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1L TAPID

; Art})ur O Friel

Author of “*The Sloth,” “The Armoditho,” elc.

HAT is a queer thing, senkores. You
say that the tapir, 80 common here
in South America, is found in no
other continent exceptAsia,and there

Brazil and across a vast ocean. How could
our tapir have gotten ther®? He never could
swim so far!

Oh, 1 scc. Pardon my foolish question.
Long ago there were tapirs all over the world,
but now they have died out almost everywhere?
Yes, I can believe that, for the tapir has no
defense except his thick hide and his habit of
jumping into water when attacked; and both
animals and men must be able to defend them-
selves, or they will be wiped out by others

which are more ficrce and better armed. So
perhaps the odd part of it is not that there are
so few tapirs on earth now, but rather that there
arcany atall.

He is a shy fellow, the tapir. He nceds to
be, for he is huntcd both by beasts and by men.
Among the wild Indians of our jungle, as you
perhaps know, the greatest hunter is he who can
find and kill that big thick-skinned animal with
funny nose. The prowling jaguar, too, is
always cager to make a meal from him.
Possibly you two North Americans also, during
your cxplorahons here at the Amazon head-
waters, a tapir or two for the sake
of fresh melt Yes? Then I need not tell
you any more about that gnimal, for you
probably know as much about him as I.
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Still, I can tell you a tale of a tapir tonight,
while this steamer slides along down the Ama-
zon, which probably will amuse you. You
have seen the tapir, obscrved his ways and
tasted his flesh. But did you ever find one
up in a tree, moaning and wecping from love?

Yes, it sounds ridiculous. But let me tell
you, senhores, if ever I meet another love-sick
tapir I shall go straight away and leave him,
unless I am willing to get myself into trouble.
And thisis why:

ONE day in the flood season I was

paddling down a swollen little river
. wild hills in the Javary region—
whether it was in Brazil or in Peru I do not
know, for I had becn on a long rambling trip
into unknown country and neither knew nor
cared wherc the boundary might be.  With me
was a fearless young comrade named Pedro,
who, like mysclf, was a rubber-worker on the
great seringal of the Coroncl Nunes. The
floods having stopped our work in the swampy
lowlands, we had taken a canoe and gone out
to seek adventures—and had found them.
And now, having used up nearly all our cart-
ridges in a battle with hcad-hunting savages,
‘we were on our way back to the headquarters
of the coronel, paddling with our regular long-
distance stroke and expecting nothing at all to
happen.  But suddenly from the jungle near
us came a mournful sound.

We held our paddles and looked. Only a
few feet away was the hilly western shore of the
stream, thick with bush. ~ The sound had come

m there, seeming to be a little distance
away from the water and quite high up in the
trees. We could not sec anything in the tangle
overhead, nor hear anything moving there.
So after a minute I said softly to Pedro—

“Only a sick monkey grunting to himself ”

He nodded slowly, as if in doubt, and con-
tinued squinting upward. I stroked again
with my paddle, intending to go on. But
before I put any powcr into the push the noise
came again. my arms.

““O-ho-o-o!” waLled a voice.

hoo!””

‘We looked and listcned. There was no sign
of any man being in this place, but the voice
was that of a man crying. It was a heavy
voice, which ought to belong to a strong man;
yet it was snuffling and sobbing there in the
bush like that of a woman. To me, and I
think also to Pedro, that sound was more
dreadful than a cry of pain or a scrcam of fear;
for it seemed that the man must be in a terrible
condition to break down in that way. We
turned the canoe, which had been drifting down
the current, and silently paddled back.

Pedro, in the bow, jerked his head toward
the shore. Looking closely, I saw what I had
not noticed before—a quiet creek almost hidden
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by Ing dmpmg palm-leaves. We slipped the
leaves and stopped short.
A lew feet ahead of us was another canoe.

Then the voice came again. It was up over
our heads.

“Oho-oo! What shall 1do? I cannot livel”
it sobbed.

More than twenty fect above the ground
we spied a sort of house built in the branches
of a big tree—a hut made from split palm logs
and palm leaves. U of the tree
ran a stout notched pole malung a ladder, such
as we rubber-workers use in high tapping.

“The man must be dying alone up there,
poor fellow,” said Pedro.

I nodded. We stepped out on shore and
went to the pole.

“What is the matter, friend?” Pedro called.

No answer came. There was a dead silence.
Then we heard a slight movement up there,
and out from a doorway at the top of the ladder
came a head. We saw a dark face, with black
hair and eyes. It peered down at us, and we
started back. Then, without replying, the
man swung himself out of the hut and came
down the pole.

“Por Deus!” muttered Pedro. “He is not
dying, nor even sick. He is as big and healthy
as—asa lapir.”

It was so. The fellow was so broad and
heavy that it seemed as if the pole, stout
though it was, ought to snap under him. Yet
he was not clumsy; he came down so casily
that we knew his muscles were strong and
worked smoothly. I began to believe that
there must be some one else up in that house,
for it did not seem likely that this big man
would have been moaning and blubbering so.
But when he stood on the ground I saw that
his cyes were wet and his facc streaked, and the
corners of his mouth turned down as i he were
ready to start crying again.

As 1 looked at him I could not help grinning—
partly because I was relicved, partly becausc his
doleful face looked funny to me, and partly

ause Pedro’s chance remark about a tapir
‘was so near the truth. Above his heavy body
and thick neck was the face of a tapir: for it
‘was much narrower at the jaws than above the
eyes, and the nose was so long and curving
that it seemed to be not a nosc but a snout.
And, as I have said, the face was very dark, as
the (aoc of a tapir wollld be. He was a caboclo,
wn.h some white blood in him.  Still, he looked

like a good-natured young fellow, and he was
not enough of an Indian to keep from showing

his grief.
“What is the matter with you?” Pedm re-
peated. “We thought you were dying.”

The other’s mouth worked, and he sniffled.
aybe I am,” he said in 2 choked tone.
“I t.hmk 1 shall die. Oh, my poor little Belliel
Ab-hoo-wow!” He begm tobawl.
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“Y"“:IE”' little belly?” demanded Pedro.
“What our belly? It looks very healthy
to me. Havc you swallowed a live um.le?"

I snickered, the tapir-man
hlughed In the middle of a wail he changed
his noise to a snort, and that in turn became
heavy laughter. But then his mouth turned
down again.

“You do not understand.” he said. “I
have lost my so-beautiful Bellie. It is a great
misfortune, and not a thing to laugh about.”

