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THE MAN IN THE SWAMP

By John Edgerton
Joe crouched in the palmetto scrub

and his brain worked feverishly as he
laid his plans.

He had escaped three hours before
from the turpentine camp where he
had toiled three months out of a life
sentence. He had been committed
there for murder, but it was only
manslaughter, and Joe knew that any
white man who had killed under the
circumstances would have been ac-

quitted. It was this knowledge that
rankled and made "him hate every-
body in the camp.

Flogged, starved, treated as a wild
beast, Joe dreamed of the day of his
escape, when he could take revenge
Upon the world. He hated his keep-
ers, the man who had betrayed him,
but most of all, by a singular chance,
he hated Bentley, the white convict,
who was serving a five years' sen-

tence for doing what he had done,
and of whom it was freely said that
only political animosities had gotten
him convicted at all.

However, Bentley, who was re-

spected as a rich man, the hero of
the camp, the subject of deference on
the part of the wardens Bentley was
in the camp and Joe was outside.
That was the situation. Joe had made
his escape during the confusion fol-

lowing an outbreak of fire. The
wooden stockade was threatened, the
convicts were mustered into the yard
and, under cover of the smoke, Joe
made his getaway.

He had run for three hours through
the palmetto and pine; now he rested
uneasily and planned. He would
make his way to his home town. Of
course he must get some coke. That
done, he would perform his various
acts of revenge upon diverse persons
and then well, then the safety of the
southern ports and the society of his
fellow roustabouts.

Suddenly he raised his head and
listened 'uneasily. Far down the

glade there rang a faint and musical
cry. It was the call of the blood-
hound. Joe knew its.significance and
the superstitious terror which the ne-e- ro

has for this hound awakened. He
sprang to his feet and plunged on
through the thickets.

Once he could make the water of
the bayou he knew he was safe. He
could throw the hounds off the scent
The shallow bayou was about two
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Shook his fist impotently toward the
Bayou

miles away. "With luck he would
reach it before the hounds caught up
with him. The swampy'ground would
impede theilr scent. He struggled
along.

Once at the bayou he would swim
out to one of the islands, lurk there
until the chase had passed, then dou-
ble on his tracks, skirt the bay, and
reach the negro settlement near
Becksville. He knew exactly what
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