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MEMOIR

’ l NHE author of these stories was born in
Perthshire in May of 1884, and for the
first eleven years of his life moved about

the world, with the first Battalion of the Royal

Highlanders, ‘“ The Black Watch,” in which regi-

ment his father served thirty-four years.

At eleven years of age the boy came home to
England, and as he was destined for the Army, he
was sent to Cheltenham College. When he was
about fifteen, however, a slight tendency to short
sight, which had been hardly observable hitherto,
increased so quickly and so distressingly in six
months, that the Army as a career was put out of
the question. This was a bitter blow to the boy-
He had lived all his life with soldiers, and loved
and understood them. His popularity with the
men of his father’s regiment was remarkable.
Even in his childhood he seemed gifted with the
power of understanding and influencing his fellow-
creatures in an extraordinary degree.

Confirmation of this is given by an officer who
was travelling with the 1st Black Watch to South
Africa when Gerald was between nine and ten. He

noticed that at a certain time in the day a little
v



vi WILLIAM POLLOK

crowd of men on board could be seen congregating
in one corner of the ship, where they evidently
found something that entertained and interested
them immensely. From curiosity, the officer got
forward unobserved, and then found that a small
boy holding forth in the midst of the crowd was the
attraction !

When Gerald was about seventeen he went to
Edinburgh to study at the University, with the
half-formed project of taking up medicine or surgery
as a career. For two years he enjoyed the studies,
which were on subjects that appealed greatly to
his interest : Botany, Natural History, Chemistry,
and Physics. He also passed his exams without
difficulty ; but when he reached the later stage of
the work—DPathology—his interest entirely ceased,
and he turned from it with distaste.

He was then sent to Camborne College, to learn
Mining Engineering ; and, as the Certificates he
had gained in Edinburgh on the earlier subjects
he had worked at were accepted at Camborne, no
time was really lost. After finishing his training at
Camborne, he went to Arizona and, when the
mines closed there, to Mexico, and it was in these
places that he met with the mining experiences from
which he drew the foundation of many of the tales
in this book.

Just as in early childhood he had made his way
with the soldiers, so over the miners and all his
companions he exercised the same compelling
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influence, winning devotion and affection from all.
He had the power of reaching down to the solid
worth of any one, however it might be hidden bya
rough exterior ; and he drew forth to light in his
tales noble traits of character, which a more super-
ficial observer would have passed over.

When the Revolution stopped all mining, and
indeed all industry in Mexico, he devoted himself
to writing, while he waited for things to brighten ;
but, when that was seen to be a vain hope, he came
back to England and conceived the idea of devoting
himself entirely to writing. He was encouraged at
the very outset by his poems being accepted and
published in periodicals like The Spectator and
Chambers’ Journal.

With his father’s consent he went to London,
and succeeded in getting employment on the staffs
of the Throne and the Pall Mall Magazine, and in
his leisure time he wrote his stories and poems,
and also a novel, 4 Drop in Infinity, published
in January, 1915, by John Lane, which was well
reviewed.

But by this time he was enrolled as a soldier ;
for at the first note of war he enlisted as a private
in the H.A.C. His father could have got him a
commission, but he refused, as he said he did not
know enough to be an officer at once, and he wished
to get out to France quickly.

He spent the winter of 1914-15 in the trenches,
enduring that terrible experience in a way that
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astonished all who knew him, for he was not par-
ticularly robust.

Early in 1915 he got a commission in the 8th
Leicesters ; but, after training with them and going
out again to France, he decided to transfer to the
Royal Engineers—Tunnelling Department—as he
felt his training as a Mining Engineer would make
him of more service there. For two years he served
in the 183rd company, the men and his brother
officers being devoted to him.

He escaped unscathed, in spite of several very
narrow shaves, till January 8th, 1918, when he was
killed by the bursting of a High Explosive shell
right above him when on duty with his section in a
forward area.

His last poem, written at the close of 1916, was
prophetic. He desired nothing better than a soldier’s
death, and believed it would be his portion.
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AN INTERNATIONAL INCIDENT

“ HAVE not seen you,” said the Englishman,
I ““for the devil of a time.”

““The fault is entirely yours,” I said. “1I
have been here. Anyone who really wanied to see
me could do so at a moment’s notice by stepping
down here to the club and ringing the bell for the
mozo who brings the drinks. By writing to me cfo
Corral Foreign Club, Corral, Chih, Mex.—Chih is
short for Chihuahua, pron. Chee-wi-wa, and Mex.
for Mexico, pron. thus, or by the intensely erudite
May-he-ko—you would have ensured an answer
within a week or two, or three months, according
to the state of the climate and the altitude and my
liver and all that sort of thing. No,” I concluded,
“if you have not seen me for the devil of a time
the fault is entirely yours. Except to scratch my
nose when the mosquitoes bit it, I have hardly
moved a limb for two months.”

“Perhaps it was as well,” said the Englishman.
I cannot work out guite what he meant by these
last words. ‘I have had a frightful time,” he added
‘I have been in a place called Puerto Miraflores on
the Gulf, and I have had a frightful time there.”

“How did you get there ? ”’ I asked. ‘‘ The Gulf
of Mexico is no place for a mining man.”

“Ijforget. I think my Board sent me to wait
for a steamer for Honduras. It was so appallingly

3



4 WILLIAM POLLOK

hot, however, that I cannot be quite certain. I
think I was in Puerto Miraflores for a month.”

““Never heard of the place. Any other white
men there ?