“Lost your appcutc, do you mean?” asked
my comrade. © t is nothing to make so
much noisc over. And I do not think your
belly is so beautiful. It sticks out too much.”

“No, no, you have it wrong!” the Tapir

rotested. “It is true I have no appetite—I

ve caten nothing today, except some chibeh
and a few handfuls of pirarucu-fish and some
monkey-meat and a few other things. But
that is becausc they have shut up my little
Bellie for so long and will not let me have her.
f.thm when they let her out I can not have her—
hoo!”

“Stop that noise!” I ordered. “And stop
your weeping also—it is wet enough here from
the rains. Now tell us, what is this Bellie that
gives you so much trouble? The matter must
be serious if, as you say, you can not eat more
than two men need.”

He nodded as quickly as his thick neck would
let him, and told us:

“Indeed it is serious. My Bellie is a girl who
has come to womanhood and should be given
in marriage, but her father has not made ready
for the feast, and so she is shut up. And the
father does not favor me, but will give her to
Gastoa. you sec it is a terrible misfortune.”

“So I sec,” I said, “although I do not yet
k.now just what you are talking about. Why
is your girl shut up, and what has the feast
to do with it? Tell us all about this matter.
We are Pedro and Lourenco, seringueiros of
Coronel Nunes. Perhaps we can help you.”

He looked at us as if a little doubtful.

“I do not think you can help me,” he said.
“What 1, Deodoro Maia, can not do for myself
is somcthing no strangers can do for me.
And perhaps cven if we could frec my Bellie I
still should lose her. She likes men who are
tall and handsome.”

Helooked at Pedro as he spoke.  Pedro made
avery low bow.

“Thank you, friend Deodoro,” he laughed.
“But have, no fear. Girls do not interest me
much. And if they did, I think perhaps I
could get one without stedmg ber from an-
other man.”

Deodoro thought this over and nodded

again,

“I think that is true,” he admitted. After
looking at both of us a while longer, he said:
“Yes, I will tell you all about it. Will you come
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'up into my, ho\ls:? 1 bave some cachassa, but

no tobacco.”

“And we have tobacco but no cachassa,” 1
exchange—a

replied. “It is a fair smoke for a
drink.”

Sc I climbed the ladder and entered his house.
He and Pedro followed.

had only one small window-hole, its
doorway was hardly big enough to let
thc tapxr -man in, and the daylight outside was
lull. Yet the hut was comfortable enongh,
and it was dry. When we were all inside
Deodoro lifted a jug from a dim corner md
passed it to us. After a good pull at the
:Mhas:a which it contained we sat down on the
floor, with our backs to the wall, and tossed him
the makings of a smoke. He could hardly
walt to roll the cigaret before he it it.
that is good!” he grunted, sucking a
huge drag of smoke down into bis lungs and
blnwmg it slowly out. “Ihave not had a smoke
lor lays.”

““That may be one reason why you have felt
s0 badly,” I told him. “It is a mist be
without tobacco whv.;l;d{ml are in trouble. A
drink and a smoke go far toward easing
any kind of pain.”

“That is s0,” he agreed. “But I have been
so miserable that I did not think of it. Besides,
there is only one place where I can get tobacco—
that is at the town; and Gastoa and his brothers
and Bernardo, the ial.her of my Bellie, drive
me away from there.”

We said nothing, but waited. Sitting in
his big hammock, he puffed at the cigaret until
it burned his l'mgels ‘The tobacco soothed him,
as we knew it would; and with the smoke,
another drink, and somebody to talk to, he
became quite cheerful. Then he told us of his
trouble.

He, Deodoro Maia, was a native of a small
caboclo village some miles to the west, on an-
other little river. The people of this town
were jealous of their women and watched them
closely. The young girls, who were only
children, had nearly as much freedom as the
boys; but from the time when a girl reached
womanhood until she was married she was.
watched continually—and after marriage too,
for that matter.  And it was the custom among
thesc people, when a girl was old enough to take
a man, for her parents to make a feast, and a
celebration was held and every one was told
that the girl now could marry.

Now this custom, like many others, had
both a good and a bad side. Whenever a girl
grew up the whole village could have a merry
time at the celebration. But the rule of hnvmg
a feast at that time was so strong
the girls’ parents were able to gwe that iust she
could not be declared marriageable. In that

z IT WAS dark inside the place, for it
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case she was in a bad position; for she was no
longer a child, with the child’s freedom, nor
yet a woman in the eyes of her people—she was
nothing ‘at all. Because of this, and also to
keep her always guarded, her father would
shut her up until he could give the usual feast.

This did not mean that she only had to stay
in the bouse. A cage would be built—a tight,
strong cage of woven cane inside the house—
and she would be put into that cage and kept
there like a beast. She might have to stay
in that thing for many days; there was no es-
cape for her until the feast was ready. Deo-
doro told us that sometimes a girl would be
shut up so long that when she came out her
copper-colored skin had faded almost to white.

Now Bernardo, father of the girl whom
Deodoro wanted, was lazy and drunken, and
meant to use \us pretty daughter for his own
benefit. So he intended to give her to a fellow
named Gastoa, who was considered rich in his
own village and had brothers who might help
support the old drunkard in idleness; at least
that was the father’s plan. The man Gastoa
was known to be cruel, and the girl fcared and
hatcd him; but that made no difference to old
Bernardo, who thought only of an easy Jil
for himself. He was so worthless, though, that
when his girl-child turned into a woman he
had nothing with which he could give the feast.
Worse yet, he would not do enough bunting to
%ct the monkey-meat usually dried and kept

the celebration. He only shut the girl
into a cage and kept on drinking and sleeping.

So the moons came and went, and poor
Bella—or Bellie, as the Tapir called her—was
still a caged woman with no prospect of release.

The girl’s mother did all she could for her.
She worked hard to enough green foods
for the feasting, and she tried to get Gastoa and
his brothers to kill monkeys and salt away fish.
But Gastoa was so surc he would have Bella in
the end that he could not see any use in doing
so much work for her, and so he and his family
only laughed and snecred and did nothing.

And then a misfortune came to the crops.
A herd of peccarics got into them and tore up
almost everything, so that Bella’s family had
hardly cnough Ml to live on, and all hope of the

bration was destroyed until new crops could
grow.

