THE DEVIL CAME TO OUR VALLEY
by Fulton Grant. James Francis Dwyer, Gordon Kg






















AST night T heard the howling of
the wild dogs up on the Hou-
venkopf; and I knew, straight-
way, that there was death on

the mountain. A strange, queer business
is the death-howl of a dog, and it borders
near those things we, in our profound
ignorance, label as “supernatural.” But
so is the Houvenkopf a strange, queer
place; and so are the wild dogs them-
selves a queer fact; and so was the man
Mawm Rukker, whose withered, tired old
soul was flickering out when the dogs set
up their howling, a strange and scarcely
believable coéfficient of our hills.

I suppose you younger moderns will
put me down as a doddering, muddle-
headed old fool of a country doctor, a
simple rustic, because I listened to the
howling of the dogs, and because I am
naive enough to have believed in the
classical or legendary interpretation of
it. You'll call me eccentric, or “touched,”

perhaps, because I have chosen to spend
most of my life up here in the Ramapo
Valley—a rural medico with a large
practice and.small income, trying to help
our little hill people, bringing children
into the world for them, earning their
trust and sympathizing with them, even
taking their part, sometimes, against
you people who haughtily call your-
selves “civilized.” Had I any enterprise,
any decent ambition, you'll say, I might
have set up offices in the city and made
a fortune prescribing pills for neurotic
ladies with fat bank-accounts and learn-
ing your bedside manner.

Oh, T'll admit that, my young col-
leagues; but that was not what I wanted.
You’ve had it, and you’re welcome; but
those city people are yours, not mine. I
was born among these hills, and T love
them. The Houvenkopf and its strange
little people have always been at my
back door; and who, I ask you, would
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dodendrons and tiny lakes and deer and
partridge, lying on the very door-sill of
Fifth Avenue, where you can drop sud-
denly out of a land of garish road-signs
and hideous gas-stations into a quick,
primitive, glorious paradise? Where the
noises of industry are hushed? Where
the winds are laden with soft songs of
Indian lore? Where the rich black loam
is bursting with a green joy?

I was born there, my young blades;
and I love that country. Fifty-seven
years ago I was born there, and in those
days Mawm Rukker was a young man.

“Negroes,” you call them? Aye,
they’re black enough, some of them.
And there’s Indian blood too. Tusca-
roras, driven out of the Carolinas by
settling Germans, settling in the Rama-

back in 1770 or thereabouts, and
oining the Five Nations of the Iroquois.
ut what of the three thousand five hun-
dred “white slaves”—women kidnaped

and transported from London’s slums for
the Hessian mercenaries of the British
army in the days when George Washing-
ton was making this country free from
the absurdity of a cloddish George II1?
When the British were driven out of

“Whuch law is ut,
dot take away a
man his woom-
an?"” he asked.

New York, those poor girls—whatever
their morals, may God forgive them—
were hounded into the Ramapos, to live
as outcasts and to form a colony with
the deserting Hessian soldiery, the Tus-
caroras and a handful of black slave-
girls who had been with them. There’s
the ancestry; put it frankly. But out
of that grim background has grown,
through the flux of years, a new race,
primitive and strong.

And yet Mawm Rukker was from none
of these.

l CAN remember vividly how the very
name of him grew to be a symbol of
something utterly fantastic in my own
childhood. My father—he was “Old Doc”
Borsden to all the Valley farmers—was
something of a Tartar in his way. I can
remember how he stormed at the fright-
ened, waddling, slightly hysterical Abi-
gail Ness, our “hired woman” on that
day when I first heard of the Jackson
Whites. Six or seven, I was then, and 1
had been guilty of some childhood
naughtiness; Abigail, “in her countrified
illiterate anger, had tried to scare me
into good behavior by pointing at the
crag of the Houvenkopf with a warning
finger and saying:

“Ye’ll behave now, ye little fool, else
Mawm Rukker the wild man’ll come
for ye with his pack o’ dogs.”

Quite overawed by the tone of her
voice and by the forbidding denseness
of the Houvenkopf’s black forest, I
whispered :

“Who’s Mawm Rukker?”

“He’s a Jack,” she said. “And for
aught I know, he may be the Devil him-
self. Surely he’s king of the moun-
tain,” she added seriously. “And he has
a pack of black dogs that obey him and
which no bullet can touch—and he
feeds bad little boys to them, too.”