““Not at first. It was excellent practice for my
Spanish ”"—I shuddered as I thought of the suffer-
ings of the Miraflorian natives—‘ because I spoke
frequently to the hotel-keeper ”—poor devil !—
‘““in his tongue ”’

“Did he understand what you were doing ? ” I
asked.

“Oh yes; he would answer me in English.
The only words he knew were ‘By G—d’ and
another expression I hope I have weaned him away
from. It seems he learnt it from an American.
By the way, there was an American man in Puerto
Miraflores latterly. Shall I tell you about him, or
shall we have a drink ?

‘“Both,” I suggested, and the Englishman told
me a tale.

“It began,” he said, “in a skin game. Do you
know what a skin game is ? ”

“I do not,” I answered him.

““ Neither do I. I was walking down the street
and it was beastly hot. Somebody-——apparently in
the air overhead—remarked that it was a skin
game.

‘I looked up to heaven,” continued the English-
man, ‘‘and saw nothing. Only the sun swung
glittering in a hard blue sky. I looked down the
street and saw the still waters of the Gulf beyond
the decayed wharf, the whole picture being framed
in a frightful smell.”
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““How could you see the smell ? ” I interrupted-

““1 suppose it does seem a bit impossible,” said
the Englishman, ‘“but then you have never been in
Puerto Miraflores. I looked at all these things
without discovering anything fresh. Then the voice
spoke again. ‘This,” it said, ‘is a skin game.” You
know the swing-doors they have outside cantinas ?
Kind of door with a space above and a gap below
and the door in the middle ? Well, that’s where
he was.”

“ Inside a cantina ? ”’

“ Yes—drinking beer. I do not like going inside
cantinas of this class in places like Puerto Miraflores
—one is so likely to get gashed with a knife or other-
wise mutilated. I looked in over the door, however.

“ There were two men inside playing cards at a
stone table. One of them was a Mexican. I judged
him—from his appearance—to be a nasty Mexican.
Kind that has been to the °States,” you know.
Talks English and all the rest of it. He was drinking
beer out of a litre bottle and dealing out the cards.

“ T’other fellow was a—a—well, he was a sort of
stubby man, you know. Looked as if somebody
had beaten him down from six foot five, or there-
abouts, to five foot seven. He was an American,
and he had thoughtful eyes.

“I am not ‘ wise ’ to card games, but I take it
that a skin game is one wherein the dealer takes
liberties with the rules and regulations. I think
this must be so because, just after the stubby man
said it was a skin game—for the second time—he
made a grab for the dealer’s wrist. He had a pretty
firm grip. The dealer’s fingers opened and he
dropped two cards—ace of spades and four of
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diamonds. He also said something T will not
repeat.

“This seemed to annoy the American, for his
next move was to hit his playmate a severe blow
on the head with a beer-bottle. The bottle broke
and made an appalling mess—bottle, glass and beer
and blood and what not all over the shop. Having
performed this feat, the American put all the money
on the table into his pocket and moved to the
door.”

“ Moved to the door ? I cried.

“ I suppose that is what he did,” said the English-
man gloomily. “1I next found myself sitting in
the street of Puerto Miraflores upon what I judged
from its clamour to be some one else’s hen. He must
have come out by the door whilst I was looking in.
He must have come out suddenly.

““ As there was no policeman handy to arrest me
as a witness—they do this in Mexico—I arose from
the bosom of the hen and returned to my hotel. I
deemed it my duty—as a respectable member of
the community—to keep as far away as possible
from the bar-room brawls. Also, there is a breeze
from the sea on the hotel porch, the stink is less
intolerable and the seascape is one of the few
things that the inhabitants of Puerto Miraflores
have not managed to defile. I sat upon the porch
to think.”

“ What did you think about ? ”’ T asked.

“ Oh, beer and gunboats and ‘ Gachupines ’'—
anything that begins with a G. I was rather hoping
a gunboat would come—there was one hanging
about the coast—because the jefe politico had told
me that the people were organizing a massacre of
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foreigners. This American had caught the dealer a
bally awful whack with the bottle. He was probably
dead. By the way, have you ever seen the Gulf
in a light breeze on a sunny day? It is an ideal
sight. I should be looking at it yet only I happened
to go to sleep.”

“Never mind the scenery,” I urged. * Tell me
about the massacre or whatever it was that oc-
curred.”

The Englishman drank his drink, thought deeply
for a moment or two, and then poured himself out
a second.

“I was awakened,” he said, “by a grunting
noise. I opened my eyes with difficulty and saw
the fat jefe politico coming up the incline to the
house. I offered him a chair—there were several
knocking about on the porch—and he sat down
and swabbed up his bull neck with an enormous
bandana ; red thing with blue spots. He said that
it was frightfully hot, and that an outrage of the
most horrible had been committed. ‘By an
American,” he added, eyeing me with severity.
He has a conviction that the English and American
Republics are different names for the same evil
nations. ‘ More,” said the jefe, ‘ the wounded is my
poor cousin Juan. What barbarity !’

“1 was glad to hear that Cousin John was the
manipulator of aces. He was reputed to hold most
of the municipal contracts and was therefore
largely responsible for the stink. ‘Is he dead ?’
I asked.”

I can imagine the cheerful tone in which the
Englishman would make this inquiry.

“*“Gracia 4 Dios, no!’ said the jefe. ‘He yet
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lives. The assassin has fled—sacrilegiously—to the
roof of the church. He has barricaded the trap-
door by which one goes up. At the moment it is
impossible to arrest him. But he cannot escape.’
Considering the man had nearly killed the jefe’s
cousin, I felt T owed him a debt of gratitude. ‘ How
do you propose to catch him—this American?’ I
asked. The jefe said he was thinking of knocking
down the church. ‘That would be rather drastic,’
I suggested.

