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O whoever picks up these lines: I, 
Bertrand Connor, correspondent of the 
States Press Service, am a captive and 

threatened with a long trip over the river to-
night. 

My captors are four Mexicans—three 
common, runty, rustic scrubs, and a big, black 
hulk of a man with no expression in his eyes 
that can be read, no scars and who twists a 
little suffering English from the end of his 
tongue. 

Their object seems to be to escape into 
Mexico. Why they are to take me is not clear. 

Please notify the military authorities and 
my news service. 

Now that I have got by with that I feel 
easier and can enjoy myself with the 
typewriter—the sort you feed paper to and not 
bonbons. It may be that I am bequeathing 
trouble to the person who finds this statement. 
If so, I apologize; but if it turns out to be an 
adventure that person can thank me for the 
pleasure he gets. 

This house, which I have reason to believe 
belongs to one Pedro Jones, is empty, except 
for we five. The whole town is empty, empty 
as a vacant cottage with the To Let sign up. I 
saw that as I came through at two o’clock this, 
Tuesday, afternoon. 

By right of being here first, the house 
ought to be my castle, but the rule doesn’t 
hold good with greasers. Just when I got 
comfortably settled for an afternoon on the 
writing-machine they slipped in and 
interrupted me with big, bright revolvers. 

After they had robbed me and we had 
become acquainted, they consented to my 
using the typewriter. In fact, their permission 
was overeager and I fear their motives were 
selfish, for the runts are hanging, open-
mouthed, over my shoulders, watching the 
lightning speed—ahem!—of my fingers on the 
keys. They see every word I write, yet I 
believe they cannot read. About the hulk, I am 
not certain. He seems interested, but his face 
doesn’t loosen up. He has the tightest mug I 
ever saw. The skin on his high cheek-bones is 
stretched to the tearing point, yet he is a 
youngish man. 

I wonder if he reads English! I watch his 
expression, as I tap off these words and he 
observes them appear one by one as if by 
magic, but I cannot see a sign that he 
understands. Perhaps he is carrying me along 
as the cat jollies the mouse. That for you, Old 
Top, if you are. 

I know something, though, that he doesn’t 
know. About him, it is. In fact, I have 

T 



All-Story Weekly 2

something on him. If he knew what it is he 
would get busy—on me or himself. It might 
be a clue. Of course, he hasn’t seen it. It tells a 
tale about what he has been doing. I can see it 
in the slit where the cuff of his cheap, gray 
shirt buttons about his wrist. It is on his right 
forearm. 

He doesn’t nibble at my bait. He sees 
every word I write, but he doesn’t appear to be 
the least agitated. If he could read he surely 
would look at his right forearm. A human 
being couldn’t keep from doing so. I shall try 
again, by telling him what it is on his arm. 

It is a spatter of dry blood. 
He doesn’t start, nor change, nor roll back 

his cuff. And I can see now that he hasn’t a 
reading look in his eyes, he is merely staring 
at the words as they appear—these words, this 
word. Undoubtedly, he doesn’t read English. 

Well, my little trick has told me what I 
desired to know. I can go ahead and put down 
what I wish without his being the wiser. 

Whoever finds this can see that what I 
have put down is a clue to the identity of these 
Mexicans. Go back and look over the stuff. 
You see, it is full of description, scattered out. 

When these cutthroats had got me 
thoroughly robbed and we’d settled down to 
glaring at each other, I asked the hulk what he 
intended to do about it. He pointed out of the 
south window to a line of dun hills, far over in 
Mexico. 

“Vamose there, esto noche,” said he. “You 
go ’long” —he appraised me— “you cook 
grub, long time maybe.” 

I can’t cook, and grub I would put up 
might give them indigestion and make them 
peevish and cause them to do things in 
tempers. 

I can think of only one reason why they 
should take me along at all. It may be they 
have committed a crime on the Texas side and 
are trying to escape across the river. They may 
wish to take me to keep me from informing 
the officers. Yes, there is another reason. I 
have just thought of it, but I shall not put it 

down here. 
I found the typewriter in this house. It was 

the first machine I had fingered in two weeks, 
and after a nightmare of writing with a pencil 
it felt good to rollick over the keys again. I 
had all but finished a good news story when 
the Mexicans swooped down. If any one 
should find this news stuff before late to-
morrow Wednesday, please send it out for me. 
By this time to-morrow I may be viewing 
those dun hills at close range. 

