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TITE M= INToSH

A COMPLETE NOVELETTE

’Charles Peadle

Austhor of “The King's Sword,” ““The Bowk of Alabaster,” elc.

As he tuned to the little Greek agent there
was a gleam in the weather-beaten eyes which
oonﬁ.rmed my suspicion that eome of the En-
glish have a sense of humor.

“Who the mischief is he, Mr. Ricardo?”

“He gennelman come from Cairo. He say

After poking about for a few days and find-
ing it only a weak imitation of Port Said I
‘made up my mind to-get out by the first steamer
coming through the canal. This proved to

venturer, and to the j’“}'
‘where I found a small Greek agent putting off.
He didn’t want to take m¢ but I thought
better to argue the point on the way and

” says I cheglul]n -
—— are youi ¢ shaggy
brows twitched irritably.
"Me? Oh, I'm your new passenger as far
as—your dsunamn, wherever that y be."
assengerl What in the month of

eyes,
sir, we're an honest tramp; that is, honest
west o’ Suez.”
[

he com come I tell him no passengaire.
He mus’ wait for linaire. But he say no. He
ln.ve wh.t he ul.l hunch. Nossaire? Yegsair?”

"l"hll s nght K said

“He say he have hunch be come dis boat.”
Ricardo’s shoullers convulsed.

"l-le come ’long my boat. He biggaire man

"Hnmph ”
Tbe upum looked again at me.

e an erican, ain’t you?"
"S\ltel =

“Thought so. Been there. Sorry, can’t be
done. Better wut for the Anstrnn or German

“See hem up,” I interposed, “I want to
come along. I—I'm willing to pay fare and
fm: "l;invnlega— - "

‘e’re not passenger, you.

“Mebbe not,” T drawled, “bnt mebbe I can
work—on the ship’s roll at any rate.”

Cgpmm Smith looked me over again and

“Where d’you want to go?”

“Wherever the God takes me.”

“Right! But what about your dunmn?
Can’t wait to send for it.”

tain Smith gnn.ned
C{L ’s American all nght. Ya\u’e fourth
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engineer. Sleep in the dun.mom Now get
oﬂ’ the bridge.  Ri

“Have a cigar, cap?"
THE captain took one and I retired
from the bridge to take stock. Be-
neath the upper bridge I found the

clunhouse, a cozy li room containing a

l.able, bookcases filled vnth chans and nautical
ks and a cushioned locks

I dawdled round lhe lron decks smoking,
watched the little Greek clamber down the
sides with five perfectly good dollars and
grinned. A bell nged somewhere away
below and was answered by the heavy snort
of sccam and the tremor of the engines.

As I stood watching the ship’s bow slew
against the flat land of Suu into the shimmer-
mg expanise of e Red Sea I recollected that

Was an engine and, walklng around the
llfeboat st\.u:k my.| lwad within the upper sky—
light. “The hot smell of steam and oil didn’t
seem good, but as I listened to the pounding
of the engines a rasping drone rose and became
intelligible:

”Mn lnum- 'was a braw cock lairr-rd;
A.lbhns A.h er came fra Penh-d
00’ a sonsy
g ma bairr-rth!”’

“Suffering cats,” thought I, “what a lingo!
Sounds Scou:h but anyway it's a lament all
right. Lordy, Tsu pose I'm of Scotch descent
myself,” 1 reﬂeﬂ.e(t “but never did T suspect
that we were such a race. I wonder if
anything is the matter with the man or whether
he thinks he’s .

I tumed away, a little depressed, to meet
the captain descending from the bridge.

“Hal Hal” said he, grinning like a friendly
terrier. “‘Here’s our friend Paul Jones! Come
into the chartroom, lad, and we’ll sign you on.”

He glanced up at the incandescent sk Y-

“I think the sun’s over the yard-arm, so
maybe we’ll seal it with a glass of grog. Be——""

He stopped with one foot over the sea-step.

“You don’t come from them prohibition

Suts

“Virginia,” said I, smiling.

“Ah!” sighed the captam “I mind when I
was*in Portland, Mame, and be —— they

drank the ship d

A Chinese stewnrd appeared noiselessly in
the doorway.

“Tell the chief to come up for a grog. Grog;
savvee? That’s the only way to get the
Mclntosh under an hour or two.”

The skipper laughed as he reached for a
bottle and glasses.

“Did you say Mm.nulh? That happens
to be my name too,” sai

“What? Mdntosh? Be ——, you'd better

Adventure

not tell him or there’ll be red murder aboard!
‘Why, lad, he’s the Mclntosh, he says, although
personall; he’s a vat. But he’s a
great lad, is Mac, when he’s d.run.k and be —
1o mortals ever scen him sol

Terms were amicably amnged for the trip.
As the captain had hinted, the signing on was
purely a farce as the regnla\wn of the Board of
Trade scarcely worried them east of Suez.

As we were to the agreement the
glare was blocked out of the doorway by a tall
figure clad in blue dungarees with short cropped
blond hair and enormous yellow mustaches,
viking-like in the size and droop beyond the
line of the prominent chin. As the man strode
in and sat_on the locker—sut I noticed dle

and the great sh
manner in whlch the length of limb was eon-
trolled, which somehow reminded me of my
own native mountains.

“Mac, , this is your new fourth—for the
trip; yon understand?  If you don’t like him
you'l] put him on as a trimmer,” added the

tain, grinning slyly' ‘and if you do maybe
you’ll dnnk with him.

I was very conscious of the turquo:se blue-
nss oi '.he eyes which regarded m

pleased to meet yel” nld the Scot
“And where w'ud ye be fra?”

“Vir- rgmnl Ye'd no’ say!”
The eyes twinkled slightly as he raised his

“Well, here’s to the Buickskinl Man, cap’n,
but he’s got the luik aricht! I mind the firrst
voyage— But whhat will ye name be?”

“Macintosh,” said I, conscious of 2 kick on
the leg from the captain.

“Macintosh did ye say, laddie?”

eyes e matrix.
“I did. Julian Perton antosh »
#*An whoo was ye fairther;
“Julian Baird Mauntush

“And whhere did ye fairther get the Macin-
tosh?”

\Iow. now, Mac,” interposed the captain,
“I won’t have mybody mu]ung my guest.
Tlns is my ship anc

“Aricht, mon. I’ll no huirrt the puir

“Look here, cap, Macintosh is my name,”
said I firmly, “and if this gentleman doant
approve I'm perfectly willing right now—""

“Be quiet, lad,” admonished Captain Smith.
“Now, Mac—""

“Mon!” exclaimed the Scot, Lhumpmg x
fist like raw beef ribs upon the table. “D’y
no ken that Ak’m the Mclntosh of Mclnv.osh?
Mebbe Ah‘m juist an engineer and mebbe
juist no.”

He rose to his height imperiously.

“But Ah'm_the In' of the dan Mclntosh
and any wee body whoo—"



The McIntosh

I ROSE to m{
“Now, look here, Mr. Mclntosh,
I'vea.smmhr@ttomynameuyou
ve—-""

“Now stop lt, you two fools!” exclaimed
Captain Smith. ——'s sake, have I got
to I' ight all the Sml.hs in the world?”

“That isn't the point,” I began. “This
gentleman—"

“Ab’'m telling ye that Ah’m the Ias' o the
Mclntosh and any puir body why

“Sit down, Mac, commanded l.he capuu:

“Wh

and added: en a Macint goes to
Amcnm it becomes a raincoat. Now, shut

M temper isn’t too soft, and anyway we
bolh bad Scotch blood. I pushed around the
back of my swmg chair.

“My name, suh—" I drawl slightly when
I get mad— “is Julian Perton Macintosh,
and, suh, I am -t the servlu of any man who
wishes to dispute my right.”

commented the bony Scot, pulling
at one enormous must ustache, “ye sairtainly are
fu’ o’ bluid an’ s?unk a young blaw-in-ma-
lul Aru:hl, cap’n, we'll no be fechtin’ the

e sank down l.emuely
"And hoo will ye spellin’ yon name,

till standing with one hand on the table and
zymg the Secot, I the name slowly.

“Och, mon, we 've been clishmaclavering fo’
nicht! Yon's no’ the Mclntoshl”

I stared bewilderedly.

“Sit down and have another drink,” said the
captain. "lf you'd said you spelt your name
with an ‘@’ I’d have told Mac here and he’d
not be after your blood.”

“Och,” said the McIntosh contemptuously,
“an’ whhat wud ye Southrons know, ye puir
gaberlumyies stravagin’ the airth!”
t.hHB cluster of raw beef-bones clumped across

e tal

“If ye're no’ a McIntosh ye're ilka clan, Ah'll
dare swear by the hnderhnds o’ Mahoon.
Ye've got the height; aye, an’ ye've got the
spunk; and a buickskin can na be sae far fra
8 Redshank (nghlander)l Wdl ye no’ shake?”

“Sure Il shake,” said I a little embar-
rassedly, dropping my hand into the hairy
paw extended. “But I don’t understand now
what the —— made you sore. Was it just
benuse my name is the same as yours?”

“Same as ma ain!” exclaimed the Scot.

Hu eys glmvered for a moment

‘Am Ah no’ tellin’ ye ye're no’ a McIntosh?”

“Oh, shut up, Mac,” said the captain, grin-
ning coverdy “and have a drink. Don’t take
any notice, lad. Nobody \mdelstands Mac
any more“than his outlanc

“Och, ye wee blastiel” e)u:uhted the Mc-

Intosh to the captain. “Ye nobbut a puir
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body o’ a Southron. Misteer Buickskin, ye'll
ha’ noticed that where’er ye go ye'll find the
bluid cock o’ the airth? Ve ha’, Ah make no
doobt? Noo ANl give ye a toast that ony
a guid Scot’ll drink: Ta ower the water] Na
clink ye glass wi’ yon loon. Ah’m o’crfond
o’ the mon, but he’s no’ a Scot.”

Still puzzled and rather amused, I drank as
bidden. The MclIntosh tipped his glass as if
he were pouring the liquor down a well.