WHEN this happened Bernardo flew

into a drunken rage. As might be ex-

ted, he vented his splecn on those

who were not to blame. He beat his wife,

and then he dragged his daughter out of her

cage and beat her too because she was causing

so much trouble to him. While he was still
ugly Deodoro came in. Afight followed.

Deodoro, hoping to win the girl for himself,

had done the thing which both Bernardo and

Gastoa refused to do—he had hunted monkeys,
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birds, and fish, and dried or salted their melt
He had been very quiet about um do
work here at this house which he t
up in the tree, where nobody wou.ld be likely
to find him. Now, with some of the best
pieces of meat, he had gone back to the village
to tell Bernardo he would give all he had toward
the feast if he could have Bella for his own.
But he came at a bad time, for, as I have said,
Bernardo was
When he hurg the young man’s proposition

he called him a vile name and kicked the meat
into the dirt, where some dogs snatched it and
ran off with it. Then he ordered Deodoro out;
and when Deodoro hesitated he struck him.
This was too much for cven the slow, good-
humored tapir-man to stand. He hit back and
then started in to give the old fool the best
thrashing of his life.

Tf he had been let alone he might have beaten
some scnse into Bernardo. But Bemnardo,
getting the worst of it, yelled for Gastoa to help
him. Gastoa came, a.nd his brothers with him,
and jumped on Deodoro. They gave him such
a beating that he was lucky to escape alive.
Then they threw him out of Lhe village, warning
him not to come bz

In spite of this, Deodoro went back —though
he took care not to go openly. eral times
he went by moon!ight late at night when he
knew the village was asleep. He even succeed-
ed in talking a little vm.h the girl the
thin canc wall of the house, and offered to cut
a hole there and take her away with him. But,
though she hated to be shut up so, still she
wanted to be made a woman with the usual
ccremony, and she would not consent to run-
ning off to some unknown place where she could
not sce the people whom she had always known.
Besides, she did not think very seriously of
Deodoro. Nobody did, he said.

When we asked him why this was, he said it
was partly because of his white blood. He was
neither a full-blooded caboclo nor a white man.
His mother’s father, he said, had a white
Brazilian trader who stayed for a time on that
river while buying sarsaparilla for the market.
Before his mother was born this man
away, and he never came back. So the girl
was laughed at by the others because she had
no father, and when she grew up she was
snecred at because she was half white. In the
same way her son Deodoro was laughed at in
his turn, though his own father was a caboclo.
The only onc who did not jeer at him, he said,
was the girl Bella, who sympathized with him
when the rest mocked him.

This story made us sorry and angry—sorry
for the young fellow and angry at those who
had treated him so. We saw that he was not
by nature a fighter, and that, with the whole
town against him and the girl unwilling, he
felt that there was nothing he could do but stay
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in his tree and be miserable. He was much
in need of help.

“The big quesuon is, does the girl care for
you?” said Pedro. “Does she want you more
than another?”

Deodoro stared out of the door awhile before

answered.

“I do not know just what she wants,” he
said then. “I do not think she knows either.
She has not seemed to think much about men.
I know she likes me as well as any one, and
much better than she likes Gastoa. She does
not like him at all.”

“She likes you but she does not admire you,”
said Pedro. “Then you have two things to
do—to free her and to make her respect you.
‘Women admire men who are strong and bold.
Be strong and bold, friend, and she will realize
that you are a man. Now she thinks of you as
aboy. AmIright?”

e Tapir thought again .

“You have it nght i he snd “But what
canldo? I cannot go into the town and shoot
everybody that tries to stop me from taking her
lway h“]\g bullets are all gone.”

“0[ course you can not,” said Pedro. “That
would be a blundering way. Even if you shot
down the whole town you would not win what
you want most—the girl hersclf. She would

then fear you more than she fears Gastoa.
“You want her to admire you, not to he afraid of
you. Now let us try to make a plan.”

So we talked about different ideas that came
to us, but none of them got us anywhere. At
Iunglh said:

“We are wasting time. You and I, Pedro,
have never been at this place where Deodoro
lived, and all we know about it is what be tells
us. We might sit here and talk for a week, and
then go there and have our great idea smashed
by some little thing none of us had thought of.
The onc thing we are sure about is that first
the girl must be gotten out of her cage. The
bcst way to get that done is to go ahead and do

Doodoro nodded seriously, as if I had said a
very wise thing. Pedro laughed, but he agreed.

““That is the best plan of all,” he said.  “Let
us go with God and trust to luck.”

We arose and turned toward the door. But
Deodoro halted us.
“Wait,” he said. “I am feeling much better,

and [ think I can eat something before we start.
I have all the meat I saved for the feast—
except the few pieces I lost at Bernardo’s
house—and now I shall not give any of it to
those who have not treated me well, but will
Lecp it for mysclf and Bellie and my friends
edro urenco. I think we had better
llnvc some of it now.”
“You have spoken most wisely, friend,”
Pedro answered with a grin. “My comrade
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and I have not been eating much for the last
few days. We have been on a long trip and
our supplies are nearly gone. So we shall not
throw your meat to the dogs as Be did.
But where do you keep it?”

“Since you are my friends, I will show you,”
he replied with a sly look.

Lifting a couple of the split palms that made
his floor, he brought out meat.

“See, my floor is double,” hc explained.
“The big branches of this tree hold up my
house, and between the branches I have made
boxes, and then covered branches and all with
my floor. It is a good way to hide things.”

“Deodoro, you are one of the cleverest fel-
lows I ever met,” said Pedro. “Few men
would have thought of such a thing.”

Deodoro’s face beamed. Probably it was
the first time anybody had ever praised him;
and somehow he seemed to grow bigger as he
thought about it. Pedro gave me a slight
wink, and I saw what he was trying to do—to
ma.kc this shy, downcast fellow think well of

himsclf. An mdecd senhores, that is a thing
that has much power to help or harm a man;
for if he does not feel himself to be the equal
of other men, who else will believe him to be so?
Secing Pedro’s thought and realizing its value,
I changed my own manner toward the young
tapir-man and no longer trcated him as a boy.

We went down the pole, built a little fire
and ate. Pedro and I were hungry, and we
did not spare the meat; but I do not believe
that both of us together ate as much as Deodoro
put away alone. When the food was gone he
was still hungry, and he climbed the ladder
and brought down more. ~ This time he brought
down his jug We found that it held more
cachassa than we had thought, but we emptied
it. Then, fecling quite merry, we got into our
canoes and pushed out into the river.

