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JUSTICE

By HUGH B. CAVE

D=
reek
Stepping ashore, he slid the craft to level ground
with a swing of his arm and reached for the burlap

sack in the bow. From the opposite bank a couple
of froggers from the illage watched him and oos

“Jesi you find that twenty thousand dollars
Jm replied while tossing the sack to his shoulder.

‘ve made much progress.”
“Three weeks isn't long,” Jess retorted. “This
here’s a big swamp.”
He strode away, annoyed by the mocking tone

he
Lhmk: i o his date with Maitylee. With a gl ke
ttylee Covell you had o be spry.
Mo way up the path, though, Jess paused
for an instant to inspect one of the other boats
along the creek bank: the best-kept one, fresh-
painted and giving off a kind of luminous glow in
the waning light. He touched the bottom and
straightened with a grunt. His scow] was set firm
when he swung down the road toward home.
He hadn’t far to go. A round white moon edged
into sight over the pine woods o h
ved to it carelessly without brea
ey o B, 3 gt i Aoy
to do tonight and with you there maybe Mattylee
will listen bett
You're later'n usual,” his mother said when he
entered the kitchen where she was ironiny
Jess hooked the wooden washtub out from under
the sink with his foot and empied bis rogs nto it
good today,” his mother said.
T ko ohe morning.” He tossed the
wet bag into the sink and turned for his own room,
rowning at her over the shoulder of his khaki shirt.
Tomghl's Saturday.
v pa can clean ‘em if he's sober.  You done
your share, catching
oo pociod hisshurt offin front o the mirrorin his
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bedroom and wet a towel in the basin of water on
the orange crate in the corner. His big hands wrung
the towel almaat dry again with one quick twist

and he rubbed his arms and chest and shoulders

uatd they glowed .ed axcept for the small pale scars
old mosquito

He was big for nieteen. Filling hia lunge with

the other room, at his mother, before stepping into
the closet.

Shoving aside an old black raincoat hanging deep
in the closet, Jess pried out the loose board in
the wall behind it and thrust his arm into the hole.
He straightened with a brown leather wallet in his
fist and from habit flipped it open to make certain
it still contained the half dozen one-dollar bills he
had hidden away. That was a first-rate hiding
place, but Pa was a snooper. You never knew when
Pa would go hunting for liquor money and discover
something

Replacing the board, Jess ran his fingers over
it as if stroking a cat. “You're all right,” he said.
““The beat place yet.” He was carefl 10 push the
raincoat back before closing the closet. a

Dressed, he looket n, easing
his tie up into the Tuttoned collur or n pale-blue
shirt and sliding a comb t} t black hair.
His mother adinired him with her eyes as ahe alid
his chair back from the kitchen table.

“You take time to eat now,” she said. “I got
a lick more to do on old man Pruitt’s ironing.
Besides, that yellow-haired girl isn’t going to run

“She don’t think as much of me as you do, Ma.”

“You only imagine she don’t. Why else do you
suppose she made you and Ben promise to share
that reward money?”

ITH his mouth full of greens, Jes looked up

and met her shrewd gaze. “So’ of us
wouldn't get rich of & suddon and tempt. e inio
giving t0o quick an answer. She said 5o,

“What a pretty girl says and means are different
as day and night. She got you and Ben Pruitt to
make that promise so’s she and you would be sure
of half the money even if Ben stumbled onto. it
Don't you tell me!

dess finished l’mllmg n.... supper and shoved his
chair “I look all ri

on ook Hamd That Mattylee don’t
deserve you.” She took the bundle of washed and
ironed clothes off the sink board and handed it to
him. “Go on now. Leave this at Ben’s on your

way by.
ottt ue ks s ou, Tt v
a fine night, the moon well up over the pines now
and bright as a big-car headlight. He looked off
toward the swamp, brooding black beyond the mud
fields to his left, and told himself he wouldn't always
be going in there, sweating out a living with gig
pole and traps and rifle.