The hulk tires of the novelty of the 
clicking machine. He has ceased regarding the 
jogging carriage and walks between the south 
window and the west window, back and forth, 
peering each time through the slats of the 
blinds. All the windows are barred with iron 
rods, some fancifully, after the fashion of finer 
Mexican houses along the border. Three 
regiments of American soldiers are to march 
into this village this afternoon. I wonder if it is 
them the hulk keeps looking out for? One of 
the runts calls him Señor Nando. 

Right in the middle of a prodigious yawn, 
while he was staring idly at me, Senor Nando 
thought of something that snapped his jaws 
shut and sent him bounding over to me. 

“What you write?” he demanded. “What 
you write heem?” 

“Correspondent,” I fenced. All border 
people, even greasers, understand the word, I 
guess. 

“Paper? News?” queried he. 
I nodded. 
“When you take—send heem?” 
“To-night.” 
“To-night?” He stared at me, then threw 

back his head and laughed. “He-he-he—ho-
ho-ho! You send heem this night?” 

“Sure,” I insisted cheerfully. 
“Good. Write mas, write mucha. You send 

heem to-night from Mexico.” 
Great joke, the way he laughed, and still 

chuckles. I guess he would carry the story 
back to the wire for me—not. 

His sudden suspicion, though, shows that 
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he can’t read, so I shall explain about the 
second reason they could have for wanting to 
get me over the border. The information might 
turn out to be valuable—in saving my own 
bacon. Remember the Mexican flag that was 
torn from the Mexican consulate, “somewhere 
on the Rio Grande,” two weeks ago? And an 
American flag nailed in its place? I did it. I am 
confessing the fact, not boasting. I ran across a 
crowd from the old alma mater and we went 
on a lark. I was the active idiot, though in the 
flag incident, and many Mexicans observed 
me at the trick. It may be these greasers know 
and desire to take me to Mexico to—permit 
me to apologize. 

Señor Nando now is discussing something 
with his compatriots which meets with their 
whole-souled approval. He says we will go 
some. 

 
It was just to the kitchen, across the patio 

or inner court, that we went. We are back 
feeling refreshed. In fact, refreshed isn’t the 
word. It is exhilarated, for, besides ham, 
canned peaches and cold biscuits we 
discovered, the Mexes found two quart-bottles 
of whisky. One of the bottles gurgles very 
frequently, and the runts are getting silly and 
boisterous, just as any man with a weak to 
medium mind does when the grain-juice 
begins to tickle his senses. 

The invigorator apparently isn’t affecting 
Señor Nando, who sits leaned back in his chair 
and regards me, keen and mean. He dangles 
my watch at the end of its chain and gloats. 
Also he remembers to peep through the slat-
blinds now and then. 

Now the runtiest of the trio lies down on 
the bed. The rye has hit him an elbow punch. 

I keep on writing most assiduously. It is a 
sort of neutral occupation—keeps me 
ostensibly from noticing the rowdies and 
drawing their attention. Also, the written 
pages sustain the hulk’s joke about sending a 
story from Mexico. So I’ll just keep on. 

The two lively boys—they are men 

physically, but not mentally—have found a 
new means to amusement. They are laying 
cigarette papers across the nose of the sleeping 
one and setting them on fire. The runt slaps 
fly-swattingly at them, which is funny indeed, 
to the Mexicans. Even Nando looks on and 
chuckles. The victim is getting peeved. 

He is awake now and crazy mad, and 
fighting blindly at the other two. They are 
milling over the floor with the racket of wild 
horses on a wooden bridge. It’s rough-house. 

 
I have put a jinx on myself—and the hulk 

has a motive for not loving me a little bit, a 
Mexican motive. The three drunks in their 
rampaging got too near to me and I 
sidestepped to keep clear. Whereupon, Nando 
shoved me suddenly right into the squirming 
mass and they all turned on me. I licked them 
to a standstill—they were clumsy with booze. 
Nando was glad to see his illustrious fellow-
toughs trounced by a gringo—it was a good 
one on them but he’s boiling with bad nature 
because I, a gringo, was able to do it. His eyes 
have turned cold and beady, and if I am any 
sort of prophet, he is sizing me up right now 
with a view to tightening the screws. 

The poorest specimen is asleep again, but 
the other two and Nando are listening to the 
merry little brook-i-fied gurgle of bottle 
number two. Nando’s sense of humor 
continues robust, as his continual admonition 
to write mas, write mucha shows. 