Properly chastened, I remember run-
ning to ask my father what it was she
meant by a “Jack.” Then it was that
the story came out.
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So it was at the mission school that
Galeg, son of Mawm, met and loved lit-
tle Judith. Love is quick and young
among primitive peoples.. They marry
when mere children,—if marriage it can
be called—and it is deemed a natural
thing. Simple is the ceremony. The
boy’s father- “speaks the word.” The
whole settlement is gathered together,
and there is drinking of much mountain
beer. The boy stands and challenges
any man who shall deny him this wom-
an. If some other wants her, he must
fight. And who would have challenged
Galeg Rukker—Galeg, who could with his
bare hands have torn apart any man?

Judith? Little Judith? Elfin, exqui-
site, ethereal little Judith? How can I

“I have come to warn youw,” I said. “The State troopers are raising a posse. . .. Do
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A shot rang out below us, and I heard a c¢ry farther down the

path. We hurried, trusting to instinet and Judith’s knowledge
of the hills. My lantern rays discovered a prone figure moan-

ing in agony. It was Burran Whatley, shot through the chest,
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Meurdoc talked
to her about his
ship, and about
his letter to the
President.

i,

N e

response. “You see, I know nothing
about him. I never heard of his in-
vention.”

“You hear of it every day,” said he,
slowly., “The world has heard of it
ever since 1853. ., . . But there—it is
not extraordinary that you never heard
of him, perhaps. The tale is not widely
known. And ]parts of it—the strange and
horrible finale—are even less known.
My grandfather was one of the few who
knew the whole truth, and from him I
had it. It was he who went aboard the
old Glorieux, the frigate that served as
target in the bay beyond Mont St.
Michel, and who found the end of the
story there,” .

He was silent for a space, his eyes
thoughtful and dreamys: Then suddenly
he awakened.

“You know,” he said abruptly, “there
were two facets to the character of Na-
poleon. He was studious in all the art of
war, and he was of unbridled passion
where women were concerned. He had
his mistresses; -also, he had his private
arsenal where inventions were furthered
for the sake of France.

“Well, this letter,”—and he tapped the
envelope in his hand,—“was sent him
while he was still President. It reached
him a day or two after he made himself
Emperor. No doubt it lay disregarded

for a long time until his attention could
be drawn from greater things. But thd
man who sent it was an interesting man,
my friend, an honorable man, a man of
gifts and personality. I wish I could
make you see him as my grandfather
knew him. You see, he lived in the
provinces, on the border between Nor-
mandy and Brittany—"

IERRE MEURDOC lived on the

Bréton coast, in the old house that had
once been a manor of the abbots of Mont
St. Michel. Out there in the bay lifted
that incredible island, of so wondrous ar-
chitecture, like a fairy palace rising from
the sea, that it was known in older days
by the name of the Marvel.

Meurdoc was one of those men with
little money, whose family ran back to
the Conquest ; the name was old and his-
toric. He was twenty-six and useless; a
handsome black-haired dreamer, a poet
blind to superficial things, with fantastic
notions about life and living. So said
the Bréton peasants, yet they respected
him because he was very honorable, ve
brave and gentle, with a peculiarly femi-
nine tenderness lurking in his lustrous
black eyes. This, Perhaps, ‘made the

uence of things all the more horrible.
e refused to kill bird or beast, and
used to tramp the woods and shores with












Y

e —

34 THE BLUE BOOK MAGAZINE

RS

Broadside upon broadside roared. From the target echoed a clang as

the solid shot banged against her iron cuirass.

with it, of how he had fired his gun at it.
He had an answer, ready and prompt, for
the most searching queries; if he had
none, he invented one and chanced re-
sults,

And Napoleon listened until he had
finished.

“Hm! Monsieur, you almost con-
vince me. Yet nothing purely theoreti-
cal can be convincing. There must be
an actual test, an actual ship, an actual

-

broadside of cannon fired. Can you sup-
ply this?”

“I, Your Majesty ?” stammered Meur-
doc. “I have no frigates, no cannon—"

Napoleon laughed. “You mistake me.
France can supply all this; rather, I can
do so. This affair must remain utterly
secret, between you and me alone, you
comprehend? Hm! There is that old
frigate at St. Malo, condemned—the
Glorieux.”
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touch of pine tar and mutton tallow.
Some one had been concerned about her.

Hallie lifted her head, and the mare
wheezed an enormous lugubrious sigh, a
sort of horse-laugh, as if telling her loved
mistress to look at the funny side of this
enormity that had been played upon her,
this outrage, this joke!

Hallie burst into convulsive sobs, her
cheek against the mare’s cheek, her arms
hugging her. Then abruptly she whirled
and faced Lank. She turned into a fury.
Her eyes, cold as ice, burst into hot flame.

