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By Frank Thunen
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so avsent minded as to rta & reilrcad into a trap like
gha. DBoxeld irn on ti'2e sides by sheer walls of lava
200 feet high, how could it ever get out, except the
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. quarter of a mile to the north the hollow ended
2pruptly against the perpendicular bluff. There on
the brink of the rim rock a lofty steel frme tower
stood out against the sky, like the skeleton of a fire
ravazed lizhthouse overlooking a sea of waving heat,
and three lines of shining copper, each nearly as thick
as Scotty's thumb, led from the top of the tower down
to another in the botitom of the gorge; then on to an-
other and another, straight over Scotty’s head and be-
yond toward the mouth of the hollow.

Scotty’s roving eye traveled blinkingly along the
burnished lines, shimmering and wavering in their
own calorific rays like wind blown streamers of fine
silk. He followed them until they disapoeared be-
hind a point of the mountain southward. Then his
zaze fell again contemptuously upon MeGill. His
lip curled with in"rite scorn as he looked upon the
unconscious cu} nis bhave, and his expression

MeceGill
perfect

that
The big Scotcaman’s
composure was the meanest of all smean things he had
done to Scotty, and Scotty resolved upon vengeaance.
Slipping from under his bush Scotty crept cautiously
on hands and knees up to his partaner’s side aand studicd

became so seturated with bvitternecss
gaggad in his sleen.

his face with blear eyed intensity. For several moments
he remained there, leaning motionless over the prostrate
form, his eyes fixed upon a tangled wisp of mustache
which projected stifly over the sleeper’s lins and oscil-
lated respomsiveiy to the changing curreuats of his
breath. Scotty was fascinated, transfixed. His head
began to wag in isochronism with the matted whisker.
He grew dizzy watching and ;closed his eyes. His
head scemed to s»in upon hi§ shoulders like a top;
his body swayed uncertainly,.and thep he regained his
equilibrium with & jerk. It was too much, and Mac
was responsiltle for it ali

Suppertins himself with his left hand Scotty raised
his »ight hand zbove his head and brought it down
witi = =atisfiylng thwaek squarely over that treach-
erous wnimeteld whigker,

McGiil's head flew up from the ground like a Jack-
in-the-box.

“Whatnahellsmatterthyuh, Scotty!’ he exploded. And
Scotty realized that he had made & mistake.

“Ona them damn yellow jacl-ets, ¥ae,” hie lled. “He
was jes’ gonna getcha on th' lin when I fetched 'im.”

“Yellow jacket? Wkere's yellow jocket? You're a
Mar, Sccity! You just slammed me!” cherged MaGill
a3 he rolled his superior lip up abuinsi his nose aund
tcok 2 bloody imprezsion on the back ¢! his 'hand
from @& laceraticn mads by his tesina, “You'd hit a
man when he wes ecsiean!”

“No, I wouldn't do nectiln’ like that, Maec'

“My neme isn’t Mecc; my name’'s Mobert! MeGill—
my name's Mr, McGill. You c2't me Mer MeGIN"

My, MeGill tcok ancther impression or the bick of
i3 hend. “You hit me when I was aslesn, Bcotty.
T'm goin’ 'to fiz you,” ha threatened with deiiberation,
rising to his knees and topvling over
“'ll1 fix you, Scotity,” repeaied the caicondant of war-
ring Hizhlanders, and bore his unresisiing adversary to
the ground.

