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Button’s philosophy was sim-
ple. All that he had in the
world and all that he cared 101
was his hippopotaini. Ana now
the Nazis were planning to
deprive him of even that
simple consolation . . . .

to Bongo . . .

3



By HUGH SPEER

“Fall to, boys” Vorstmana catla:l.
“Toke what you want, Everything's
yours.”

HE first signs anyone had of the

presence of enemy invasion forces

in that part of West Africa were
the dull detonations that denoted the de-
struction of the small British post, forty-
seven miles away. It wasn’t until fifteen
days later that Herr Kapitan Vorstmann
arrived at Bongo, with his crew of a doz-
an submarine men, his radio equipment
and enough explostves to wreak havoec
among the isoladed British garrisons that
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dotted that vast country,

It was a daring raid, for which Cap-
tain Vorstmann should be given full ered-
it. From this point in the jungle, con-
veniently near the sea, he expected to con-
trol and direct certain submarine opera-
tions in the South Atlantie,

Of course his radio direction would be
rpotted quickly enough. But forty-seven
miles separated him from the nearest
landing point—forty-seven miles of jun-
gle bush that made his radio outfit like
a needle in a haystack of wood. And this
was the rainy season.

The only approach to Bongo was along
the tortuous creeks. That was the way
Vorstmann had come, after submerging
his boat conveniently off the coast. He
had found his way to Bongo, thanks to
gome excellent maps made by the German
Hydrographic Department years before
the first World War. He didn’t believe the
English had thase maps. Anyway, he was

secure for long enough to direct impor-.

tant operations in the Atlantie, which
would result in the paralyzing of all sea-
born Atlantic comimerce south of the
Equator. After that, he meant to move lei-
surely inland, and demolish certain posts
along the Allied route of communications.

In blowing up the nearest British sta-
tion, Vorstmann had secured a valuable
period during which he would be immune
against attack. He had brought a number
of prisoners with him to Bongo—the Eng-
lish captain of the demolished fort, a
gentleman named Spry; a young lieu-
tenant, Winters; and fifteen members of
the West African Police, coal-black Fan-
tis, who wore British khaki with nothing
under it, and fezzes, and went bare-foot-
ed, because shoes hurt their feet.

Captain Vorstmann’s first act on reach-
ing Bongo, which -he had selected as his
headquarters, was to call on Papa Button,
who was the only white inhabitant. All
the rest of the population was watching
from the jungle, but Papa Button was
sitting on the verandah of his guest-house
and trading-store, an enormous hulk of
a man, reclining in an enormous chair. On
either side of him was a vast bulk of ani-
mal flesh, lolling, mouth open, in the sun-
Hght,

““What are those things?” shouted the
captain, surprised out of the good man-
ners he had intended to assume.

“Pygmy hippopotami,” responded Papa
Button.

“Pygmy? Mein Gott!” cried Captain
Vorstmann.

APA BUTTON’S philosophy of life

was a simple and sincere one. Some-
thing over fifty years before, an Ameri-
can sailor, who rejoiced in the name of
Button, had been stranded on those
shores, and had won the heart of the
daughter of a local official who was defi-
nitely and unmistakably French. Since
the marriage had not lasted long, the net
result was, that, a few months later, young
Button found himself staring at an un-
familiar world from a -crib in the home of
a foundling orphanage. .

He grew up with the simple philosophy
of taking life easy. There had been one
crisis in his life, and that was when he
confronted his French grandfather—now
returned, as Governor of the Colony—
with the demand for money enough to set
up a trading-store. Inasmuch as the Gov-
ernor’s daughter was present, with an
aristocratic husband, and several cousins
of Button’s, Button carried his point
without much difficulty, and settled at
Bongo, where he had lived for about thirty
years.

Life just rolled on at Bongo. Some-
times there were tribal wars, but nobody
ever disturbed Papa Button, who was
more or less a legend in West Africa. If
you wanted anything-—go to Papa Button.
If the English Government was contem-
plating a punitive expedition, ten to one
Papa Button could bring the recalcitrant
chief to terms after a palaver. But Cap-
tain Vorstmann hadn’t heard of Button,
because he had never been in West Africa
before,

He stared at the mound of human flesh,
lying between the two great mounds of
hippopotamus flesh, and then introduced
himself, and explained his mission.

“You speak the native language?” he
inquired.

“T eut my teeth on it,” said Buiton, with
a toothless grin.
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“Fine! I'll need you for my interpreter.
I expect to be here some time, By the way,
you're a British subject 7"

“I dunno,” said Button, grinning. There
was a slight French accent to his speech,
due to his upbringing. “Nobody ever told
me what I am, but I ain’'t got any black
blood in me.”

