morn-
ing and a room that was strange. Also,
he had always thought that an honest
life was better than a dishonest one—
if you ecould make a living out of it. He
would have been honest from the start
if there had been any money in it.
Now there would be a little money in
the eafé, and there would be Amelia.
Tio smiled happily.

The engines dropped abruptly to si-
lence, and El Lobo pitched from the
sudden loss of forward motion. The si-
lence was immense. It made the slap-
ping of the water on the boat seem
loud, like a voice in a restaurant when
by chance the other diners are simulta-
neously silent. Tio sat up. Maru came
to the cockpit. Romero approached

along the deck. " What's the matter?”’

he asked harshly.

“Quiet,"” commanded Maru.

After a. minute Tio’s ears detected o
very faint thrumming—so faint that
his enrs would miss it for a second and

(Centinued on Page 93)
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(Continued from Page B1)
pick it up again. Maru got the binocu-
lars and trained them on the darkness,
his powerful bulk planted securely on
the uneven floor of the boat.

“Mother of God," growled Romero.
“What are we looking for?"

*“Const gpuard,"” said Maru. ‘I guess
we can get inside them, and hug the
shore.”

They had come due south from Key
West and were about two miles off the
Cuban coast, between Matanzas and
Havana. The coast puard was a little
to the west ‘and about the same dis-
tance out. Tio himself could see a tiny
dot of light now.

El Lobo moved ahead slowly, toward
the shore, with the engines throttled
down. Tio knew better than to ask
Maru questions at this point, but, un-
fortunately, Romero did not. He was in
the eabin expostulating with Maru at
the helm. Tio could hear Romero's
snarl, Maru’s deep, wrathful grunts.
On a long trip these two would be at
each other's throats; the Dutchman
was used to his own way and brooked
no questioning of his decisions. He
throttled the engines down aga'm and
came out to the cockpit, swearing. He
turned his glasses on the dot of light.
“Which way are they heading?" Tio
asked.

Maru started to reply when a peneil
light flickered across the sky; then it
wheeled again and leveled out for a mo-
ment in' a long pale beam.

“They've been warned!” Maru
shouted. ‘“They’re looking forus!” He
turned toward Romero, coming out of
the ecabin, and cursed him and his
friends. “ Long tongues that wag like
girls’!"" he roared.

“No one of us, you insolent pig,”
Romero answered, his hand on his gun.

“Why not run in to shore? They
may skip us,” Tio suggested amiably.

At that moment a pale, misty light
enveloped them. They could see one an-
other, strained and ghostly-looking.
Their situation had abruptly changed.
They had been secure in the darkness
and loneliness of the sea; now, through
more than a mile of that darkness, the
finger of light had searched and touched
them. They were no longer alone.

The darkness came again, but it was

' ingecure. The luminous finger swung

away—wavered—and came back—
wavered —stayed.

| “They've got wus,” Maru whis-
pered. His square, pugnacious face
was touched with fear.

' Then he straightened and took com-
mand. “Dump the guns, " he said.

- “'When they come, we've been fishing.

You, Romero—you can swim for it if
you like. It's not too far. We'll get rid
of the eyidence."
He took one end of along box of guns
and motioned to Tio to take the other.
{ “Nop,” said Romero.
{ Maru turned on him. “TI said dump
the guns,” he repeated in a menacing

] VDl(!B

e

1 #And T said no,” Romero answered,
"We can make a run for it. This boat’s
faster than that one.”

| Maru drew in his breath sharply. At
this angle they have us cut off from the
open sea. If we go west, we pass

. Havana; east, Matanzas. As soon as we

move, they radio for help. We're
caught.”

T say, let's run for it. We've pot a
chanee Even if we haven't, we'll keep

ing.

| Maru poured profanity over him like

'bucket of slops and ordered Tio to
ﬁs,ke the box end.

“Tgaid no,” stated Romero for the

ird time,
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He was standing up and he had his
.38-caliber revolver pointing at Maru's
chest. His face was broken into lines of
hate. “Take the wheel and speed her
up,” he commanded. “And don't hold
back."

“God,” said Maru. He half turned
toward the eabin. There was a small
fire extinguisher on a hook by the door.
He lifted and flung it with a sweep of
his arm. It caught Romero in the left
shoulder and sent him back agninst the
bench.