“Ah’m obleeged ta ye; Mecster Buickskin,”
be continued, “for the pleasure o’ drinkin’
wi’ a brither. Many a mon’s guid company,
but he’s no sac guid as a Scot. If ye're no’ o’
the puir clan of McIntosh ye’ll sairtainly be
o’ the hinder end. But ony man whoo hasna
smelt the bonny braes o’ Ochils has na ony
susceepteebeclities to the vairtues.”

As if absent-mindedly he helped himself to
another stiff whisky and swallowed it.

“And where will ye be going?”

“Where are we bound for cap?”

“Durban.”

The Mdntosh regan‘ltd me steadﬂy

“Ah obsair-rve ye’re 2 man o’ pairts. ‘sz
only a fule whoo kens where he wud be going.”

He paused a moment and glowered doubt-

fully.
"Ah’m wondering if ye’ll have a lug fo'

As I glanced at the captain questioningly
the Scot broke into a doleful song.

“D’ye ken R-robbic?” he demanded when
he “lud mshcd, pouring out another drink.

m

“D’ye no like him?” suspiciously.

"Sure I do.”
“Aweel,” added the McIntosh, rising, “Ahll
be awa’, and if ye’ ha’ alugfo jmuseec come
awa’ below after six bells an’ AR’ll seeng ye
some o’ ma ain sol

“Oh, my —!” muttered the captain, who
bad his hand over his beard.

“And whhat are ye haverin’ at noo?” de-

anded the Mclntosh from the doorway.

"Ah'll have ye to know that R-robbie wasna
the only poet that came fra bonnie Scotland,

an’ R-robbic was no’ a Redshank, the puir
wee bodiel”

o

WHILE we were thumping through
5= the heat of the Red Sea I learned more

of the McIntosh and learned to like
him. When I had paid my footing by lListen-
ing politely to weird laments which he said
were of his own composing, the Mclntosh
would entertain me with stories of the forays
of the clan McIntosh, bloody and furious tales.
I could never make out whether they were
genuine family tradition or taken from records
such as Walter Scott used; sometimes the latter
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suspicion was uppermost, for the Scot would
betray scraps of ancient and modern lore that
only a deeply read student could possibly
have known.

Adventure

holy panic into their heads and wanted the
ship to put into Parang and started a riot
when I refused.

“You don’t know ’em, ell? Well you've

h;l‘hi.v. m « d with the ot
that per] e was “juist an engineer a
mebbe juist no’,” whetted my curiosity. But
any further than that I could not dig. Of
himsclf the man would never talk, and on any
attempt to probe, no matter how politely, he
would respond by immediately beginning to
slng Some system!

The amount of whisky he consumed was
incredible. Yet he never appeared actually
di , and his professional work was above
reproach. I remarked one day to the captain
that Mac would surely kill himself drinking
liquor so freely in the tropics.

“Not he,” said Captain Smith, smiling.
“You don’t know Mac. Why, lad, he was
suckled on whisky. He'd drink the i
under the table in hell.

“I've known Mac these five year eff and on.
He'll never see fifty again or I'll eat my own
charts; and look at him! He doesn’t look a
day over forty.

“He hasn’t always been at sea. Once or
twice when he was off his guard he let out
technical knowledge that no sea-going chief
o\lghl to know.

course he’s crazy; but, lad, wluts that

to do wxl.h us? He never stops long in one

shlp Shouldn’t be a bit surprized to have
ac disappear at any port.

“I mind I picked him up first in Singapore.
My chief had died of cholera, and when 1
goes to the consul he puts me on to
giant. What his last ship was or why he Mt
her I don’t even know to y. His papers
were all right.

“As soon as he comes aboard he starts
trouble with mt—jus! because I'd signed him
up as M-a-c-Intosh.”

The captain grinned and bit off a cigar end.

“Well, I had to threaten to put him in irons.
He invited me to get the ship’s company to
help mel Well, a skipper meets all sorts in
this wet world. I wanted a live chief for the

engines, not a crazy lunatic in irons.

“But I got mad too. I told him that while
on board he’d have to do his job, and at the
end of the voyage if he wanted a row he could
have it ashore. He told me exactly how he
could pick me up with one hand, said he liked
me cven if I wasn’t a Scot, and went to his

job.”

“Oh, just bluff then?”

“No sir. There’s no more bluff in Mac
than beer in his boilers. He’s got some queer
kink in his brain, I guess.

“That trip, as it lnppened we had a holy

mob aboard—pilgrims for Mecca, y’know.
Cholera was floating round, and they took a

missed h I held ’em up with a gun,
but Mac here, the damn fool, starts dancing;
yes, be ——, dancing, I'm telhng you, like a
bear on bot bricks.

“Then when he'd got their attention well
on him he lets out a screech enough to scare
the fish outer the sea and charges ’em with
bare hands! You've scen his hands, ch?
Be ——, they must have thought their own
pet devil was after 'em! I laughed so much
I couldn’t hold the revolver.

“But the ruddy fool goes whooping and yell-
ing—guess he thought he was having a border
raid or something—and threw a lot of the poor
devils overboard. Well, I had to turn back
and pick ’em up—those who weren’t drowned.
But there was never a murmur after that.
They were more scared of him than of fifty

plagu

“And when I told him off for being such a
bloomin’ idiot for not -using the slenm hose
plpeulwmtedhcalledmea r wee bod
y’know how he talks—and that the l:nghsh
hadn’t ‘any mcetaphysics.” Yes, Mac has a
sense of humor away down under that lude of

“I've noticed it,” said I. “Five days after
you told him he suddenly to make weird
noises and told me I might be a wee bit r-rain-
coat even if I wasn’t a whole macintosh,
roared like a bull.”

“Eh, they’re a queer race, the Scots. But
y’know there’s sometimes I think that maybe
Mac’s never grown up properly or maybe has
a throw-back to some bleedin’ ancestor of his,
for he seems to Lhink life’s nothing but one
foray after another.”

“Yes, lhatr s0. Perhaps that accounts
for his mania about Highland history. I just
can’t get him. One moment he seems a booze-
hound and the next— you know, cap,
I’ve caught him talking with scarce an accent
at all—no more than many a Scotch professor
I've met, an

“Have you ever heard him swear real mad?
Why, lad, he’s just incomprehensible. Must
be Gaelic or something. It's not French nor
any of the lingos of which I've picked up a
smattering. Aye, but he’s a white man an’
all—that he is!

“And his knawlcdge of Border yarns! Have
you cver read Scott?”

“Sure I have; but have you ever mentioned
Scott to Mac? It’s ahnost like calling a white

man a nigger in the Sout

“Yes, I know. I'm a blt of a border man
myself, lad. rdie, y’know—from the Tyne-
side. Talkin’ an’ all, what would you be do-
ing so far away ﬁvm home?”



The Mclntosh

“Ob, I don’t know,” I replied, a little em-
“Just wandering aroun

The htde skipper eyed me q\uzzwn.ll

“Finding out where you belong? Is that
the idea?”

“Yes, I guess it is. I sorter wanted to wan-
der some.”

“You're like Mac a bit. Born outer your
century. Same for me, I guess, else I shouldn’t
be foolin’ round at sea. Crazy guys, as you
say over your side; eh, lad?

“Eh, but I wish I had the old days back.
Clipper days; none of your dirty stcam where
there’s nowt doing. It s good to be young with
the world to kick an’

A TREMENDOUS roar startled us.

As the noise continued the engines

began to slow down. We ran out -of

me cnarthouse. From the open skylight rose

volumes of steam. With a muttered oath the
captain made for the engine-room gangway.

“Sr.op thm," he commanded as I followed

light. for the steam. I
pawed at my eyes and wit

As I wondered what had happened Ppacing
about the deck I was conscious of that queer
lame feeling as the ship slid slowly through
the water. The engines stopped.

Presently the density of the steam lessened
and I saw t.he tops of the cylinders ems
like mountain-tops through clouds, and h
voices away down below.

After a while the captain clambered up the
ladder fmm the depths. His eyes were swollen
and red. Behind him came the Mclntosh,
his iaoe loolung like a lobster ready for the
dish. But the captain was swearing so healthily
that I guessed that the accident was not serious.

”What’s happened?” I asked as we moved
behind the Mclntosh, who was striding to the
chart-house.

“Bust the nlddy steampipe.”

“Can they repair it?”

“Dunno till Mac gets enough spirit in him
to see again. It'sa —3- nuisance an’ all. Well,
Mac, what d’you think?”

“Hoo the de’il can Ah think when Ah can
na see to find ma mouth, ye loon?” demanded
Mclntosh, raising the to his lips.

“Do you think with your stomach?" I in-
quired.

. “Ou, aye, ma '.Denokenye
maun ha’ ye thochts i’ the belly afore ye ken
spit ’em i’ the mouth? Och!” he ejaculated,
pawing his great mustaches tentatively. “Ah
was at havers less Ah’d lost ma head sporranl

“Aweel, cap’n, Ah’'m afeerd we’ll ha’ to run
for the nearest poort. We can no more than
patch her a wee. There never was an engine
built onywhere but i’ the Clyde worrth morna
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bawbee. And where wud we be the noo?”
.“Somewheu off Beira,” answered the cap-

tain.

Mac cnnsidered, meditatively pouring out
another whi

“Ou, aye. We'll ha’ to wn’e to Delagoa for.
a spare pairt and bide a wee.’

Captain Smith swore.

“Tch! Tch!” the McIntosh repmved
ye no thocht for the wee

Captain Smith swore again.

“Ou, aye, it’s all ye wud say and muir. ARl
awa’ and get the lassic wi’ splints on.”

e reached the cngine-room in four great

stndcs, and immediately from the depths I
heard the droning voice rising:

“a?

“Ma faither was a braw cock lairr-rd;
Ma mither came fra Perr-rth.
Aiblins Ab’'m no a sonsy—"

The captain looked at me and laughed.

“Now what the —— can you do with a
wild galoot like that!”

Two hours later we bagan to make  way
again under half-steam, for the McIntosh
dared not give her full pressure. At ten
o’clock next day we were anchored before a
town straddling its tiny self like a dazzling
white bird across a sand-bar at the mwth of
the Pungwe River. As the gig was being low-
ered to take the captain to the mol: \‘.hc Mec-
Intosh appeared on deck.

“Ah’'m lookin’ for a cateran to gang ashore
wi’ me,” said he.