“And what are you doing with these?”
Voratmann indicated the hippopotami.
“Fattening them for the table?”

“For the table?”’ Button looked his hor-
ror. “A native speared the mother when
they was tiny tots, no bigger than pigs.
I bring them home for pets. They are the
pygmy hippo, they do not grow much
larger.”

“And what do they eat?”

“Anything — everything,” answered
Button, leaning over to scratch a tiny ear,
“This one ia Churchill and this one is
Stalin, Haw, haw.

Button’s vast bulk undulated in his
chair. ’

€CW E DINER est sorvi, monsieur!”
Voratmann astared at the pretty,
demure young girl who, after sizing him
up, had decided to appear from within
the house. Suzette couldn't have been more
than seventeen, and was as alim as But-
ton was gross. There was no mistaking the
colored blood in her, and yet she might
have pasased for a southern French girl.

Vorstmann emitted a horse laugh and
stalked inside. But Suzette ran past him
and assisted Button out of his chair. With
& surprising exhibition of strength, she
hoisted the great body onto its feet. The
hippos yawned, ambled to their feet, too,
and moved away along a trail into the
jungle.

Inside was a dinner fit for a king, in
Vorstmann's estimation. It was true ev-
erything had come out of cans, of which
Button had a considerable stock, lining
his shelves, but Vorstmann and his sailors
had had a hard time negotiating those
creeks on their inland journey, -and had
arrived in a famished condition.

A bottle of chartreuse—the yellow kind
~—completed the meal. Vorstmann leaned
back in his chair with an expression of

immense satisfaction. He beckoned to Su-
zette, and drew her upon his knee.

There was something so gross in the act
that only a clod like Button could have
taken it without protest. The act was not
so much interest in Suzette as the desire
to show dominance. There was a cruel
streak in Vorstmann, as in most of his
kind.

Button, breathing heavily after his
meal, watched through half-closed eye-
lids, apparently uninterested. Vorstmann
presently thrust the girl away and got
up.

“I'm requisitioning your stock of sup-
plies, Button,” he announced. “My men
are hungry. You will be paid in paper
marks, of which I have a good supply—a
very large supply. Where are the inhabi-
tants of this place?”

Button lurched to the door, and whistled
twice. In a moment the natives of Bongo
began to emerge from the jungle, men,
women and children, staring at Vorst-
mann and his sailors.

“Fall to, boys,” Vorstmarn called to
his men in German, “Take what you want.
Everything’s yours.”

AST to be fed were the two English
prisoners and the Faati soldiers. The
afternoon was spent in preparing quarters
for the invaders and their captives., Some
of the native huts were requisitioned for
Vorstmann and his sailors; about others,
which were for the prisoners, bales of
barbed wire, which had lain for years in
Button’s store, were stretched, to form a
corral.

Periodically—that is to say, at inter-
vals of three-quarters of an hour—a
drenching storm of rain drove the work-
ers into the huts. At such times Vorst-
mann would seek shelter in Button's store.

Bufton, extended in his enormous chair,
with a hippo mouthing grass on either
side of him, watched the world sleepily,
while Vorstmann amused himself in con-
versation with Suzette.

Vorstmann was getting drunk. He had
sampled Button’s store of liquors, his
choice brandy, thirty vears old, and once
the property of his French grandfather,
the Governor. He was swaying slightly
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as he came back from his last interview
with Suzette. It had been unsuccessful—
in fact, the gir]l had slapped his face.

He booted Churchill in his fat stomaech.
It would have been difficult to boot him
anywhere else, for both the hippos were
little more than stomach—huge, eaver-
nous bellies whiech they distended with
grass and bark and reeds all day.

The hippo rolled over a little further,
and blinked two tiny, furtive eyes at
Vorstmann.

“Those fellows will make good eating.
Just like pork,” said Verstmann.

“No, no,” protested Button, straighten-
ing his great bulk ir his chair. “They are
my pets. You see—all I have in the world,
Captain Vorstmann.”

Tears rolled down his cheeks, for But-
ton, too, had been sampling his grand-
father’s precious brandy, lmowing that
it was almost his last chanee to take a
swig at it.

Vorstmann grabbed the fat man by the
shoulder. “Don’t you talk back to me!” he
roared. “I’'m in command here, and what
1 aay goes! From now on, you do as I say.
And it’s ‘Yes, Captain Vorstmann,’ when
I give you an order. Understand ?”

ECAUSE there were no means of es-

cape from Bongo, in the rainy sea-
son, the prisoners were not too scrupu-
lously guarded. Vorstmann had set up his
wireless outfit in one of the huts, and was
busy at certain hours of the day. Mean-
while Button was free to roam about the
camp and exchange greetings with Cap-
tain Spry and Lieutenant Winters, al-
though the strands of barbed wire sep-
arated them.

