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          1 Murder in French
 
            The big yellow-bearded backwoodsman in fringed shirt and broad hat was making too much noise in the public room of the Andrew Jackson House. His stamping moccasins rattled the puncheon floor, and his bellowing voice fanned the flames of the home-dipped tallow candles and the smoldering blaze on the broad clay-lined hearth. Furiously he waved his big iron toddy mug.
            “I say the people were fuddled into electing that tyrant a second time,” he howled at the guests at the fireside tables. “Now it’s spring and he’s in the White House again, and I’ll warrant ye all that he’s laying his sights on a third term!”
            Young Jason Morgan, bringing a platter of greens and smoked pork to the plump white-haired gentleman at the corner table, glanced uneasily at the tavern-keeper. Captain Micaj ah Lunsford didn’t like all that yelling. Captain Micajah, as all this part of Alabama knew, had led Kentucky volunteers at New Orleans eighteen years ago last New Year’s Day, and he respected the name of Andrew Jackson the way most folks respected that of George Washington. That backwoods bully should have known as much from the sign outside the Andrew Jackson House. Captain Micajah’s short brown face scowled from his desk by the front door.
            “Old Hickory, he wants to be called? Old Hypocrite’s his right name!” went on the bearded one, this time to the two travelers at the end of the long table opposite the fire. “Wish he was here before me, I’d—”
            Captain Micajah jerked his grizzled head in a beckoning gesture. Jason would have liked to walk back to the long table, because that pair had been talking in French. He wanted to see how much he understood, remembering the French he’d picked up in Georgia. But obediently he approached the desk, a lean, dark, splay-shouldered youngster in homespun shirt and trousers too tight and too short above cowhide brogans.
            “What say you, boy?” demanded the captain bleakly. “Shall you bid that fellow begone, or shall I, or both of us together ?”
            “I’ll try, Captain,” replied Jason. “I don’t much like his blather myself.”
            He walked back to the fireplace. The thunderer grinned and held out his mug.
            “More toddy,” he ordered. “A big ’un.” Tunelessly he began to sing:
 
            “Give me a barrel of whiskey,
            Sugar a hundred pound,
            The juice of a bushel of lemons,
            And a spade to stir it round—”
 
            “You’ve had enough, sir,” broke in Jason, firm without heat. “So, I judge, have these guests of ours. Please bid them goodnight.”
            “Why—why—’’spluttered the backwoodsman, rocking clumsily. He was almost as tall as Jason and inches broader, though much of his bulk was fat. “Ye take that tone with me, you long splinter-shaped hobbledehoy? Why—”
            The fringe-hung shoulders hiked and swelled, the beard swung forward. “Ye know me, young foolishness? I’m the foremost bully of Big Hog Crossing! I’m a hurricane of disaster! Out of my way, before I wave my hand and stun ye with the breeze! Cower and run, afore—”
            Jason dodged as the fellow swung the iron mug, then stepped in close and dipped his sinewy left shoulder under the right armpit of the foremost bully of Big Hog Crossing. His left arm clamped the buckskin body to him while his right reached down, caught a knee and lifted it. A quick heave, and Jason had the squirming bulk on his shoulder. Swiftly he trudged toward the door, just as Captain Micajah snatched it open.
            Out into the pleasant spring night Jason bore his struggling, howling burden. A dozen paces clear of the threshold log he threw the backwoodsman sprawling, where the light of half a moon struck the trail among the trees. Bending down, Jason retrieved the fallen toddy mug.
            “Know what ye’ve done, boy?” the fellow gurgled as he struggled clumsily to his feet. “Laid hand on the dealer of sudden death, the killer of nations—I’ll—”
            “Yes, you’ll do wonders,” Jason cut him off. “But let’s get them done out here, where we won’t disturb decent folks inside.”
            The backwoodsman pawed at his hip, perhaps for a knife. Jason’s broad fist tightened on the iron mug. But his adversary backed unsteadily off into the moonlight.
            “Ye’ve got friends in yonder,” he snarled. “Jackson men, I’ll be bound, ready to take your cowardly part against an honest man. Someday I’ll get ye alone—alone—”
            He reeled across the trail, and Jason heard him fall limply into the crashing undergrowth. He did not rise. Jason returned to the tavern.
            A cheer greeted him. Captain Micajah reached up to slap Jason’s shoulder.
            “Well done, lad,” he praised. “It was a good day for me last week when I gave you work here. I noted your inches for strength, and your eye for spunk.”
            “He was no trouble, Captain,” said Jason, and headed kitchen ward with the mug; but the white-haired man at the corner table spoke and stopped him.
            “You’re a proper wrestler for your age,” said the man. He had a broad, rosy face above a white collar and a caped brown coat. “How old are you, twenty?”
            “Nineteen, sir.”
            “Where did you learn that hold and lift?”
            “I was always a fair hand at rough-and-tumble,” said Jason.
            “Fairer than fair, egad.” The rosy face smiled. “You mind me of a youngster I saw wrestle two years back to the north of here—in Illinois, a place called New Salem, whither I went to settle an estate in court.”
            “You’re a lawyer, sir?” ventured Jason eagerly.
            “These thirty years I’ve striven to follow the law. But I speak of New Salem, and that grapple of champions. The place’s prize bully was one Jack Armstrong, but he met his match that day in a storekeeper built somewhat like you, with black hair like yours. Perhaps taller—”
            “I’m just over six feet.”
            “He was more than that, and two or three years older, as I judge, but very like you. His name—hmmm—yes, it was Lincoln. Abe Lincoln, they called him. You and he would match well at wrestling. How might you be named?”
            “Jason Morgan, sir, at your service.”
            “I’m Henry Colquitt. I live in Moshawnee, the new county seat.” The white-maned head jerked to show the general direction. “I’ll look for you when I pass here, riding the circuit.”
            “You honor me, Squire Colquitt.”
            Jason hurried the mug to the kitchen, where two black scullions washed platters. Then he returned to the public room, walking past the long table where the two men were speaking French again.
            “Lentement, lentement” growled one, a swarthy little dagger of a man with black chin whiskers. “Mot a mot.”
            Slowly, the swarthy one meant, word by word—probably French wasn’t an easy tongue between them. They’d ordered supper in English. Now Jason was tempted to try a little French himself, something like “Vous desire, messieurs?” But that would be presumption in a tavern waiter. He gathered up the bowls from which they had eaten stewed venison and corn dumplings.
            “Boy, two more toddies,” said the other man, a squat, square fellow of about thirty, with grime on his shirt ruffles. As Jason picked up the mugs, the square man told the swarthy one: “Cet avocat-la—il a beaucoup d\'7d argent—"
            Off to get the drinks, Jason translated to himself. Avocat meant lawyer, probably Squire Henry Colquitt, who had told of that Illinois wrestling match. Beaucoup d’argent—the Squire had plenty of money, that was. At the desk, Jason waited while Captain Mica j ah turned to the pine plank bar and mixed the toddies.
            “Dites-donc,” the squat man harangued the swarthy one as Jason brought the mugs back. “Nous le tuerons—c’est neces- saire—"
            Jason almost spilled the drinks. He managed to set them on the table. “Kill Squire Colquitt,” the man had said! “Necessary to kill the Squire.”
            Back to the desk Jason trotted, his mouth open to speak. But Captain Micajah spoke first.
            “The Squire wants his reckoning, lad. What did he have?”
            “Smoked meat and greens, and a glass of the French wine. Sir, I—”
            “Make it out for him,” interrupted the captain. “I’m busy with the accounts. His charges are three silver bits.”
            Now, it seemed, the two at the long table were watching the desk. Jason swallowed and fell silent. He drew a bit of paper to him and dipped a quill pen in the ink. He wrote down the reckoning. Then, under it:
 
            Take care. The two men at the long table said in Trench they would kill you.
 
            He went to the lawyer’s table and put the paper beside the candle. Squire Colquitt set a pair of square-lensed spectacles on his tilted red nose and bent to read.
            “A good hand of writing,” he praised. “And—eh, what’s this?”
            He looked up, took off the spectacles, and winked a bright black eye.
            “A pretty wit, too. I promise myself profit from your acquaintance.”
            Upon the deal table he dropped cut silver, a quarter wedge from a dollar and a leaner scrap. Again he winked, and took his tall beaver hat from its peg.
            “Your horse is ready, Squire,” said Captain Micajah.
            “Boy!” the swarthy man hailed Jason from the long table. “Our horses, too!”
            The pair rose, and one threw down silver money. “What change is left, keep for serving us well,” he said. “Our horses.”
            Jason ran out through the kitchen to the rear of the log tavern. From the rail he untied the brown horses belonging to the two men who had spoken French. He fitted the bridles to their heads and led them around to the front. Captain Micajah stood at the door, bidding good-by to the pair of strangers.
            “We must be going,” pronounced the swarthy man, and quickly they mounted. Jason faced Captain Micajah as they spurred away.
            “Squire Colquitt—” began Jason.
            “Gone, my boy. I saw him to his horse out here. Why?”
            “I must catch him—warn him!”
            “But, Jason—” began the captain, but Jason had already dashed to the rear of the tavern again.
            In the shed behind dozed Captain Micajah’s old roan mare. Swiftly Jason caught her mane, led her from the stall, and groped for a bridle. He did not wait for a saddle, but scrambled up on the broad roan’s back and kicked the fat sides.
            “Jason!” he heard the captain yell as he rode into the moonlight trail, but he did not waste a word in reply. Shaking the bridle, he urged the old mare into a heavy trot, and leaned above her to stare after those he pursued.
 



 
          2 In the Nick of Time
 
            The trail northward to moshawnee was crooked but well marked, wide enough for wagons, and Jason was silently thankful for the moonlight. But from either side pressed the thick, shadow-filled Alabama forest, every tree seeming to stare and scowl. Again Jason’s heels prodded the mare’s flanks, keeping her at a jolting trot. Up ahead, the trail curved and humped, and he could see nothing of the men he followed.
            They wanted to kill Squire Colquitt. He, Jason, must overtake them and prevent them—
            Prevent them ? How ?
            He had no weapons beyond a wobbly-bladed old jackknife. He wished he had stopped for some sort of gun. These night- riders up ahead would have arms and would know how to use them. No question here of subduing a toddy-muddled blusterer. Courage and wit, especially wit, were Jason’s needs if he were to save Squire Colquitt.
            Suddenly he sat up as straight as he could without a* saddle, straining his ears. Had he heard voices ? He checked the mare, listened again, and dismounted. Swiftly he tied the reins to a sapling beside the trail and hurried ahead on tiptoe, toward a bend in the trail.
            “Off your horse, sir, before I pull trigger!” boomed someone just out of sight.
            “But—”
            “Down with you, at once!”
            Jason was at the place where the trail turned, slipping into the shadows of a spreading sycamore. He pressed close to the trunk, peered around and looked down the trail beyond.
            Colquitt stood, plump and protesting, beside his horse. He faced toward Jason in the full moonlight, at a distance of some ten yards. Under the brim of his tall hat he looked worried and angry. Closer to the sycamore was the pair who had spoken French in the tavern, the wiry little man and the broad beefy one, still sitting their horses. Each held in his hand a big gleaming pistol.
            “You won’t escape the consequences,” growled Colquitt.
            “I think we will, Squire,” broke in the smaller robber in his deep ringing voice. “It’s you who won’t escape. Jump down, Harry, and take his purse.”
            The other swung out of his saddle, dropped the bridle reins over his horse’s head, and walked toward Colquitt. “No, no,” he cautioned, “don’t reach for a pocket. Up with your hands, and turn your money-side to me.”
            Scowling, the lawyer obeyed, and the broad man called Harry came close. Still pointing die pistol with his right hand, he dipped his left into the side pocket of Colquitt’s big brown coat. He grunted with pleasure as he brought out a long purse that jingled.
            “Hark to the chimes,” he urged his companion, shaking the purse.
            “He has more than that,” insisted the other. “He’s just finishing his ride of the circuit; he took more fees than a man can comfortably carry. Where’s the rest of your money, sir?”
            Colquitt bit his lips.
            “Speak!” The pistol lifted in the sinewy man’s fist. Colquitt shrugged, and nodded his head toward his horse.
            “The saddle bags,” he said.
            Harry strode to Colquitt’s horse, unstrapped a saddle bag and peered inside. “He says truth,” he reported.
            “It is well for him,” snarled the other highwayman. “Now he can die in grace, with no lie to blacken his soul.”
            “Die?” echoed Colquitt sharply. “You’d kill me?”
            “You think we’d let you live and raise the country against us?” was the mocking rejoinder.
            Now, thought Jason. He cleared his throat as loudly as he could.
            “All right,” he suddenly called, making his voice reedy and nasal, like the voice of a fierce old man. “Stand ready, you men on both sides of the trail! If either of these rascals moves without my word, shoot him where he’s biggest!”
            The narrow shoulders of the little robber on the horse shook violently, and his squat companion whipped out a startled oath.
            “Drop those pistols, both of you, and up with your hands!” cried Jason, in the same shrill, threatening voice. “This instant, or we’ll fire a volley that will be the last thing you’ll ever hear. I’ll count three! One! Two—”
            Another oath, and the squat one threw his pistol down on the ground. There was an echoing thud as his smaller partner did likewise.
            “All right,” went on Jason, fighting to keep his assumed voice steady. “Dismount, you shivering scrap of outlawry! Off, before one of us helps you with a chunk of lead!”
            The sinewy little figure obeyed. Jason could see his chin tuft bristling.
            “Now, Jason,” he addressed himself, “go out there, while we cover you from here and beyond, and see if they have other weapons. Understand?”
            He paused, and, “Yes, sir,” he said in his natural voice, then stepped boldly into the open.
            Quickly he snatched up the fallen pistols. One of them he shoved into the hand of Squire Colquitt. “Help us guard them,” he said, as crisply as the captain of a company.
            Then he stepped toward the heavy-set robber, and from his pocket drew Colquitt’s purse. A quick search found no other arms but a dagger thrust into the fellow’s boot. He turned to the smaller man, and relieved him of a spare pistol that rode in an inner breast pocket.
            “You two may stand easy,” said Jason. He stuck both the dagger and the second pistol into his waistband, then turned back to Colquitt, to whom he offered the purse.
            “Egad,” said the Squire, “it’s my young friend whose warning at the tavern I was too dull to heed. My thanks and my apologies, and call out your comrades that I may thank them, too.”
            “Oh, sir, I was all alone,” replied Jason, jubilant at his own achievement. “I changed my voice to sound—”
            “Look out!” broke in Colquitt, and fired past Jason with the pistol he held.
            Jason whirled around, to see the two robbers dashing into the black shadows of the woods. He lifted his own captured weapon, but Colquitt knocked up the muzzle.
            “Save your fire,” the lawyer bade him quickly. “Here, give me that other pistol you took, there’s still a charge in it. No use to burn powder in darkness, but if we’re ready for them they’ll not dare come back into the light.”
            Jason groaned, looking at the thicket into which his prisoners had vanished. “I wanted to fetch them back to stand trial,” he said. “I was a fool to take my eyes from them.”
            “If so, it’s your first folly tonight.” Colquitt grinned. “You’re shrewd—well learned, too. You know French.”
            “A trifle, sir,” said Jason. “I worked in a house where the son had a tutor, and I listened as much as I could to the lessons.”
            “Was that all your schooling?”
            “I had a few years with a country teacher when I was small. But I’ve always loved to read.” Jason paused, looking at the plump man in the moonlight. “Law books have been my pleasure, sir. Maybe it was because you’re a lawyer I hurried so fast to try to help you.”
            “Law books,” echoed Squire Colquitt. “Which have you read ? Blackstone?”
            “Blackstone’s Commentaries, sir.”
            “Bacon?”
            “That, too.”
            “Egad, you’re on the way to the bar, maybe even to the bench. What else?”
            “Some of Haywood’s Digest, some of Iredell—”
            “Then you’re North Carolinian,” put in Colquitt, recognizing the names of the legal authorities.
            “No, Georgian. Those books came to my hand before my father and mother died.”
            Colquitt peered into the thickets around him.
            “Those rascals have flown, like the night birds they are, but we have their arms and their horses. As for this purse you recaptured, I want you to have it.”
            He offered the purse, but Jason shook his head and reached for the bridles of the horses.
            “I didn’t want money, Squire, I wanted to help you.” He feared that he sounded stuffy and mock-heroic, but he went on. “I reckon we need all the lawyers we can get, here in this new Alabama country.”
            “True,” nodded Colquitt. “There must be law on the frontier to preserve order.” Again he stared through the night. “With that pair loose, I dare say we’ll do well to return at once to that tavern where you work. Let’s mount.”
            They rode back together, each leading a captured horse. Colquitt asked questions, and Jason answered them.
            He told of his boyhood as the only child of a country schoolmaster in central Georgia, of his early interest in reading, and of how, when left an orphan at fifteen, he was apprenticed to a rich farmer, to serve until he was twenty-one. Jason had been allowed to overhear a tutor’s efforts to prepare the farmer’s dull son for college, and had skimped his labors in the fields and the stable to pore over borrowed textbooks. One day his master had found him reading behind the smokehouse when he should have been splitting wood.
            “That was a month ago, sir, more or less,” Jason told his new friend. “My master was angry and took a horsewhip to me.” “He flogged you ?”
            “Not more than a couple of licks. I knocked him down, and when his son came running I knocked him down, too. I was scared at what I’d done, and ran.”
            “Then?”
            “I didn’t stop running for several days, until I was past the state line, and here in Alabama. I worked along at various settlers’ farms, for meals and leave to sleep in haymows, until I came last week to the Andrew Jackson House. Captain Micajah Lunsford gave me a job. I’m grateful to him.”
            “Hmmm,” murmured Colquitt thoughtfully. “Are you articled to the captain? Apprenticed?”
            “No, sir. I don’t care to enter any more apprenticeships.”
            “Sorry to hear that, my son. Because I’m going to suggest one to you.”
            “Squire!” protested Jason so sharply that the old roan mare danced in the road, but Colquitt smiled again.
            “You spoke about the law and your taste for it. Suppose, Jason —your name’s Jason, you said?—suppose you come to work with me, and I let you read for admission to the Alabama bar. Teach you to be a lawyer.”
            “But—but—” spluttered Jason, incoherent with wondering delight.
            “Why not, son? Your handwriting is good, you can copy papers for me. You can do a lot of other things, at the house and in the office. As you yourself said, lawyers are needed here. I’ll chance it if you will.”
            Jason’s head still spun with joyous hope. “Why, do you think I could?”
            “You saved my life tonight, by sense and daring and stratagem that any lawyer would be proud to show. You’ve done some important reading for the law, on your own statement. Since you won’t accept money for what you’ve done to help me, accept what advice and teaching I can give you.”
            Colquitt waited, but Jason could not speak at once.
            “I’ll stay tonight at the Andrew Jackson House,” said Colquitt at last, “and tomorrow morning I’ll return to my home in Moshawnee. Come with me.”
            “Oh, sir!” whooped Jason. “Come, let’s tell Captain Micajah!”
 