Romero shot, sitting down. The bul-
let struck Maru in the throat just be-
low the chin. His head went back with
a click and he fell on his back across
a case of guns, the blood bubbling
over his throat.

“ How do you feel aboutit? ' Romero
said to Tio, with a horrible grin on his
face.

Tio shrugged. " There is practically
no chance,” he said. “But if you
wish —"'

“Take the wheel,” said Romero.
“ Run her full speed up the coast, west.
If we draw the cutter in behind us,
swing out before we get to Havana.
I'm going to unpack a machine gun."”

“0.K.,” said Tio.

He stepped over Maru. I guess he's
dead,” he said.

Romero made a noise that was meant
to be laughter. He seemed happier,
now that someone was killed.

Tio knew Maru was dead, too, but
he knew that a roll of bills would do the
dead no good. As he bent over Maru,
he took the roll from the Dutchman's
hip pocket. Then he went into the
cabin. :

El Lobo leaped forward under Tio's
hand. It shook off the finger of light,
and Tio had 2 moment's pleasure in the
magnificent response of its engine. But
the light placed its finger inexorably on
them once more and held it there more
or less steadily as they raced through
the water. He had said there was little
chance; there was no chance at all. The
coast would be warned; other coast-
guard boats would join in the chase; the
finger would follow them and the im-
placable radio voice would tell where
they were. With Maru rolling in his
blood, it was too late to dump the guns
and submit to search. But not too late
to escape.

Tio strapped the wheel and ap-
proached the cockpit. *Listen,” he
said. " We're caught. What do you say
we duck out?"

“Go on back to the wheel,” said
Romero. He was knocking the boards
off a box.

“I'm clearing out.”

Romero picked his gun off the foor.

“Did you see what I did to the other
one?" he said. ‘' Go on back.”

Tio went back, but returned with his
automatic in his hand. Romero was
busy with the box. It was easy. Tio
was sorry, but there wasn't any other
way out.

“Put 'em up,” Tio said.

In the pale glow from the search-
light Romero's face was frightful. He
did not hesitate, but leaped from a
erouching position, like an animal, for
Tio's throat.

Tio went down under him, but had
the gun against the other's hudy and
fired several times until the limbs were
still.

He crawled out from the body. He
had to work fast. The lights of Havana
harbor were clearly visible now. Il
Lobo was about half a mile from shore,
almost opposite their starting point.
He was in luck. That last swilt run had
helped his present plan. He loosened
the dinghy, then swung the motor
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cruiser completely around and headed
her north, shoving the throttle open as

" far as it would go. She would give

them a run for their money. As o last
protection he put his gun in Maru's
lifeless hand., Then he dropped the
dinghy and oars into the madly racing
water and jumped immediately after
them. By the time he had climbed
inside and was rowing to shore, El
Lobo was half a mile away; the search-
light had picked it up again; it was a
dark mass, fringed with white foam,
racing north with a dead crew, the
coast-guard cutter in pursuit.

Tie had no difficulty rowing to
shore, landing only a short distance
below the place where the ear had been
left. On the way back to Havana he
was busy casting up accounts. Three
men had started on an expedition,
each for his speeial reason. And Rom-
ero, who went for rifles, was dead,
and the rifles were gone; and Maru,
who went for money, was dead, and
the money was gone; and he, Tio, who
had also gone for money, was living,
and had a thousand dollars. That

| should be enough; he had been very

lucky, and it was unwise to stretch
one's luck too far. On the other hand,
he didn't have the emerald, and that
was what he had started out to get;
and he needed cone thousand dollars
more to elear the ownership of the
café. He couldn't disappoint Amelia,
and on this last venture his pride de-
manded success. There was a way
whereby he could still get the emerald,
but it had to be done at once; it would
not work after tonight. He checked
the plan, and there was no flaw in it.
It was nearly three when he got to
Havana. There was only an hour and
a half more of darkness. He called the
Seville Hotel. *“ Mr. Sterner,” he said.
“Are they expecting a call?’" the
operator asked. ‘“It is very late."”
“Police headquarters,” Tio said.
Sterner’s voice sounded thick and
uncertain. Perhaps it was from sleep,
but Tio doubted it. Shortly the woman
took the phone.
 Lieutenant Molina,”” Tio explained
softly. *“I give you a thousand apolo-
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gies, sefiora. Only an emergency forces
me to do this. We can get your emerald
now—tonight—for a small payment.
You understand? "

"Sure, I get you,” Lucille said.