Pursuing the desperats tectice of that ramote an-
cagtral character his mamorable £o io the finish writ
Jim Fitz, Msc grivped the fellsn Zogman Ly the throat
and planted 2 knee somewnerc beiween Lis lungs end

is kidneys., Then with ore fres hand hs haouled his
trusty knife from his poclet. Selsing it In his jaws
he inseried his thumb neil in the groove of the longest
and wickedest blade and tried o pry it open. But the

lade stuck; ihe rail brokse., CestinT the uselsss weapon

aside he 21l forward, measvring his form with that of
the man benesth, ard blew a fermented blasphamy
throuzh hisz whiskers into Scoity’s faco, ;

This annoyed Scotty, who reached up end grabhed a
Govble hardful of beard. With that the tife of bet-
tle turned, for Scotty had no whiskers except McCill's,
a fact waich more than oifset IMae's greater welglit,

Althou~h Scotty felt the characteristic tiat of
strangulation stealing over his face and saw the curisin
c? oblivion being slowly drawn befcre his eyes, while
the core of his Adam’s apple worked its painful way
into the back of his meck under the pressure of Mac's
thumbe, he was able to turn his defense into attack,
and MecGill promptly sued for peace.

“Leggo my whiskers, or I'll mash your head!” were
the terms of the proposed amnesty.

“You let me up first,” countered Scotty, giving the
whiskers a tug for emphasis.

“You will, will you?” snarled McGill, releasing his
victim's throat and planting a blow on his jaw.

Scotty’s fingers, instead of disentangling, became the
more securely enmeshed, and he jerked and yanked with
such vigor that Mac bawled for mercy.

Then the two sat up and regarded each other with
silent reproach. It was McGill who finally opened the
way for apologies and cross apologles. “You shouldn’t
ought to done that, Scotty. I wasn't goin’ to hurt you.”

“You had mo business chokin’ me,” coughed Scotty,
striving alternately to swallow and to spit out his

larynx, after which they both burst into maudlin tears..

Suddenly Scotty ceased crying and exclalmed:
“Whatcha got in yer inside pocket, Mac? You gimme
some o} that; I saw it.”

McGill sheepishly hauled out a half empty flask. “I
was savin’ It, Scotty,” he said. *“No water along this
trail between Oroville and Hubbard's Flat, ‘cept Widow
Marlow’s spring up this canon somewhere.” :

“Savin’' it!" scoffed Scotty. “It's half gone. That's
why you was hangin’ back all the ime when we was
ro’x’nin.' You're a orn'ry hog, Mac! Where'd you get
t?”

“Barkeep,” replied McGill. *“That fe!'>— ain't such
a bad sort, Scotty. After he throw: - .. [ list night

unon Sctty. -
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he calls me to one side and sawye, ‘Mr. McGill’ says 'e,
4¢’s a long hot streith along the power line trail and
nary a drop of water till you hit Hubbard’s Flat up
on North Fork, cep'n 2 foir springs you can’t find, You
better take a 1ittle somethin’ aleng, Mr. McGill,’ he
says, just like that, and he givas me this”

Mae drew the cork and took a nip.

“Here, you orn'ry hog!” exclaimed Scotty, stretching
forth his hand, “that’s what you been doin’ all the
way; they ain’t no more'n & third of it left. You gimme
sorz o thal”

McGill permitted the flask to be taken from him,

and in two noisy gulps Scotty had reduced the contents: £

to one-sixth,

“That’s 'nough, that’'s 'nough, now, Scotty,” protested
McGill, making a successful grab. “That's gotta last
100 miles, Scotty.”

Scotty licked his lips and looked wistful. s’ low
down orn’ry, Mac, you swillin’ all that whisky an’ not
sayin’ nothin’. 's’ low down orin'ry, I say. You gimme
'nother drink, Mac, pleace, je3’ one.”

“Only couple jolts left, Scotty,” said Mae, patting
the flask loviagly “That’'s gotita last—here, quitcher
snatchin’—gimme that bottle, Scoity!”

.But Scotty aiready had it to his ingurgiteting lips.
With one prodigious gasp he drained the flask to the
last ambrosial drop and then smashed il on the rocks.
“That’s orn'ry trick you plaved me, Mac,” he compiained.

Mc@1l's resentment was silent. With patient resigna-
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tion he looked upon the stattered fragments of glass
and then got slowly to his-feet. “Best be goin’, now,”
he counseled. °* way to next drink.”