 
I have laid off for ten minutes, trying to 

puzzle out a way to escape. I guess I am not as 
intelligent as the average American, for I have 
been spending good time conjuring up 
octopusy bugaboos when the simplest method 
possible is right at hand. It is the open door to 
the corridor, where the main stairway comes 
gaping up from near the front door. All I have 
to do is to bolt through the door, a little to my 
left and in front of me, spring over the 
balustrade, flit through the outer door, and I’m 
safe—with one proviso, and the proviso is that 
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the American soldiers are marching past at the 
time. The Mexes wouldn’t dare to fire on me 
with the troops in sight and hearing. Simple, 
isn’t it? 

It is getting bothersome to write. The runts 
got to doing a tug-o’-war with a serape—one 
of those sashes they wear—and Nando 
bumped their skulls together and jammed 
them down in a corner. Now one knots his 
serape with a hangman’s noose; and the other, 
squatting and teetering precariously on his 
toes, runs a thumb suggestively over the edge 
of a Bowie knife. Both eye me to see how I 
take the threats. 

Then there is Nando, walking from 
window to window. The south window is to 
my right, and the west window is at my rear, 
consequently his beat keeps him behind me. I 
half expect to feel the thwack of his big pearl-
handle revolver on my head any time. 

 
I used to have a friend who had a habit of 

quoting dolorously something about “I never 
saw a rose so fair that the autumn frost did not 
fade.” Well, my little plan for getting away 
has faded. When I had the details all worked 
out Nando ordered the two runts to 
accompany him, and told me to stay here and 
keep hammering on the typewriter. If I 
stopped, he warned, he would come back and 
shoot me. I got his idea. He wanted to hear the 
typewriter clicking while he was out of the 
room so he would know I wasn’t leaving. I sat 
and wrote the practice sentence, “A quick, 
brown fox jumps over the lazy dog,” and 
listened. He posted the man with the knife—
and a gun, too—at the front door and the other 
at the kitchen door. 

Then he came back, established himself at 
the south window, dangled my watch 
gloatingly, and presently watched the soldiers 
come by. Not one of the soldiers stopped. I 
could have tried to rush the front door 
lookout—but what’s the hurry? We haven’t 
started to Mexico yet. Beside that, I have 
another plan that is going to look, good on 

paper, at least. Here it is: 
The three regiments have gone into camp a 

half mile or so west of here. Their pup tents 
are quite visible in the brown dust. The sun is 
behind them, just right for signaling with a 
mirror, heliograph fashion. I don’t know the 
Morse code, nor any other, but if I can get a 
mirror on the window-sill and work it a few 
minutes I can arouse the military to send some 
one to investigate. If some one comes, of 
course, there will be complications with the 
Mexes here, but I would rather risk that than a 
trip to Mexico. 

Nando has gone down-stairs, taking the 
bottle of whisky. I asked him why he was 
giving his men booze. It seems to be his only 
blunder, if it is a blunder. He answered with a 
grin that he did it to make them brave. 

He admonished me to write without 
stopping, and I am. These very words are the 
result. There is a looking-glass about the size 
of a breakfast plate in the bathroom, across the 
hall, about eight steps from me. I saw it when 
I first came and was contemplating a bath. I 
shall slip in there and get it, right now. 

Well, just as I got back and crammed the 
mirror into a drawer of this desk Señor Nando 
burst in, flourishing his revolver and using up 
a great deal of his own lingo. I had thought he 
was in the back of the house. It shows I’ll 
have to be careful. He didn’t catch on about 
the glass. 

He left again and slipped into a room 
adjoining this one. I can see the light and 
shadows changing through the keyhole, but he 
doesn’t know, I suppose, that I know he is 
there. He’s not going to catch me trying 
anything. I shall be Patience and wait my 
chance for the heliograph experiment. 

Meantime, I must peck away at this 
machine. I sicken at the thought of writing all 
afternoon on “A quick, brown fox jumps over 
the lazy dog. A quick, brown fox jumps—” 

What is more, I shall not do it. I shall write 
down the tale of how I happen to be here and 
I’ll call it “The Typewriter Famine.” 
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Let me see, how shall I begin? I don’t dare 
to stop and think it out. In fact, I don’t care to 
do much thinking at all, except as to how and 
when to use the mirror. It is adjustable so that 
I can set it on the wide window-seat with the 
rays reflecting right into the camp. A 
newspaper flashed before it then will give dots 
and dashes, crazy enough, but something that 
will arouse any signal corps men in the outfits. 