 
          3 County Seat
 
            Captain micajah lunsford listened with scowling attention to the story of the attempt to rob and kill Squire Colquitt, and Jason’s rescue feat.
            “Well done, boy,” the captain praised Jason at the end. “Too bad it’s night, or we’d get help and go scouring the woods and cane brakes for those low-down sneaks. Tomorrow at dawn I’ll have word to every farmer and hunter to take the trail. Anyway, you got their guns and horses. I think, Squire, that Jason should have the profit from selling them.”
            “He should have more than that,” replied Colquitt. “I want him to come to Moshawnee. I want him to live in my house and read law in my office.”
            Captain Micajah pursed his lips, scowled again, then grinned.
            “By the Eternal! as Andy Jackson likes to say. Well, I’m fond of young Jason. I’ll hate to see him leave here, he’s such a help to me around the tavern. But I’d never stand in the way of his bettering himself.” He looked Jason up and down, as though measuring him with his eye. “Read law, is it? Plead before judges, and ask impudent questions of witnesses? Dog my time, boy, why not? Jackson himself started that way, studying under a good master of the law, and now he’s found his way to the White House.”
            “You’ll let me go, Captain?” prompted Jason.
            Out came Captain Micajah’s brown hand to grasp Jason’s. “Go, yes; and make a name and fortune. And I’ll see you here at the times when you ride circuit as Squire Jason Morgan, carrying a green bag full of law books, with the eyes of all Alabama on what you’re up to.”
            Jason went to his room beside the kitchen, to sleep fitfully and wonder over his new prospects. At dawn he was up, and ate a breakfast of hoecake and smoked pork with Squire Colquitt. Then they rode for Moshawnee, Jason astride one of the captured brown horses and leading the other.
            It was a full fourteen miles to the county seat, something like three hours of riding. But, with the sun up, the trail looked cheerful instead of frightening. Birds sang and squirrels chattered in the branches. And Squire Colquitt kept Jason entertained with stories of the courts of Alabama, of trials for murder, theft, and robbery, of great estates in the balance while learned and eloquent lawyers marshaled their tricks of oratory against each other, of great careers built from a modest practice with minor cases up to the most important legal matters.
            “You make it sound too much for me to try, Squire,” Jason ventured at last.
            “Don’t ever think that, son. You’ve a good mind, you ask smart questions, and your heart’s set on being a lawyer. I’ll warrant the day will come when I’ll be proud to say that I had the teaching of you.”
            He went on to describe Alabama’s system of circuit courts. The local circuit, followed each spring and autumn, covered fully half a dozen counties. Moshawnee, the newest county seat, was the town where court would sit last, and Colquitt was concerned in a trial of high importance to Moshawnee.
            “We’re but eighteen months old as a town, and ten months old as a county seat,” elaborated the Squire. “Moshawnee was founded by Major Gilbert Westall—he fought the British in two wars and is our chief citizen. Now we’ve some sixty houses, counting stores and a church and a school. We want to build a fine courthouse, but we must wait.”
            “Wait ?” echoed Jason. “Why?”
            “That’s the lawsuit. You see, Major Westall bought the town site from Mr. Asper Enderby, who had it as part of his plantation. Mr. Enderby’s rich; he came from somewhere in Virginia with bags of money and gangs of slaves, to plant cotton. The town here will make him richer, for people will move in and give him high prices for what land he doesn’t want. But he’s not satisfied with that.” Colquitt’s good-humored face grew stern. “He says his document of sale won’t let us build the courthouse at the center of town, and he wants to sell a new tract of land, at high price, on the edge of his plantation.” “How can he do that, sir?” asked Jason. “What is this document of sale?”
            “We come to trial on that same document, this very week. Mr. Enderby submits that he bought the lands from two Indians who have now emigrated to the West, High Head and Black Rabbit. His agreement included a promise that these Indians could live on the part of the land where Moshawnee now stands; but they went with their tribe, off beyond the Mississippi. And, he says, before they went, he executed an agreement that the grave of High Head’s father—the old chief of the tribe, name of Sun Maker—would remain undisturbed forever and ever. And Sun Maker’s grave, Mr. Enderby insists, is located on the tract where we want to build the courthouse.”
            “He’s trying to keep you from digging up the old chief’s grave?” %
            “So he says,” nodded Colquitt. “There’s another lawyer in Moshawnee—Squire Milo Kinstrey, and a smart, wide-awake young man he is—who represents him. Well, Major Westall never flinched from the British, at Cowpens or at Lundy’s Lane, and he wants to build the courthouse where he planned, at Moshawnee’s center square. He’s retained me to fight Enderby’s restraining suit.”
            Jason thought a moment. They rode past small clearings with settlers’ cabins, evidence of the town near at hand.
            “I wonder, sir, if the chief is truly buried where this Mr. Enderby says. What do you think?”
            “I think not, Jason, or else I would never have taken the case for the Major. But it’s hard, hard to convince a jury as I must, this very week.”
            They rode up a slight slope, and at its top the woods opened and they looked into the town of Moshawnee.
            It lay in a pleasant valley, with groves and farms around it. The trail became a main street, its clay hard-tramped, and the two rode over a wooden bridge. Jason gazed with lively interest at the houses. A good many were log dwellings with board roofs, but several had been built of whipsawed planks, and had a civilized look. Toward the center of town, larger structures faced around an open square covered with spring’s fresh green grass. There were stores with wide covered porches, a tavern or two, and a wooden church that bore a square steeple.
            “Here we are, Jason,” said Colquitt, reining in. “That’s my office fronting the path, and my house behind. Here, take our horses to the shed there at the back, then present yourself to meet Betsy.”
            “Betsy?” repeated Jason, taking the Squire’s bridle.
            “My grandniece. I’ve no family, and she’s orphaned, like you. She acts as the lady of my house.”
            Jason walked past the sturdy little shed-like office, past the log house beyond and its separate kitchen-shanty at the rear, and took the horses to the stable. Unsaddling them, he let them nose up to a wooden manger. Between kitchen door and stable was a well with a rough stone curb and a bucket on a rope. He drew water for the animals, then searched for corn and served it to them. Finally he walked back to the front of the house to present himself.
            “Are you telling me true, Uncle Henry?” he heard an excited voice, a girl’s voice, at the doorstep. “Or is this one of your funny stories?”
            “It wasn’t funny, my dear, while it was going on,” Squire Colquitt replied from outside the open door. “But here’s my witness that it happened.” Turning toward Jason, he smiled. “Bear me out, lad, that I was in peril of my life last night.”
            And he drew a slender blonde young girl out into the open, her hand clasped in his.
            “Miss Betsy,” said Squire Colquitt, with easy consequence, “may I present Mr. Jason Morgan, who will stay here with us and read law in my office. Miss Betsy Colquitt, my kinswoman, Mr. Morgan.”
            She turned her sun-bright head and looked at Jason with wide blue eyes in a grave young face that, he decided on the instant, was the prettiest face he had ever seen. His mouth flew open, then forced itself shut, and he made her his best bow.
            “Yours to command, ma’am,” he said, hoping he sounded worldly and accustomed to meeting young women of charm and poise; but he was dolefully aware of his rough clothing.
            A smile touched Betsy Colquitt’s face. She had a short, straight nose and fair skin.
            “Did you really—?” she began, paused, and started again. “Did you chase off two armed robbers who wanted to rob and kill my uncle?”
            “I reckon they were nervous and thought me a worse danger than I was, Miss Colquitt,” Jason managed.
            “Nonsense!” Squire Colquitt almost exploded. “He frightened them out of their guns and their horses and their senses, and you’ll make him tell you about it at table this very day. What’s our noon dinner, Betsy?”
            “Eh?” she said. “Oh, we’ll have stewed squirrel, I think. One of the Indians came by to sell three fine ones. Mr. Morgan, I have it in mind that you’re modest as well as brave—”
            “Come, you young posturers,” broke in the Squire, “you’ll be under the same roof, like brother and sister. I suggest you drop the formalities, and speak first names to each other. I’ll introduce you again. Betsy, this is Jason. Jason, Betsy.”
            “How do you do, ma’am,” said Jason, bowing as before.
            The lawyer snorted and tramped into the house. Betsy stopped looking at Jason and followed, while Jason brought up the rear.
            He found himself in a large room, occupying fully half of the floor from front to back. There was a broad stone fireplace, with brass candlesticks on its mantel, and one wall was covered by shelves on which books were ranged—row after row, such a treasury of reading matter as made Jason’s eyes grow round and his mouth pop open again. There were armchairs, a bearskin rug on the plank floor, and, against the board sheathing of other walls, several paintings. One of these was of Squire Colquitt himself, showing him as a younger man with black hair but recognizably round of face, with a twinkling eye. Against the inner wall there was a door to another room, and a stairway mounting to a floor above.
            The Squire led the way toward the inner door. Betsy hurried past him, and Jason could hear her raised voice, as though giving directions to someone beyond.
            “Our dining room’s in here,” Colquitt told Jason. “We’ll wash our hands, you and I, and then I’ll try to find you a sleeping place. There’s a small cubby off the dining room— Why, lad, what keeps you here?”
            Jason had paused on the bearskin rug and was gazing raptly at the shelves of books.
            “I never saw so many, sir,” he confessed. “I wish I could find long life enough to read all of them.”
            “Good!” applauded Colquitt. “ ‘Reading maketh a full man,’ says Francis Bacon. Well, I make you welcome to those, in your spare time.”
            Jason walked dreamily closer to the shelves. “Shakespeare,” he spelled from the back of one.
            “I have all of Shakespeare. And on the shelf below him is Walter Scott, and next is our American Scott—Fenimore Cooper, you’ll like his tales, I’ll be bound. There are poets, too—Byron, Dryden, Pope—the essays of Addison and Steele—but come, Betsy is seeing dinner on the table. We’d best wash and eat while it’s hot.”
            Jason followed Colquitt into the dining room, where Betsy supervised a pudgy chocolate-brown woman with a turbaned head, who laid a third place at a stout table. Off to one side was a cell-like chamber, with a washstand, bowl, and pitcher. In turn they washed after their journey.
            “Next to this is another room, big enough for a chair, table, and cot,” the Squire told him. “I hope you can make it do for your quarters.”
            “Anything will suit me, sir,” Jason assured his friend.
            “And later we must go buying clothes for you,” continued the Squire, studying Jason’s shabby garments. “A suit, boots, and some shirts. And I’ll pay— No, lad, no arguments. A suit of clothes is easy payment for my life.”
            They went back to the dining table.
            “Fetch on the food, Purney,” bade Squire Colquitt. “We’ve ridden far, and are hungry.”
            True to her great-uncle’s prophecy, Betsy Colquitt plied Jason with questions about the previous night’s adventure until he told the story, with many protestations against the Squire’s praise.
 