Scotty arose stfily, and without another word the
two shouldered their meager blanket rolls and set off
for the head of Morris ravine.

They had not proceeded far before they began to be
afflicted with cosmidrosis in a pronounced form. By
tacit consent they stopped in the lattice work shedow
of one of the steel frame torrers of the electric power
line. Dropping his blankets, Mac squilgeed the sweat
from his forehead with his forefinger and observed,
“Hotter'n hell, ain’t it!” _

Scotty let his blankets slide down his back to the
ground and sat upon them without venturing an opinion
as to whether any other place could compare with
Morris favine for temperature. But his failure to re-
spond did not disturb Mac, who took another dab at
his sweaty brow and stood in admiring contemplation
of ‘the lofty steel structure before him. From the
projecting steel beams.at the top hung three monster
insulating pemdants, each an articulated serfes of mas-
sive tiles, like stacks of inverted soup plates designed
flot: s‘."il‘lun'p service. These supported the heavy rod-

res. g4 : :

Mac's eye followed the triple line of copper straight
ahead to the end of the h%\r,’ ‘where face of the

1 *

lava rim rock seemed to tremble in the intense heat
as if it would crumble and fall asunder. The inter-
vening stretches of gleaming copper flickered and
danced in wavering lines of fire.

“Mighty hot stuff in them wires, Scotty,” said Mac.
“Touch one o them, and—pst! No more whisky for
poor Scotty!” .

“Huh!” grunted the subject of that fanciful con-
ception, resting his elbows upon his knees and drop-
ping his head into his hands.

“Huh!” echoed McGill interrogatively. “Don’t you
believe that? Them wires has got a hundred thousand
voltages in each one of them. There’s half a million
horsepower scootin’ by here every second. How'd you
like to be kicked by half a million horses all at once,
Scotty?”

Scotty was studying the ground between his feet
and paid no attention to his companion’s monologue.

“Seotty, I say, Scotty,” persisted Mac, '“I studied
electricity for five years In McCill college in Montreal.”

The man sitting hunched on his blankets refused to
be awed or even interested by the assertion. McGill
drew a tattered sleeve across his face, and his vision
slid away from Scotty and other things mundane into
the depths of brazen sky. Suddenly he broke into
speech again, “I say, Scotty, them two eagles is so
high they don’'t looR no bigger'n flies.”

Scotty bestirred himself end gazed far into the re-
mote nothingness. ‘“Nor they 4din’t,”” commented he
without having seen them at all

“What d’ye mean? demanded Mac. “You think I
got sum spots in my eyes? You think I don’t see no
eagles?” :

“Course they's eagles, but
they looks,” explained Scotty.

McGill pondered this strange theory a moment. “What
d’'ye mean by that?” he finally inquired.

“Jes’'s I say,” replied Scotty impatiently. "They's
jes’s big as they seems to the necked eye. You look at
;';'!:r’:hinw through a2 telescope, and it looks big,
don’t iL?”

they ain’t no biggei'n

i1 nodded his conecurrence. 5
they ain’t no higgsr than they are, are they?l”’
demanrded fecotty triumphantly. “Same way you look
2t them throush tho wrong ead of the telescope, and
they looks I'tile, don’t they? DButf all the tima they's
as big they ave, That's philesopiy. Hverythin's
jes’s big as 1L 1s0ks to thas necked eye.”

MeCill doubted the soundness of this reasoning, and
he told Scotty so.

“An, shucks!” exclaimed the leather faced philosopher
in despeir. You ain’t never read no philesophy; I don't
believe you ever saw McGill colege, or you'd know
I'm teilin’ you straight. It’s jes’ same as sound. I
remember readin’ when I was only a little kid that
they ain’t no sound where they pln‘t no ear to listen
o it. V/ren you don’t hear it, they ain’'t no sound,
and when you do hear. it, it's jesg’s loud as it sounds.
Aln't that right?”’ 1

Mac admitted that it might be.

