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For a Grim Tale With a Terrifying

End We Recommend

The

SKUL

By HAROLD WARD

IMBALL held up his hand,
warningly. .
“Listen!” he exclaimed in a

he thor

Then he ¢hoved the bottle back from
his elbow and reached for hi: revolver,
which hung just ahove the table. Buck-
ling the belt about his waist, he leaped
for the door and threw it open.

The bouse, raized on pile foundations
n dozen feet above the ground, shook
beneath the rurh of retreating footer
With the rwiftues: of a wild animal,

wsothered himself for the n nd

landed squarely astride the back of the.

last of the Llack~ to quit the place.

The weizbt of the white nan brought
the native to the nd. Seiting the
black by the hair. he jerked him to his
feet. keeping the naked body between
him:elf and the crowd that Jurked in
the darkness, just hevond the ring of
light that shone down thmugh the open
door. °

‘“What name?” he demanded in the
leche-de-mer of the Island:. “What
for you come around big felln house?
1 knock seven bells out of you quick!”

Still grasping the man’s kinky
wool . with hie left hand. hir right shot

out. ‘Landing a terrific blow on the na-

tive’s mouth. The bluck. spitting blood
aud broken weth. squirmed in agony
and sttempted to give a ride ce at
his fellows. Seeing that none intended
to aid him, be jerked his head to one
tide in an effort to escape. The white
man straightened it with another blow.

“What name?” he demanded again.

“Me good fella boy,” the black an-
swered with an effort. “JMe fella mis-
sionary!”

*Then you sy one fella prayer damn
quick!”

Kimnball reined blow after blow on
his fuce. The snvage shrieked with
agony. In the shaduw. the blacks shuf-
fled uncazily. like a herd of enttle ready
to stampede. hut the white man seem-
inglv gnve them no heed.

At last. the punishment completed,
he jerked the bow and arrow: from the
unresisting hand of his victim and,
whirling him suddenly. gave him a
kick and a shove which landed him on
all fours in the midst of the others.
Then. turning. seemingiy ignoring the
thoror:fhly frightened blacks, he re
éntered the houze.

Throwing the how and arrows on the
table, he himself a stiff drink
of gin downed it ot a gulp. And
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then, sitting down beside the tuble, he
picked m;a‘p the weapon and examined
3t gingerly.

“Poisoned!” he remarked casually to
the man Iving on the bed. “I knocked
bloody hell out of Tulagi as a lesson to
the rest of ‘em. They're getting insto-
lent, with only one of us to handle ‘ew.
Wisj: to heaven you were up and around,
again.”

g“‘tfoa the platform, eh?” the sick
man listlessly inquired.

Kimball nodded. .

“They're gettin’ bold,” he said
shortly. “Five hundred niggers are too
many for one man to kecep -straight.
It't been plain hell since you went down
—and then the dog had to turn up his
toes. When Donaldson come« in next
week with the Seory-Saray we'll have to
rend after a new nigyrer-chaser. Chipin's
got a couple extrn nnes he’s been train-
In”- over at Berande.”

The sick man rolled over with a
groan.

“Thank heaven ] war taken sick!”
he remarked bitterly. “It’s hard, God
knowz. but it gave me a chande to find
%’t ust what cort of a cur you are,

imball.”

_Kimball scowled. He half opened
his mouth as if to answer. Then. think-
ing better of it. he poured himeelf an-

er drink and resumed his occunation
of examining the weapon he had taken
from the native. He swaved slightly in
hix chair under the land of liquor he
was carryving, vet his voice war unblur-

red as, after a minute’s silence, he

looked acroae at the other.

“Can’t you get that out of vour head.
Honzen?” he remarked. I'm getting
bloody well fed ug on it.”

Harsen raised himself on an elbow
and angrily shaak his fist at the other.

“Oh, vou're ‘getting blondy well fed
up on it are vou?”’ he mimicked. “I
thenld think you would be! 1 suppose
Im lurntin’ your deliente fecling: hy
mentioning it to vou. eh? Itz noth-
ing a_man should howl about. is it?
—having ¢ne he thought was hie best
friend pull off a dirty stunt like that"”

Kimball poured ~ himeelf another
drink. His hand shook slizhtly as he
raized the glaer to his lips.