“He looked uncomfortable and he rubbed his
knees. ‘ You understand English,” he said, after
thinking it over a bit, and with the air of a man
announcing an uncontroverted though not generally
popularized truth. ‘ You understand English, as
is most natural, your honour being an Amer—an
English citizen. It is possible—that is to say,
should you be so kind > “You want me to talk
to him,” I suggested. ‘ He is very barbarous—this
man,’ said the jefe, ‘ very uncultured. He does not
comprehend the Castilian tongue.” ”

“Look here,” 1 interrupted—the Englishman’s
manner and air suggested an easy and fluent con-
versation betwixt him and the jefe—** do you mean
to tell me that this jefe politico person had the nerve
to employ you as his interpreter ? ”

“Why not ? ” said the Englishman. ‘ Apart
from pronunciation and grammar and not having
a very large vocabulary, I get along pretty well. 1
can always understand what they are saying to me.”

“Go on,” I said. “ He was a brave man, your
jefe—for heaven’s sake go on with your tale.”

“ This scheme,”” continued the Englishman, ‘“ was
for me to promise the American a free passage out
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of the town. As soon as he came down he meant to
arrest him. Typical dirty political trick. I didn’t
like mixing in the affair at all, but I thought it
would be something to do, so I agreed to go along
with him. On the way down we passed the jefe's
house. He had a daughter called Rosa. Damned
pretty girl ”

‘“ Blow the daughter ! ”

“Hang it all,” cried the Englishman, “she’s
part of the yarn—so far as I can see. Rosa was her
name. She was engaged to Cousin Juan—the
maimed—but they tell me she had her eye on the
lieutenant in conmand of the American gunboat
and a few more besides. A most frightful young
person ; but I admit she was attractive. She said,
“Is it Meester Pollok who has wounded Juan and
fled to the church ?° She seemed quite anxious.
‘It is the American, Pollok,” replied her parent
severely. ‘ Pobre!’ said Rosa. 1 do not know
whether she was referring to her Cousin John or
Mr. Pollok.

‘“ After that we went on down to the Plaza
Principal, where the church is. The church is built
of brown stone and it has a single belfry and a long
vaulted roof. You cannot imagine what a delightful
contrast it makes with the atmospheric blue of the
sky and the sombre green of the orange trees in the
Plaza v

“Oh yes, Ican,” I remarked—hastily. The
Englishman’s voice had taken on a staccato lilt and
he played upon an invisible piano about level with,
and a couple of feet away from, his nose. *‘ You
must not talk about scenery,” I said severely.
“ You must tell me about Mr. Pollok only.”
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“ There were three rurales—rural mounted police
—and two gendarmes on the Plaza,” continued the
Englishman. “ The rurales had taken up a strategic
position in the bandstand, and the rest of the forces
of law and order were leaning against the nearest
wall, smoking cigarettes. ‘ He cannot escape,” said
the jefe. ‘ Tell him, Meester Chonés '—Jones is the
Englishman’s patronymic—that resistance is use-
less.”

“ I started to ask where he was, but as I spoke a
round face—like a rising sun—popped up over the
parapet on the coping, looked at me once, closed
one eye, and shot down again.

“ The face said, ‘ Howdy, Johnny Bull ? How’s
the jefe’s blawsted cousin, old top ?° ‘ The jefe's
blawsted cousin is extremely sick,” I answered,
‘although I fear that he will live. If you are going
to be facetious I shall return home. Do you sup-
pose I walked all this distance on a hot day just for

“fun ?’ ‘ No offence,” said Mr. Pollok. ‘ You was
the buck I butted into makin’ my getaway—ain’t
it?’ ‘1 were,” said I—‘that is to say, I was.
Furthermore you made me spoil a hen for which I
shall probably have to pay.’

“ Mr. Pollok chuckled. ‘Didn’t have much time
to whistle for the crossin’,” he said. * Guess you
should ha’ moved a bit smarter. What’s the good
word with now ?” ‘ The good word is that the jefe
wishes you to descend,’ I said.

“ Mr. Pollok said several words that were far
from good. ‘ What does he say ? ’ inquired the jefe
anxiously. ‘ He says he will not come down,” I
explained. ‘Tell him I will permit him to leave
the town unmolested,” said the jefe. ‘ Ii is expedient
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that we use strategy. I will have him arrested
afterwards.’

“1 passed on the news to Mr. Pollok—rather
more in detail than the jefe had meant it to be. I
shouted it as rapidly as possible, being uncertain as
to the jefe’s linguistic accomplishment. * Thanks,’
answered Mr. Pollok from on high. ‘I understand
Spanish, though I ain’t seeing much need to publish
the fact right now. Tell him that " here Mr.
Pollok used several oaths I already knew and nine
or ten I had not so far encountered. ‘ He says his
determination not to come down is even more stead-
fast,” I told the jefe.

“ The jefe said he would knock down the church,
but I explained that such an action might involve
international complications. Then he swore. Finally
he decided that one should not be permitted to make
a joke—a plaything—of the Mexican law, and that
he would beleaguer the church until Mr. Pollok came
down or died of starvation—he didn’t much care
which. I offered to notify the nearest American
Consul on Mr. Pollok’s behalf—an offer which that
gentleman declined with some heat—and then I went
back to my hotel.

“Let us go out now and take a walk on the
Plaza,” suggested the Englishman. ‘It is cooler
than it was.”

