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CHAPTER 1

A BIT O’ BLUFFING

ALES and boxes of trade goods were
piled high on the low deck of the
Barcelona-built hull, and the stowa-
way Irishman hidden among them,
cramped fromssitting for hours in one
position, longed to shove the packages aside and
walk out among men as a man should. But he
dared not be so reckless; the vessel might still
be near enough to land” for them to put back
with him.

He actually ached for knowledge of their
whercabouts.  But all he knew pertinent to the
subf‘ecl was that at noon of this tenth of July
in the year 1527, a flect of five wooden ships had
sailed from San Lucar de Barrameda, Spain, for
the mystery world of gold and adventure that
Columbus had discovered not many years be-
fore —America, called New Spain.

About the time he began to feel that he would
rather fight the whole crew than to cndure the
muscle aches any longer, he realized that dusk
‘was coming on. A great babel of talk rose aft,
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“Road-Signs and a Nose-Ring,” el.

but the creak of the rigging and the sssough of
the sea kept him from distinguishing words.
Then the talk fell off; it stopped as if every man
had shut his mouth at a given signal. What
was up? He popped to his feet. How good
that fnst straightening of his knec hinges fcll.'
He stepped to the bale on which he had been sit-
ting, and was able (o sce out over the ship.

In the stern, against the rail, was what
seemed to be the whole ship’s company—the
brilliantly garbed court gentlemen, the boat’s
officers and low-born crew, all forgetful of
rank and rubbing clbows as they pecred through
the gathering night for a last look at their home-
land. Beyond them, stretching out toward the
dim shore, were the four other vessels, Is, all in a
row like so many ducks. Ina moment a gaunt,
figure detached itsclf from the cluster and, mak-
ing a pose with his gauntleted right ha.nd held
high, declaimed oratorically:

“Farewcll, my Spain! Farcwell till I come
back to you, my ships weighted down with

yellow gold!”
“Farewcll! Farewell!” rumbled a hundred

voices.
‘The stowaway’s throat pinched, not for love
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4 Adventure

of the land he was leaving, but with the thrill
men feel who venture from the known into the
unknown. Thecommander, PanfilodcNarvaez,
droPped his pose and lurned to his captain.
Pantoja, have lights brought. Instamtly,
sir!” He always spoke with offensive arro-
gance. “And assemble the company. I wish
to announce the king’s final orders.”
Pantoja transmitted the order and presently
sailors were hanging baskets of pitch on the
after cabin. The company crowded around
cagerly to hear this important communication.
‘The stowaway climbed down and joincd them,
unobserved in the darkness, though he stood

elbow toelbow with sallors who smelled of garlic.

“Gentlemen and men,” n Narvaez, his
one good eye running over them sharply, “by
the orders of his Majesty, our King Charles the
Fifth of Spain, I make final announcements.
am your commander, and I am to be your gov-
ernor in the scl.tlmg, exploring and conquering
of the firm land of New Spain that lies between
Florida and the River ofhe Palms.

“I am instructed, because of the prying pirate
ships of the Normans and British, to avoid
touching at the Canaries and Madeira. We
shall take our coursc southwest to the trades,
thence to Santo Domingo and onward to the
firm land.”

‘The commander paused to open a parchment
that he held. The stowaway thought he knew
what this was—a roster of the company, and
he expected to hear a roll called and sec noses
counted, with his own nose being an extra onc.
At the thought his hand sought the hilt of his
long straight sword, for he knew that the king
had given orders that not one foreigner be per-
mitted with the flect.

Narvacz said nothmg of a roll call, however,
but began to read.

“Frov Kin CH.A!LES THE FIFTH

To my trusted officers and friends of the fleet,

rectings.

Also to the near six hundred men of the fleet,
who by my orders, for political reasons and
reasons of state, are of Spanish birth——""

So it came that way! The Irishman was
keyed to a high pitch with his hiding and wait-
ing. Impulsively he decided that now was as
good a time as any to dive in and have it over
with. He elbowed his way through the linc of
men and at cach step he became cooler.  When
he entered the light and stopped before Nar-
vacz he was smiling jauntily—a lithe, blue-eyed
figure of a man, ted, sword at side, and
crowned by a bristle of sandy hair.

“Image of Satan!” the governor stormed out.
“Who are you?”

“Andy Down, Irish gentleman, and at your

sir.” And the stowaway swept his

pl\lmed hat through an exaggerated bow that
was a scornful dare to the Spaniard.

“Foreigner! Spyl” came the hisses.

“By my soul!”” exclaimed an easy-going voice
among the gentlemen—Cabeza de Vaca, “’tis
Andres Dorantes, the Irish swordsman.”

Every eye tumcd, almost clicked to the
stranger, for this Irishman had some fame in
Spain as a duelist. Doran’s ruddy face was

ight with amusement at the circle of amaze-
ment and chagrin.

“How came you aboard this ship?” Narvaez
demanded.

"By a bit 0’ luck, Excellency.”

"To go venturing into this new worlrl with so
renowned 2 navigator as yoursclf, sir.”

“Keep your northern bhmey to yourself. I
islike it.  Besides you lie.”

“The word, an it were turncd to a Spaniard,
would bea compluncnl"’ Andy flamed.

“You are aspy of the Normans, or the inso-
lent British.”

“Would I were!”

“What do you mean? Answer me!” The
commander’s anger was gathering like a storm
on the horizon.

“I mean that I would take pride in an alli-
ance with either of those clean nations,” Doran
replied with deliberate insult, stung by the
Spaniard’s manner and words. ““The morals of
you glrush conquistadores havce come to smell
since Columbus gave you a world to loot.”

“By the saints! T'll have you drowned.
l{;nto’ja, have men fling this foreigner over the
side.”

“Nay, Excellency,” interposed de Vaca, who
was treasurer and second in command. “This
man was born in Spain, in Bejar, and though of
Irish parentage his nativity will fulfill the
ngs requirements. It is ill-advised to bap-
tize our cxpedition with blood. Remember
what the soothsayers told—"

“Enough! Fling him over the side!”

ou do, Excellency,” Doran said casily,
striding close to the governor, his arms fold
over the breast of his slashed doublet, “my
ghost shall sit on your cabin and kick its heel
against the port o’ nights from here to Florida.”

Narvaez, who was notoriously superstitious,
gave back a startled step.

“You thrcaten me?” he cried.

“Not at all, but my father used to say, ‘If ye
start, keep going An’ I mean to reach this
new world, an’ it’s as how you wish my com-
pany—a wet fmd dripping ghost or a warm and
welcome gues!

“You nonhem dog!” Narvaez, his oneeye
flaming, was beside himself with' anger. He
whlppcd out his sword. “You pig, I'll run you

o

The govemor had not drawn his sword half
out before Daran had sprung back and rasped
out his own. The two poised for an instant,
measuring each other for attack and defense,
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and fortunately for the Irishman that this pause

came, for it gave two men an opportunity to.

rush between them

“Nay, nay,” ur;ed Cabeza de Vaca quietly,
‘““do not set the fates against us by ill-judged
slaughter.”

“Stand aside,” Narvaez ordered.

“No,” spoke the firm, yet pleading voice of
Fray Saurez. “Do not baptize our departure
with blood, Excellency ” He put a detaining
hand on the governor’s arm. “It is useless to
slay this forcigner. He can be held at Santo
Domingo and returned to Spain.” »

“I'm going as far as this expedition goes!”
Doran, in a tempest now, flung out.

Narvaez put up his sword—no doubt glad of
the friar’s intervention, for that gave him an
excuse to desist in an act that he must have felt
would bring evil upon them.

“Very good,” he said to Saurez. “Go for-
ward, Irishman, while I continue the reading of
orders. At Santo Domingo you shall bc Te-
turned with the first ship sailing to Spain.”

“Santo Domingo is another day,” Andy re-
torted. “‘Before you and I say good-by, Ex-
cellency, I shall be a captain in your horse.”

CHAPTER 11
A GOOD NOSE PAYS

HOWEV'ER—a handy word—this was the

forticth night in Santo Domingo and An-
drew Doran was no nearer to being a captain in
Narvacz’s horse than he was the day they
docked.

However, this was the fortieth night here also
for the governor and the fleet, and therc was like
to be an eighticth night and a hundredth night
and possibly an abandonment of the expedition
and a return to Spain. For bad luck had come
upon toe fleet.  All the mechanics had deserted,
and .not one horse could be obtained. And
horses were ne However. . .

Santo Domingo, beyond the strictures of the
old world, was a wild and reckless town. From
dark to dayhghl barefooted, bare-armed sailors
caroused about the wine shops and strects sing-
ing and drinking and getting into a thousand
kinds of mischief. The shop called the Pirate’s
Hive was forever filled to its thatched roof with
the tibald uproar of men who drank, and with
the music of guitars in the hands of Sailors.

This was a fine large night at the place. Andy
Doran sat by a table, his chair tilted against the
wall, and bantered back and forth with every
Tomas, Ricardo and Pedro that came along.
He knew them all and every onc was his friend.
As he sat there and held his own against the
rude throng a slim, dandified officer of the flect
entcred. He was C1pum Alonso del Castillo,
of horse, and following him as his shadow was
his man Estevanico, an Arab Moor.

“Bueno noche, Andee,” he called out gaily.
“What bottle shall I order for you?”

“None at all, an you will excuse me, Alonso.
As you know, I have Do palate for more than
two bottles in a night.”

“You're not consistent in your philosophy,’
Castillo charged. “What maxim would your
father have? 1f you drink, drink harg!”

A laugh went up around the room, for “An-
dec’s” quotations from his, apparenlly, gifted
father had bécome famous.

“The Sefior Andec is in a corner, no?” laughed
Sergeant Bastos, whose lasting friendship Andy
had won by finding 2 house for the man and his
wife. ““‘If you drink, drink hard!” ”

The soldicr laughed in huge good fellowship,
and the house joined in again.

“But my father had a diffcrent verse for
that,” Andy demurred, and the shop became
quiet to hear his words. “‘If ye dnn.k—yonr
wife soon be wearing the breeches.”

Ha-ha-ha-ho-ho-ho! Men laughed in those
days, pimte laughter that could be heard a mile.

Now that Castillo, an officer, was present
with their adored Andee, the red kerchiefed
throng departed, every one lifting his hat and
bowmg deeply before passing through the door.

Castillo sipped and gossiped.
"Anythmg about the fleet sailing?” Doran

Casul]o shook his head.
“Great ﬁshes'" Andy yawned. “I wish it
would sal

“What!” Castillo pretended surprize. "Why,
everybody in the port knows that you
go. It is an open secret that the/Alcalde Dlaz
will hold you here on Narvaeg’s instructions.”

“Wait and see! I suppose the governor is
still whinneying like a horse with the hope he
can attract a few score steeds to his ships.”

“Ay, or braying like a donkey of Seville.
He’s got on our nerves up ll\ere at headquar-
tels with his ragged temper.”

“Why doesn’t he try for horses in Cuba?”

“He fears he would not get any there and
would be compelled then to go on without any.
He’sin an unenviable quandary.” The captain
rose and the Moor fell in behind him. “Well,
Andee, I'll get back to the casa grande. His
Excellency may want to swear at me, and not be
able to find me. Wish you would go along.”

“‘And I would, right gladly, had not Narvaez,
as you know, forbade me fo enter the stafi’s
building. My compliments to him, though,
and tell him to save a good cabin for me.”

‘With Castillo gone, ARdy was alone save for
the man bchind the counter, 2 husky, bare-
armed half-breed called the Pirate. The man
was habitually as silent as a post and Andy, al-
ways wanting company in his misery of uncer-
tainty about continuing the voyage, sauntered
out to see—what he could see.

Instead of going toward the beach he went up
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the gentle sandy slope in the direction of the
town and government buildings. No one was
abroad here, it scemed, for the citizens kept to
their beds at night wllcn a flect was in and the
watcr-front was maggoty with brawlers. Be-
sides, therc were frequent showers—little
splotches of rain that passed over the sand and
roofs like pattering feet. Yet the seeming that
no one was abroad was a sceming, for Andy had
not progressed far when he saw two men com-
ing toward him. As thcy drew near he saw
that one was Alcalde Diaz himself, the big man
of the town. They came on and 'drew abreast
and passed; then Andy stopped as abruptly as
if he had been a soldicr commanded to halt.
He whified, he faced about and lifted his nose
toward the retreating figures and whiffcd some

more.

“I'll be banished,” he said half aloud, “if T
didn’t get the smell of horses from themi—and
there isn’t a horse on the island, so says Diaz.
Andy, here is where you make Narvaez your
friend f.nd get the captaincy, or—don’t find any

rses.
He followed the mismated pair—mismated
the man with the mayar was a half-nude
laborer—and they led him straight back to the
Pirate’s Hive. He was close cnough on their
heels to see Diaz nod significantly to the
Pirate and, with his man, pass behind a curtain
ata door that Andrew knew was the entrance to
a series of rooms. Their step-sounds told him
that they had gone to the rear, out of hearing.
He lounged up to the counter, assuming a lazy

nnd indifferent air.

eer birds get together,” he commented,
nod ng idly in the dircction the mayor had

Thz Pirate’s hard black eyes turned on him
keenly, but the gnm lips did not part in speech.
Andy knew by Diaz’s (umlunty with the place
and with the barkeep that he had been here be-
fore and he decided the Pirate knew what was
afoot. Also he proposed to fish a little with his
wits for a hook and line.

““The man should get the smell of horses off
hnn before he comes into the settlement,” he

“Why?” the Pirate snapped him up.

“Any of Narvaez's men can smell him, and
they might leamn sorneljnng the governor is
anxwus to find out.” Andy chuckled know-

i

“How did you learn?”

c barkeep was divided between curiosity,
suspicion and belligerency.

“For one thing, Pirate mine; me father
came from the island of saints and scholars.”
He was encouraged by the barkeep’s look of
mystification. ““And for another, when a sub-
ject is talked of indiscrectly about the govern-
ment buildings, leave it to a Celt o’ Erin to

learn. I wonder, now, what this bumpkins

could be wantin’ to whisper to sz? The
horses are not dying, do you think?”

“They necd new pasture. This old ‘One-
Eye’ Narvaez keeps staying and staying and the
horses cating and eating. Porfirio, who it is
that talks jowl to jowl with the alcalde, asks tor
aid to drive the beasts to another valley.
curious that ye know all this.”

“Wouldn’t the governor prance if he knew
how the mayor is deceiving him! No horses my
Iootl A hundred at least.”

Nay, not so many. Half that, possible-
mente. It is strange, sestor, how you came by
this knowledge.” The Pirate was troubled.
“When Alcalde Diaz sent the horses inland he
gave out that they had becn shipped to Cuba
and lost at sea. Only Porfirio knew the truth
at first, then L. And now—open talk at the
government buildi

“Oh, not open talk.”

“Thou wilt have care, sefior, with thy words
lest it appear that Porfirio or I have talked in
forbidden ears?”

“*Should I be asked, Pirate, whence came the
first whiff o’ these horses to me I should say in
the street, and say true.” Andy was clated and
he wanted to go out on the beach and yell, but
there was still more information to gain, so he
affected a huge yawn. “Wh-wh-ho hum hi—
why did Diaz attempt such a fool’s trick any-

way? Doesn’t he know the tale will tickle the
King’s ear sooner or later?”

“Dusappomunent sharpens knives and dull

vnts. the Pirate opined. “Diaz had his mind

to be governor on these new firm lands

und old One-Eye got the place. When your

fleet cut the horizon Diaz knew who came, and

that night he sent the fit horses up the coast,

knowing well it ‘would be a burr in Narvaee's
crop.”

‘‘Have you not” thought of selling this infor-
mation to Narvaez for a few handfuls of
gold?”  Andy asked curiously.

“Aye, I had thought of it bllt—l heard the
wife of Sergeant Bastos talking theother night.”

“What of that?”

The Pirate shook his head posmvely and
shuddered as if in fear.

“The devil would wait for me at the door of
hell with a bucket of hot pitch,” he said and
thrust out his hands, as if to push Andy and his
suggestion away.

Andy sauntered around the room, yawned
again, complained about the dullness, and with
a “good night” passed out of the door. But
outside his demeanor underwent a magical
change. A happy grin lighted his face.

NARVAEZ and most of his staff
gloomed about the big room of the
-1 many-roomed baml] house on the
beach that the cxpeditionary officers had ap-
propriated. Outside, every few minutes, a
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light shower of heavy drops pattered over the
thatch and the sand like running feet. Inside,
the rush lights-waved in the draft stirred up
by the governor’s pacing back and lon.h over
the creaking slat floor.

‘“‘Satan’s plague!” he blazed out suddenly.
“Can not you men at the dice game there be
quieter. You make more nolse than a troop
of horse on the Toledo bridge.”

“Horses are on your mind, Excellency,” Ca-
beza de Vaca remarked hzdy

A ratthng scabbard interrupted the com-
mander’s retort, and he stared at the door in
amazement, for Andy Doran stood there, smil-
ing. He removed his qlumed hat, bowed, and
strode forward—a little short of six feet in
heizhit, but muscular and light-treading and as

-confident as—an Irish swordsman!
“Why come you hither?”” Narvaez demanded

sharply.
“Fora in your horse, 1l »
He chuckled lnppdy

“You impudent—"

“I canput a lmg in your ear, sir, that will re-
pan your garment.”

“I will not hear you. Out with you.”

“‘Nay, nay,” de Vaca interposed. - “A son of
Erinisaluck piece. Perhaps *twould be profit-
able to listen.”

“An it would—""

There was something in Andy’s tone that
made the govemor pause and knead his sharp
chin with ‘his long fingers.

“T will listen, s he granted. “Speak out.”

“Horses, that is my talk, an it were induced
by a commission in your army.”

“Horses and men?” The governor and the
whole company pncked up their ears. “Know
you something new?’

“I do that.”

“Qut with it then.”

“I can be pcnsuaded by a oommlsslon, sir,
sworn to before the friar, and saying that I am
to accompany you on all expeditions and re-
main in your semcc until T wish to quit or the
expedition is ended.”

““Commission! Fool! Thinkest I can risk
the wrath of my King by ma]ung you, a {or-
eigner, an officer of my horse?”

“Remember thou hast no horse yet." Andy
retorted significantly.

“You—you—" Narvaez fairly panted with
wrath. “I'veamind to choke you. Speakout.
‘The commission is yours.”

“ "Twere of more substmuzhty written on

parchment and,in my hands.”

“You doubt my word.”

His hand went 10 his sword.

“Yes,” Andy replied calml; *

Narvacz was beside himself. He jerked out
his sword.

“Tell me what you know of horses and men or
I’Il run you through!”

Chosen Four 7

“You do that and you’ll never hear a horse
snort in Santo Domingo.”

Narvaez ran at Andy, point to the forc.
Doran retreated a step or two, drawing his own
blade. He had felt in his serious moments that
a contest of this sort was inevitable between
himself and the governor and he had made up
his mind what to do, let the consequences be
what they would. As the swords clashed and
flamed he retreated step by step, backward and
sidewise, keeping his opponent’s steel away from
his body and waiting his chance. It came
quickly, and, taking advantage of it, he cried

out—

“I hate to fight a blind man!”

At the same ‘instant the governor’s sword
seemed to be wrapped about with Andy’s. It
was jerked from his hand, and in the same mo-
tion Doran sent it ﬂaslung across the room.