165
*Ob. forget it and go to zleep!” he

w o

*“Yes. ‘forget it.’ you damned crooked.
lyin’, double-croseer! I'm apt t’ forget
how you wrote to Gladvs and told her
I'd taken a nigger wife! Wanted her
youreelf, didn't you, vou low-down, gin-
gzling rat! 1t was just a piece of luck
that 1 was taken sick and you had t’
look after the plantation instead of
goin’ after th’'mail last time, or I'd
never have got that letter from her tell-
ing me why she'd turned me down.”

‘'m telling you now, for th’ last
time, that 1 didn't write that stuff to
her!” Kimball snarled hack. “I'm tell-
in’ you it’s a lie. I thowed vou the letter
1 wrote to her, %ng her my word of
gom;}' that somebody’d been doin’ yon

irt.

‘“Who else is there here on the Islands
that knew her back home?” Hansen
demanded, dropginﬁ back onto the pil-
lows agnin. “And who elze knew that we
were engaged ?”’

“How in hell do T know?” Kimball
answered thickly. reaching unsteadily
for the bottle. “You're a sick man,
Hanzen. or I'd heat vou up for th’ way
vou're talkin’ to me.”

The sick man raised himself from the
Pillows again with a snort of anger, his
i:ﬁ flushed. his ever gleaming fever-

\ X

“It's a long road that’s got no turn
in it!" he muttered. It’s mv moner
that's in this plantation. Kimball—my
noney against vour experience. And
keep that damned arrow pointed th’
other wayv. you fonl! You're drunk—
too drunk to he monkevin’ with wea-
pone. You'd just as soon shoot me as
not: if yom do. I'll et vou if I have
to come back from th’ grave to do it'
And remember this. Kimball: Soon’
I'm able to be up and amund again.
we'll have a settlement. And out you'll
oo from thiz plantation, yon—"

Whether it was an accident, or nlain
murder nohndy knowe, Kimball wa«
Arunk—heastly 0. The arrow was
loaded in the bow and clasped between
hiz tremhiine fingers, the how-string
tant. And Haneen had annoyed him.
angered him, bullied hini, curred him.
At any rate. a¢ he slumped forward in



166

his chair, the bow-string :li from
between his thumb an ﬁugel:dnnd—

Hanzen dropped back onto the pil-
lowz with a smothered scream, the arrow
buried deep in his temple!

11.

Il‘ wWas ‘paat- midnight when Kimball
awoke from his drunken stupor.

For an instant, he had uo recollection
of what had happencd. The oil lamp
still burned brightly. throwing the
fi prfe of the man on the bed in bold
relief.

Kimball half aroze on hi: tiptoes so
as not to awaken Hansen. His foot
touched the bow lying on the floor.
Then a tlood of renlization swept over
him. He suddenly remembered that he
wa: a murderer.

Whether he bhad killed Hansen in-
tentionally or not he waz unable to re-
call. Memory had ceazed on the second
he sprowled forward. his tired brain
benumbed with the liquor he had con-
sumed during the evening. He knew
that they had quarreled—that Hansen
hud been more abuzive than nsual and
had cursed him.

He ~tepped acros< to the bed. A
single glance at the bloated face already
tarning black—at the glassv eves atar-
ing back at him fxedly—told him that
hi> surmize had been correct: the arrow
had been dipped in poison. He shud-
dered a: he puthed the renmaining
arrows, which he lLad taken from Tu-
lagi, to the back of the takle and poured
himzelf another drink.

He mu-t act at once. Donaldson and
the Seary-Saray would arrive within a
few days. And Donald:on wus no fool.
Nor waz Svensen. hiz mate. Both of
them knew that there wa: bad blood
between the ers. And should one
of the house boy* find the body in the
morning it would cuiise no end of talk
anmong the nigzers. . Some of them
would be certain to talk-to Donaldson.
The big trader might he able to put two
and two together and take his suspi-
cionz to the authorities.

Renching up, he pulled down his re-
volver and. buckling the belt around
his waist, tiptoed to the door. The rain

THE SKULL

wa: fulling in torrents, and the sound
of the surf was booming londly. The
sky waz split by lightning, while the
thunder rolled and gmmbﬁd.