“You shan’t stir a step until you have told me
the rest of your story,” I promised him. “ Go on !
Proceed | En adelante !’ He sighed.

“I sat upon the hotel porch for three days,” he
sald gently. ‘At the end of that time I had for-
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gotten Mr. Pollok. He was called to my mind by
another visit from the jefe. ‘It is a miracle,” he
groaned. ‘He continues singing.” ‘Who? Oh,
the American on the church! Is he still there ?’
‘He sings,’ said the jefe. ‘He lives three days with-
out food or water, and then he sings. Demonio!’
‘ What does his song consist of ? * I asked. ‘ZEes
estar spangli ba-na, aoh lon’ mai eet uav,” chanted
the jefe, beating time with his fingers. ‘It is an
American song—very barbarous. Moreover,” he
said, ‘he continues fat—very fat—and-—and he has
shaved himself. The devil, his master, supplies him
with food and water.’

““ He sat back and blinked at me. Not wishing
to queer Mr. Pollok’s pitch, I kept my mouth shut.
‘By order of the authority,” said the jefe, patting
his ample bosom, ‘no person has been allowed to
enter the church. That is to say, no person save the
priest and my Rosa, who goes daily to offer supplica-
tion for the poor Juan—the gravely wounded.’
‘In which case, Sefior jefe,’ I exclaimed, ‘it is
obviously what you yourself have suggested—a
miracle.” ‘It is a scandal,” corrected the jefe. He
seemed very gloomy about it.

““ Next day, a cablegram arrived for me. It said :
‘ GAZUPA,’ that, being decoded, meant—* Deal fallen
through. Do not proceed to Honduras. Return to
Corral.” I ought to have gone home then.”

“But you didn’t ?

“No. I had to discourage the jefe from various
bloodthirsty enterprises, and I wanted to see what
Mr. Pollok would do, and what would happen if
the gunboat turned up in the meantime and all that
kind of thing. It was appallingly hot ; but I stayed
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on. I think it was on the eighth day when matters
came to a fearsome head.

““ Somewhere around three o’clock in the after-
noon I was abruptly wakened by the report of a
pistol, followed by dreadful bangs and crashes and
a sort of reedy cheering in the distance. I thought,
at first, that something was up down in the harbour.
It wasn’t, though. There was only one solitary
pirogue in sight and a splash of smoke on the
horizon. The glittering Gulf lay silent and deserted.
You cannot imagine how ”

“Yes, I can,” I said. ‘I can imagine anything
if you will only continue your recital and cut the
scenic effects.”

The Englishman looked vexed.

‘ Positively,” he said, with great impressiveness,
“1 almost ran down into the town. The church
and Plaza when I arrived in the vicinity presented
a stirring scene—for Puerto Miraflores. Behind the
bandstand, in an exact row, knelt the three gallant
rurales with their carbines levelled at the banging
church.”

““ The what kind of church ? ” I cried.

‘“ Banging church. Most horrible uproar in pro-
cess of production on the roof. I did not notice any
bullets to speak of, and the smoke and so forth was
rather suggestive of half-sticks of dynamite, but
the din was positively bestial. I could not see Mr.
Pollok or I should have remonstrated—if I could
have made my voice carry above the uproar of his
artillery. The thing was becoming really serious,
for, besides being wakened at an inclement hour, I
was rapidly developing a most severe headache.
The only sign of human occupation, however, was
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the Stars and Stripes. He had hoisted his flag on a
crooked stick, so that it was clearly visible above the
wreathing clouds of smoke. I thought this was
pure swank at the time, but it seems I misjudged
him.

“““ Meester Chonés ! Meester Chonés !’ croaked a
sepulchral voice. ‘Meester Chonés, have a care.
There is danger.” 1 observed the jefe beckoning
from the shelter of a doorway. One cannot live
for ever,” I said. The jefe grew pale about the gills.
‘ These—Americanos !’ he muttered. ‘Iam not an
American,’ I said coldly. ‘But—Meester Chonés—
if he kills you? How shall the Americans differ-
entiate ? They will say I did it, and that you are
without doubt one of themselves.” ‘What Americans,
Sefior Jefe?’ Iasked. ‘Those of the gunboat.’
What disgrace ! The accursed gunboat which even
now approaches. As your honour knows,” he said,
“this is the year in which the low people of the
country—the shameless ones—make the proposi-
tion to kill all the foreigners on the 16th September
—the day of fiesta nacional. This being so, the
Yanquis perfidiously send armed wvessels of war—
the hypocritical Doctrina de Monroe, I spit upon it
—to patrol the coast. And from time to time comes
this maldito gunboat—and—and— " the jefe was
almost in tears—‘and now here is made an Inter-
national Question in my jurisdiction !’

““He seemed frightfully anxious; said that we
were now going to be bombarded and that it was
not his fault, and added a hope that the first ball
might annihilate Mr. Pollok. I was going to speak
a few words of comfort, when Mr. Pollok’s revolver
popped five times—as a sort of finishing touch—
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and stopped. In the resultant hush we all heard a
distinct, if distant, clicking of rowlocks. ‘Ya
vienen ! * boomed the voice of Mr. Pollok. This was
the first time I heard him use Spanish to express
his ideas. ‘ Sons of shame,’” he said, ‘the Americans
come ! Cowards! we avenge Alamo !’

‘¢ Just at this moment along comes another gen-
darme—at the double. He thoughtfully declined
to expose his person in the Plaza, but backed up
against a wall and beckoned mysteriously. *Ap-
proach !’ said the jefe. The gendarme seemed to
think he had done all the approaching that was
necessary. ‘They would talk,” he said in a thirty-
horse power stage whisper. ‘Who,” said the jefe,
‘who would talk ?*  El Capitan Americano,” said
the policeman.