Button’s stock of liquors, although aec-
quired over twenty years, was the great-
est part of his stock in trade. The Nazis
drank prodigiously, but the supply was
still good for some time, and Vorstmann,
whose brutal streak didn’t altogether con-
ceal a certain good nature, even per-
mitted his prisoners to partake of it.

“Button,” said Captain Spry, through
the barbed wire, “you say you don’t know
what nationality you are. If your father
was an American, that makes you an
American, and America’s in this war. I

don’t mind telling you that we're in a fix,
and the British Government has got a
very liberal way of repaying those who
have been of serviee to it.

“Button, it’s up to you—it’s very strict-
ly up to you to help us out of this mess.
You see, it’s not just Winters and me, and
those poor devils of Fantis. That Nazi
fiend is playing hob with our shipping in
the South Pacific. And he’s got to be
stopped.”

‘“What you want me to do?” asked But-
ton.
“It’s this way,” said Captain Spry
through the wire. “I know they’ve looted
your store, and taken almost everything.
But you must have a lot of junk stuff left.
You must have knives, or pieces of steel
that can be made into knives. You get the
point, old man? Being an American, I'm
sure you get the point.

‘“We want seventeen good strong knives,
for Winters and me and our Fantis, That’s
all we want. Anything that will stab or
slash. We'll clean up that dirty Nazi
devil, and all his crew. Will you do it,
Button ?”

“I ain’t got seventeen knives,” said But-
ton. You’re talking crazy, captain. Sup-
pose he is troubling your shipping—
you’re not on any ship, are you? I'd say
let well alone, and everything will be
peaceful. That’s what a fellow wants out
of life—peacefulness.”

“You're no help, Button—no help at al1,”
said Captain Spry crossly.

ORSTMANN kicked Churchill in the

belly again. “We're going to eat that
fellow,” he said. “And very tasty, if I'm
any judge. Look at the fat on him!”

Button straightened himself in his
chair. “You can’t do that,” he babbled.
“He is my pet. Nobody ever heard of eat-
ing a hippopotamus.”

“We're going to have fresh meat!”
shouted Vorstmann. “And that fellow is
going to go.” He kicked Churchill again.
“I'Nl turn him over to the slaughterer in
the morning,” he said.

Suzette came out, to see the fat man
blubbering softly as he scratched Chureh-
il’s ear. “Qu'est-ce gue c'est?”’ she de-
manded.
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Too sluggish to consinue the unequal siruggle, Button subsided by the murdered Churchill,
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“Vorstmann is going to kill Churchill
and eat him,” said Button.
“Well, and good riddance to him! You

are a fool, Button, to make pets of those.

bippopotami. Great useless pigs, aiways
stuffing themselves. They are nothing but
big bellies, Button. Let Vorstmann eat
both of them. Good riddance, say 1!”

“You have no heart, amie,” sobbed the
flabby fat man.

“No heart? Mon dieu, and is it not for
Jove of you that I serve you all these years,
and wait on you, and lift you out of the
¢hair because you are too fat to raise your-
self ? Do you see in yourself the hero for
Suzette? I leave you now, Button. I am
tired of you. I hate you.”

“Where you going Suzette?”

*“To a man who is a man, and knows how
to take care of a woman,” Suzeite re-
sponded. “Ah mon dieu, your store is
empty. You have nothing—nothing at all,
not even a drink. You have to go to Cap-
tain Vorstmann when you want to eat or
drink, No more for me, Button.”

Button, sprawled in his gigantie chair,
in which his carcass flowed and found its
Jevel, watched Suzette step smartly across
the rain-soaked terrain toward Vorst-
mann’s hut. He watched her through his
half-closed eyelids. Button’s theory of life
was working. Nothing mattered, not even
Suzette. Not even the loss of his store.

Yes, one thing mattered. If Vorstmann
really meant to kill Churchill, that would
be too much for Button’s philosophy.
Those hippopotami were the only things
he had ever loved. They had been mother-
lees waifs that he had befriended. They
were not responsive creatures, but they
liked to squat, one on either side of him,
and have their tiny ears tickled.

Perhaps there was some recognition of
kinship between the gross man who sat
all day in the chair, and the gross bodies
of the hippopctami, which were mere cyl-
jnders charged with the job of digesting
grass and other succulent commiodities.
Nothing came amiss to the hippopotami.

HE fat man’s gifts of liquor to the
sailors had made him their friend.
Despite Vorstmann’s confiscation of his
stock, Button had managed to secrete a

few cases of choice liquors. Vorstmann,
of course, suspected this, but he took it
amiably enough. His cruelty chiefly vent-
ed itself in kicking the hippopotami. He
seemed to find some pleasure in the con-
tact of his toe with those gross bellies,
which always elicited grunts of pain, and
a shifting of the huge bodies.

