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ORPORAL ROBINSON received just 
one letter that mail-day. Somehow it 
had an ominous appearance when he 

looked at it—it read ominously when he 
opened it. 

That afternoon, as they strolled of 
common impulse to the sandy, tropical beach, 
Robinson unburdened himself to his bunkie.  

“It’s always bound to come, I know,” he 
muttered. “But when it’s your own father—
well, I never knew till now how much I 
thought of him. A fellow will go hanging 
round full of booze and his head full of girls 
and boxing-gloves and never think!”  

Blackburn nodded slowly, with his eyes 
far off across the water. 

“Always thought Father well-fixed, too,” 
resumed the corporal. “Nice home and all that. 
And here they are, practically broke, with that 
sister of mine beating away on the typewriter, 
to support her and her mother, while I’m stuck 
in the service earning eighteen a month when I 
ought to be on the outside fitting myself for 
something worthwhile.” 

“It’s tough,” was all the big fellow could 
say. 

“Yes, it is. Believe me, though,” and 
Robinson’s jaw set with unwonted 
determination. “that little girl isn’t going to 

bear the brunt of all this. I’ll make her an 
allotment of fifteen a month. Wish now I’d 
made expert rifleman—I’d had a little more to 
send her.” 

“You don’t need to hold back any if you 
don’t want to,” came the gruff rejoinder. “I’ll 
take care of your tobacco and laundry for 
you.” Robinson’s eyes filmed and he started to 
reply, but Blackburn held up his hand, and 
continued, with two little creases appearing 
between his eyes: “But—how about that 
Paquita?”  

The youth flushed.  
“Paquita? Oh, yes—Paquita.” He sighed, 

looked thoughtfully at his cigarette, then rose 
quickly. “I’m going to cut her out,” he 
announced. “I’ve been a hog and a swine, 
ain’t I?” 

“No—only just too human, that’s all. 
Mestizos are bad medicine. I’d cut her out.” 

Then, having moralized once and finally, 
Blackburn lapsed into silence, nodding 
absently when Robinson went back to the 
orderly-room and his duties as troop-clerk. 

From his pocket Blackburn took a picture 
and regarded it long and steadily. Robinson’s 
sister looked back at him from the pasteboard. 

He had met her at Chicago when the 
regiment was en route for the islands from an 
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Eastern post, and those five days had marked a 
reversal of his out-look on life. 

No more service for him—he had 
immediately began to push to completion an 
education neglected at the first call for men in 
1898. Previous to that meeting he had been 
Robinson’s bunkie, the latter having come into 
the troop this “hitch” on his first enlistment, 
but, as Edna had said, among other things, “to 
look after Robby,” he had assumed the extra 
duty of guardian, in so far as one man may 
guard another. 

This, at times, had been a task. He was 
wild, he was irresponsible, he was more than 
apt to act and speak before he thought. 
However, he was bright; hence the 
appointment to the clerkship and the resulting 
stripes. 

If he would keep this new resolve as 
regarded Paquita, Blackburn felt that he could 
guide the boy through the enlistment with 
colors flying. That question, though, the boy 
must settle for himself, for if one cannot make 
a man of himself, no one can do it for him. 

In the following days, however, Robinson 
fully verified his resolve. His daily custom—
to walk the beach in the afternoon in search 
for shells—he continued, but he made off in 
an opposite direction from Paquita’s ranch, 
which lay to the west of the post. 

To-day, just as he was congratulating 
himself on the thought that two weeks’ 
absence had severed the ties, he came face to 
face with her there on the beach. 

“Well,” she cried, “kiss me!” 
He tried to be firm. 
“No, that is all over now.” 
“What is it?” she implored. 
Her eyes devoured him from head to foot, 

and then, returning to his face, grew startled. 
She coarsened like a pool under a puff of 
wind. 

“Have you told about Francisco?” she 
demanded. 

Robinson winced. 
In an attack on an inland barrio some 

months past, he had happened to recognize 
Francisco, Paquita’s brother, as the chieftain 
of the pulahnes they were after. 