For the yarn. It’s hard to start— A quick, 
brown fox—Ah! The elusive idea at last has lit 
in my mind. Here goes: 

 
It’s simply hell these days for a staff 

correspondent to get along without a 
typewriter. Especially if he’s with the army, 
when all the papers want so much news on the 
doings of their home boys down here on the 
Rio Grande. Typewriters answer for tables, 
chairs, pillows, meal tickets with ingenuity, 
and certainly are assets in games of chance. 

Phillips, of the Globe, demonstrated the 
last point. He put his machine up in a streak of 
peevishness and hard-luck against Mexican 
woodhauler’s four dollars and eighty-five 
cents on a misunderstanding between two 
game-cocks. Afterward he joined us, making 
the sixth correspondent having only pencils to 
write with. 

Achman, of the Times, knocked his 
writing-machine out of a third-story window 
at a Brownsville hotel with his head while 
bending down to fish a collar button from 
under the bed. It was one of the sort that is 
supposed to stand up under years of rough 
treatment, too. Davis, of the Examiner, 
stopped in a barroom with his. I didn’t bring 
mine down, expecting to rent, but others had 
done the same ahead of me and no machine 
was left. So goes the tale of the typewriterless 
six. 

I understand schoolboys and women’s pen 
clubs talk about the joy of writing. It isn’t joy, 
friend, when you have to hatch out a column 
of telegraph stuff every day with long news 
letters in between for Sunday specials, and do 

it all with a pencil. So we grumbled by day 
and mumbled by night and made messes of 
our copy, not being used to thinking in 
longhand. 

There hasn’t been even a gambling chance 
of using the machines in the regiments. They 
are busy, officially or otherwise, every hour 
that we could use them at all. Just bet your life 
we would use them if we could. So we have 
stuck exclusively to our loyal pencil. This has 
made us inhuman. 

Our inhumanity extends among ourselves 
impartially. We’ve got so we don’t speak 
civilly at all. Our minds are poisoned. I guess 
you might call it lead-poisoning. And all that 
is what gives the twitch to this tale I am 
writing. 

The nubbin of the matter loosened for me 
this morning when the regiments started on a 
two-day hike up the river to take station in a 
section where there had been a raid by 
Mexican bandits. The place is above here yet. 
The troops left early and we stayed behind to 
get our stories up and out—with lead pencils. 
So the column got miles ahead of us, and 
when we came to a fork of the road we didn’t 
know which way the soldiers had gone. The 
road was rocky and no tracks were visible. I 
insisted they had taken the right fork, there 
being signs. 

“Rum opinion,” Davis snarled. “That fork 
goes inland. The troops camp to-night at 
Potosi. That’s on the river. Naturally they 
would take the left fork. Savvy the logic?” 

“Sure, he’s right,” Phillips stayed. 
“Sure,” came in Achman. 
“Sure,” stuck McFee, of the A. P. 
“Sure,” Racker shoved in. 
He clinched the argument against me. I 

told them I was fond of my own judgment and 
went off on the right fork, while they took the 
left. 

About noon I saw the brown column miles 
ahead, caterpillering it up and over a hill, and 
having made my point, I sat down to rest. In 
less than no time an automobile came up from 
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the direction of the soldiers and stopped. A 
Mexican with an automatic in a holster got 
out. At least, I thought he was a Mexican, 
before he spoke. 

“Sick?” he asked. “Or just give out?” 
“Feigning both.” I grinned in an 

exceptionally friendly manner. “Can you tell 
me the shortest and best way to Potosi?” 

“To what’s left of it.” 
“Burned out?” 
“Scared out. The fool pe-lauws skedaddled 

when they heard the American soldiers were 
coming. Potosi is as empty as the average 
burro.” 

Pe-lauw is the border word for peon, so we 
talked. Sounded like a good story. He said the 
bandits who raided the Skelton ranch last 
week had quartered in Potosi, and the people 
thought the American soldiers were coming to 
blow up the town. He was on his way down 
below to see the general about a guard in the 
town until the populace returned. Also, he told 
me he was Pedro Jones and that he was a 
Texan, thought he looked the Mexican, every 
inch. He opined the soldiers were on the best 
road to Potosi, about fifteen miles, but that the 
shortest way was across the hills from where 
we stood. 