“And,” continued Scotty grandly, “sound and light
travels in the same kind of heat waves. They's jes”

<

as

same, 'cept the way you find oyt they's there. You
see one, and hear t'other, and if yoypdon’t, they ain’t
thers. That's 21.”

Mae shool- his head inf disbellef, and, like Pythias
scoffing at Demosthenes, told Seotty that his argument
smelt of the alcohol lamp. .

“Neanin’ I’'m drunk? You ain't no call to say I'm
drunk after you drinkin’ alli that whisky,” retgrted
Scoity.

“Maybe you ain’t drunk, Scotty,” comforted Mac, “but
you must be some under the weather, or you wouldn’t
expect a sober man to believe that rot.”

“I €on't,” sald Scotiy pointedly, “but if they was
sober man here to hear me, he'd belleve it.” :

“What you mean? Insinuatin’ that I'm drunk?”
bristled MeCilL

“Course yer drunk, Mac. Yer a big drunken slob!
Apn’ yer a low down orn'ry hog to swill all that whisky
unbeknownst!”

“I don’t zllow no man, drunk or sober, to talk that
way to me, Scotty,” said McGill with an ominous delib-
eration that mede Scotty feel uneasy. “I'm going to
fix you,” continued the blg Scotchman, rolling his
sleeves back on his brawny forearmms and advancing.
Scotiy rosa to meet the rush. Yielding with backward
step he tripped over his blankets and weant down, th
MeCill ctraddling his chest.

Even before Mac’s fingers had ciutched his throat,
Scotty could feel his windpipe begin to collapse, and
he made a desperate grab for the auburn whiskers.
Mac ihwarted the move by jerking back hig head and
sittirg suddenly erect on Scotty’s chest. But this
V'as eiror.

Li¥¢ o flash Scotty’'s foot arose and caught the

Scotchman on the cerebellum. Lightpings flashed in
Mac's eyes, followed by Instani darkness and a rapid
turn in which he tool: only a paseive pari.
. Wher Mac came out ¢f it Cecity was seated again
on his bizankcts, keepng patient vigil. “You didn't
bave no call to jump on me likze that, Mac,” was the
grezting Scotly exteanded as McCGill sat up rubbing the
back of his hesad.

Mae merely stared over Scoity’s head into space,
sayiny nothing, uniil the laetier began to fear thatl his
kicix had scriously éisarranscd the Scotchman’s mental
mechinery. “Can’t you tali:? Cen't you see, Mac?’ he
ast2d snxlousiy &5 he arose unsteadily from his
blanl:ets.

“Coursa I can see!” growled MeGill. “Thinlz I'm
blind? MNcbedy can see betier or farther than I can.
Look at them eagles now. They're soarin’ lower now—
look about as hig as pigeons. Talk about eagiles bein’
as big es flies—why, you're piumb crazy, Scotty!”

“I know they looks az big as pigeons now, an’ that's
jes’s big's they be, too. The closer they get, the big-
ger they get, sure.”

McGill grunted in disgust, and moving over to his
own roll of blankets seated himself upon them. “They're
droppin’ lower'n lower,” he remarked. #

“An' gettin’ bigger an’ bigger,” added Scotty.

McGill's eyes shifted redly to Scotty for an instant,
then back to the birds of prey. “Hi! see that fellow
sail down toward the ground!” he exclzaimed excitedly.

“An’ f'other fellow after 'im,” supplemented Scotty.

y, they’s goana light, Maec; they’s got a nest up
there on the bluff some’eres.” ;
“Maybe,” agreed McGill. “See them drop and circle
'round like a corkscrew. Bet they lHzht on that tower
on the edge of the bluff—nope—yes—say, they ain't
eagles at all; they're only hawks, Look at that; they'rs
gettlin® on the wires. Look out, you fool birds! you'll
get yvour toes scorched!” Yo

“Huh!" Scotty snorted contemptuously.
say vou studied eleck-tricity in McGill ¢ollege! How
the hell’s they goana get thee toes scorched without
they touch somethin’ else besides the wires?’