 
          4 Court in Session
 
            Jason was up at sunrise on the following morning, for it was Monday, and the first day of court week in Moshawnee was about to begin.
            He swallowed a hasty breakfast served by the cook Purney, then went out in his shirt sleeves to the office shed, swept the floor of whipsawed planks, built a fire on the hearth and fetched a pail of fresh water from the well. As he returned to the office door with the pail, Squire Colquitt met him there.
            “Court will be opened at half-past nine/’ said the Squire, and drew his great silver watch from the pocket of his striped vest. “That gives us two hours of time. Sit yonder,” and he nodded toward a small desk under the window, “and copy a document for me. Your hand, from the sample I have seen, is much better than mine.”
            Jason seated himself. From a sheaf of goose quills he selected one and with a knife shaped its point into a pen. Colquitt opened a drawer to show a stack of foolscap paper, and opened a book before Jason.
            “Here’s the correct form for a deed of trust on real property,” he said, pointing to the page. “And here,” he went on, spreading out a scribbled half-sheet of paper, “are the names to be put in, and a description of the property involved. Date it as of this day, and have it ready for me as soon as possible.”
            The Squire sat down at his own larger desk, and drew out a sheaf of papers. Almost at once a rugged-looking old gentleman entered and engaged him in conversation. Jason, meanwhile, carefully copied the deed:
            This Indenture, made on the fourth day of April of 1833, between Henry Piggott of the County of Forseby and State of Alabama on the first part, and Charles Martin of the County of Foresby and State of Alabama on the second part, and Ezra Deaver of the County of Foresby and State of Alabama on the third part: Witnesseth, that whereas the said Henry Piggott is justly indebted to the said Ezra Deaver in the sum of two hundred and fifty dollars (5250.00) as on reference to a certain bond or note, bearing even date with these presents, will more fully and at large appear; and whereas the said Henry Piggott is honestly desirous to secure the payment of said debt: Now therefore. . . .
            “Stop there, Jason, and step this way,” Squire Colquitt told him suddenly, and Jason laid down his pen, rose, and approached the desk.
            “Allow me, Major Westall, to present my young clerk, Mr. Jason Morgan,” said the Squire in his formal manner of introduction. “Mr. Morgan, I take leave to present you to Major Gilbert Westall, who has made possible the town of Moshawnee.” “Yours to command, Major Westall,” said Jason respectfully. The Major gave Jason a calculating look out of deep-set, beady black eyes in a seamed square face. There was something military in the coat the Major wore, of dark blue cloth with brass buttons, and something military, too, in the square set of his broad old shoulders. He put out a big gaunt hand with freckle-like blotches on its back, to grip Jason’s.
            “Young sir, my friend here has told me of how you saved him night before last,” he said. “Handsomely done, permit me to say.” The wise old eyes narrowed a trifle. “Now, is it a lawyer you wish to be ? You have more the look of a soldier.”
            “No recruiting in my office, Major Westall,” laughed Squire Colquitt. “In due time, I dare say that young Jason will find his way into the militia; and in case of need, he’ll take his place on any firing line. But at present, the law is his study; and he has shown an intelligent interest in our case with Mr. Asper Enderby.”
            Major Westall’s strong face grew grim and dark. “Enderby!” he growled, fierce as an old bear. “Were I but a few years younger—”
            “Gently, gently,” the Squire pleaded. “The law will take care of Mr. Enderby and his claims. Trust me for that.”
            “I do trust you for that,” the Major assured Colquitt. “Now, if you have finished with me, I’ll go on, and meet you at court.” He nodded to Jason. “You, too, young sir. I will wait to hear golden opinions of the progress you make.”
            Heavily he tramped out. Jason returned to his writing of the deed. Carefully he set down a description of a tract of land involved in the case, and wound up:
            ... In testimony whereof, the said parties to these presents do hereunto set their hands and seals, the date first above written.
            There was a ponderous eloquence to all this legal language, Jason decided; but it was as exact as it was pretentious. It had to be.
            “Have you done with that, boy?” asked the Squire. “Then make me a fair copy of this will Major Westall desires me to draw for him.”
            Jason took Squire Colquitt’s scribbled rough draft, spread out a fresh sheet of paper, and began:
            I, Gilbert Westall, of the County of Foresby and the State of Alabama, being of sound mind and memory but considering the uncertainty of my earthly existence, do make and declare this my last Will and Testament, in manner and form following, that is to say . . .
            As Jason proceeded to set down bequests to Major Westall’s children, grandchildren, nieces, and nephews, other visitors arrived to speak to the Squire. Jason half-heard discussion of suits to be tried that week in court at Moshawnee—damage, theft, trespass, clarification of property lines, settlement of claims. “Finished here, sir,” said Jason at last.
            “And in good time, Jason,” replied Squire Colquitt. “It’s twenty minutes past nine, and we have just time to walk to court.”
            As they walked toward the main street, Jason was amazed to see the stir and bustle. Wagons lined the sides of the street, people thronged the footpaths before the houses. Somewhere a soap peddler cried his wares. Across the open square sounded the nimble scrape of a fiddle and, looking that way, Jason saw a crowd gathered around a black bear. Standing upright, the big beast gravely and clumsily danced.
            “Court week’s the busiest time of the year,” the Squire told him. “More so, even than it used to be in Georgia where you came from. Here we are, in this tavern where you see the sign ‘American House.’ ”
            In front of the broad porch of the tavern were hitched saddle horses and riding mules, so many and so close together that their flanks nudged each other. Inside, the big common room of the tavern had been arranged for court sessions. Benches were set one behind another, and in one end of the room a table did duty for the judge’s desk. Two rows of chairs had been placed in readiness for a jury.
            People crowded the room, sitting on the benches, lounging against the walls, or standing in chattering groups. Squire Colquitt was met with a chorus of greetings, and he introduced Jason to one after another of the lawyers who rode the circuit. Embarrassed for his shabby clothes, Jason tried to fix their names in his memory—Lassiter, Benton, McCall, Frye, Aber- shaw. The hubbub died suddenly as a loud, clapping noise rang out.
            A pudgy little man with long gray-brown hair had signaled by rapping the judge’s table with an iron-knobbed staff. All faced toward him. Several who had kept on their hats took them off, and those who sat on the benches rose to their feet. A tall, gaunt old man whose white hair was cut to stand up stiffly in front and make a queue behind, appeared and sat behind the table.
            “That’s Judge Hemphill,” said Colquitt to Jason.
            To the end of the table at Judge Hemphill’s right walked a clerk, setting down an inkstand, a big ledger-like book, and a stack of papers.
            “Oyez! Oyez! Oyez!” shrilled the pudgy one with the staff. “All manner of persons that will sue or complain, or have anything to do in this Honorable Circuit Court, opened and held here this day, for the County of Foresby, draw near and give your attendance and you shall be heard; for this Honorable Court is now sitting for the dispatch of such matters. God save the State of Alabama and this Honorable Court!”
            The crier subsided, and the clerk then faced the crowded room.
            “Oyez! Oyez! Oyez!” he boomed out. “All justices of the peace, sheriffs, coroners, and other officers, who have any inquisitions or recognizances, whereby you have let any persons to bail, or taken any examinations, or other things, since the last term on this Honorable Court, holden for this county, come forward and make a true return thereof that this Honorable Court may proceed thereon.”
            After that, there was a seemingly interminable calling of names for those who had been summoned to serve as jurors. Finally the judge spoke softly to his clerk, who read from the book:
            “Asper Enderby versus the town of Moshawnee.”
            “What say the attorneys for the parties in this case?” asked Judge Hemphill.
            “The defendant is ready for trial, your Honor,” said Colquitt at once, and Major Westall walked close up behind him.
            “And the plaintiff?” prompted the judge.
            A man walked toward the table. He was as tall as Jason, and gracefully built, with a long-nosed, handsome face and wavy dark hair. One hand, behind his back, grasped the tail of the fine green coat he wore.
            “That’s Milo Kinstrey,” mumbled Major Westall to Jason.
            “If the court please,” said Squire Kinstrey, with smooth deference, “comes now the plaintiff to plead for a continuance until the fall term of this court. We lack a witness whose testimony is vital to our case.”
            “Try the case now!” spoke up Major Westall from behind Colquitt, and Judge Hemphill picked up a gavel and rapped the table with it. Squire Colquitt turned and motioned for the Major to be silent.
            “Who is this witness,” Judge Hemphill asked Kinstrey, “and what is the nature of his evidence?”
            “If the court please, this is a matter concerning the right of the town of Moshawnee, or the lack of that right, to build a courthouse on the tract of land known as the public square,” Kinstrey replied.
            “A courthouse is needed here,” put in Colquitt, and Judge Hemphill nodded in agreement.
            “But we, the plaintiff, deny that right, on the grounds that a grave will be disturbed by such building of a courthouse at such place,” went on Kinstrey. “A document providing for the grave’s freedom from disturbance was drawn up, signed, and witnessed. As witness to the signatures appears the name of one Samuel Leslie, at the time of signing an Indian agent in the service of the United States government. He is not here present, and we ask for the continuance that he may be brought to swear to the matter before this court.”
            “It may be that the defendant will recognize the validity of the signature of the witness,” suggested the judge.
            “May we see the document?” asked Colquitt.
            “If the court please,” said Kinstrey once more, “the plaintiff, with respect, declines to offer the document for examination until such time as it may be admitted to evidence before a jury.”
            “Trickery!” growled Major Westall, loud enough to call for another warning rap from the judge’s gavel.
            “What says the attorney for the defendant?” asked the judge.
            “Without seeing the document, we cannot pass on the validity of the signature,” insisted Colquitt.
            “Then,” said Judge Hemphill tonelessly, “this court orders that the case of Enderby versus the town of Moshawnee be continued for trial to the fall term of circuit court in Foresby County.” He waited while the clerk wrote it down. “What is the next case?”
            Other lawyers pushed forward to represent other clients. Jason watched, for the first time in his life, the empaneling of a jury.
            There was a tremendous lot of detail to be observed with the utmost care, he thought, if you were trying even the most minor of cases at law. And all that detail was necessary. Men made mistakes in everything they did; but law and its courts must try to avoid as many mistakes as possible.
            It was exciting to hear the attorneys argue. Once, as Jason thought, rival representatives in a case quarreled so hotly over a point of law that they seemed ready to come to blows. But, when court adjourned for noon dinner, Jason saw the same two lawyers who had disputed sitting down together at a table and laughing over their plates of smoking beef.
            “There was nothing personal in their argument with each other,” Colquitt explained. “It’s the two parties involved in the suit who are angry, and the lawyers represent them and their difference of opinion. But you can hardly make a true active enemy of your fellow-lawyer. Who knows ? Later on, you and he may be associates to represent the same side of a future case.”
            Kinstrey lounged over to meet Colquitt as court prepared to resume its session in the afternoon. Seen close at hand, he was handsome and young—no more than thirty-two or thirty-three— and he moved with a grace that Jason could not but envy. His strong features gave him a look of assurance, and his green eyes were brilliant. With one long white hand he swept back the hair from his broad forehead.
            “Is this the young man who is reading law with you, Squire Colquitt?” inquired Kinstrey, looking with an air of good- humored interest at Jason.
            “Mr. Morgan, Squire Kinstrey.” Colquitt made the introduction.
            Kinstrey’s hand gripped Jason’s. It was a long hand, and its fingers were steely strong.
            “The state is growing up, now that hopeful youngsters begin reading law here,” went on Kinstrey. “Mr. Morgan, most of those you see here come from elsewhere, already educated at the law—or they think they are, which amounts to something like the same thing. Squire Colquitt, for instance, is a Virginian. He came from Richmond. I am a Marylander. And Judge Hemphill is a Georgian.”
            “And so am I a Georgian, sir,” Jason told him.
            “But as a lawyer you look to an Alabama office for training and guidance,” reminded Kinstrey. “Good, good.”
            He strolled away. His words had been kind, but they had been spoken with a superior air. Jason did not like Kinstrey’s manner just then, nor, as Jason judged, did Colquitt.
            More cases followed in court. Jason drank them in, word by word, and listened with special rapt attention to the reading from law books to clarify and explain certain points of evidence and argument. At last, as the afternoon sun dropped down, the judge nodded to the clerk, who in turn made a gesture to the crier. That pudgy little official rose importantly, and thumped with his iron-headed staff.
            “Oyez! Oyez! Oyez!” he proclaimed. “All manner of persons that have appeared here this day, and who have any further business in this Honorable Court, let them depart hence, and give their attendance at nine-thirty o’clock tomorrow morning, and they shall be heard. God save the State of Alabama and this Honorable Court!”
            The judge rose and departed. The crowd flowed out of the packed room.
            Squire Colquitt and Jason walked home. Betsy met them at the door, full of questions about the legal matters that had been brought to trial. She spoke, Jason thought, with more than ordinary understanding of the law.
            “You sound like a lawyer, yourself, Betsy,” he told her at last.
            “If I were a man, I’d be a lawyer,” she vowed at once. “Uncle Henry likes to tell about trials and how to win them, and I like to hear him.”
            “And so do I,” Jason agreed.
            After supper, Betsy lighted a lamp in the sitting room. Squire Colquitt walked to where Jason gazed at the shelves of books.
            “You like to read, you tell me,” said the Squire. “Very well, help yourself. What’s your pleasure? Poetry? There’s Byron, and yonder is Scott. Or would you like a romance by Cooper, perhaps?”
            “Sir, I have it in mind that I’d better read law.”
            “Ha!” chuckled Colquitt, and nodded his approval. “Well said, Jason. But my law books are out in the office. Here, light the lantern and go there to choose. Bring back your finding.”
            Jason sought the office and returned with a bulky volume. Squire Colquitt took it from him.
            “Statutes of Alabama,” he read the title from the calf-bound back. “You want to inform yourself of the laws governing this state.”
            “It’s a right big book, sir. I wonder if I can ever learn everything that’s in it.”
            “Egad, you’d better learn everything that’s in it if you want to practice law in this state. Start now.”
            Jason occupied himself with the Alabama statutes until his eyes swam. Seeking his little sleeping chamber, he dreamed of trying a case before Judge Hemphill, with Squire Milo Kinstrey as his opponent.
 



 
          5 A Gun for the Jury
 
 
            At eight o’clock next MORNING, SQUIRE COLQUITT brought Jason to the biggest store in Moshawnee. It was owned by a sturdy man with a round face and sidewhiskers.
            “This is Mr. Morgan, Mr. Parham,” Colquitt greeted the merchant. “He wants to buy some clothes.” Pausing, Colquitt looked at Mr. Parham. “You don’t seem so cheerful this morning, Leslie.”
            “That case about Brundage is coming up this week,” replied Parham.
            Looking and listening, Jason reflected that Parham’s face was one that by nature would be smiling; but now, as Colquitt had said, it was shadowed with stern gloom.
            “It’s Brundage that’s being tried, not you,” Colquitt said. “See if you can fit out young Jason, now.”
            Jason chose a dark coat with tails, gray trousers with straps to loop under his insteps, and some white shirts with broad collars. Colquitt helped him pick out two cravats, dark red and black, and took money from his pockets to pay.
            “That will be an interesting case for you to hear,” commented the Squire as he walked back to Jason with the packages. “Brundage is a trifling, quarreling fellow who makes out by trapping a few furs each year. He made a fuss in Parham’s store, got ordered out, and came back with a rifle and tried to shoot Leslie.”
            “Will he be sent to jail ?” asked Jason.
            “I think so, but he’s got a smart lawyer. Milo Kinstrey.”
            Jason dressed in his new garments, and both Betsy and Purney cried out in admiration of his appearance.
            “You look like a lawyer already,” commented Squire Colquitt as they walked to court.
            That day and the next, Jason attended sessions of the court, and between times copied documents for Squire Colquitt. He began to gain familiarity with legal phrases in the drawing up of deeds, contracts, formal charges, and answers.
            On Thursday of court week, a morning visitor to Squire Colquitt’s of&ce laid claim to the two horses that Jason had captured from the men who had tried to rob and kill Squire Colquitt. This man, a planter from a neighboring plantation, offered positive proof that they were his animals and had recently vanished from his stables.
            “I want to reward you for getting them back for me,” he told Jason.
            “I ask nothing of that sort,” Jason began, but the planter gestured his protest aside.
            “No, no, I insist. I’d feel wrong if I didn’t show my appreciation.”
            “The gentleman’s right, Jason,” put in Squire Colquitt.
            Thus persuaded, Jason accepted the sum of thirty dollars in silver, the largest amount of money he had ever possessed. With part of it he bought himself a fine black hat with a broad brim, to set off his new suit.
            Friday and Saturday of court week were given over to the trial of criminal cases. The solicitor for the circuit, Rinehart Parks, prosecuted these for the state. Most of them were minor matters, concerning petty thefts, disturbances of the peace, and appeals from the sentences of the justice courts; but the trial of the trapper Brundage for attempting to shoot Mr. Parham, the merchant, attracted special attention.
            Solicitor Parks pronounced a charge of assault with intent to kill. Brundage, shaggy, red-faced and clad in homespun, was represented by Squire Milo Kinstrey, who listened with mockingly cheerful interest to the evidence.
            Several persons swore to a violent quarrel between Brundage and Parham, and told how the merchant had forcibly driven Brundage out of his store. Then a withered old man, whose name was Offutt and who said that he was a traveling hog-drover, told of seeing a dark figure stealing through the trees at twilight, approaching the store, and firing a rifle at Parham just inside the window. Kinstrey paid special attention to this witness, and rose to cross-examine.
            “You say that this man who fired was Mr. Brundage?” he prompted.
            “No, Squire. I ain’t acquainted with him. I told the look of him to the sheriff.”
            “Told the look of him?” echoed Kinstrey. “Described him, you mean? What was your description?”
            “I said how he stood, he had a red face, and his gun had a brass plate on the stock.” Offutt pointed to where, on a small table, lay Brundage’s rifle as an exhibit. Its stock was set with a shiny oval of brass.
            “Did you say how big he was?” asked Kinstrey. “Did you say any height?”
            “Can’t remember for certain, Squire.”
            “Didn’t you tell the sheriff he was five feet ten or thereabout?”
            “Can’t swear to that now,” growled Offutt.
            “Thank you. That’s all.”
            Sheriff Thompson of Foresby County, a towering man with a jaw like the point of an anvil, next took the stand. He told of arresting Brundage on Offutt’s description. Kinstrey again cross-examined.
            “What was it in Mr. Offutt’s story that led you to arrest Mr. Brundage, Sheriff?”
            “He told about a man with one shoulder higher than the other, and a beard, and carrying a gun with a brass-plated stock.” The sheriff, too, gestured toward the rifle. “Ain’t but one such gun hereabouts, that I know of.”
            “Did he say what height the man was?” inquired Kinstrey. “Did he say five feet ten?”
            “Yes, sir, now that you remark on it, that’s what he said.” The sheriff’s pointed chin turned toward Brundage. “Of course, Mr. Brundage ain’t anywhere that big.”
            “Indeed he isn’t,” said Kinstrey. “Mr. Brundage, will you oblige us by standing up?”
            Brundage rose from where he sat. Upright, he proved to be a close-coupled little man with uneven shoulders.
            “How tall is he, Sheriff?” was Kinstrey’s next question.
            “Objection,” said Solicitor Parks quickly. “It calls for a conclusion of the witness.”
            “Objection sustained,” said Judge Hemphill.
            “Mr. Brundage is hardly five feet ten inches tall, though?” said Kinstrey.
            “Objection,” repeated the solicitor. “The same objection.”
            “Sustained,” said Judge Hemphill again.
            “But Mr. Offutt told you that the man who fired at Mr. Parham was five feet ten inches tall?” reiterated Kinstrey. “You’re certain of that? I see. Very good, Sheriff, I’m through with you.”
            When the defense opened its case, Kinstrey told Brundage to brace his little frame against a wall. Dramatically he marked Brundage’s height on the planks, called for a yardstick, and measured it.
            “Five feet two inches,” he announced. “Please, will an officer of the court verify what I say?”
            The crier did so.
            “If it please the court, and gentlemen of the jury,” said Kinstrey, “I remind you that the man who fired the shot was described as five feet ten inches tall, and that the man who here stands trial for the crime is but five feet two.”
            And he flashed his triumphant white-toothed grin.
            All this Jason heard with fascinated attention. Squire Colquitt, too, was all interest.
            “I’m sure that Brundage is guilty,” Colquitt whispered to Jason, “but Kinstrey is in a way to get him free on that question about height.”
            “I wonder,” Jason whispered back. “I think I could give him an answer to that.”
            “What answer?” demanded Colquitt swiftly.
            But before Jason could speak, Kinstrey rested his case, and the judge called for the attorneys to argue the evidence before the jury. Kinstrey, rising first, was eloquent and persuasive as he based his whole plea on the question of how tall his client was.
            “There can be no doubt, gentlemen,” he said, “but that the honest merchant here present, Mr. Parham, was attacked, most dangerously and in cowardly fashion, by a sneaking enemy. And a good man and a respectable one,” and he bowed sidewise to Offutt, “has told us how he saw the shot fired. The scoundrel who attempted so black a deed, who truly meant to kill Mr. Parham, should be punished to the full extent of the law. But Mr. Offutt has said that he was five feet ten inches tall—well above the average—which means that he was not Mr. Brundage.”
            He paused, letting that argument sink in deeply.
            “Mr. Brundage is one of the smallest of the grown men in this community,” he elaborated. “Indeed, there are boys of twelve who are taller than he. A man such as Mr. Brundage is called Shorty by his friends, as a nickname.”
            “And how would you reply to that?” Colquitt found time to say in Jason’s ear.
            “That a man with a gun is apt to look bigger than he usually does,” replied Jason.
            Colquitt turned in his seat, gazing at Jason with a fixed admiration.
            “You’re right, by all the powers,” he muttered. “That’s a wise observation, youngster.”
            As Kinstrey continued his plea, Colquitt rose, tiptoed across to the solicitor and tapped his shoulder. Then he stooped and whispered. Solicitor Parks looked up excitedly, turned his gaze upon Jason, then upon Brundage, and finally nodded his head vigorously. A smile came to his shrewd face.
            “And so, gentlemen of the jury,” Kinstrey was making his triumphant conclusion, “I remind you of how his Honor instructed you. I will even repeat his words: ‘Sit together, hear the evidence, and render your verdict accordingly.’ I remind you that your duty is to bring justice in this case. I wish that the man who is truly guilty were here before you, and that at your hands he would receive the punishment he richly deserves. But by now, surely you are convinced that the defendant—Mr. Brundage— is not guilty. And that is the verdict he and I ask of you.”
            Kinstrey sat down and crossed his legs. Parks rose in his turn.
            “Your Honor, and gentlemen of the jury,” he commenced, “we need not sit here long to resolve this matter. As the able attorney for the defendant has truly said, the whole matter hinges upon the question of the prisoner’s height, or what it appears to be. In that, he and I have no quarrel whatever.”
            He bowed to Kinstrey, and turned back to the jury.
            “The man who fired the shot carried a rifle.” He gestured toward the weapon on the table. “We say that this is the rifle, that it is the property of the prisoner Brundage, and that Brundage tried to kill Mr. Parham with it. Mr. Offutt yonder saw him fire it. Any man of you twelve, being sensible and law-abiding, would be shocked if you saw such a thing. A man standing in your sight, firing a rifle with intent to kill, would be terrible to look upon. Indeed—”
            Suddenly Parks snatched up the gun and lifted it across his body.
            “He might seem to grow taller and larger—”
            Parks whipped the brass-plated stock to his shoulder and aimed straight at the jury. Jason saw the men start in their chairs.
            “But you’d remember the look of him and his weapon forever!”
            Again he lowered the piece, dropping the butt to the floor. He smiled.
            “I ask you, gentlemen, when I so rudely aimed at you, did I not seem a few inches taller than I truly am?” he suggested quietly.
            And he sat down.
            Judge Hemphill gravely dismissed the jury to an inner room. Another twelve men were empaneled, another case was tried, and even as it came to an end the first jury returned.
            “Have you agreed on a verdict ?” asked the Judge.
            “We have,” said one of the twelve.
            The clerk rose. “Look upon the prisoner, gentlemen of the jury,” he said solemnly. “How say you ? Is he guilty of the felony whereof he stands charged, or not guilty ?”
            “Guilty,” said the man who spoke for the jury.
            Sheriff Thompson led little Brundage away.
            That evening, as court adjourned, Kinstrey hailed Colquitt and Jason outside, then hurried to overtake them.
            “Young Mr. Morgan,” he said, “I offered my compliments to Mr. Solicitor Parks, on the shrewd device with which he persuaded those jurymen to find my poor client guilty. He told me that the praise should go, not to his legal wit, but to yours.”
            “You mean, that Brundage appeared larger with a gun at his shoulder than without?” put in Colquitt. “Aye, it was well thought of.”
            “I but mentioned it in idleness,” deprecated Jason.
            “If such strategy is idly conceived with you,” smiled Kinstrey, “I pray that you are never arrayed against me in court when you are stern and serious. Young man, you have the making of a dangerous opponent at law.” The smile left his handsome face. “Dangerous,” he repeated.
            Touching his hat, he strolled away. Jason and Colquitt gazed after him.
            “That’s no unhandy man of the law himself,” commented the old Squire. “And, for all his compliments to you, lad, he didn’t like it that you sent Brundage to jail.”
            “That wasn’t my notion when I spoke about the matter,” Jason said.
            “Let your conscience be clear. Brundage was guilty. If he’s locked up, so much the better for the peace and dignity of Moshawnee. However, if Kinstrey is minded to dislike you, Solicitor Parks admires you. He said so to me, and, as I judge, to Kinstrey as well. Jason, I’ve been grateful to you. Now I’m proud of you, too.”