One of these days he'd own a sport fishing boat,
a big new one with golden-brown mahogany trim
and a powerful engine and one of those fancy

chrome fishing chairs to accommodate sports who
qould pay Ay dollas ox mere a day Jut to-be
toted a

‘Abead e the road, Ben Prulit's place stood
square against the sky, the moonlight washing up
to it over the furrowed acres in back and slanting
off the house itself in a milky mist. Jess heard
sounds of a shovel ringing against rocks. He
stopped and then went around the house quietly.

The back yard was almost as bright as daylight
and Ben was digging there not ten feet from the
bouse. Ben wore the sweaty shirt and patched
khaki pants he wore in the swam,

he sweat dripping down his square-cut face.
“*You sure are dolled up for your Saturday date,”
13en said, opening his blue eyes wide.

ILLUSTRATED BY OSCAR

Jess ignored both the comment and the slow
grin that went with it. The first was pure envy; the
grin was more than likely Ben's way of trying to

Jess frowned at the broken
real close to the house

i 1 s digeing @
Happens ['m fixing a patch of gardan for Pa
tomatoes in. Iegl mosthealed and
s pining for something o keep busy a
Jess looked up at the window of the room in
whioh e 13 e Bad beum bedbiade: sace Iust
at the sawmill eight weeks bt Eight weeks was
a long spell for an ambitious man to be shut in,
he supposed; a long time for Ben, too, with the old
man needing care and the house to be looked after.
But Ben was used to it. His ma had been dead
years. Hard work was second nature to him.
"You came out of the swamp early today.”
said. ““Your boat was dry when I got
"1 had this 1o dor" Bon replied, scowling,
0 home e

Jess

r's otber thinge 1 could be doing, too,
beside look for that mopey, Ben."

“Ill make it up to you,” Ben said. ““Tomorrow
real early.” He chuckled as he

“Well,” Ben said, taking the bundle of laundry

and setting it down on the back “she’s not
yours. Anyway, not yet.”

Jemm walked on through the vilage and out the
north road to Mattylee Covell's house. He was
1ate and Mattyles was waiting on the stoop, sitting
on an empty sugar bag so as not to get her dance
dress dirty. It was an all-white dress, snug and

steps, *

shiny, with little half-hitches of frothy stuff at the
throat. Her shoes were white, too.

She looksd » lot younger than elghleen sitting
there all in white be moon shining on her
yellow hai dont know for sure wh ¢ &

Joms Landey,” she said, ~but i you're late again,
I'm real annoyed.”

ESS stood and looked at her before reaching

nto his pocket for the present he'd brought.
He could have spent the evening right there just
looking at hor and talking to her and trying every
little while to put his arms around her. But
Mattylee had other ideas. She liked music and
dancing, with people a

He held out the prese
late I am.

Mattylee was pleased.
hor it oba tarsad b
the watch from all

Now you can tell how

Fustaning the strup on

r arm this way

my
birthdny innt 1l next month
“Birthdays are for people like Hen Pruitt. When
1 give you something, it’s special
She frowned. “Joess Landry, this watch must
have cost all of twenty dollars. Did you find that
bank money”
ope. Not yet

“Then ce how you could afford ™

et e ] Igator the other duy.” Jow wia,
“while try; e the n

o (07"

ending he was annoyed.

, iRl runs the ntore in. th

village. Who else would I sell it to? I you don't
ve me, go ask him!”

Mattylee admired her new wrist watch for
minute and then looked up at him, still solem
“a do you.think you and Ben wil

Continued on next page

ever get that reward?

A man doesn’t waste time — not when there’s a heap of money wait-
ing to be found and a yellow-haired girl trying to make up her mind
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from precediny
Is um mﬂm!y rits 1id in the swamp

P there al right,
“Ben seems real discouraged. H
says if he and you hadn’t made an
agreement, he'd have gone back to
picking long ago. It's a purc
%, and he's dead-
ry from having to do all his other
chores at night.”
Jess st beside Here
A o el v e b il 2
the quiat evenine, i shw'd be conlent
to sit. Her folks went to the mov
Victurea. svery Satardy et ek

1o her, ~and_ 111 tell you why
had that money when he jumped

out of e and took off inta
the swamp her t have. An
e didt have it ik e wan cuught

stolen. F the swamp

st Lot T
ning. You know that.

