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Snake and FHawk

(Continned from Page 128)

cooked and ate the ears.
what happiness!

After which feat, our trumpeter played
“Tortune Our Foe” again, and Noa—that
was her pame, Hoa—danced for us, a dance
like the shifting of leaves on o summer tree,
And when George
Marshall had no
more breath to blow
in his trumpet, she
came over suddenly
and knelt al Sir Rog-
er's feet and Louched
her forehead with bis
hand. T have never
seen a Lhing fairer
than that geslure—
not even May morning. He
raised herat once, Nushing deep,
for his manhood had come back
to him with food and drink. And as he
raised her, a charm thal was hung around
her neck on a twist of cord swung forward
and sparkled in the sun, lle Look it up in
his hand most courteously and looked at it
idly enough, and then a sort of soundless
shock went over him and he bristled at once
like a hound that has scen a ghost,

Spirit of mercy,

“ ING PIILIP, his head,” he said in
English very bitterly. And it was a
Spanish gold picce.

‘Then they began talking swiftly together
in Spanish, but toa low for me to hear.
Only it seemed from his face as if she were
telling her story, as a child tells the tale of
some unpardonable wrong it has scen, but
never comprehended, quite innocently, with
no slightest accent except wonder,

T crept closer, meanly enough; but if Sir
Roger suw me, he did not check me.

Sa, at the end, I knew the name of the
Spaniard who thus hiad dealt with her—Don
Schastian Dominic Alcura—duke and vice-
roy, despoiler of the helpless! A brave,
cruel man!

**And so I fled back to my city, but all my
people are dead,” she ended.

Sir Roger said nothing; he only sat there
musing; and the carved stone Taces that
grinned on the ruins about us had more pity
and life than his.

Afler a while she looked at him shyly and
put her hand up to be comforted. “T have
greal fear,” she said. “They will seek me
because I am all that is left of my nation
and know of the gold.”

Sir Roger must have heard her, but he did
not answer directly.  *“Was he scarred in the
hand, this man?  In the right hand?” he
said tnstead, and his voice was colder than
Lhe fog of Lhe sea.

She nodded. “Scarred. A face like a
mountain hawk’s,” she said; and the won-
der, the dreadful wonder of a child that has
been tormented for no reason came back to
her eyes again,

“That wound is from me,” said Sir Roger
very simply. ‘““I'halis twice we hiave crossed.
There will be a third time, How.” Then he
would have risen and gone to walk by him-
self alone, for the battle madness was upon
him, as I could see. .

But she clung to him passionately and
would not let him go. “I will show you
where the gold is, the gold of Manoa,” she
cried oul frightenedly. “¥For T am the last
of my people, and you hate Spaniards. And
I love you,” she added, directly as a ten-
year maid.

“Fhis time oar whole company heard what
she suid, for she spoke in broken Spanish,
and they got Lo their feet. And the next
thing T remember is my own vaice, shaky
and harsh, crying out in a cloud of other
voices: “The gold! The gold, Sir Roger!
Show us the gold!”

T WAS a long path that she led us on,

through many devious passages and cun-
ning doors Lill it seemed at one lime as if we
weresinkinginto the very bowelsof the earth,
bul not one of a)l these skelctons that had lain
so deathly beside the pillars of the temple
that morning did aught but cry 1o cach other
Lo make haste. At the end we came Lo Lhe
first of three greal chambers under the carth,
cach as leng as the hall of a king’s palace. Tt
was Lhere, like a hive that years upon years

have crowded to the uttermost bounds with
pure honey. Tt was there, all our precious
gold.

We were Lhree days taking out even what
gold and gems we could load on oursclves
and our heasts, the Creasure of three queens’
pardons. I have
seen aman weep be-
cause he could not
hoist on his back a
golden god that
dwarfed him. There
were the coins of em-
pires so old no man
alive had ever heard
of them, gold gob-
lets bigger than
punch bowls, gold slatues of
such pure metal a nait could
scraleh them like cheese,

I mind a great ring, bloody with rubies,
that Sir Roger put on Iioa’s thumb one day
when we talked and jested, for il was loo
wide for any of her fingers.

“PINHAT is for your courl dress,” he said
with his boy’s graciousness, “your courl
dress in lingland, Tloa, when we go home.”
Alter we had got all the gold that we could
carry, we slayed in Manoa near three weeks
Lo recruit our strength, for Tloa showed us
Indian devices of trapping animals and what
plants were good for victual and had no
poison. And through those weeks Sir Roger
and Hoa grew together like threads a cunning
weaver (wists with his thumb.,  Only not
then nor alterwards, excepl perhaps at the
very last, was there anyhing of the hot love
of man and woman in their companionship,
Lut for him the sorrowiul tenderness and
kind gavely a man may feel for a maid not
grown Lhal has suffered great evil unknaw-
ingly, and for her o worship such as is best
given God, the religious belicve, 1 had never
scen him so thoughtful courteous with any
court lady. And for her, she was joyous us
leaves in summer that cannot remember old
winter or lis aches at all.

AL the end we marched, and the torment
through which we should have to pass before
we came Lo the Serpient again, where she lay
well hid in a secret cove of Lhe river, seemed
little as blowing dust to us, for il was a lor-
ment we knew, Moreover, Tloa was with
us, who knew the Indian paths and the
springs and many means of victual we had
passed by blindly, and always we had ogr
gold.

We were merry when we made camp two
days fronm the river, merry and young
heart, We were men again, nol skeletons.
We had come to o landmark, a black and
shaking quag around which we had toiled for
eight hours, marching 10 Manoa; bul Tloa
could show us a path ta skirt through it in
four. So we camped with the jungle on one
side and a neck ol the quag on another while
the hody of it lay before us, between us and
the river, Tt was ghostly to look at, that
quag, in the glow of kite afternoon, for the
studl in it breathed from time to time like an
uneasy sleeper and stones and sticks that we
threw to i, it galped in a breath and never
gave b Rut for all thal we were merry,
wye, merry cnough.

LOA had promised us the frait of a certain

tree prepuared after the Indian fashion.
So, when we had halted for the day, she went
off alone, slipping like a fox through the un-
pathed jungle where we cauld not set fool
without blundering,  And the scarch took
her far, it scemed, for it was near sunsct
when she returned, and Sir Roger was pulling
his beard,

She came running into the camp like a
slim, frightened animal and threw herself wt
Sir Roger’s feet as if she had been wounded
to the death. When he ruised her her face
had no happiness any more, only blind,
while lear,

“Spaniards!” she called to him,  “Span-
jards!  Ananny of Spaniards!”

There was no time at all for parley, no
time at all, 'When Sir Roger had qguieted
her a little, she told whut she had seen, and
we all looked at one another desperately.

( Continued on Page 130)
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Health and
Comjort

S we grow older and
pass the period of
vigorous middle age,
good digestion and the
enjoyment of home-
cooked foods are among
our greatest blessings.

Foods cooked at home the
RUMFORD WAY are not
only delicious in taste and
fine in texture, but nourish-
ing and rich in food values
as well. They are so easy
to prepare that even the
inexperienced housewife
can be certain of success.

Rumford, the wholesome
baking powder, contains
thase strength-giving phos-
phates so necessary to the
up-building of health in all
of us,

We will send you our book-
et “THE RUMFORD
MODERN METHODS OF
COQOKING?” for the asking
it conlains many interest-
ing recipes you will be glad to
know aboui, Send today to:

RUMFORD COMPANY
Dept. 22 Providence, R. L.