Judging from rather meager information 
about, this notorious outlaw was supposed to 
be one Rodriguez, but, after that one chance 
view of him, Robertson knew. 

He had not even told his bunkie, however, 
for to disclose Francisco meant trouble for 
Paquita—and at that time Paquita had 
appealed as more desirable within reach of his 
arms than in the confines of Bilibid.  

Hence Francisco had escaped to continue 
his double role of rancher and pulahane. 

He shook his head in negation, and the girl 
came close to him, soft once more, and 
attempted to take his cheeks in her palms. 

“Well, then, is it that you are an-gry with 
me, boy?” she wheedled. “Your lips were 
made for the kiss—not angry word.” 

She lifted her face to him. 
But Robinson remained steadfast. Though 

the sweat broke on his face, he shooed her 
away, and, turning, strode off down the beach. 

For an instant the girl stood mute. 
Then, trembling, her face contorted, she 

sprang after him. A scintillant little dagger 
flashed in her hand. He turned just in time. 

“You fool!” he cried as he caught her 
wrist. “What would that gain you? There!” 

He twisted the blade from her fingers and 
threw it out over the water. 

And this time as he walked off she 
remained standing there, her throat choked 
with fury. 

 
When he had started that afternoon the 

launch has been coming in over the bay, and 
now he noticed it anchored at the dock. Some 
detachment returning, he concluded; and this 
proved to be correct when he searched the 
barracks and found all the fellows out at the 
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rear chatting with an infantry squad just 
landed. 

He sought his bunkie. and found him 
talking to Sergeant O’Neal, a big black-haired 
fellow Robinson had never particularly liked. 
Now he approached him reluctantly, for they 
had not been on speaking terms for a month or 
more. 

But now O’Neal seemed to have forgotten 
the trivial quarrel.  

“Hello!” he greeted Robinson  
“Hello! O’Neal. Where’ve these fellows 

been?” 
“Up in the hills after Rodriguez.”  
“Did they get him?” cried the corporal. 
“Naw. That fellow’s like a cat with nine 

lives. But say—do you remember that fellow 
Harrison that was down here with the 
detachment for field-day? Played on the ball 
team, catching? Sure you do. About the same 
build as me—black hair and mustache, too. 
Well, he pulled his freight back there in the 
hills.”  

“The devil!”  
“Yep. Filipinitis. I guess.”  
They had turned and were now walking 

back to the quarters. 
“I say,” said O’Neal suddenly, with much 

throat-clearing. “that row, you know—I’m 
feeling kind of bad about that bad news you 
got a while back—I’ll take all that back if—” 

“Aw, that’s all right,” came the muffled 
reply. 

“I’m right obliged,” said the red-faced 
O’Neal. 

He walked away feeling uncomfortable, 
for it was the nearest he had ever come to an 
apology in his life. 

“Glad that’s over with,” he told Blackburn 
later. “Too bad about the kid’s dad, wasn’t 
it?” 

“Yes, but maybe it’ll make a man of him 
now.” 

Blackburn’s surmise appeared to be 

correct, for Robinson continued in the 
“straight and narrow” until the next mail-boat 
came in. But this brought a letter—a letter, he 
swore, with worse news than the first. 

“Listen to this,” he said to his bunkie: “ 
‘And now the doctor says that mother must be 
moved West, Having contracted tuberculosis, 
nothing but the dry climate can save her. You 
know that father left the business in a bad 
tangle, and we were brave enough until this 
came. 

“ ‘I am not a good enough stenographer to 
expect to jump out and secure a position any 
place, and we would have no funds to live on 
in one of those Western towns until I could get 
a position. And, Ralph, I tried so hard to raise 
it. It was awful. 

“ ‘My employers said it wasn’t the way 
they had made their start, so I went to one of 
the attorneys that are untangling this mess of 
father’s. What do you suppose he said? “A 
pretty girl like you ought not to have any 
trouble making a living anywhere!” ’ ” 

“I wish,” said Blackburn slowly, “I wish I 
had him by the throat!” 

