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A Fantastic Story

With An Odd Twist
At The End

Hark! 'The Rattle!

By Joel Townsley Rogers

S8AT in the Purple Lily—
Tain Dirk, that far too hand-
some young man, with me.

. I drank coffee; Tain Dirk
drank liquor—eecretly and alone. The
night was drenched with sweating sum-
heat, but I felt cold asice. Presentl
went up to the Palm Grove ,
Bim: Tal was to dance.
is this Bimi Tal, Hammer?”
asked me, drumming his fingers.
“A woman.”

“You're_a_queer one, Jerr{ Ham-
merl” said Dirk, narrowing his cold

Btill.r:dmmmed his blunt fin
shz—uu tat! tat/ Something
inside me—my liver, perhaps—shi
and E'w white at hearing that klirring
s0UD

I didn't answer him right away.
Slowly I sent up smoke rings to circle
the huge stars. We sat in a cave of
potted palms close by the dancing floor.
Over us lay blue-black night, strange
and deep. Yellow as roses were the

of stars swimming down the

gokha

‘It shows you've been away from
New York, Dirk, if vou don’t know
Rimi Tal. She's made herself more
famous as a dancer that ever was
Ynecita. Some mystery is suppoted to
hang about her; and these simple chil-
dren of New York love mysteries.”

“I've been away three yvears,” said
Dirk sulkily, his eyes contracting..

FH

“That long? It was three years ago
that Ynecita was killed.”

“Well?” asked Dirk. His finger-
dmmm‘gng droned a“g’i; .

“1 onﬁht you might have known
ber, Dirk.

“I? His wide, thin lips twitched.
“Why, Ynecita was common to half
New York!”.

“But once,” I said, “once, it may be
assumed, she was true to one man only,
Tain Dirk.”

I'm not interested in women, said

That was like him. He drank liquor
only—secretly and alone.

“l was interested in Ynecita, Dirk.
We used to talk together—"

“She talked to you?” repeated Dirk.

“Strange how she died! No trace, no
one arrested. Yet she’d had her lovers.
Sometimes I think, Dirk, we'll find the
beast who killed Ynecita.”

Tain Dirk touched my wrist. His
blunt fingers were cold and clammy.
Incomprehensible that women had loved
his hands! Yet they were artist’s hands,
and could mold and chisel. Wet clay,
his hands!

‘“What makes you say that, Ham-
mer?”

T looked wp at the stars. “It was a
beast who killed Ynecita, Dirk. Some
vile snake with blood a+ cold as this
lemon ice. Thase marks of teeth on her
upper arm! Deep in, bringing blood!

3
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thti madman killed that girl? Mad,
A “’ ”

Dirk twisted. He wiped his brown
forehead, on which sweat glistened in
little beads like scales. “Too hot a night
to talk sbout such things, Hammer.
Let's talk of something elte. Tell me
about ttis Bimi Tal.”

“You'll see her soon enough,” I said,
watching him. “A girl of about your
own age; you're not mnore than twenty-
four, are you

“Yee,” said Tain Dirk. I guesgyou’ve
beard of me.”

“Oh. I've heard lots of you,” I said;
and saw he didn’t like it.

“You've heard I'm fast with women,
¢h?” asked Dirk. after a panse.

“But Ynecita—"

“Why do you talk of Aer?”’ asked
Dirk, irritably. “I never knew her.”

“Those marks of tecth on Ynoci::’s

gan to drum his lips. Tat/ tat! tat! But
silent as s snake in grass.
“A curious thing about teeth, Dirk—
you're a sculptor; maybe ‘'ve ob-
g no two
are quite alike. We took ymm. Dirk
0

Dirk’s thin lips orened. His coarsely-
formed, but marvelously sensitive, fin-
gers felt the hardness of his teeth'.“l'hn
gesture was sly. At once be knew I'd
seen him. He crouched back in his
chair, his strong, broad head drawn in

“Who are you?” he hiseed.

Again the klirring of his fingertips—
a dusty drumming.

“Why, I am only Jerrvy Hammer—
a wanderer, and & soldier of bad
fortune.”

“Who are {ou!"

“Brother of Stella Hammer, who was
known as Ynecita. the dancer.”

Upon the Palm Grove Roof, beneath
those gigantic stars the orchestra began

THE RATTLEI
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BIMITALdmeedbcnfootedon
umber tiles of the Roof.
red bhair was free on

FE F

“I am the daughter of the morning/
I shout, I dance, I laugh away... . .”