Whatever work Vorstmann was en-
gaged on, it appeared to be going on quite
successfully. A radio system had been es-
tablished in one of the huts, and antennae
had been erected overhead.

Captain Spry, who had been cool to-
ward Button after his refusal to supply
him with steel for making knives, soon be-
came friendly again.

“You know,” he said, “Vorstmann has
enough of that new explosive, torpex, to
blow up every British post in West Africa.
It’s deadly stuff, and, as soon as he’s fin-
ished his preliminaries here, he’s going
on the rampage inland. If you could sneak
out enough of it to blow this blasted post
to hell, with Vorstmann and the rest of
them—

“Lock, old man. Winters and I have
got hold of a pair of wire-cutters. We'll
liberate the Fantis and sneak out of here

-some dark and squally night, and then

touch off a keg of that explosive. Only
we’ve got to have co-ordination. You're
on the inside with Vorstmann. You can
got hold of some of it. It’s perfectly
harmless, unless it’s jarred or detonated.
He keeps it loose, like a grocer’s sugar,”

Button shrugged his shoulders. “You
want to make another mess around here,
like Vorstmann made at Hlawenui?” he
asked. “I believe in peacefulness. You're
happy, ain’t you? And I'm happy, and
everybody’s happy. What’s the use of
starting trouble you don’t have to start?”

“The man’s a fool,” said Winters. “It’s
no use parleying with him, Spry. We'll
have to look out for ourselves. I should
think you’d have cause enough to come in
with us, Button,” he added viciously.
“Vorstmann’s taken your store and taken
your girl, and made you a laughing-stoek
among the natives.”

That wasn’t of course, news to Button.
Susetie showed him all the animostty of
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Under the kick, the hippo grunted and rolled on its

o} con ?

side, while Bustion ohewed his bister oud
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which a woman is capable, when she
transfers her allegiance from one master
to the next. She would stand in the en-
trance of Vorstmann’s hut and stick out
her tongue at Button. She would indulge
in the pantomimicry in which all Africans
are proficient, indicating, with expressive
gestures, how glad she was to have trans-
ferred her allegiance from Button to the
Nazi.

As for the inhabitants of Bongo, their
contempt for Button was now limitless.
They had all come back out of the forest,
and built themselves new shelters of daub
and wattle. They were working for the in-
vaders, and getting paid in food and pa-
per marks, They were also getting occa-
sional drinks from Button’s confiscated
supplies. _

Button brooded sometimes., Vorstmann
had taken his store and his woman, and
he was living on Kaffir corn and ground
maize. Fortunately he had the little quan-
tity of liquor that he had secreted, and
it was this that made life bearable—this
and Stalin and Churchill.

The two pygmy hippopotami had
reached almost their full growth. They
were about as big as very large pigs, great
cylinders into which they tucked the pro-
fuse herbage of the rainy season. Al-
though they were herbivorous, no kind
of diet seemed to come amiss to them.
Those gross paunches had to be stuffed,
and kept stuffed.

Lolling in his chair, with Stalin on one
side of him and Churchill on the other,
Button still kept up his affectation of tak-
ing life easily. But the remarks of the
Bnglish officers about the torpex bad
given Button food for refiection.

If it were really possible to touch off a
pound or two of the explosive, and make
an end of Vorstmann and his captives at
once, Button would have been perfectly
willing to do so.

But, with his chair to loll in, and his
two animal companions, and his little
hidden stock of liquor, Button was rea-
sonably content with life. Some day Vorst-
mann and his men would vanish, the pris-
oners would disappear, and Suzette would
come crawling back to him.

HE compound that housed the pris-

oners was lish with grass, The in-
credible fertility of the tropics put half a
foot of growth on it after each daily del-
uge. The natives had been hacking at it
with their knives, or grubbing it up with
their hands. Vorstmann had an idea. He
slapped his thigh and roared:

“Turn your great pigs inside the wire,
Button! They’ll do the work of twenty
men!” -

Before the rains came, the hippopotami
had made lengthening trails into the bush
in search of provender. After the rains
converted the sandy bed of the river into
a torrent, they would meander down to
it, and lie all day, submerged, save for
eyes, ears and snouts, pasturing on the
rank vegetation. Now Vorstmann’s sailors
prodded them inside the wire, where the
lush growth was flourishing over about an
acre.

That acre supplied a daily ration for
the two sleek pigs, and each day it was re-
newed. Vorstmann was again becoming
interested in the gross creatures. He
would kick them, to see them squirm, and
run his hand over their sleek hides.