“Make yourself at home in my house at 
Potosi,” he said when starting on. “You can’t 
miss it—only two-story house there. Nobody 
at home. Go right in. Water barrel’s in the 
patio.” 

I thanked him and took the short cut. 
 
Señor Nando has left the adjoining room. I 

don’t know where he is, but I heard him tiptoe 
out. Now for the heliograph. I’ll get the 
looking-glass set up anyway. 

 
Well, the glass is there all right, just about 

adjusted to the camp. I heard Nando coming 
before I finished and got back to the machine. 
He didn’t see the mirror. My next step will be 
to carry the typewriter to the window and run 
it with one hand while I do the flashing with 

the other. But I shall wait until the señor 
settles down. He seems nervous and keeps 
walking about the second-story rooms. Might 
as well complete my story. 

As Jones said, Potosi is empty. When I 
came through, the store and saloon were 
closed tight. Burros and goats were the only 
living things in sight, unless I count mongrel 
hens that held up their heads and cackled as if 
I were the first human being they had seen. 
The squat, square dobe houses, with doors 
sprawling open, were empty, and danger 
seemed to lurk within their gaping mouths. I 
felt like a boy in the dark with bugaboos right 
behind. A town without people in it is odd. 

My dusty throat led me straight to the 
water barrel in the patio, then I found this 
room with its bed, desk and typewriter. I had 
about written my news story when the hall 
door suddenly burst open and the four Mexes 
were standing there like a group picture of 
outlaws in a frame, pointing very shiny 
revolvers very straight at the middle of my 
forehead. 

After they took my watch and a little 
money they were going to bind me with their 
serapes, but I suggested entertaining them on 
the typewriter, and they fell for it. 

 
Well, that ends the first chapter. The runt 

is still dead asleep on the bed. I don’t know 
where Nando is. I am going to stop 
hammering long enough to lift this typewriter 
to the window. There, it is done. Now I’ll 
keep on writing for a little while to eliminate 
any suspicion about the pause. It required 
about seven seconds to move the machine. 
There is very little difference between the 
sound here and on the desk. 

The slat-blind, the way the sun is shining 
now, is in the way. I shall draw that up first. 

It is drawn up. Did it with one hand and 
knotted the string about the catch in the 
window facing. Now for the mirror. 

 
Things have changed materially in the last 
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twenty minutes. Just as I began to arrange the 
looking-glass so it would make a spotlight 
somewhere on the brown camp, I felt a gentle 
pat on my shoulders. It was Nando, of course. 
He was smiling. He didn’t say a word, but 
turned the mirror away from the soldiers, left 
it there on the sill, lifted the typewriter back to 
the desk, and with a deep bow, invited me to 
resume my noise. 

Next he shook the sleeping runt awake and 
sent him down-stairs. The galoot was back in 
a moment with the big knife the other fellow 
had been fingering. Senor Nando had me to 
lay my hands down on the desk, palms up, 
while he cut little, round pieces from the ends 
of my fingers, just where they touch the 
typewriter keys. He did delicate surgery, just 
enough to bring blood and expose raw flesh. 
The runt sat there with the hammer of his 
revolver back, at the big boss’s direction. 

When Nando finished he commanded me 
to write mas, write mucha, and he set the runt 
with a gun and a knife to see that I obeyed. 

But the mirror is still there and all I want 
is a chance to use it. The stupid runt may give 
me a chance. A quick, brown fox jumps— 

The senor wanted to see a gringo flinch, 
but he was disappointed. I grinned. 

He left the runt here and went prowling 
over the house. I wrote two pages of the little 
fox stuff. Every time I slack up an instant the 
runt runs at me with his head down and the 
knife straight out in front of him, gripped in 
both hands. It is a clumsy, stupid trick and, 
therefore, disgusting. He is ignorance itself. 
Poor cuss. 

My arms ache to the shoulders and the 
pain in my fingers is the same as when a 
dentist hits a nerve. I am thirsty. The mirror, 
with its face turned to the shadows, looks like 
a pool of clear water. 

Nando is back with a fine calfskin, silver-
mounted hand-bag pliable with age, and an 
armload of groceries—bacon, flour in a paper 
bag, a salt-shaker, some sugar, cans of— 

 

The hulk asked me if my fingers were 
hurting sufficiently for me to rest. I said no. 
He replied he would add spice to my work. 
Whereupon, he sprinkled salt over the 
typewriter keys. It eats in sharp as acid. 