 
          6 “Everybody Does Something”
 
            Court week was over, and moshawnee turned suddenly into a sleepy little town. Many of the townspeople were farmers, and their efforts and attentions were for their land in clearings round about. And the visitors from farther away in the county, who had crowded the streets and stores and taverns, went back to their homes. Early spring became full spring that mid-April.
            But, though court sessions were at an end, business in Squire Henry Colquitt’s little law office seemed to boom. A succession of clients sought the Squire’s advice and representation, and Jason spent much of each day copying out legal instruments. He began to grow familiar with the forms of abstracts of title, disclaimers, petitions, answers, and papers with high-sounding titles like capias ad satisfaciendum.
            On the Thursday following adjournment of the court’s spring sessions, Major Westall returned to look at the will drawn for him by Squire Colquitt and copied by Jason. He grunted approval of terms and language, but plainly his mind was on other things. Folding the paper, he crossed his bowed old legs and blew his nose as fiercely as though he were bugling for re-enforcements on a stricken field.
            “What new rumpus is Asper Enderby going to kick up now ?” he demanded of Squire Colquitt and Jason, glancing fiercely from one to the other. “He got himself more time when the judge put the case over to the fall term—”
            “We have more time, too,” reminded Colquitt, “and we need it. Time to think about that document they mentioned but wouldn’t show us.”
            “Something about the man who signed his name as witness to the signatures, wasn’t that it?” said the Major. “What was his name?”
            “Leslie,” replied Jason. “Samuel Leslie.”
            “You remembered the name rightly,” Colquitt praised him.
            “And I remember Mr. Sam Leslie,” grumbled the Major. “He was one of the agents handling the sale of Indian lands hereabouts—an honest agent, too, which makes me wonder how Asper Enderby came to have dealings with him. And those Indians who owned this valley where Moshawnee is now—you call them to mind, Squire?”
            “High Head, the chief’s son, and Black Rabbit,” the Squire supplied the names. “They went off West when their tribe went. They’re off across the Mississippi now, in new lands, and only a few old Indians remain.”
            “Right, right.” Major Westall nodded. “And it’s the old chief’s grave that’s now in question. Wherever it is—”
            “Wherever it is, I don’t think that it’s in our public square,” put in Squire Colquitt, “else I wouldn’t be in this case as I am. I feel that Mr. Enderby’s being deceitful. And I mean to show as much in court.”
            “But what of this document about the matter?” Jason made bold to ask. “If Samuel Leslie, the Indian agent, was honest, and witnessed the signature, wouldn’t that prove the matter?”
            “I’ll engage that the Indians couldn’t read or write, and that they signed with cross-marks on the paper, without knowing truly what it said,” was Squire Colquitt’s reply.
            “And Enderby forbids and obstructs our courthouse,” added Major Westall, wrathy again. “He has another tract, and wants to sell it at a thumping sum—on the edge of town. If the courthouse is there, more houses will rise around it, and he’ll have the profitable sale of land for those, too. Well,” and he sat bolt upright in his stubborn determination, “I won’t be blackmailed by him, nor shall the town of Moshawnee.”
            He rose.
            “But there’s the matter of raising a house for the new newspaper,” he told Colquitt. “The logs will be started into place at noon. Will you be there?”
            “I may be late, but Jason will want to go.”
            “Yes, as soon as I finish my writing here,” said Jason.
            He had heard that a newcomer to Moshawnee proposed to found a weekly paper, and that the able-bodied men of the town were building a house for the editor and his welcome new enterprise in the north end of Moshawnee. Jason strolled that way after noon dinner.
            A broad vacant space had been cleared of brush, and stones mortared into a rectangular foundation. Long straight pine logs lay to one side, and sturdy axemen expertly notched these near the ends. Beyond the noise and motion of this labor stood rough tables, formed of planks on trestles. Women arranged pots and dishes there. Still farther off, over a pit filled with hardwood coals, the split halves of a big hog hung on great skewers of green wood. Two black servants swabbed the meat with barbecue sauce.
            “Haiwal” trumpeted an axe-wielder in a linsey-woolsey hunting shirt, giving an Indian greeting. “Youngster, you look to have meat and bones here. Everybody does something, so help me split some puncheons, if you know how.”
            “I’ve done such work,” replied Jason, stripping off his coat and folding it upon a big boulder. He turned back his shirt sleeves from his sinewy arms, and from a heap of tools selected a maul and two wedges.
            “Start her here,” said the man in linsey-woolsey, hacking judiciously at the end of a log. “Ain’t you young Morgan, Squire Colquitt’s lawyer-scholar? My name’s Snipe Witherspoon.”
            After acknowledging the introduction Jason thrust a wedge into the split and tapped it in to widen the seam in the wood so that Snipe Witherspoon could free his axe. Then Jason drove the wedge in with powerful strokes, set the second wedge farther along and drove it in turn. He continued until the log fell in halves.
            “Well done!” cried a voice Jason knew, and he looked up to see Squire Milo Kinstrey, impeccably dressed in fawn-colored Bolivar coat and high beaver hat. “Mr. Morgan, you’re a born wood cutter.”
            “And trying to be a lawyer,” replied Jason, to whom Kin- strey’s tone seemed bantering. He drove the wedge into a second log and split that in turn. Kinstrey watched with every appearance of deep interest, puffing on a long, thin cigar.
            “You’ll help us, Squire?” asked Snipe Witherspoon, but Kinstrey laughed and shook his handsome head.
            “I’ve no skill in such matters, friend. I leave them to my young acquaintance, Morgan.” And he walked on toward the tables, speaking gaily to the ladies there. One of them, Jason saw, was Betsy Colquitt.
            Others of the townspeople arrived, and entered into the activities. Jason, busy with his log-splitting, saw Major Westall supervising as several men used adzes to square off a dozen poles on opposite sides. These poles they placed crosswise on the foundation, to serve as floor timbers.
            “Now the puncheons,” called the Major.
            “Don’t we have sawed lumber for the floor?” asked someone.
            “Aye, but puncheons underneath. A solid footing will be needed for the press that goes in here.”
            A crew of men bore off the stack of split logs, while Jason and Witherspoon hurried to rive more apart. With big hammers and long spikes, the puncheons were made fast to the rough beams.
            Jason and Snipe Witherspoon were sweating over their work by now. Between strokes of his maul, Jason glanced up at someone else who had paused to watch. This was a broad-built man with a face die color of an old copper kettle, who was wrapped in an ancient ragged coat with patches of smoky deerskin here and there. Old leather leggings with musty fringe and plain cowhide moccasins completed the costume. The man’s hair was long, straight, and black, with a liberal salting of gray. He leaned on an ancient rifle, with a split stock. Thongs of rawhide held the barrel to the wood and re-enforced the clamps that contained the ramrod.
            When this old man caught Jason’s eye, he nodded, ever so slightly, his head moving no more than a fraction of an inch. Jason saw that the big nose was seamed across with a deep, jagged scar.
            “Young Mr. Morgan has a fascinated audience,” came the voice of Squire Kinstrey. “He reveals our civilized methods to the Indians.”
            Jason glanced around, lowering the maul again. Kinstrey approached, and with him was an elderly, plump man, almost as handsomely dressed in high hat and tailored gray tail coat as Kinstrey himself.
            “I don’t expect Cut Nose yonder to learn industry from anyone,” said this stranger, lowering his lids patronizingly as he looked at the old Indian.
            “If you can pause,” said Kinstrey to Jason, “permit me to acquaint you with my friend, Mr. Enderby.”
            Enderby—the planter who opposed Major Westall. Jason took two steps and offered his hand. The plump fingers of Enderby gripped his, then fell quickly away. The planter had a secret look to his ruddy fat face, and his dark eyes were set uncommonly close together.
            “Enchanted, young sir,” he said condescendingly. “I had thought you aspired to the law.”
            “And so I do, Mr. Enderby,” Jason assured him.
            “Indeed ?” Enderby looked loftily at the maul in Jason’s hand, at the pile of neatly split logs. “A pity, perhaps. You’re so skilled at this work.”
            Jason felt his face grow hot. As with Kinstrey, this man Enderby had a trick of the voice-tone that was an insult.
            “We’ve enough puncheons,” said Major Westall, tramping over to the group.
            Enderby bowed to the old man, and so did Kinstrey. Major Westall struck the end of his cane on the earth, snorted, and bowed on his own part, very stiff and stern.
            “I trust I see you well, Major,” said Enderby, silkily gentle.
            “You do see me well, sir,” replied the Major shortly. “Very well indeed. But you hope nothing of the sort.” He snorted again, and walked away.
            “Ah, ah,” said Kinstrey, gazing after the broad old back as it departed. “Learn your law, such as you can, from Squire Colquitt, Mr. Morgan; but don’t learn your manners, or lack of them, from Major Westall.”
            He strolled off toward the tables, where ladies were setting down stacks of dishes. Jason saw him bow and smile as he spoke to Betsy Colquitt, and she smiled briefly in her turn.
            With the puncheons spiked down, the rest of the building went up with an almost dizzy speed. Strong arms snatched up ready-notched logs, set them in place, laid other logs across, and still others on top. Meanwhile, inside the structure, the workmen handiest with hammer and nails covered the puncheons with sawed planking to finish the floor. At the same time, sawyers busily cut windows to each side and doors front and rear.
            “Good enough for a thoroughbred horse, let alone a man,” vowed Mr. Enderby, watching.
            Young Alexander Kift, the new editor, gazed with delight at his fast-growing new quarters. Once or twice he offered to help, but the swarm of townsmen pushed him away.
            “You can work tomorrow,” Snipe Witherspoon told him. “Maybe you’ll put all our names in the paper. Remember, my full name’s Thomas Jefferson Witherspoon.”
            “What will the paper be called, Mr. Kift?” inquired Jason.
            “The Sentinel, the Moshawnee Sentinelreplied Kift. “Look, the roof’s almost on.”
            Half a dozen men were hammering at rafters hewn out of pine poles. Others had swiftly split short lengths of cypress into stout shingles and handed these aloft, to be laid down, course by course. Jason joined a crew that worked clay and water into stiff mortar to use in chinking between the logs.
            “All we need is doors now, and windows,” roared a big man.
            Window glass, someone else replied, must be brought in from another town; but the two doors were ready-cleated together, of two broad planks each. Hand-wrought hinges, gift of the town blacksmith, served to hang them. The stout log cabin was virtually finished, twenty feet by twelve, with an inner partition to make a large front room and a small rear one.
            “The paper will operate in front, I’ll five behind,” said Alexander Kift.
            “Speech, speech!” cried Mr. Parham, the storekeeper, and two men caught up the editor and set him on a sawhorse. The workmen thronged around, laughing and applauding so that the stammered words of gratitude could barely be heard. Kift’s embarrassed effort came to an end with the sudden roar of Sheriff Thompson.
            “Who’s for the beef shoot?” he demanded.
            “I!” yelled back Snipe Witherspoon.
            “I! I! I!” chorused others.
            “Then pay your quarters to me,” commanded the sheriff. “The beef’s worth ten dollars as we figure, and that means forty shots.”
            There was an enthusiastic rush toward him.
            “You will compete, Mr. Morgan?” inquired Kinstrey, strolling toward the press of marksmen.
            “I’m not over-handy with rifle or musket,” admitted Jason.
            “No? I’d thought, setting up for a gentleman as you are—”
            “Let me past,” grumbled old Major Westall, stumping along and fumbling in his pocket. “I want two shorts, Sheriff.”
            Jason walked away to where the beef had been slaughtered. Its four quarters hung to the branches of a sycamore. Under these lay the fresh hide with a great heap of tallow upon it, as a “fifth quarter” to be awarded in the coming competition. Major Westall returned from his purchase of two shots. He carried a fine sporting rifle with silver clasps and mountings.
            “When I was a youngster, there was a sixth quarter, too,” he said. “The lead fired into the target went to the man who was sixth best, and he melted it down into more bullets. Lead’s not so precious any more. You said you aren’t shooting?”
            Jason shook his head.
            “I’ll give you one of my shots—”
            “Thank you. I could pay for it, Major, but I’m not first class with the rifle.”
            A sudden clamor of voices rose from where men still ringed
            Sheriff Thompson. Both Jason and the Major glanced that way.
            “I say he shan’t shoot against us for beef,” rose the harsh tones of Mr. Asper Enderby. “This is a white men’s contest. Let Indians shoot by themselves.”
            “Amen to that,” put in Milo Kinstrey.
            Major Westall hurried toward the spot, and Jason followed at his heels. “What’s this trouble?” demanded the Major.
            Enderby turned toward them, and so did someone else. It was the Indian who earlier had watched Jason splitting logs. He leaned on his disreputable old gun, his scarred face calm but stubborn.
            “Old Cut Nose here wants to shoot with us,” Sheriff Thompson told the Major.
            “Why shouldn’t he do so?” asked the Major. “Cut Nose is a friend of mine.”
            “He’s no friend of mine,” put in Enderby. “I shoot at Indians, not with them.”
            “Come, now!” protested Squire Colquitt. “Cut Nose never made war on the white men. His people sold this land to us.”
            “Then why didn’t he leave with his tribe?” demanded Enderby. “He doesn’t shoot in this contest, and that’s final.”
            Major Westall lifted his broad old shoulders fiercely. “Wait, sir,” he warned. “Speak for what happens on your plantation; you’re master there. But now you’re in the town of Moshawnee.”
            “I think I understand you, Major,” rejoined Enderby, standing grimly up to the old soldier. “I don’t speak for the town of Moshawnee. That means you speak for it”—he grinned bitterly— “as master and owner of the town and all who live here.”
            And he relaxed, as though to drink in Major Westall’s confusion. But the Major was not confused.
            “Mr. Enderby, I’ll be obliged if you don’t put words into my mouth,” he said. “I don’t speak for the town; every man here can speak for himself. I speak for fairness and friendship.”
            “Friendship ?” echoed Enderby. “With this old Indian beggar?”
            “He was no beggar when first I came here,” snapped the Major. “I was a stranger, and he welcomed me. Brought me venison, and showed me the best places to hunt. Helped me find a stream of good water, beside which to build my house. He was a good neighbor.”
            “Gentlemen,” said Sheriff Thompson, looking at a scribbled list in his hand, “we’ve but one shot left to sell.”
            “In that case—” began Mr. Enderby, feeling in his pocket.
            But Jason suddenly stepped to the sheriff’s side. “I’ll take the shot,” he said.
            “Very well,” Sheriff Thompson said, writing down Jason’s name.
            Enderby smiled and Major Westall grimaced as Jason paid with a quarter wedge of a dollar, like a pale, bright slice of pie. Then he turned toward Cut Nose.
            “And I assign my shot to you,” said Jason.
            A moment of surprised silence. Then someone whooped loudly.
            “Hurrah for my young log-splitter!” cried Snipe Witherspoon. “He spoke up like a smart ’un!”
            “Egad, he did so,” added Alexander Kift.
            Then came a chorus of applauding shouts. Jason’s gesture had captured the fancy of the onlookers. Enderby shrugged.
            “I’ll not go against the majority will, if it’s for Cut Nose to shoot,” he said. “I don’t fear his competition, nor any man’s.”
            The sheriff scratched out Jason’s name and entered that of Cut Nose.
            “The fortieth shot’s taken,” he announced. “Get your shooting tackle, friends, and let’s be at it while we have light and time.”