The enormity of his offensc was impressed
upon him by the dead silence of the onlookers.
They regarded him as if he were already flayed
to death. For a second he was at a loss what
to do, but he had the faculty6f knowing when
retreat was victory, so now he picked up his hat
from the floor, every man, lncludmg the gov-
ernor, still staring at him, bowed low and said—

“I bid you a pleasant evening.”

He expected to be arrested before he reached
his I g, and he expected it all the next day.
The tale soon was on cverybody’s lips, and a
group of horse and sailors offered to mutiny in
support of him, but Andy went about as gaily
as ever, and blded time. Then on the third day
the governor sent a summons. He was in the
Pirate’s place at the time, and that individual,
haying heard the story, was much alarmed

“Thou hast put thy neck in a noose,” he whis-
pered as Andy started off. “Be careful that
thou dost not get mine in a\so Thou say
nothmg of our talk, seior?”

“Not even if I have a chance to,” replied
Andy, not knowing whether he was to be hanged
or appointed.

He found the commander in his private room
of Lhe casa gnmd:

“Irishman,” Narvaez began without prelim-
inary, “I prefer to hang you, and some day I
may, but necessity devours wraf Here is
your commission.” He passed over a paper
which Andy saw was a proper commission in
all respects. “‘Speak of what you know, and
remember, if your words are not true, I shall
put you in jail—and worse.”

IN THE afternoon of the forty-ffth
day at Santo Dommgo, near fifty
horses, obtained from "the alcalde’s
hidden pasture, were in the low waists of the
vessels, a sixth ship had been added by pur-
chasc and a troop of ten men had been assigned

Captxm ran’s command. And in the
eve'nmg the fleet sailed away in all its pride and
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glory for the unknown shores of the American
mainland.

In the stern of the vessel that Cabeza de Vaca
commang dy lcaned over the rail .and
pondered his change in fortune and the future.
He was interrupted in this pleasant pastime by
z sol’t footed Spanish woman stopping at his

“Semrr," she said in a. low camnest voice.
“Dost thou value thy life?””

“ "’ Andy answered whimsically, “it isn’t
worlh mnch but—about all I have.”

“Then—this fleet will stop at Cuban ports.

Lose thyself in one of them.”

“Why all this?” Doran asked. “What do
you know?"

“Serior, thou didst do the sergeant and myself
a favor in Santo Domingo. Ido thee a favor in
return. I warn you. Remain in Cuba, for
they who g0, W\Lh the expedition on the "firm
land are lost.”

Andy laughed aloud at her woful seriousness.

“Tut-tut, woman. My star is a lucky one,
and my feet are itchin’ to be scratched by the
golden pebbles of yon far beaches. Nay, Ishall
go as far as our commander, and may be it, a
bit of dxsmnce farther, wecather and health
pcrmlltlng.

CHAPTER IIL
THE DEAD MAN'S GOLD

MANY a month passed before Captain
Doran_ felt the tickle of the sands of
North American beaches. For this was an ill-
fated expedition from the first, delayed and
harrassed and—cursed

It was late in October when the fleet left
Santo Domingo. In Cuba Narvaez bought two
more ships and additional horses. In Novem-
ber two ships were lost, with sixty men and
nearly twoscore horses, in a tropical hurricane;
and after this, one tempest had hardly subsided
before another was bobbing them: about like
corks in a boiling kettle.

‘The culminating piece of misfortune, though
it was not known at the time, was Narvaez's se-
lection of a pilot for the uncharted waters of
New Spain, one Miruelo, who boasted that he
knew the north coasts from the greatest harbors
to the oyster beds.

c sccond day that the pilot was at the
wheel of the flagship, he grounded the entire
fieet on a low island, and it held there for fifteen
days, until another storm blew up water and
floated them clear. Eventually, in early April,
this man by the sheerest luck doubled the west
end of Cuba and trimmed the sails for Havana
with five vessels—one brigantine and four
three-masters. One ship had been left back to
come on later with fresh supplies.

It was the commander’s intention to repair

his ships at Havana and rest the company, but
bad luck, like a gray bird perching on the
mizzen, snatched this last cup from their lips.
‘When twelve lcagues off the settlement another
tmplcal burricane broke and blew them north-

like a shower of leaves in Autumn. When
d|e storm subsided they were west of Florida,
half lost. But the pilot assured the com-
mander pompously that he would guide them to
a safe harbor, one not far from the River of
Palms—the barbor of Panuco,

Panuco! The Spaniard’s ignorance of the
north gulf coast was colo: Panuco was
what a long time afterward became Tampico,
Mexico. It had been located by Spanish ships
coasting north from the Carribean sea—Cor-
dova jn 1517, perbaps.  The navigators went
as far north as the Rio Grande—River of
Palms—and believed they had traversed the
coast clear to Florida. Yet they did not know
that Galveston Island and the Mississippi
River existed. Thus it was that Mlnlclo
thought to pilot the fleet northward from
Havana, and soon find Panuco in Florida.

Even persistent bad luck relents now and then
—long enough to fool its victirs! And one
morning when the red sun was edging up from
behind the cloud of land like a wpper uun from
amagician’s fingers they descried a ba; rob-
ably Tampa Bay—reaching inland. M)m o ad-
mitted that it was not Panuco, that he did not
know what place it was. But the commander
was anxious to land, get rid of their sea cramps,
and explore the country, so he had the flect
hauled up on the north lip of the bay.

Immediately there was a great to-do in prep-
aration for landing next day and taking formal
posscssion. Trade goods were winched up, ar-
mor scoured for the ceremony. Everybody
speculated as to who would be permitted in the
first landing party.

“There will be few enough,” drawled Cabeza
de Vaca. “The governor is jealous of bis pre-
rogative to be first, and he wxshs tohaveonly a

select company with him.”

“I lay a good wager that I am one of them,”
Casul.ln saxd “I am always luck;
“I'm not lucky,” Andy demcd ““but T am
going to be in the first shore party if Narvaez
isten to reason. ecl like a bug shut up
in a book. I'm going in 4nd chat with him
about it.”

“Better not,” de Vaca advised. “If he
thinks 2 man wants 2 favor—he vn]l give it and
pay the intcrest before it is due.”

“He'd leave me aboard sure if I didn’t see
him, so I might as well go and see if I can pick
some good out of a bad nut.”

A moment later when he knocked at the gov-
ernor’s door, high on the poop deck, he received
a short “Enter!”

“Ah,” Narvaez said suavely when he saw who
stood before him. “Think of a friend and the
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friend thinks of you! I’ve had you in mind for
g half hour, Captain Dorantes. Sit down. I
ave a s?ecul honor to confer upon you.”

And was plainly skeptical.
“But state your business first, my good Cap-

Nurvuz fairly beamed.

“Oh, a mere nothing, sir,” Doran"was very
polite. “I wo(lld go ashoreon the morrow, an
‘you are willing.

“A comcldcnce' Just what I had in mind.
T mean to honor you by permmmg you to lead
the horsemen, ing the way for us mere
followers as we explore inland tomorrow.
‘There may be  savages and danger.”

“No doubt.

“You are not afraid?”

“Nay, Excellency,” Andy smi]ed. “Neither
am I puzzled why the honor is mine. 'Tis a
good honest way of ridding yourself of one Cap-
tain Doran. Indian attacks, you know,
and—"

“You have a quick wit,” Narvacz compli-
‘mented, his one good eye twinkling like akindly
father’s. “Such a quick wit that I shall go far-
ther and extend ghe honor.” He leaned for-
ward and tapped off his words with his long
white fingers. “Every journey, every trip in-
‘Tand henceforth, thou shalt be the leader to
break the way. Thou shalt soon be slain by the
savages, certainly, but what an honor to die for
Spain! Get out, and be ready in the morning
with thy ten horsemen.”

THE ceremony of taking formal posses-
ston of the mainland was gone through
with the next forenoon. It was typical.
Narvaez walked up the beach in advance of
the others, knelt and kissed the ground, then
Pplanted two iron-shod staffs, bearing the colors
of King Charles and of Spain. He was gor-
geous in his slashed doublet, his cape, the
plumed hat and polished boots. After he had
proclaimed himself governor and conferred their
titles on the staff members, he directed the com-
pany, consisting of about fifty men, to go
inland to sce what manner of land they had
arrived at.

Doran and Sergeant Bastos led the way, the
others of the troop being stretched out in a sort
of skirmish line. Every man was interested.
‘They at once began to examine the pebbles and
sand for gold, paying little heed to the strange
jungle, to the land and water birds that flew
up with raucous crics, or to the gorgeous blos-
soms and the rich odors.

Because their responsibility was greatest,
Doran and his sergeant kept alert, but in the
end their caution went for nothing, for without
‘warning four naked Indians, armed with heavy
‘bows, suddenly confronted them. Al the other
explorers had fallen far behind.

““ *Tis time to be polite,” Andy called back to
Bastos whimsicall

He dJsmonntcc[y and put out a hand, but the
Indians, not knowing the custom of shaking
hands, gave back a step. However when they
saw that he was friendly, they mvued him and
the sergeant to follow, using cxpressive
gestures.

In an hour they arrived at a village of a half
dozen grass huts with a patch of corn close
by. The populace, men, women and children,
imostly naked, came pouring out with incredible
amazement in their faces and a curiosity that
made them finger the cloth of garments, the
armor and the cross-bows. They were led
straight to a hut larger than the others. Inside
an old man, no more than a bag of bones, sat on
a skin. The instant he saw the two strangers
he sprang to his feet, and Doran thought the
old eyes would pop from their sockets: But
the tribal father controlled himsclf at once and
led the way hurriedly, all the tribes people fol-
lowing excitedly, to a patch of low brush not far
awa;

Here, it was 1\ndy ’s and the soldier’s time to
be am: , for in a half-circle were a dozen

-boxes such as were used by the Spaniards to

ship merchandise in to the new world. They
bore in Spanish lettering, “Trade Goods.”
Over the tops lay painted skins. Andy lifted
one of these to see what was within, and started
back in horror. Then one by one, Bastos
looking over his shoulder, he lifted the covers
of the other boxes.

In each one was the dried-up body of a man,
Spaniards as evidenced by their clothing.

“Where have these come from?” Bastos asked
stupidly.

“I know not, sergeant.”

“An omen, these corpses!” the soldier whis-
pered hoarsely.

“Pookl Forget those supclstitions and what
your wife is always sa; ‘These no doubt are
the men of de Ayllon who, you remember having
heard in Cuba, sailed for this north coast last
Summer.”

“’Twas a dismal end.” Bastos shuddered.

“Let us see if we can find a clue to their iden-
tity,” Andy suggested.

They began to. pecr into the boxes again, go-
ing from onc to another, the Indians meantime
watching with cnnoslty

“These savages,” Andy surmised, “found
the men dcad and they are curious about our
being alive.”

"W)nat is that?” Bastos cried, pointing inside
of a box “The mummy holds somcl.hmg inits

“A kerchief! Gripped tight, too, as if he had
tried to take his money to heaven with him.
Let’ssce.”” He seized the bag that the kerchief
formed and it tore away rottenly from the dried
band. Into his own hand he poured four
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ll;u;n;,mg pebbles. “Look, Bastos. What is
this

c{ peered at the pebbles for a moment.
Andy hefted them, bit at one. Bastos cut at
o‘L‘I: with his knife. Then they looked at each
other.

“Gold!” croaked the Spaniard.

“Gold!” Andy triumphed.

‘The Indians were pleased at their interest and
the two soldiers asked, by signs, where the nug-

ets could be found. For a little while the In-

ians were puzzled or were reluctant to tell;
then the chief, with an air of concluding that he
might as well do it as not, lifted his arm to the
north and n to vnggle his fingers.

“That would mean north, and no doubt sev-
eral days, I take it,” Andy sald “Watch him,

The chief slowk; swung his extended arm to
the northwest, still wiggling his fingers. °

“Then that would mean northwest many
days, after going north, eh, mi capitan?”

The Indians pomlcd then to the feet of the
women, and the two saw that every female from
twelve years on wore heavy beaten gold anklets.

“Great stars!” Andy “There’s suffi-
cient gold—why, a bigamist among these people
could start a mint!”

‘The savages now led their guests back to the
village and gave them food—gourds of boiled
fish, a crushed maize concoction and ‘‘cab-
bagc” of the palmetto. While they were® eat-
ing, the main body of Spaniards came into sight
around a point of the jungle. So many stran-
gers paralyzed the Indians with fear for a mo-
ment; then they fied, down to the last
ing child,
on the beach.

ANDY led Narvaez and the others to
the mysterwus boxes and an excited
n arose as to the identity of
the corpses. But the commander was not so
moved as not to see the patch of maize, and
when he found that the grain was ripe he sent
his men into the field to gather the corn. Fny
Saurez, the friar, however, was greatly perturbed
over the bodies. In the end he surmised that
the Indians were keeping them for some idol-
atrous purposc and ordered them piled and
burned. When the flames rose, the Indians
at the beach hurriedly launched their canoes
and paddled affrightedly away into the bay.
Scclng this, Andy nodded Bastos aside.

“With the savages gone,” he whispered,
“these others can learn nothing of the gold.
Keep a dumb tongue, sergeant. If the people
knew of these nuggets and the direction the
chief told us of, they would abandon the ships
and their reason and go north, mad for gold.
Understand?”

“Yes, capiton. 1 shall say not.hm
“Kcep quiet until the time arrivi
‘We would not be the cause of disaster.

toulk.

scream-
, to their canoes that lay bottom up

Adventure

But the story of the nuggets did not remain
a secret. By noon the next day tlze whole
fleet’s company—numbering now four hufi-
dred, some having deserted in Cuba—were
tal.lun about them. Bastos told his wife, and
she lold a friend, who told a friend .. .1
‘When Andy returned from a scouting venture
of exploration, Narvaez charged him with hold-
ing back information for selfish ends, or for the
Normans, or, Britains. Andy Lhen told the
whole story. After a few days Narvaez assem-
bled the company and informed them that as
the land was empty—there being no food, no
Indians for slaves, and no gold—he
cided on another step. He ordered the pllot
Miruelo to coast southward toward Florida—
eady they were lost without knowing it, for
they were in Florida—to seek Panuco. Lieu-
tenant Caravallo was placed in charge of the
other ships and ordered to coast northward,
also seeking Panuco or some other safe harbor.
At the same time a'land party was to go north-
ward scaching for gold and a harbor.  Which-
ever northward party found a safe anchorage
first shou]d wait for the other, and Miruelo
could join them or send word of his where-

abom.s

great discussion ensued. Cabeza de Vaca
Irslledthatasaieharborforabasesbo be
found first, then inland expeditions made.
Fray Saurcz on the other hand he t it
would be tempting pmv:denoe to go on the
ships again, seeing that God had saved them
from the storms so many times. Narvaez set-
tled the matter by announcing arrogantly that
his plarr would be followed.

‘Then one mormng, the first day of May in
the year 1528, itions were ready.
Formed in a column, the land party waited for
the order to move. Everything was in
ness. Farewells h said—the ten women
of the fleet wailing sadly. Narvaez was on the
point of giving orders to move when a woman,
the wife of Sergeant Bastos, ran forward from
the group that was to return to the ships.

“Sire, sire,” she Ic.addl, dropping to her
knees before him, ‘“abandon this journey.
Change thy dccision Go not inland.”

The gold-mad Spaniards broke in with cat-
calls and ribald derision, except Bastos, who
sat his horse with white face and trembling

“Cease thy foolishness, woman,” Narvaez
ordered. “Unless,” llc added, “there is some-
u.mg new to tell us.”

These women had done a great deal of
pmplusv g, and though the governor was as
superstitious as the meanest of his men he had

iven orders against. open talk concerning the

ire fate that was said to await them.

“I have something new,” the woman said.
“We ten women have relinquished all hope of
seeing our husbands again and will each take a
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new husband when the land expedition passes
out of sight in the jungle.”

ere was a shocked outcry at this. Every
husband was in the land expedition. Some of
them turned pale, some wrathful. A half-dozen
dropped their packs and, mumbling threats,
started toward the group at the water'’s edge,
‘where the women stood looking on in agitation.
Narvaez, brandishing his sword, sprang beforc

m.

“Back to the ranks!” he bawled.

“But Excellency,” pmlsted a big sailor, “I
would spéak with my wife.”

“I would give mine a taste of my fists to
make her remember to be true,” another
blurted angrily.

A third, sickly-pale under his dusky skin,
simply wrung his hands and looked at the gov-
emor pleadingly. Others looked first at Nar-
vaez and then their women, irresolutely.

“Back!” the commander .oidercd <lcrnl)
“*Tis'a trick to break up the "tion.”

“No, no, sire,” Wailed the wom-n.
not a trick. Thou t to thy death.
who g0 inland will never be seen again. It
so written. They will vanish from the mnh
like smoke

“It is
_Ihosc

ds were th
Bastos. the worthy old soldier, sat his black
mount sobbing in terror and grief. For a mo-
ment Doran felt the panic, especially as he re-
membered that the same woman had wamned
him to stay in Cuba. But Narvaez, the most
gold hungry of them all, was not to be cheated.
He too was pale, but.he steadfastly bellowed
an order for the column to move forward. It
did not move. Instead, the bolder of the hus-
bands again started foward the group by the
water, where the nine remaining wives were
now wailing-and sobbing. Narvaez n to
whip the rebellious ones with the flat of his
sword, two or three of the horsemen assisting
him. The'v speedily found their places in line,
though they kept muttering curses on the ex-
pedition, the governor, and their women.

“Pay heed,” Narvaez shouted so that all
could hear. “An onc of you tries again to
leave the column I shall run himr through.

e go inland. Have no fear of the idle super-
stitions of these cats. You husbands will sce
your women again within a fortnight.” He
paused while the assurance could have its
effect, then suddenly he held up the four nug-
gets before them, just a moment so that all
could see. The trick was magic. “Gold!” he
shouted ina sort of ecstacy. “Forward, march!”

Some of the noblemen and some of the sail-
ors raised their voices in a marching chant.
Thé column moved like a company of soldiers.

The wife.of Sergeant Bastos, standing there

on the smd screamed once, then wailed
her wamning again.

“You will yanish from the earth like smoke.”

Chosen Four 11

Bastos rode away sobbing. The column kept
on, Narvaez ready with his sword te make good
his threat to run through any man who turned
back. At the edge of the jungle they half
paused to wave a farewell to the silent k.nol on
the beach and to those on the ships, then en-
tered the forest.

Not one of them ever saw the fleet again.

CHAPTER IV
THE FOREST PROCESSION

TH‘IS journey of the Spaniards northward
into a strange and savage land is one of
the most remarkable pictures in the world of
human avarice. Those who marched in the
company numbered three hundred. They had
forty torses. There were no women.

For food they had only one-half pound of
bacon and two pounds. of ship’s biscuit to each
man. Their weapons were lances and cross-
bows. The soldiery and many others wore
heavy armor. There were no hunters, no arti-
sans, no guides.

Fiftcen days they traveled northward with-
out secing a soul except themselves. The only
extra food they found was the spadex of the pal-
metto. Day in and day out Narvacz ordered
Doran in the lead—at the very point of the
column, and had it not been for his Irish'sense
?‘I humer he could not have stood up under the

"Bastos he said one day, “did you ever
sympatlnze with a needle that a woman uses?”