Nando is putting the things into the hand-
bag. That means we are getting ready to leave. 
Please note, whoever finds these lines, that 
this page and the first one are in the 
typewriter, but that the others are in the 
drawer. 

The runt has gone to sleep in his chair. 
Nando surprised me just here by rolling a 

brown paper cigarette for me. Guess it is true 
that even the worst villains have a good spot 
somewhere. But he said I was to keep on 
writing. All right, the cigarette tastes good. I’ll 
ask him for a drink of water. I did. He said I 
could drink at the river. 

Well, I wish we were at the river, or 
anywhere except here. I wish I could dabble 
my fingers in a glass of chipped ice. They 
burn. Also they are swelling and stiffening. I 
won’t be able to write much longer. I am 
getting dizzy. 

There isn’t much time left for the 
heliograph. The sun’s rays are beginning to 
turn red on the wall, sure sign of approaching 
sunset. 

The runt has fallen from his chair to the 
floor. 

Nando leaves the room. The runt’s gun—
no, Nando is back. He takes the runt’s gun and 
big knife. He goes out again, warning me not 
to stop writing. But I shall. I am going to try 
the mirror. 

Too late. There was nothing but the red 
and yellow clouds left. I got back to the 
machine in a hurry. Nando is still out. The 
little brown fox. A quick, brown fox jumps 
over the lazy dog. I can scarcely write that 
correctly now. 

Nando returns with a roll of bedding. Also 
a light dog chain, with which to tie me, he 
says, so he can lead me into Mexico as if I 
were a lady’s poodle. 
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I have decided right now to take the only 
chance. I shall run out of this room, spring 
over the balustrade in the hall, and try to 
surprise the sentry at the front door. It is better 
to take that chance than to go to Mexico with 
these savages while my fingers are ripe for 
blood poisoning. 

I hesitate to write this, it sounds so silly, 
but these lines may be the last I ever write in 
this world. If such turns out to be the case, I, 
Bertrand Connor—ah, hell, I’m getting batty. 
If I can’t put one over on three or four Mexes I 
shall not be worthy the name of newspaper 
correspondent—nor of American. 

There are voices at the back door. Guess 
some of their confederates have arrived. The 
gabble sounds like it. The back door sentry 
comes in. Nando goes out. The sentry goes 
into the hall. He keeps looking back. His 
presence bars my plan for a moment anyway. 
A quick— 

Nando calls up-stairs from below. The 
sentry comes in. Now he carries the handbag 
into the next room. He keeps his gun in one 
hand. I am going to try for that gun. If he 
comes close to me I shall grab for it. Now he 
lugs the bedding roll into the adjoining room, 
and, coming back, says I am to go with him. I 
am going to try to get him up to me. I shake 
my head and say “Nando” and keep on 
writing. Writing this. He insists I shall go. I 
shake my head. He is coming nearer. Four 
more steps. He is impatient, angry. Now he is 
reaching out to my arm. My final scheme is 
working. His revolver is close, and closer. He 

has me by one arm and the gun is almost 
where I can seize it. Now— 

 
I grabbed at the gun, but didn’t get it, 

though I got a good hold and hung on. We 
struggled. He managed to pull the trigger 
twice, but the bullets went wild. We plunged 
into the hall. The gun went off again. Then we 
went over the balustrade, I on the top side. 
The fall to the stairs stunned the Mex. When I 
got to my feet Nando was glaring at me. 

Then I saw there was a crowd around—
Phillips and Davis and the rest of the news 
gang. The road they took was the long one to 
Potosi. In passing the house they heard the 
typewriter going—thanks to Nando—and 
came to dicker for it. They heard the shots and 
became suspicious. Nando tried to bar their 
way and they rushed him. The front door 
sentry fled. 

It seems the back door sentry was just 
trying to get me out of the room so the news 
men could enter and see the typewriter. Pedro 
Jones came home and told us the Mexicans 
were wanted for murder, a family back from 
the river. Nando was induced to talk and he 
explained that he was taking me along so that 
I couldn’t set the soldiers on their trail. The 
bunch was turned over to the military. 

Jones sold us the typewriter in partnership. 
All that was yesterday, and I am dictating the 
last of this to Achman, because my fingers are 
in bandages. The boys insisted the yarn ought 
to be completed. 

 


