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HIS was the end, Barton thought. 
Captive and captor, both would die. 
He and Durian were lashed to a pole 

in front of the tribal community house, a 
pole crowned with dubious ornaments—
human heads! And soon there would be 
two more curing in the sun. 
 Barton and Carvalhao had come 
into this upper Amazon country after 
Durian, who was wanted in Manaos for 
murder—Carvalhao because he was 
attached to the Manaos Police, and Barton, 
soldier of fortune and engineer, because 
while prospecting for rubber he had picked 
up a good smattering of the Jivaro dialect 
of this part of the Basin. 
 Carvalhao had been killed by a 
blowgun dart during the attack of the 
natives on the white men’s canoe. For 
some reason, Barton and Durian had been 
saved—for this. 
 The American’s big muscles 
crawled like snakes beneath his sun 
scorched skin as he tried to break the bonds 
that held him to the pole. Just what he 
would do if he got free was a question, but 
he exerted every last ounce of his 
prodigious strength. He thought he felt a 
piece of the tough fibre break. He kept 
working away. 
 Beyond the ring of warriors who 
guarded Durian and himself, Barton saw an 
old man come slowly out of a nearby hut. 
His face was painted a ghastly green. He 
bore a foot square box of carved black 
wood bound round and round with yellow 
chambira cord. 
 In the old man’s wake, their eyes 
cast reverently toward the ground, walked 
two young women whose lithe bodies were 
without adornment. The first held a shallow 
wooden bowl. The second carried across 
her extended palms a long, thin blade with 
an ebon hilt ornamented with a single tuft 

of scarlet feathers. T  A breathless silence lay upon the 
entire gathering of natives. And in this 
silence the old man unwound the yellow 
cords and opened the black box. From it he 
drew the sinuous coils of a gleaming 
yellow serpent with iridescent markings. 
 At first Barton thought the snake 
was real and alive. But as his horror 
fascinated eyes dwelt upon it, he saw that it 
was fashioned of flakes and interwoven 
links of gold, so cunningly fabricated that 
each reverent move of the old man’s hands 
imparted to it a striking semblance of life. 
Its eyes and the iridescent markings on its 
four foot length were opals that glowed like 
living flame. Despite the prickling terror of 
the situation, Barton realized that the thing 
was worth a fortune. 
 The old man began to speak. Barton 
had no difficulty following the oration in 
the Jivaro dialect. 
 “Oh, Little Father of my People,” 
the old man said, addressing the golden 
snake, “behold the evil that has come upon 
us. The burning sun destroys our crops. 
The great river is shrunken, even as our 
bellies will be shrunken if our crops die. 
But the river has yielded up a gift for thee. 
Look upon the white men. Their living 
hearts shall be given thee, that thou may 
darken the sun with clouds and fill the sky 
with rain.” 
 

ACRIFICE! Barton’s brain crackled 
with that awful word. He looked over at 

Durian, whose black eyes rolled in horror. 
S
 The old headman approached the 
rapt young priestess who held the knife, 
and twined the golden snake around her 
neck and slender body, where it clung as if 
actuated by living muscles. Then he seized 
the knife with the tufted hilt and turned to 
the captives. His beady eyes, gleaming 
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with fanatical fires, rested first upon 
Barton, then swiveled to Durian. 
 With surprising agility he leaped in 
front of Durian, whose form sagged against 
the pole. But as the point of the knife in the 
old chieftain’s hands approached the naked 
breast of Durian with tantalizing slowness, 
Barton strained every fibre of his body in 
one supreme effort. The chambira cords 
snapped. Barton leaped like a jaguar at the 
warriors who swarmed toward him, and 
flung himself into battle. 
 He exploded lefts and rights against 
the faces of the foremost headhunters, sent 
them sprawling. He seized one of his fallen 
victims and whirled him high to crash 
among his fellows. He leaped and plunged. 
His fists flailed. They worked havoc when 
they landed. The natives dropped like flies 
swatted from a wall. 
 Yet the Jivaros fought with a fury 
spawned in some pagan frenzy. Their 
spears weaved and flickered close to 
Barton’s head. Barton knew only too well 
the hopeless odds. 
 He had one remaining trump to 
play! He sprang toward the priestess who 
had borne the knife for the grim, sacrificial 
offering, and tore the clinging golden snake 
from her body, leaping back and holding 
the thing aloft between his two outstretched 
hands as if to tear it asunder. 
It was a bold play—but Barton well knew 
the veneration of such tribes for their 
chosen gods. 
 The natives, seeing their cherished 
Little Father in vandal hands, were 
petrified. The old man with the knife had 
whirled, and he too stood rooted in his 
tracks. 
 It was a dramatic moment. Barton 
made the most of it. His deep voice 
boomed out in Jivaro: 
 “Let there be no sacrifice, or the 
Little Father shall be destroyed!” 