7 The Beef Shoot
 
 
            Everyone who had bought a shot followed the sheriff past the new home of Alexander Kift and the Moshawnee Sentinel and on toward the woods beyond. There, at the edge of town, was a clearing, through which flowed a swift brown stream. No houses lay in this direction to catch stray bullets.
            Jason joined a crowd of onlookers just beyond the men with rifles—long rifles, octagonal-barreled rifles of the sort called “eight-squar’ ” on the frontier, snubnosed, wicked-looking rifles, rifles with small bores and rifles with muzzles that looked almost large enough to hold an ear of corn.
            “Hear me, you all!” roared the sheriff, waving his paper with the list of names. “All as have put in for the shoot, get ready, for the putting-in’s about to start!”
            Some twenty men had paid for shots, from one to five apiece, and their names had been entered as they had offered their money. There was some discussion about the order of shooting, for several wished to space their several shots, and one or two asked to wait until late in the contest. They leaned on their weapons, arguing and suggesting. Around the corps of marksmen gathered spectators, men, women, and children.
            Someone touched Jason’s arm, and Jason turned to find Cut Nose there. The old Indian was offering a handful of cut silver.
            “No,” and Jason shook his head, smiling. “I bought the shot for you. Call it a present.”
            The wide, thin lips twitched into the briefest of smiles, and Cut Nose put his money away once more.
            Sheriff Thompson announced the two judges—Squire Colquitt and Mr. Parham, the storekeeper. A cheer went up at those two popular names. Next, the target was called for.
            This was the usual mark Jason had seen set up for such events in Georgia. A length of board about a foot wide and somewhat longer had been charred on one side until it was sooty black, and the sheriff and Mr. Parham carried this to a sturdy tree beside the stream. With a big spike they fastened it to the trunk at shoulder height. Next, a sheet of white paper was produced. Fishing out a big clasp knife, the sheriff chopped out a piece of paper about three inches square. Carefully he cut a diamond in the center of this, perhaps an inch long horizontally and nearly as wide from top to bottom. That would be the bull’s-eye. With splinters of wood he fixed this to the board on the tree. He used the point of his knife to make a line from point to point of the diamond, and another from the upper angle to the lower. That was the cross, to mark the center of the target.
            “Now for distance,” the sheriff trumpeted. “Sixty yards. Step it off, will you, Mr. Parham?”
            The storekeeper did so, and marked the end of the distance by drawing his boot-heel deep into the soft turf, making a fine or groove.
            “You’ll shoot from there, gentlemen,” he announced.
            “All right, who’s first?” asked someone.
            “Darby Baugh,” read Thompson from his list. “Blaze away, Darby. Every other soul stand behind the mark; we don’t want any wounded folks to plaster up.”
            Darby Baugh was short and spry, with a rifle longer than
            himself. He toed the mark, raised his piece, sighted, and fired.
            “Ate the paper!” yelled Snipe Witherspoon, and Squire Colquitt and Mr. Parham swiftly approached the target. The Squire’s finger touched a point on the paper square just above the diamond.
            “Good shot, that,” praised Major Westall. “Would have brought down a squirrel at such distance. Who’s next, Sheriff ?”
            “I reckon you are, Major. Your first shot.”
            The old man unplugged his powder horn and measured a charge into his fine silver-mounted rifle. Upon this he rammed down bullet and patch, then primed the pan. He came up to the mark, aimed long and carefully, and touched trigger.
            “Hit the bull!” cried Darby Baugh.
            “So he did, I vow,” nodded Sheriff Thompson. “But did he drive the cross?”
            The judges were at the target. Squire Colquitt pointed to the right point of the diamond.
            “Ate the line there, seems like,” said Snipe Witherspoon to Jason, and Cut Nose, standing silently apart, grunted softly.
            The judges inserted the end of a twig, broke it off in the bullet hole, and rubbed charred ashes over the exposed broken end. The third marksman moved up with a long lean rifle, fired, and hit the wood but not the paper.
            The others came up in succession. Those who watched cheered good marks and laughed with friendly disparagement of poor ones. Milo Kinstrey loaded carefully, aimed deliberately, and got inside the bull’s-eye but not on any of the four arms of the cross. Snipe Witherspoon, armed with an “eight-squar’ ” rifle, struck the paper just clear of the diamond. Enderby’s aim was better. His first shot slapped into the diamond, striking an arm of the cross just above center.
            “That just about matches Major Westall’s shot,” called out
            Parham as he plugged the hole and smudged the inserted peg.
            Everyone had shot once by now, it seemed, except Cut Nose, whose name was the last on Sheriff Thompson’s list. And nobody doubted that the true contest lay between Major Westall and Asper Enderby.
            By mutual agreement, these two had reserved their final shots while lesser performers tried their skill. The square of paper on the charred board was pock-marked with round bullet holes, and at least six of the best marksmen had managed to score within the diamond-shaped bull’s-eye. But nobody, as yet, had “driven the cross”—struck the exact point where the two lines inside the diamond lay across each other at the center.
            “Come, gentlemen, somebody ought to score plumb center for the honor of Alabama,” pleaded the sheriff. “Men shot better than that at Cowpens and New Orleans.”
            “Amen to that,” said Major Westall, coming up for his final shot. “My eye’s dimming lately, but I’ll see what I can do for you.”
            Again he loaded his weapon with the utmost care, took his place, and planted his sturdy bowed legs like an inverted V. His wrinkled cheek cuddled the rifle stock. Long he aimed, and then fired.
            “Where am I ?” he called through the rising powder smoke.
            Colquitt and Parham were approaching the target. “You’ve hit the lower arm of the cross,” called back the merchant. “About halfway up, Major.”
            “Then I drew my bead a trifle too fine,” said the old soldier, lowering his gun and stepping back. “Mr. Enderby, I wish you joy of what you can do better than I.”
            “I’ll try to show how we perform in my native district,” said Enderby.
            Carefully he wiped out the bore of his rifle and polished the
            pan with a bit of tow. He measured in a charge of powder, rolled a bullet in a patch, and rammed it down carefully. Setting his neat boot to the mark, he brought up his piece, held it rigidly as he gazed with narrowed eye through the sights, and pulled the trigger.
            Again the judges hastened forward.
            “Drove the cross!” Squire Colquitt almost howled.
            There was a loud shout of applause. Jason was one of those who rushed to look at the target.
            In the black diamond within the bull’s-eye, several bullet marks had been pegged and carefully sooted over. The new hole showed at the point where the lines crossed, just above the exact center. Its lower rim obliterated the juncture.
            “I’ll warrant you the center of the ball didn’t lack a quarter inch of driving,” protested Darby Baugh, coming back to where Enderby stood. “Mr. Enderby, I give you best.”
            “And so do I,” added Major Westall, with an effort to be gracious. “You’ve won first choice of beef quarters.”
            “Wait,” ventured Jason. “There’s one shot still to come.” “Aye, there’s Cut Nose,” agreed Sheriff Thompson. “Clear away from the target after Mr. Enderby’s shot is plugged. All right, Cut Nose, are you ready?”
            The old Indian had stood at the rear of the watchers, so silent and motionless that many had forgotten him while the others were shooting. Now he nodded to the sheriff, with a sort of bleak dignity. He dropped the split butt of his rifle to the earth and propped its barrel between his leather-clad knees.
            Fumbling in a deerskin pouch at his belt, he brought out three or four bullets. He looked at them, one after another, silently, carefully selected one, and returned the others to the pouch. Fumbling again in his pouch, he produced a roughly- knotted little parcel in a bit of smudged calico. When he opened this, it proved to contain a small quantity of gunpowder, very fine and with a sleek sheen to it.
            “French powder,” muttered Snipe Witherspoon to Jason. “Five dollars a pound, I’ll be sworn, and the Frenchies don’t use none better in them dueling pistols of theirs.”
            Cut Nose set the chosen bullet in the center of his brown palm. Upon it he painstakingly trickled powder, just enough to cover the bullet. Then he removed the lead ball, put it in his mouth, and with the same care sifted the portion of powder down the muzzle of his rifle. With his forefinger he pushed in several grains that had lodged around the mouth of the piece. He tied up the remainder of the powder, returned it to his pouch, and took out a greased pouch in which he wrapped his bullet. Finally he drove the charge down with slow, thoughtful tamp- ings, and measured the space it filled with two fingers upon the protruding part of the ramrod.
            “He’s taking an almighty long time about it,” complained Darby Baugh.
            “Wish I’d taken longer,” said Snipe Witherspoon. “I might be eating beef tonight.”
            Cut Nose primed his pan with special care, and planted his left moccasin to the mark.
            His ungainly-seeming body suddenly drew itself taut, and took on an unmistakable appearance of knowing what it was doing in every inch. The clumsy rifle stock came to the hollow of Cut Nose’s shoulder and appeared to take root there. Cut Nose’s broad brown left hand cradled the gun barrel at the balance, his right elbow raised itself outward and upward. His long right forefinger slid across and around the trigger. For a moment he held his breath and stood, rifle and all, as motionless as an untidy bronze statue. Then:
            Whangl sounded the report.
            Lowering his rifle, Cut Nose drew his ramrod and carefully swabbed out the bore. He did not look as Squire Colquitt and Mr. Parham walked to the target, bent their heads to study it, and suddenly whooped loudly, as though in the same breath.
            “He drove the cross—perfectly!”
            There was a headlong charge forward by everyone. Jason ran in the very forefront.
            It was true. Cut Nose’s bullet had struck the exact intersection of the lines, partially obliterating the peg that had filled in the hole left by Asper Enderby’s shot.
            “He couldn’t have put it better if he’d carried it here in his hand!” Mr. Parham was saying. “Plumb center, if I ever saw the like!”
            Cut Nose strolled up, last to arrive. Asper Enderby faced him.
            “Hark you, that’s a splendid gun you have there,” said the planter.
            “Maybe lucky,” replied Cut Nose.
            “Your luck got you first choice of the beef, then,” chimed in the sheriff. “Am I right, gentlemen?”
            He spoke as though to all, but he was looking at Asper Enderby.
            “You’re right, Sheriff,” replied Enderby. “As for me, I’m only second best,” and he glanced sidelong at Major Westall. “Now, Cut Nose—that’s your name, eh ?—what do you want for your gun?”
            “No sell,” said Cut Nose firmly.
            “Twenty dollars?” offered Enderby.
            “No sell,” repeated Cut Nose. “Like my gun plenty.”
            He walked away again, this time toward where the beef hung. The whole group followed him, curious and expectant.
            “Pick your quarter, Cut Nose,” invited the sheriff.
            Cut Nose pointed to the choicest quarter. “Him the best.”
            “Good judge of meat, too,” remarked Alexander Kift.
            Cut Nose beckoned to Jason. “You pay for shot. You take meat.”
            “No,” insisted Jason. “It’s yours.”
            “Then you.” Cut Nose pointed at the editor. “You come here to new place. Find good friends here. They make new house for you.”
            “Yes, and I thank them,” smiled Kift.
            “Need good meat in house. Look,” again Cut Nose waved toward the quarter of beef his marksmanship had won. “Give to you. Take meat. Eat.”
            He tucked his old rifle under his arm and walked silently away toward the woods.
            Everyone watched him.
            “Egad,” said Major Westall at last, “there walks a gentleman if ever I saw one. And, since he mentioned eating, I think supper’s about ready. The ladies are waving to us from over yonder by the tables.”
 
              



 
          8 The Indian Way
 
 
            Around the tables gathered the crowd that had raised alexander Kift’s house, suddenly aware of a mighty hunger following hard work.
            Food was there, lots of it. Huge platters were heaped with slices of the barbecued hog. Other dishes held wild turkeys, boiled and jointed, squares of corn bread, and greens cooked with smoked pork. And there were tub-size bowls of burgoo, the holiday-dish of the frontier, savorily concocted of pork ribs, venison, and partridge, stewed with vegetables into a delicious blending of flavors.
            “This is the wrong time of year for burgoo,” apologized Betsy Colquitt as she served Jason’s plate. “It really needs more fresh vegetables. All we could put in were some turnips and potatoes, last of what we saved from the winter crops.”
            “I protest, Miss Betsy, that more would be too much,” said Milo Kinstrey, spoon in hand, from across the table. “This burgoo is a feast for the gods.”
            “A feast for Alabamians, anyway,” chimed in Mr. Parham. “Here, let me help you to the turkey,” he added to Jason. “Too bad we don’t have wheat-flour bread or fritters—we’ll just rough it on corn dodger.”
            “I’ve roughed it on worse than that,” Jason told him.
            “Have you, indeed ?” said Milo Kinstrey, slicing venison. “You suggest that your life has been hard and meager.”
            “And so it has, Squire,” said Jason, who continued to dislike Kinstrey’s patronizing manner. “Whatever I’ve gained has come to me the hard way.”                    •
            “And now you seek to gain a license to practice law.”
            “I seek to gain a good dinner,” replied Jason shortly, and dipped into his burgoo.
            There was hearty eating everywhere, with some rivalry between Snipe Witherspoon and Darby Baugh as to who could eat the most burgoo. The upstanding Snipe won by half a bowlful, to loud applause, and Darby bowed acknowledgment of his adversary’s triumph.
            “But wait till green corn season,” said Darby. “I’ll out eat you by a dozen roasting ears, and that’s a pledge.”
            “I’ll be there,” promised Snipe.
            Night had fallen, and the dinner was finished by the light of bonfires. As the ladies gathered up pots and plates, a sudden new commotion was heard. Wheels trundled, hoofs stamped, and a driver shouted to his horses.
            “It’s here!” shouted Alexander Kift happily. “My press, and all the machinery for the new Sentinel. I’ll go get help—”
            “You already got help,” vowed Snipe Witherspoon, wiping his mouth. “The boys will be proud to get your stuff indoors. Finished, gentlemen ? Let’s unload those things yonder.”
            Jason made one of the dozen strong men who followed the wagon to the door of the new house. He helped ease the heavy press down from the tail gate and into the front chamber of the new house. Kift supervised the placing of desk, chairs, fonts of type, crates of equipment. In a matter of minutes, he declared himself ready to start publishing.
            “But not tonight, Mr. Editor,” said one of the volunteer workmen. “Listen out yonder.”
            Shrill music had begun, promising more festivities.
            “Dance! Dance!”
            Out rushed the men from the building, as furiously as though to repel an armed attack. The tables had been pulled aside to make a level open space, and under a tree stood Mr. Parham, scraping nimbly away at a fiddle. Jason knew the lively tune— Money Mus\. Several listeners slapped their hands in rhythm, and two half-grown boys jigged shufflingly.
            “I declare, we might have danced before you all cluttered up that floor in there with those presses and things,” complained the tall dark daughter of the blacksmith.
            “Shoo, when did an Alabamian need a floor to dance on?” a young man in checked homespun flung back at her. “Give me ground flat enough so I won’t fall down and I’ll dance the world bowlegged!”
            “Who’s calling this dance?” asked Kift.
            “Squire Colquitt,” said one of the crowd. “Let Squire Henry Colquitt call us a reel.”
            “Aye! Squire Colquitt!” approved others eagerly.
            The Squire took his place beside the fiddler, who played on.
            “Choose your partners as you go!” he called out. “Eight couples to begin—quick’s the word!”
            Near Jason, Milo Kinstrey was bowing to Betsy Colquitt. “Miss Betsy, if you will so honor me—” he began.
            “Thank you, Squire,” she said, “but I promised to dance with Jason.”
            She stepped to Jason’s side and put her hand on his arm.
            “But Miss Betsy,” began Jason, surprised.
            “Come on,” and she urged him toward the open space. “I don’t want to dance with Squire Kinstrey,” she whispered in his ear.
            “I’m no dancer,” Jason still protested.
            “It’s easy. Watch the others.”
            He found himself lined up with the men on one side, with Betsy opposite. Confusion and embarrassment almost drowned him. Left parentless as a boy, he had had time only for work. The closest he had come to dancing was to watch once or twice at parties. Now he stood uneasily as others took their places. Last of all was Alexander Kift, with the blacksmith’s daughter for partner.
            “Down the center and do-si-do!” chanted Squire Colquitt, rhythmically commanding.
            From opposite ends of the double line, Kift and a lady paced and met, bowed in time to the music, circled each other and returned. Another couple repeated the maneuver, and still another. When it came Jason’s turn, he managed to imitate the man who had preceded him, but he felt awkward and shaky and his feet seemed as heavy and numb as anvils. He spied Milo Kinstrey in the crowd, grinning scornfully above the glowing coal of a slender cigar.
            “Honor your partners and allemand right!” came Squire Colquitt’s explicit direction.
            The Squire might have spoken Chinese so far as Jason was concerned; but he moved forward with the line of men. Betsy met him, caught his hand, and pulled him into a turning maneuver, then pushed him away as Colquitt chanted the next command.
            After that, the dance assumed for Jason something of a dream fantasy. Somehow he copied the motions of the others, usually no more than a beat or so behind. At last he repeated figures through which he had gone, and his unsure feet caught up the rime of the music. But he was grateful when the fiddle fell mute with a final flourish and the reel formation melted away.
            “May I have the next, Miss Betsy?” Milo Kinstrey asked at once.
            “But Fm tired from this one,” she replied. “Please ask one of the other ladies.”
            A second set formed to a new tune, and Betsy and Jason stood by to watch. Livelier music rose from the fiddle, and the dancing began. Snipe Witherspoon danced this time, and so did Milo Kinstrey. The two strove to outdo each other in agile jigging and posturing, and applause rose from all around.
            Jason, lately so clumsy at the reel, could not but envy as both these skilled, confident performers varied the progression of dance figures with their own improvised shuffles and pigeon- wings. Snipe’s moccasins slapped and jigged a drum-roll rhythm of their own, matched by the kick and tap of Milo Kinstrey’s impeccable boots.
            “Double cross-hop!” yelled the youngster who had sworn to dance the world bowlegged. “Cut us a double cross-hop, Snipe!”
            Snipe obliged, with a mighty leap into the air. Hanging momentarily in space, he crossed one leg in front of the other, then reversed them in a reverse scissor-like motion before he struck earth again, and was off with his partner without missing a beat of the music. War whoops and handclapping rewarded him.
            “Beat that, Squire!” a voice challenged Kinstrey.
            Kinstrey, who had just come to the head of the set, bounded high. His right leg cut in front of his left, then his left in front of his right, and as he came down his right leg cut forward and across yet again.
            “Triple! Triple!” shouted admiring voices. “Champion’s what that is, I vow you!”
            The set jigged to a halt, and there was gay chatter.
            “Law me, Squire Kinstrey’s better than any,” Snipe Witherspoon was saying. “Ary Alabamian can cross-hop four times is his master at dancing; but I never seen the one can do it.”
            “The Squire can fairly shoot, too,” added another. “He didn’t win beef today, but he marked the bull close to the winners. Aye, and he’s a caution to anybody at the law.”
            “But he took water last week, in that case about Brundage and Mr. Parham,” reminded a third. “You don’t often see him do that.”
            “Come on, Jason,” said Betsy suddenly. “Dance this next with me, before Squire Kinstrey asks.”
            “Honored, of course,” agreed Jason as they went to help form the new set. “But why, Betsy ? Are you vexed with him because he’s against your uncle in that courthouse suit?”
            “No. I wouldn’t spite him on that account. But—well, Squire Kinstrey’s too sure of himself, too scornful of folks.”
            “Yes, he is,” nodded Jason. “He needs taking down.”
            Betsy’s blue eyes were bright in the firelight. “Maybe you’ll take him down some day, Jason.”
            Mr. Parham’s fiddle was playing a new dance tune. Jason began the figure with more assurance, giving all attention to following the others and keeping time. From the watchers burst words of song:
 