“What mean you, sir?” countered the puz-
zled soldier.

“Nothing, except that I am the point of the
needle. A few days more of this and my front
shall be womn off to my back-bone.

“It is true thou hast lost much we:ght »

“Oh well, ghis is adventure, and I stole
aboard the flagship to find adventure. I
daren’t losc courage-in two weel

At the end of the first fortnight they were a
ragged and desperate procession. Their shoes
were worn off, their fect barc and blecding.
Heavy armor gouged into the flesh so that some
groancd from raw pain. Many would have de-
serted and sought the sea, but they did not
know where it was, nor how far off. On the
fifteenth day they reached a river and when the
sick and sore refused to cross, Narvaez and his
noblemen went among them with whips, lash-
ing and driving.

No sooner were they across, however, than
they came upon a large party of Indians. The
Spaniards siezed four for hostages and com-
pelled them to lead the company to their vil-
lage, which proved to be a small collection of
grass huts with a patch of com. hungry
horde went through the field like 2 devouring
swarm of locusts.
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!emupacrytobeled to the sea
De Vaca, Andy and others
arvw to heed them, and events might
ive t.\lrned out differently had he done so, but
in going among the Indians exhibiting the four
nuggets be found an old man who recos
the stuff. Pointing toward the northwest the
patriazrch spoke a single word many times—

“Apalachen, A

The Spaniards forgot their misery, the fear
that they were lost. In their new excitement
they threw away parts of armor, ts bun-
dles of trade goods into the brush, lightened
themselves for the race to the city of gold.
Again Doran, who had learned caution from his
ht.her, protested to Narvaez, only to be re-

:mdt.h

“Attend to thy own affairs as trail-breaker,”
the leader snarled “I do not need advice from
a northern pj

Andy‘ snl.ung his wiry black pony, spat sav-
agely in L and rode away.

The Spaniards plunged into the journey.
Within a day or two they were in a thick dark
forest of great trees where they must clamber
over windfalls and go around frequent lagoons.
Fortunately l.he'y found plenty of young water-
fowl for food. ey talked of nothing but gold,
thought of nothmg—exoept Doran, Enriques,
the clerk, and Estevanico, the Moor. They
gave attention to learning the Indian language.

One night Narvaez and Andy, officer of the
day, walked together among the groups about
the ocooking fires on inspection. They came
upon men tearing up shirts and blankets and
sewing them into bags for the gold that was to
be found, and they saw others gambling for this
same gold, using knives and trinkets for pawns
and gamhlmg by weight. Narvaez laughed.

“'Twill be 2 laugh on the other side, an no
gold is found,” said Andy.

“Gold will be found, never lﬁan It must be
found. I've got to ﬁnd it. Fof years in Cuba,
in Trinidad, have I searched for it and never
found, but now it must be at Apalachen or—I
shall never return to Spain. By the saints, it
will be there.”

It was as if he were trying to make the gold
be there by his will power.

On they went, singing, cursing, half-starving—
unu] the four lndmn hostages said they no

ecognized the country and the company
(:nled to ﬁnd Apalachen; then a change came
over them. At first a2 numbing fear took hold
and their pace slowed down.. The deep dark
forest oppressed them. They began to ques-
tion one another. with hollow, ious eyes.
They forgot about gold and sank i lassi-
tude, moving forward only because instifi€t for-
bade them to stop. Th t on and on like
silent and w cely speaking
above a whisper in this t t gloom.

Two men kept their brains keen—Doran and

]

Narvm The govcrnor knew but two m)rds
To

and
he quit lashing the sick and the wea.khnp of
rnormngs prdemng to let them remain be-
hind. But Doran had the sort of courage that
never bent from humanity; he took it upon
himself to lash the ds into wlmnn
rather than to let them die alone.

On the thirtieth of June the company
reached a river, and again the people refused
to cross. Again, in the extremity, Indians ap-

peared. Thev sald that Apalachen was but
nine days distant. The Spaniards forgot their
lassitude, straightened up like hungry men at
sight of a laden table; they felt the gold on their
palms once again. In their pell-mell rush to
get across the stream the first loss of life oc-
curred—a dragoon and his horse were drowned.
The Spa".lzu'd.s ate the horse for supper.

Thei. s reviyed. The," began to throw
away of what mcy bad Ieft—mamly tools, such
as a hand-forge, sledge, saws. The day came
when men sobbed cver this. It was a race be-
tween mad beings. Gold! Goldl Apalachen
but nine days off.

The Spaniards made it in eight days, less
time than the Indians required.

On the cighth of July, two days short of one
year from the time they sailed from Spain, they
came suddenly upon their dreamed-of city of
gold. Doran and Estevanico went ahead, while
the company waited, not knowing it was the
place. The two, advannng while Indian
women, old men and children gave back in fear
at the strange men astride stranger anis
counted no fewer than forty grass houses, some
large enough to house a score of men.

“Dost thou observe: there are no men?”
asked the Moor.

“Warriors? They are away, hut one of these
old men will answer our pu:

The women and children were able to get
out of the way but onc old man was unable to
run. Doran overtook him and addressed him.

“O great chief,” he said in the simple tongue
he had acq\med “we would be told the name
of your village.

“Apalachm » the old man replled

Estevanico instantly spurred his horse toward
the wailing Spaniards and began to shout at
the top of his voice:

‘““Apalachen! Apalachen!”

The company abandoned reason along with

packs, arms, surplus clothing, and rushed into
the houses, through the streets, plunged into
lagoons and swept up handfuls of sand, d
hither and thither.

Andy felt the madness seize him but he held
himself in check by remembering that he would
be accorded his share even if he did not pick
up & single palmful of the glittering metal.
He held staunchly on to the old man so that
they would have at least one hostage in case
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oih?ltta\:k‘ Cabeza de Vaca joined him after a
while.
“Didst thou ever scc such madness, Andee?”
he asked. ““Sec them pawing in the sand!”
“Has a speckle of goﬁ‘l been found?”
“Figuroa but told me that were he to make
2 bag out of the eyelid of a duck it would yet
be too large for all the gold in Apalachen. Lad,
the devil is to pay.”
“And no gold to pay with.”

THE Indian warriors returned and

attacked within an hour. Andy put

his armored men to the fore and

ve them back, not because the Spanish sol-

diers knew how 1o fight, but because their

armor could not be pierced by the arrows and

the savages were afraid of men who kept on
advancing after being hit.

They attacked again the next day and burned
the village, and they kept up their attacks day
after day, but Narvaez, the implacable, held
on and scnt out party after party to search for
gold, because the old cacigue, whom Doran had
held, said that Apalachen was a province as
well 'as a town and extended nonhward even
to great mounnms

Time and again the explorers mumed with
the same report, “No gold.”” On the evening
of the twenty-fourth day in Apalachen the
party which had gone farthest and made the
most detailed search returned to say that they
had not found a fleck of gold. Naryaez as-
sembled the company. He looked them over in
silence for a moment, then—

“No gold,” he sald and by the very saying
of it he scemed to become an old and broken
man, “Captain Donntu, he went on with-
o\lt stt “‘repcat again what the cacigue told

“About Apalachen?”

“Nay. About the sca.”

“Little cnough, Excellency.” Doran was
one of the few who still honored the leader with
this form of address. “He tells me that south
of here, or a little west, nine days distant is a
village named Aute and beyond that, he knows
not, how far, the sea.”

“Captain Dorantes,” the governor continued
in a subdued and pleading voice, “you led us
hither under compulsion, and werc a good
leader. Will you lead us to the fleet by favor?”

Doran was swept off his feet for a sccond by
this surpi request but he responded at
once positively, for his mind had journcyed to
the sea many times and his opinions were
rea

“I'will, an_we can start at once, and I may
have fu!l 'suthority.”

any man object?” asked Narvacz.

"No' Nol” dle people cried. “Doranus,
thun Andee.

So it came about that the next morning An-
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drew Doran found himself at the head of a mov-
ing column, responsible for reaching salt
waler.

The horses were given to the sick. Indians
attacked every day. -Andy put his few armored
men on the fringe of the column and again the
armor saved them, for arrows that would pene-
trate through trees a hand’s span in thickness
would no morc than dent the armor. The In-
dians feared to pass this fringe of steel men.

On and on they went, gold forgotten, their
minds busy with ships and a phrase—‘vanish
from the earth like smoke.” If their journey
northward was one of lassitude and hopeless-
ness at times, every day southward was a jour-
ney of fear and despair and death—for graves
were left at every camping-place.

By day snakes pended from the hairy moss
of dripping trees, their forked tongues flashing
poisonously. c sun never penetrated to the
forest rot under their naked feet. Slime lay on
the water they drank. At night wild ammls
prowled and screamed, the feverish cried out in
delirium.  And some asserted that the ghosts
of the dead walked with them through the twi-
light shade, refusing to be left alone in the hell-
ish land.

At last, somehow, they arrived at Aute—to
find it in ashes, burn by the Indians to foil
the strangers. There was plenty of squash and
maize, but the next day the Indians drove them
on. They straggled throughout the day, in a
final spurt, and reached a river. This had in-
lets and sluggish water, indicating that the sea
was not far beyond.

The company was at the end of its tether.
Every man was wounded or sick. On the shore,
by an oyster-bed, the Spaniards gave up; they
could go no farther. ley simply lay .down
and quit. Three men died almost at once; life
was at the lowest ebb. Even Andy, who had
not relaxed a moment heretofore, slept with

. the rest of them throughout the night, not even

putting out a guard.

When day came again it was plain to be
secn that they could go no farther. Not half
of them could have walked a league. Andy
mauled his brain to find some way out. When
he began o see a glimmer of light, de Vaca
addressed the supine crowd, recommen
that they resign themsclves to death.

“Nol” cried Andy. “Are you weaklings,
cowards"’ He literally was the only man
among them on his fect—a gaunt reminder of
himsclf, sandy hair and beard long, barefooted,
in rags. “We are near the sca. We must go
on. We will go on!”

“How?"” asked de Vaca conlcmplously

"Buﬂd a fleet of barges!

“How?
“How? An y paniards had had my
father to tell you, he told me, of a belly

pinched by hunger, of makeshifts and ingenuity
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mmrmngasowswwsdk,you would not lie
on your backs and ask how.

“We have no tools, no lurge
Th’l"he end of evel seemed to be at hand.

Andy. His eye dunua to fall upon the man
‘who had lllwwn away their hand-forge and
his tempe
“Murderer"’ he shouted, pointing an accus-

ing finger.

‘The man turned over on his face weakly and
began to sob.

“You blatherskite of a bloated nobl g
Andy flung at de Vaca, “is there not a man
among you?”

The sobbing man sat up suddenly, a queer
expression on his face.

“I can burn charcoal,” he said.

Andy was contrite on the instant. He patted
l.he man’s shoulder.

“You can redeem yourself,” said he.
for the forge.” He looked around.

“I1 am_a ship’s carpenter, as you know,” said
another man, sitting up and speaking doubt-
fully. “I mxght make a bellows of reeds and
sticks and skins.

“The fleet is built!” Andy declared.

“Now

HE IMMEDIATELY assigned men to
various tasks, though most of the com-

never turned a hand at
useful employment and did not know how to
work. He ordered the noblemen, othcrwise
useless, to care for the sick, threatening to kill
with his bare hands any man who refused.
None refused. The horsemen he appointed
food-getters, directing them to raid Aute for
maize and sqt es, and some footmen he set
to gathering oysters. But as to artisans, not
more than twenty men were found who showed
the sl.lghlst ability to wield a hammer or a

draw-|

When the forge—a hairy thing what with
the untanned hides—was finished, Andy made
the first tool, 2 hammer. He pounded red-hot
stirrup irons around the end of a stick with a
stone until there was a knob of iron on a handle.
With this he shaped a hammer, and with the
hammer he made other basic tools, so that soon
several were working on hand-axes, draw-
knives, crude saws, all made from scraps of
armor, metal from the cross-bows, their
spurs.  Every sliver of metal was saved for
nails,

With these crude tools small trees were flat-
tened on two sides and made to fit together
for the bottoms and sides of the barges.

It was a struggle for existence with ingenuity
as the key. Each day some man went to Andy
with an idea. A Greek named Teodoro, who
had stolen aboard as had the Irishman, sug-
gested palmetto fiber and pitch from the resin-
ous trees for oakum calking. Another spoke
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of using the horse legs—Andy was having a
horse killed every three days for food—for water-
. Doran thereafter had the legs skinned,
leaving on the hoof, and flayed the hides. Andy
himself thought “of having noblemen
braid the manes and tails into rope for

All did not go well. Men died constantly,
and once ten were killed by Indians at the
oyster-bed with the others Ioolung on help-
lessly because they no longer had weapons, the
cross-bows having been robbed of the metal.
Always they were hungry. The score who
worked on the barges kept at it from daylight
to dark, then by the light of fires until they fell

leep at their tasks and others dragged them
aside out of the way. Everything was make-
shift; everything was used. The pouchs made
to carry gold in from Apalachen An
filled with corn, ravaged from the fields of Aute
Oars were made of juniper saplings and sails of
their shirts.

Finally on the third of October five barges,
each twenty-two elbow-lengths long, were
launched. Most of the company felt them-
selves already saved so great was the fecling of
victory in having made a fleet from nothing.
But this optimism was dampened when Nar-
vacz assembled them for orders. He was
scarcely able to stand, even with one hand on a.
tree trunk, and he aroused pity in their hearts
by his aged feebleness.

“My people,” he began in a quavering voice,
“we owe Captain Dorantes our thanks—more
than that, and I salute him—I have here infor-
mation which I shall give you so that should
any of us survive it can be carried to the ear of
the king.” He referred to a scrap of white
bark covered with charcoal marks. “The
pilots swear that since leaving the fleet in
Florida we have traveled two hundred eighty
lcagues, morc or less. at is a far way
o comc not to arrive at a profitable destina-
tion. Of the three hundred who started on
land, two hundred fifty-one are yet living.
The others have perished. I shall now appoint
commandels for the barges and assign the com-
panics.”

To himself he gave forty-nine men, and the
same number to Fray Saurez and Alonso En-
riques, the purser; to Captains Tellez and Pena-
losa, forty-seven men; to de Vaca and Alonso

de Solez, an inspector, forty-nine men;and to
Doran and Castillo, forty-eight.

‘The following momning they went aboard.
When the bags of corn, the two hundred forty
horse legs filled with fresh -water, and their
clothing had been placed among the companies
the sides of the barges were but one hand’s
span above the water.

“The ships! The ships!” the people shouted
when the boats were pushed off. “We have
won.”
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CHAPTER V
‘VANISHING LIKE SMOKE

FOR seven days the barges were sailed and
Jed in waist-deep water, then they
reached the open sca. Here they made a fatal
mistake by turning westward instead of to the
east—westward, because in that direction they
belicved Panuco to be, and the fleet there wait-

ing for them.

For thirty days and more they held their way
westward, hugging the coast, not daring to
venture into deep water because of their frail
craft.” Always their eyes were strained to see
the tops of masts sticking above the trees in
some inlet, which would be their flect awaiting
them. Storms were frequent. At first the In-
dians they found were low-lived, dim-minded
creatures” flitting under damp live-oaks, so
poor and ignorant that they had no supplies of
food even for themselves. Then the horse legs
rotted and spilled the fresh water. But by the
time this happened the character of the In-
dians had changed, had become fierce, so that
when they nwmpted to go ashore for fresh
water they were driven off. Storms also pre-
vented them landing

On onc occasion they went six days without
water and five men died from drinking out of
the sea. Cold rains began to drift across the
land and water, from low gray clouds, and all
the food they had to warm.their blood was un-
parched com. To live was worse than to dic.

When the rains stopped cold northers began
1o blow. In the midst of thesc, their tongues
black from three days’ thirst, they sailed into
a current of fresh muddy water that flowed
into the sca from the north. (This was the
Mississippi at the mouth, scen for the first time
by Europeans, for de Soto of course had not yet
discovered it. us the Narvacz cxpedition
really discovered this river, though de Soto,
coming later, has the crcdim)

They plunged into it with the barges, in the
continuance of their journey west, but soon
found that it was a mighty stream, sceming to
move like a never-ending tide from out of a con-
tinent. They sui that the country from
which it came must be as large, or larger, than
the whole of Spain!

Within an hour after entering the stream it
became apparent that they could not cross it
‘without danger and trouble, for the bargés were
being carried out to sea. Doran, always morc
alive to the situation than the chilled and hope-
less Spaniards, rose in his vessel and called to
the others—

“We h:d best turn back. else we will be

"le ” spoke Narvaez feebly from nearby.
“We must keep on toward Panuco. We must
cross or we are lost.”
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“Panuco! Go on! Cross! Panuco!” called
many voices.

“But we are being carried away from land,”
Andy countered. “The barges with the weaker
oarsmen arc unable to oombal the current.
We will be washed apa;

But the crews were for beating ahead, and
Andy, realizing that after all they mlghl as
well be scparate as to remain where they were,
broke off his protest. He hoped it would at
least serve as a warning for the barges to do
their uttermost to cling together in a fairly
compact gréup.

‘Throughout the day they kept pulling to the
west to get across the stream, but steadily the
mighty volume of water dragged them and
manhandled them and worked them out from
land toward thc open water. By night no
barge was within two hundred yards of
another.

On the second day Lhey became more widely
separated. Once in curiosity, Andy paid the
lead-line over the side to test the depth of the
current. He paid out thirty fathoms and failed
to touch bottom. The men were amazed and
even frightened, as men are when they realize
that bottomless water is beneath them. Then
Andy discovered that the lead was being car-
ried down-stream by the current, and they
knew they could not tell how decp the water
was. But without doubt it was swift.

By the cvening of the third day of this kill-
ing contest to break through the clutching bar-
rier it was evident that the barges would be en-
tirely scparated. They called out from one to
another as best they could to go it on their own
and get across somchow then continue west-
ward, working gradually back to the coast—
for now they were milcs from land.

In the watery sunset of that evening the
farthest barge was but a dim gray speck on the
high waves, from Doran’s craft. It scemed, in-
deed, that they were vanishing like smoke.
By daylight of the fourth day, Andy found
himself on the western edge of the current—
across at last, but not one of the other barges
was in sight :mywhcre An off-shore wind
sct in over night. Andy believed there was one
barge, that of de Vaca, bemeen him and the
shore, but he could not see

“They are all lost,” Casullo declared mourn-
fully. “A \nury grave.”

“Wh; you that?” Andy- demanded.
“Bcc:nusc we can’t sec them? Neither can the,
sce us, but we are not lost. An we push or
west we all shall meet again, if not at Panuco,
at least somewhere on the coast.”

Castillo shook his head so dolefully that
Figuroa, the big sailor, laughed outright.
They, with sail and oars, worked westward, try-
ing at the same time to make it back toward
the land, now far to the north. On this fourth
day gray clouds came on again, the seasczpe
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turned gray and wickedly wild, and cold rain
sct in afresh,

‘Through two days of this they fought their
way, never sighting another barge. Then on
the thirty-seventh day after turning westward
from the inlet where the craft had been built,
now toward the last of November, they
to the point where only thrce men were able to
help navigate. These three were Doran, Cas-
tillo and Figuroa. And they were on their last
legs. In desperation they'sct the rag of a sail,
turned the barge’s nose into the oncoming
breakers and let the northeast wind drift them
to the west and southwest.