“But he didn't say he hid it
Mattylee insisted. “He might've lost
it thrown it away to be id o i

said nothing
shot dend before he could get his mouth
open. But a man smart enough to hold

p & bank for twenty-two thousand

the next mor.

Kt

it datarciced g
“They was cager enough

. Inct Chat a1
a mighty big lonesome pla wenrs

e and bogn

he stireed
hen: ot mod i, o her e
out: “Well b late for the dane
said.

Jem ot his breath out, not trving
1o hido hia disappe “Youde
g0 dancing Wednceda

Wedmendny mixhtn, Seme

beiden, Hen's dierent. e

to sit
AL the dum\ thoush, she, didn't
tease ne; ) s sl Most of
dsnce with

uggled cl s with

her cheek hot ...mm.u the shoulder of

his blue shirt. ~ Now and then she
lanced up at him, smiling with her

t the boy xhe
d with and hurried back to
e K on the edge of
the platform, tlking to old John
Brittles, who played 6ddle. -

ney, Jows, and get me some more

uit und | mean to find that

e el B bow, suetin, 454
said the market for alligator skins had
never been better, or the skins harder
or his spectacles.  “Like
do you?" he asked.
S g erd
told Jess you would when b

pncked it out,” John said. *He could

do better'n tha

thoush, i he'd forget

poig i vt
hen you can

mlnw haired girl ain't quite convineed

N THE way home Jess was in high

n ho'd .mul.. to John

o sugared cake in the moon-
i, mot talking but hokdine hands
with' him and sort of hulainine, to
IF, un f ahe Tt good ineide.
lh«mnm of Ben l’ruul and had to smile.
“Did n's pa was up an

around?” h

Mattylee lookie surprised. “Why,

T gl Wadssada), Bt o el
s about his

T moonlight shon on her hair and
alked of

“Why,
business for

“Picki

“Uh-huh,

“Me,” J , “I'm fixing to buy
a sport fishing boat, a fancy one.” He
squeezed her hand hard. T u'd

feel mighty important, being married
to a man that owned a sport fishing
boat,

hat sure is something to think
about.” Mattylee sid.
JESS came out of the swamp early
the next evening, m o go to
Lances alis supper with yesterday's
cateh of o
re and b o
ard, Tooking ot ts bets In Lancey
Inlet.

looked for Ben's boat when he
poled into the creek, but it was not
there. That didn't mean much, though,

re was a place closer to

Maclean’s Magazine, October 1, 1948
home where Ben could leave it if ha

At home a surprise awaited his

They were in the icebox, ready to be
delivered
his mother said, “can you
stop b hy B house o your way?”
 Jess A

back of a kitchen chair and laid it on
b & K

“All i

Bul, Shis. be: ome. eafing: sippes

someone knocked. His mother opened
the n Pruitt and Willson
covgu Mactyice's ather.

“Jess,” Ben announced,

solermn and worrid.
1 think that money’s gone.’

“Gone?

“I think it’s been dug up an
Ben said, shaking his head.
way in to Gator Island today I stopped
four of those little slash-pine
islands in there and I found where

looking
ot bad news.

ting huhp-wuh his tongue and looking
o Jess’ face. "' Mr. Covell and |
are going beck in there now (o taks
amother Took. We thought you'd want
to o with us.
looked from Willson Covell's
Trowning, white-whiskered face
troubled n?” he
echoed. Bt who done.
Ve o o idnd that out,” Mr.
C e hand up to the

d s Sadgeon. b shir
“Hipecially me. Hunting that momy
for the reward was one t}
hunting it to steal and keep i a - it
entm:
oorway Jess pecled
nto the

recio Taneey thie
gyening, but. it Wil keen,” he
“Soonas [ getmy vmrkm: Clothes back
one i e vty
Fhe moon was stil pale and low
when the three of them got to t!
The slough there was hushed

s e ayppen koo
. Anyway. it whitened the
e e porot Eo vl

nto the

i Pead oy whon s0

telling Mattylee he was_ired of hunting

n turning around
doing a thing ke that.
was way deep in the swamp.