“This Churchill we shall eat for Christ-
mas,” he declared to Button. Christmas
had no significance at Bongo. Button had-
n’t thought about Christmas for years.
He didn’t even know the day of the cal-
endar.

The hippos, nosing into everything,
were the delight of the sailors, who kicked
them freely, but also flung all the refuse
of the camp to them, With their great
incisors, they would rip flour sacks to rib-
bons, and tear away the staves of kegs.

Hearing an outery, Button, who had
just awakened from a drunken slumber,
ambled into the compound. The two beasts
were greedily devouring a quantity of
grayish powder that was piled up in front
of a heap of matchwood that had once
been a keg.

“Himmel!’ shouted a sailor, “don’t put
a match near them, or they blow, up. They
have eaten enough to destroy a whole Eng-
lish fort!”

They drove the beasts out of the com-
pound with kicks and curses. But in a dey
or two they were back again.



Peace Comes to Bongo 41

UTTON awoke to discover that it was
noon. It was Suzette who had awak-
ened him. She was standing in front of
him, mincing and mouthing, and she held
a plate, on which were two enormous
chops.

“Wake up, old drunken fool!” she
bawled. “Vorstmann sends you these.”

“What's this?* Button mumbled.

“It’'s Christmas Day, and this is all
that’s left of your pretty boy, Churchill,”
the girl sniggered.

Button heaved his gross bulk to his feet.
There was Stalin on his left, but there
was no Churchill at his right. He ambled
into the compound, past the two grinning
sentries, past Captain Spry and Winters,
who shouted “Merry Christmas.”

Buiton returned no answer. There was
an uproar in the large hut occupied by
the sailors. Inside, Button saw all the
men assembled, squatting on the floor,
with paim leaf dishes on their knees. At
the head of this festive board was Vorst-
mann. And, occupying the center of the
hut was an enormous and unstable car-
cass, recognizable only by the head—by
the huge, gaping jaws, that were propped
open with a stick, by the tiny ears and
hairless eranium.

Vorstmann roared at the sight of But-
ton: “Haw, haw, so we have eaten your
Churchill, and he tastes very good. Just
like roast suckling-pig. For New Year's
we shall have your Stalin!”

Whatever of love and unselfishness
there had been in Button had been
wrapped up in the two ungainly monsters.
Too stupid for companionship, at least
they had come to recognize him. They
had stretched out their ungainly heads
to have him tickle their ears. And Button
had felt a sort of intimate relationship
to the two creatures. He, too, was huge,
ungainly, sluggish; he had understood
Jjust what motives actuated them, how
they rejoiced in the cool water against
their gross bodies at nightfall, how their
enormous bellies had to be filled and kept
filled.

And he stood looking down into the
glassy eyes of the murdered Churchill.

A cry broke from his lips. He rushed at
Vorstmann, The sailors caught him and

flung him down. For a few moments But-
ton struggled wildly, and then subsided,
too sluggish to keep up the struggle.

Varstmann, who was drunk, was laugh-
ing. “Haw, haw, a good joke on you, But-
ton!” he shouted. “We eat Stalin for New
Year!”

({1 ISTEN, old man,” said Captain

Spry. “There’s no moon on New
Year’s Eve, and those damn’ Nazis will
be drunk. That's the time to make our
break. Ye get us a keg of that explosive,
torpex. We'll do the rest.”

“And why do you suppose I eare if you
escape?” demanded Button, with unusual
warmth. “What do I care? I am a citizen
of no country, I want peace. I live here,
and I have peace. And now those Nazis
kill my Churchill and they say they will
kil my Stalin. What do I care for any-
thing ?”

“You're a fool, Button,” said Captain
Spry. “He's robbed you of all you had,
and he’s taken that girl of yours, and, if
you had the guts of a man, you'd get
even with him. You get us a keg of that
explosive, and I'll guarantee the British
Qovernment won't be ungrateful.”

“You go to hell!” said Button.

The Fantis, in the compound, were not
baving too bad a time. Vorstmann was a
Nazi and a brute, but in Africa, in that
vast continent where all nature seems to
be in a conspiracy against the human
race, political animosities are relaxed.
One senses the humanity of one’s enemy.
The Fantis had had their share of the
hippopotamus, and had enjoyed it huge-
ly, for, under the two inches of hide and
the several inches of fat, there is delect-
able meat on a hippo.