“If we lct her go we'll get somewhere,”
Andy decided. “In this way one of us can
steer while the other two get some rest.”

“ ‘somewhere’ is the bottom,” Castillo
shivered; “This cold! It makes my blood as
cold as the fishes. Why man will try“to go on
living is a mystery to rnc

“IUs the man in you,” Andy reforted. “Die
fighting, Alonso. That is the glorious end!
Hand me a handful of corn, an thou wilt, so
1 may feast and he down under the blanket of
the thick rain and sleep. Let us be cheerful.”

Andy chuckled at the absurdity.

“Thou nnbecdel“ exploded Castillo.
can you-laugh?”

Figuroa, the strong, laughed in ribald amuse-
ment at his captain.

For days they were blown westward, with
rain cternally drenching them, with the north
wind whipping their rags and cutting to their
entrails. Sometimes they were near the dark
and inhospitable shore, sometimes far off.
Twice they sighted a barge, or two different
barges, they could not be certain, on the gray-
green horizon to the south. They forgot to
count time, forgot even to lift overboard a dead
man who lay on his back in the bottom of the
barge, his mouth open to the rain, pools of
water in his sunken eyes.

Andy worked alone one night, shifting the
sail, trying to steer with an ocar, and tried to
figure out how long they had becn coming west
since leaving the river. He estimated that it
was ten days, but could not be certain. In the
midst of the vexation of trying to recall he was
startled by a new sound. Hastily he awakened
Castillo and Figuroa to ask if what he heard
sounded to them like surf. They said it did,
and when daylight arrived they saw the shore
very close. Morcover, just back of the line of
white foam, continually in a turmoil from the
great waves, stood a horde of Indians, watch-
ing and waiting.

The three able ones tried hard to keep the
craft offshore and were having success when
fate in the form of a great comber picked them
up and wiped them forward. They were help-
less. In a moment the barge was slammed down
on the sand, high and dry, with a loud crash:

“How
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The Indians stood petrified for one instant,
then galloped forwaldp;ellmg

CHAPTER VI
THE ISLAND OF ILL-FATE

'HE siant roller that cast Doran upon the
also beached de Vaca, but two
leagues or so farther back on the coast to the
northeast. The leader immediately sent his
strongest man to climb a tree for a glimpse of
the country. When Oviedo ret: he re-
ported that he saw Indians approaching. The
paniards were too cold and weary to care.
Oviedo explained that they were on an island—
pmhably Galveston Island—a few leagues long
and one wide, and that a narrow ribbon of
water separated them from the main land.

The savages appeared presently. There
were only a few and they were alarmed, but
‘when they saw that the voyagers were emaci-
ated and sick lhcy came forward—a stupid and
bnml set, so0 low in the scalc of humanity that

had no weapons nor clothes. But they
oﬂ’em‘l to bring food, angl set out at once, prom-
ising to return bc(orc nightfall.

Somewhat cheered, the Spaniards decided to
launch the barge be ready to continue as
soon as food was‘zronght De Vaca ordered

ry man to strip, put his clothing aboa
am‘] lend a shoulder to get the craft off the stnd

“But Excellency,” protested Oviedo, who,
though the strongest, was the greatest gmrnb—
ler among them, “this wind will nip at our skins
like the teeth of a squirrel.”

“But our garments have dried in this wind,
and when the barge is aflodt we can put them
on again. Off with them, men! Let us have
the task finished.”

Every man naked, they worked at the heavy
craft for an hour, and at last had the satisfac-
tion of seeing it float. A few scrambled al
with the clothing while othets waded and
pushed. Then in the midst of this success a big
wave upset them and the barge went down
with two men and all the clothing.

The scrubby mesquite brush offered no shel-
ter. No one knew how to build a fire. The
keen norther chilled them so that their back
and stomach muscles jerked spasmodically.
For thé sake of some protection, it occurred to
Estevanico, who was the most ingenious of
them all, to dig individual pits in the sand to
lie in. And here they laid and shivered until
almost night, until the Indians approached with
gourds in, their hands.

The savages looked all about and could see
no one, but they kept coming, their faces ex-
pressing surprize at the disappearance of the
voyagers. At this point one of the Spaniards
called out that the Indians were back and the
thirty-five bearded, naked and wild-looking
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men rose to their feet as one. The appanuon
was too much for the natives, who dropped
S*The Spaziaris 1 ating
lost no time in f: upon
tbe , which contained the meat of ruffs
cooked with roots, and the Indians, seeing
they were only hungry humans, returned
tevanico explained to them the best he could—
be was ever glib—about the loss of the barge,
the clothing and the two men, whereupon the
savages all sat down upon the ground and be-
gan to weep and wail. For a half-hour they
kept this up, then broke off abruptly at a signal
from their chief. Having thus paid their
proper respects, the chief stood two of his men
beside each voyager, and those Indians who
&m left over mnf back into the brush. When
ey were out of sight, the remaining hosts
smedtheSpanuldsbylhemnsm began
running, every two Indians supporting a man
between them. A little way into the brush and
t.he'y stw a big fire ahead.
mean to roast and eat us,” Oviedo
cmsd out affrightedly.

“We shall at least get warm then,” shouted
de Vaca as he was swept along over the ground
in eight-foot strides.

And the Spaniards, thus henn.ened made an
effort to increase their pacel

Arrived at the blaze the Indians sat their
guests down around it in a circle and explained
to Estevanivo that the fire had been built to
keep the naked ones from freezing on the way
to the village. The Spaniards literally wept in
relief. When they had warmed, the Indians
helped them on the way, and they stopped at
four more big fires be[ore reaching a village,
where they were put in a big grass hut and
given food and fuel.

For scveral days they remained here without
heart to examine their surroundings, or strength
to make any sort of effort, but on-a day that de
Vaca calculated must be near the last of No-
vember the leader observed a savage with a
sheath knife, and leaming upon inquiry that
none of his party had presented it, the whole
of them took a mew interest in life, believing
that other Spaniards were near. They flocked
around the Indian and he told them that men
like themselves were then approaching. De
Vaca and all his group sét forth at once and
had not gone far when they met Doran and
Castillo with forty-three men, so that alto-
gether they numbcred eighty.

Those who had clothing d.|v1ded with the
naked ones. Each group learned that the other
knew nothing of the remaining barges. Doran

ed that when they were beached the
Indians saw how near death they were and
helped the Spaniards to their village and fc
them. The day before Doran’s party had
learned that other white men were near-by
and had set out to find them. In the end the
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two parties decided to return to the place where
Andy’s barge lay, launch it, and send the abler
men on to Panuco for help. They still con-
tended that Panuco was along that coast and
believed, since they had come so far, it

not be mndl fan.her The entire day was spent

in going to the place, the stronger g the
sick on their backs through the deep sand and
thorny mesquite scrub, and when they arrived

it was to find the ba.tge split from stem to stern
and beyond repair. Thus balked and there
being nothing else to do, they all returned to
the vd]age where de Vaca and his party had

The talk now turned to sending a small party
south but no one'was willing to go except Andy

Figuroa.
They thriftily traded beads, a few trinkets,
and some cven let their knives go for food, but
what they received—and the Indians had no
other—was nothing but roots and bony fish so
that day by day the sick died from starvation
and exhaustion. At the end of two weeks they
counted themselves and found that forty, just
half, had died. The same day the’Indians said
that they had no more food to give them, which
was too obviously true. The Indians were
dying These two facts drove them to
action. Three men voluntecred to go with
Figuroa to find Panuco, and Doran remained
to care for the sick.

However, after the four had departed, the
remaining thirty-six concluded that they could
not stay together for the stronger to care for
the weak because they could not get food. The
Indians advised them to distribute themselves
among the family groups on the mainland,
where roots were more plentiful. This advice
they followed, bidding one another farewell—
after agreeing to mect on this island of Ill-
Fate, as they named it, in the Spring—and sct
out by ones and twos.

OF THEM all, Doran went the farthest
south on the mainland, and joined a
family group consisting of a dozen men,
their wives, and a score of children. They had
heard of the many strangers, but when they
learned, through inter-family gossiping, that
many had dicd and the others were scattered,
their first kindliness changed to cruelty and
they drove Andrew lo actual slavery. l'lls
work was to dig roots from the salt water in
the low places, and to catch small fish in the
reedy channels. His hands and feet soon be-
came lacerated by the sharp grasses so that
they grew swollen and seeped blood from one
day’s cnd to the other. Andy attempted re-
bellion to avoid such agony, but the only result
was that Glott, the family head, and his brutal
warriors drove him to the work with sticks.
The roots gave out in February and a period
of starvation set in. Necessities of life would
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not be easily obtained until birds’ nests, then
berries, came in April. Andg’oexpecv.ing that
I\elp might arrive any t m Panuco and
fearing he would be left behind, tried to escape
several times, but his every move was watched
and he did not even get away from the camp
in the first attempts.

The Indians were so low in the scale of hu-
mamty that they sacrificed every girl baby to
keep it from falling into the hands of enemies
and thus bearing more enemies. Their own
wives they captured from cnemy tribes. It
was of an early morning in the midst of one of
these sacrificial ceremonies that Andy saw an
opportunity and fled.

He went straight toward the coast, and at
tide-water turned northward toward the
Island of Ill-Fate. The Indians evidently
knew he would do this, for Andy suddenly

found them confronting him, having cut across .

the hypotenuse of the right angle he formed in
his flight. Chicf Glott dragged him back to
the , sometimes actually by the hair of
his head, and the wholetribe bat him with clubs.

Warm weather arriv degrees—Spring
with its carpet of scarlet and yeﬂow and pnrple
flowers like a gay woman appearing in a
room. Andy grew morc uneasy cach day for
fear the Spaniards would gather on the island
and go on without him; at nights he dreamed
that a ship had come and was sailing away with
him standing alone on the shore. His nerves
became ragged, and he resolved on another
break for freedom.

The second ntempt ‘was more discouraging
than the first, for men of another tribe stoj ri)ped
him and sent for Glott. That chicf an
men, instead of prodding him back to the vil-
lage, walked beside him and made merry in
their watery gutturals. Their geniality was a
threat, Andy felt; he smelled a brew of un-
usual cruelty.

Back at the encampment, Glott, with much
ado, graciously brought him a gou:d of water
to drink, as if he werec an honored guest.
Andy thought of poison as the vessel was ex-
tended to him, and in the same instant he saw,
from the tail of his eye, a man squat behind
him. As Glott put the gourd into his hands he
shoved backward quickly and with force.

was tripped over the squatting man and
landed flat on his back. The Indians roared;
it was their idea of a joke. But there was more
to it than that. In a second a half dozen were
on top of him. They -cagled him, sitting
on his legs and arms, and Glott sat on his chest.

The chief plucked Doran’s beard, hair by
hair, from the entire right side of his lace

en the torture was completed they let
him up. His face was swollen an
but hls blue eyes glinted as of old. He deh'ber-
ately spat in the chief’s face and kicked him
in the stomach, all at once.
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‘They held him down again and plucked the
left side of his face, hair by hair. He did not
tise this time, but lay on the ground in such
exhaustion that he seemed to be dead.

W'hen the men left, an old woman, for whom

carried water often, came and
balthed Ius bloody face and massaged it with
salve.

The Indians may have thought they could
break a white man’s spirit; they did not know
the race that seemed born to venture over the
world. Andy meant to escape, was more de-
termined now than ever, and he bided his time.

Preceding the season of blackberries, came
the time of living on eggs from birds’ nests and
tender shrubs boiled in water. Andy ate of this
rich food and conserved his strength. The hard
work had given him endurance. He was not so
he-vy as Glott, but he was wiry and strong.

c day, a short time before the berries
should be ripe, the tribe was making a syste-
matic search of a grassy slough near the sea-
shore for birds’ nests. Andy kept working his
way farther and farther to one side and rear of
the others in the grass, watching for a
chance (o go. Presently he began to nourish
a real hope of making a run for it and getting
away to the north and the island where the
others might sull Then, when he would
have been gone in a moment more, Glott raised
up out of the grass at his very side and grinned.

“Comc with me, slave,” he said mockingly.
“There is something to fill the eyes of a slave
‘who would escape from his masters.’

ANDY followed, resolved to kill the
men if an opportunity offered. The
Indian led toward the shore, leaving
the others at the tasking of getting their dinner.
‘Within a mile or so the two passed through a
fringe of reeds and mesquite brush and abruptly
came out to the sandy shore.

‘There before them lay the wreck of a barge.
Andy ran to it. The craft was more completely
wrecked than his had been; some of the tim-
bers were missing. But sufficient was left for
him to know, by the wood and workmanship,
that it was the barge of Tellez and Penalosa.
Ready at hand when the inspection was fin-
ished, Glott touched Andy’s arm and pointed
buk toward the fringe of brush, off to the

Suttered about were human bones, and just
beyond them, set in a ha].f-qrcle, were human
skulls on short sticks driven into the ground.

“One, two, three—” Andy’s shocked mind
counted them. Forty-nine, the number that
had been aboard that barge, Forty-nine grin-
ning brown skulls.

“Come,” said Glott. He led to the very
center of the half-circle and set another short
suck into the sand. “For the skull of a slave,”

he said, “if the slave should try to leave us
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again.” He tapped Andy’s head with his fin-
gers. “We will put it here for the dead to
laugh at. See how they laugh with their
mouths full of teethl”

“Glott,” said Andy quietly, “I am going to
kill you.”

The Indian stiffened, and chuckled. He was
ready. Like animals ready to battle, they
read death in each other’s eyes, that were kin
to the soulless eyes of wolves. Neither was
armed. The'y began to circle about each other,

vantage.

Doran set his thoughts on one purpose.
That was to get behind his enemy, lift him from
the ground and throw him down. He had in
mind just how he would do—sieze the man’s

hair with his right hand, and with his left arm
and left knee him at the crotch and get
him off his feet.

The Indian forced the offensive with confi-
dence in his greater bulk. ~Andy, lighter on his
feet, evaded. Back and forth and around and
around they darted, tearing up the sand. An
impalpable dust rose to smother them; sweat
ran down their naked bodies in streams. Andy
centered his mind upon a preliminary task,
which was to sieze onc of the chief’s arms and
;erk him off his balance so that he could leap

behind.

Twnoe he succeeded in getting the Indian’s

right wrist, but the grip slipy because of
perspnrauon Then an unexpected thing hap-
pened. The Indian tripj Doran, and be-
forc Andy caught his balance the savage had
him in a hug. The great arms began to bend
his ribs, to force his breath out, to crush him.
He began to gasp, then he wilted, turned limp.
Glott’s strong arms relaxed, just barely re-
laxed. Perhaps he meant to change to the
throat. On the instant Andy’s sweat-slick
body slid downward. He darted under Glott's
right arm and was behind the Indian. The
hair grip, hand and knee at crotch, a lift and
shove, and the Indian was on his hcc Doran
landed with his knees along the-savage’s spine,
and at the same time he transferred his left
hand to thc Indian’s hair and his right under
the chin his elbow on the chicf’s right
shouldcr

For a space they were like two straining
sculptured figures, the lower one writhing in
dath agony while its head came back and
back. After the neck cracked there was no-
thing but dead silence.

Andy left his encmy there for the skulls to
grin at and started north for the island of
Ill-Fate,

Arriving at the rendezvous the following day
he found fourteen of his companions. ese
accounted by word of mouth for all the others
of the thirty-six, except—

“Rodriguez and his ﬁve,” Cutlllo reminded.

“I shrink at telling you,” Cabeza de Vaca
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id, and grimaced in disgust. “In the cold
ol’ last Winter Rodriguez came to me. His

was gois He confessed that as his
companeros died one by one they ate the bodies,
and at last only he was left, and there being
noonetouth.\m he came to me. That
night he kil hmelfandlgaveh:mad«.—
cent Christian burial.”

The question now arose as to what l.h:y
should do. Doran held that they should
start south at once by land, since if they re-
mained here they would die as Lhe others had
done. He told of the third wrecked barge
and of Tellez and Penalosa and their com-

ions.

“Fifteen of us left from three barges,” he
concluded. “No doubt Narvaez and Saurez
failed to reach Panuco, or a ship would have

come to us.”

“But we can not go southward by land,”
Castillo declared. “Hast thou not observed
the feet of de Vaca and Oviedo, Captain
Andee? Poisoned by dipping roots in the
water and swollen so they ean not walk a
league.”
“For chivalry’s sake you insist on staying
with us,” de Vaca broke in, “but we shall die
for we need medical aid and must depend on
K:u reaching Panuco—which Figuroa must

ve failed alsorto do—to send it.”

“But we can’t south,” Castillo insisted.
“ *Tis better to wait for help if we wait even
another year. Every one of us has had to

escape from our Indians, and they will either
capture us or kill us on the road. Better for
us to return to them.”

“And be slaves!” Andy snorted. “Eat
birds” and grass the rest of our lives?
Alonso, thou wert ever an easy-going youth.”

Castillo was voted down at once. Thirteen
agreed to go down the coast. Democratically
they chose Doran as the leader, he being the
strongest among them, and as a parting gift
Cabeza de Vaca presented him with a heavy
steel sheath knife, silver mounted. It was the
only one left among the Spaniards. It was a
sad farewell, for none cxpected to see cither
de Vaca or Oviedo again, and they knew that
not all of the thirtcen would be lucky enough to
reach Panuco, for some of them were very fecble.

The next day they took their departure, go-
ing inland to avoid the Indians, known to be
near the coast eating eggs and waiting for the
berrics to turn.

The first three days of travel they saw no
Indians, but other trouble developed. Four
of the fecbler oncs grew too weak to travel.
It was obvious the others could not carry them.
The four generously urged that the others go
on, saying that they would smrch out Indian
familics for themselves. This was agreed to
partly, Doran insisting he would agst
the Indians to care for them.
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The fourth mormng Andy set off alone to-
ward the coast to find a family, one
cnough 0 as not to be a hindrance to the others
in oommumg the journey. But none were-to

not see a throughout the
forenoon. At noon he observed a great smoke
where he had left the party and thinking it a
signal for his return he hurried back.

No living men awaited him. In the smok-
ing fire were ten bodies, indistinguishable ex-
cept that they were Spaniards. had left
twelve, so two must have escaped or been taken
captive. For two days he searched in hope
of finding these, but failing he set his face
grimly toward the south.

Day after day, under the white sun, naked,
with long, braided hair and smooth, stem
countenance lighted by unflinching blue eyes,
he kept on, sometimes hidden in the swelter-

sometimes sdhoneucd agamst the
sky on a rise of land, like some solitary
ordial man wandering alone after a muclym
had destroyed his woman and their offspring.

CHAPTER VI
THE END OF THE WORLD.

THE barges of Narvaez and Saurez, when the
little flect was torn asunder by the

river of fresh water in November, hugge

coast and continued the journey as the othus
had done. But more men in these two vessels
were able to handle the oars and sails, so that
they made greater speed and succeeded in get-
ting much farther south than the Island of Ill-
Fate. Eventually, however, Saurez was cast
upon the shore on the northern lip of a great
gny Historians belicve this was San Antonio

ay, T

Narvw, not far behind, entered the bay
and left his company in a blg pecan grove and
returned for others. He reached the
stranded ones in the evening, and that night
all slept on shore except the governor and two
men. The men were ill and Narvacz remained
aboard to care for them. The anchor was a
huge rock. In the night the line slipped off
it and when morning came the company saw
the barge, with the governor standing in it, far
out at sea.