“This made the jefe frightfully sick. He said
that now he would most certainly be hanged, and he
implored me not to desert him. I said I would be
willing—while preserving a strict neutrality—to act
as interpreter ; and Mr. Pollok agreed to make no
more warlike noises until E! Capitan Americano had
been interviewed. Followed by most of the popula-
tion of Puerto Miraflores, I went down to the
wharf.

‘““There was a boat alongside. It was filled to
repletion with bluejackets with guns and bayonets
and things, and the thirst for glory engraved upon
their faces. I think they were about 50 per cent
Irish and the rest Scandinavian, and they were a
hard-looking lot. As long as they refrained from
fighting one another there was nothing to hinder
them from chasing the entire town across to the
other side of Mexico. Notwithstanding this deadly
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peril, the patriot population was competing all along
the water-front to sell them vegetables. It was a
thrilling spectacle.”

‘It must have been,” I remarked.

““A funny thing happened,” continued the
Englishman. ‘“The lieutenant in charge of the
boatload asked if I was an American. Then, with-
out waiting for my reply, he said, ‘ My mistake ! A
Britisher, I guess |’ It’s queer how people seem to
spot the dread secret. ‘‘I am an Englishman,” I
answered him, with a dignified pride which must
have attested the statement, ‘ but there is at least
one American in town. Thank goodness you arrived
in time.’

“ The frightful resolution on the faces of the gal-
lant Irish and the warlike Scandinavians—1I think
that lieutenant must have been an Irish-Swede and
picked his men accordingly—became even more
intense ; and an ancient woman held up a hen
which I seemed to recognize. ‘Ten reals!’ she
whined. ‘Very fat ! Very cheap !’

““These statements were lies, and they didn’t
seem to pacify the lieutenant a bit. ‘Who is in
charge here ?’ he demanded. I showed him the
jefe. ‘ Tell him,’ said the lieutenant,  that if another
shot is fired we will proceed to bombard the
town.’

‘1 translated, and the news seemed to put the
jefe in a worse stew than ever. He went through a
few colour changes and came to a standstill at green-
ish yellow. He said, ‘ Juanito '—Juanito appeared
to be the smallest of the four or five hundred small
boys on the wharf—* run swiftly and tell the corporal
that he shall pray the American Pollok to be silent



AN INTERNATIONAL INCIDENT 17

»

—lest the vessel of war commences to bombar
‘ The church,’ said the jefe’s secretary, with a flash
of inspiration.

‘“ Juanito pointed out that the three rurales and
the: two gendarmes were already on the wharf—
having come down to see the fun—but the jefe
urged him to go on notwithstanding, and break
the news to Mr. Pollok—*lest,” he said, ‘ he commit
an indiscretion.” ‘How many of you are there ?’
said the lieutenant. I began to count the crowd.
‘Damn it !’ said the lieutenant rudely. ° Foreigners,
I mean.” ‘Oh, foreigners!’ 1 said. ‘Three, I
imagine. Myself, Mr. Enrique Gomez—the fat
gentleman sitting on the bollard—and a man called
Pollok, who insists on making disagreeable sounds
on top of the church. Thank goodness you arrived
in time. We were all getting frightful head-
aches.’

““Suddenly the lieutenant began to swear. He
swore for quite five minutes, in various tongues
and very readily. When he had finished he asked
if I referred to William Pollok. I said to the jefe,

‘Is his name Guillermo—this Pollok?’ ‘His
name is Guillermo,” said the jefe. ‘Shove off !’
roared the lieutenant. ‘Shove off !’ ‘No,” he

said, ‘I don’t want to know what he’s done now.
I guess it’s something pretty average mean. Par-
don my fervour, mister,” he said, ‘but I've had
some past experience of Mr. double-dash Pollok
myself.’

1 suggested that he might like, nevertheless, to
take Mr. Pollok with him. ‘You see,” I said, ‘he
is far from popular—the way things stand—with
the local authority, and it would be distressing if

c
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the populace began to work off their grudge against
Mr. Pollok by spearing me and Mr. Enrique Gomez.
I think perhaps you had better take him.” *Shove
off I’ said the lieutenant in a monotonous voice.
‘Shove off ! Tell the jefe I hope he gives him ten
years. Shove off, I say !’

“The jefe showed a strong tendency to faint.
He had grasped the fact that the lieutenant was
annoyed. °Meester Chonés,” he said, ‘they go to
bombard. Meester Chonés, tell them I will accom-
plish anything they wish—only that they do not
bombard the town, Meester Chonés, tell them to
take their infernal American. He no longer interests
me.’

“I thought of explairing the situation, but it
seemed a bit rough on Mr. Pollok to be disowned
by both sides. I suggested to the jefe that the best
plan was to send Mr. Pollok in a boat. ‘Send ‘em
a note,’ I said, ‘explaining that he’s been expelled
under Article 33 and cannot be allowed to land
again.” ‘ Magnifico !’ exclaimed the jefe. ‘ Juanito!
he said, ‘ Juanito! Where is that boy Juanito?’
‘Patron ? ’ cried the voice of Juanito from the
storm-centre of the crowd—without distinction of
age or sex, all Puerto Miraflores was now on the
wharf.