He had taken the girl’s picture from his 
pocket, but now, as though ashamed to took at 
the purity pictured there, Robinson, gulped, 
rose, and went to the barracks, whereas his 
bunkie, thinking that Robinson wished to be 
left alone, remained on the beach. 

Robinson had wanted to be alone. The 
problem before him was the biggest he had 
ever faced in his life. To meet it he possessed 
merely the caliber of an untried boy. He had a 
faculty for quick remorse after the gates were 
closed, had Robinson, and it bore in on him 
with redoubled effect now. 

They must have money at once, now. But 
how to get it—there was the rub. Gambling 
suggested itself, but that was precarious. 
Perhaps he might sell some of his clothes, but 
the returns would be insignificant—suppose—
suppose he could sell— 
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“But that would be stealing!” he cried. 
“And then—I don’t know that I could get 
away with it, anyhow.” 

It was the only available thing he had, 
however, and so for a long time he stared at 
the wall, planning on how to dispose of his 
army rifle 

“I’ve got it!” he cried at last. “What’s 
stealing in a case like this? I’ll do it—I’ll do it 
to-night!” 

 
That night he lay near Paquita’s hacienda, 

careful not to be observed from the house, and 
waited near the pony-stables until a white-clad 
figure appeared from the direction of the 
dwelling and came walking toward him. He 
pressed forward, accosting the man in a 
whisper. 

“Come round back of the stables, 
Francisco.” 

“Si, si.” 
The native nodded, but eyed Robinson 

with distrust, and followed him wonderingly 
round the stables, where the American 
explained hurriedly. 

“If you want it,” he said, “it’s yours for 
two hundred gold. I can’t get it out of the gun-
rack any other way, so I’ll have to come out 
with a hunting party and meet you at a certain 
spot on the trail, taking a chance of getting 
away from them. I can say I fell and lost it, 
see? What do you say?” 

There followed much haggling, but in the 
end the soldier departed with all arrangements 
made to deliver the rifle the next day. 

 
The colonel’s orders regarding hunting 

parties allowed no less than three men to 
venture beyond the confines of the post, as the 
country was too unsettled, and Robinson was 
forced to ask for company. After drill the next 
day he accosted Blackburn. 

“I see by the roster you’re not on anything 
to-day. Let’s go out and hunt wild hog this 

afternoon.” 
“If you can get another,” said Blackburn, 

“I’ll go. Want to get a pair of tusks, anyway.” 
The majority of the men seemed to prefer 

their bunks, however, and Robinson was 
almost despondent when he came to O’Neal. 

“Sure,” acquiesced O’Neal. He looked 
down the barrel of his gun “Getting tired of 
frozen beef and want to try this baby-doll. 
Ain’t shot her since I wiped the cosmoline off 
her.” 

They “put in” for the pass, and that 
afternoon found them walking down the 
beach, shouldering their loaded rifles. 
Talkative and elated, the two sergeants took 
occasional shots at objects near by, but 
Robinson found it hard to appear natural. 

The contemplation of the nearing 
transaction  acted powerfully on his nervous 
system. Once or twice he pulled himself up 
sharply as his companions spoke to him, 
noting that he was laughing a trifle too late at 
their sallies. Strive as he would, however, he 
could not dispel the growing perspiration for 
characteristically nervous in temperament, he 
was handicapped by his inexperience in crime. 

He himself over and over again that his 
plan was most feasible, as he could never have 
taken the rifle away from the quarters without 
causing suspicion, nor could he “get away” 
with a tale of losing it in any other 
circumstances. 

But now, as they came into the clearing 
which they approached from the north end 
with extreme care, his heart threatened to leap 
from his breast. 