“Only we need your boat. You and
your husband must come with me in
your boat.”

“You mean—now?"

“Now," said Tio firmly. “I assure
you it's our only chance. There's no
danger.”

"I guess we can make it,"” Lucille
said, “0O.K. Sure.” There was a
scared excitement in her voice.

“I'll be waiting for you across the
street from the hotel, in a touring car.
And, sefiora
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“I have great confidence in you,”
Tio said earnestly. “Say nothing,
come quickly, wear dark clothes, and
bring the money."

“We'll be there.” Lucille said.

When she appeared she was both
pleased and frightened at the idea of
the expedition; her husband was some-
what more reluctant. Tio explained to
him: "I have made contact with the
thieves. But if the police come to get
the jewel, they will think it's a trap. I
have told them you would go alone, in
vour boat. But I shall protect you.”

“I got a gun in the boat myself,”
Sterner said. The trip from the docks
in the dinghy revived him a little; once
on the Seabird he was more lively.

“How much I have to pay?" he
asked.

Tio made a lichtning-swift analysis
of human nature. One thousand dol-
lars was the maximum agreed upon.
“Eight hundred dollars," he said.

“Good boy,” said Sterner. " You
kept 'em down.” ;

As they were going out of the harbor,
Tio saw the lights of two boats coming
from the east not far away. He tried
not to think about them, but he was
pretty sure what they were; they were
the coast-guard cutter and El Lobo. In
his imagination Tio saw the blood
bubble from Maru's throat, felt Ro-
mero's body slacken over his hand. It

(Continued on Page B6)
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mude him a little uneasy; but after all
it was destiny. Those that lived by the
sword died by the sword, he had once
read in & newspaper.

“*Hold her on this eourse,” he told
Sterner, “‘and speed her up a little.”

He went out to the afterdeck and ex-
amined the roof. There were awnings
which could be dropped. He lowered
them and came back to give the diree-
tions. It wasonly a twenty-five-minute
run. “We're almost there,” he sanid.

“0.K." Sterner gave the wheel to
his wife and went to a small safe set in
a cabinet. He took out a wallet; the
roll of bills was a cheerful sight to Tio
after the recent lean years. He counted
out eight hundred dollars and handed
the money to Tio. He tossed the wallet
back in the safe and twirled the knob.

“Don’t you want to give something
to the lieutenant for his children?”
Lucille asked coquettishly.

*Oh, no, thank you, sefiora,” Tio
said quickly. “I could not accept.”

“You're a very honest man,” Lucille
said.

When they were past Jaimanitas, Tio
took the wheel and, with the motors re-
volving softly, headed the Seabird for
| the land. Their harbor was just beyond

a high point of rock. Tio sighted it and
flashed his light three times, and the
! answering flash ecame from the land.
| “0.K.,” he muttered.
l
|

He turned the boat's nose out, re-
versed the engines and backed in.
| There was a wooden pier, and he could
dimly make out several shapes. One of
them turned a flashlight on the boat.
“Put out the light,” Tio called softly.
I “There is a coast-guard boat not far
away."
| The flashlight went out, and the stern
[ of the Seabird, with the engines throb-
| bing, touched the pier. Sterner was at

| | the helm with his hand on the throt-
] | tle—Tio had told him what he should

| be prepared to do. His wife, now thor-
| oughly frightened, was erouched on the
leather cushions in the cabin.

Tio jumped lightly to the pier with a
rope cable in his hand.

A light flashed in his face and was
. turned off. ‘It is he,” said the voice of
| the student with the anxious eyes. “It
is all right.”

“Where's Romero?'" a voice asked.

“At the wheel,” said Tio. " You have
something for me, sefior?”’

The boy handed him an envelope.
Tio opened it. The green burned like
fire under the flashlight. * Good,” said
Tio. He handed the cable to the boy,
saying: ‘‘Make her fast,” and as he
jumped from the dock to the boat, he
called softly to Sterner in English:
“Full speed ahead.”

The Seabird roared and leaped for-
ward. Tio slammed the cabin door be-
hind him and held a leather cushion
against it, to stop any bullets. The un-
fastened ecable slid over the side into
the water. By the time the first pistol
shot rang out, they were a hundred
yards away.

harvest the results of seed-pearl nu-
eleuses implanted purposely last Octo-
ber. He will obtain round free pearls
of gem «quality and weighing approxi-
mately ten grains each. They will not
be culture pearls. They will be natural
pearls produced on purpose.