            “My pretty little pink, I once did think
            That you and I would marry,
            But since you’ve turned your back on me,
            I shall no longer tarry.
            “I’ll take my sack upon my back,
            My rifle on my shoulder,
            And march away to the western states
            To view the forest over. . . .”
 
            Jason now felt himself perfectly in the swing of the dance. Betsy smiled encouragement as they came together, touched hands, locked arms, or whirled around each other. The voices sang a last verse:
 
            “And don’t you think she’s a pretty little pink,
            And don’t you think she’s clever,
            And don’t you think that you and her
            Could make a match forever?”
 
            It was late when everybody exchanged happy good nights, and the gathering broke up.
            Squire Colquitt and Jason escorted Betsy between them as they headed for home.
            “My boy, you’ve a handy way with things,” remarked the Squire. “Log-splitting, arguing, and now dancing.”
            “Jason will learn to dance,” Betsy assured her kinsman. “I’ll teach him myself, against the next frolic.”
            “As for Milo Kinstrey,” the Squire went on, “I doubt if he’s comfortable with his nose out of joint.”
            “What do you mean, sir?” asked Jason.
            “Why,” and Jason could just make out the lawyer’s smile in the darkness, “you made a fool of him in court last week, with your help to Mr. Solicitor Parks. Then, buying a shot at the beef for Cut Nose—Kinstrey, being Enderby’s friend, disliked that. And you wound up dancing with Betsy when Kinstrey hoped to.”
            “I made Jason be my partner, Uncle Henry,” said Betsy.
            “Did you so, girl? You spoil his appearance of gallantry, then.”
            They approached the house. A dark figure rose from where it had squatted beside the door.
            “Who’s that?” demanded Squire Colquitt sharply.
            “Me,” came back a deep voice. “Cut Nose.”
            “What do you want?”
            “Talk to him.” The Indian gestured toward Jason.
            “All right, Cut Nose, what is it ?” asked Jason.
            “Talk alone.”
            Squire Colquitt unlocked the door. “Go in, Betsy,” he said, and followed her into the house.
            Alone with Cut Nose, Jason waited. The Indian folded his arms.
            “You,” said Cut Nose. “I like what you do. You act like good man.”
            “Why,” said Jason, wondering, “thank you, Cut Nose.”
            The big dark head shook. “Don’t thank me. I don’t make you good man. I only see you are.”
            “All right. I’m glad you like me, Cut Nose. What can I do for you?”
            “You act like my friend today. When I shoot.”
            “I only wanted you to be treated fairly,” said Jason.
            “Good. You my friend. I be your friend.” A pause. “I wait
here, to tell you that. Alone.”
            He put out his hand, and Jason grasped it. The old Indian’s grip was strong and firm.
            “You, me, we be good friend,” said Cut Nose. “Indian way to be friend is this. Talk alone. Say nothing to other men. To be friend is for two men—you, me, like that. You see?”
            “I see,” Jason assured him.
            It had been a ceremony of a sort, this quiet, almost secret meeting and declaration. Jason recognized the importance of the gesture, and shook Cut Nose’s hand warmly.
            “The Indian way is a good way, Cut Nose. We’re friends.”
            “Good,” said Cut Nose again. He released Jason’s hand. “I go.”
            Turning, he slid at once into the darkness.
 



 
          9 An Offer from Enderby
 
 
            Next morning at breakfast, squire colquitt agreed with Jason that Cut Nose had offered a very special kind of friendship.
            “It’s like a simple ceremony of blood-brotherhood in some other tribes,” explained the Squire. “That old Indian sees with a very clear eye indeed, Jason. And he’s been lonely here without his people—he’s the only one still living where they used to live. He was sick when the tribe went West, and couldn’t make the trip.”
            “But he recovered,” said Jason. “How does he live, and where?”
            “I don’t think anybody knows where he camps out. He supports himself by hunting and fishing, and he traps a few furs to trade for powder and lead and so on.”
            A sudden thought came to Jason. “Might not Cut Nose straighten out the question of where Sun Chief was really buried?”
            Colquitt shook his gray head. “I’ve asked him, and so have others. But, in the first place, Cut Nose doesn’t talk to white men —he’s talked as much to you as to anyone. In the second place, his tribal custom won’t let him speak the name of a dead chieftain.”
            “But if he was put on the stand as a witness and asked questions—” Jason began to suggest.
            “In the third place,” went on Colquitt, “you should read your state statutes more thoroughly. Alabama law doesn’t allow an Indian to give testimony in court.”
            At the office, Major Westall appeared again to discuss the courthouse suit.
            “How shall we get ready for them next fall?” the Major inquired of Colquitt.
            “Be sure of what we know, and try to find out what they know,” was the reply. “I had intended to make our evidence brief indeed. I was going to call you to tell the story of the land sale, and offer in evidence the deed of sale we have here.” He took it from his top drawer. “Then, as Enderby’s witnesses came to the stand, cross-examine them and make them show that Enderby was wrong and we were right.”
            “If we could only see that agreement with the Indians,” mourned Major Westall.
            “It will be part of their evidence,” reminded Colquitt, “and if it mentions an agreement about the grave it’s vastly different from the deed he made out for you. That in itself will damage him greatly, as I think.”
            Westall glanced toward Jason, who listened eagerly. “Your young friend is all ears for this,” he observed. “After what he did for Parks in that Parham matter, maybe he can suggest something for us.”
            Jason laughed and shrugged. “I’m all ears as you say, Major, not very much mouth. I wait to hear what will happen next in this case.”                                                                                      .
            “What will happen next is a refusal of Enderby’s latest suggestion,” replied the old man harshly. “He has sent to say that, if I’ll drop the suit, he’ll give the town a slice of land where we can build the courthouse, and charge not a penny.”
            “Come, that sounds generous if he’s honest,” said Colquitt. “Where is that land he offers ?”
            “Where but on his own property, next to the western edge of town?” barked out the Major. “That’s where houses are fewest. And more would spring up around the courthouse if it was built there. Enderby would have the selling of the land to house-builders.”
            “Aye, and he would sell or give it to his friends,” suggested Colquitt. “He wants political power in Moshawnee, does Asper Enderby.”
            “With nobody to look right or left unless he gives them leave,” wound up Westall. “Write to him, Squire, and say that the town won’t have his gift of land.”
            But if there was little new in the courthouse matter, Jason had much to do in preparing cases for the autumn’s term of circuit court in half a dozen county seats. Clients came to the office to discuss criminal and civil suits, and Jason drew and copied papers, recorded fees, credits, and debits in a ledger, and wrote volumes of letters for the Squire.
            Between jobs in the office, and after supper each night, Jason applied himself to his law books. Blackstone, whose work he had read years before, he reviewed thoroughly. The statutes of Alabama were his next most constant study. Table conversation on his part took the form of questions about the interpretation of law. Squire Colquitt answered these, and sometimes Betsy offered intelligent opinions.
            “I don’t despair of your being admitted to the bar very soon,” said the Squire one evening, sipping coffee. “You need only satisfy two properly qualified examiners—two judges of circuit court, or men appointed by them. With any applicant of fair sense and earnest study, winning the license is pretty much a matter of course in this new country. But I want you ready to prove yourself afterward.”
            “You mean, in court itself,” said Jason.
            “Aye, in court itself. We have some haphazard attorneys hereabouts, heaven knows.” Squire Colquitt made a rueful face. “A man whose knowledge of law comes from having been a justice or constable back home in Virginia or the Carolinas or Georgia can sometimes squirm through his examination. It’s like an unscrupulous horse doctor setting up as physician and surgeon, with no knowledge of human ills.”
            “I’ll not be like that, sir,” Jason promised.
            “No,” nodded the Squire, “for, if we have fools at the bar, it is not so on the bench. A judge like old Hemphill can detect a false lawyer a mile away, and he usually makes such gentry sick of their own pretensions.”
            “I wish he’d make Kinstrey sick,” said Betsy, with more sharpness in her voice than Jason had thought possible.
            “Give Kinstrey his due, he’s no raw hand at the law,” replied her uncle, with a grave smile. “To get the best of Kinstrey, you must rise up mighty early in the morning.”
            He glanced at the old clock that stood on the mantelpiece. “Speaking of the morning,” he added to Jason, “why don’t you take tomorrow off from your struggles with the books ? I won’t need you at the office, and it’s getting on for summer, with these woods asking to be rambled in.”
            “Sir,” said Jason eagerly, “if I really might—”
            “Go on with you, my boy.”                                                       .
            At first peep of the sun next day, Jason dressed in the old clothes he had once worn for his work around the Andrew Jackson House. He borrowed Squire Colquitt’s fowling piece, a powder horn, and a leather flask of small shot. After a quick breakfast, he strolled out and away.
            As if of themselves, his feet turned toward the new home of the Moshawnee Sentinel. Alexander Kift was already up, sweeping the square-hewn log that did duty for threshold. He and Jason exchanged good-mornings, and Jason walked on toward the stream at the town’s edge. Along its bank he walked into the green woods. A squirrel chattered above his head, but when Jason peered up and brought his fowling piece to the ready the little creature sagely slid out of sight around a great fork of its tree. Birds sang here and there.
            “Jason.”
            Cut Nose stood suddenly before him, his old rifle under his arm, as though he had materialized from nothing.
            “I see you walk from town,” said the Indian. “Came to meet you. You hunt?”
            “I saw a squirrel a moment ago,” said Jason. “Up that tree.”
            Cut Nose lifted his wise face to look, too. “Him? He hide, quick. Squirrel smart, like hunter—smarter than some hunter. He know you got gun, I got gun. You won’t get good shot at him.”
            “Then maybe at something else?” suggested Jason.
            “Come,” invited Cut Nose. “I show you good hunting.”
            He turned and headed into the woods. Jason followed as silently, and when they left the trail Jason took care to avoid twigs and leafage that might rustle. His friend stole through a great thicket of canes, skirted a clump of pines, and paused to peer at the ground, then across a clearing. Jason tried to follow Cut Nose’s searching glare, but could see nothing of game. Again the Indian led him away, through new thickets and groves. Once, as they came back to the stream, Cut Nose stopped again and studied a single deer track in the mud. Then, not more than a dozen paces onward, he made an abruptly sudden halt, so that Jason almost bumped into him.
            Cut Nose pointed silently, forward and upward.
            High in a tulip tree roosted a wild turkey. The sunlight struck shiny green-brown light from its glossy feathers. Cut Nose tapped Jason’s arm, then the borrowed fowling piece, and pointed again. Silently he invited his young comrade to shoot.
            Jason raised the fowling piece, then lowered it again. He did not know the accuracy or range of Squire Colquitt’s gun, and the turkey was a long shot away. He nudged Cut Nose in turn, and pointed to the ancient split-stocked rifle that had won first place in the beef shoot. Cut Nose nodded, and passed it to him, then took the fowling piece to hold.
            Firmly Jason planted his feet, and then lifted the old gun. It balanced comfortably in his hands, its clumsy-looking stock fitted his shoulder well. Cuddling his cheek on the stock, Jason squinted through the sights. The rear notch caught the front sight accurately, against the center of the turkey’s gleaming body. Jason steadied the rifle and touched trigger.
            Bang! And the turkey sprang upward from its perch, somersaulted swiftly in midair, then came fluttering down.
            Cut Nose emitted a loud whoop, and both hunters ran forward. Cut Nose reached the turkey, just as it flapped its wings a last time against the leaf mould under the tree. He caught the prize by the feet and held it up.
            “Good shot!” he praised. “You make good shot, Jason!”
            “This is a good gun, Cut Nose. No wonder Squire Enderby offered to buy it.”
            “Hit him in head, far off like that,” elaborated Cut Nose, with a hunter’s frank esteem. “Good shot. Yes—Jason could win beef from best hunters.”
            Jason smiled, and shook his dark head. “I’m sorry, Cut Nose,” he said, “but I aimed for him where he was biggest—the body. I reckon I didn’t hold my sights low enough. It was just an accident that I got him in the head.”
            Cut Nose darted a sharp look at him. The brown, scarred face frowned and then relaxed in a broad, block-toothed grin. Next moment he and Jason were both laughing heartily.
            “Take home,” urged Cut Nose, pushing the turkey into Jason’s hands. “Cook, eat. Make big dinner for friends. Sometime we come back here, you kill more turkey. Shoot at head— hit in body!”
            And again Cut Nose shook with laughter. Jason had never before seen an Indian laugh like that.
            “Show me how to shoot better,” Jason begged him.
            “Can’t teach you,” insisted Cut Nose, with the grin of a friendly goblin. “Me, I only hit where I aim gun. You aim one place, hit better place. Mighty hunter!”
            In the best of spirits they hunted on after that, through the bright morning. Jason’s fowling piece added two partridges to his string; but Cut Nose, unerring with his rifle, knocked down three partridges, each with a head shot, and a woodchuck as well. As the sun approached the zenith, Jason turned back toward town. Cut Nose bore him company.
            “Where do you live, Cut Nose?” Jason asked.
            “In woods. Sometimes one place, sometimes another.”
            “You mean, you change camp all the time?”
            “Yes.” A nod of the dark, massive head. “Indian way to live.” They were approaching the edge of town.
            “We’re friends now, Cut Nose,” said Jason at last. “We’ve had a good time hunting today.”
            “Good. You like hunt with me. I like hunt with you.”
            “And,” Jason ventured, “I want to talk to you about the grave of Sun Chief.”
            Cut Nose halted in his tracks. His face went woodenly expressionless.
            “No talk about him,” he said flatly.
            “I know you can’t, Cut Nose. It’s the custom of your people. But I won’t make you say his name. Let me ask you, do you remember when he died?”
            “Yes.” A quick nod of the head.
            “You saw him buried?”
            “Yes.” Again the nod.
            They walked on.
            “Was it where the town is now, Cut Nose?”
            “Bury him there, yes.” They were in view of the town. “There, that place.”
            Cut Nose pointed with the heel of his hand toward the town square. Along its edge walked Milo Kinstrey.
            “Bury him there,” repeated Cut Nose. “Now, I do not talk any more.”
            He turned around and tramped back among the trees.
            Betsy admired the turkey and the partridges, and Squire Colquitt pursed his lips over what Cut Nose had said about the burial of Sun Chief.
            “He told you the burial took place in the town square?” said Colquitt. “Cut Nose is telling the truth, I’ll wager. If so—if Sun Chief’s grave is there—the suit must be withdrawn.”
            “You couldn’t win it, sir?”
            “I couldn’t go to court with it. I’ve never yet taken a case that I believed to be wrong.”
            After the noon dinner, Betsy took her bonnet from its peg.
            “Come with me, Jason,” she invited. “I want to buy flour and bacon at Mr. Parham’s. You can help me carry home the baskets.”
            The sun was warmly bright, and they began their walk with gay chatter. But, as they approached the square, Betsy fell suddenly and frostily serious.
            “Here comes Squire Kinstrey and Mr. Enderby,” she said under her breath. “Pretend you don’t see them, Jason.”
            “That will be hard to do,” he demurred.
            “I don’t want to listen to any of Milo Kinstrey’s gallant sayings. I have my reasons.”
            But Kinstrey and Enderby, approaching from the direction of the tavern, would not let themselves be snubbed.
            “You’re studying the square yonder, Mr. Morgan,” said Enderby. “Looking for Sun Chief’s grave, I dare say?”
            “I’ve been given to understand that you say it’s there, sir,” replied Jason.
            The planter’s long forefinger pointed. “You see the swelling in the grass, almost in the middle of the open space ?”
            “Where it grows greener than anywhere else?” asked Jason. “Yes, sir, I see it.”
            “That is the grave of Sun Chief.”
            “We’re late on our errand, Jason,” said Betsy, and he walked along with her.
            But as they reached Parham’s porch, Jason heard Kinstrey call out his name. He paused and turned, while Betsy passed through the door. Kinstrey and Enderby had followed, and as he waited they came up on either side of him.
            “You and that Indian Cut Nose were talking together this morning,” Kinstrey began.
            “We were,” replied Jason. “We happen to be friends.”
            “I saw you,” Kinstrey went on. “He pointed out the square to you, and was saying something about it. May I ask what?”
            “You may ask,” Jason said coldly, “but I won’t answer.”
            “You’re impertinent, youngster.”
            “Hold on, Kinstrey,” said Enderby. “This isn’t what I wanted to talk to young Morgan about.”
            “And what did you want to talk to me about?” Jason prompted him.
            The planter smiled in a way he may have thought was winning. “You have made a splendid start toward a career,” he said. “Had you come here in Alabama’s early days, you might have become great.”
            “I still hope there will be a place for me in Alabama,” said Jason.
            “But have you never thought of larger opportunities farther west? In Mississippi, or Arkansas territory? You’re of a sort that will prosper quickly, far beyond what is likely here.”
            “Where does this lead, sir?” Jason demanded.
            “I was but wondering,” said Enderby, “if you would not accept help to a new fronder. Suppose I gave you a good horse and a hundred dollars—”
            “You want me to get out of Moshawnee for some reason,” Jason broke in sharply.
            Enderby smiled again, and produced a gold snuff box. “That’s harshly and unkindly said, young man. Others have felt friendly toward you—Squire Colquitt, Major Westall, Cut Nose, the people of Moshawnee. May I not feel friendly, too, and look out for your welfare?” He took a pinch from the box and lifted it to his nose. “Will you take snuff with me, Mr. Morgan?”
            “No, thank you, I don’t use it. And no, thank you, for your offier of the horse and money.”
            “One hundred and fifty dollars,” said Enderby.
            “Mr. Enderby,” said Jason, “you’re afraid I may stand in your way in this part of the world. Well, I won’t be bribed into leaving Moshawnee.”
            “You’re a bold young speaker!” snarled Kinstrey. “You’ve had a fair offer from us. You may be sorry you didn’t take it.”
            Jason looked levelly into Kinstrey’s eyes. “And I won’t be frightened into leaving Moshawnee, either,” he said. “Yet you’ve done me one favor, gentlemen, without meaning to. You’ve shown by your talk that you think I can hurt your side of the courthouse lawsuit.”
            “Sir—” began Enderby, his own voice rising.
            But Jason walked into the store after Betsy.
 