“Wull ye come?”

“Sure,” I assented, wondering what a cateran
might be. Later I found that it was a High-
land freebooter.

“Eh, but you’re a brave laddie,” said Cap-
tain Smith, grinning. “If you knew Mac. half
as well as I do you'd know you'd better throw
a bucketful of reis into the harbor and save
the close view of a Portuguese jail.”

“Ye maun na scairt the bum "’ reproached
the MclIntosh solemnly. “These Englishmen
are owerfond o’ haverin’ o” their home sweet
bome.”

“All right,” laughed the captain. “Wait
for him, lad, and I’ll be pailing you out before
the day’s twenty-four hours older.”

A couple of hours later- I embarked with
the McIntosh, who looked like anything but a2
ship’s engineer in his immdculate lawn suit
and Panama, a cigar stuck in his sporran—as
be called his great mustaches—and a mighty
flask bulging from his hip pocket. To enliven
the long pull to the mole he obliged with a new
ditty which was evidently his own:

A braw galoot was the Portugee.

He clasped his an’ he put to sea.
Put to sea, did the Portugee.

Oh, the Portugee, he put to sea.
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“He the Hor-rn and pursued his nose.
This black-avised chicf smelled like a rose.
Red was his nose, just like a rose;

Like a rose was his purple nose.

“He sailed the sea till his guts were dry.
He drank sea-water and longed to die;
Longed to dic, for his guts were dry;
His guts were dry, so he longed to die.”

“For why are ye greenin’, ye marauderin’
caterans?” demanded the Mr.lnlosh of the
grinning scamen. “Wud ye no’ lang to die
an’ ye guts were dry?”

“Not "’alf,” assented a cockney sailor, and
the rest guffawed.

“Row, ye de’l.ls "’ roared the MclIntosh at
them. “Ye can na row na mair than a Hielan’
donnal. wassw Mon, but ye ower set the
r-rhythm o’ ma museec.”

Nevertheless he continued with t.he sad ad-
ventuses of the gallant cxplorers, and by the
time we had reached the mole he had reduced
the ship’s company to half by various grim
and awful scourges of the sea. On the top step
we_were stopped by a Portuguese soldier in
white smothered in gold lace and borne down
equally by an enormous hat and rifle nigh as
big as himself.

“Mon, ha’ .ye seen the hke outer a buik?”

e
“Sheep?” demanded the sold.wr, pointing
a brown hand and a cjj at the ship.
“Ou, aye,” assented the McIntosh, and began
sing:

“Ma faither ha’ ten thousand sheep
On the bonny bnnluo Dwn.
But ha’ none at a’

AR'll hie me off d.lwnl"

"Sheep?" persisted the litle man, grinning

:: ; mucklz o’ sheep, Ah’m tellin’ ye.”
1, s1.”

I rushed to the rescue, whereupon the soldier
stepped

“Och,” said Mac, shaking his head, "yon
mnmkm makes me owersad. Ah’m juist
nobbut but a wee bairn wi’ ma tin mels
AR’ll sing ye a lament,” he added.

“No, no,” I int hastily. “Let’s
aboard this outfit here and go to the hotel.”

R] THE McIntosh consented to mount

a garden seat, set upon i trolly on
rails, pushed through the streets of
ch, which are ankle deep in sand.

“Ah’m a wee roupit i’ the thraggle,” com-
plained the Mclntosh, caressing his brawny
throat; and he '.hereupon proceeded to moisten
his “th le.”

As our trolly came round a corner we saw

advancing a most dignified being in immaculate’

white uniform more heavily lzden with gold
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lace than the “tin soldier” on the mole—no

less a person than his Excellence el Capitin

General Porfirio Fernandez Diaz, I learned
ter.

“Och, laddie!” exclaimed the MclIntosh,
clutching his flask in ccstatic delight at the
approaching magnificence. “Ha’ ye e'er seen
sic'a wonnerfu’ speectacle o glory on airth?
Ma certic, but Iles mair magnceﬁccnl lhcn the
Lorrd Provost o’ Edinboro ugh toun.

“It must be the governor,” I suggsted.

“Governor, ye senseless loon!  Losh, man,
but yon’s the Archangel Gabricl, Ah mak’ no
doobt -at 2’ Wae’s me, for ma sins are coom
‘upon me.”

As it happened in that street, there was no
ha.ndy siding for the two trolleys to , and
in such case it is the etiquette for the lesser per-
sonage to dismount while his natives drag the
trolly off the rails. Officialdom is paramount
sr:n}‘.hat there was no question of a nicety of

Our boys stopped the machine and stood
waiting for us to get off. But the McIntosh
seemed in a trance of admiration. Grasping
what was up, touching him
on the shoulder.

_“Come along, chief; we'll have to let this

pass.”’

“Sit ye doun, Buickskin!” exclaimed the
M tosh. “For wlly wud ye no’ admeer sic

a grrand speectacle o’ meelitary pomp?”

“Oh, eome on,” I urged as Lhe soldiers and
boys about began shouting and wavmg their
arms. “It’s no use arguing with——’

Without removing his fascinated eyes the
Mclntosh’s gnnt hand bore heavily upon
my shoulders as he said: -

“Al'm the Mclntosh of Mcll;tosl:,' dHa'
ye mo reespect for ma deegnity? Wud ye
ha’ me gi’ the ndn o’ the causey (street) to
yon potato bogle wi’ the \vhlrlugxgums? Hoot,
mon! Quit ye phraisin’!”

The governor was now halted immediately
in front of us. To the uproar from the in-
dignant escort was added the vociferous ex-
planations from our own unhappy natives,
who dared not attempt t® thrust our sacrilegious
selves from the machine. Face to face sat
the Mclntosh and the govemor, and as he
stared into the angry black eyes in the swarthy
face the Mclntosh grinned, still gripping my

slecve.

““Ah’'m the McIntosh,” roared the Scot above
the babel. “Git oot o’ ma way, ye black-
avised raj ion.””

Furiously the governor twirled his black
mustaches upward, and as furiously the raw-
beef hand of the McIntosh pulled up first one
and then the other of his own great blond

mus! which touched either temple. The
uproar gre Our three natives bolted be-
neath the wrath of his Excellency.
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“Come on, Mac; there’s no sense in—" I
was prolesting when the irate governor thrust
out a dramatic hand toward a im-
mediately upon our right, ahwe the gate of
which were gilded arms.

Instantly the door opened, and to the assis-
tance of the escort poured out a stream of police
who charged recklessly. The McIntosh rose
with a mighty screech and began to yell:

“A braw galoot was the Portugec,
He grabbed his dirk md be put to sea.
Put to sea, did the rtugee.

Oh, the Portugee, hh

They were upon us. Now I was an amateur
and had no intention of aiding the Mc-
Intosh in disturbing the peace, yet I couldn’t
stand being hauled off. But the sudden cap-
nnn; of the trolly from the other side upsct
my intentions and I was shot forward into a
bunch of bristling soldi I let out a right
and left and then found myself pinned against
a white gate by a circle of bayonets.

Jabbering ferociously, they tried to urge me
through. Their bayonets were too long for
my fists. It was too much of a joke to pull
m)_'rﬁun s0 I used my feet.

I caught a vision of the MacIntosh
ing toward me arnld a swaying crowd up
to h|s waist, and in his t arms was the
wriggling form of his Excellency the governor.

I'began to laugh. Then just as I had swung
one of my little men aside by seizing his rifle-
muzzle the whole bunch surged against the
open gate with the McIntosh trumpeting like
a elephant and the governor squalling. Follow-
ing the Scot’s enmplc I pucked up my victim
to use as a t being
forced l.hrouh the bm when the Mdntosh
turned and hurled the governor into the midst
of his men.

As he stooped to pick off the two heroes
clinging like leaches on to his legs there was a
the screeching crowd, and as
we were swept inside the great gates slammed.

m

INSIDE was a sandy square formed

by whitewashed, barrack-like buildings

of one story, into which’the two un-

armed policemen had disappeared at high pres-
re.

“Now,” said I, “what the —— are we going
to do, Mac? Therell be d\e —— to pay for
tlus. His Excellency-

“Och, I'm hott.er dun ma own furnaces.
Wait till I can think a wee,” said he, lugg:ﬁ
out his gigantic flask. “Mebbe the loon
be ca].l.mg up his army,” he added, stroking

plumage.
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Outside a terrific commotion was in progress,
the hoarse voice of the governor bellowing
orders which apparently nobody wanted to
obey. In a far corner of the square another
hubbub arose, evidently from the guardhouse.

“Come on, Mac,” said I impatiently as he
continued placidly to smooth out his™ ruffled
“We can't stay here. If they don’t
put us in jail for months for this jag they’ll fine
us the Lord knows how much.”

“Assaulting the governor? Och, he’s no’
worth more 'n aboot ten thousand reis api

“Ten thousand!” I cchoed, aghast. “But.
man, where are we goirig to get that money?” |

t mon, ’tis no muir than five-
twenty pound ”

“What! TFea thousand re\s is only a hun-
dred and twenty-ﬁve dollars?”

“Ou aye; but Ah’ve no mind to pay for &
wee bit dance wi’ a gay Portugee! ARl luik
aroond.”

We walked across the empty square, con-
scious of eyes from the corner watching us.
As we approached a light voice cried out—

“Hullo, you fellows.”

“Where are ye?” called the Mclntosh, wheel-
ing about. “Ye sound like a white man.”

From a window on the right a hand was
waving. We went across to the window at a
Tun as the voice continued:

“The ruddy Sons of goats have got me here.
I'm a prisoner.”

“What are ye?” demanded Mac bencath the
window.

“English. Let me o\n (or — ’s sake.”

“Bide a wee,” said Mac and proceeded to
mvsugate the door, wluch was locked from
without.

As he turned the key a new uproar of protest
came from five of the police gesticulati
wildly in front of the guardhouse. Mac turne
bellowed and made as if to rush at them. As
they disappeared promptly a small fair man
in a dirty suit of khaki with rumpled fair hair
emerged lrom the room.

—— you've got me out!” he
"How did you get in here with-

At that moment, amid shouts and screeches
from without, the big gates began to open,
revealing what appeared to be the head of a
small army in column formation.
u“Quick!” shouted the little stranger. “I

ow.”