‘“ The jefe then ordered Juanito to run with even
greater swiftness and tell Mr. Pollok to come down
to the wharf-—all manner of guarantees being
guaranteed. ‘I am not able,’ said Juanito sententi-
ously. ‘How not able ? * asked the jefe. *Se fue!’
said Juanito. ‘When the police left the Plaza he
lowered himself—and he fled. It will be fifteen
minutes that he is gone.
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“ Juanito gave a dismal cry and burst into tears,
for on hearing the tidings the corporal of rurales
had delivered up a stinger on the side of his youthful
head. As one man the three rurales and the two
gendarmes turned and fled—desperately—in the
direction of the Plaza.”

“That’s all,” said the Englishman blandly. I
should like to know the rest of the story myself,
but as they never caught Mr. Pollok I never heard
it. Let us go out now and walk on the Plaza and
see the girls. There is a band to-night and it will
soothe me. My manager, Ginckel, has quit, and
the Santa Ynez is in the charge of Antonio the
foreman, who will be always drunk now that he
has no white man to watch over him. The pump
will stop, and the mine will be flooded. Hang it
all! I wish I had a man to take Ginckel’s
place !'”

‘“ Confound your mine ! ”’ I said. * You're always
in trouble. What do you mean by telling me a
story like that without any proper ending ? Who
fed this man Pollok on the church ? And why did
the lieutenant Hold on a moment ! I cried.
“Did you not say that his name was William ? ”
I had just remembered, in a host ot dim recollec-
tions of the past history of Corral, a far-off luncheon
at the Cedro Mine. ‘‘ Pollok ? "’ I repeated. William
Pollok ? Short, thick-set fellow ? I seem to recol-
lect—— "’

At that moment Ginckel entered the club patio.
“Py Chimircy,” cried the corpulent manager of
the Santa Ynez. * Mister Chonés, 1 haf for you
efervare hunded. Ve you loog for a man by mein
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chob I kvit I haf him found. Gom righd in! Gom
righd in ! " he continued to some exterior presence
beyond the green baize swing-doors. ‘ Mister
Chonés, meed mein old pardner Bill—der man
vat knows dis camp before you vas borned.
Eh? Shage hands, Meester Chonés, vith old
Bill— "

And solemnly and ruminatively the Napoleonic
form of William Spenser Pollok passed across the
threshold.

Recognition was instantaneous on both sides.
But let it not be supposed that either of these two
strong men was betrayed by the unexpected sud-
denness of the reunion into any weak display of
emotion. They shook hands. They said they were
pleased to make one another’s acquaintance. On
neither side was there any hint of a former meeting.
Mr. Pollok, as I remember, was eating an apple—
like Nelson on the quarterdeck of the Victory when
the little fluttering flags flew upward and Colling-

wood remarked, ‘“Damn Nelson! he’s always
signalling.” I think it was this fancy which gave
me My cue.

“Mr. Pollok,” I said rapidly—fearing interrup-
tion—‘‘ I understand from the cries of Mr. Ginckel
that you are looking for a job. Mr. Jones here is
going to give you one ”

“Hem ! ”” coughed the Englishman.

“ On my recommendation as a former shareholder
in the Cedro,” I added. ‘“But,” I said, ‘“there is a
come-back. Corral, Mr. Pollok, expects that you
will do your duty.”

“Sure ! " answered Mr. Pollok mildly. ‘‘Mine’s
a Scotch.”
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I banged the bell on the table.

“1 was not exactly referring to that,” I ex-
plained, ‘“ although I thank you for reminding me.
In plain English—what about the church in Puerto
Miraflores ? ”

‘“ What about it, then ? "’ asked Pollok.

“Who fed you? My recommendation depends
upon the clearing up of this point.”

“ Ravens,” said Mr. Pollok sulkily. But I refused
to be quibbled with.

“1 must have the exact facts,” I insisted, ‘“or
no recommendation.”

““See here |’ exclaimed Pollok hotly. ‘‘Back in
Oklahoma where I was raised it ain’t considered
etiquette to say nothin’ that might compromise a
lady.”

“Rosa, begad!” cried the Englishman. “I
thought as much.”

Mr. Pollok grinned sheepishly.

“Is it sense to suppose any girl’s goin’ to pray
six times a day for the recovery of a thing like that
there Cousin Juan ? ” he asked. ‘“ Him and his
cheatin’ !~
He snorted angrily at the recollection.

“But the priest?” I exclaimed. ‘ Surely
he ”

“Ain’t goin’ to stick at much for five dollars a
day,” finished Pollok. ‘‘ Why—there ain’t nothin’
in what you’re askin’ about. I had my grip and my
blankets brought up and lived right elegant until
the gunboat turned in again and give me the chanst
to skip out. Where I miscalculated,” he proceeded,
“was not expectin’ that long-legged lootenant to
do me the dirty way he did. I heard about that
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later in Tampico. He ain’t got no call to be jealous.
I never done nothin’ wasn’t strictly gennelmanly,
evean if I am a better looker than him. Oh, pshaw !”
he muttered, more to himself than to me. ‘ Oh,
pshaw ! them women !”



THE SOUL OF VELASQUEZ

NCE upon a time there was a writer of
O tales whose name was Fortescue. The

same came to Mexico in search of raw
material. In the interior of that progressive
republic he found William Pollok.

To be less premature, he first met—in the sandy,
sunny, disreputable railway station of a northern
town—a hawk-featured fellow-countryman in Eng-
lish riding-breeches and an American wideawake.
This person swore intermittently at a gang of peons
who were toying with carboys of acid—evidently
the Englishman’s property—in process of tranship-
ment from a freight-car to a waggon drawn by a
slumbersome mule. He swore so much—the
Englishman, not the mule—that Fortescus, scenting
“ copy,” edged closer and opened the conversation
by inquiring when the next train left.