Big Button lolled in his chair. That
great chair, which just accommodated his
enormous body, had once been the prop-
erty of a chief, who was almost as gross
as he was. It had been a present from
some Commissioner. The stuffing was
bursting from the seams of it, but it
would be good for some time yet. And,
lolling in that chair, Button reviewed his
situation,

He thought of his French grandfather,

- (Continued on page T9)
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(Continued from page 47)

the Governor, who had long since left for
France, and of his mother, who had never
acknowledged him. He thought of his
father, Button, the mythical American
sailor, who had won the French girl's
heart. He thought of him with complete
detachment, and with a kind of hostility,
ag the man who was responsible for his
appearance upon the uneasy scene of life.
If it hadn’t been for the American, But-
ton, he could have slumbered peacefully,
unconscious of incarnation. He wouldn’t
have had to be bothered with all the

things that brought him waddling out of
his chair.

He thought of Vorstmann, and a dull
animal rage ran through him. Button
was not capable of resentment; when he
was angered, it was like a physical thing,
like a blow that required an automatic
response. Vorstmann, to Button, was
merely a disturbing element in the great
void of peacefulness. But he had killed
Churchill, and he was going to kill Stalin.

Here was Stalin, squatting beside him,
baif on his belly, half on his side, & great
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black and pink mound of flesh, with the
tiny ears that Button loved to scratch.
And the tiny eyes that looked back into
Button’s innocent and unresponsive.

There was no return of the love that But--

ton lavished on the hippo. There was only
the recognition of comfort that a cat
might have shown.

Seven days from Christmas to New
Year's! The greater part of those days
hed passed. Button must have been loll-
ing, drunk in his chair, day after day. His
stock of liquor was getting perilously low.

Vorstmann had robbed him of his store,
snd taken Suzette, and killed Churchill;
and now he was going to kill Stalin, and
Button would have nothing left but his
chair.

Button had to get rid of Vorstmaann
if he was to find that peace he wanted.

Stalin was roaming the compound daily.
Without his comparion, he found that
there was a very good square meal in the
daily growth of grass within the com-
pound.

He rooted there, bearing the kicks of
the sailors with equanimity. He received
a certain respect, however, as one who
was destined to die to make a festival for
the invadera within a day or two,

Stalin was to be sacrificed on the last
day of December. The rainy season was
now at its height; the water dropped in
torrents several times a day. Sometimes
Batton, caught la the downfall, sought
vefuge in the Nazi atorehouse.

The tusks of the hippopotami had made
& mess of the contents. Vorstmann had
brought a considerable quantity of ataples
from the submarine, but the damp had
played havoc with much of it, and the
torpex was oozing in piles all over the
floor, The tusks of the hippos had spared
very little of the containers.

UZETTE stood before Button in his
chair. “Hey, great fat pig, what are
you doing there?” she bawled. “Tomor-
row they kill Stalin, and then you will
be all alone; you will have nobody. Me,
what a fool I was to put up with you for
go long!"”
Button opened an eye. “Get me a drink,
- Sugette, there's a good girl,” he said.

“Me? And why should I get you a
drink? I am not your servant any more.
I am Vorstmann's.”

“Vorstmann’s moving on. He's going to
blow up all the posts between here and
the Niger. You don’t think he'll take you
with him, do you?”

“For what do I care?” Suzette anapped
her fingers. “He is a man, not a great pig
sleeping all day in a chair, like you!”

Nevertheless, being a woman, Suzette
felt the instinctive urge to wait upon a
man. She went into the store, and brought
back a bottle of brandy from the almost
depleted secret cache, together with two
glasses, She poured out two drinks.

“’Puis, I drink with you, Button. You
are not so bad,” said Suzette. “So you
think Vorstmann will not take me with
him when he goes?”

“He ain’t that kind of a fool,” said But-
ton, opening the other eye, and squint-
ing at his brandy. He raised the glass to
his lips, and drank, He smacked his lips.
Vitality raced back through the old man's
etiolated body. '

Suzette drank reflectively. “So you
think Vorstmann will not take me with
him ?” she asked again. “All men are the
same. Some are fat pigs, and some are
thin omes, but they are all pigs. I am sick
of them.”

“Listen, Suzette, can’t you stop Vorst-
mann killing Stalin? If he wanta meat,
he can shoot pigs in the bush. He's only
doing it because he's my pet.”

“You old fool,” said Suzette. “If you
had not loved those big pigs so much,
maybe I might have loved you more.” She
poured out two more drinks. This time
Button sipped his instead of draining it
at a gulp. An idea was creeping through
his brain, and, because all his physical
processes were slow, Button was mentally
ruminating, like a cow.

Through the wire of the compound,
Button saw the hippo rooting in the heap
of garbage that had collected during
Vorstmann’s- occupancy. Vorstmann, who
was passing, turned and kicked it in the
belly. The hippo grunted and rolled on its
side. Vorstmann kicked it again.

And now the ruminative cud of But-
ton’s contemplations swelled into a men-
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tal bolus. Button knew what he waa go-
ing to do.