It was a typical island squall; he
knew it would last but a short time.
Yet. while it lasted, the blacks would
all be under cover. making him safe
from spring eves if he acted at once.

But fear—fear of he knew not what
—cauzed him to pull down the shades
until not a vistage of light showed at
sides or bottom.

Then. nerving himeelf with another
ull at the bottle, he turned down the
amp until the room was in semi-dark-

ne=2. Amiin he atepped to the door and.
holding it open au inch or two, listened.

Satisfied. he returned to the bed and
picked up the dead form of Hansen
and threw it ucroas his shoulder with
a mighty cffort. He extinguished the
lamp with o single puff as he passed
the table. . )

Then. feeliugelus way carefully with
hiz feet leat strike agninst some
piece of furniture in the darkness, he
sought the door. .

Bending his body agninst the force
of the wind. he gained the steps and
dodged around the corner of the house
oppoxite the blacks’ quurters. At the
edge of the cornanut grove. he again
paused to listen.

Not a «ound came from the direction
of the black barracks. Presently, beat-
ing against the wind. he see-sawed
thixiouﬂ\ the grove for a quarter of a
mile.

Satisfied thut he was far enough from
the housze. he drop‘red his ghastly bur-
den tn the gronnd and turned back.
The storm would nbliterate his tracks
by morning. With the coming of day-
light. he would give the alarm, as-if
he had just dizcovered the abserice of
Hanzen. . .

He had zone over the whole thing
in his mind az he strugzled along. It

would he easv enough to foist his story
upon_the simple-minded blacks. He
would tell them that the sick man had

%P.in the night and wandered
awav. Fevers

are common in the Is-
: 30, to0o. i¢ delirium, And, when
the body was found with the arrow in

\
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the skull. theyr would believe that their
master had fallen a victim t0 some wan-
dering savage.

There were half a dozen runawa
deserters from the plantation—hiding
back in the buzh. afraid to go into the
hills for fear of the ferocious hill men
and, at the same time, fearful of the
punishment certain to be meted out to
them should they return to the plants-
tion. One of them would be blamed
for Hanzen's death. The blacks would
vouch for such a story wken he told it
to Donaldson and S

vensen upon their
arrival,

.He had covered a small part of the
distance back to the house, his head
bent low in thought, when a rustlin
among the palms at his right ca
him to turn suddenly. As he did so,
a speer whizzed past his head. imbed-
ding jwelf in the tree heside him.

g he drew his revolver and

Eumped the clip of shells in the direo-
on from which the had been
thrown. It was too to make for
shooting; and an instant later =

ash ?ﬁ lightning showed him a naked
figure dndring behind a tree in the die-
tance. Too late, he realized that he had
left the house without an extra clip of
cartridges. Unu'meda be broke into a
run, dodging here and there among the
long avenues of trees until he reached

e eage
The already tumbling

blacks were
o.s‘tv of their quarters, chattering excit-

90rnburi!” he snapped at one of the
houzeboys. “You telﬂ::dfella bovs sick

marster, him run away. Got devil-devil
in head. )Me go after him. Meet bad
black fella. Black fella kill him mebbe
You look. “ You ecatch 'm black fella,
plenty kai-kai in morning, no work,
plenty tobacco—plenty everything!”
As Ornburi stepped forward. proud
of heing singled out from among bhis
fellowe, and explained to the late comers
what had happened, Kimhall dashed
back up the steps and into the house.
Resu{mt:]z ]an msftaut latsr witll:.his rifle
and haudnher of cartridges. he f.und
the blackes arming tbem‘.eﬁ:s with their
native weapnns, squeal

i d chat
ing their plee aory ing and chatter-

prospect of the
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man-hunt and the holiday to follow in
case of their success. L

In epite’ of his efforts to maintain
some semblance of ordcr, however, as
sisted by the elated Ornburi, it was
nearly daylight when the expedition
was ready to start. The rain was nearly
over, but a glance thowed him that the
night’s do:'m)our bad completely washed
out the trail he had made. ging
here and there among the trees, sav-
agely alert for their hidden enemies, it
was almost an hour before the nativee
had covered the distance that Kimball,
loaded down as he had been, had cov-
ered in twenty minutes,

The body of Hanzen lay where he

had thrown it.

But the head had been hacked off/

111.