It was an ideal spot for wild hogs. Like our 
domestic porkers, these animals love to 
wallow in shaded pools where mud abounds. 
The cogan bushes afford pleasant retreats for 
them as the grass, growing from three to 
twenty feet high, is so thick that a man is hard 
put to shove though, and consequentially  
protects the moist bottom from the sun’s rays, 
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thus leaving the ooze a delightful foraging and 
sleeping haunt for the black-haired tuskers.  

This particular clearing was flanked on all 
sides by deep forests. A trail in along its 
eastern edge, winding up from the foothills 
that encroached on the southern side of the 
patch. On the other side of this trail ran a 
river, screened from view by dense tree-
growths in the valley far below. 

“Fellows,” whispered Robinson, glancing 
at the point in the trail where he expected to 
meet Francisco, “I’ll take the trail on the east 
there, Blackie take the west edge of the patch 
to the right and O’Neal can start through the 
patch when we get in position and give the 
word.” 

“Oh, yes,” grumbled O’Neal, “you want 
me to get my feet wet, don’t you.” 

For an instant Robinson’s heart fell. If it 
should be his lot to go through the patch, then 
he could never hope to get ahead of whoever 
took the trail. But Blackburn filled the breech. 

“Go on,” he grinned; “if that was beer 
you’d wade through it up to your neck.” 

“All right,” smiled O’Neal. “Take your 
places.” 

Forthwith the two started out. Blackburn 
had skirted his edge and gone from sight, but 
at one high spot in the path Robinson signaled 
to O’Neal, who immediately started into the 
patch with a crash. Instantly there arose a 
bedlam of scurrying feet, grunts, squeals, and 
echoing reports, but the corporal, presumably 
out of sight of his comrades, raced onward up 
the trail, his eyes darting here and there. 

A soft whistle caught his ear. He plunged 
down a little embankment to meet Francisco 
crouching there, and gasped hurriedly: 

“Here’s the rifle. Come across with the 
dinero.” 

“But the ammunition, senor.” 
Francisco withheld the bills. 
“Ammunition?” fumed Robinson “Think 

I’m a pack-mule to want to carry ammunition 

out here for you? Here’s a handful—now take 
this rifle and beat it—quick.” 

Counting the bills feverishly, he saw 
Francisco fade into the brush. Then he turned 
to scramble back up the incline. 

His heart was beating like a triphammer—
but as he reached the top it stopped with a 
sickening thud. He had come face to face with 
O’Neal. 

Excited beyond the limit of his make-up, 
the youth’s mind leaped riotously. What had 
O’Neal seen? What did he know? Would he 
be confined before he had a chance to dispose 
of the money? 

Panic struck him. Acting in the same 
breath, he gasped his heavy revolver by the 
barrel and struck the unsuspecting O’Neal a 
blow in the jaw. 

The trail lay close to the ravine here, 
which dropped precipitously for twenty feet 
before beginning it’s more gradual wooded 
slope to the bottom. 

O’Neal spun dizzily from his murderous 
blow and fell over the edge of the cliff. 

Simultaneously there came a cry from 
Blackburn, who was now coming up the trail. 

“What’s the matter here?” panted 
Blackburn as he ran up. 

Numbed by a chaotic jumble of emotions, 
Robinson could only blurt: “Nothing.” He 
refused to meet the eyes of this new bunkie—
a bunkie with the drawl gone from his voice 
and whose eyes looked chilly against the 
pallid lines of his stern face.  

“Nothing? What did you hit O’Neal for? 
And who’s rifle is that there?” 

“O’Neal’s.” 
“Yes. I see now by the number it’s his. 

Where’s yours?” 
“Lost it—ran out of the way of O’Neal’s 

shots and slipped and dropped it over that 
cliff.” 

“Lost it? Sounds funny. But what did you 
hit O’Neal for?” 
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The miserable youth only looked at the 
ground. Why had he hit O’Neal? 

“Robby,” said Blackburn, “what I saw you 
do just now was cold murder. Give me that 
gun. Now come with me and we’ll try to find 
that boy.” 