Suzette planted a kiss on Button’s fore-
head, and ran away. Button, accustomed
to the vagariea of women, hardly noticed
it. He was forcing his slow brain into ac-
tion.

HE rains were increasing; every

hour the heavens discharged their
load in pailsful, followed by a brief break
of sun and tropic heat. All that afternoon
Button lolled in his chair, and watched
the deluge hammering on the tin roof of
his store, and on the huts, and sending
rivers of water gushing down into the
-bush.

Toward nightfall, which occurs instan-
taneously in the tropics, he hoisted him-
gelf with difficulty to his feet, and went
into his store. He looked at his looted
shelves, at the piles of débris that had
accumulated since Vorstmann's arrival.
Then he went down into his cache and
looked at his supply of liquor.

There were still half a dozen bottles of
brandy left, and Button gathered them
up in his arms. He proceeded toward the
compound. By now it was utterly dark.
There was not a visible star in the over-
cast sky, but it was an intermission of
the rains; the next downpour was due in
about half an hour.

Button handed one of the bottles to the
sentry at the entrance to the wire. “For
New Year,” he said, and passed through.
There were no guards in the enclosure,
because no prisoner in his senses would
attempt to make a break into that rain-
drenched jungle, Button stopped at the
hut of the two British officers, and called.

“Hello, who’s that?” came back the
voice of Captain Spry.

“A New Year's present,” said Button,
handing out two more of the bottles.

“I say, old man, this is kind of you,”
said Spry, lounging forward in the dark-
ness.

“Yes, and I have something to say to
you. You have that pair of wire-cutters.
You fellows cut the wire and walk into
the jungle. Walk as far and as fast as you
can.”

“What, now ?” asked Winters.

“Quite, quick, yes,” answered Button,

“But, I say, it's going to rain in a few
minutes,” Spry protested.

“You do what I say,” answered Button.
“T have lived here nearly all my life. I
was peaceable before Vorstmann came,
Now I think that Vorstmann is going
away. Soon—very soon. You do what [
say.”

“We might as well take the old blight-
er’s tip, Spry,” said Lieutenant Winters,
“All right—much obliged to you for your
advice, Mr. Button.”

UTTON ambled on across the com-
pound. The sound of laughing came
from Vorstmann's hut. Vorstmann was
celebrating with his officers. Buttoa
passed on to the storehouse. The sentry
challenged him, then recognized the gross
bulk of the man, and gave him a polite
good-evening. Button produced his three
remaining bottles.
“For you and your friends,” he said.
“And a happy New Year's Eve.”
“Danke schoen, Herr Button,” said the
goldier, greatly gratified. “Tomorrow we
kill that other big pig of yours for New
Year's dinner. Come, I will show you.”

‘Button accompanied the man out inte
the middle of the compound. In the faint
light that was reflected from the huts he
could see two poats. He put up his hand
and felt a rope hanging between them.

“The last pig,” said the soldier, ‘‘we
did not bleed him proper, as should have
been done. This pig, we cut his throat
and hang him up to bleed, like the proper
way to bleed the pig.”

A surge of rage raced through Button’s
body. And then he heard Suzette's tin-
kling laugh coming from Vorstmann’s
hut,

“You have a good time with the
brandy,” he said to the soldier, and moved
aside into the darkness. He stood there
for a long time, listening to all the noises
of the night. He heard the faint clang of
the wire as the prisoners, cut it, and

" seemed to see the procession of them, the

two Englishmen and the Fanti soldiers,
filing away into the forest. He heard the
voices of the sailors, thick and guttural,
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and guessed that they were getting out-
side his bottles of brandy.

And, standing there. the fat man
summed up his philosophy of life. Peace
at all cost, and no more of this foolish-
ness. He had been disturbed too long. He
had lost his goods, he had lost Suzette,
he had lost Churchill, and now Stalin was
to be hung from a rope between two posta.
It wasn’t peaceable, and when Stalin was
dead, he’d bave no friend left in the
world.

He whistled softly. He waited and whis-
tled again. He heard an exclamation from
the sentry at the ecompound entranee, and
then a heavy shape lumbered through the
dark and brushed against him.

Button threw his arms about the hip-
po's head, and the tears rolled down his
sbeeks. The eavernous mouth was already
busy om the grass inside the eompound.
There waa the sound of erunching. But-
ton urged the creature forward, by prod-
ding it in the abdomen with his knee, He
urged it toward the storehouse,

The sentry was not there. He was get-
ting outside the brandy with his cem-
rades in a nearby hut. Between the dump
and the storehouse was a trail of gar-
bage. The hippo began rooting in it
greedily. Unexpected gustatory treasures
often came to light for hippopotami im
those trails of discarded human food.