“So, you are a horse-thief! And I
didn't believe it! You not only rustled
a thoroughbred, but she’s in foal, and by
‘what sort of a horse? Some runt cayuse
in the desert where you hid her and
turned her loose! Lynching’s too good
for you!”

Lank was mumbling helplessly: “It
must have been that damned little sheep-
tick Soggy—"’

“Oh, yes, sure! You’'ll say it was your
mozo. Well, maybe Jed Murcharee will
believe a gauzy yarn like that when I
call him.” She led the mare out. “And
besides Murcharee, there’s eight or ten
more who'll talk to you!” She held the
branches so the mare would follow her
without being scratched. “And,” she
called back in conclusion, “I hope you get
shot!1”

The mare followed, her head resting
wearily on the arm that hugged it; but
then, apparently for no reason, the girl
hesitated and stared into the cover crop.
' Lank lifted his lantern.

A gnarled runt with a leather face and
hairy ears was blocking the girl’s path.
This was Soggy, bumptious as a chapar-
ral cock, grinning weakly, smelling of
red-eye, horse-liniment and Mexican ta-
males.

“You aint calling Murcharee yet,
please, ma’am.”

“S 1” Lank exclaimed. “You dod-
dering old sheep-biting crook!”

“Get out of my way,” the girl said.

-

“Wait a minute, please, both of you.
Listen.” Soggy’s grin showed a mouthful
of horselike teeth. “Lank, here, didn’t
do it. I done it.”

Lank stepped up and clutched him be-
hind his wrinkled neck. “So the girl was
right. Some one in the Parley outfit stole
her horse!”

“Now Lank, wait! T treated the mare
right. I corned her plenty like you al-
ways do a foaling mare. 1 gave her iron
sulphate; I kept her thin, because fat
would give fever at foaling-time, and—"

“And you’re going to be lynched!”
Hallie interrupted in a rage.

“Which is what I'd like to do to you
right now!” Lank agreed.

OQ(l}Y struggled loose and faced the
girl.

“Oh, now you're talking of lynching,
are you? Well, why don’t you go nearer
home? Maybe you remember how Lank’s
trotter got out of his barn last April ?”

“We'’re talking about my horse, not
yours,” Hallie snapped.

“T’ll tell you about yours in a minute.
So listen! I found Moloch dead that
morning. I had a hang-over. I dassent
tell Lank; my bunk was in the leanto
next to Moloch’s stall, and T should of
heard him led out. I thought it was my
fault getting tanked up. Me and Lank
go on a two-weeks’ bust—we’re so broken
up. When the haze clears, I figure slow
and certain it was your hostler Pablo who
got me tanked up on purpose.”

“What for?” Lank objected.

“Because it always burned him up the
way Moloch beat every horse he ever
trained for the Trilles.”

The girl nodded slowly. “Go on. What
else?” .

“I went over to your outfit to see Pablo,
and found he’d gone to Mexico. I knew
then he’d got scairt, because Moloch
broke away from him and was killed.”

“You didn’t tell me this,” Lank said
hotly.

“There wasn’t any proof. And we
couldn’t lynch Pablo anyway, after he’d
lined out. I waited five-six weeks for
him to come back, and when he didn’t, T
was sure. What could Ido? Moloch was
dead. T wanted another trotter for Lank.
I figured the Trilles owed us one. I took
Queen High to the mountains to mate her
to the first good stallion I could top ofi.”

“Well, of all the crawling, thieving
coyotes!” Lank shouted. “You steal the
Trilles’ best mare just because you get a
fool hunch—”
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“It’s not a fool hunch,” Hallie Trilles
announced, suddeniy calm. They stared
at her. “I remember clearly Pablo left
the very morning after Moloch died. He
woke me up and asked for his pay, said
he'd got a telegram from his brother,
who was in jail and needed money. I
remember his bunk hadn’t been slept in
that night. T found out he’d got no tele-
gram. And from that day I never heard
of him again. T wonder!” she said as if
to herself. “Can it be possible my own
hostler caused Moloch’s death?”

“What happened to your mare was
worse than death,” Lank said. “—And
when she’s in foal, of all places to hide
her, Soggy brings her to my ranch!”

“Where else could I hide her?” Soggy
pleaded. “Everyone in the Valley knows
that horse. I had to bring her down out
of the snow. Think I'd raise a foal where
the cold would stunt it and swell its knees
and hocks? Oh, no! I was taking her
to the Imperial Valley, and had to give
her a couple days’ rest on the way.”