"An hour had pasmed when off to the
ight, on the ar shore of a sea et it
high grass, a quivering screa
the Rash.  The soued speead out

Continued on page 26



Continued from page 24
bouncing from one dead cypress to
another until it thinned and died away.

panther this morning. but mi
u keep your gun handy, Jess.”
VA Fighe, Ben
heea bigone. 1 secen him close up.”
boats glided on, Mr. Covell
Iu.htm( the way and Ben poling slowly.

there was no sound except. the infre-
quent grunting of fro

.y were deep in the swamp,

farther in then the frog hunters ever

n Ben Pruitt usually

went, Ben poled his boat to a small

island and stepped out to rest. Mr.

Covell hmbed bat with him and Jess

joined them. You got cramped, stand-

ing or sitting in a narrow swamp boat

- Have e got much more to go?"
asked.

A ways.
Mr. Covell was s Beiiox i

*“John Brittles tells me you sold him
a whopping big ‘gator hide a while ago
and bought my Mattylee o watch out

ndmlre = bard.working boy,
tern and crouched

I it et g ]
alligator marks. There were tracks, all
vere fresh. All around

w thelow ground were
signi of other awamp animals which

studied them for some time.
was impatient to go again when
ke o sty U s theeh
the purple blossoms and bright green
leaves into deep, water and the hush 0
the swamp swelled back deeper than

HE bottom dropped away soon
and Jess swapped his pole for a
Poddle. The cypress trecs hers thivet
their slender branches high into the
white mist of moonlight and there were
bird rookeries among the islands. On
one of them, as the boats silently filed
past, Jess counted

017 b ked il sleuping o the slvery
ree limbs. But there was no sound, not

even the rumbling of
sland was only a little way

topped with slash pines and the gnarled

white skeletons of a fow scrul

cypremes. Ben ran his bout aguinet &
angle of roots and clambered out wi

N Covelt and the v pulled the craft & up

other place to goaslicrs. Even bere the
low ground trembled underfoot like
jelly.

jess picked up his rifle.

1 need that

Bu ¥ here's
one thing I don’t care re for, Mr. Covell,
cottonmouths.”
Ben led the way, holding the lantern
high. There was bright moonlight

up the pools of stagnant water barring

Maclean's Magazine, October 1, 1948

he way. Some of the pools were kneq
deep, and almost o s

e solid ground until
oiaihed through theen,

the lantern that he had to stop as

Ben was impatier n a f
minates ho had got 30 far ahead .,.3
wait. He seemed annoyed at havi

uck underfc

was hurry back with the light and gi
him a hand out agai

Mattylee’s father ﬂnpped the wa
out of his trousers. His whisi

been done was just a Lt
the decayed stump of an old .x..h pir
hers the gromnd Bege;
st the lantern on the stump and
M Covalsiood ot tiaadgeol s
g g
a"tree near by, an old barred
icwhsd sugally and Slickad its
their intrusion.
1t looks like you're right, Ben)
M. Coral i ot Tast "N animd
et ke thatie cortain.”
jess knelt and thrust his arm do
it b it smstl, T el
empty. “We don't know for sure that
snyons dug up "¢ ney _herd
though.” he sald. “Just fnding ad
empty hole don't prove much.”
It proves enough for me,” Mj

Covell said. “That Trenchard fell
hid the money wmewhere and w
else would come way in here?”

e might have stopped herein tond

¢ be sure anyone els

“No,” Ben said, “this hole was d
with & shovel and Trenchard @idn]
have any shovel. Look at thos
squared-off marks in the dirt. Nobody
made those with his hands or the end

of a mud pole.