‘Throughout the forenoon they watched, help-
less to give aid. Narvaez seemed helpless also,
for he made no effort to get the barge back to

and. Perhaps his oars were lost—or the span

of life had alrmdy grown too long for him
under ppointment. The people
stood with fam turned to the sea until noon,
when the barge disappeared in the haze of
the horizon, Narvaez still standing and Jook-
ing toward the shore. He was not seen a

The companies, now under comman of
Pantoja, went into Winter camp on the bay.
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No Indians were about, so that théy had to
depend wholly on their own efforts for food.
This consisted principally. of fish—at first.

Here Pantoja met a fate that he could not

have thought of on that e sailed as cap-
tain of the flagship from His rule was
overbearing, and a man named Sotomayor

struck him with a club and killed him.

Soon the Spaniards were dying and the liv-
ing eating the dead. At last only Sotomayor
and Esquival were left. Then Sotomayer died
and when Esquival had eaten him, and there

““was no more food an Indian appeared, by

chance, and Esquival went away with him.
In the tribe that they joined qumval found
Figuroa, who told how, when he and his three
companions set out to find Panuco, one had
been killed by the Indians and the other two
had died of cold and exhaustion.

This tribe, ‘which Esquival joined, placed
heavy stress upon their . believing them
to be communications from the Great Spmt and
interpreting them accordingly. The first night
a woman dreamed that Esquival would slay
her r_hlldren, and when she told this the next
morning the Indians killed the Spaniard at
once. This left Figuroa the only survivor in
all that region.

Figuroa was big and strong and jovial and
for those reasons did about as he pleased among
the savages. He traveled from family to
family in search of his countrymen, and not
long after Doran’s companions had been killed
and burned the two met. Thus the story of
lhe olher two barges came to the Irishman.

“So,” Andy commented at the finish, as they
sat in the shade of a thin mesquite, ‘t.here are
but six of us left out of the three hundred.
And you know nothing of Panuco?”

Figuroa shook his head. “Why bother?
Life with these Indians isn’t so bad.”

Andy regarded him in amazement. “Why
bother! Great stars, man, doesn’t your heart
itch to get back to your own kind? To see
how the world is pegging along?”

The sailor cocked up one eye and grinned.

“The women make the living here,” he
smlrked “Why go back to work?”

“You —— you —— heathen! Well, I'll
tell you this, I'm going on and I'm going to
keep gom} till T can’t go any farther. I don’t
mean to ‘like smoke.’ I want to see
civilized pcople again. Come, Fig, aren’t you
a white man

“Yes, but—

“Let’s go then. Wc 've got a ‘knife apicce.
Are you afraid to try?”

“Afraid? Not I, but—"

“Prove it then!”

F)guma debated this and abruptly got to

“B — I ml.l Andec, an it’s thou ‘ask-
ing nt I'm’ ready.
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So they set out in a renewed search for the
settlement of Panucg. Soon, however, they
found that t.he food had given out—the ber-
ries and ne. They found scat-
tering Indians woj ‘west, lol]owmg the
tunas,” or prickly They told of how
each year they wentwestward unul about the
first cold moon—September—living on this
fruit, then returned to the coast for nuts. The
two travelers were forced by hunger to turn
westward also but ever and always they slanted
to the south; under the white sun of noon, in
the breeze cooled evenings and the sultry morn-
ings they kept elbowing to the southward.
By mid-Summer they reached a river Lhat

poured into another great bay—

Chnsu Bay—and kept on beyond it. In l.he
end there were no more Indians and little
fruit and then they reached the border of a
waste land.

Sand dunes- confronted them, yellow heaps

that were ever shifted by the winds, burying
trees and moving on by grains, and leaving
the trees free again months later. Sometimes
the dunes were high enough to cover the trees,
and onc of these Andy and Figuroa climbed
to survey the land. To the west was a dark
green forest of mesquite; to the east, thesea,
glinting under the sun far away; and to the
south, yellow dunes and dancing heat waves
and lonely whirlwinds that rose and twist
and died away—little symbols of life. A
desolate empty land scorched by white sun-
shine.
As they stood there debating, not with each
other but in their private hearts, about the
possibility of going on, an Indian appeared
from out of nowhere by -their su‘ls He
swept a naked brown arm out over the south-
ward and shook his head solemnly.

“Where dost this way lead, O dnef ” Andy
asked.

“To death,
the world that thou beholdest spread before

“Are people there?”

“Naught but thirsty ghos:s who have not
drunk for a thousand m

“And what lies beynnd O w:se man?”

“No wanderer hast returned to tell. Did
I not say that this is nunu, the end of the world?
‘Thou canst not go farther and live.”

CHAPTER VI
THE MEETING
'OW comes one of the most amazing phases
of this amazing adventure of the first
white men in the land that three hundred
geus later was made a part of the United

Doran turned back from nunw, the end of

white-skin. This is the end of -
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the world, and lived for five years with various
tribes of Indians—savages so low in the scale
of man that they had but little clothing, no
permanent homes, no agriculture, no pottery,
scarcely any religion, just rnost.ly superstitions
and vile and brutal practices. Indians who
had no thought that around the curve of the
globe were cities and civilization; who could
have no idea of the tragedy of a 'white man’s
life being snuffed out by their barbarous hands.

Andrew by forcc of circumstances became
a surgeon because he had a knife. He was
called Svss, or the Knife.

For five years he lived from tribe to tribe,
not knowing where the land went, nor scarcely
where he was on the face of the earth. How
would he have felt had he known that an un-
broken wilderness stretched through endless
leagues to Hudson Bay, to the Mackenzie River,
the Yukon River, to San Francisco Bay, all yet
nameless places upon the silent geography of
the western world!

Lost and alone, like a Mohammedan in a
Christian’s hell, he all but forgot his native
tongue and his adopted Spani He was a
shuttle flung back and forth by the seasonms.
In the carly Summer the red men moved west-
ward to live on the prickly pears; in the Fall
they -returned to the coast to live on pecans,
roots, fish, and on bjrds’ eggs and berries in
the Spnng Pacing the years, hopeless, like &
panther in a circus cage. In all these five
years he heard of but one survivor of the fleet,
a man referred to as the Trader, but who he
was Andy could not learn.

Then one Autumn day there came to the
tribe where he was an Indian chief from the
north to ask the white man’s service in he
the sick. Andy sat in the shade of a qu.mchc
trec naked, brown, sullen, wondering il
;lvmnld not be best to take a wife among l.hese

eat

“Oh, I'll go,” he answered the chief Listlessly.

“In my village, O mighty Suss, ar¢ two of
thy kind,” the chicf suggested.

Andy sprang upright, his bluc cyes glittering.

“Thou liest,” he said wickedly. “I will bend
your neck back unul it cracks. Who are they?
What are thy likei

“Look upon them with thine own eyes,”
the Indian evaded cunningly.

He wanted the Knife to go with him very
much.

By the hour the night birds ceased their
weird chant and the sky crimsoned in the east
the next morning, they were traveling north-
ward over the brown and empty country swift
as the shadows of flying eagles. ly a
word was spoken, for the chief’s son was sick
and the father had no breath to blow out on
idle chatter. And when they stopped at
springs to drink they were on the swing again
before water ceased to drop from t.hu.r chins.
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Many times in that swift jourmey Andy’s
hand found the knife in his girdle and felt of
the five little nicks in the back of the blade.
His calendar for five vears.

“Who are these of my kind?” he kept ask-
ing himself. “Who, oh, who?”

Before the rays of day were level across that
level land they came to a clutter of grass huts.
Doran’s heart pounded from excitement, hns
cyes hither and thither, searching,
ing, doubting, hoping. Then abruptly, stan.led
the expected ones rose from the shade of a hut.
and two and one they stared—Castillo and
Estevanico, and Doran.

Andy mumbled stupidly—

“The fire didn’t get you.”

“The Spaniards?” hoarsely questioned Cas-
tillo. “Panuco?”

Andy shook his head. Confusion was in his
mind. Through the day he had wondered
how this meeting would be, but he had not
forescen this stupidity and half-fearsomeness;
had not forecast that they would not embrace

in the Spanish way.

“Los bahee?” demanded Estevanico in Span-

|sh lnd Indun meaning “Those men?”

Doran answered, continuing in
thm tangus, “todos keet. anuma told me
de los—barges—brin—and he was—kill by—
by bakee de los Indios—over a woman at
nunu.”

“We three live,” said Castillo in awe. “And
—are you the Trader?”

Andy shook his head.

“Then we thrce and the Trader, whoever
he is, are left,” the Spaniard continued.

The Indian guide plucked at Doran’s arm.
It was the call of duty and he turned from his
re-found friends to a hut where, on the bare
ground, lay the sick boy. He knelt over the
swollen and blackened leg and began to blow
on it, his cyes and mind meantime keen upon
a diagnosis. Snake bite, he saw. He called
for boiled sea-water and when it was brought
he removed his knife and a little gourd vial
from his girdle and knelt again. -

Before the curious onlookers realized his in-
tention he cut away the spot of gangrene

. The lad cried out and quivered but
Andy soothed him with soft words while the
wound was permitted to bleed. Presently
he cleansed the place with water and applied
liquid from the vial—a styptic made of herbs.
The bleeding checked, Andy instructed the
family to kecp flies and other insects away and
to pour warm salt-water upon the sore four
times a day. Then he bent over the basin of
water with mysterious gestures and senseless

words.

“That is mummery,” he said to_Castillo
and Estevanico as he Tose, “but it impresses
the bahee and helps me.”

“And will the lad recover?” questioned Cas-
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tillo, who had retained his Spanish by always
having the Moor to talk with.

“More—possible,” Andy answered, fishing
for words again. “I Iuve leam—Svrx—luule
healing. Salt water, dry air, after the cutting.”

3 “And that is the way you have saved your

“Aye ” Andy reached out with a bare foot
and touched an earthenware pot, the first he
had seen in all this land. “And has that
been your way, Alonso? Or Estevanico’s?”

“Mine,” the Spaniard answcred with a
touch of pride. “I chanced upon it at a cook-
ing fire to the westward of here where my
bahee go each Summer to live on tunas. I
wrapped a hare in clay to cook and when 1
drew it out of the coals I found I had bumned
a piece of pottery. After that I moulded and
burned pots and the Indians let me live.”

“And Estevanjco, how have you managed?”

“Because my skin is dark like unto the In-
dians, Captain Andec. and my tongue quick
to leamn their words.

“He is called the ‘Glb",” vouched Castillo.
“Or somenmes the balwen man o( ‘many
‘women.”

WITH the coming of night and supper
of broiled hare their tongues loosened.

onn gol back his Spanish by leaps
they talked of all that lnd
tmnspnrcd in the ﬁve years; of nunu, of Figuroa’s
eath at the edge of the sand dunes because
he had coveud a warrior's maiden; of their
journeys westward in the Summers, but never
thexr courage]in simply keeping life within them.
“And have ever you tried to escape?” Doran

“Once,” Castillo answered. “Estevanico
and I, when we were thirty or forty lugues
west of here living on tunas and getting fat
stomachs from them, tried to but came to a
river that we could not cross.”

“So large?”

as]

“We could not swim.”

“Give heed,” Andy adlmnuhed putting
bis hands on their knees in his enthusiasm.
“Often have I tried it, alone, and failed. We
can not cross the nunu, but on our annual
journeys west to live on the tunas I have learned
that by going still farther west we can reach
a country, where there is food and water, that
extends southward in a wide belt, and by
following this belt far, far south I think may-
hap we might find Panuco.

“It is now the season of nuts,” he went on.
“After that will be the moons of roots and
and birds’ nests and berries, then the
tunas. When we join the Trader and the Sum-
mer comes again we shall escape.”

Castillo shook his head.

“We have decided that it is best to be
resigned.”
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“Resigned?”  Andy drew back shortly.
"th? Men, don’t you want to see your
d again? bave the adventure of find-
i them? - This country grows stale.
white-skinned woman—doesn’t a woman of
your kind with soft lips and lighted eyes call
to you? Come, let us start this night to find
the Trader.

“Tis uaels," replied Estevanico. “I
learned this day that hc comes this way. Be-
fore this moon wanes our Indi: will
meet his Indians at the pecan forest. We
shall meet him dner&and next Summer will
be time to talk{'of escape.

“rt you this,” a.nd Doran got to his
feet coldly, “an this Trader will go, we shall
set out to find men whether you have courage
to accompany us or not.”

Castillo shrugged. The Moor spread his
hands. Andy spat savagely as was his way
and laid down by a thorny mesquite to

Within ten days they started north along
the coast to the pecan forest, and when they
arrived Andrew recognized the place, because
of human bones and Figuroa’s description, as
the bay where the companies of the two barges
perished. In a few days other bahee appearéd
in sight coming from the north, and the three
companions went out to meet ‘them. As the
parties drew near a figure broke from the
large onc and ran forward.

“Tis a Spaniard!” cried Estevanico.

The man came on, paused as if afraid, came

on again.

“It is Cabeza de Vaca!” Andy whispered,
tenssd with excn.r_mcnt Hc ran forward now.

“Cabeza, it is I,

De Vaca, his diesl henving, hardly knew
whether to fice or stand his ground. Finally
he brought himself to take the proffered hand
of this man, who might be a ghost for aught
he knew. De Vaca was, perhaps, suspicious,
for he asked—

“Where is thy beard?”

“Dost not rcmember? I told thee of Glott
pulling it out.”

Andy’: s f:u:c was as smooth as a boy’s.

“Ah, a)

W hen the flood of greetings was over, de
Vaca explained that he had spent five years
trading among the Indians, carrying sea-shells
to the west and bartering them for hides,
bo“s and arrows. The savages had come to

him and wait for his appearance.

()vmdo had_remained all the time on the
Island of Ill-Fate among Indian women—a
helpless little group living in eternal fear of
stronger familics. De Vaca had gone back
this year to get him and they had started out
to meet the Potmaker, the Glib and Svss,
the Healer by the Knife, all of whom dc Vaco
had heard about that Summer. But Ovieda
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had turned faint-hearted and gone back to Lhe
women, rather than to face the prospect of
danger among new tribes, or of slavery.

Five years had taught these men patience.
Thel{ resigned themselves to wait patiently
until the next Summer, when the families
would be west after tunas, to attempt an escape.
Castillo and the Moor were persuaded to try
it with the other two, and when the tuna
season arrived they all started westward with
their Indians traveling in one friendly group.
Their spirits rose; escape seemed close.

But not yet was the cup to wet their lips.
For the savages began to quarrel among them-
selves over the owrrship of a young woman
they had captured. In the end they ted in
a huff, éach of the four being compelled to go
ina d:ﬂerent family. So sudden was the rup-
ture that the travelers had barely time to call
out to one another to be patient and perl
they would be more fortunate the next year.

Next year. Twelve months. Patience were
indeed a virtue with them. Andy was surly
the Summer through, often from the disap-
pointment that fomented in his heart, fighting
and whipping stalwart Indians to within an
inch of their hvcs No family dared kill Doran,
for his services were valuable, and had any
dared such a thing they would lmve been pun-
ished by other, families by extermination. But
through the year somehow Andy lived, and
when the prickly pears turned yellow and red
and purple in the next Summer the Indians
resumed their former friendship and all worked
westward together.

This enabled the four to find each other
without much trouble by the middle of the
Summer, and when September arrived they
were at the extreme limit of their range. They,
while not immediately together, yet were nearc
enough to visit and arrange plans for an escape.
‘This they agreed to launch at the full of the
moon, which would be at about the end of the
month, but chance threw them together in the
middle of the month, and in the depths of a
night they stole each one to a clump of mes-
quite and cluded their sleeping captors. Thus,
by daybreak, a little more than seven years
after the three hundred had left the fleet in
Florida to go inland, they were free from the
coast Indians and were going into the deeper
unknown, into the forbidding wilderness of a
savage continent.

CHAPTER IX
THE WHITE WOMAN

THE sun was beginning to make the morning
comfortably warm when the four travelers
paused in the chaparral to get the lay of the
Indian village immediately before them. Well
out of sight, they could still see eve ing
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that was in progress among three or four hun-
people.

On the nortll slde was a hill and at its foot,

g
no doubt, for the water flowed off in a hardy
little brook. Widespreading live oaks gave
perpetual shade, and the Indian feet of cen-
turies had kept undergrowth down so that
except for the trees the place was open and
grassy.

Some of the men lay on their backs in the
sun, women were busy at fires—a peaceful
village. But into this scene came a startling
apparition, startling, that is, for Doran and
his com| From among the skin tepees
came a girl, hopping, skipping, doing a sort of
dance of a butterfly-over-the-flowers. The
Indians gave her not the slightest hted and
she seemed to be unconscious of

As sBe drew nearer in her erratic md half-
idling course they saw that she wore a soft
garment of well-tanned hide thrown over one
shoulder and gathered, fore and hind, at the
waist so as to form a skirt that fell to the knees.
Otherwise she was without clothing. But it
was not these things that caused their mouths
to drop open in amazement. It was that she
'was white of skin, with golden hair and eyes of
the daintiest blue.

She passed them so closely that they saw
there was naught but emptiness in her face—
one whose mind has gone. She disappeared
into the mesquite, and the moment she was
gone Doran gasped out a single phrase—

‘A Basque woman!”

“Fool!” snorted Cabeza de Vaca. “How
could a woman from the far mountains of
Spam be here?”

"Hcre :m—” Castillo tapped his cranium

"She s a Basque or—there are white-skinned
people in this land,” Andy maintained. “Come
on, let s ﬁnd out and get some food.”

@ " cautioned de Vaca, who was always
canmous “These bahee are large and s“:ﬁe

king. Olwerve their long bows and the
stone hatchets.”
© “It’s get food here or die of famine,” Doran
rctorted. “Death by a punctured skin or an
empty belly—I make no distinction.”

With that he crowded through the chaparral
and the others, perforce, were compelled to fol-
low. A boy, running after an arrow, saw them
and screamed shnlly Immediately the whole
tribe was running in their direction and slapping
hands on l.hughs in grotesque imitation of a
rooster flapping its wings.

ﬁ tongu may stand us in good
stead again, Steve,” Andy said to the Moor.
“Wiggle it like a Winter leaf.”

"But they call for you, Captain Andee.”

“Svss! Svss!” the Indians were shouting.
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“They have hald of your healing,” de Vaca
exclaimed with reli

The Indians '.heled around them jabbering
excitedly. me out of a whirlpool of humznnv
a chief, judging by his skin robe ornamented
with orange and- yellow laurel beans, con-
fronted them and spoke.

“Svss?” His face was remzrkzbly stubborn;
his words unusually harsh and gutter
o “I am the Knife,” Andy admmed steppmg

W

“The mght birds murmur of thy healing
among the peoples toward the rising sun,
O great one,” the chief went on. "Wlll thou
go among my people and make them so they
can skip and run and be happy?”

"Aye, an thou give us first of food and
water.”

‘The tribes people, who had been silent
while the chief was , broke into joyful
shouting and led the way toward the live oaks
under which were skin tepees, that, Estevanico
said, formed more of a village than Apalachen

been. Gourds of sparkling water first,
then meat of the armadillo, nuts mixed with
maize, and dried ﬁgs ‘were brought; and when
the four had eaten in ceremony, with the tribe
bokn;g on s\]enL‘Iﬁ/, dmhdmf addressed the
travelers, saying that is people were ready
to be healed.