He darted toward another tall door in the
near corner of the square.
“Come on, Mac.” I urged,
the sleeve.
gun, an
He

him by
“We can’t fight uriless we use a
g

to follow me, shouting in-

his great he into

out his rumpled and torn clothing. “Be the
hinder end o’ Mahoon, Ill have the law on em
for damages.”

comprehensible epithets of defiance over lus
shoulder. The stranger had
the gate which led into another andorrgu
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square. As we entered, the column of tiny
soldiers broke into a. doublc, uttering ferocious
cries. As we slipped through, our guide, who
evidently knew his whereabouts, shot the big
iron bolt into pl

“They'lqhzve to go round the square to the
far high wall,” he commented.

We ran swiftly across the square to the far

wall.

“Oop wi' ye, Buickskin,” said Mac, and,
cupping my knee, hoisted me on top.

The little man followed, and together we
yanked Mac up. On the other side was a nar-
row, sandy lane with a similar wall opposite.

“What’s ower yonder, ma wee blastie?” de-
E:nded Mac as the little man s(urted down the

“Not there!  Not therel Why, that’s the
governor’s palwel

“Awecl 1t’s no’ there the mannikin wull be
ludung for us,” dmded Mac instantly. “Oop

wi’ ye, ma bairnie.
And, catching the late prisoner by the seat
of the pants, he lifted him on to the wal.l

"Awa wi’ ye, Buickskin, if ye'd no’ pay for
ma fun.

Scemg sense in the plan, I followed mighty
quic!

“Bul,“ began the prisoner as the McIntosh
straddled the wall, “I tell you we can’t hide
here. I know—"

“Don’t ye blether wi’ me, ma son!” retorted
The Mclntosh.

He dropped over the other side, plucked the
protesting man from the W and set him on
his feet. “We got ye oot o’ jail, Ah’m thinkin’,
and yc’ll no’ go back an ye hold ye gab an
stick wi’ us.”

We found oumlvcs in a garden fairly lhld:
with palms and tropical stuff which I'd n
scen before. Following along the wall, we
came to the back of a house, whitewashed like
all the rest, with a barred window giving on
the garden. The Mclntosh pecped inside.
He drew back, making a sign to be silent.

“Yon's four bairns having a wee bn game.
Mebbe we'll j )om em. Awa’ follow me

“Look here,” intcrrrupted the strangcr but
talking softly, “who the —— do you think you
are? I'm about fed up—"

“Are ye wild to be back in yon hoose? Hoots
mon,” Tretorted the Mclntosh in the same
strain, “if it’s a fecht yc wud have—"

“Listen,” said I, recollecting my own expe-
rience with Mac. “Not so much hot air. If
you fellows want a fight, wait till we’re out of
this; otherwise we all three'll be back in the
pen.

Mac glowered at me and a/t the bantam-like
all man.
" said he. ‘“Buicksin’s richt. We

got low a wee, or lose our bawbees,
ye ken. Noo awa’l”
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He began to explore cautiously along the wall
of the house. Lwhispered to the

nghshmzn to keep quiet until we were free.

“You're American, aren’t you?” said
he. “You're all right. But this blighter's
got too much of an idea of his own impor-

nce.”

“What the — ’s the good of getting mad
at him and trying to bnwl him out now?
Anygay w 51 rscunghed y . h

“Quite t.odman snd e quickly.
“L20s cut the cackle. Come on

'WE HASTENED after Mac, whom we
found dourly beckoning to us from a

vine-clad porch,

“Buic.kskin,“ he whl;lsopend, “and you, ma
mannie”—pointing a bony finger at an open
door from which we could see the four card-

Iayels—"ye take a mon each, ye ken, and
Ah'l.l joist the ither somers. But there maun
na be a clishmaclaver, ye onnersten’.”

“Waln. Mac," I whispered. “I’ve got a

n

“Ou aye,” he whispered back; “but, laddie,
ye might let it go off. "Ab’ve no mind for mur-
thering the puir bustlsl Mon, but they’d
cost a thousand reis!”

Now to tell the truth, although I felt a bit
sore at that time, T'd never handled a
overmuch, so I gave in. As a matter of faa
he didn't give me much chance of arguing the
point.

It was a way Mac had, I discovered.

He crept softly toward the door like an enor-
mous half-starved wolf and we two stole behind
him. As our shadows darkened the door four
black muzzles like rs’ looked up. In a
bound Mac deftly caught the two nearest by
the throats and I lea upon the mext. A
startled squawk came from one of them, but
which one I never knew.

Mine was an_agile little runt and wriggled
like a snake. His darned neck was so sweaty
or oily that I could scarce keep my grip on his
throttle while I tore off the handiest thing, the
sash_about his waist, to gag him. When I
turned the Englishman was binding his captive
with the cloth on which they had been playing
and Mac was squatted on the floor in a corner
with the black eyes of each victim staring des-
perately over each red wrist, and their v.lnt&
trousered legs plunging Iranuca.l.ly in the
like trapped rabbits.

“Waull ve tie the wee puddocks?” inquired the
Mclntosh. “I can na take ma hand off their
weasands.” .

T hastened to fix up one and the Englishman
attended to the ouler After we had dumped
the four of them in the corner, one on top of
the other like so many bales of cotton, Mac
squatted down and solemnly took a long swig
from his flask. He sighed and stared at t.he
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Englishman, who was wiping his forehead with
a handken:hu:l meditatively.

“Ye're no’ so bad,” said v.he Mclntosh, sol-
emnly thrusting the bottle at him.

“Thanks,” said the other, and drank.
“Phew, that was — good. I haven’t had a
drink for two days.”

“And for what wud ye be there?” demanded
the McIntosh.

““Oh, that’s a long yarn,” said the stranger.
“Pm much obliged to you two fellows for get-
ting me out. My name’s Forsayth. Here,
stop it, you bally idiots,” he added to the
prisoners, who were wriggling about in their
corner like a can of fish-bait. “Who are you?”

“Fonsayth,” repeated the McIntosh. “{Ye'd

y? Hech mon, but ye maun be a Scot.”

“My father was. What about it? Who are
youp”

“Me? I'm the McIntosh”; and with a
convulsion of the great mustaches he added,
“and ma wee frien’ here is the r-raincoat!”

Forsayth, leaning against the window, looked
at me mqv.unngl 7" hei ed politel

this a joke inquired politely.

‘Och mon!” exclaimed the McIntosh. “He’s
o’ a Scot. Hech, the mon’s just a Southron,
for he can na see a joke!”

I introduced myself, ignoring Mac's pecu-
liar form of humor.

“T'm on board or I was on board,” I added,
wondering by the look of things when I was
due back “the l{mbaagbu and Mac here’s

engineer——"

“Mebbe Ah’'m juist an engineer and mebbe
j\nst no’l” interrupted the McIntosh.

I smiled and Forsayth smiled.

“You're certainly a couple of quaint birds

even for thu forsaken side of Hades,” he
remarked. “Are you the second mate or some-
unng?” he mquued of me.

“I’'m supposed to be the fourth engineer,” I
explained a little uncomfortably. “I sort of
started wandering round, and—"

“Por Deus!”

'HE exclamation ended our polite con-
[versation; for standing in the door with
the surtlad expression of a scared cat

about to spit was an officer, glorious in epau-
lettes and lace with a sword almost as big as
himsclf. We three rose as one with the con-
sequence that we hit the doorway together,
craung a confusion which gave our visitor
time to recover and take to his heels.

1 was the first to bmk away and went after
the funny flying figure in the bright sunlight
with its sword dangling like a wooden tail and
Mac at my heels. My long legs have brought
me cups at college, and they brought me this
umeuptotheﬁlg\uve)ustuhlsmckadedh
fell a most respectable-looking
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But as I caught him under the armpits he
let out such an appalling screech for help that
1 was sure Lheyhadheudlt.onthebo:tm
the harbor.
wildly struggling man back !o the sheltet of
the room and quiet his cries at the same time
we nearly tore him in two. However, Mac
tucked his body under one arm and I hung on
to his head with my hand upon his windpipe.

But we were too late. Before we could get
out of the garden we heard cries behind us and
there appeared a half-dozen or more native
servants, men and women.

“I’s no good!” exclaimed Forsayth. “Well
have to get out, for they’ll bring the whole
blessed army herel"

“Ye richt, mon,” agreed Mac. “Let the wee
blastie free, Buickskin,” letting go of his up
tive.

ma mannie,” he added, dut:hmg the shoulder

ulletgov.hehad“m yon dirk wull
e a canny souvenir.”

He flashed out the scarlet-faced officer’s

sword. The officer, spluttering oaths, took no

p:uns to conceal his violent desire to get out of

"Nﬂw *" said 1, “where to?”

“Make for the hinder end o’ the garden,
said Mac, ladm%dne way at a lope. “Mebln
we'll find anithe

We hurried along the wall and came to an-
other running at right angles. The uproar
among the domestics had grown louder and
nearer; evidently they were being driven on
by the officer man at least to keep us in sight
‘while some one brought up the police. As we
paused in the corner the Mdnlonh ‘whispered:

“Hoots, mon, there’s on’y one place
no’ be speiring for us in a’ the toun, and that’s
where they want to put us. Awa’l”

1 grabbed the idea and so did Forsayth, and
over the two walls we went again. They must
have hunted out every man, dog and woman
in the place after us, for the jail seemed entirely
deserted. However, we did not go uphm
back into the inner courtyard w]me we
found Forsayth; but, locating a
which seemed to be an office of some son we
Tocked the door on the inside and sat down to
decide how'we were to get out of a mess which
seemed to me to be growing worse every minute.

“Aye, but it’s awfu’ hot!” marked Mac as
he dragged out his flask again. “Noo mebbe
ye'll tell us what kind o’ a body ye are, Meester
Forsayth?” v

F\ FORSAYTH looked at me and thea
A2

at the giant figure of the McIntosh
sprawling on a cane chair, meditatively
wiping his great mustaches with a scarlet silk
handkerchief.
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of“‘:ﬂwfully” y good Wt;f y?:i fellows to lug u:l: out
j e . suppose I ought to
thank you and that sort of thing.