 The old man stared at Barton. “Who 
are you, O white one, that you speak in the 
tongue of my fathers?” he demanded. 
 Quickly Barton scanned the 
parched vegetation about him and the thin 
veil of mist that revealed to his experienced 
eyes the location of a waterfall fifty yards 
or so up the river. 
 “I am the Giver of Waters,” he 
replied. “I come from beyond the sunrise. 
Had you made this sacrifice, the flames of 
the sun would have leaped upon you and 
your people. All would have perished. I am 
the true Giver of Waters.” 
 The old man’s childish mind was 
impressed. “O Giver of Waters, return the 
Little Father to my hands, unharmed, lest 
his wrath destroy us.” 
 “On one condition,” said Barton 
sonorously. “My white brother and I must 
have our liberty. And in return, at the end 
of as many suns as you count upon the 
fingers of one hand, I will bring water to 
your dying crops. And though the hot eye 
of the sun shall burn the jungle in other 
places, your tilled lands shall always 
remain green and growing and your people 
shall prosper—for that water shall never 
fail.” 
 “You have the body of a man, yet 
you speak with the mouth of a god,” the 
old man said. “By what sign do I know you 
speak the truth?” 
 “Have not your own eyes beheld?” 
Barton countered. “Do I not hold in my 
hands the power to destroy you and your 
people through the wrath of your own 
Little Father?” 
 For a long moment the old man 
looked deep into Barton’s steady eyes. 
Then: “You shall be as free as the birds of 
the jungle. Return now the Little Father to 
my hands. For as many suns as there are 
fingers on one hand, no harm shall come to 
you and your brother. I have spoken.” 
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 Barton knew it would be dangerous 
folly to overplay his hand. Reluctance, a 
single false move, might cost him all his 
hard-won ground. Without a word he 
calmly handed over the golden snake. 
 The old headman returned it 
carefully to its ebon box and rewound the 
yellow strings. 
 

OUR suns had passed, and there was 
great rejoicing around gleaming fires in 

front of the tribal community house. There 
had been no rain, yet the tilled land was 
freshening. Green spears showed here and 
there above the ground. The yams and 
banana trees were no longer wilted. The 
problem of water had been solved. 
 Barton had labored mightily. He 
had driven Durian and the native men with 
an iron hand. It had not been too ambitious 
a job for one of his engineering experience. 
Now the clearing was veined with shallow 
irrigation ditches. A rude but efficient 
conduit of split palm logs with the pith 
removed was bringing a steady flow of 
water from the lips of the falls. 
 Barton went to sleep very tired that 
night. He was awakened by the throbbing 
of a drum. He raised on one elbow and 
listened. The sound was coming from the 
direction of the community house. 
 Boom . . . Boom . . . Boom . . . 
 There was an angry accent to the 
notes. 
 Barton rolled out of his matting. 
“Durian!” he called sharply. 
 There was no answer. Barton 
crossed the hut in darkness and felt about 
the other matting. Durian was not sleeping. 
Barton stepped out in the night. 
 A setting moon swung low over the 
sleeping Ecuadorian jungle. A gentle drift 
of stifling breeze brought the throb of the 
drum more clearly to his ears. Then the 
drumbeats stopped abruptly and the slap of 

naked feet sounded across the clearing. A 
group of tribal warriors emerged like 
shadows and advanced swiftly toward the 
hut. 
 The natives, led by the old 
headman, closed quickly, menacingly, 
about Barton. 
 “Your white brother has stolen our 
Little Father,” the old man announced 
grimly. “My people thirst for blood.” 
 Barton raised his arm in an 
imperious gesture. “This situation calls for 
all I’ve got,” he thought to himself. 
 Durian must be pursued. The 
golden snake must be recovered. 
Otherwise, it would be death, preceded by 
torture. 
 “I who have brought water to the 
tilled fields will overtake my white brother 
and the Little Father will be returned to the 
tribe,” he brazened out. “Come!” 
 He wheeled into the pathway 
leading riverward. The warriors barred his 
way with leveled spears. But at a word 
from the chief they stepped grudgingly 
aside. They closed in on Barton, though, 
spears ready at his back. 
 Barton led them with great strides 
to the river. As he had suspected, the small 
canoe that the natives had built for him was 
gone. 
 “Come!” he said again in a 
commanding tone. “Four warriors and you, 
O Chieftain.” 
 