Shaking her clump of red hair; her
strong muscled limbs weaving; hn&
ing at me with all her_eyes. ﬁow
man dead long years

fingers

nt?lee His eyes—liquid, subtle—dulled
with a look near to stupidity
blazed to golden fire.
were his iling lips. ?is tongue

“She’s & beauty!” w Dirk.
His tersible eyua seemaed to call Birni
Tal s they had called other women.
Mesmerism—what was it? Singing, she
pranced toward the den of potted palms
where we were sitting. Her skirt rustled

2

artificial aner Palm Grove. with the
silky puffy
nzling men looking stupidly, was born
the mystery of the savannahs.
Dirk’s head nodding. Dirk’s thin lips
slowly opening. Dirk’s golden eyes
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glimmering. Tat! tat! tat! Dirk’ssteady
bn

he great savanpahs and the tropic
marshes. Bimi Tul dancing. Stealthily,
the music softened from that bruss and
cymbal tune. It rustied. It crawled. It
reared fanged heads. o
For a little while I did not see Bimi
Tal nor Dirk, but the steamy Ever-
glades. Winter noon. Grnss leaves sil-
vered by sea-wind; puddles stirring at
the roots of the grusce:. Silence boom-
ing like the loud silence of death
Bimi Tal was dancineg her snake
dance. Dirk’s lips quivered. ]
The marsh wind makes a little stir
(it is the whispering flute.) The marsh

walers make a little moan (it is the
violin).

111.

WHERE was the soul of Bimi Tal

dwelling that tropic winter so
many years ago? On her mother’s
breast, a little bud of love, crooned over
with the song of sleep? Or meshed in
bleeding poinsettia or rose? Or a soul
yet unborn ? .

I close my eyes. The vision does not
fode. Florida; the marshlands; winter
noon. January’s first day, 1889. Where
was lovely Bimi Tal on that mﬂmﬁ ;x
we saw the fanged thing coil, and
struck us there by Okechobee?

Your eyes, Bimi Tal, are the laugh-
in(‘eyes of Roane! . . . )

Now the snake dance. The piccolo
screams.

Life immortal in your glistening lips,
Bimi Tal; in your m promise
of everlasting fecundity. Passion and

r of the earth! Life is immortal.
our laughing eyes, Bimi Tal, will
never du et I saw Red Roane

Beneath the shifting lights, Bimi Tal
leaped and spun, scarcely treading the
floor. Her eyes sparkled at me. She
did not see Tain Dirk. Stamp! Stamp!
Stamp! Her bare feet struck the tiles,
tightening the muscles of her calves.
Her bangles rang. i

I could not keep my eyes from Dirk.
His broad brown-and-golden head
swayed continually. His thin lips

ROGERS 53

worked, and I cnught the flash of his
teeth. His eves drowsed, then flashed
open with sudden flame. Tat! tat/ tat’
t.illif rattling of his fingers was never
still.

That swaying head! It was loaded
with the wisdom of the serpent that
harkins to the }\'i(tlx.d, swayin dwith gll:e
marsh gruss, winding its golden coils,
curving its neck to tht;g sun—Ilark! The
rultle!

. « . Red is the sun. Two men plow
through the marshes. O endless pain
(the harsh viol quivere), a life struggles
in the womb. Who will die, and what
will die, that this new life may be born?
Whimpering agony. .And an old crone

anﬂ?g a song. . ..
people who sat within the Palm
Grove were hushed, watching Bimi Tal.
Fat hands fanning powdered breasts:
silk handkerchiefs wiping ox necks:
sweat beneath armpits. Still heat. Far
away thunder. The stars ioing by. .
usic swelled. Beneath its discord
sounded a steady drumming rhythm.
The arms of Bimi Tal wa.\'ef about her
head. She shouted for joy of life.

The pale eyes of Dirk, basking in
mystery, gleamed into fire, blazed up in
fury and hate undying! His dry gips
opened. ] saw his teeth.

. . . Through the breast-high grasses
surge on the two marching men. Their
boots sough in the muck. Softly strams
the bass viol.) Something vmtinf in
the marshes! Something with golden
eyes and swayinf h Hark! The
ratlhlc'.’ Beware, for death is in the
path! . . .

Bimi Tal was close to Dirk, not see-
ing him. She laughed and waved her
jang‘l‘in arms at me. Dirk's eyes
sparkled with madness, his lips were
tightened terribly. Bimi Tal was almost
over him. Hisfingersdrummed. Louder
played the music.

. . Hark! The rattle! Gaily the
tvo men. plow through the bladed
grasces. The coiled thing waits, hate
within its eves. Thev are nearer—
nearer! (Drums begin to beat). . . .

In an avalanche of =ound, croshed
viol and violin, and stammering drum.
Dirk’s drawn head lunged upward with
his shoulders, his lips opened and lifted.
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struck that lunging mottded head.
Halted in mid-stnke, that exil wisdom
?il;:tered like an egg, brain pan ripped

The rattler lashed in itz last agony,
its tremendously muscular tail beating
the ground with thumping blows, its
yellow eves still blazing with hate, but
closing fast in doom.

I tried to say “Thanks, Red!”
driog sresl Shaking with fguie. Red

ng eves aking wit sgust.
Bounge bent above thgt foul fen watcher,
put down his hand to pieck up that
stricken sin, over whose eves thin eye-
membrane already lowered im death.