He cocked onc leg over his chau'-aml so that
he could keep an eye on the window.

“And as we seem to be more or less com-
fortable here perhaps I ought to tell you what
you’ve done.”

“Lordy!” said I, “You dan’t mean to say
you e a tlnel ora murdercr?"

“Not in the meaning of the act,” said he
with a grin. “Besides in this glorious country
both thosc occupations are government monop-
olics. According to them I’ve been trespassing
on their preserves. That'’s why they arrested
men when I was drunk and banged me in jail
on a general charge of drunk and refusing to
fight. They just want to keep me quiet for a

few we

“Well, |f you weren’t guilty,” said I inno-
cently, “why didn’t you appml to your British
consul? There’s one here, isn’t there

“Oh, yes; there’s one here, my deu babe.
Dined with me the

“Hold yer gab, ma bairnie!” interposed the
Mclntosh. “There was never a braw cateran
was owerfriendly wi’ the provost, ye ken. Let
the mon ha’ the word.”

“Well, you see,” explained the Britisher in-
dulgently, “this country is iar. There
are occasions when——er—it isn’t- healthy for
the government to interfere with certain specu-
lations, so then they I:ave 2 trick of arresting
you on falsc charge so—"

“I get you,” snld 1. “A frame-up.”

“Yes, I've heard that term. Well, to get

w-nth the yarn. I've been t
shooting up the Pungwe Valley for some yun.
The Portugee ain’t an adventurous beast these
days, whatcver he was before. Up-country
they don’t give a —— for ’em. Usually when
they try to send a punitive expedition they
get wiped ‘out. You see, their officer people
are born ureds, they is InSISl on Eomg mlo hau.le
in ou
very oomforuble but not conducive to mlhury
discipline and that sort of thing.

“Well away up I became friendly with a
certain dncf and he and I went into partner-
ship in ivory and gold. Now according to the
Portugee law we’re supposed to hand over
about fifty per cent.—or I am, for a native
isn't allowed to have any at

“Well, my friend the chief—he’s quite a good
chap even if a bit rough at times—doesn’t see
the point. Neither do I. If a government
runs a country they ought to provide certain
things—protection if you like—in return for
the taxes, what? Well, up there or within
twenty miles of here they have no more power’
than I have in Timbuktu. course the cus-
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tomary way is bribery, but their hands are too
darned large and besides—” he grinned—
“that don’t appeal to my Presbyterian con-
scicnce.”

“Ou, aye,” agreed the McIntosh with a con-
vulsion of his mustadls “Ah’m m ye.
Sic wud be reelations wi’ publeecans an’ seen-
ners, Ah mak no doot!”

“That’s it,” agreed the Britisher. “Well,
the row started some time ago. I was pretty
well established up there at Umfangala. We'd
done a fairly decent trade with ivory and had
sent several loads out through Umtali. The
rail runs up from here to Rhodesia, yon Imow
through Umtali. Then old greedy Porfi no
sz got wind through his native spies—’

whoo wud Meester Porfeerio be?” in-
qum.'d the McIntosh.

“Oh, old Porfy’s the governor—little fat
chap with bloomin’ _great whiskers like yours,
only as black as a nigger’s.”

“Why, that must be the man you assaulted,
Mac!” T exclaimed. “He was the governor,
I'm dead sure.”

““What’s that?” demanded Forsayth eagerly.
“This Highlander here assaulted him? How?”

“QOu, aye,” the McIntosh admitted.
'twas naethmg ta blaw aboot. The galoot
wud na give us the right o’ the causey an’ I had
ta remove the wee mannie.”

“He picked him up in his arms and threw
him at his own soldiers,” I explained and began

to laugh at the recollection.

“‘!;l:en they lugged you both in here, I sup-

“They did nae sic thing,” denied the McIn-
tosh. "The army pushed us in and slammed
yon gates.

FORSAYTH looked ,at the McIntosh.
ﬁ said he, and
laughed “Once more T’'m much obliged
ut whzt were you saying?” I interrupted.
Well, we were doing a pretty
fair trade as 1 told you when old ly, your
intimate friend, heard of it through his native
spies. He sent up a funny little devil with ten
pounds of gold lace on his unwashed neck to
demand that I turn over the gold dust, which
according to him I had stolen from his terri-
tory without a license.

“Well he got rather offensive. My friend
the chief wanted to fry his toes for him, a little
trick he had leamed from the Portuguese; but
I had scruples and merely spanked him and
shut him up in a hut to cool off. . Theyre apt
to get (nghl(u]ly excxted yon know.”

“Well, of course e back down here
with a yam that I’d dcﬁed lhc whole majesty
of Portugal invested in the vast paunch of
Porfy himself et ceterd ad nauseam. Porfy
prances about and talks to the British consul,

to
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who of course replied that he didn't know any-
thing about me, which was perfectly true as
he’d never even seen me; moreover, that he had
hAdnnewdmatalldnthuaBnluh

got more nmews from a servant of
mine who had bolted and spread a report of the
fabulous amount of gold I'd hidden away up
there. Probably a vision of himself with all
that gold plastered all over him worked him
up to such a state that he decided he couldn’t
:‘m;ei;‘ny of his deputy thieves, sc up he comes

“Lord, he was funny! He came on the rail
with two trucks of troops as far as Manzani—
nearest station to o me, you know—hammocks
and tents knows what impashle.
necessary to suppon his dignity. Then he
squats down and summons me to appear.

Forsayth laughed.

“As a matter of fact I hadn’t known that the
idiot was there untll he sent the message. I
immediately sent the gold out of reach and
told him he could come and fetch me if he
wanted to. I had my camp well fixed in a
kopje which with my own men I knew well
that e bally Ponu;use couldn’t shift me
from without artillery.”

“But why,” I interrupted ag‘in “didn’t you
send the gold out through Rhodesia—Umtali
you said, didn’t you?”

“Very good reason, my son. We British run
our ternlory on b\mne.ss lines. I don’t mind
paymg my ten per cent. or whatever it is for a
claim in which I'm protected, as I've mlmed
before. But I do object to paying an
valorem for _passing through with gold wluch
I didn’t get in their territory Follow me?

“Another thing was that I didn’t want ad-
vertising and making a second Klondike of it.
There isn’t the gold anyway to pay a mob.

“Well, to go on. Old Porfy threatened to
start a regular war, I sat quiet and left mat-
ters to my partner for the time being.

“Now Porfy is a greedy old bird and wanted
to bag all the loot for himself with the natural
consequence that his lieutenants weren’t dying
to get shot or speared. He sat around and did
what he thought was besieging me. Then he
sent a private messenger suggesting that we
split the difference. I told him to go to blazes;
but I kept that letter, you bet!

“Then he really got mad. Bumt several

kraals down in the valley and collared a chief
‘who was allicd to my partner and bastinadoed
him to death because he wouldn't play traitor.

“Then I began to get my shirt out. I
warned him that if he didn’t play fair l‘d
raise the whole country against hnn
scared him a little. I had lmuble in holdmg

my partner in. Naturally he wanted revenge.

“It's a — of a country up. there, you know,
and the way Porfy handled his troops was a
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crime. He simply asked for a massacre.”

“Now a Portugee’s a Pom;ee. but a white
man doesn’t like turning natives on to mas-
sacre whites. He had about a hundred Por-
tugee soldiers with him and about four hun-
dred blacks. I it hadn’t been for my chief
friend I’d have slipped out and let him take
the bally place, for the gold wasnt t.hue, as
l’ve told you. I wasn’t taking

“Well, he simply forced it. Ihztltolzuhe
natives defend themselyes as best they could
and sent a warning to old Porfy that if he
attacked me personally I would ﬁge"

“Well, they tried to take the pl It was
asd.lybusmass I sat up in a baobab watching
the whole show. Very few Portugese got hurt
because as usual the officers remained in their
hammocks and the men were always covered
by the blacks.”

“Well, after that he returned here, informing
me that T was an outlaw and that I was to be
taken dead or alive. Of course that was bunk.
He hadn’t forgotten his letter and he knew I
would keep it. It was the gold he wanted.

“Then he tried other tactics. Sent a crea-
tm they Matakini—the jigger ﬂu,
y know, which burrows in your toes and lays

eggs. Hes a cross between a Portugee and
the Lordknows-what.
place as a trader.
before; but I didn’t know then, alt
pected it from the first, that he
bought by friend Porfy.

“FIRST of all he tried to turn the
natives against me. Hg could speak
the lingo like one of ’em. Then he
tried to burgle me, although again the gold
wasn 't where he thought it was.

‘After that he tried to poison me and the
chief as well, but he merely killed a couple of
native dogs. I told him to get out and he
tried to knife me. Well, we had a little scrap
and he went off with a bullet in his thigh.

“Then old Porfy tried another game. He
lay doggo for a while and then
pinching a load of ivory I was sending out
through Umtali. Somebody gave me away.
Of course I didn’t try to send it by rail from
Manzani, but sent it by porters to the first
station over the border.

“I tried a raid to get it back but I was just
too late. His people had got it away by rail,
and we arrived just in time to see her steaming
away round a bend bound for old greedy’s
pocket, for I'll bet that not ten reis of that goes
into the government’s treasury. He got one
over on me that time.

« “Before this row started and he got wind of
what was n I used to come down here
for supplm—chmper here direct from the boat

paying transport at Umtali. Afterward
for a while I was forced to go there. But after
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the pinching of my ivory I decided to come
in here as if nothing ppened.

“But ﬁm‘. of all I'slipped over the border and
sent his compromising letter with a bunch .of
other papers to care of the consul here with
instructions to keep them for me and waited
for his acknowledgment. Then I came straight
on down. As soon as I stepped off the train
here they arrested me.

“They searched me of course. All they
found was my official receipt from the British
consul for certain papers. They knew what
they were, you bet.

““‘Well, they took me to old Porfy. He tried
to talk it over. I merely grinned and refused
to talk until I had my ivory back. He stormed
and threatened, but he had to release me.

“I made straight down and located my
ivory—down there on the goods track—and
camped near it. I couldn’t lift it on my own
and went off to think the matter over.