WITH our new comrade leading, we
paddled down-stream until he swerved
to the left. Up another quiet creck we
followed him. The stream widened into a long
swampy lake which seemed to have no end, for
it wound along among the low hills so that
whenever we thought we had reached the end
we found that there was morc of it. At length,
when we had about concluded that it was no
lake but a flooded arm of the river ahcad,
Deodoro led us into another narrow stream.
Down this we went, and soon we came out into
anolher river.
“It is not far now,” said Deodoro in a low
“It is only a short paddle up-stream.”
“Very good,” Pedro replied. “But why do
you speak so quietly? You are not afraid if
the whole world hears you.”
gain Deodoro seemed to swell.
“No"’ he agreed, and his heavy voice boomed
likea gun. “Ido not fear any man!”
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He began paddling again with a bold stroke.
As he said, it was not far to the town. We
heard it before we saw it. Shouts and hughte‘l
came to us, and then some one began to bea!
a drum p‘a.;l d{:]dam time. Deodoro sudde.nly
stopped g-

“There is a celebration,” he said. “I
wonder—it can not be—it i |s Dot possible that

ernardo has made the feas!

“If there is a feast, so much the bev.ter," l
sni;’l; “Every one will get drunk. Is it
soi

He nodded.

“Then it will be easier for us to do what we
come for,” I explained. “When all are drunk,
who shall stop us?”

He made no answer. We saw that he was
worried, thinking the noise might mean that
his girl was given to Lhc man Gastoa.

““Come, comrade,” said Pedro “We are
stopping here as if we were afraid.”
c hint was enough. Deodoro’s head came

up, and he swung into his stroke as if he owned
the river. Pedro let out a {ell and we joined
in. Shouting and paddlipg hard, we surged up
to the town like men sure of a welcome.

ike all towns in that region, it was on a hill
above the reach of any floods. In the dry
time it probably was somc distance from the
stream, but now the high water made it easy
for boatmen to land beside it. As we stepped
out on shore the drum-beating stopped.
Several men came to meet us, and some barking

logs rushed at us.

Pedro knocked the dogs aside with his rifle.
1 had no gun, for I had broken mine and lost
it in that fight with the headhunters of which
1 have told you. But I had two good fect in
heavy boots, and I used them. One of the
dogs, an ugly brute, snarled as if about to spring
at me, but I kicked him again so hard that he

yelped and retreated. At this, one of the men
scowled at me in cvil fashion.

“Kick my dog again and you will get yourself
mto trouble,” he growled.

“I am used to uouble,” T retorted. “And
T kick an ugly dog wherever I meet him-
whether he stands on four legs or on two.”

He glared and took a step toward me. Then
he halted as if not quite surc of himself. ~After
glowering at me for a minute he shifted his
gaze to Deodoro.

“You Deodoro!” he snarled.
tell you not to come back here?”

“You did, Gastoa,” answered the tapir-man.
“But you see I am b 1 think I shall stay,
too.”  His voice was strong and steady.

Three other men scowled when they heard
this. I judged that they were the brothers’
of Gastoa, who had helped to beat Deodoro
and drive him out. More caboclos had gathered
around us now, and among them I noticed a
short, piggish-looking man of middle ‘age who

“Did I not
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seemed quite drunk. Pointing at Deodoro,
this man yelled:

““Throw that one into the riverl Throw the
others inl Drown them alll What business
have they here?”

Gastoa and his brothers growled again, but
they did not quite dare to rush us. We stood
shoulder to shoulder, and they could easily
see that we did not intend to be driven away
without a fight. Before they could decide just
what to do Pedro spoke.

““Is your name Bernardo?” he asked.

The drunken man blinked at him.

“Yes, I am Bernardo.”

“I thought so,” said Pedro. “I had heard
that in this town lived a man named Bernardo
who was a know-nothing and a drunkard.
I knew you must be the one, because nobody
but a drunken fool would try to drown st.rangcrs
who came to trade and make his town rich.”

Bernardo became furious. He screeched that
Pedro lied. But the other men looked at us
with a new expression in their faces. Then one
of them roughly told Bernardo to be quiet;
and when he kept on yelling two others shoved
him away. By this time every one in the
place was there at the shore. They all st
staring, and I saw some whispering to one
another.

“Is that the truth?” demanded Gastoa.
“Have you come to tradc?”

“You do not think we came to look’ at your
handsome iue, do you?” sneered Pedro.
“Who is the head man bere?” 1 will do my
business with him.”

THE crowd opened, and out stepped a
man who was rather old but Ewked
strong and shrewd.

am chief,” he said. I, Araujo.”

H|s sharp eyes went to our canoe, which
now held only the few supplies that remained
after our long trip.

“1f you come to trade, where are your trade
goods?” heask

“Greetings to you, compadre,” said Pedro, as
if the head man were no better than the rest.
“Surely you do not think we would bring our
goods in that little cance. It will take a big
batelao to carry the things we have for you—
that is. if we decide to trade with you. ThIS is
not a small matter of wax and salt fish.

His insolent manner made Araujo irown but
1 could see that he and all the rest were im-

pressed by it and by his big talk. I had no

xdea of what tale Pedro intended to tell, but I

saw he had made a good beginning; so I tried

to look like an important trader, instead of
what I was—a bush-tramp with hardly enough
food and cartri to get home on. The
thought came to me that Deodo o might show
surprize and betray us. But a glance at him
showed me he had more sense than that. His
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“What do you want for this batelao full of
nches?” ask the head man.
“We will talk alone with you about that,”

Pedro '.old him. “We do not do our business
on the river-bank. And before we do any
business at all we want food for oursclves and
this guide of ours, Deodoro.”

Araujo looked us.all over again, staring hard
at Deodoro, who stared back at him. Then
henodded and turned away. We followed him,
and I noticed that the crowd now was looking
in friendly fashion at our Tapir companion
and sourly at Gastoa. The rcason was casy
to see; they believed Deodoro had brought us
therc to make them rich. and that Gastoa had
angered us and might have lost thera their
chance to trade. I had hard work to keep from

ning.

““You have come in time to cat at the feast,”
said Araujo. “Thisisa fea.st-day here. Agirl
has come to womaal

““What girl?” asked the Tapir.

“Not the one you are thinking of,” the old
man mswcrei “It is the youngest daughter
of Fontoura.”

“Oho! So you have a girl here, Deodoro!””

Pedro, as if he not heard of it.
“You sly fellow, why did you not tell us?”

Deodoro looked queerly at him, but made no
answer. The head man chuckled.