              
             
             



 
          10 Bones at Midnight
 
 
            When squire Henry Colquitt heard Jason’s new adventure with Kinstrey and Enderby, he confessed himself utterly mystified.
            “This morning you made me inclined to give up the case as all against us,” said the Squire. “I mean, after you said that Cut Nose told you the grave was in the town square. Now I feel very differently indeed. Enderby and his lawyer want you out of here, for fear you’ll do something to their claims.”
            “Kinstrey saw Cut Nose showing me the place where the grave was,” remembered Jason.
            “Aye, but Kinstrey didn’t know what Cut Nose said about it, and you refused to tell him,” reminded Colquitt. “I have it in mind that Kinstrey jumped to the conclusion that Cut Nose was telling you something quite different—something to the disadvantage of Enderby’s case. You conducted yourself admirably, Jason, in what you said and what you refrained from saying. They think you know much more than you do.”
            “That’s just it, we know so little,” Jason said unhappily. “Up to now, there seems to be a strong case for Sun Chief’s being buried in the town square. But if that’s true, why do Enderby and Kinstrey act so guilty?”
            “Perhaps because Sun Chief isn’t buried there, after all,” suggested Betsy. “In spite of what Cut Nose said.”
            “Cut Nose told the truth, or thought he did,” insisted Jason. “I’ll talk to him again.”
            He went next day to look for his friend, but without success. Cut Nose did not appear in the woods around Moshawnee. Jason inquired here and there, and learned from Parham, the storekeeper, that Cut Nose had traded some raccoon skins for powder, shot, and a sack of salt. Then he had nodded a silent good-by and had departed.
            “Buying up supplies like that, I reckon he’s gone on a long, long hunt,” said Parham. “Cut Nose won’t be back in these parts for weeks, if he takes his usual trip.”
            “Which way did he go?” asked Jason.
            “Don’t I wish I knew?” Parham said, smiling. “Every hunter wishes he knew which way Cut Nose goes, because it’s always good hunting there. But he didn’t say. Old Cut Nose never says. Won’t talk a word more than he has to.”
            This was a heavy disappointment to Jason. He sought the office again, reporting what he had heard.
            “Now, your Indian friend didn’t want to betray you,” Colquitt made haste to comfort him. “Don’t forget, it’s not his way to be bothered about white man’s law and white man’s disputes. He understands hunting, trailing, and the customs of his people. He understands friendship and honor. He’ll be back.”
            “I want him to come and talk to you, if he will,” said Jason. “I doubt if he will,” replied Colquitt frankly. “Cut Nose didn’t pick me out for a friend and brother. To him I’m only another white man, hard to like or understand. Anyway, I’m going to have to leave here on a hunt of my own.”
            “A hunt, Squire?”
            “Foresby’s still a new county, and lots of county business has to be straightened out,” Colquitt reminded him. “Major Westall and I are going to Montgomery, to see the governor about some county appointments. I’ll be gone for quite a while. That leaves you in charge of things here.”
            Betsy and Jason helped pack the Squire’s saddlebags, and watched him ride off with Major Westall.
            Now the summer deepened upon Moshawnee and the Alabama woods and fields. Farmers worked their crops in the hot sun, and on Asper Enderby’s vast acreage gangs of sleek black field hands wielded hoes and pushed plows. Almost no law business came to Squire Colquitt’s office with the proprietor gone, and Jason applied himself, between household chores, to the study of his books. Again he attacked the great work of Blackstone. Remembering that Andrew Jackson’s early legal studies had included the precepts of Bacon, he read much of that authority also. When he had studied until he felt his eyes roll in their sockets like tired, heavy marbles, he went out and walked through the town in search of diversion.
            Many citizens of Moshawnee considered him a friend, and hailed him gladly. With Snipe Witherspoon he went one day to trace wild bees. They paused at a quiet pool along the townside stream, watched a bee drink, and as it sped off into the trees they walked in the direction it had pointed out for them. Later they stopped and waited until another bee made its line past them, and that brought them to a great hollow tree that hummed inside.
            Jason took an axe to help cut the tree down, and he and Snipe came back to Moshawnee, each with two or three mud-daubed stings, but bearing a great wooden washtub filled with honey. Mrs. Witherspoon fried pancakes on the spot, and Jason ate his fill of the cakes swimming in honey, then Snipe presented him
            with a stack of succulently dripping combs for his share of the venture.
            Days later, he helped Darby Baugh harvest green corn, and carried home a great armful of choice roasting ears for Purney to cook for supper.
            Alexander Kift, too, had become Jason’s friend. The Moshawnee Sentinel had thrived from the first as the county’s paper, and Kift delighted in including Jason’s name in his columns of local gossip:
            Mr. Jason Morgan got the head mark at the spelling school last Thursday, as the only contestant who could deal properly with SAPROPHYTIC. The editor himself failed miserably at spelling the word that evening, and may have done so again just now. If so, Mr. Morgan can set us right in our next issue, and perhaps may define the term as well. . . 
            The Foresby Fencibles held their muster and drill on Saturday afternoon. In the absence of Major Westall, manual of arms and skirmish drill were ably conducted by Captain Lycurgus Barwell. The gallant captain announces the promotion of Mr. Jason Morgan, who henceforth will rank as orderly sergeant of the Fencibles. . . .
            Eloquence and logic signalized the monthly meeting of the newly organized Moshawnee Adelphi Oratorical and Debating Society. The bonne bouche of the program was a spirited debate upon the subject: “Resolved, that the United States should extend to females the franchise to vote.” Decision of the judges was announced as favoring Mr. Jason Morgan, who brilliantly upheld the affirmative against the capable and popular Squire Milo Kinstrey. . . .
            Betsy Colquitt, in her uncle’s absence, took over some of Jason’s instruction. She held the books and asked questions concerning the law, while Jason did his best to answer them, as some day he must answer to examiners. Betsy’s questions were notably sensible, and showed a considerable grasp of legal matters.
            “I vow, Betsy, you ought to be a squire yourself,” pronounced Jason after one such evening of questions and answers. “You’d be a right good one.”
            “And a squire I’d have been, had I been born a boy instead of a girl,” was Betsy’s instant reply. “Perhaps I could have been Uncle Henry’s partner.”
            “I didn’t know the Squire wanted a partner,” said Jason.
            “Nor does he. Often and often another lawyer has approached him with a suggestion of putting their names together on the same sign over the same office. He’s always declined, with thanks.”
            Jason digested this bit of information. “Who’s asked to be his partner?”
            “Milo Kinstrey presumed to offer the idea once. More than once.”
            “Milo Kinstrey presumes a considerable lot, it seems to me,” Jason commented. “Does he truly want to be your uncle’s partner at the law?”
            “Yes, he does, and mighty strongly,” replied Betsy. “Why else do you suppose he tries to dazzle me with his bowing and smiling ? He’s trying to get me on his side—”
            “Oh, wait,” broke in Jason, and he was smiling himself. “You don’t do yourself justice. Perhaps it’s honest admiration on Squire Kinstrey’s part.”
            “I doubt it,” insisted Betsy, refusing to joke. “There’s not an honest ounce in him, in his admiration or anything else.”
            “And is that why you won’t be his dancing partner and friend?”
            “I wouldn’t be his friend, not even if he wasn’t trying to get at Uncle Henry through me. Milo Kinstrey’s smart, of course— I wouldn’t take that away from him.”
            “You couldn’t,” agreed Jason, remembering what he had seen of Kinstrey’s courtroom manner and methods.
            “But it’s Uncle Henry the people want for a lawyer. They can trust him, which isn’t always the case with Milo Kinstrey. That’s why it could mean a vast deal to him to set up in partnership with Uncle Henry.”
            Betsy closed the book. “That’s all for tonight, Jason. I think you’re doing splendidly well with your studies, and I envy you being a lawyer some day. I wish I were a man.”
            She spoke with such vivid earnestness, her blue eyes bright, that Jason put out his hand to touch hers.
            “But I’m glad you’re not a man, Betsy,” he assured her candidly.
            The blue eyes widened a trifle, then were lowered to look at the cover of the book, and at last Betsy smiled.
            August came to Alabama. It was extremely hot some days, but the corn and the cotton grew high and strong. Still Jason sought for word of Cut Nose, and found none. Not even rangers of the woods like Snipe Witherspoon and Darby Baugh knew where Cut Nose might be camping, or which way his wanderings might take him.
            The month wore to its midpoint. Soon Colquitt would return from his errand to Montgomery, and the fall term of circuit court would begin—six weeks of court trials, civil and criminal, in six different county seats. And Moshawnee would hold its court week last of all, at the very end of September.
            Jason sat up late on the night of August 14, poring over the state statutes of Alabama by the glimmer of a tallow candle. It was almost midnight when he shut the big book and set it aside, snuffed out the little tag of flame. Then he rose to seek his cell-like sleeping quarters. Halfway across the floor, he paused and listened.
            There came the sound again, a stealthy scratching on wood. Jason walked to the door, took hold of the knob, and opened it a narrow crack. In the light of the waning moon stood a broad, dark silhouette.
            “Me,” said the voice of Cut Nose.
            Jason stepped across the threshold log. “Were you looking for me?” he asked.
            “You look for me. I hear talk.”
            “That’s right, Cut Nose. Well, what kind of hunt did you have?”
            “Some good hunting, some bad.” A pause. “Somebody try to hunt me.”
            “Hunt you, Cut Nose ?”
            “Two men try to kill me. Up north.” Cut Nose gestured with his raised palm. “Shot at me. Miss. I get away easy.”
            “Two men,” repeated Jason. “Who?”
            “Two white men. I see them some other time—don’t know names. One of them is big man—fat, short.” Cut Nose held his arms apart to show how big a pudgy torso could be. “One man was thin. Move quick. Got whiskers here, sharp like knife.”
            Cut Nose touched his big chin.
            “A heavy man and a thin one with chin whiskers!” exclaimed Jason.
            “Talk soft. Maybe somebody listen here, know what we say.”
            “Cut Nose,” and Jason caught the Indian by his powerful arm, “I remember two men who looked something like that. They tried to kill Squire Colquitt last spring.”
            “True?” grunted Cut Nose, interested. “Maybe same men. Maybe want to kill for same reason.”
            “What reason?”
            “I don’t say name,” said Cut Nose; but he turned and looked searchingly toward the town square.
            “Cut Nose, maybe that’s it!” Jason shook the Indian’s arm urgently. “You know something or other about Sun Chief’s grave. And Squire Colquitt is at the law about that grave—” “Yes, true. I hear about it.”
            “If it’s true, we want to find out why.”
            And Jason, too, gazed in the direction of the square.
            “I simply don’t understand,” he confessed. “If Sun Chief is buried yonder—”
            “No,” said Cut Nose.
            “What do you mean ? You told me he was buried there.”
            “I say that, yes. Once, far back, Indians bury him there. But they take him away again.”
            Jason stared at his friend in the darkness, trying to grasp what he had just heard.
            “Is that true ?” he cried at last.
            “Talk soft, Jason. Yes, it is true. I tell you no lie.”
            “Sun Chief’s body was taken away ? But who did that?” “Some other Indians, my people. They go away to new country.” Cut Nose pointed west. “Take with them.”
            “I want to understand this. They dug up the body.”
            “White men dig up. Wrap all up, in buckskin robe. Give to Indians.”
            “I see,” said Jason.
            And suddenly he did see. That was the Indian way, too. The tribe, seeking a new home in lands to the west, had carried along the remains of the leader they once had loved and followed, to rest where they could see his grave.
            “But the place they buried him in the square—” began Jason again.
            “Still there,” Cut Nose told him.
            “But you say Sun Chiefs not in it now ?”
            “No.” Cut Nose was looking into Jason’s face in the gloom. “No, not there. I go before sun is up tomorrow. But tonight— you want to make sure? Good. I help you look in grave, Jason.”
            Jason felt a tingle of exultation, tinged perhaps with apprehension.
            “All right,” he said. “We’ll look in that grave. Wait here, Cut Nose. I want to get some tools.”
            Jason walked quickly around the house, and from the shed behind fetched a spade and a mattock. Returning, he handed the mattock to his friend.
            “We’ll need some kind of light,” he suggested.
            “Here.”
            That was Betsy, standing in the open door, a dark cloak pulled around her. She held something out to him. It looked like a small pail.
            “It’s a dark lantern, Jason,” she said. “Keep the slide pushed shut when you don’t want to show the light.”
            “Betsy, were you listening?” demanded Jason accusingly.
            “Yes. I heard you two talking, and came to find out what the matter was. Now I want to help.”
            “White girl all right?” Cut Nose asked Jason.
            Jason took the lantern from Betsy, and above it he gazed at her. The sight of her, resolute and eager, comforted him.
            “Yes, she’s all right,” he replied happily. “You can trust her, Cut Nose, the way you trust me. Now tell us, why do you want to help me open the grave?”
            “You are my friend,” said Cut Nose, as though patiently explaining an obvious point. “Maybe you can be big man in white men’s council. Like warrior—like chief.”
            “They call such men lawyers, Cut Nose,” supplied Betsy.
            Cut Nose hunched his shoulders. He did not understand the word.
            “Jason no liar,” he said bleakly.
            “I didn’t say ‘liar,’ I said ‘lawyer,’ ” Betsy tried to explain.
            “Lots of other white men tell big lie. I don’t care. White men make fight with each other, Indian look somewhere else. But—” Cut Nose tapped Jason’s shoulder. “This white man is my friend. Come on. We all go, look in grave.”
            “I’m coming, too,” spoke up Betsy. She came outside.
            “Better stay at home, Betsy,” advised Jason.
            “No,” said Cut Nose suddenly. “No, let white girl come. I hear her talk. She got a strong heart.”
            Jason looked from Cut Nose to Betsy, and back again.
            “All right,” he agreed. “Her word will be needed, I guess. She will be what white men call a witness, Cut Nose. She can speak at the white men’s council.”
            “Good,” approved Cut Nose bleakly. “Come, you two.”
            He shouldered the mattock and led the way.
            Clouds strung across the scrap of moon as they came to the square. They paused silently, looking this way and that. But not a movement stirred the streets of Moshawnee, and not a single window showed a light, except for the tavern opposite. A dull rosy glow there rose from coals on the hearth.
            Jason groped his way to the little knoll in the grass once pointed out to him by Enderby. He set his spade to the earth. But Cut Nose quickly seized him by the wrist, pushed his big face close, and shook his head.
            “No,” he said. “Don’t want white men to know we dig.”
            He squatted on his moccasin heels, drew a knife from his belt, and carefully sliced into the sod. He lifted out a lump, set it well aside, and repeated with another and another. Jason understood, knelt beside him and with his own knife cut away other lumps. These he stacked behind him. Within minutes they had cleared the top of the mound.
            “Now we dig,” granted Cut Nose. “Here. Dirt go on this.”
            From his pack he unslung a rolled buckskin and spread it out.
            “That’s right, Jason, keep the dirt out of the grass,” seconded Betsy. “I’ll put down my cloak to hold more.”
            “We’ll ruin the cloak,” objected Jason.
            “We’ll ruin Enderby and Kinstrey,” the girl replied. “Start digging.”
            Cut Nose plied the mattock. With the spade, Jason lifted clods of earth and piled them on the buckskin and the cloak. In utter silence they toiled, half an hour, an hour. The hole sank three feet and beyond. Then:
            “Hold that mattock,” Jason warned Cut Nose. “We’ve struck something.”
            He stopped and groped in the loose soil with his hands.
            “Bone,” he reported.
            “Wh-what?” quavered Betsy.
            “Bring that dark lantern over,” Jason told her. “Come close to me on each side, you two. I’m going to shine the light here.”
            He moved the slide of the lantern. A beam stabbed into the hole.
            “It’s a rib,” said Jason, “but it’s not a rib from a human skeleton.”
            He brought it out. Cut Nose took it from his hand.
            “Not man’s bone,” seconded the Indian. “Look like pig’s bone, maybe.”
            “Pig’s bone?” repeated Jason. “Yes. Let’s see what else is in there.”
            He slid the lantern shut and burrowed again with his hands. He touched and grasped something else, larger than the rib. A strong tug, and he dragged it free.
            “This is a jawbone,” he said, “and it’s long and narrow. Big sharp teeth, too. The lower jaw of a pig.”
            “You see,” said Cut Nose, quietly triumphant. “I say true words.”
            “I believed you, Cut Nose,” Jason assured him. “Now others will believe that Sun Chief isn’t buried here. But just how did it happen ? You say white men dug up the grave—”
            “Listen,” said Cut Nose. “You want me to talk to your friend ? Tell everything.”
            “To Squire Colquitt, yes.”
            “I talk when he come back, then. No time now. We get away from here, quick.”
            “And let’s keep the bones for evidence,” said Betsy.
            “But first fill in the grave,” added Jason.
            Swiftly he and Cut Nose returned the loose earth from where they had heaped it on the cloak and the buckskin. They stamped it down carefully and then, painstakingly as workmen setting a mosaic floor, they replaced the pieces of sod. As they finished, a drop of rain fell on Jason’s face from the gathering clouds.
            “Good,” he said. “That will help hide what we’ve done—a little rain on the town square. Come on, let’s go home.”
            In complete silence the three headed back toward the Colquitt home. Cut Nose lingered a moment outside the door.
            “I go again,” he said. “Go back and hunt. Nobody know I come to this place but you, Jason—you, white girl. We keep quiet. I talk to your friend, Jason, when he is here. But you know now. Grave is empty.”
            He shook Jason’s hand, glanced at Betsy, and nodded to her.
            “I go,” he said again.
            Betsy and Jason watched from the doorway as Cut Nose vanished soundlessly in the engulfing night.
            “Don’t you suppose he was afraid, there at the grave?” Betsy whispered.
            “I can’t say for sure about Cut Nose’s feelings,” said Jason. “He probably believes in ghosts, but whether he’s afraid of them is another thing.”
            “Were you afraid, Jason?” she asked.
            “Me? Nervous, maybe, but not afraid. I was glad you were there to back me up.”
            “And I was glad you were there,” said Betsy. “Good night.”
 