“Well, then I slipped up. Usually I don’t
touch liquor, but living up there, you know, a
fellow gets a sort of thirst as well as a h\mger
I dined with the consul that night and he’s
sort of lonuome like and we made a regular

night of

“Mtex I left him I got an idea into my head
to have another drink and went into-one of the
dens here. Well, you know a fellow’s bound
tomakemmo{ occasionally. I did,
got myself into a row with a dmnken

Swede off a ship.
“The bartender started to be insolent—
use we were making a noisc, I suppose.
Thes vl Portugucs ar damme ragl
ly Portuguese are damn ittle
He got hurt and bawled for the

RS Eughed, for Forsayth wasn’t so very big

“There you are,” he said. “Of course they
hbad found' the excuse they were looking for to
bottle me up.”

“But eouldn’t you have used the threat of
the governor’s letter to get out?” I asked.

“Could have if I'd had half a chance, but
they kept me mewed up there, you bet. That
‘was just what they wanted. 'l bet 4 hundred
quid that as soon as I was safe under lock and
key old Porfy send half a rcgiment scuttling
up lhe Imc after that money—if he doesn’t go

imscl

“But what's the use of that if they don’t
lmow where it’s hidden?”

“Get my scrvants, my boy, and tickle up
their imagination with bot irons. They know
well cnough that some one or two of them must
know.”

“Aweel, an’ what wud ye be doing the noo?”
demanded the Mclntos|

“Well, thanks to yo\l chaps I'm free—or
pnctim.l.ly s0,” he added with a laugh. “Un-
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less we get bagged again I shall make tracks
tonight to see what’s happened to my camp
by the station yard. If they’ve pinched my
boys and gear as well, as they probably have,
l’ll have to get back somehow up the line.”

“Take to the rods?” I suggested.

“Yes, if there’s no other way.”

“Hoot mon, ye ha’ no imageenation,” said
the Mclntosh.

“No what?”

“Imageenation, Ah'm telling ye. Luik-a-
here, the Buickskin and mascl’ ha’ nacthing to
do for mebbe a couple o’ days. Ah’m juist an
engineer as Ah’ve told ye. ’ll drive ye awa’
oop_the linc an ye want. There’s mebbe an
engme or twa i the station yard.”

“By ——, you're sponsna.nl" exclaimed
Forsayth. i you do you te welcome to
twenty per cent. at least.”

“Awa’ wi’ yel Ah’m no’ a cullion! Buick-
skin here wud like to a wee bit o’ the
country. Wud ye no’, ickskin?”

“Sure I wou!dl" I agreod laughing.

v

BY THE time Forsayth’s yarn was fin-
ished the sun was setting. Cautiously

pecking out of the window, Mac re-
ported a couple of little men lounging about by

an open door farther down rolling the cternal
cigaret with one hand.

We decided to wait for the time the gendar-
merie would probably be occupied with dinner
and bolt under cover of darkness by way of the
wall into the quiet lane between the palace and
the barracks. Then we held council of ways
and means. The police had taken Forsayth’s
weapon, but the McIntofh had his toothpick,
as he called it, and his beef-bone fists. I had
my gun. Arms we must get, also food.

Forsayth knew a small saloon on the out-
skirts of the town kept by an Irishman who
wouldn’t give us away—the man, he said, who
was to look out for a suitable boat in which to
ship the gold when he could run it through.

By this time I was mighty hungry in spite of
the clammy heat. Trumpets blared close to
hand at the sunset, and we heard voices
shouting commands and the sound of march-

ing.

Presently more trumpets tooted a signal
which we reckoned was the messcall. A few

res moved across the end of the yard in the
short twilight, and when things seemed fairly
quiet we slipped out and across to the wall,
dropping into the narrow sandy Ia.nc'anhoul

seeing a soul.

As we plodded along in the hot dark in the
wake of Forsayth I heard the Mclntosh
chuckling to himself, evidently hugely delighted
with the prospect of some amusement. I
felt good too; for certainly the cards to instruct
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me in the genl.lc art of adventure scemed to be
falling mighty well.

1 had often wondered before exactly how a
fellow counts adventure, but I have learned
later all you've got to do is to find the likely
environment and sit and wait. But one
thing is; you can’t make it. Some are lucky;
others not.

Under Forsayth’s leadership we avoided the
one main strect where the shops are and the trol-
ley runs, dodging down dark alleys and throt
the red-light district as they call it. Once we
bumped right against two little brown devils,
but they seemed too interested in smoking and
chattering to notice us; anyway they probably
thought that we were just three ordinary for-
eigners from some boat or down from Umtali.

We reached the saloon of Forsayth’s friend.
As Forsayth was-well known and I was less
conspicuous than the Mclntosh, I was elected
to go ahead to see who was there, Under the
lamps on the patio werc a couple of British
sailors and another foreigner; and within, I
caught slght of a small, red-haired man with a
cropped bullet

As there was l.m.le chance that any one but a
Portuguese would run to give us away we
three entered boldly. As soon as he saw us the
host began to laugh, but led us quickly into a
private garden at the back.

Forsayth introduced us thé bullet-
headed Irishman who had been a sailor before
he started this caboose in Beira, looked us over
and began to laugh anew. It appeared that he
had already heard our—or rather the
Mdnlosh’s—eprlts with the governor. There
were a dozen versions of the story, all exag-
gerated of course, but which had been received
riotously by all the foreign element in the town.

Also old Porfy, as Forsayth called him, had
oﬂered a reward of some thousands of reis to
any one who captured us or led to our capture.
On the quay was a specially
:nncd said our host, with a Maxim-Norden-

Captain Smith had been in the bar not an
our ago. He had been tickled to death by
the yarn, but was anxious about the safety of
his chicf, whom of course he did not want to
lose.

As we were stowing away a not bad-tastin
mess of Portuguese stuff O’Grath the host tol
us that when we had upset the governor he had
the railway station for up-
country and had left about an hour ago, evi:
dently after he had got over the Mdntosh’s

embrwa
are!” exclaimed Forsayth.
th d.ld I te.ll you! The old devil’s gone up
my— " he at.opped cautiously and con-
nlnded “‘goods. ly been torturing my
servants while I've been in jail and taken them
with him.”
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“Ou, aye,” assented the McIntosh. “I ken
yon cullion. Ye say he ha’ juist gone the
half-hour? Losh, mon, what a peety; ior we

cud ha’ dnvcn the old pirate ou ain sel’s.”

“Lordy!” cried I enthusiastically. “That
would have been a wonderful stuat.”

“Ou, aye,” grumbled the Mdn'.osh dourly;
“but we're owerlate for the fechtin’

While we sat on under the warm stars with
a few mosquitoes buzzing around, Forsayth
got all the news powble from O’Grath, ar-
ranged for a parcel of food and borrowed a
couple of revolvers for Lhe Mclntosh and him-
self—with of course ammunition and a wire-
clipper. Forsayth wouldn’t drink anything
except wine; he said he had already paid too
dear for indulgence in liquor. With such
adventure ahead I fought shy of even the light
claret; but the Mclntosh gullet was of course
busy, and he took care to secure an ample stock
of the host’s Scotch.

Now Beira’s main life is at night to about
five in the morning, when all strangers are in
the town and most Portuguese are busy bleeding
or trying to bleed them and ‘the police are on
hand to see that they odd cigarets and
general backshish. The moon was due about
iour It’s light wol;x.ldt:e ofm%e‘dwe h;-:

secured an engine, but eap to
Jmade in the dark. three we slipped ouf
of the back into t.he sudgy night to the un.lde
of a mandolin samewhm, the yell of a cricket
and the regular pulsi ns of
hvgsmt.heswm\psmundt.hewwn—ckmd
of bass accompaniment to the shrill mosquitoes.

THE McIntosh and I had no idea of the
lay of the land and just slogged along in
the sand after Forsayth. After about
half an hour we seemed to have left the town
and were slithering along, apparently in the
open, in a swarm of mosquitoes.
“Wull yon scutts ha’ a guarrd on the sheds?”
1 hurd lhe Mdntosh inquire.
to,” replied Forsayth, “but
they re usually asleep or playing cards, partic-
ularly when old Porfy is away, because he
always takes his horde of genenlmmos and the
whole shooting-match with him.”
Presently through the night miasma I caught
zlhe loom of some white buildings and the red
low of a
“That’s the goods and engine-sheds,” whis-
pered Forsayth. "Suuon to the right there
in the open veld. That’s the guard by the fire.
They seem to be awake for a wonder. No sign
of my camp. —— old swine’s evidently
pinched l.he Tot?
“Hadn’t we better scout around and com
in on the other side of t.he trail?”’ T suggelted
“Gude! The ie’s richt,” assented the
MclIntosh. “For we’ll ha’ ta tie oop yon wee
mannikins against they start a concerrt. Ou,
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laddie,” he added wn.h a sigh, “but Ab’m fair
song.”
And he began to chant beneath his breath:

“A braw galoot was the P
He drew his dirk an” hc came for me.
He came for me, that Portugee
‘That Portugee he came for me.

“I n.mkcd his ndse and pulled his lug,
red s(ueandgavelnmahug—
Pu.l.led his lug and gave a hug;
Gave hnn Thug and p\d.led his lug!”

“Sssh,” expostulated Forsayth as the McIn-
tosh’s cnthusiasm to grow. “Follow to
We'll circle the shed and come

We wurked our way around along the swamp-
in a swarm of moequitoes. . What little
noise we made shufling over sand and swamp
was salcly drowned By the row the frogs made.
‘e reached the sheds and peered around the
corner Twenty yards away five soldiers
squatted in the lee of a fire playing cards.
was so bathed in sweat and bitten to death that
I began to lose a little of the enthusiasm for
adventure.
“Wait a moment,” whispered Forsayth. “T
mtwseenfmyhc.l.lyworyustillhm”
disappeared into the darkness. I heard
hls bool kick metal which clanged, but the
frogs were helping us. He rcturned in about
two minutes, saying that the wagon was still
there. After a w! ion we de-
cided that Fomyth, as he spoke the lingo
&lmtly, should be the spokesman in holding up

e guard.