““There are several men between him and his
g:;:’ he explained. “And the girl has not yet

made a woman. So I would not say that
hehasany.”

‘We had gotten away from the crowd by this
time, and he stopped.

“Now you can tell me your business,” he said.

“Amanha—tomorrow,” Pedro answered. “1
never do business on a feast-day; and since we
have been lucky enough to come at a time of
merry-making, we will join you in it. Tomor-
oW, when I have rested, we can talk of this
matter.

Anujo scowled again. So Pedro added—

"Today it is enough to ask you whether you

can get sarsaparilla roots, and perhaps Peru-
vian bark, for us from the forest near here.”

The face of the chief brightened.

N "Yes, yes! There is much in the hills above
ere.

“Then our guide has not lied to us,” said
Pedro, as if well pleased. “Perhaps you have
heard "of the big ncw company of Englishmen
who now are working out of Tabatinga and
preparing to buy these medical things for the
markets in Europe?”

Amujo had not. Neither had I, and neither
bad Pedro. But the chief now thought he
understood.

““And you are the scouts of this company,”

he guessed. “You are very welcome. " We
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can make much v.n.de for you. What do you
give for those rootsi

But Pedro shook lns head.

“Amanka,” he said again

So, seeing that he would talk no more’ of
business that day, Araujo told us the town was
ours.

The drum started up again, and others
joined in. Men came to us with liquor and
meat, and we ate and drank well—for we had
paddled several miles since ati.ng at Deodoro’s
tree-hut, and our appetites again were strong.
Every one made us welcome—that is, all but

Bernardo and Gastoa and his gang. They
stayed by t.hemsclvs, talking angrily and
drinking much.

I was glad to see that they drank, for I felt
that they were the ones whom we ‘needed to
watch most, and hoped that in the end they
would make themselves senseless. If we waited
until night, I thought, it should be quite easy
to get the girl out of her pnson and escape with
her. But Deodoro spoiled th:

Before long the caboclos formed for a dance
around the drummers. It was not much of a
dance. They only trotted around and around,
yelling and laughing, and dropping out one by
one for a drink now and then. Araujo, the
chief, trotted with the rest, tooting solemnly
on a little tin whistle he had gotten some-
where. Some of the men shouted to us to
join in, and I saw several young women mak-
ing eyes at Pedro; but we said we were tired
and squatted by ourselvcs, smoking and watch-
ing. Then: Pedro said to Deodoro:

“Now is a good time for you, comrade, to
slip away and talk to your girl. She must
feel very badly at hearing all this merriment,
knowing that it is for another girl, while she
remains cooped up. She ought to be ready
to run away with you now. If she is, tell her
that at the right ume we will take her where
she can be happy.”

The young fellow started to rise. Pedro
grabbed him and pulled him down.

“Not like thatl” he cautioned. “Do not
get up and walk away in plain sight. Creep
around behind us and then crawl behind lhls
house at our backs. After that you can

Wi S

The big fellow grunted and obeyed. Like
the tapir he resembled, he was not very good
at creeping. He made some noise as he went.
But nobody seemed to notice his going. Be-
tween the liquor and the dancing, the caboclos
now were getting quite drunk and thinking
of nothing but their own fun. So our com-
panion got away without being seen.

We sat for a while longer wau:lung the cir-
cling crowd. Then _Pedro said:

“They are a worthless lot, Lourenco. Even
if we were the traders d:zy think us to be I
doubt if I should want to do business with
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them. They look lazy, mean and treacher-
ous. They have no welcome to a stranger
unless they hope to make something from
him, and their laughter now is only the kind
born of drink and drums. I shall be glad
when we are out of this place. This is the
first time I ever took a hand in a woman-
stealing.”

“That is the way I feel too,” I agreed. “I
am not afraid of them, but I dislike them all.
And unless Deodoro’s girl is better than the
women I have seen here she is hardly worth our
time and trouble.”

“He thinks she is,” he Jaughed. “And every
man must be his own judge in such matters.
But I wish he would come back. I want to
get up and walk around—those drums make me
restless. If we do that, Lhoush, the caboclos
will notice that he is gone.”

It did seem that Deodoro had been gone for
some time, and as the throbbing of the drums
went on I too wished I could move around.
A few minutes later I was moving around more
than I had expected to.

A YELL broke out. The dancers
stopped. We hopped up. Then, be-
fore a house near the water, we saw

men ting a girl running toward the
stream.

“The fooll” moned Pedro. “He has let her
out too soon!”

We ran toward the struggle. So did every
one else. One of the ﬁghting men broke away
and dashed after the girl. Another fell back-
ward and lay still. But there were four of
them left, and threc of them were attacking

oro. They were Gastoa and two of his
brothers. The man on the ground was the
third brother.

As we reached them, Gastoa himself went
down. The Tapir was fighting only with his
hands, but those hands were terrible enough.

He got a clumsy swing into Gastoa’s face,
and it cracked like flat wood hitting water.
Gastoa fell like a dead man. After he was
down I caught a glimpse of his face. It looked
as if a real tapir had jumped on it—mashed
flat.

Pedro and I knocked down the other two
men and yelled to Deodoro to run. Al three
of us jumped for our canoes. We ran into the
girl and the man who had seized her. She was
screaming and trying to escape. The man was
her father, and he was striking her brutally
in the face and body.

Pedro, the quickest of us three, reached them
fisst. He jolted Bernardo in the head with his
rifle-butt, and the drunkard fell sprawling.
Without a pause Pedro snatched the girl off the
ground and kept on running. But the crowd
was almost on us, and as we slowed at the
water’s edge they caught us.
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“Gol” I grunted to Pedro. Then I yanked
his gun from his fist, whirled and struck around
me. Men fell, but others swarmed in. I
heard grunts and blows beside me and knew
somebody was helping me to fight, but I had
no time to sec who it was. I thought it must
be Pedro. Later I was surprized to find
it was Deodoro.

Pedro had hastily pushed the girl into our
canoe and then turned back. But Deodoro,
thinking only of getting the girl away, shoved
Pedro backward so that he tumbled into the
canoe, and then he heaved the boat out into
the river. In falling, Pedro hit his head hard
against the bottom of the canoe, and the blow
stunned him so that he lay there a few minutes
wln]e he and the girl drifted away down-strcam.

Then the fighting Tapir wheeled back to help
me hold off the furious crowd.