“No,” siree, there's two of ’'em. Scotty, on different
wires,” defended Mec. See that! The fools are peckin’
at each other! ILook at that fel——"" .

"There was a report like a pistol shot; a visible pale
greenish flash enveloped the birds for an instant; a
metallic singing twang sped through the wires; the
birds fell, and Mac rejoiced at the tragedy. “Didn’t I
tell you, Scotty?” he gloated. - “They don't keep a
h . thousand volta under their fool feathers
very long, hah! Did you see 'em drop like a couple o’
old hats kerplunk into the brush under the bluff? And
look 4’ there—the line's busted and fell in the brush,

.
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“LEGGO MY WHISKERS, OR. T4k

MASH SoUR HEAD!*”
too. See, its a_burnin’! They'll get cooked to smith-
ereens!”

With a flash and report one of the lines had parted
at the tower on the bluif and fell writhing and hissing
and spitting streams of live fire into the thicket of
brush at the base of the rim rock. Scotty looked on
stupidly for a moment and then sprang into the air
with sudden inspiration. “Beat it, M‘c! The whole
thing’s goana blow up!” '

“Can’'t blow up, Scotty; walt—can’t blow up. Hist,
what's that!” :

From somewhere in the vicinity of the blazing under-
brush came a shout of “Fire!” in a s g feminine
voice, followed by the plercing wail of a child.

“That's the Widow Martow and her orphants”
promptly decided McGill. “Come on, Scotty; we gotta
put that fire out. No,.leave your blankets; we gotta
run for it.” ¢

Up the canon sped the men over the rough tralil,
dodging obstacles, dashing through underbrush and
rounding impassable thickets, panting and wheezing
and sweating until they came upon a clear view of the
humble cottage, not 2 stone’s throw from the now
raging brush fire.

The widow stood beside the low bullding, dipping
water out of a bucket and drenching walls and roof. A
boy of 4 had his face twisted into her apron and bawled
lustily and unceasingly. \Another boy, somewhat older,
was staggering up from the spring with another full
bucket of water, and a motherly little girl was spread-
ing wet sacks over a coop of little chickens.

As Mac and Scotty swung ‘round the corner of the
house the adhesive youngster undid himself from his
wrappings in his mother’s apron and became suddenly
quiet. The widow straightened up into 6 feet of
rawboned angularity, wheeled with catlike swiftness
upon the villainous looking but well intentioned pair,
and gripped her dipper handle more firmly. “So you're
the ones this time, air you?” she demanded with a
note of accusation in her voice. “Fill me that tub with
water down at the spring,” she ordered with the ease
and assurance of one who is used to being obeyed.
Thon sthe resumed her drenching process, and the vol-
vnteers carried out her instructions.

Between the house and the lava bluilfs the ground
was strewn with sgtacks of cut and seasoned brush,
extending entirely across the head of the gorge to the
power lne vight of way, and the fire hissed and
crackled and raged along the inflammable track thus
fortuitously laid for it. Nearer and nearer it came,
advancing by leaps and bounds, shooting upward In
walls and spires of flame and filling the air with
clouds of smoke and pungent light ash. The brilliant
glare of the sun was dimmed to a sickly yellow. The
eyes of the fire fighters smarted; their nostrils burned.
and their breath wheezed through strictured lungs. The
pine shakes on the roof of the cottage steamed in the
increasing heat, and McGill’s whiskers grew a brighter
red and began to curl. The terrified child, no longer
awed into silence by the strange visitors, broke into
a fresh crescendo of woe, and the strong form of the
woman shook with hard dry sobs of discouragement
and distress.

There was but. one chance to prevent the fire from
reaching the cottage. That was to remove the inter-
vening brush heaps beyond its reach, and it required
auick action. With a vim and energy that surprised
themselves Mac and Scotty, shielding their faces as
well as they could from the blistering heat, rushed
into the lower extensions of the treacherous fire trap
and dragged load after load of brush down Into the
marsh below the spring until they had cleared a space
from the house back to the ed«e of the steep naked
slopes of loose lava rock belo— e bluffs.