As a matter of fact between those blessed
frogs, the hum of mosquitoes, the shrill of
crickets and the interest those fellows had in
their game, whatever d;;n was, we eouldﬂha'-\l:e
galloped up. They 't see us unt e
three of us were poking our guns ler their

noses.

‘The expression of these five swarthy faces
in the firclight was so funny that I could
scarcely hold my gun for laughing as Forsayth
advised them what they ought to do. And
they did it—prontol

One by onc they stood up and I disarmed
them. Yet although they were scared to death
not one dmp his cigaret. en they were
standing in a row like naughty children For-
sayth jabbered at them.

“They say,” he imterpreted, “that the en-
gmecrs and firemen and cleaners have all gone
into town to gamble as old Porfy is away.
That’s luck. For they might have rmsed a—
of a shine :md brought down the army.”

“Qu, aye,” said the McIntosh skeptu'ally
“Mcbbe's aye or rnebbe ev’ry son of a goat’s no’
gone for a wee bit boeze.”

“That’s right,” agreed Forsayth. “I say,
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you two, look after these fellows and I'll run
over and see. I know where the bunk-house
is.

He ran off and returned in less than a few
minutes with a lantern and three bewildered-
looking buck natives.

“Look here,” said he, “we’ll tum ’em into
stokers.”

Having rounded up the g\urd—Fomy‘Lh
knew that the relief would not turn up until
four o’clock—we were pretty well frec. We
herded them into the engine-shed and made
the soldiers load fuel-wood—of course under
my g ile tl h ined the
engine and Forsayth superintended the natives
stoking the furnace. The moon was already
over the tree-tops when a sufficient head of
steam was on to get under way.

“Look here,” said Forsayth, “the guard will
probably be a bit late. Let’s try to hitch on
my load of ivory. We'll have to do a bit of
shunting, but I'll go out with this fellow here
and s,v,ritch the points and cut the telegraph
wires.

“Aw’ wi’ ye,” assented the Mclntosh.
“‘Buickskin, make the loons put a’ the guns in
the cab and kecp ye een for the guard. ARl
tak’ the blackamoors and run her oot.”

WHEN 1 had placed all the rifles and
] fandolecrs n the cab the Mclatosh

started the cngine out of the shed.
Lordy, I thought that the first exhaust of
steam sounded as loud as a big gun.

Meanwhile Forsayth had gone off with one
of the native cleaners to fix the switches and I
was left with the lantern and the five little
soldiers. I never knew before what a row
shunting makes.

While Forsayth seemed to be yelling his
head off and Mac was making that engine dg
trapeze stunts I peeped through the gates
the shed and caught in the rising moon the
glint of a body of whiteclad soldiers coming
from the town. I called a warning as softly
as I thought would carry, but the only answer
was a terrific snort of the engine and the clash
of metal, followed by an oath from Forsayth
to the cffect that the coupling had ,broken.

There was more snorting and chngmg I

peeped again. The relief guard was mighty
dose 1 had jusl shouted, “Shall I come along,
Mac?” when I heard a yel.l from the guard
marching across the swamp-road. They had
discovered - that something was wrong. Then
above the row of frogs, mosquitoes and the
shunting came Mac’s voice at full blast:

“My faither was a braw cock lair-rd;
Ma mither came fra Per-rth.
Ab’m no a sonsy—""
“He ’s crazy,” 1 thcught and ﬁgund that
ought to leave that ivory and get. ewldnt
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speak to my prisoners to tell them what to do,
but I opened the door and pomted They
understood and went with a rush.

I left the lantern in the shed and ran along
the track to where the engine was bumping
against the truck of lvory, wnlh Fomylh be-
tween the two swearing like
here “Wc’d better get,” I ba.wled

“Hold "em off” he yelled back.
lnns

“The guard’s

“I'm roping
the —
“Coom 00p Buickskin,” shouted the
"On Lhc tender, mon, and sprinkle
’em a wee wi’ ball.”
As I clambered, up came a hullaballo from
the guard, who had encountered the released

prisoners.

“A minute more and I'll fix her,” yelled
Forsayth. “Kecp ’em off.”

I seized a rifle and banged into the air
rapidly to make as much nmse,as possible.
The Mclntosh thrust a rifle into the hands of
each of the two nafives who had been stoking
for him. They couldn’t understand what he
said, but d\ey got the idea and promptly began
to shoot—not in the air but to kill.

A yci was followed by a command, and a
volley whistled over our heads and spallercd
on the cab of the engine.

“Ah didna tell ye ta mak’ murder, ye rap-
scallions,” roared the McIntosh, and hit up
their ex-is‘;:s’ pointing in the moonhght at the

ed.

engin
‘The natives, not comprehending, ceased fire,
pbbehnng excitedly. Came ayyell from For-

eaytl

“All clear. Let her go!”
Tl:e Mdntosh sprang back into the cab as
spattered and whistled. The
ﬂk of the mpne nearly threw me off my perch.
the moon appeared Forsayth,
is hat derisively at the little white
mnnm;, shouting and firing wildly

mvmg

along the track.

For a few seconds they gained on us as the
engine gathered way; thcn they ccased firing
and raced level as she bumped across the
points on to the single main line. I heard the
Mclntosh’s roar of delight as he broke again
into his favorite chantey.

They fired a futile volley or two after us, but
we were quickly out of range, rocking at sj
as the Mdm.osh forced her through a swampy

jungle. Once we were steadily under way
Forsayth and I squatted on top of the tender’s
stacks of wood and smoked while Mac from his
cab yelled defiance at the rising moon.

‘That rush through the miasma of the
swamps alongside the Pungwe River—too fast
for the mosquitoes to keep up, fortunately—
was quite enjoyable. Just as the sun rose we
hit a cumng and ed past a few sheds con-
stituting a station of a Portuguese fort that,
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Forsayth said, was situated on the river about
five miles away. Adfter that we began to rise
gradually on to firmer ground and more tim-
bered forest, when we pulled up to cut the
wires again.

According to Forsayth there was no fear of
meeting any train, for the biweekly express
from Umtali was not due to leave until the”
noon next day. So it was that on rounding a
long curve where the rail wound up a valley to
climb on to the next plateau we were surprized
to see in the distance an engine with two
coaches approaching.

“Now what the devil can that be,” exclaimed
Forsayth, standing up to view the better.
“Slow her down, Mac, until we find out who

are.”

\'ery slowly, hoping that they had not
noticed us, we crept nearer. Fortunately the
track wound so much between the trees, seeking
the easiest mdme, thal we had a good glimpse

t across the vall

“Holy suﬁen:f snaks"’ exclaimed Forsayth.
“It must be old Porfy coming back. Quick;
stop her, Mac, and run bar_k to that last snd.m‘.
‘That’s our only chan

The Mclntosh pul.led her up as soon as he
could and we started back, rocking with such
speed that I thought she ‘would )ump the rails
We gained a2 good deal
Forsayth was off the engine as she slid past the
switches and lugged them over. We had
just bumped a bit roughly against the wooden
buffers when we heard the other fellow coming.
We herded our stokers under our guns on the
{ar side of the tender so as make her appear
ike an empty engine. Nat ly not expecting

anything, the other train did not slow up.
P«pmyfh round the edge as she slid past,
Forsa)
“It isn’t Poriy ’s outfit, and it isn’t a regular,
What the deuce can she be? There were
soldiers on board too. Come on; let’s get
along, Mac.”

\Ve shunted back to the main line as rapidly

ible, and in case they might have got
sort of curious the Mclntosh let her out.
just at noon as we were lunching we swung
round a curve to see ahead of us four stationary
coaches.

“My hairy aunt!” yelled Forsayth from the
top of the tender. “There’s old Porfy’s
coach. He’s broken down. But how the
Michael and Henry are we going to get
by?”

The McIntosh slowed down the engine and
bered up for a look. We could see what
appeared to be a camp of soldiers in the bush
to the right, and dim,_figures in white on the
platform of the coach.
“Qu, ay ye; that’s ma guid frien’ Porfy, as ye
call him,” assented Mac as he descended.
“Yon's the second time the wee mannie
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blocks the r-road. When ye ha’ a wor-rm in
the causey ye maun poosh the laddie oot!”

VI

‘WE HELD a hasty council and decided

that as it was noon old Porfy would

probably be lunching in his private
coach. He would have no reason to kecp a
guard actually on board, and more than prob-
ably his gencralissimos would not be armed
with more than their usual swords and pos-
sibly a gun or so. As the Mclhtosh pomted
out, the last people on carth of whom the
governor’s party would think would be our-
sclvs, more than prabably they would imagine
tllal |l was their own cngine coming back for

The Mdntosh, chuckling with delight, put
her at normal and broke into joyous song.
As we came out of the belt of trees into o
sight of the camp he whistled shrilly. We
whites hid oursclves in thc cab, making one of
the natives, under a gun, lean prominently out
on the foot-plate for all to sce. As we ap-
proached we slowed down as if about to pull up

“D’ye mind whaat the track wud be
beyond?” asked the McIntosh.

“Not sure,” replied Forsayth; “but I think
it’s fairly level gndl: and a fairly straight run

for a mile or more.”

“Tell this native to wave bis arms and §nn
as if he was tickled to death to see ’em,” I
suggested to l-omyl.h “He looks more like a
frozen corpse.”

We could see the soldiers squatting round
their fires, engaged in eating and smoking, with
their rifles stacked in more or l(s military order
near to them. The es in white on the
platform of the first coach, which was evidently
the dining-car, had dmppmred wit My
native waved a stifl arm in obedience to For-
sayth’s commands, but nobody appeared to
take the slightest notice of us, evidently think-
ing that we were about to draw up.

As we drew in, the McIntosh slowed her
down to a fast walk, enough to give a healthy
jerk on contact. A figure possibly remarking
that we were apparently very clumsy in ap-
proaching so near his Excellency’s coach, got
up and began to shout instructions.

The next moment we hit with a fair bump.
As the coaches got in motion, there immediately
rosc an indignant clamor from the party within,
echoed by cries from the camp. Naturally
the train-crew had becn too lazy to set the
brakes.