Between us we did some rough work. But
we were outnumbered; and to tell truth, sen-
hores, 1 never got such'a bcatmg in my life. 1
have fought hard before and since that time,
and have had far more serious wounds than I
received then; but those caboclos knew how to
hit where it would hurt 1f they had had their
weapons they would have cut me to pieces.
But none of them had stopped to pick up a
knife, and now they could fight only with hands,
fect and tecth. Those were enough.

Somehow I did not think of shooting. I
could not have shot well if I had tried, for they
were too close. They wrenched at the gun
while they beat me, and how I kept it I do not
know. But I did keep it, and slugged around
me with muzzle and butt. Finally, though,
they knocked my legs out from under me. I
fell hard, and they jumped all over me.

1 kicked and squirmed and bit, but they had
me. Then suddenly I felt a tremendous tug
at one foot. I went sliding and bumping down
the bank with two men hanging to me. Blows
sounded and the men fell away. ,Somebody
tumbled me head-first into a canoe. The
canoe slid outward.

A raging yell sounded behind me. Sitting
up, I found myself afloat. With me was the
Tapir. His face was battered and his big
snout was gushing red, but he was as strong
as cver. He had grabbed a paddle and was
shoving the boat down-stream with strokes so
powerful that the dugout scemed to leap from
the water. As I looked at him he grinned
through split lips.

“I had to pull hard to get you out of that
tangle, he said. “You scemed stuck to the
grounc

1 tned to answer, but all I could do was to
make a wheezing sound. The wind was beaten
out of me. So I sat still while my breath came
back and my head grew clear. I saw that the
caboclos were jumping into boats and coming
after us. Then we caught up with my own
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canoe, where the girl was crouching and Pedro

was getting up and reaching for a paddle.

! Pedro had a surprized look, as if wondering

how he had come there, but he wasted no
in talk. Scooping up a handful of water,

::It:rcw it on hishead and then began to paddle

I looked fora paddle too, but there was none.
Deodoro was using the only one in this canoe.
1 still had the rifle, though; and, sceing that
the maddened men behind were gaining on us,

I began shooting. I did not shoot to kill, for
1 do not like to kill men if it can be avoided.
At the same time, I shot close enough to make
them think I meant death.

Aiming carefully, I sent several bullets
thumping along the sides of their dugouts.
‘They slowed up at once. Some yelled to stop,
others shouted to go on, and they paddled both
ways at once—some u-ymg to keep after us
and others backing water. While this was
going on we drew away fast.

R THE Tapir swerved into the bank

up the same stream we had traveled
=2 be(o:e Pedro followed. For some
time we kept on at the same rate of speed, and
then we came out into the long crooked lake.
There we stopped, hstened—md heard nothing.

“They have given up, panted Pedro.

‘The Tapir shook his h

“They have gone back (or guns, and they
follow,” he said. “But we can dodge d:em.
There is more than one way out of ths lake.”

Looking around as if to get his bearings,
he pushed on again. Down around a bushy
point we went, and there turned sharp to the
right. A short arm of water ran that way,
and we traveled down this until we seemed
about to bump the shere. Then he swung to
the left, and we were in a quiet, winding stream.
There we stop

I got up with grum.s and groans, for I had
been sitting still and my bruised muscles had
stiffened so that each one had a pain of its
own. Deodoro grinned again. The grin an-
noyed me.

“Now,” I demanded, ““tell me why you got us
into all this trouble. Why did you not come
back to us and wait until we were ready?”

“You said yourself that the first thing to
do was to free Bellie, and that the quickest
way to free her was to go ahead and do it,”
he answered. “So I went and did it. And
your comrade Pedro told me to be strong and
bold. Have I not been strong and bold?”

His face and voice were so serious that Pedro
and I laughed. -

“hlsore bold than we wanted you to be,”

“I am sorry you got hurt,” he said. “But
I went and to Bellie and found her mad
to get out at once. So I thought I had better
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take her before she changed her mind, and I
cut a hole and pulled her through. If Gastoa
and his brothers had not sneaked up just then
we should have gotten away without trouble.
And nobody would have thought you two
traders had anything to do with it, because
you were sltung in pla.m sight all the time.”

“I see,” I said. “And now that we are all
here I dunk you had better take your girl and
let me get into my own canoe.”

We had been holding to bushes while we
talked, and now Pedro drew our canoe up beside
me. For the first time I had a good look at
the girl, and after that look I d.xd not blame
Deodoro for wanting her. She was very pretty.
True, she looked thin and weak, and her skin
seemed pale; but I remembered that she had
been caged for a long time, and knew that a
healthy life outdoors and plenty to eat would
quickly make her plump and strong. Her
eyes and mouth were beautiful, and she looked
no more like the other women we had seén than
a butterfly looks like a2 mud-worm. Remem-
bering the evil face of Gastoa and the brutality
of her father, I was’glad I had gone to help
her, even though I now was full of aches and

pains.

Then I noticed something that was not so
pleasing. She did not want to leave Pedro
and come to Deodoro. She looked long at
Pedro, then glanced at the tapir-man and
wrinkled her nosc. I too looked at both the
men, and saw what a difference there was.
Pedro was a graceful fellow, with merry brown
eyes and curly hair; and he had not been hit
during the fight, so his face was not marked

atall. Deodoro, with his clumsy-looking body
and lank hair and big nose, was not a beauty
at any time; and now his eyes were swollen
so that they peered through slits, and his whole
face was bruised and bloody.

It came to me, too, that though Deodoro
had given the girl her chance to escape from
the house, it was Pedro who had attacked
Bernardo when she was being beaten and had
run with her in his arms to the water; so that
she might easily feel that it was the hmdsome
stranger who had saved her. Besides, she
bad not seen Deodoro’s fine fight at the house,

use then she was running for the river.
And she probably did not know much about
his battle on the bank, for then she was floating
away and we were all tangled up in a fighting
knot. Poor Deodorol Everything seemed to
be against him.

Whether he saw all this I did not know, but
I hoped not. When the girl made no move
to change canoes I spoke gruffly to her, telling
her to make room for me. She rose then
though slowly, and took my place without a

word.
As I settled down and picked up my paddle
I heard voices out on the lake. We slipped
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the canoes silently down-stream and looked.
The Tapir was right—two boatloads of armed
caboclos were passing, the men working hard
and looking ahead. Others came behmd them.
We kepl very quiet until they were gone.

ey will go down the lake to the end hunt-
ing us, said the Tapir. “Then they will
work back and search all the coves. We shall
be at my housc long before they have finished
here. Are you not glad to be free, Bellie?”