Leading the way to a favorable spot for 
descent, they scrambled down into the deep, 
corrugated, overgrown canon, and, hunting 
diligently, beat their way back and forth 
among the boulders and trees at the bottom. 
But the top was invisible through the trees, 
forcing them to guess at the location of 
O’Neal’s fall, and, noting that the afternoon 
was waning fast, Blackburn was compelled to 
give it up, so ordered Robinson back up the 
laborious ascent. 

Arriving there, he paused for breath and 
looked at his former bunkie. 

“I ought to constitute myself judge and 
jury and finish you right here,” he grated. 

Suddenly he reached out and took him by 
the throat. 

His legs set rock-like as he shoved the 
youth back against the tree, while Robinson’s 
hands tore at the iron fingers that were 
choking his life out. 

Gradually his struggles ceased. His eyes 
turned up toward the sky. Then Blackburn 
dropped him. 

“I guess I won’t do it,” he muttered. “I 
guess the service will take care of you.” 

Robinson gasped, rolled over, and looked 
stupidly at the ogre above him. This was not 
the bunkie upon whom he had always 
depended. 

“What did you do that for?” he whispered. 
Blackburn did not answer. 
“And you were my bunkie, too! Are you 

going to—” 
“Of course I’m going to.” 
“Then—I’ve got to—” 
“Yes. You should have thought of that 

before you hit O’Neal.” 

Robinson shuddered, broke down, and told 
the whole story to his amazed listener. The 
sweat stood out on Blackburn’s face. Seeing 
this, Robinson pleaded: “For their sake!” 
Then, shrewdly: “For her sake!” 

“No,” said Blackburn, “no! Get up—and 
don’t be a dog. I thought you were a man. Be 
one. You did it. Face it. I am thinking of 
them—of her. But you not only killed 
O’Neal—you sold a modern, high-powered 
murdering rifle to a renegade who won’t 
hesitate to use it on your friends—in the 
dark.” The big fellow’s voice grew husky. 

“I am thinking of her, I tell you-but do you 
suppose any mother or any sister would want 
to live on blood-money?” 

He stared long at the miserable corporal. 
“But that,” he said finally, “is neither here 

nor there. Come on with me—we’re going to 
the post.” 

 
“A cut and dried case of murder, if we can 

find the body,” sighed the Colonel when it had 
been reported to him. “Well there’s no use 
sending anybody out there to-night in that 
jungle. I’ll start a search in the morning.” 

News of that kind travels fast in a military 
post. Late in the evening a muchacho with 
supplies from the post told Paquita. She grew 
tense and eager, plying him with questions. 
When the situation grew clear to her a tigerish 
aspect crossed her face, and, accompanying 
with several others, she sent the muchacho 
hurrying into the jungle while she stole quietly 
to a room in the back of the shack. 

Francisco had departed, but he had left 
behind him a person who, though he had once 
been a man, had now forfeited even the 
respect of the pulahnes he deserted to. 

Harrison, the man who deserted the 
infantry detachment. He had sold his rifle and 
equipment to the renegade and now lay drunk 
on the proceeds in the back room. Sighting 
him, Paquita drew her dagger—then stole 
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noiselessly into the room with uplifted blade. 
So the deserter, his dead body being 

necessary in the outcome of her swiftly 
formed plan, came to a fit ending there in the 
hacienda.  

The detail was unable to find O’Neal in 
the morning, but five days later a muchacho 
led a squad to the valley, where they located a 
black-haired body in such condition that a veil 
had best be drawn over the description. It had 
been long in the sun. But a scrap of legging 
with O’Neal’s troop number on it was found, 
satisfying the officers, to whom further 
investigation was impossible. 

The evidence was completed, and the 
swiftly convened general court martial’s 
merciless findings were forwarded to the 
department commander.  

On the evening of the day the court 
martial’s sentence of death came back 
approved Blackburn sat on a log near the 
beach, gazing out at the bay, all soft and 
silvery in the moonlight and studded with 
white-sailed bancas. Softly reechoing from 
the inland mountains came the booming of the 
tomtoms as from a fern-hidden orchestra 
across a moonlit lagoon. 