UTTON went into the storehouse.

The hippos had smashed several of
the kegs of explosive, and their contents
had oozed out in little heaps of gray
powder. Button felt about him in the
darkness and tore out the staves of two
more of the containers. Now he was
standing calf-deep in the flood of powder,
so innocuous when handled,.so terrific
if compressed and jarred. He heard Stalin
rooting near him; then the omnivorous
beast had found the explosive, and was
greedily devouring it.

Sensing everything in the darkness,
presently Button felt the flood receding
from his calves to his ankles. He groped
along the storehouse, and came to another
keg. The hippos had staved this in, too,
with their glancing canines, and Button
pulled it apart, and let another flood of

powder ooze out onto the floor. The hippo
snorted past him, and Button sat down,
listening to the suetion of the mandibles,

He heard Suzette laugh again, and then
a roar of laughter from Vorstmann’s hut.
He heard the drunken shouts of the sai-
lors. After a while one of them came
stumbling toward the storehouse.

“Himmel!” he ejaculated, as he fell
over the bulk of the monster. *“What you
do with him here, Mr. Button?”

“He came in,” said Button. ““I gueas he
suspects that he'll be wanted in the mors-
ing.”

The sailor roared with laughter. “Yeou
said something there,” he chuckled. “Me,
I am the butcher. We string him up with
the pulley, and then I sliee his throat.”

“Good eating,” said Button, and the
sailor drifted back toward the hut. The
bippo had eeased munching, though But-
ton could still feel the soft powder about
his ankles. ¥t was lying on its side, and
Button ran his hand around the inside of
the wide-open chops. For almost the first
time in its life, the hippo had had as
much to eat as it wanted.

Button ran his fingers around the ht-
tle ears, and the hippo grunted. He laid
his head against the folds of hide about
the neck, and pursed his clumsy lips in
a kiss.

Then ke stepped carefully over the mas-
sive body, and crossed the compound in
the direction of his store. At the gap in
the wire the sentry was seated, fast
asleep, his head against a post, the empty
brandy-bottle beside him.

Suzette was curled up in Button’s chair.
She started up. “Verstmann wants seme
more brandy,” she said. “Where have you
been, fool?”

“There is ne more brandy,” answered
Button, ‘“and you stay here tonight.” -

“Let me go. Are you going to beat me?
Are you going to be a man at last, fat
pi g\?n

Button cuffed her soundly, and kicked
her inside the store. He camped outside,
listening to her mnoisy sniffling. It was
very difficult, not being peaceable, but one
bad %o pay for the right to have peace. ...
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T was Vorstmann who discovered all
his sentries snoring drunk. Discipline
had certainly been relaxed since he had
come to Bongo, but he had fulfilled his
mission; he had directed the activities of

the wolf-pack in the South Atlantic, and*

now it was getting time to move on and
bhlow up the rest of the British posts in
that section of Africa.

Besides, this was New Year’s Day, and
one couldn’t be too hard on the men on
such a day.

He was in a fairly good temper when
he awoke at dawn, but he had consumed
a vast quantity of liquor the night be-
fore, and then he had sent Suzette for
more, and she hadn't come back. That
began to irritate him. And then he saw
the great bulk of Stalin lying in the mid-
dle of the compound, and remembered
that the hippo was to be slaughtered for
the New Year’s dinner.

The creature was lying on its belly al-
most directly below the line on which the
carcass was to be suspended. It had evi-
dently been rooting in -the garbage heap,
started for home and decided to lie down.
There were evidences of distress about
the hippo. It was breathing in short
pants, and only the whites of the little
eyes were visible. But Vorstmann didn't
notice that.

The cavernous red mouth was distend-

ed as usual. Vorstmann thrust his foot
into it and kicked the inside of the upper
jaw. The hippo showed evidence of pain.

“You—!" said Vorstmann, and kicked
the creature in the ribs with all his force.
The hippo shifted its posture slightly.

With an outburst of sudden anger,
Vorstmann kicked it in the belly, twice—
three—four times—

And all those explosives are so tricky.
A jar will send them off when least ex-
pected. . . .

UZETTE came stumbling out of the
store as it collapsed about her ears.
Button was lying across the threshold,
trying to be peaceable. He dragged the
girl down beside him, and stifled her
screams.

Lengths of wattle from the demolished
huts were raining down on them, and a
great column of smoke, interspersed with
fire, occupied the place where the com-
pound had been.

“What_is it?” screamed Suzette.

“Help me into my chair. And then
make breakfast, Shut up, or I'll beat you
again. I'm going to be peaceable omce
more.”

And, lolling im his big chair, Button
closed his eyes upon the red, eruptive
world.