JN HIS own mind, Kimball Kad no

donbt as to the identity of the black
who had hurled the spear at him in the
darkness. for a checkup of the laborers
showed Tulagi missing. .

Bitter at the trouncing Kimball had
sdroinistered, the native had bolted.
Hiding in the darkness, nursing his
anger, fate had thrown in his way the
man who had whipped him. The tame
fate bad caused him to miss his mark
when he had thrown the spear.

And Tulagi was of a tribe that be-
lieved in taking heads for souvenirs.

With the coming of Danaldson and
Svensen in the Scary-Saray. three days
later, giving him enough white aid to
handle the plantation without fear of
an uprising. Kimball renewed the
gearch for the runawsy. Tulagi, at
large, would be a constant menace, not
onlv to his own safeiy. but to the peace
aud quiet of the blacks. The runaway
was 8 man of considerable in‘incnce
among the other=. and there was already
too much dis:atisfaction among the
laborers to allow any additional trouble

to ereep In.

The body of the murdered Flansen
had been decently buried cloce to_the
edre of the cocoanut grove under Kim-
ball’s direction. '

Doncldsan and Svensen never for s
moment doubted his stary, whic was
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corroborated by Ornburi and the blacks.
Such thing: are not uncommon amoqs
the Islands. Both volunteered to ai
him in running down the sup
murderer. For the eupremacy of the
white man must be maintained for the
common good of all.

It was near the end of the second
day that they found that for which they
were searching. Beside a skeleton lay

e skull, the point of an arrow driven

through the temple. A t ant hill
cloze gv told a o gea

\ ¥ story.

That one of Kimball’s bullets had
found it* mark there was little doubt.
Tulagi. wounded nigh unto death. had,
nevertheless stopped long enough to
hack off the ghastly souvenir. then
made his way back toward the hills as
bezt he could.

Exhausted from loss of blood. he had
iropped, only to fall a victim to the ants.

Iv.

AS THE three white men made their

way toward the clearing. the sight
of & schooner anchored clore 1o the
Scary-Saray raet their gaze. Drawn up
on the beach, close to the house, was a
whale boat,

“From the looke of her, that'll be
Captain Graot’s Dolphin from Mala-

"tita.” Donaldzon remarked, shading his
woes from the glare of the suu. Didn't
know he ever got this far. Wonder if
hi: denghiter’z with him® Ever sce her,
Kimball? She’s a peach!”

Before Kimball, walking slightly be-
hind the others and carrving the skull,
could meake a reply, a man and woman
emerged from the house to meet them.
Donaldeon turned quickly.

“That'’s her!” he exclaimed. *“Pretti-
est -girl on the Islande. Hide that
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damned skull, Kimball! It's no eight
for a woman of her breeding-to see.”

They wex;eh a gclunt hundieed m
apart now, the girl waving her -
kerchief to them.

“Its a wonder you wouldn’t stay at
home to welcome vyour guest:, Karl”
she called out. “And Fred Heuser—
where iz he?”

Kimball strode ahead of the others.

“Gladys!” he exclaimed.

“Hide that damned skull, I tell vou!”
Donaldson growled in an undertone.

They were almoxt together now.
Kimball shoved the skull under his
ooat. As he did so, it nearly dro
from hiz’swenty hand: and. in an effort
to bold it, hiz finger slid into one of the
eyeless sockets.

The poiut of the arrow,urrogmding
through the bone, scrutched his skin,
For the moment he forgot it in the h:g-
piness of meeting the woman he loved.

“Dad wanted to make a trading trip
out thiz way. aud brought me along for
company,” she was saying, as he stepped
forward 10 gra:n her outstretched hand.
“Sayx that vou're surprized to see me.”

Bcfore she could reach him, hi: les
doubled under him and he fell forwand.
The skull. dropping from beneath his
ooat, rolled and bounded half a dozen
3 away. bringing np at the foot of u
Yittle hummock.

Ther lenped forward to catch him as
he fell. But to late. With a mighty
effort he raized himzelf to hie knees.

_“Hansen!” he screamed. “I killed
him! He ¢wore that he'd get even, and
he has! The—damned—thing—icas
poisoned! .

He pitched forward onto his face.

At the foot of the hummock, the
skull grinued sardonically.