From the quarters came figure after figure 
that settled down near him as though by 
common consent. Then, like a gunshot: 

“His right leg trembled at the knee when 
they read off the sentence. I kept watching it.” 

Blackburn had not been there. 
“Did he—” 
“He stayed game enough,” Tulares said. 

“Will he be—in the morning?” 
“Aw, quit talking about it,” growled 

Bailey “We’ll have to watch it in the 
morning.” 

“Wish to God it had been our troop instead 
of K went out after Rodriguez that last trip.” 

“Let’s quit talking about it,” growled 
Todd. He looked at the bay intently. “He 
wasn’t such a bad kid, though.” 

So, naively, he came back to the subject. 
They all did. They were inured to the sight of 
death in the “rough,” but in the morning they 
would be called upon to witness the hanging 
of a fellow who had been one of them. As they 
talked Blackburn had seemed immersed in his 
own thoughts, but he began speaking at a 
tangent, so that those who had been covertly 
watching him now looked at him direct. 

“Because he was my bunkie should I 
have—” he began. 

“Did he ask you to?” 
“He did. I am glad he was game to-night. I 

hope he stays game—gamer than he was 
when—when—I found him that day.” 

“Aw brace up,” they admonished kindly. 
“No one’s blamin’ you.” 

But Blackburn only grasped feebly at the 
lines they threw him.  

“Quit it,” said Tulares. “I ain’t ashamed to 
say I snuffled when I thought of that little 
mother back home; but he deserved it, and you 
did your duty.” 

“Duty? Oh, yes, duty. But because he was 
my bunkie should I have—” 

“Aw, quit coming back to that. Did you 
think he’d thank you?” 

“It ain’t the fellow I’m thinking of you’re 
thinking of,” Blackburn said curtly. “I’m 
thinking of my bunkie as he used—as he 
used—” 

Awkwardly, and with awkward coughs, 
his friends rose and left him there. 

“That’s the worst of doing your duty,” said 
Trevors. 

“Duty is always hard,” said Brashares, 
looking back at Blackburn. 

Blackburn remained seated, staring into 
space. Somehow, he could not bear to take out 
the picture that seemed to burn against his 
heart, for he felt that the eyes would haunt 
him. Assuredly, he told himself, he had 
carried out his duty as he saw it; but a picture 
of the morrow persisted in rising up before 
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him, and he cursed each individual letter in the 
word. 

He could see the sun shining down on the 
troops drawn up in a hollow square—the 
hastily erected scaffold rising like a blot 
against the sky—the white faces of his 
comrades—and, above all, that one white face 
of the condemned. 

He even fancied he could hear the 
chaplain’s droning voice saying the last 
prayer. And then—the drop—the thud—the 
thing hanging there, twisting in the sun! 

That would be the picture he would have 
to draw for her—the picture of the ranks, 
distrait and solemn, standing there beneath the 
sun gazing at the thing whose ending he had 
brought about. 

“But I’d do it—I’d do it again!” he cried 
fiercely. “Still—I’ve got to see him before it 
happens.” 

With this intention Blackburn rose to walk 
toward the guard-house. As he walked he did 
not know that K troop had ridden into San 
Lagoon but a week before and corralled 
Francisco in the dead of the night, leaving him 
and his crew staring up at the reddened sky. 
Blackburn did not know this—nor that, but an 
hour before, K troop had surrounded Paquita’s 
shack. 

The “water cure” will make men talk, and 
strange tales were ringing in their ears. In 
verification of their doubts, Paquita rose, 
screaming at their entrance; but they caught 
and held her while one of the captors ran into 
the back room. He returned, called his captain, 
and pointed to a white man lying there—a 
white man with black hair and mustache, 
whose face was fearfully bloated, as though 
from some powerful drug. 

Seeing the captain gaze at him in horror, 
Paquita gave vent to a weird laugh, crying: 
“Too late now!” 

“Too late for what?” thundered the 
captain. 