“Of all the srippery, seventeen-button
rattlers!” Lank exploded. Hallie said
nothing. But the mare gave another
snort and nudged the girl’s shoulder.

Soggy noticed the interruption and
stared hard. Lank followed his eyes.
They saw that the weary horse was look-
ing back to the tank-house. Cold as she
was, she had fretted herself into a lather,
pawing and hoofing at the ground. Her
flop-eared dejection could no longer hide
the power that possessed her, the ram-

nt urge within, the hidden and miracu-
ous life beyond her own life.

“Look at the way she’s acting!” Soggy
burst out. “Look at how nervous she is.
She’s looking back to where I had her.
She’s looking for a place right now!
Lank! I knew it was coming!”

ANK looked puzzled. “You're crazy!
It was last June she was rustled.
That’s not even ten months.”

“Well, then, she’s going to slip the foal
on account of the way we're all shouting
and scrapping,” Soggy said.

The girl was clinging to the mare’s neck
as the latter swung around.

“She wants the bunk-house,” Lank
said. “Let her in! Let her in! Soggy,
you go get some blankets.”

“Look here,” the girl objected. “I
don’t want her foaling in any old hole
like this!”

“It’s the mare’s idea, not ours,” Lank
said, kicking off the top of the nearest
smudge-pot. “We’ll dry the place out.”

The mare tossed her head even though
her mistress was still clinging to her.
She got free and shambled wearily into
the shed, as Soggy came with tattered
blankets and an armful of old smudge-
blackened work clothes. Lank spread
these over the wet sacks and stepped
out. There was more pawing, then a
ponderous heaving of the mare’s body.
She went down heavily, slowly, like a
foundering ship.

Lank lifted a big smudge-pot in his
arms.

“The smoke will choke her if you light
that!” the girl exclaimed helplessly.

“Stay out of this! We've got to warm
some blankets.” He lighted the distillate
after setting the pot just outside the door
where the wind sliced the thick black
smoke and tossed it into the grove like a
knife cutting cheese. He lighted another
pot, and the two gave a touch of warmth
in the biting gale. It was not enough.

“Soggy, go back to the house and get
that oil-stove. And look here, you!”
Lank turned to the girl. “Get away from
that door and give the old mare a chance.”

“I won’t get away!”

“All right, don’t do anything.
the baby freeze.
mine.”

“What can I do?”

“Go get some big rocks, and we’ll heat
’em. /e don’t keep hot-water bottles
on this outfit.”

ust let
He’s your foal. Not

Hallie ran down to the sand wash of the -

last flood and came back with a rock un-
der each arm. Lank heaped up wind-
break bark and started a blaze. He took
the rocks from the girl, put them in the
fire, ordered more.

Soggy trundled out of the ranch-house,
grunting and lugging the oil-stove like
an ant with a rose beetle.

“While you’re resting, go back and get
some turpentine and soap liniment,”

dﬂ“
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The girl slipped out of the door and
closed it behind her.

“What’s funny, Jed?”

“I thought you must be in trouble,
Hallie; you been so long. And when 1
saw these pots burning, it looked to me
like you’d finished your palaver with
Lank here and forgot all about us.”

“I thought you agreed to stay out of
this game till T'd talked with Lank.”

HE beefy and monumental Murcha-
ree looked hurt. “Still talking?”

“No,” Hallie said quietly. “Lank had
nothing to do with what happened to
Queen High. The rowel wasn’t his.”

“Then how about his mo0zo leading your
mare down through the cajon?”

“Tt wasn’t his mozo. He’s got an alibi
which T happen to know is the truth.”

Jed Murcharee rasped a thumb over
his triple chin. -~ “Well, I'm sure glad to
hear that.” He squinted at the smudge-
pots, then at the wind in the sky. “All
I can say is what I said in the first place,
that Lank Parley’s the best horse-breeder
in the county, but not a horse-thief.”
As he spoke, his blue-veined nose was
sniffing. He had a good nose, as every-
one in the Valley knew. He could scent a
fugitive by the risen dust of his horse.
He was a regular bloodhound when it
came to scenting horses. In the conglom-
erate fragrance of crushed alfalfa, guano,
waxy white orange blossoms and smudge-
smoke, there was nothing that should not
have been there, except the unmistakable
smell of a barn. But there was no barn
anywhere around this part of the grove.
Jed Murcharee decided that he must be
mistaken.

“And if that’s all you want, Jed,” Lank
said, kicking the lid off another smudge-
pot, “why, I'll get on with my work.”