The girl made no answer. Her eyes came

to Pedro’s face, and then she looked
down into the water. Deodoro looked long
at her, then at Pedro, then at me. His face
grew sad. With a deep sigh he pushed his
canoe against the slow current, and we passed
silently up the creek.

After a time we came into a network of wind-
ing water courses without any current that I
could see. Deodoro hesitated several times,
but seemed alwag's to pick the right one. At
length we found ourselves again in flowing
water, and now we went down-stream instead
of up. At length we entered the river on which
Pedro and I had been traveling that morning.

There our leader turned downward, and we
saw that he had brought us out above his house.
Kecping near the left shore and watching
sharply for caboclos, we soon reached the little
inlet masked by the palms.

“Now you are safe, Bella,” I said when we
stepped out on shore. “See the fine house
Deodoro has built for you up here in the tree,
where you can always be dry and comfortable.
It is much better than any house in your town,
and you will never have to live in a cage again.
He has much meat too, and you and he will
:ave, plenty to eat. You will be very happy

ere.

“Do you two stay here also?” she asked.
“No,” I said. “This is Deodoro’s place.
We must go on, for we live far from here.”
he glanced once more at the house in the
. _Then she cried:

“I do not want to stay here.
here! Take me away!’

‘We all stood silent, staring at her. I wanted
to scold her, but knew that would do no good.
So I said the first thing that seemed best.

““We can not take you away today, Bella—it
will soon be night. And we two are not going
until tomorrow. We shall rest and eat here.
Tomorrow we shall see what is best to be done
Now go up and sce what a fine house that is.”

She stood still, stubbornly, until Pedro
:.Iso told her to mount the ladder. Then she

cd, climbing as if afraid she would fall,
but going upward until she got into the hut
“Nossa Senhoral” muttered Pedro. “Now
this is a pretty masl A(ler all our trouble she
wants to go back ho

Slowly the Tapir shook his head. His face

was full of pain.

T will not stay
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“No, it is not that,” he said. “It is as I
told you before we went. She likes tall hand-

sorae men, and I am not tall nor handsome.”

He swallowed hard, as if trying to keep from
crying. And then, through his teeth, he added:

“She wants to—to go with you, Pedro. If
she will—be happier with you, comrade,
d:en—then you had better take her with you.”

He choked and turned away.

For an instant Pedro stared. Then he sprang
and "caught him by the shoulder.

“Por Deus, you are a man!” he said. “Why,
comrade, 1 do not want your girl! I do not
want any girl at alla_And you are wrong—she
does not want me either. She may be inter-
ested in me because I am a new man whom
she has not seen before, bul after I am gone
she will quickly forget me.”

But Deodoro shook his head again, and so
did I. I had secn women fall swiftly in love
with Pedro before this—women who
more about men than this little grl-vwman
knew; and I felt that Bella would not forget
him so quickly as he said, and that neither she
nor Deodoro would be happy because of this.
When Pedro asked me if 1 did not agree with

, I said no.

"Therc is some truth in what Deodoro says,”
I told him. “If she had not seen you she
might have been happy with him. I think our
work' is only half-done. We have freed her,
but how are we to make her satisfied?”

He scowled and stood thinking. Then his
eyes began to twinkle, and he (hrew up his head
and laughed.

“Deodoro, let me talk to you,” he said.
“Lourenco, climb up and talk with her so that
she will not overhear us. Ask her if she would
like to go away with me—but try to show her
that she would be foolish to do such a thing.”

IDID ashesaid. Up the pole I went,
ﬁ and in the hammock I found the girl,

looking very small and sad and dis-
satisfied. When I came in she bnghtencd up
and glanced beyond me as if expecting some
one else. Secing that nobody followed, she
seemed disappointed.

“The others will be up soon,” I informed her.

Then I sat down against the wall, grunting
from the pain of my stiff muscles.

“I am very went on. “Still, I am
glad I am alive to feel lame. If it had not
been for the splendid fighting of Deodoro I
should probably be dead—and you would
be back in your cage, to bc beaten by
your father and given to Gastoa.”

She turned more pale at that thought, but
looked surprized too. d she asked what
Deodoro had done that was so brave. So I
saw that I was right—she did not realize what
a fight he had made. Taking care not to praise
him over-much, I told her how he had fought
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off the gang of Gastoa and then battled be-
side me so that she could get away, and how
he had pulled me out when I was down. Her
big dark eyes grew larger as I talked.

hen, when her mind was full of this new
fighting Deodoro, I suddenly asked her whether
she would like to go away with us.

“My friend Pedro likes you,” I said, “and
if you want to go with him we can fool Deo-
doro in some way. You might not be happy
with Pedro, but—"

“Why not?” she cut in.

“Well, of course he is a handsome man,” I
pointed out, “and other girls like him very
well, and you could not expect him to give all
his time to you. He would not stay with you
as this simple Deodoro would do. And he
likes his fun with men too, and so he would
drink and gamble with them. And he is rest-

and will not stay long in one place—and
you know he would not want you trailing after
him everywhere. If you expected him to be
as faithful to you as Deodoro would be, you
might not be happy. But if you are willing
to be reasonable about those things we can
take you away when we go. He is keeping
Ryod’uo down below while I ask you about

is."

Senhores, that gave her a good deal to think
about. At first she looked as if she wanted
to cry, and I felt sorry for her—but I did not
let her see that. Then she asked the question

“If he wants me, why does he not talk to me
himself instead of sending you?”

I laughed as if that were a foolish question.

“Because Deodoro would probably fight to
keep you, and Pedro knows how hard he would
fight. Pedro probably would get his hand-
some face hurt. And besides, what is the sense
of fighting over a woman? Decodoro thinks

you are the only pretty woman m the world’

but Pedro and I know you are not.”

She looked at me then as if begi
dislike me. Before we could ul.k more we
heard Pedro’s voice down below, and it was
loud and ugly.

“Then if you have more cachassa, why did
you not say s0?” he demanded. “I want a
drink and I want it now! After we have gone
to that dirty. town of yours and brought back
that female for you, I call it shabby treatment
to try to hide your liquorl”

“You can have a drink if you want it,”
came the voice of the Tapir. “But do not
speak so of my girl. She is not the kind of
girl that a man like you ought to talk about.”