T WAS sunrise when Barton’s keen eye 
caught sight of the small craft ahead. 

Durian, looking back, must have seen his 
pursuers almost at the same instant. His 
back bent, His paddle flew. 
 The big pursuing dugout leaped 
ahead like a spurred horse. The grim little 
paddlemen in the belly of the craft worked 
like demons. Barton, standing in the stern 
beside the headman, shoved mightily. 

F 

I
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Under the crude prow the water bubbled 
and boiled. 
 Minutes passed. A half hour. An 
hour. Durian was evidently realizing the 
hopelessness of trying to escape now—at 
least by outdistancing his pursuers. He 
stopped paddling. He bent and seized the 
black box from the bottom of the canoe. 
His desperate fingers pulled at the yellow 
cords. 
 The last band of cord fell away as 
the big dugout came within hailing 
distance. Durian stood up with the box in 
his hands. The impassiveness of the aged 
chief seemed to crumble before this 
desecration. He gasped, muttered, stared. 
 “Barton, tell them to retire from 
pursuit!” Durian yelled back in Portuguese. 
“Or I’ll play the game that you invented. 
I’ll tear it apart!” 
 “Throw the box ashore and then try 
to get away!” Barton counseled. After all, 
Durian was a white man. He was wanted 
for murder, but was not necessarily guilty 
of it. And capture now would mean untold 
torture. “Maybe,” Barton continued, “if 
they get it back unharmed—” 
 Durian’s jeering laugh interrupted 
him. “I have the high hand now, my 
American friend—and I’m playing it!” 
 Barton turned to the old man and 
hurriedly translated the threat to destroy the 
Little Father if the native dugout did not 
give up the pursuit. 
 The old man looked oddly at 
Barton. Then he spoke to the paddlemen. 
They fell to. Again Barton shoved on the 
big stern oar. He might well be propelling 
himself to a death of torture, but it was the 
only outside chance left now. 
 “I shall stop that!” came Durian’s 
triumphant call. “Watch them give up the 
chase, Barton!” 
 He pulled open the lid of the box 
and thrust a clawing hand within. A watch 

tick later, a wild and unearthly yell of terror 
broke from his lips. He dropped the box to 
the floor of the canoe. 
 Barton felt a queer prickling at the 
nape of his neck.  Durian was standing 
stiff legged in the canoe. And upon the 
wrist that he had thrust into the box were 
fastened the jaws of a yellow snake that 
writhed and twisted and held grimly on. 
 Barton knew only too well that 
species of snake—the most deadly of South 
American vipers. A brush of its fangs 
meant perhaps a moment left of life—
possibly two moments. Never more than 
that. 
 For a terrible instant Durian stood 
as if frozen with horror. Then his lips 
uttered a curdling scream. With his free 
hand he tore the snake from his wrist and 
flung it far into the stream. Barton saw it 
strike the water, saw the thin, spreading 
ripple as it swam toward the shore, ugly 
yellow head erect. 
 Durian screamed again—a horrible 
sound that was quickly choked off. The 
hand of death had seized his tongue. The 
quick acting venom was paralyzing him. 
He swayed drunkenly. Then he toppled 
sidewise across the gunwale and hit the 
river with a splash. He disappeared beneath 
the surface. 
 

HE native paddlemen drove the big 
canoe alongside the smaller one. The 

ancient headman reached over and 
recovered the ebony box. The golden 
snake—the Little Father of the tribe—was 
still coiled in the bottom of the box. 
 Reverently the old man replaced the 
cover and rewound the yellow cords. Then 
he looked at Barton. There was no 
unfriendliness in his beady eyes, but there 
was a triumphant glitter. 
 “I am old, O Giver of Waters,” he 
said calmly. “And the old can see many 

T
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things from dimming eyes. I saw the face 
of your brother as he looked each day upon 
the dwelling place of our Little Father, and 
there was evil there. So I made ready. I 
placed a living brother of our Little Father 
in the box, also.” 
 “My white brother was an evil 
man,” Barton said gravely. “It is well.” 
 The old man looked at the bubbles 
slowly rising to the surface of the amber 

water. 
 “The living brother of our Little 
Father brings death quickly,” he said. “And 
the Little Father watches also. He brings 
death to the enemies of my people. He 
rewards such as you, our friend, who brings 
fertility to the tilled earth. Under this day’s 
sun, O Giver of Waters, shall you go forth 
to freedom.” 

 