“She means Corporal Robinson, sir!” 
yelled a trooper. “An hombre just told me 
they’re going to hang him in the morning.” 

“You devil!” exploded the captain, 
looking at Paquita. He gave his men curt 
orders, and one of them, flinging himself on 
his horse, rode hard for the post. 

Unconscious of this, Blackburn reached 
the guard-house, was challenged by the sentry, 
and advanced up the dark steps. 

“Hello!” he greeted Sergeant Whitney. 
“Is—the boy awake?” 

“Awake? Yes; they’re all awake. Look at 
that!” 

Blackburn glanced along the porch, where 
he now discerned several shadowy figures 
humped over in their chairs. 

“Why ain’t they sleeping?” asked 
Blackburn, as though he didn’t know. 

“Well, it ain’t every night a fellow’s got to 
guard a man who’ll be cold in the morning.” 

Blackburn shivered a little, but collected 
himself. 

“I want to see him,” he muttered. 
He stepped into the darkened hallway 

leading between the orderly-room and the 
cells. 

Pressed against the bars was a white face 
with sick eyes gazing out as though dreading 
the coming of the dawn in the east Blackburn 
stopped and held out his hand.  

“Boy,” he said. “I want to tell you—”  
But what he had to tell Robinson remained 

unsaid, for a far-off sound came to their ears, 
blurred and indistinct, yet coming ever nearer 
with the speed of the wind.  

It sounded at first like the roll of a drum 
then grew to the steady chock-a-chock of a 
horse galloping. 

Blackburn paused uncertainly. He stepped 
out on the porch, and as he did so a rider came 
into the light of lamp-post on No. 1 post; and 
the sentry said: “Halt! Dismount! Who’s 
there?”  
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“Friend!” 
“Corp’ral the guard—friend!” called No. 

1. 
Whitney ran down the steps eagerly and 

advanced to the man.  
“What do you mean riding into the post on 

the dead run this time of the night?” he 
blustered. “Is your troop wiped out or—”  

“Naw,” grinned the K trooper; “you can’t 
wipe out K troop. But we got that Rodriguez, 
who ain’t none other than that hombre 
Francisco that been pogareeing right under our 
nose so long. As for riding so hard, I just 
thought that I’d hustle a little bit so that boy in 
there could sleep better tonight. You see, we 
found O’Neal alive. Say, who’s got the 
makings?”  

Some one on the porch laughed aloud, but 
in a queer tone. 

 
“I’m glad,” said O’Neal, in the hospital 

later, “that it ended that way. It’s all a kind of 
a dream to me. That wench must have filled 
me full of dope.” 

“She did. Loco, you know. Over him. You 
were the goat. Harrison was the goat, too, only 
he deserved it. As soon as she heard of the fix 
Robby was in she found you, through her 
hombres, and substituted you for him. 

“So, instead of getting strung up for killing 

you, Robby gets two years and a kick in 
Bilibid for selling his rifle. Considering the 
cause of all the rumpus, the court let him off 
light.” 

“I’m glad it ended that way,” repeated 
O’Neal. 

For Blackburn, however, the ending was 
postponed until nearly two years later, when, 
standing in a doorway in Chicago, he faced 
her. 

“I wrote you—all about it,” he stammered, 
his voice low. “And you never answered. So I 
supposed—I supposed—that you’d hate me 
forever. But I heard your mother lived—” 

“We got the money Colonel Barnes sent 
that Robby won at the contest,” she nodded. 

Blackburn looked away an instant. He had 
been one of the list on that regimental 
collection. He blessed the colonel for his 
tactful “white lie.” 

“I’m glad,” he said. “But I’ve come—
because I couldn’t stay away. Can you—” 

“It took me almost a year,” she whispered 
inside the hungry arms. “I forgave you, 
though, long ago. You only did your—” 

He kissed her lips shut, gravely, tenderly. 
Finally he said: 
“Please don’t say that word. It’s the most 

hateful word in the dictionary.” 

 