“But all are not sick,” Andy said contrarily,
for he was weary five days travel from
the last village and had no mind to do more

was necessary.

“Thou shalt touch the well that they may
not become sick.

“But 1 heal with the knife and not by touch-

ing.”

“You heal,” the clud returned flatly. “All
my people await thee.”

“Andec,” said de Vaca, “I have an idea.
Choose you those who need the service of thy
knife, and these you leave I shall touch. May-
hap ’twill satisfy his choicy exoellcncy

“You have a head, even it is a cow’s head!”

Andy praised, allud\ng jocularly to de Vaca’s
name, ‘Head of Cow’.  “I shall be thrifty—""

He stopped. He stared. The yellow haired
girl was coming toward t.hcm in her a|ry dance.
She was close—easy whispering distance—
when she saw them. She halted sharply, and
for one fleeting instant, like a flash of I.lght-
ning, keen intelligence came to the surface of
her eyes.  The four stared at her. Startlingly
the chief cried out—

“Look not into her eyes!”

“Who is she? Whence came she?” Doran
demand

“Her splnt is with the Great Spirit. We
speak not of those who are protected by the
Great Spirit, O Healer.

“I would talk_with her,” Andy persisted,
watching the girl dance away.



Tﬁﬂ of the Chosen Four

“No! The eyes that wed hers, even for so
brief a space as the raindrop remains separate
from the brook it falls into, shall send the
;qinc!' fluttering away on the wings of butter-

ies.

Andy, knowing the superstitions of the In-
dians, shrugged and turned to de Vaca—

“I shall choose the sick and leave the well
to you, first informing the cacigue that you pos-
sess the art of touching as well as 1.”

The chief swallowed the story, and helped
them to get started. Many Indians had fester-
ing sores caused by cuts and poison from plants;
onec had web fingers, another’s palms were
covered with a horny scale resembling the ma-
terial of a horse’s hoof; rheumatism was com-
mon. For the last, Andy often pulled de-
cayed teeth with a deer sinew and succeded in

curing!
and ate and talked with the chief and
his lcading men. In the course of
this Andy asked what manner of country lay to
the south for he felt they had arrived at the
belt of food and water where they must turn
oﬁ‘ to go to Panu
y would yw know?” the chief asked
susplclously
‘We wo ould go in that direction, O mighty

IN THE middle of the day they rested,

warrior.”

"ny, thou shalt stay with my people

“But we musl go on and heal those who
have devil

“Those who dwell between the suns—" he
gestured to the south—*and my people are
enemies. My kinsmen dwell to the north and
on the morrow we shall travel in that direction
to find and heal them, going many suns.”

Andy turned to his companions and spoke

in Spanish:
“This looks bad, just when we have come to
a good season and place to turn to the south-
ward. We must escape tonight. But first
‘we must sce the wln(e girl. By the saints,
yes; she may be a pnsow, like us, or the
Spaniards may be near.”

They agreed with him, and the Moor said:

“But appear to agree with his naked honor.
And return to your gouging. Sefior de Vaca
and I will seek the woman this aiumoon."

“Yes we must see her before we go, and r
member that we go tomght, unless she tclls
something to change us.

Andy returned to his surgical work—sur-
gical mainly, though he often used herb con-
cocuons and as frequently nothing but bluff or

“magic.” When the last of the afflicted had

through his hands happy, the dxy was®

passed

old and the tribe was in the midst of prepar-
ations for a great cemnoma.l celebration of
their healing. There was a din of pestles
hammering in mortars in the rocks grinding
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corn. Women were roasting armadillos in
the animal's own turtle-like shells. Andy’s
three companions each told him, when he found
them joking with some maidens, that the
white woman was not to be found. He swore
viciously at them for laggards, and being weary
to his very marrow, he asked the chieftain to
assign him a tepee that he might rest.

The head man indicated the largest tent in
the vﬂlage dy went to it alone, tal
occasion to observe that it stood somewhat
?n and backed against the little stream,

fering some chance to escape without arous-
ing the village. When he entered and dropped
the flap he could see nothing in the dusky light
but immediately another flap, high up on the
rear side, was drawn, and there, in the golden
light of the westering sun, like a clear-cut
cameo, was the white girl.

As he stood breathless, taken aback, he saw
that she was not more than seventeen years of

Her deep eyes were like flowers from
the clear blue sky, emotions skidding across
them with the softness of fleecy clouds and
lavender light-bars. In the first moment she
seemed but a girlish child, but as her eyes held
his he observed a change—she became womanly
warm. His heart began to throb. Then she
poke in rippling Spamsh—

“Where is your beard?”

He had expected anything but this. He
laughcd a dclighted boyish chuckle.

hou art a woman! Thou art my kind!”

Shc put a quick finger over her lips for
silence. In two steps he was by her side.
She was interested. She took the plait of his
sandy hair and held it by the plait of her golden
hair and smiled at him as if to say, “We are
alike.” Her warm fingers lightly touched his
bare arms to make certain he was flesh an
blood. This was too much for Andy, hc siezed
her in his arms.

An instant she struggled, then lay quiet in
his strength, studying his face. He bent and
kissed her—and knew the warmth of a woman'’s
lips. His heart threshed within -him. Her
arms went up and about his neck—as if she
too were hungry for her kind. Then she drew
away abruptly.

“This is the guest house,” she said in a low
voice. “I knew you would sent here, so
1 have waited, hxddcn Whence came you
and whither do’ you go?”

“We came from Spain many years ago.”
Like her, he spoke rapidly, tensely. “Our
fleet was lost at sea and we on the land. We
turn southward here to search for Spaniards.
Dost thou know aught of them? Whence
came you? What is your name?”

“My name is Paula. Do not turn south-

‘ward. Go to the setting sun.”

“To find *Spaniards?”
“Because I ask it.”
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She drew up imperiously.
“'Tis sufficient.” He glowed. “I would
szlglwyoutomemghtbedoﬂhe sun, an you

“We shall find the Spaniards then,” she
granted, her woman’s pride nusﬁed "They
are in the west.”

He would have taken her in hls arms again
but she eluded him.

“Thou touch me, and the Indians see it,
we are lost. Go now. Prepare to escape to-
night with thy companions, else will the chief
take.all of us far ‘northward on the morrow.”
She put her hands on his shoulders and com-

him to entrance, and as he raised
the flap she whispered—"Follow me,
man—and act naturally, for the Indians m
AL e
is thoughts were about like pigeons
disturbed at their cots y sheer exerlzllgn of
the will he gripped himself and tried to seem
casual. He picked up an arrowhead, examined
it, t.lu'ew it down. He smiled at a wander-
m§ poose. The chief strolled forward.

“Does Svss find the robes hard for his
bones?” he asked.

“Nay, O chief. I find your village too in-
teresting to sleep by day. I would sit among
the warriors and hear your plans.”

And hear he did in detail of the plans for
the next day’s march, for the language of these
Indians differed but little from that of the other
tribes. He gave thoughtful ear until the sun
winked good night and the dancing of the
cercmony began. All the tribe joined, even
aged hags and warriors, who that moming
had hobbled from rheumatism. They still
hobbled, but such was the effect of the healer’s
suggstion and presence and the general glad-
ness that they hobbled less than usual and were
happy. The travclers entered the dance, but
when all except the warriors dropped out the
four quit also, at a signal from Andy, who was
anxious to work toward the escaj

“Art thou not as strong as rny warriors?”
the chief asked with a touch of scorn

“Aye,” Andy boasted in the Indian manner.
“I could be dancing when they drop to the
ground and groan, but I prefer now to rest
rather than to show my powers.”

“When the moon rises we shall feast,” the
cacique remarked.

“Nay, O chicf.” Andy’s wits raced like
lightning for an excuse, for he meant to be
gone before the moon came. “White men are
troubled by devils in dreams when they eat
after the moon arrives to grin at them. We
shall not ‘eat out here but in our teepee where
the man in the moon may not bewitch us.
I would have two gourds of food brought, and
a gourd of hot coals buried in ashs, and a gourd
of water, and put m our teepee.”

“Strange ways,” murmured the Indian,

my
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“I shall have squaws bring the
“I had

smd.mg, off.

“Why this?” grumbled Castillo.
anucrpeted a hot feast.”

“We m\l:st escape at once and carry the
witl

“At once?” echoed de Vaca.
until the savages are go; an

“No. In the night a guard will be placed,
but if we enter the guest house now and pass
immediately through on the back side and
follow down the brook we will be away before
moon whitens the land.”

“But we haven’t seen the white girl yet. "

“I have. We go west.”

“You mean south.”

“I mean west, toward the setting sun,”
Andy eontnd:cted tartly.

“And miss Panucn?" de Vaca' demurred.
“Why this change, Andeéi

“The white girl says ﬂl are Spaniards
in the west and that she will lead us thither.”

“Spaniards? How far? Who?”"

The three were excited.

“I had no time for so many questions. She
but said there are Spaniards in the west and

promised to go.”

“Bah! You would harken to an insane twit
of a girl on so important a matter?” De
Vaca was not so contemptuous as he was
alarmed at the change in plans. He ever
feared any sort of change. “Who is she?
How came she here?”

“I 1ell you I don’t know. I talked but a
minute.” " For an instant Andy wondcmd if
he had been indiscreet in promising the girl;
then he remembered her warm body and soft
eyes, and didn’t "care. “She’s not insanc, I
can tell you that for a fact, Cabeza de Vaca.

And I go west whether you three slugs move
a step or not. Stay here till you rot for all
I care.”

Doran was often abrupt and impatient.
The hcavy burden of the journey was on his
shoulders. It was he who healed while the
others loafed, he who planned, negotiated with
the savages, kcpl alert. De Vaca was anxious
enough to escape but had no initiative. The
other two didn’t care whether they escaped or
not, particularly. He grew weary of always
urging t.hem He repealcd now, harshly—

“Till ye —— you.”

“Why nol?” The Moor grmned “The
‘women_here are slim and prett,

“And the food plentiful.’ Castillo tongued

“Better wait
»

his lips.

He was the bony ghost of a2 man with a round
cushion stomach.

“Heathen!” de Vaca charged. “Andec, I
shall go with thee, be it north, south or west.”

“And we too,” the others said together

hastily.
“Step lively then. Here are the squaws
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with the gourds. lee the things and get
them into the te

They courtcously bade the chief good night,
wished for a pleasant journey on the morrow,
and strolled casually to the guest house. Andy
entered last and left the flap back as if not car-

ing who peeped in.

“Paulz " he whispered, “it is we. Art thou

“Sml" came the low response. “Follow.”

Noiselessly a patch of skin was removed
from the back of the tent and in the dim light
they stooped and passed through. Outside
the girl was barely visible. They followed her
example of stooping and to wadg along
the brook, treading carefully.

After a while she tuned off to the west,
but with never a word. They ‘followed. Once
Doran t up and put a hand on her
shoulder. She pressed his fingers—and dropped
away from his touch.

“Keep always to ¢he west,” she instructed
in Spanish and presently was gone from their

ight.

When day came she was nowhere to be seen.
CHAPTER X

THE GREAT TRADING SCHEME.

“NOT another step toward the sunset will
1 go"’ avowed de Vaca, his thick lips set-
ting in as firm a line as was physically possible.

“As you wnl] X Doran replied good naturedly.
“Where then? To the North Sea?”

“Why not? The Indians say ’tis but fiftecn
leagues distant and no doubt the Spaniards
have arrived on its coast in numbers in these

en years.”

“Yo\lr knowledge of geography—why, great
stars, man, the North Sea Iay to the north of
Havana and east of Florida, and from Florida
we have traveled a thousand leagues to the
west.”

“But the Indians say—""

“The Indians’ knowledge of distance, Cabeza
de Vaca, is blood brother to your knowledge
of women, which is less—"

“Women! Now you have undammed my
disgust. For two months have we followed
this mystic woman west and not once has she
waited for us to address her, not one word has

ken. Sometimes I think you dreamed—
or conclude that she is a ghost.”

“Have ghosts warm lips?”

“Warm lips? Hast thou kissed her?” De
Vaca was positively startled.

“Lips must be warm to talk,” Andy evaded,
“and she said we would find Spaniards in the
west.”

“West! West! Always the words are on
your t¢ e, tes. I say I not go
west. I believe you would lead us to our deaths.”
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“I have told you a hundred times I would
take the responsibility,” Andy said tartly,
getting to his feet. “I am not a murderer. I
have no will to lead you three to your deaths,
nor myself to mine own.” He slapped de Vaca
on the back. “Brighten up, old grumbler.
1 shoulder all responsibility for you.”

Hls blue eyes sparkled.

” De Vaca snapped his fingers. “You
e God. Great trails cross here, cut
decp into the earth. I follow the one that goes
south let it lead me where it will.”
‘Then I remain here,” the Moor said. “The
women are blithe and have soft hands.”
“And is plentiful,” Castillo added.
“Much good meat do the hunters bnng m
from beyond the great river we crossed—m¢
of the humped back cows (\mﬂa.loes) leds,
water flows from the ground in a mighty
fountain.” (The Comanche Chief Spring,
Ft. Stockton, Texas)

“Moreover,” de Vaca went on, “it appears
that none of us will leave. Yon Indians are
again quarreling over us. I expect to be quar-
tered and divided among them yet.”

Andy laughed gaily. He laughed a great
deal these days—much changed by new hope
and the success of two month’s travel, and also
no doubt by the memory of a girl in his arms.
Said he:

“Cabeza de Vaca, you are like the little ani-
mal the Indians speak of, the groundhog that
is afraid of its shadow. Yon bmkenng In-
dians mean no harm to our bodics.”

The “bickering Indians” that he pointed
to consisted of the fierce tribe that dwdt about
the springs, numbering 2 thousand or so, and
about five hundred Indians from the east who
had accompanied the four travelers. For in
the later days of their marching the travelers
bad not gone through the wildcrness alone,
carrying a pot of fire to kindle their night
blazes. Their healing had gained such fame
that they were able to travel like kings. In-
dians escorted them to the westward in gath-
ering numbers, hunting for them, setting up
individual teepees at night. *

They never found opportunity,
to talk with the blue-eyed girl.
ahead, going where she chose because the
Indians believed her mentally infirm and there-
fore refrained from touching her. When the
four men reached a village they literally would
see her leaving at the other side.

The journey had gone well until they reached
the Auauche springs. - Here the Auauche warriors
had offered to conduct the travelers on west,
but these who had come this far refused to let
the great men out of their possession, refused
to tumn them over to the Auauches without
some great payment. The travelers had noth-
ing to trade for themselves, and the Auauches
scornfully refused to pay the weaker numbers

‘however,
She ever’ kept
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for men they already had in their possession.
ndy was sincere in_believing their bodies
would not be harmed. It was other things that
troubled him—when he would permit any worry
to interfere in his enjoyment of this tremendous
adventure. For one thing, he felt certain that
if the five hundred Malichuches would retire
and leave him and his companions with the
Auauches, and the Auauches kept their promise
to conduct the travelers on west. that when they
ed the next tribe, the Auauches would
there refuse to give up their men. Virtually
the four were captives, though kings. The In-
dians knew a good thing when they saw it, and
Doran, as well as the others, had become great
though this was chiefly due to Andy’s
However, hundreds claimed to be
lnded by de Vaca’s touch. As these things
passed through Andy’s thoughts he got back to
dl:: newest problem, which was de Vaca’s
ol

“Cabm " said he, “1 appeal to Lhy reason to

continue the journey westward.

“Nol 1am determined. I vuu not continug
to follow this gul who—why, we haven’t seen
her for a week.

“I have,” Estevanico spoke up. He saw
everything, was an inveterate gossip. “She re-
l.umef,l to this place this morning from the
west.

“There she comes now,” Castillo exclaimed.

“Dancing as usual,” de Vaca scoffed.

The girl was coming, and, strangely, the In-
dians were following her. Each group as she
passed stopped its argumentative talk and fell
in behind her.  The travelers watched. Grace-
fully she skipped along. A tinkling as of a bell
reached Andy’s cars. He stiffened, expecting
some message. She drew near.

;B;‘y my eye!” de Vaca cried. “Shehasa

““A hawk-bell,” gasped the Moor. ““Observe.
‘We have seen those things in Spain.”

“I and other noblemen have hunted doves
‘with them on the necks of our falcons,” de Vaca
granted snobbishly.

Paula had boen coming toward the group.

She turned off now in her apparently erratic
way, and began to rattle the little bell in the
faces of the Indians. The warriors gave back,
turning their faces, for they would not look at
her countenance. The girl made a little circle
and again came toward the travelers. Andy
ran out to meet her.

““What hast thou, Paula?” he asked, keeping
his face turned aside so as not to appear over-
bold before the Indians.

e reached for the trinket, and obediently,
like a child, she handed it to him then stopped
to observe what he did with it. De Vaca and
the others crowded up.

A lmwk -bell sure enough >’ said de Vaca, un-
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“With the head of King Charles cast in relief

on theside,” Andy added. Then without seem-
do so he spoke to her— *““Where did
this come from, Paula?”

She!snatched it from his hands and resumed
her idle dancing, but now Spanish words were in
her little blithesome sing-song that reached
their ears.

“To the west, to the west, to the west!  Fol-
low me, follow me, on the morrow follow me.”

Her words were drowned in the scuffle
moccasins of the Indians, wild to see the bell yat
not daring to take it from her.

'HE next morning at sunrisc when
Andy left his tent of skins he found his
jcompanions squatting about a fire, for

early Widter mornings were frosty and
sharp here. He came forward laughing—still
naked except for breechcloth and moccasins, his
sandy hair in a queue down his back.

“To the west, to the wést, to the west,” he
sang airily, and smacked the pouting de Vaca
across a shoulder. “Chccr - up, doctor!”

“The girl has left again,” Estevanico said.

For an instant Andy experienced a twinge of
jealousy that this black-skinned Moor should

w more than h\mseli of the woman he loved

but this passed and his good cheer bubbled

“Shc leads the way for our departure today,”
he explained as if he had known all about it.

De Vaca eyed him sharply.

“Today?” he asked.

“Aye, today.” He struck a kingly attitude
in good-humored mockery. “O Moor, go thou
at once to the chiefs of the Auauches and Ma-
lichuches and say that the Mighty Healer, Svss
himsell, desires their presence immediately.

Dc Vaca was canny in recogmzmg confidence.
“] will go west with you,” he said hurricdly.
“Shall T tell the chicfs? Dost thou mean it?”
Es‘t&vani‘so asked.
.

‘The Moor hurried off, and in a short time he
was back and the chicfs coming—taking their
dignified time. The four travelers squatted
to form a circle and onc by one the big men of
the Indians took their place in it, very dignificd,
for a cold snap was on between thc Auauches
and the Malichuches. The latter had a perfect
right to be at the great springs, for this was a
neutral mceting-ground. Great trails crossed
here—trails fifteen and twenty feet wide cut a
foot or more into the ground by the ceascless
{nge of moccasined fect through thc ages.

was a mecting-place and a france lingua
prevailed. Dor4n rosc—after waiting a decor-
ous period of silence—and in this general lan-
guage began to address the grim-mouthed chiefs.