Murcharee waddled off, casting a final
glance at the girl, his eyes screwed to two
tiny troubled slits. Then suddenly a grin
twisted one side of his mouth. From the
look of Hallie’s moist hot eyes, Jed Mur-
charee arrived ‘at a conclusion. It did
not explain the smudging when the north-
er was keeping the temperature safe. But
it made one point very clear: Hallie
Trilles needed no help from him; nor
did she want him on this ranch. He left.

Lank looked down into the girl’s face
in amazement—that same amazement
which she always stirred in him.

“So you wanted heat for the new
bloom,” she said, smiling. “That’d be a
good name for the little critter. I’ll call
him New Bloom.”

G g - " b

“But why’d you send Jed away?”

“T saw danger on your face. I knew if
T turned Soggy over to him, you’d start
smoking things up.” .

“I guess you're right. I wouldn’t let
any harm come to that little terrapin,
even if he does belong in jail. He did
what he did so’s to help me. He couldn’t
stand the way I was brooding over Mo-
loch and letting the ranch go to pot. The
old seedwart was pretty fond of us—
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time or inclination to buy with the
police at our heels. Flane had taken
Joyeuse for a look at the town, and the
Count was left aboard with the monk.
The Van Tromp had to fill her old
stomach with coal before she went into
the Canal; and when we came down the
gangplank, the colliers were around her
also the bumboat men with all sorts of
trash that they wished to sell to the
crew.

About the wickedness of the town I
can say little, but the strangeness of it
slammed me hard when we stepped
ashore at the landing-stage. For al-
though it is hot and filthy and smelly, it
has, to a boy, the same strong attrac-
tion as the door to his first circus. For
Port Said is a great door to which come
the hurrying ships, eager to get through
to the wonders beyond. There they were
in the harbor, roc{ing backward and for-
ward with impatience as they waited
their turn to get into the Canal. A big
P. & O. steamer for Australia, a Mes-
sagéries boat for China and Japan, an
American liner on a trip around the
world—filled with folk whose pockets
were lined with dollars that they threw
away at every port for things of no
value, for as Thurland said, ports make

-

people so crazy that they buy things
they would never think of purcgasin at
home. And there were big tramp ships
and tankers rmkin&at their buoys, their
captains waiting their turn. d the
fierce expectancy and nervousness and
bustle and heat put a glamour on the
town. A fine glamour that got into the
blood, and put magic into the cries of
the men who pushed rugs and beads and
feathers into your face on the Shiri es-
Sultin Husein, making the street like a
fair-ground with their whining cries. And
you weren’t surprised to see the English
and the Americans buying things in a
hurry, the yells of the sellers making
them believe that if they didn’t buy
xxickly, they would lose treasures that
ey could never see again.

Thurland glared at the pack of ped-
dlers, and they fell away from us, know-
ing that my uncle was a person who had
seen ports before. Shrewd are these little
lice who live on the foolishness of travel-
ers, cunning in their way of summing up
voyagers. Now and then a man would
rush at Thurland; then suddenly turn
away as the fierce eyes of my uncle fell
on him, turn away like a yapping terrier
before the look of a bulldog, . . .

We bought white suits and to and
shoes and underclothing from sleek ser-
vile Egyptians, cunning Greeks, and more
cunning Syrians; and with hal-naked
boys carrying our purchases, we made
our way back to the landing-stage. We
thought we had finished with Port Said
with its humbug and trickery, not know-
ing what was awaiting our ears on the
Van Tromp. Not knowing at all.

HE Count screamed the news to us as
our boat swung to the gangplank.
We caught his words above the noise of
the winches and the rumble of coal. The
monk! The monk had escaped!
Flushed and excited, the Count stum-
bled down the ladder and shouted de-
tails. The old one was not on the steam-
er. It had been searched from stem to
stern. The bumboat men had been ques-
tioned. No one had seen the ancient.
For just a minute the Count had napped
outside the cabin of Methuselah, and
when on awaking he had looked into the

‘cubicle, the berth was empty!

My uncle said nothing, although he
was mad with temper. He ordered a
steward to take the bundles; then he
told our boatman to pull him around the
steamer so that he could question the
squatting bumboat men. And fierce was
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ONE REASON A LIGHT SMOKE IS BETTER FOR YOU

Keep your throat clear...your voice clear.
Choose the smoke that treats you right. . . the light
smoke of Luckies. Lucky Strike is the one cigarette
to benefit from the fomous process, “It's Toasted.”
And “Toasting” removes certain harsh irritants
naturally presentin even the finesttobacco. That's why
Lucky Strike —a light smoke —is kind to your throat,
gentle when you inhale, better for you in every way.