Bostwick began his experiments
with pearls on purpose in 1893, using
fresh-water mussels in pools of the old
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“You must lead a very exciting life,”
Lucille Sterner said. The Seabird was
at its mooring in Havana harbor. She
and Ducky and Tio were sitting ot a
table in the eabin, finishing a Scotch-
and-soda. They were all very jovial.

“I long to settle down,' said Tio.

“Are you married?"

“T marry next week," Tio answered.
With eighteen hundred dollars he
could almost pay off the debt—close
enough to justify a compromise with
his pride. But he would have liked two
thousand.

“No kidding!"" Lucille exclaimed.

“We'll have a drink to that,” Sterner
said. "My little girl and T have been
married eight years and it's still a
honeymoon. How about it, Luce?"

“That's right, Ducky.”

“I'm nuts about her,” Sterner con-
fided over his shoulder. He poured a
round of Scoteh, somewhat unsteadily.
“I pot something to confess to you,
lieutenant,” he said. “At first, I
thought you were playing the old
come-on game. You know—1I pay you,
and you split with the erooks. But
then, when yon got it for eight hundred
dollars—and when I heard the shots—
I guessed it was straight.” He put the
bottle down. “' I got another idea '
He moved over to the cabinet where
the safe was. He opened it and with-
drew the wallet. * You saved me two
hundred dollars, and you got a wed-
ding eoming. Women are awful expen-
sive.” He winked. “Here's two nice
new hundred-dollar bills made by
Uncle Sam himself.”

“Befior!” Tio exclaimed, genuinely
taken aback by this unexpected attain-
ment of his quota.

“It's O.K.,"" Sterner said, pressing
them into Tio’s hands. * You deserve
it

“T don't know how to thank you,”
Tio said. There was an expression of
confusion on his face.

“You don’t have to say a word,”
Sterner told him, understandingly.

But he had misunderstood Tio's con-
fusion. The latter’s deft fingers had
counted a third bill stuck to one of the
others. A conflict was going on within
him—a conflict between the career he
was abandoning and the new, strictly
honorable life ahead. For a moment he
wavered. It was so easy; and then the
recollection of Amelia decided him—
Amelia flinging her soft arms around
his neck and murmuring: * For you to
be an honest restaurant keeper, I would
give you all the money I have.”

*This bill was stuck with the others,”
Tio said, handing it back and stifling
a vague regret. I cannot thank you
enough, sefior.”

“ Ducky,” Lucille said, * this man is
what you call a square shooter.”

“One hundred per cent,” Sterner
said in admiration. He took a drink in
tribute, “But that's what I always
say—honesty is the best policy.”

“I hope it will continue to be true,”
Tio commented gravely, gazing into
the future.

PEARLS ON PURPOSE

(Continued fram Page 36)

river bed around Musecatine Island,
Towa. He was then twenty-four years
old, and he had been an adventurer all
his life.

Between 1870 and '75, the Bostwick
family had roved from New York
State to Michigan, to Illinois, to Ten-
nessee, to Canada, to Minnesota. Their
small boy had lived in o log cabin. He
had seen a lynching bee in & tough
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I TRIED THIS
NUDIST STUFF!

They clipped me once, [ust once. Was that o
treat — for the files and fleasl Then the Boss
read Albert Payson Terhune's great article
in the new Sergeant's DOG EOOK, and — boyl
— my nudist days are over for goodl

The Boss learned plonty frem the DOG BOOK.
All about trolning and feeding me. How to tell
when I'm slck — and what to do about if.

S : £
Say, that new DOG BOOK'S got a lot of important
dope for every dog's master! Pick up a free copy

for yourself at o drug er pet store — er mail this
coupon, and we'll send you one.

Sergeants :
DOG MEDICINES Vo~

i
.
POLK MILLER PRODUCTS CORP.
B Dest. GJ-5. Richmond, Va.
l Flease send a free Sergeant’s DOG BOOK tao:

l Addreas

Clty. Stats.
------------'

Name.

Dot Snappers lock better, work better, wear
beHer, Ask for them when you're buying
shorls, pajamas, shiris, elc. They axe laun-
dry-proaf for the life of ithe garmenl.

United-Carr Fastoner Corp. Cambridge, Mazs,

DOT
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