The McIntosh jerked open the throttle.
The engine snorted and the wheels rac

gripped; and we followed up with another
podﬁuxhwhwhsunedthemchsgoin‘

th this second concussion my native fell
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off the foot ?A’s‘u g that didn’t
matter now. we again, snorting
like a furious buffalo, a crowd of excited figures
appeared pellmell upon the platform of Porfy’s
coach, yelling wild curses and’instructions.

ad they got on to the idea of what was
happening they still would have had time and
safety to make 2 jump for it on to the grassy
way. But, perhaps naturally, they could not
grasp the truth and they certainly were too
excitedly ing nt to reason—oh, far too
excited! I could sce old Porfy, his "bald head
shining and his furious black mustaches stand-
ing almost on end, waving fat hands wildly in
the air.

At the third collision I gasped, for we nearly
lost him over the side. The weight of his
tummy was his center of gravity, which I
think saved him for us.

We were now about fifty yards away, and this
time the engine raced after and got contact
with the coaches, and the, speed was jumping
every yard. Behind we could see the whole
army streaming from their camp, some runnning
futilely up the lrm:k others around the native
who had fallen of

At first I uouldn 't make out why they didn’t
fire, but I suppose they were scared of hitting
the governor. In another two hundred yards
we were going far too fast for any of the gover-

However,

p-
To the triumphant screaming of the whistle
the Mclntosh broke into song:

‘A braw ggloot is the Portugee.
He drew sdnkmdhzameformee.
Came for me, that Portugee.
That Portugee, he came for me!”

Within half a mile we were rocking wil
speed and out of any possible touch 'm.h the
camp. The dancing-party on the platform
were still yelling, but at one another, each
apparently screaming advice and orders.

As we had not yet revealed ourselves and the
native had fallen off they must have thought
d:al they had been kidnaj by a runaway
eng\ne, ycl, although they perhaps could not
catch Mac’s wild chant above the row, they
must have wondered at the insistent whoops of
the steam whistle.

THE next move was to take them
prisoners. The two remaining natives
declaring themselves joyously willing to
elp us, supu.latcd that Forsayth should take
t.l‘iiem under his _l]:rote.c‘uon,F but y:.sh they were
angaans, a tribc whom Forsa;
utterly undependable, we couldn’t take the mln
After they had stoked the furnace full we
tied them up so that they couldn’t, even if they
knew cnough, get at the throttle. Then just
as the MclIntosh was slowing her down abittoa
speed that prevented any attempt at jumping



The McIntosh

we spotted a courageous gencn.lisimo climbing
on to the engine from Porfy’s coac

“Och, bless the wee manme"’ crooned the
Mclntosh. “We maun na scairt him,

We didn’t, until he approached in the door of
the cab n.-volver in hand. But threc guns
poked under his nose startled him so that he
nearly fell off the foot-plate. Forsayt.h invited
him to join us. He did, bewildcredly expostu-
lating and threatening us with the wrath of his
Excellency O Capitao-Geral Dom Porfirio
Fernandez Diaz, Governor of Beira and the
Lord knows how many castles in Portugal.

Still as Mac remarked Portugal was “sair
far awa’,’ and Porfy himself so close that
possibly we had better go and see him. We
tied the general in the mnnmnlm.e white uni-
form—considerably greased fror adven-
tures over the engine; gold lace u well—beside
the natives and thoughtfully added a gag.

Then with a last defiant screech on the
whistle, and opening the throttle a little so as
to kecp the engine up against Porfy’s
coaches, we presented ourselves, the McIntosh
and I on onc side and Forsayth on the other.
‘We had arranged that simultaneously we should
firc over and around just to put the fear of God
in them; but the clear vision of old Porfy’s
whiskers beneath his cnormous  gold-plated
helmet tickled my vanity as a marksman and I
tried to put a holc in the latter.

The result of the volley reminded me of a
conjuror’s trick: “Now you see it! Now you
don’t!”” They were there, five of them, and
then they were not.

Scrambling swiftly along the foot-plates, we
leaped on to the platform. As ai I
threw myself at the door, and Mac and For-
sayth slid along the footboards and poked their
guns through the window, Forsayth yelling
that they were to put their hands up.

At the first attempt the damed door didn’t
give. I a shot and an uproar and charged
again. The door gave.

Inside I almost fell on the four generals or
whatever they were grouj tly around
the fat figure of Porfy. At one window was
Forsayth with his gun, but minus his llclmet,
at the other was Mac with both arms in the
w-mdow, a gun in one hand and an officer’s
saber in the other, roaring incomprehensible

sounds.

As I distracted'their attention I noticed that
onc man’s hand was bleeding at the wrist and
his revolver was on the floor. I jumped and
put my foot on it. While Forsayth was shout-
ing in Portuguese one bravo tried to draw
sword, but the McIntosh with a howl pokad
him in the ribs with the saber. Jabbering
lwunng the'y submitted.

“Disarm

"wm]zwelwld;
I did. Thcydllmlmmmoﬂtn
10

‘em,” xhouted Forsayth to me,
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had revolvers, but only the one had been q
enough on the draw to knock off Forsayvh'
helmet, and I noticed with joy that the gover-
nor’s ngmﬁccnl head-gear was on the floor of
thc swaying car with a hole through the brass

fixings. As soon as I was through and bad
them coralled in a comer the McIntosh and
Forsayth entcred respectably by the proper
door.

“Aweel, ma mannicl” exclaimed the Mcln-
tosh, twirling his enormous mustaches toward
his temples in mockery of the little governor’s
hirsuit decorations. ““An’ hoo are ye the noo?”

But the little fellow, more furious than
scared, spat back like a tormented cat.

“Let’s lock ’em in the next coach,” sug-
gested Fomyth ‘“and pull up to muple the
engine properly.”

Portuguese cars are built on the Indian
plan; each small coach is divided into two with
slecping-berths longwise like our Pull
Into one of these we ordered them, still fluent

in language. While Forsayth and I gua
them Mac climbed back and slowed down.

Fortunately the track going up-country
is on the up-grade; otherwise he might have
had to chase the coach with speed on all the
‘way back to the coast.

As soon as we stopped and the coaches were
properly coupled to the engine the Mcintosh
and I went along to examine the other arnz.ge
while Forsayth kept guard over the prisoners.
‘The two compartments of the first one were
empty save for the belongings of the stafi.
The next compartment communicating with
the second coach was evidently the sleeping-
quarters of old Porfy himself.

The blinds of the windows of the last were
down. As the McIntosh rattled the handle we
heard an extraordinary moal noise. Won-
dering what on ean.h could be within, the
Mclntosh put his great shoulders to the door
and forced it.

For a few moments we could not see in the
comparative gloom. Then I heard an unin-
telligible oath from Mac, accompanied by
another wailing sound.

Lying on the floor of the compan.mcnt the
berths of which were piled with liquor and
general stores, were the figures of two natives,
bound. At first I didn’t comprehend why they
were there, nor particularly why the balls of
their eyes rolled wildly like a terrified animal’

‘When I did I was nearly sxc.k

it

UP TO that moment the McIntosh,

like me, had taken the whole adventure

as a joke, but after—I don’t know now

how he was restrained from—well, beating up
the govemor and the staff at the least.

To Forsayth the affair was not so surprizing.
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Although he had already hinted that they
would probably fry the feet of his servants to
force them to reveal lhe hiding-place of the
gold. 1 had vaguely ima that he had cxag-
gerated.  He hadn’t. On the contrary.

I admit I would dearly have loved to riddle
that fat hide with holes. But one atrocity
doesn’t justify another, although I did experi-
cnce for the first time the lust to kill—in a
bloody way too.

We interviewed the -governor and his staff
right there. Exactly what Forsayth told
them I couldn’t Iol.lo\v, of course, but the
Mclntosh’s imy -lue eyes and becf-rib fists
surely put the fear of God in those pretty
gentlemen.

However, it was no use trying to make a

ublic scandal of the matter. ~As a matter of
ct, Forsayth said, in Portug\lm circles such
was not at all considercd anything out of the
ol I realized then that the Portuguse
certai lwdbeeanrm since the

Adventure

hidden. The McIntosh insisted upon showmg
the gold to the Meester Porfeerio—as he

sisted in calling him—who had ceased to chalter
so0 volubly and had grown more whiskers and a
putty_complexion.

‘Then as we fled back to the coast the McIn-
tosh—if I am to tell the truth—indulged in
deliberate torturc. Nearly all the way he
made the five generalissimos sit in a half-
circle; and, holding “Meester Porfeerio” upon
his grut knets, thrust whisky down his throat
at intervals and tickled him in his fat ribs.
But never once did Mac break into song.

‘What else Mac did I don’t know. but by the
time we arrived at Beira station, where ap-
parently the whole army was gathered to
greet us, Dom Porfirio Fernandez Diaz looked
more like a gibbering ape than a man.

As Forsayth explained from the balcony—
one hand holdmg a.gun and the other waving
sealed documents in lhur homﬁed
most il Capt 1 had been

century and apparently had never got out.
As we weat on we discussed what we shon.ld
do and adopted the M

plan.

We arrived at Manzani about sunset. Here
Forsayth rounded up some of his people and
unloaded his ivory, arranglng that he would be
waiting for it on a certain date at a certain
village over the border in British territory.

We armed some of his people and put them
as a guard over our Excellency and his amiable
cutthroats—I couldn’t even think of him any
more as just old Por Next morning at
sunrisc we had another interview ccompanied
by copious ink and paper, of which the governor
‘was persuaded to use quite a quantity.

After Forsayth had sent a head man to his
friend the native chief with instructions to dar
over the border with all that was his, we ran

down the line to the place where the gold was

sm:lous cnough, in M.um for services ren-
lered, tognntusapudonanda it to
leave the country without let or hindrance
with all our posscssions free of customs dues;
and morcover, so great was his aﬂ‘ecuon !or us,
his Illustrious Person would accom

his private launch to the hononblr neunzc
that waited us. Then the McIntosh returncd
from the engine, and, ull.m; up lns enormous
mustaches above his o
stroke the bald head of the torturer of natives,
who visibly trembled.

W IT WAS not until we were off Durban,
@ where Forsayth was due to leave for
| ,J Rhodesia, t once again I heard
through the smell of oil and steam the
dole ul lament:
“Ma faither was a braw cock lair-rd;
Ma mither came fra Per-rth.”