The fire raced on to meet ...cm, bearing down to-
ward the house until it reached the line of their
cleared and guarded area. Then, circumyented, it
swerved to the morth and rolled on back toward the
bluffs at the head of the gorge, where it spent its
impotent fury in a soft warm kiss on the rugged face
of the igneous rock and died as suddenly as it had
sprung into being. i

The danger past, the men threw themselves down in
the shade by the spring. With fingers trembling from
his unusual exertion Scotty rolled a cigarette to quiet
his nerves, and McGill fondied his whiskers, looking
cross eyed.along his nose at their singed and frizzled
tips. Thus cccupied the widow came upon them, much
to Scotty’s annoyance; for he had been dreading the
inevitable outpouring of feminine gratitude. Without
prologue or preamble she opened the subject.

“Ain’t once settin’ fire to a poor lone widow’'s prop-
erty with your old cigareet smokin’ enough without
doln’ it again?’ she demanded, acidly.

Scotty could only gasp, so McGill arose and volun-
teered as spokesman. “You're mistaken, lady,” he said:
“Scotty didn’'t set fire. There were two birds did all
the damage.”

“Bir€s! I should say birds! Two fine birds you
two air—jail birds, I guess! I know your likes. That's
the third fire ’ts been set along this trail by drunken
cigareet smokin’ tramps this summer. My old man,
he set one himself. He's dead now over a month; he
@runiz himself to death just like you two is goin’
to do.”

“By Jupiter! I don't blame ’'im!” swore Scotty, rising
to his full height, which was half a foot or so less than
that of his towering accuser. “That's the thanks me
an’ Mac gets for savin’ your house for you! That's
gratitude!”’

“That’'s all right,” argued the widow, “it waen't no
more than it was beholden for you to do after settin’
fire to everything. I know you deny if, but I know
your likes. I™didm’t live with Bill Marlow 10 years
for nethin’. And you two air just the same. You
came in from the oOpposite direction to throw me off
the scent, but you can't fool me. Why don’t you go

to work and earn a decent, respectable livin’'? I guess
I know what drink- 3
“Come on, Scotty,” interrupted MecGill. “Best be

goin’, now,” and he led the way down the hollow.

Scotty foliowed, but the widow saw him stop a hun-
dred yards away and deliberately and maliciously light
his cigarette.

Fifteen minutes later the two wayfarers seated
theémselves in the shade of a big digger pine a com-
fortable halt inile from the Marlow spring. They had
opened their packs and spread upon the ground a
feast of craeckers and cheese and sardines.

“Me an’ you don’t get no credit for nothin’,” com-
plained ‘Scotty.” “We're a peir of nobodies; we ain't
nothin’, are we?"

Mac paused In the act of inserting the big end of a
sardine in the receptacle behind his beard. “Shouldn’t
ought to lose your temper at meal time, Scotty,” he
reproved. “Bad for digestion.” Then he gave the
dripping fish a dextrous flip, and Jonah was avenged.
He smacked his lips with extreme unction and con-
tinued comfortingly: *“We're not so bad off, Scotty.
Think what poor Bill Marlow must have endured. She
said she lived with him for 10 years. Let's have a sip
of something to poor Bill Marlow, Scotty.” Mac sud-
denly abstracted a perfectly whole flat bottle from a
secret fold of his blankets and passed it first to.Scotty.

‘Scotty’'s eyes sparkled as he looked upon the fluid
extract of good fellowship. “You ol’ hound, Mac, you're
all right. Where'd you get it?” He raised the bottle
to his lips with a practiced hand, saying, “here’s to the
man what drunk 'imself to death; let's hope that the
devil what's got 'im now is kinder to "im than the devi)
e left behind.” A