The Englishman stared.

“ The next train,” he said, * should leave here
approximately in twenty-three hours and forty-five
minutes—that is, if it runs on de facto schedule
time.”

‘“ What is the de facto schedule ? "’ asked Fortescue.

“ Who knows ? The train has been two hours
late on the last ten occasions. I take it that that
is the d. f. s. But there are no fixed rules in this
country. Anyhow,” added the Englishman, *“ the

23
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train you just got off is the train. Damn it all,
what does Pollok mean by leaving me to do a filthy
job like this ? Iwon’t doit ! It’s not right | Hang
it all, I’'m supposed to be his boss, not he mine.”

“ Might I ask who Pollok is ? ” ventured Fortes-
cue, now in full cry in his hunt for copy.

“ Hijos de—de—de sus madres !’ snapped the
Englishman. The phrase merely means “ sons of
your mothers,” in case there should be a doubt.
“ Confound the man, he’s Ah !’ The last
carboy, poising perilously a moment on the edge
of the waggon, miraculously slipped into place. “ I
beg your pardon? Oh, Pollok ? Manager of the
Santa Ynez—discovered him one day on top of a
church in a place called Puerto Miraflores—brought
him home and set him to labour in the mines, out
there in the Sierra ’—he swept his hand round half
the horizon—" I'm consultin’ engineer with offices
here in town.” The mule, responding to outside
stimulation, suddenly awoke; and the waggon
rumbled off over the ruts of the infamous road.
“ By the way,” continued the Englishman, *“ you’re
a new-comer to this happy land, I take it ? ”

“1 am,” admitted Fortescue. ‘‘ Not to go the
actual length of asking you to sit down whilst I
repeat the story of my life—which would apparently
be in keeping with local custom ”

“ It would,” agreed the Englishman.

“ 1 shall confine myself to the statements that I
am an orphan, that I have a modest competence of
my own, and that I write sparkling articles for the
more eclectic magazines ; that I came to Mexico
in search of local colour, and that I was diverted
from purely literary researches by a man in Tor-
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reon. This man induced me to come here, to the
City of Corral, to look at v

““ A mine,” said the Englishman.

Fortescue grinned uneasily, after the manner of
the puppy who has been caught in an illicit flirta-
tion with the cake-basket. ‘It is, apparently, a
good mine,” he said.

“ They all are,” said the Englishman. ‘° Where
is this particular Golconda situated—if I may ask
without seeming impertinent ? ”

“ Funnily enough, in the very district you men-
tioned. The fact makes me doubly anxious to meet
your Mr. Pollok, who, I suppose, can give me some
information about the place.”

“I can do that,” said the Englishman. * By
the way, where did you go to school ? Your tie—
by George ! So did I. I say, you can’t put up at
the hotel, you know—too many fleas. Come down
to my diggings. I infer, from what you have told
me, that Winter is negotiating another deal with
the old Cedro. That being so "—Fortescue had
started visibly—" I shall be glad to have a chat
with you; for you appear to be a white man, and
—excuse my apparent bluntness—what Bill Pollok
would undoubtedly call ‘some tenderfoot.” ”

That is how Fortescue came to Corral and met
the Englishman. He had lunch with his self-con-
stituted host in the patio, or inner courtyard, of a
wonderful house where all the doors of the rooms
opened inwards into the yard—an idea which prob-
ably originated with the Roman aérium. There was
a fig-tree in the centre of this patio, and they put the
table underneath. It was quite Biblical.

“ Winter said you can’t tell much by sampling,
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did he ? ” remarked the Englishman, bisecting frag-
ments of cheese-rind with his knife. ‘“ Well, he s
right in a way. It’s a poor guide in the case of
many Mexican mines, where the ore’s high grade
and consequently patchy as the devil. Best guide
in such a case is smelter liquidation-sheets, such as
he showed you—provided you’ve proof positive the
ore came from the property. Mind you,” he broke
off, “ I'm not saying anything with particular refer-
ence to Winter or the Cedro. Just on general
principles, you know.”

“ I think the liquidations were all right,”” declared
Fortescue. “° The name of the mine was on each
one.”

““ Oh, I've no doubt at all that they came from
the district anyhow,” agreed the Englishman.
“ Question always is, however, did they come from
the mine itself >—just on general principles, you
know. I'm not suggestin’ anything against Winter,
of course; but since I caught him red-handed
buying stolen ore from our own place I've—well,
it sets a man thinkin’, you know. Tell you what
I'll do,” he added. ‘‘ Pollok managed the Cedro
once, and knows all about it. TI'll take you down
to the club and introduce you-—after thé rain
stops.”

“ Rain ? ” inquired Fortescue in amaze. They
had walked fromn the station under a spotless sky.

“ Look up,” said the Englishman.

Fortescue looked; and behold the sky was
growing dark with miraculous suddenness, and the
flies—he now perceived—even more offensively
adhesive with a miraculous stickiness. Ewven as he
gazed, a fat drop fell plumply in the sugar basin.
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His host proffered a cigar and suggested an ad-
journment with the coffee to his office. They rose,
and passed into a room with a red-tiled floor ;
where two desks, a bookcase, a big chest of drawers
and a drawing-table littered with plans and maps,
made up most of the furniture. There was also a
hen, which had successfully laid an egg on top of
the bookcase. The Englishman seemed pleased
with the egg, but irritated by the presence of the
fowl, which he promptly drove forth into the patio.
Instantly the heavens rent in twain with an ear-
splitting crash, the telephone on the wall spat a
spark an inch long, and the rain came down in
cartloads.