The barred owl on the pine rustiel
itself and hooted. Jess stepped ba
hifting his grip on his rfle. It =

o i gou i this place wed
olf heren b swamp, B
“I told you I was going in to Gato
Iotand. It stands o reason 1 stopp®"
i o

“But_this here is hardly a like/
place, Ben—sll swamp and zypl‘i

n! Don't you -
0

ain't
Ben picked up & ek and ﬂunﬂ"'"d
the owl, then reached fo the |
might s el o back, T to he
i saare imf waist:
T iek we Shoutd look pierced
There's a chance we might Sad out.
Cntinued on page 28

Jos
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Continued from page
ke s st o 5 tall = who b
tha

M. Coall ookt st By, i00; o
nodded.” “That’s right, Ben.”

The island was high in the centre
feiace the olecfglt pla etz lack
n the moonlight, butlow and swnmp
wehars the sofs grous ropt under ihr

maze of roots and
drown itself in the swamp. Mr " Covell

carried the lantern and way.

Behind him Ben walked nuwly it
, peering

nd, and behind =

d Ben,
S him and the rflc held ready £ meet

i h trembled under their
plodding boots. Off in the swamp som
emall animal squenled in friht and

sound was followed by a loud
xnl'ulh “The barred owl began squawk-
ing again.

“The three men finished their explor:
tion and turned back. At the boats M
Covellshrugged and said, “1t looks like

% to do is go home.

¥ good-by to twenty thou-
sand dollare,” Ben said glumly. ~Or
the five tiowsand dollars reward.
anyway. Jess, I'm sorry I dragged you
out here. I hoped we'd learn some-
thing."
Weleared enough,” Jss said

{ime about getting thei bigger, slower
boat iato the water.
Jens poled with sirong, swiftstrokes,
churning up the miles of swamp. He
't mean to hunt any allgator, and
he was certain Covel
B ot o Hke g ik 18
check up on him. They had paused
there on the way in only to stretch
the kinks out of cramped muscles and
now would be anxious to get home. 1t
was long past midnight, he guessed,
though he had lost track of the time.
OF other things he was a good deal
more certain.  Little things. Taken

Bty pointed straight as a

oyt ST

Ao calie St
Porch on his way to the road again.

He was breathing hard when he
stepped at last in the fringe of pines
at the edge of Ben Pruitt’s land and.
with an eve on the house, sle through
The moonlight 1o the back ym

e part o the yard that Hen had
dug up to make a tomato patch was not
large. Jess walked around it and studied
it, frowning to himself and glancing
up now and then at the window of the

tairs bedroom where Ben’s pa had
Iain sick o long. The window was shut
against the night air, but he was ca
ful, all the same, to make no noise loud
enough to wake a man.

When he had looked the ground over.
he laid his riflc down and began diggi

He was on his knees when Ben and
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Mr. Covell came around the side of the
house and found tching his
e e merasmbned b i et and faced
them.
»«w.., in creation are you doing
7" Mr. Covell demlvnied eyeing
the hole Jews had
* 'a looking for that stolen money!”
Jess said. “And by heaven, I've found
it!” He stooped and reached into the
hole and hauled out a bundle. “Look

. Covsll wid, “you'se »
ha a boat and we had to
So'vowne Tvely poling 16 catch up with
you. You're even handier with a riff
vise you to lay that gun

“Jeos swung the rifle o apd almed
at Ben Pruitt’s mid “He ain't
get

e maa kg k. i
cave. 'm arresting you.
e stood and stared wide-eyed at

We knowed you had that money,”

from your pa all the time. Only thing
to do was seare you no acting fooliah
and keep an eye on

oade some careloss mistakes,

Jess—like telling Mattylee there was
twenty-two thousand dollars when the

Jess, my Mattylee is real shrewd when

she wants to be, and a man don’t mess

around with frogs when there’s bi
Not unless he

i then, but Ben was
behind him with the rifle. Bon had him

just nothing left

the edge of the hole he'd dug and start
to bawl. k