“0 mlghly lcaders of the Auauches and Ma-
lichuches,” he began, “evil spirits have been
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whiienn g evil woads in thy ears. I come to
words of softness snd wisdom. We know
t the Malichuches have us in their hearts
and that their hearts painat thought of depart-
ing from us. But we are mighty healcrs md
in the night the Great Spirit whupered words
to me that 1 would reveal to you.”
dramatically.
Good ﬁne"’ whmpered Estevuur.o “Right
keen for a maiden sj

“I'll choke you,” Andy lnsed in Spanish, and
resumed his address.

“The Great Spirit, O chiefs, used fiery words
to tell me that the time has come for our ;omg
to other tribes to give them of our good medi-
cine.” The Indians stirred uneasily. “But the
Great Spirit did not speak of cmpty hands. He
told me of certain gifts that are to be given
e

y.”

The head chief of the Auauches looked up
sharply at Doran from his little watery eyes.

“The Great Spirit said that the Auauches
would make gifts to the.Malichuches, and that
the Malichuches would depart for their homes
while the Auauches would escort the healers
toward the setting sun. The gifts which the
Auauches will give our friends the Malichuches
will be as many robes of the humped-back cows
as Malichuche chiefs have fingers on their
hands; one bow and six arrows to each chief;
and twice the food that the Malichuches will re”
quire for their journey home.”

‘The Malichuches exhibited huge satisfaction
at this princely gift, for buffalo robes were very
precious to them. But the Auauche chiefs
looked rebellious.

“The Great Spirit,” Andy went on, “directed
me then as to the good Auauches. He said that
when they, his children, had obediently taken
us to their brothers in the west, those brothers
would give the Auauches the same amount as
the Auauches had given the Malichuches and as
much again.”

The Auauche head chief rose to his feet.
“Will the brothers in the west understand this
talk?” he asked.

“Do they have cars, for the great Spirit?
‘Thou knowest they do.

“A heavy deal for us,” warned de Vaca.
“You will ruin us.”

“The Auauches,” Doran went on, “have told
me that the nations to the west are very rich.
1 am ready to have it proven that your tongues
are not forked.  Wilt thou travel there with me
to reccive this wealth? Will the Malichuches
accept from the Avauches?”.

The Malichuche head chief got up.

“I would not disobey our Great Spirit,” he
dedlared, looking at a finc Auauche buffalo robe
greedily. “I will obey thy words of wisdom
and accept gifts from the Auauches.”

“The words of the Great Spirit are my law,”
the Auauche leader cchoed. “As much again
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as we give, did thou say® It is good trading!”

“Tis done,” Andy decreed. “Auauches,
bring thy gifts to the Mal.ldmdxs and I will
make count. Prepare for the journey west.
Svs, d:e Mighty Healer of the Knife, has

spoken.”
“Irish gall!” muttered the astounded de Vaca.
CHAPTER X1
WHITE MAN’S ENDURANCE

LON G before noon the strong men and
women of the Auauches, numbering nearly
six_hundred, were marching away from the
spring in a loose column. Doran led, and in a
short time he was faced with a choice of three

“’l'he middle onc,” Estevanico directed as he
arrived panting from where he had been dawd-
ling with the column. “To the southwest.”

“Did Paula say so?”

“She went that way.”

“Did she sec that you saw her do so?”

“Ayer

“Southwest it is then.”

The Indians who were armed with bows set
out in the afternoon to hunt deer for the party.
Others whose weaj were heavy smooth
sticks, two spans long, formed rings which
gradually closed upon rabbits, and as the long-
ears made attermpts to escape between the hunt-
ers they were clubbed with the sticks. That
night stacks of rabbits waist high and fat deer
were piled before the lcnu of the four great men
to be touched #nd blessed before going to the

cooking-fircs.

Six hundm‘] Indians can not move as rapidly
over the country as a small party, so that many
days were spent in getting to the next plentiful
water supply. Here they found a big and
wealthy tribe. Without difficulty Doran ob-
tained goods to repay and award the Auauches,
just as he had promised.

‘The new tribe, being given the same sort of
promise, gladly accompanied the travelers on
the journcy, and thus from one tribe to another
the four made their way, with an ever-] mcrensmg
number in the retinue and an ever-increasing
amount of goods necessary to pay off the last
tribe. De Vaca continually grumbled that the
trading would be the rope to strangle them-
selves, and Andrew laughed at him.

e gray wilderness of mountains and rock
and yellow grass of Winter was no longer lonely
and empty. Now hunters shouted in the chase;
women, spiritually moved by the healing and
the presence of the healers, chanted as they
marched. Ewecry consideration was given the
four. Food was supplied in abundance. If
-they chose they were carried on the shouldess of
warriors. Their word was law. The journcy

e a pageant of happiness, marked for
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many leagues by a cloud of yellow dust through
the days and {y a banner of starry fires at
nights.

Prvgress was slow, but what difference so long
as they were surely moving? They expected
cvery day to find Spaniards.  Of each new tribe

inquired whether any men like themselves

ever seen before, or heard of. The
answer was always negative, but the travelers
were not discouraged; the hawk-bell had heart-
ened them to a hsung faith.

Delays were frequent. Somelimes they
would wait two or threc days for parties on
en.her side of the trail to join them. The

" tribe usually numbered six or seven
hunc Induns, but the marchers sometimes
formed a regiment of two thousand.

The direction of the journcy was steadily
southwest, through gray mountains oftentimes,
and along southward rcaching valleys filled
with dun dust. Sometimes their fuel was cedar,
sometimes thorny shrubs, or a weed filled with
wax that burned hotly.

At first the white-skinned girl marched with
the column, keeping hidden from Doran and the
others. Twice the Irishman sought her but she
evaded him, and finally she disappeared alto-
gether, not being seen even leaving a village on
one side as the people marched in on the other.
She was constantly in Andy’s thoughts, and the
only worry he had in these days was for her
traveling over the country alone. He itched to
know about her—whence she had come and why
she was so far from friends.

De Vaca worried about something different —
the matter of the trading. He,.and Andy too
for that matter, saw that it was becoming top-
heavy. How could they escape from their
promise to pay and award if some new tribe
should refuse to give up a levy? Or if a tribe
were too poor to reimburse with such a tre-
mendous quantity of goods? Whenever he
spoke of the sub;ect the middle-aged Spaniard
would-wag a sad he

‘heer up!” Andy would admonish, slapping
de Vaca 's back. ‘A door always opens_to the
resourceful. You would stop? Not I. My
father always said, ‘If ye start, keep going,” and
I mean to find the end o’ this journey properly
if we go till we wear our feet off to the knees.”

‘Then one day they reached the domain of a
chicf named Ul, the All-Sceing. This was along
a river—the Rio Grandc at Presidio, Texas—
that lay between mountains. The travelers
had no way of knowing that it was the River of
Palms more than two hundred leagues up its
course from where they had cxpected to find it.
‘There were wide cultivated ficlds being prepared
for crops, and the first permanent houses they

had
thatch. Ul's people lived in the villages along
the Stream for many leagues.

Ul refused flatly to stand for the levy. The

seen—houses built of sticks and mud and .
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escorting Indians, about fifteen hundred of
them, grew exceedingly wroth at Andy and
threatened to take him back. Ul relented at
this and, on Andy’s agreement to heal in every
village along the river, made*the payment.
This was large, consisting of bows and arrows
to every chief, two stacks of buffalo robes,
spread out flat, as high as Andy’s head; ten
stacks each of jerked beef and dried sqush as
high as his head, and threc thousand squaw’s
loads of maize. Andy knew he would never be
able to double the amount to pay Ul back.

'he four began their service of doctoring for
UY’s people. This took them up the river for
more than ten leagues on one side, and they re-
turned down-stream on the other. Ul accom-
panied them with his standing army of about
thirty warriors, and he assigned one soldier to
cach of the four daily as a messenger. Fifteen
days were spent on the trip, so that it was
February when_they returned to Ul’s main vil-
lage where the River of Shells emptied into the
stream between the mountains. Andy and the
others made a formal matter of asking Ul to as-
semble his people to march west and collect his
goods from the next tribe. The chieftain shook

is head.

“There are no guods nor people toward the
sun’s bed,” Ul sai

Andys heart. sank 1f Tl could not be in-
duced by the promise of a great payment (o go
west, how were the four to cscape and continue
their journcy? They could not get away from
their body-guards who served them as servants,
or if they did they could not hope to work their
way through the dozens of wide-spreading vil-

es.  The immediate prospect was that they
would be held here perhaps for years. But
Andy essaycd an attempt toward action.

"}’et O mighty chicf,” he said, “we would
go on with our journey, healing the sick and
wmmng favor in sight of the Great Spirit.”

‘Whither wouldst thou go? And how?
‘There is naught to the south for food in scven-
teen days of hard marching. _There is naught to
the west or the northwest.  Besides,” Ul added
“thou art mine. Did I not buy thee?”

He turncd away, ending the palaver.

Andy started back to his hut, disconsolate.
He groancd. Paula had not been scen for
weeks. He became more downcast than he
had ever been before.

““Fie, Andee,” Castillo admonished. “Why
so windy with thy sighs? Are we not great
men here, and is the food not plentiful?”

“And the maidens bright of eye?” added
Estevanico.

Andy spat disgustedly.

De Vaca grunted.

“Thou two worry me. Since I smelled the
Spaniards on that hawk-bell I have felt assured.
They are somewhere, mayhap for all we know
just beyond the next mountain range.”
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FOR a week Andy and dc Vaca
gloomed, though the Moor and Castillo
were quite content, talking with en-
thuuasm of a great chieftains’ dance and feast
that the Indians were preparing for. This was
a noted annual event at which head and sub-
chiefs for the ensuing year were selected. One
day Andy, having nothing else to occupy him,
went with the others to the place where the cer-
cmony was to be held.

‘Within a rincon, a horseshoc-like place that
formed a natural amphitheater for thousands of
spectators, a fire-pile with kindling ready to
light had been made, and around it forming a
circle was a ring of spiny cactus. Outside the
.tjhomy circle was stacked a great quantity of

ood.
"A cooking-place fenced off,” Andy surmised.

“Aye, a cookmg phte it is,” Estevanico
grced “For men.”
“Human sacrifices?”

“Nay Give ear. I have heard the whole
story.” The Moor took pleasure in showing off
his knowledge of the Indlans which he posses-

in greater amount than the othels “U1l
himself and all the lowcr chiefs and all men who
aspire to be chiefs will enter the cactus ring at
sunset and dance. A roaring fire will be built
in the middle for light and to gwe the dancers
ing to endurc. Th dance until
they drop out from exhausuon, and he who
stays longest will be the chicf; and nexl to the
longest, second chief, and so on down.”

“But Ul has been chief a long time.”

“He has won cleven years in succession.”

Andy regarded anew the sides of the amp]n-
theater; in his mind he saw the slopes lined with
thousands of people.  His vision went farther;
he saw himsclf in the ring with the contesting
warriors lying at his fect exhausted. When he
started back to the village he was whistling
thoughtfully, but as he went he remembered
the mightily muscled Ul and the whistle petered
out.

As he slept fitfully in his jacal that night he
was ght up by a sound of scratching on the
rear wall below the window opening. Jumping
to the that one of his was
there with some secret message concerning es-
cape, he crossed the dirt floor cautiously so as
not to alarm the guard outside the door.

The window was just large enough for him to
put his head out, and he saw a figure, in the re-
ﬂectlcm of the lnoonhght from the sand, at one

“Pa\gh!" he exclaimed under his breath.
“Andee!”

She raised her lips for him to kiss.

‘The warm touch thrilled him but she signaled
with a finger over her llps for him to be silent.

“I returncd this evening at sunset and saw
you enter this place,” she whispered.

“Paula, where have you been? Tell me about
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yourself. Clamber in thr this mndaw.
Day in and day out I wonder about you.”

“Not now, Andee. Soon, an thou wish it.
I have been far to the west and have come back
for thee. Rencw thy journcy. Go south along
the River of Shells for seventeen days. When
thou reach the village of deer-skins lu.rn west for

ual time. It is not much farther.”

“But Paula, Ul has a mighty gnp on us.”

“Can not my Andee loosen it?”

Andy was silent for 2 moment before such
faith that was a dare, then—

“Aye, girl, I can, and I will.”

She touched his cheeks with the tij
fingers and was gone, dancing in her
way in the moonlight on the sand.

Early the next morning Estevanico hurried in
from a jaunt to tell Andrew that Paula was
b: For once Doran was ahead with his
knowledfc and he took delight"in shrugging in-

different

“She amved about sunsct yesterday,” he
supplemcntcd

“Why didn’t you tell us? I learned some-
thmg :Lboul her.”

of her
lithesome

"That shc was here two years ago. She was
sane then, and a prisoner of Indians who were
carrying her north, a very fierce tribe not at all
afraid of Ul. I surmise that she escaped them
by acting as if her mind had slipped i its cable »

“A remarkably intclligent woman,” Andy
vouched proudly.

THROUGHOUT that day the people of
Ul assembled literally by the thousands
for the chicitains’ dance. As they ar-

ived they sought places of vantage on the hill-
sides of the rincon above the arena.

Long before sunset they were all there, tightly
packed, making good-natured sallics as to who
would enter the contest. No one was near the
arena until a short time before the sun de-
scended to the black humpbacked mountains in
the west, then a medicine-man, the master of
ceremonices, took his place by the cactus circle
and proclmmcd that all who aspired to be chicfs
must gather outside the ring. About thirty
men ran up, among them being UL

To the surprize of the lhmng, and even his
companions, Andy dropped-his deer skin robe
and stepped into the ring of warriors.  An audi-
ble gasp went up. Ul glanced at him scornfully
and looked away. Andy trembled, inside, lest
the master of ceremonics order him back, but
instead of that the old man, 'whose hair was so
oddly white against his dark skin, began to
make what Andy took to be the formal an-
nouncement.

Doran knew much already of what he said
and was not tensely interested until the grand-
sire began to explain how the last man in the
circle should conduct himself. Eventually, it
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appeared, only two men would be left in the
contest, then one of these would fall. The re-
maining one would then make a complete circuit
of the ring alone and getting back to where the
contestant lay on the ground, would set his
foot on the f: man’s head. thrcupon the
conquerer, so to speak, would be proclaimed
king with all power.

The old man finished his talk and faced the
west. The throng was silent, breathless. The
medicine-man never took his eyes from the sun,
nor did the contestants look away from him.
The coppery ball was soon half-hidden. A sec-
ond medicine-man sprang into the circle and
lighted the dry fire-pile with a torch.  The mas-
ter of ing, raised an
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wood as it was passed in to the fire-feeder.
This gave him something to watch out for, to
think about. But his thoughts took to other
fields too. He wondered what he would do if
he won. Would the Indians proclaim him their
chieftain? Or would he succeed only in win-
ning the hatred of the best native oomesum?
Which onc that would be he could not even fore-
cast, for no man seemed to be doing better than
his fellows.

Sometimes they folded their arms over their
chests, sometimes bad them at their sides—kept
them anywhere, in fact, to ease their muscles
and keep their balance.

. They moved to the left, that is, so that the

gazing

arm. The warriors unconsciously tensed. The
arm dropped. The thirty sprang over the cac-
tus barrier and the dance was on.

The would-be chicfs were naked except for
breech—cloths of soft deeraslun, a.nd Andy was
garbed like them. He fell in directly behind
Ul It was not a race; it was a contest of en-
durance, and cvery man kept a steady pace
without  trying any other man.
Doran looked t.hcrn over. Only Ul he thought,
secmed superior to him with h|s long gaunt
muscles and oiled, glistening copper skin.

Andy saw how he was expected to do within
three steps. At first the gyrations looked fool-
ish, for the stalwart, fierce visaged men danced
in thc manner of hghl footed id

firc in the center was on their left
5|desA The breeze was from the southwest;
thus when they were on the northeast side the
flames almost licked them. By the hour that
Andy thought must be midnight legs began to
lag; and soon after, five fell out pretty close to-
gelher, and Doran did not wonder at it, for he

was parched for a drink. His thougl] hts began
to dwell on water, going back and )-oldmg to the
time they were rained on “day after day in-the
open and cold barges.

Shortly after the five, asixth fell oul landing
square upon the cactus barrier. les of
Andy’s stomach flinched, for he kncw (he Indian
must have been pierced lhrough the abdominal
wall in a dozen places by the sharp, long spines.
Two d-h: s Li

Paula, a sort of skipping and hopping on lhc
tocs. He decided to stay dircctly in rear of Ul,
because he belicved the chief, to win eleven
times in succession, pos: somc method,
some bag of tricks by which he had eased the
contests for himsclf. ~He resolved to cling like a

low and watch. He became a man of one
thought.

At first they danced blithesomely. Andrev:
had no difficulty in keeping the pace, but it
wasn't long before he was cursing the heat, for
the January weather was warm enough in this
mountain-en country without the blazing
firc in the center.  Men on the outside steadily

over the dancers’ heads to the firc-
feeder in the ring.

When dnrk.ness had fallen thoroughly, in
something like an hour, the first man fell out.
Andy’s heart jumped.  If they had no more en-
durance than that he would win casily! Then
he saw that the Indian limped and surmised he
had a sprained ankle. How this was possible
Andy could not understand, for the treadway
had been beaten down hard. hile pondering
this he suddenly tripped and fell headlong so
that his bands went flat against Ul’s back, al-
most shoving that savage off his feet. Ul
grunted savagely over his shoulder. As Andy
caught his balance he knew what had caused
his, and no doubt the fallen Indian’s mishap—
a picce of stiff bark that had dropped from. the

ted the man
By the middle of the after part of ‘the night
only five men remained besides Andy. Among
them without warning appeared Paul , dancing.
For a little she ran beside Doran, who slowly in
his suffering, became aware that she was singing
in Spanish—an improvised tunc.

“You must win—you must win—I will watch
from the crowd—I will watch for your success—
your woman will watch her man!”

She fell behind him and when next he saw her
she was outside the barrier. Her presence re-
vived him, took his mind off his dry and burning
mouth and stiffening legs. So far as he could
‘tell Ul had not faltered; the only sign he gave of
weariness was a irequent changing of his arms
from his sides to over his chest. Andy imitated
his every gesture.

Two more men dropped out, one of them fall-
ing across the cactus spines. With the first
hint of day only three were left. Andy’s feet
felt as if they were dead, but he kept behind Ul
This practice cost him dca.rly, for the Indian
running with them stumbled over his own feet
and fell down. Ul unable to leap over him, fell
also, and Andy, moving half-blind, spnwled
over lllcm

“Up! U p‘ "Andee!” bawled Estevanico.
“You've won. Make another circuit!”

The only way Andy could tell that he had got
to his feet was by the sense of sight. He could
not tell that his legs were moving except that
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the ground off to one side secmed to pass by
him." As he went on around he saw Ul rise up
before him, and again he was the follower.

A time came when he could not sce well. His
eyeballs felt shrunken. He kept to the course
by following the bulk of Ul ahead of him. There
seemed to be fiery flashes within his skull. He
forgot '.he fire, the cactus, tne giri, and kept on
from the force of habit of willing all night to do
so. His going, by the time the sun was rcady
to burst into day, was no more than an ccho of
his iomg through the previous hours.