““ Take the deck-chair,” advised the Englishman.
“ The rain does not stop until we have had supper.”

“ 1 thought you said there were no fixed rules in
this country ? ”

“ There are not. But this is a habit—like drink
—lots of fixed habits in Mexico. By the way, Bill
will be in the company of old Shaw—our agent in
San Lorenzo—who will offer to sell you another
mine. That’s another habit. Don’t buy it. Shaw
has no right to be so voracious. I pay him a liberal
salary, and the prices at his store are quite suffi-
ciently immoral, without his adding further to his
load of sin. There is a funny old book,” he con-
tinued, fumbling in the bookcase, ‘“ which I wanted
to show you ; but it seems not to be here. What a
nuisance ! I suppose that’s Pollok again. He has
taken it and lost it. Damn it ! It’s not right.”

Suddenly his eye fell on the drawing-board, and
he emitted a sharp cry of anguish.

“ Confound his cyes ! Just look at that now !
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The new plan I so carefully cleaned with pounds of
bread and yards of rubber looking as if a dog had
walked over it ! Damn it, why can’t he wash his
hands at least ? He makes a pig-pen of my office,
and then goes off drinking with old Shaw—leaving
me to do his dirty work. I'll put up with it no
more. This is too frightful.”

““ Perhaps,” suggested Fortescue, after a glance
at the map in question, “ he was overcome with
remorse and fled to the public baths to avoid the
possibility of a recurrence.”

“ Not he. As long as the bar holds out he’ll be
at the club—Shaw likewise. I know where to find
them anyhow, which is one consolation.”

As he spoke the little inner door, which opened
into the zaguan-—pron. sah-whan—or portal of the
square-built house, slowly opened. With a pre-
liminary shuffling of feet the defiler of plans and the
habitual purveyor of worthless mines filed into the
room—oilskin-clad and running little rivulets on
to the flagged floor.

“1am,” said Pollok, not without a slight hoarse-
ness which may have been due to the humidity,
“ a mystic.”

“ You may be for the moment,” corrected the
Englishman, “ but to mortal eyes you look more
like a fat man with six or seven rounds of Scotch
under his belt. You have made a beastly mess on
the new plan. It is hardly four o’clock, and you are
distinctly the worse for wear. I have done all your
work, and now you are slopping over the floor.
For the love of Mike, pitch those water-proofs out-
side before I kill you. This gentleman, by the way,”
he added, “ is Mr. Fortescue, a fellow-countryman
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of mine, and a distinguished man of letters. He
wants to know about the Cedro.”

“ Glad to meet you,” smiled Pollok, heaving the
offending garment into the zaguan. ° Literature is
highly thought of in Boston, Oklahoma, where I
was raised.”

““ Mr. Fortescue will be lookin’ round for a good
investment for the money he gets writin’,”” inter-
polated old Shaw, a weazened venerable with a
goatee and a cracked voice.

“ Cut it out,” jerked Pollok. ““ You can take it
from me, Mr. Fortescue ain’t.”

“ Well, that’s all you know. You keep quiet.
I know all about you. The police is after you for
beatin’ up the jefe politico of Puerto Miraflores.
Now th’ Ampliacion de Shaw, in the celebrated
Santa Ynez district "

“ Cut it out,” reiterated the stocky manager of
the Santa Ynez itself. “ I foresee that Mr. Fortescue
ain’t interested in any Ampliacion de Shaw. You’d
ought to know better. I am—as I said before—a
clearvoyant.”

“ A what ? " inquired the Englishman in a rather
awestruck voice.

“ A clearvoyant. 1 foresee things. It’s the
atmosphere reminds me o’ the circumstance.”

“ More likely the circumstance—which looks dis-
tinctly alcoholic—reminds you of the somewhat
atmospheric fact,” grunted his consulting engineer.
“Do you think you can descend to mundane
matters long enough to give Mr. Fortescue the
information he’s after ? ”

Pollok sank into a chair, which creaked under
him—though short in stature he is no light weight
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—and twisted his clean-shaven and wondrously
mobile features. ““ I know all about the Cedro,”
quoth he presently. “ 1 was manager there five
years ago. It was a highly interestin’ experience I
had on the Cedro first opened my eyes to my
soopernat’ral gifts. Has Mr. Fortescue got an
option on the mine ? ”

““ 1 was thinking about it,” confessed Fortescue.
“ Winter offered to let me have six months for
examination on payment of a first instalment of
one thousand pesos.”

Pollok cast the look of a startled fawn upon him,
and old Shaw groaned involuntarily.

“ 1 guess you can do that, if you feel like it,”
said Pollok politely. ““ I ain’t sayin’ the mine’s not
worth it—maybe there’s some ore growed there
since my day.”

“ According to the smelter liquidations there has
been some very good stuff taken out,” explained
Fortescue.

“ I've heard that too, strangely enough—1I guess
it may be so. I guess you’re new to the country,
Mr. Fortescue ?

“T1 am, I'm afraid. Please tell me about the
property. I'm beginning to suspect Winter was
over enthusiastic.”

“TIU tell if Shaw’ll go get the whisky. Th’
remembrance o’ those hawrible experiences makes
me weak.”

The Englishman took the hint, if hint it could
be called, and filled four glasses. Gently absorbing
half his dose, as a preliminary moistener, Pollok
proceeded :

“ It was five years ago I got the job. A friend
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told me it was a good job to handle. It was, in a
manner o’