“Bahl The world is full of girls, and not
one oi them is worth anything. I want that

“Then come up and you shall have it.”
1 stuck my head out of the door beside me
and looked down. Deodoro, I noticed, had
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washed his face and looked much better. As
he came upward and saw me he ed.
Pedro, behind him, winked at me. But when
they came into the house their expressions had
changed. Deodoro looked very serious, and
Pedro scowled.

The Tapir lifted part of his floor again, and
this time he pulled up a jar which he handed
Pedro. My partner seemed to take a huge
drink. When he passed the jar to me, however,
I found that very little of the liquor was gone.
I took as much as I wanted, and then held it
out toward Dcodoro. But Pedro snatched it
and appeared to swallow about half of what
was left, making a guzzling noise and letting
some of the cachassa drip off his chin. e
girl watched all this, and a look of disgust
crept across her face. The thought came to
me that my comrade’s actions must remind
her of her drunken, worthless father.

Then Pedro slumped down beside me and
rolled a cigaret. Usually he was very deft
at making a smoke; but now his fingers scemed
clumsy. He spllled most of his tobacco, and
then he snarled. He tried again, and made
a worse mess than before. Finally he ordered
me to make his cigaret for him. I did so, but
I took my time about it. Then he abused
me because I was so slow, and growled once
more at Deodoro because he had not
more free with his liquor. After the cigaret
was lit and going well, though, he quieted
somewhat.

None of us spoke while he smoked. Deo-
doro watched us solemnly, and I saw the girl
studying him and Pedro in turn. Pedro’s
face grew more heavy, as if the cachassa were
working on him. Presently he began to
leer at Bella.

“Think I will take you down-river with me,
girl,” he said roughly. “You do not want to
stay here and you do not want to go back to
your cage. You have to go somewhere, so
come with me.”

She looked him straight in the cyes. Then

e said—

“I do not think I want to €0, with you.”

“What!” snapped Pe “Do not be a
little fool!” He looked at Deodoro and grinned
in a nasty way, as if the I:quor had given him
courage which he had lacked before. “You,
Dcodoro, you can stay here with your cachassa.
I am going away with this woman of yours.
1 am going now!”

He lurched up and staggered toward the

Then the Tapir moved. He swooped at the
rifle Pedro had left leaning against the wall.
He jammed the muzzle into my comrade’s
stomach, and I heard the hammer click back.

“Stop where you are!” he ordered. “You
shaﬂ Dot take her away. She is too good for
you,
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Pedro stood very still, staring down at the
gunas i stricken with fear. Igotupasg‘ ickly
u could, drawing my machete, for I did not
like the sound of that hammer golng back.
But before I could get within arm 's length of
Deodoro the girl jumped at me

She came so suddenly and swxl tly that before
T realized it she had knocked my bush-knife
from my hands. With another lightning move
she threw it out of the door, and I heard it
thump on the ground below. Then, her face
(ull o( fury, she warned me—

‘Keep back or I will tear your eyes out!”

I kept back. Her nails were very long, and
I bad seen how quick she was. Her sudden
action- had taken us all by surprize, and we
stood staring at her. Then Deodoro spoke
again to Pedro.

“If she wished to go with you and if you
would be kind to her I would let her go. But
I know you have other women. You boasted
about it when you first came here and drank
my cackassa. -You said you only played with
women, and that when you tired of one you
left her and got another. You will not do
so with

Pedro made no answer He looked at Bella.
She looked back at him as ¥f now she hated
him. To Deodoro she said:

“You are the only honest man I know,
Deodoro. I will stay with you and be your
good girl.” Drive these two into the river!
This one is no better than the other.” She
pointed at me. “He wanted me to fool you
and run away with them. Drive them outl”

“Get down the polel” gnmted the Tapir
savagely. “Bellie, stay here!”

Pedro glanced at me and jerked his head
toward the door. We went down the pole,
Deodoro still covering us.

“Do not touch that machete!” he warned,
as I stepped toward my knife. “Go to your
canoe.”

‘““Come, Lourengo,” whispered Pedro. “He
will follow.”

So we got into our canoe. Deodoro came
down, picked up my weapon and stepped into
his own boat.

“Out into the river!” he commanded.

Pedro, looking much afraid, splashed his
paddle quickly into the water and we moved
outward. Behind us came the Tapir.

AS WE went down-sm:am 1 felt the

0e shaking. I could not under-

sund this until I looked at Pedro.

Lhe drunken look was gone from his face, and,
though he made no sound, he was laughing so
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hard that he could scarcely use his paddle.

“Over to the nght, where you see that mas-
saranduba tree,” came the voice of the Tapir.

We turned to the place. Below the tree we
found a little cove which twisted around like
a hook. At its end, where it could not be
seen from the river, was a small hut.

‘There we got out. Pedro leaned on his pad-
dle and laughed again. The Tapir, grinning,
handed us our weapons.

“You can sleep dry here, comrades,” he
said. “I built this place while I was hunting
monkey-meat. I do not think the men from
the town will come to this river until tomor-
row—the darkness is coming. If they should
come, they will not find you here.”

“Be careful that they do not find you either,

friend,” Pedro answered.
b “They will not find us. If they do they will
e so!

He spoke with a calm strength that made me
think what a difference a few hours had made
in him. That morning he had been a blubber-
ing boy. Now, with the knowledge that Bella
was his own and that he could thrash any two
of those caboclos who had made his life and
hers so wretched, he was a man. Rather slow
of thought, perhaps, but able to take care of
himself from this time on—that was the ncw
Deodoro who now talked so surely and called
us ‘“comrades.” His eye was steady and lus
head was up, and he feared no man.

“I am sorry that I had to drive you out in
such a way,” he went on. “You are the first
men who ever did anything for me, and you
have done the greatest thing any man could
do forme. So Ido not like to seem ungrateful,
even though you understand and know that
I am not. If ever I can do anything for you,

edro and Lourengo, call on me and I will
do it, not matter what it is.”

He grinned again.

“That was a very wise plan of yours, Pedro—
you know women better than I do. But Bellie
nearly spoiled it all when she jumped at Lou-
rengo. I almost (orgot everything you had
told me to say and do.”

'So did I,” admitted my partner. “After
she d.id that it was not really necessary to talk
about the women I had abandoned—ha ha hal
I nearly laughed in your face. But she is all
yours now, friend. Treat her well—but be
suong and bold, strong and bold!”

“I will,” the Tapir promised earnestly.
“Adeos!”

He stepped back into his canoe and left us.
Pedro took cartridges from'a pocket and re-
loaded his rifle.
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