“Don't touch it, Red! Wait till the

sun goes down.”
Hark! The rattle! Those opaque eyes
shuttered back. Those yellow glances,
though in mortal pain, were still furious
‘and glistening. ose horny tail-bells
dattered. Fangs in that shattered. in-
mnsate head yawned, closing in Red
Roane’s arm above the wrist

I see hip. Sweat unm his broad
brown forehead; hic laughi g eyes
sstounded : his thick strong bedy shiver-
ing; wind stirring up his dark red hair.
Behind him the brown-green marshes,
grases rippling, a stir ﬁoing through
thunrgept . cheeks had never been
©

Before I could move. he unlocked
those jaws and hollow fangs, grip[ﬁd
rd in his arm with mortal rigor. He
thivered now from the kncee. His face
"2&?!"1"% hispered. “I'll sit down.”
e w . “I'll st down.

With hunting knife T slashed his
arm, deep driving four cromed cuts.
He laughed. and tried to showt. Howl-
ing wonld have been more ples:ant.

I sucked thoze wounds. out of which

slow blood was spouting from sa arterv.

We panted now, both of uz. He leaned
heavily on my thoulder—he. the strong.
I bound his arm. my own fngers 0
numb I fumbled at the work. Sweat
on Red Ronne’s face was cnlil. and cold
his wrist:.

My arm: eclung abont him. He
seaved. almost toppling. clutehipg at
g stem: with fading luugiter. T
pioked up his marching stock and heat
that gnlden. gory thing within the mire.

Beat it till clay-white fleeh, and bone
and skin were one with the mucky mire
of ttt?ed swamp. ant Ilslt!iill its kenrt ehbbed_
with deep purple pulfing. A emashin

blow, and that, too, diedg. g

“It's over!” Grimly I flung the
bloody stave into the swaying 3.

“Yes, Jerry,” whispered Red Roane,
“it’s nearly over.”

I could not believe it. Red Roane,
the strong man, the shouter, the singer,
the gay-hearted lover! Is death then, so
much stronger than life?

“A woman, Jerrr,” he whispered,
“in _Havana—Dolores! She dances—"
“For God’s sake, Red, wake up!”

“Dances at the—"

“Red! Red Roane! I'm here, boy!”

Out from the way, whence we
come, faintly I a cry. Who wept
thus for the soul ing, sang paean
for the dead? ;V;nxltl iwmg mrfr ?e
stagnant grasses il in the solitude
rose that wail again. The whimper of
new-born life!'In ¢the squatter’s hut the
child had Totnd fts soul!

“Dolores!” whispered Red Roane.
Beneath that brasen tkv he whispered
the name of love. “Dolores!”

Past & hundred miles of swamp. past
a8 hundred miles of sea. did Dolores,
the dancer, hear him calling her?

‘I"liolomlll” heard, for h a good

ope she heard, for he was a
lad, th::gb wild.

With a throat strangling in sobe, T
sang to Red Roane. His eyes were
closed, yet he beard me. Old campaign
80Dgs, son the march and the
bivouae. rchers’ tunes.

Then he whispered for a lullaby, and,
last of all. for a drinking song.

V.

BIMI TAL had danced up to us—
Bimi Tal, daughter of Red Roane

and of Dolores. the dancer.

She laughed and toezed her dark red
hair. Her broad nostrils sucked in the
hot night wind.

“I am the daughter of the morning!
“I shout, I dance. I laugh away.

“Follow, lover! Hear my warnings
“I. the laugher. do not atay. ’
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Stamp! Stamp! Stamp! Her body
rippled. She cast her eyer at me.

Tain Dirk’s head was n:l_x.‘ His
thin, dry, red lips opened wide. His

lden ever bumed with undying hate.
ﬁt.’ tat! tat! his fingers drummed.

“In -n minute. Jerry.” whi
Bimi Tal, not pousing from her dance.

Iler lovely eves looked dAnwnward.
seeing Dirk. She =creined. The music
silencedl. She struck her arm at him,
not knowing what she did. _

Mad! the Man wor mad! His jaw
was opened wide. He bit her arm above
the wrist.

Before the rush of frantic people had
fallen over us, I struck his venomous
face. With both RAsts, blox on blow.
Blood came form his damned lips,

What nwdne»: had scized him I don’t

know. Likdy it was memory surgi

back th dend life—the venom
the rattler, hate undying. But of that,
who can say? A strange thing is
memory

Yet I knew for sure that to him,
the mad ~culptor. born in that hut in
the hot savannahe. had passed the soul
of the dring ruttlesnake.

Hand+ dmgred me back from him.
I shouted awxl tore. He quivered.
wounded hesvily. His nervons fingzers
faintly ¢ on the table, diuin-
ming with dreadful music. Police vanw

in.
“Look!” I shouted to themi. “Loak
at those marks of tecth on Bimi Tal’s

wrist. T'wo fanpgs. There's the man
g B e Theree the