T] stumbled and fell. Andy shot over
him and struck the ground flatly. The jar re-
vived him for a few seconds so that he heard the
voices of de Vaca and the others sho\mng for
him to make one more circuit and win. He got
to his feet and willed to keep on—and Ul, start-
mg up also, fell over lnm Both went down

dpl Up!” bellowed the Moor. “Go ome
One more round and you are king.”
Andy got to his feet and staggered on. He
heard a subdued scream from a thousand
throats and somehow he knew that he was
about to fall on the cactus or in the fire. He
k t on, hours or minutes, he knew not, till a
loomed darkly on the ground ahead of

1m.

“On! On!” screamed a demoniacal voice.
“Put your foot on his head and thouart !un;l
One round after he falls. Your foot on his
head. Six more steps.”

Andy dully sensed that the black object
ahead must be Ul But he did not know.
Everythin e flaming kness. He
paused tried to raise a foot. He tottered—
and fell down. The last he knew was that a
mighty shout was making the ground tremble.

CHAPTER XII
LUCKY HORSESHOE

ASTILLO sat in the sun with his back to a
boulder sucking at a scrap of raw venison
tallow. De Vaca hugged his knees and dozed.
Doran lay supine on a flat rock. Only Este-
vanico was vivacious, and he kept his t.ongue
going with all the enthusiasm of a born talk
In a pausc Castillo took advantage of opporv.u-
nity to remark:
““Fine food! I'll wager my stomach has con-
tracted ’til it’s no more roolny than a hen’s egg.”
“As 1 was saying,” Estevanico went on,
“when you raised your foot you set it on his
chest instead of his head. Then you swayed
and would have fallen on the caztus had I not
touched you and set you off your balance in the

oth

“Yes, > Andy broke in testily. “You
have tol n no fewer than a hundred times.
And I fell with one foot on his head, which
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wasn’t according to court practice but an-
answered for the Indians. They proclaimed me
king. Ul was satisfied. I rested twenty-four
hours and soaked in steaming robes. Then I
gave Ul back his kingdom, selected eight car-
riers, loaded them with venison tallow, and

the right of being chief and doing as I
pleased, set out to march seventeen days up the
River of Shells. We have come five days with-
out aslip. The wholc yarn in a cocoanut shell.
Now we'll put it out of mind and turn our
thoughts to the fulure Understand, Steve?”

“St, Serior, but—'

“We've got twelve days more to go before we
reach the village of skins. Save your breath,
because we are going to travel faster than we
ever naveled before. We've got to keep from

f Few people, no food.”

seventeen dnys west from the village of

shns not so, Andee?” de Vasa sndd asked
out of his dozing. “A long way, sa) , for a
man whose temples are gray.”

‘And the sooner finished the better. Come.
‘The sun is the turn of an hour—glass beyond the
zenith. Four leagues more today.”

“Never a sign of a Spaniard yet,” de Vlca
grumbled as he groaned hlmsel( his feet. “I
would welcome finding €’en the Portuguee or
the Britains.”

Of all their traveling the journey uj
River of Shells and westward seventeen dl:y
thirty-four days in all—was the hardest that
they endured. The monotony of the empty
and silent Jand went unbroken most of the time.
Food was scarce and the cold of the high moun-
{ainous and plateau country was intense, with
February and March northers tugging at Lhm
buffalo robes eternally and suffocatin,
with dust. Andy had no idea where e was
going but he knew why he traveled this way—
Paula had said to.

They questioncd every Indian wanderer they
met about white-skinned men but not one gave
them information. The monotony was broken
but once. They fell in with a small bunch of
Indians and cight of the savages died in one
night. There was no obvious reason for this, so
the Indians believed the Spaniards had caused
the deaths. Instcad of becoming vengeful they
fell into a quaking fear and a stcady unbroken
silence. Andy came upon one mother frantic-
ally scratching the calves of her small boy’s legs
with mice tecth to hush his squalling! -

Expecting Spaniards at the end of seventeen
days to the west, they found—not cven Paula.

A dccided change was perceptible in the coun-
try. The people were agriculturists and raised
maize. The women wore cotton garments.
And the men told of great houses to the north-
ward, cach onc capable of holding an entire
tribe—the pueblos of New Mexico as later
Spaniards learned. They decided to recuper-
ate among these farmer Indians for a few days
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and see if. Paula would appear or send some

essage.

At evening of the third day they beheld a
cloud of dust on the wind a league or so to the
west. They could not understand it, nor could
the Indians enlighten them. They waited ex-
pecuntly, and in an hour were measurably re-

or between three and four hundred
natwes mmhed up and their leader told a story
of ﬂllsht from their own district to escape slave-
catc

“What sort of slave-catchers?” Doran asked. -

“Men like yoursclves,” the chief answered,
including the four with a gesture. “But differ-
ent,” he added, “since they come imm where
the great salty water washes the land.”

Andy and the others were puzzled. Men like
themselves, from the west. And salty water.

cy could not conceive that they were ap-
proaching the South Sea—the Pacific Ocean as
it was afterward named. .

“Why do you run away?”’ Andy kept on.
“Can you not fight and drive the slave-
catchers out of your country?”

‘The Indian shook a hopeless head. “They
are more numcrous than pebbles in 2 mountain
brook, and they carry long sharp lances, and sit
on the beasts mightier than the hump-
backed cows of the noith.”

“He means horses,” Estevanico mterpre(cd
“By the saints, he must mean

“What arc the names of these people?" de

“Meager information,” Andy commented.

“0 chwi do the slave-catchers come this way -

no "

“Haw far ofi?”

The Indian shook his itad. He made it evi-
dent that he had escaped from the wrath while
he could, without waiting for too many details.
The travelers regarded one another with ques-
tioning eyes, hope and excitement making their
breasts risc and fall like erratic bellows. Vet
they were almost tongue-tied with the feeling
that something tremendous was about to hap-
pen. The leader of flecing people, seeing that
these strange white men had no more questions
to ask, made a dignified obeisance in leave
taking.

“Adios,” he said.

The four at once broke into voluble excite-
ment. The slave-catchers to the west must be
Spaniards, or how could this savage know that.
So they argued the night half-through and were
off the next morning by sunrise—with the near
lmn hundred Indians trailing back with them

at every opportunity to be protected
from those “who rode on the backs of animals
and fought with lances.” The talk was of
what they would do if they fell in with Spanish
people, of what they would say.
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“I shall at least get a square meal once
more,” Castillo vouched. “A fat goose.

on its back with its Iegs sticking up,-and stuficd
w1(h olives and —

‘Fie,” scoffed de Vaca. “Eat, eat, eat is
your song. For me, give mc a gallon of wine
made from the grapes of Castilla, and bananas
browned over a blaze in olive oil, and —"

“Gluttons!” shouted the Moor. “I ask
naught, naught—except my two hands once
ull-—tvace—lhncc full of dates dried in the

They looked at Andy.

“Give me the taste of a woman’s lips,” he
said. “I have not the coarse appetite of you
wrinkle-bellied pobres. A few thick slices of
ham from a well-fed shoat, some bread of bar-
ley, a curd, hare stewed with olives, a —”

AND then they cried him down. . So
they traveled for days, wrapped in fore-
seeing and foretalking. Indians beg:m
to join them from all sides, and Andy, as of yore,
doctored them with his herbs and the knife,
while de Vaca said words and made signs upon
all impartially. But gradually their spirits
sank again. No more news came of the strange
ple. Andy mourned silently about Paula.
Fmally after many days some new Indians be-
sought them to turn northward to the great
houses where whole tribes lived. 1t came to be
a question of what to do next, and just when
they were in the darkest depths of indecision,
they came upon Paula on the trail.

Wuh two Indian men she was a stone’s throw
distant when they saw her.  She saw them at
the same time. She halted abruptly, flus
something about the neck of onc of the Indians
and ran away. Andy started after her, but
stopped to stare when he saw what the Indian
carried.
1t was a horseshoe and a belt buckle about his
neck, slung on a thong, evidence of Europeans
without a doubt.

‘They renewed their pace immediately—but
Andy failed to catch sight of the golden-haired
girl. On they went, due west in accordance to
the messenger’s instructions. This man led
the way, with the emblems of civilization still
hung to his neck. Estevanico, the pert as well
as the glib, often went ahead, and on one of
thesc occasions he came running back and
shouting:

“Horses! Horses!” :

Heled the way to a spot under a tree and snre
enough there were imprints of horses’ shoes,
other signs of a camp. They were thrilled and
with their joy was mixed a sort of fear, for these
were the first actual signs of living Europ#ans
they had seen for nearly cight years.

‘The horses, six or eight in number, had come
in from the west, followthg a visible Indian trail,
and the tracks led off north from the camping
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place. After some discussion, Doran urged de
Vaca and Estevanico to go on west in hope of
mecting other horsemen, while he and Casu].lo
would remain at the camping-place to sce if the
party returned. The six or seven hundred In-
dians now in the party remained with Doran.

The waiting proved difficult for Andy and
Castillo. They were on nettles. Andrew tried
to doctor his patients, but most of the time his
eyes were roving over ‘the barren country, seem-
ing to see moving horsemen in every inanimate

At night they could not sleep. By the third
day they were worn out, and at noon resolved to
seek a quiet place and try to get much-necded
sleep. They went, out on the westward trail
and lay down on the ground beneath a shelving

boulder. id go to ‘were
awakened by tlle jar of horses’ hoofs around

em, g of acoutrements.

Theysprang up and stared, their breasts pant-
ing with emotion. Almost’ upon them were
many holsemen, Indians Ingelﬂ but dm‘e ‘were
three in the fore who were not Indians but Span-
iards. Andy and Castillo regarded the strang-
ers with pop-eyed curiosity and amazement.
The fact of the existence of other white men
than themselves seemed mcred.lb]e after so
many years of seeking and w

Presently one of the su'angm " dismounted
and came forward and they recognized him as a.
priest. His lips trembled as he saw them draw
back when he offered his hand.  And when they
shook hands they were trembling all over.

“My sons,” hesaid. “Mysons.” Thenin
moment he added: “The odwr two found the
captain and his company back there thirty
leagues.”

He meant de Vaca and the Moor.

The other horsemen came forward and spoke
words of welcome, but all the time Andy and
Castillo said not a word. The priest kept look-
ing at Doran—and little won er ‘Tall, lithe,
tanned, he looked more like an Inc then a

white man. And to increase the oddity of him-
self, unwittingly, he had cut off his sandy
queue so that now his hair had a bobbed effect,
hanging only to his shoulders, and it was held
k from his face by a band of tanned hide
around his forehead. “He was naked except for
the loin cloth, of cotton now; and he stood as
straight as a. Tance.

“Art thou Andec—Dorantes?” the priest
asked. “He of whom the girl Paula speaks?”

“Paula?” Andy’s first word. “Dost lhou—"

“Aye. She is with the company— ” his cyes
twmkled—":md speaks mudl of you.”

d has the company,” Castillo now spoke,
“l'ea.l Spanish food in its possession?”

‘The dam of their silence gave way and a flood
of questions came that kept the Spaniards busy
the remainder of the day. The Spaniards had
crossed Mexico, they learned, and come up the
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west coast. Two settlements had been estab-
lished, San Miguel and Culiacan, not far from
tide-water.

Next morning the party, accompanied by all
the six hundred Indians set out to join the com-
pany of soldiers, which was commanded by E:g
tain Di raz. Castillo and Andy
extra horses that had been brought, and they
laughed like boys over the oddity of the sensa-
tion. As they rode Father Juan told Andy the
story of Paula, and it began back in the time of
Columbus. One of the men on that explorer’s
second voyage had married a native woman in
the West Indies. Years later a daughter of
theirs had been married by a blue-eyed Basque
sailorman and this couple had gone to Yucatan
with Cordova in 1517, where, soon after landing,
Paula was born. _She, three-quarters white, had
every mark of a Basque girl; and she lived with
her parents until they went to the west of
Mexico, when, at the age of twelve, she had
been stolen by the Indi

“She is eighteen now,” ’ the priest went on.
“She told me that the Indians carried her north-
ward to where there are many high houses of
two and three storics, then down a long river
(the Red River of Texas), then northward—
always being traded from tribe to tribe, you
understand—until she reached a river called the
Kaw. There she fell sick and when she grew
strong she pretended that her mind was gone.
‘Thou knowedt the custom of the savages—not to
harm those who, as they say, are with their
Great Spirit. So she traveled alonc from tribe to
tribe, or made her way with migrating Indians
until she found you, or you her, after which thou
knowest the tale.”

The old man smiled benevolently.

y did she—what was her reason—""

Andy was at a loss how to put his question.

“I know what thou would say, my son.
Why did she lead thee hither?”

“N that! But why did she flee from

“Canst thou think of no reasons?””

Father Juan asked softly.

“She would be married hy the church.”

“That is one, and manly of thee to think of it.
Anolher?"

"To save thy life! Tut-tut, my son. Had
she waited for you to make love, the Indians
would have become suspicious of her illness of
mind. She would have been shain, and thee
with her. She loved you. She longed to see
you safe among us here. So she came ahead to
avoid you and to prepare your way—to make
the Indians cxpect you and be friendly. A
woman, Dorantes, a woman fit for thee!””

“Aye, and as soon as we reach——"

“Hold' I have spoken indiscreetly.” Fathes
Juan’s face clouded. “So happy have I been in
the happiness of her and you that I forgot.
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When I was leaving, Captain Alcaraz did in-
form me that his lieutenant, Charcon, would
wed Paula. Both——"

“Wed Pu\lhl Father, thou art the court in
that matter.”

““Aye, my son, but both men—Alcaraz and
Charcon—are evil men, who care naught for the
authority of the church, They capture and kill
among the Indians without conscience, and
mock me when I protest. If Charcon is deter-
mined in the matter I shall do all within my
humble wer to—

kil

“Nay, my son That would bring you
naught but death to youmlf at the hands of
the captain. Be pat\ent—

“Thou wert never in love, Father. Patient!
Like a hungry wolf!”

The old man reached across the | between
their horses and patted Andy on the shoulder.

‘THIS day but one they arrived at the
place where Captain Alcaraz and his
company werc encam| ‘The officer
was in high indignation, for he and de Vaca had
been quarreling over the matter of enslaving the
Indians. Alcaraz was on a slave-hunting expe-
dition and was chagrined and angry because
they had hidden in the mountains and fled the
country. De Vaca, loving the simple and hon-
est savages who had befriended him on the long
]ourncy, threatencd to carry the matter to the
throne in protest and insisted, as the alterna-
tive, that Alcaraz use his mﬁuence with the gov-
ernor of the colony to put a stop to the practice
of killing and capturing Indians indiscrimin-
ately. So that when Andy and the others met
the group of Spaniards, the commander wasina
tempestuous state. He scarcely greeted Doran
and Castillo. But Andy did not care. His
first qmstiun was —

“Where is Paula?”

“See yon jacal through the trees?” asked Al-
caraz shortly. “There she is with her lover,
Lieutenant Clurcon, and my advice is that you
do not interfere.”

““This is an-affair between the lieutenant and
myself, sir,”” Andy replied. “You will do well
to look the other way.”

“Have carc!” warned the commander.

Andy strode off toward the flimsy sheltr, his
hm in a tumult. “With her lover,” Alcaraz

back, fearing that some
one. m:ght follow. Father Jlnn was following.
Andy ran forward, his long strides seeming slow,
‘but covering the distance rapidly. Turning the
corner and coming abruptly to the front, he saw
Charcon standing in the door chuckling.

“Paula!” he called.

A smolhered cry, then the girl herself brush-
Lq the officer, answered him.

“Andeel”  She ran to his arms.
Charcon jerked her back roughly.

Adventure

“Thou art mine, girl. Be not indiscreet lest
1 be forced to make thee regret.” He looked at
Doran. “So thou art the man she prates of?
Well, I have bﬁpoken her and have the au-
thority of Lhc chur

“You lie!”

“Lie!’ Why—you—naked—savagel”

“Touch her again and I will bend your neck
ba.ckwa.rd until it cracks!”

Charcon deliberately spat in Andy’s face.

Andy slapped him.  Then he struck him in
the mouth. Charcon staggered back and spat
out what looked like threc of his front teeth.
Andy struck again, half-tearing off the officer’s
left ear. Once more he struck with his hard
right fist and Charcon’s nose slipped loosely to
one side. Then Andy, in the rage of a savage
whose woman has been harmed by another,
rushed in and whipped out Charcon’s sword.
Charcon ran, and Andy fell in behind him be-
laboring him with the blade.

Whackl Whack! He almost kept time with
their pounding feet as Charcon fled toward
Captain Alcaraz.

‘The captain ran toward them shouting.

“I will have thee hanged for this, Dorantes,”
he stormed when the two stopped.  ““At Culia-
can will I have the governor to stnng«.hoe up for

g an officer with intent to slay.”

“Ba.h"' Andy retorted. “Beware of thy
words, Alwu, else thou shalt suffer with this
Tieutenant.”

“Would you strike me, me?”

“With pleasure, then lcad you by an ear to
the governor and have you punished for i impu-
dence to a superior officer of his majesty’s ex-
peditionary force. You know, thou enslaver of

Indians, I'am a captain under Narvaez with a
commission older than thine. Ask Cabeza de
Vaca, an thou doubtest.”

De Vaca grinned.

“*Tis true, Alcaraz, and nght well would I
like for you to strike him. 1 could see you
hanged for mutiny.”

Andy glared a moment then turned abruptly
and started back toward the jacal, the two
officers licking their lips in trqm‘huon

“Wait, Andee,” called de Vaca, drawing a
paper from the shirt he now wore. “I have
somethmg to show thee.

“Well?”

“Thou knowest we have reached the Span-
iards. And that two settlements lie a few days
southward of here? And that at last we have
found the goal for which we bave sought, in
hunger and cold, for eight years?”

“Sayit. I would g0 to her.”

“Read the date at the top of this paper.
See?”

““April 14th, 1538.”

Andy read.



“Exactly. That is the day I joined Alcaraz
and these others.  Now read the last
clzmsﬁ, there just above the captain’s signa-
ture.

“Itis further my beliel that lhm four men are
the first to c ocean to the
other, the first l.o cms the cvnlment that must lie
to the northward of us

“Great Stars!”  Andy grinned, the Irish ris-
ing o the surface, “And we weie naked too,
and in no fit condition to be mceting strangers.

tmego. 1 want to tella certain person what
a great man I am!”

' THERE. isn’t much more to tell. Andy
and Paula were made happy in the mis-
sion church at Culiacan by Father Juan
and the governor. As to the others, Castillo
and de Vaca returned to Spain, where the latter
was subject to political ups and downs for sev-
eral ycars, and died finally in old age at Seville.
‘The Moor was later killed by Indians in Mexico
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because of indiscretions toward the wives of
patives.

As to Oviedo, who remained with the Indian
women on the Island of Ill-Fate, he was never
heard of after de Vaca left him; nor was more
heard of Narvacz after he disappeared over the
horizon of the sca.

The fleet which the three hundred land ex-
plorers left on the coast of Florida cruised up and
down for a ycar, then giving the expedition up
as lost returned to the Indies. Cabeza de Vaca
afterward talked with some of its people.

Captain Dorantes, ever itching for fresh
sights, helped to organize an expedition in
Mexico to explore to the northward, no doubt
having in mind the pueblo country, but for some
reason the company never made the venture.
He remained in Mexico, however, where there
was a.lways a bit of adventure to scason his days.

So ends the tale of the first Europeans to cross
the American continent proper—one of the most
remarkable adventures that men cver cmery
from with their lives.