11 Circuit Court
 
 
            A GENTLE, SOAKING RAIN FELL THAT NIGHT. WALKING OUT NEXT day, Jason ventured to look at the town square. Only a close and searching examination would show that anybody had delved into the mound which Enderby had called the grave of Sun Chief.
            On that same afternoon, Squire Colquitt and Major Westall returned from Montgomery. At once Jason and Betsy told the Squire of their midnight expedition and the discovery of the bones.
            “Hog bones, all right,” Colquitt confirmed Jason’s judgment, handling the rib and the jaw. “And you swear, both of you, that they came from the very spot where Enderby says Sun Chief was buried ?”
            “We’ll swear it before any jury,” promised Betsy.
            “But do not speak of it until I put you before a jury,” her uncle warned her. “Where’s the inkstand ? I want both of you to mark your initials on these bones. Then we’ll lock them up in the bottom drawer of my desk. And, when we go to trial on that courthouse matter, we’ll have something of a surprise for Mr. Asper Enderby.”
            “Cut Nose says he will talk to you,” said Jason, “about how the body of Sun Chief was taken west by his tribe.”
            “I want the whole story from him, though state law won’t let him testify,” nodded Colquitt. “As it stands, things must have fallen out like this: Enderby bought the land while the grave was there. Later, he let them carry off the chief’s body. Finally he sold the property to Westall. Now that he sees a chance to profit, he claims that the body’s still where it was first buried. Simple, isn’t it? Doubly simple, now that we know what Enderby doesn’t want us to know. When will Cut Nose return?”
            “He didn’t tell me,” said Jason.
            “As soon as you hear from him, bring him to me.”
            But days passed, and more days, with no word from Cut Nose. Jason chafed and wondered and despaired. Sunday, August 25, dawned bright and hot, and Colquitt began to pack his saddlebags. Betsy brought the green satchel that held her uncle’s papers and law books.
            “Cut Nose just isn’t here,” mourned Jason.
            “But circuit court time is,” Colquitt informed him. “The first session will open tomorrow in Birch Springs, yonder in Moultrie County, and I must be there. You’ll ride with me.”
            “I’d better wait and find Cut Nose for us,” suggested Jason, but Squire Colquitt shook his head, waving the protest aside.
            “No, my boy. You need this court experience, listening and learning. I’ll need you, too, because you’re acquainted with the documents in most of these cases I’m trying. You’ll be a great help to me.”
            “Very well, sir,” Jason yielded. “I couldn’t find Cut Nose, anyway. Nobody can find him. He’ll show up when he’s ready, I suppose.”
            “Can you leave word for him to follow us ?” asked Colquitt.
            Jason looked at Betsy, strapping the satchel tight shut over the books.
            “Betsy, I’ll have to trust you to do that for us,” he said. “Send
            Cut Nose to follow us, I mean. If I’m not here, I think hell come and speak to you.”
            “I’ll do it,” promised Betsy. “And here’s a pair of saddlebags you can use.”
            Riding the circuit with Squire Colquitt was an experience beyond any of Jason’s dreams or imaginings.
            After he and the Squire had eaten noon dinner, they bade Betsy good-by. She kissed her uncle, took Jason’s hand in both of hers and pressed it warmly. Then, as they mounted their horses and rode away, she waved from the doorway as long as they were in sight.
            The Moshawnee road joined a larger highway a few miles beyond town. Here were travelers, afoot, horseback, and in carriages or wagons. Friendly greetings were shouted back and forth, and news.
            Everyone, it seemed, was heading for Birch Springs and the court week there, but relatively few of them had actual legal matters to transact. Some sought the county seat on business, to buy or sell land, to barter for meat or meal or cloth. More than one wanted to trade horses, but the melancholy brutes they were riding or leading looked to Jason to be virtually untradable. Still others were going with no specific purpose in mind— court week twice a year meant diversion, excitement, or perhaps some unexpected profit.
            Among the travelers were, of course, lawyers. Most of these rode good horses and wore handsome coats and boots. Jason recognized several he had met last spring at Moshawnee, among them Lassiter, Benton, and Frye. And Milo Kinstrey trotted past on a fine bay mare, doffing his hat with a flourish. Jason returned the salute, and rode alongside Colquitt and Lassiter, glad to ask questions and listen to discussions of coming cases.
            It was sundown when Squire Colquitt and Jason rode into Birch Springs. This was a settlement some five years older than Moshawnee, and somewhat larger. In its center rose a sturdy oblong courthouse, half of field stone and half of massive squared timbers, with a blunt-topped tower above it and a squat log jail behind it. The streets were full of noisy people, and at the tavern where the two tied up their horses the dining room was jammed with customers.
            “Gentlemen, were full up,” said the aproned proprietor. “Every room is engaged, Squire Colquitt.”
            “Come, landlord, that’s an old story during court week,” replied Colquitt, seemingly unworried. “You knew I would come. Surely you can find a corner where we can sleep.”
            The proprietor pursed his lips and thought. “I have to put extra mattresses on the floor in some rooms. If—”
            “Hello, Colquitt,” called out Solicitor Parks, entering the lobby. “Where are you lodged ?”
            “Here, I hope,” replied Squire Colquitt, “if this tavern’s not too crowded.”
            “Every tavern and boarding-house is crowded,” the solicitor told him. “If you will, why not share my room? There’s a big double bed.”
            “But I have Jason with me,” said Colquitt.
            “Landlord, find some blankets and make up a pallet for Mr. Morgan on my floor,” ordered Parks. “You will not object to that sort of rough accommodation, young sir?”
            “I’ll be vastly obliged, Mr. Solicitor,” Jason said thankfully. They found places at a table and ate dinner with some other lawyers. That night Jason slept well, despite his hard couch and the voices of card players in the next room. He was up at dawn to help Colquitt get his papers ready for the opening of court.
            In the largest room of the courthouse, Judge Hemphill took the bench and the crier declared court in session.
            The cases tried at Birch Springs were great matters and small, civil and criminal. Completely fascinated, Jason listened to the examination of witnesses, the citing of legal precedent, and arguments to judge and jury. Several of the lawyers he knew were active. Squire Lassiter and Squire Abershaw were arrayed against each other in a suit to maintain a right of way through private property, and this was the chief drama of the first day’s session. On the second day, Kinstrey appeared for the defendant in a suit for twenty thousand dollars’ damage against a timber company.
            Two young lawyers represented the farmer who was suing, and they summoned witnesses to say that the defendant company had cut trees on the plaintiff’s land without permission. Kinstrey was glib but penetrating in his cross-examinations, constantly assailing the plaintiff’s claim to clear title in the land where the timber was cut, and finally, when the attorneys for the plaintiff rested their case, Kinstrey almost languidly moved that the case be dismissed for lack of proper evidence. Judge Hemphill sustained the motion and threw the case out of court.
            “But didn’t the land belong to the man who brought suit?” whispered Jason to Colquitt.
            “If so, title wasn’t properly shown,” was the reply. “Judge Hemphill felt obliged to dismiss the suit. Remember to prove all your contentions in court, Jason.”
            As the week drew to a close, there was an emigration of lawyers, court officials, and clients to the next county seat, and another succession of lively legal disputes.
            Solicitor Parks proved to be worth Jason’s attention. He brought actions for theft, assault and battery, destruction of property, and one on a charge of murder. This last resulted in conviction, and Jason watched and listened while Judge Hemphill coldly sentenced the prisoner to death by hanging.
            During the second week, a letter came from Betsy. There still was no word of Cut Nose’s whereabouts, and Asper Enderby and Major Westall had quarreled on the main street of Moshawnee, almost coming to blows.
            “I wish the Major would stay out of Enderby’s way,” groaned Colquitt. “He’d like to settle the whole business with pistols for two in some forest clearing. Unfortunately, that wouldn’t resolve the question of the courthouse’s location—it would only finish off Enderby or the Major, or both. They’re splendid shots, and I don’t want them blazing away at each other.”
            “You’re ready to go to trial in the courthouse matter, sir?” asked Jason for the twentieth time.
            “As ready as I can be, without talking to your friend Cut Nose. Once I have the story as clearly as I can get it, I’m ready to unmask Enderby for the swindler and liar he is.”
            Colquitt’s courtroom behavior, in one case after another, delighted Jason. Calm, unassuming, deceptively quiet, the old lawyer generally practiced the utmost courtesy toward both witnesses and opposing counsel. Frequently, it seemed to Jason, he was being outwitted by some clever adversary. But that was part of Colquitt’s method. At the most unexpected moment, he would pounce on questionable evidence or cite a point of law to the opposition’s complete discomfort. And, without being loud or melodramatic, he made profound impressions on jurymen, swayed them strongly, and won his cases time after time: “You’re mighty lucky in the man who’s teaching you the law,” Solicitor Parks told Jason as they made the journey to yet another county seat. “I myself hate to find that he’s arrayed against me in any action. Will you be such another attorney?”
            “I can’t hope to be such another,” confessed Jason. “I hope, in my own way, to avoid disappointing him.”
            “Modestly said. And when do you ask for your license ?”
            “That depends on Squire Colquitt’s advice,” Jason said. “I’ll apply when he gives the word.”
            “If I can help you in any way, please say so.”
            “I’m getting plenty of help from you, sir,” Jason replied. “I listen to you during these cases, and learn day by day.”
            September was nearly over, and court sat in Rayfield, the county seat next to Moshawnee. On the following Monday, September 30, Moshawnee would begin its court week and hear the case involving Sun Chief’s grave.
            In Rayfield, Colquitt and Jason secured a room together on the first floor of a great clapboard hotel called the Union House. As usual, other lawyers and officers of the court secured every possible accommodation. The courthouse was a block away, and every morning there was an impressive parade of legal talent, each man carrying his green bag of papers and books, tramping along the main street.
            On the final day, Saturday, September 28, Colquitt was retained in a minor case involving ownership of a dugout canoe. He told Jason to pack the two sets of saddlebags for a prompt start home when court adjourned at noon.
            “We may manage a late supper at the Andrew Jackson House, where you used to work,” said Colquitt. “Captain Lunsford will be glad to hear of your progress toward a lawyer’s career. Then we’ll ride on from there, and reach home before too late at night.”
            Jason sought their room, folded clothing, and gathered books to stow in the bags. As he went about his packing, he reviewed in his mind the experience of riding the circuit.
            Some cases, he knew, had been of high importance and others of no more than trifling consequence, even to the plaintiffs and the defendants. But not one matter that had come before Judge Hemphill had failed to interest Jason. He had seen cases won and lost in a variety of ways—by tricks, by inexorable piling up of evidence, by adroit appeals to the emotions and sentiments of the jurors, by the citing of ancient precedents at law to uphold unexpected arguments. Could he remember all these things, employ them for his own career, or guard against their being used against him? Time would tell. He’d have to become a lawyer first, and get clients of his own.
            He told himself that he hoped for a first case that would be one of the trifles; something without too much bad feeling on either side, and without too much that was dependent on whether he won it or not. After such an experience to begin with, he would be better able to face the next one, maybe something more important.
            It was nearly noon when he strapped up both sets of saddlebags, hung them on the foot of the bed, and started out into the main tap room. The landlord was passing, and Jason hailed him.
            “Will you have our horses ready at twelve o’clock sharp?” asked Jason. “Squire Colquitt’s and mine?”
            “Just so, Mr. Morgan. I was coming to find you. Somebody wants to talk to you, out in the back yard.”
            “The back yard?” repeated Jason, and then he fell silent, forgetting what was being said to him.
            Two roughly-dressed men stood at the bar, drinking. He had seen them before, in more stylish costume, but he knew'them at once. One was short, heavily built, with a coarse fat face. The other, slender and sprightly, showed a swarthy skin and a pointed tag of beard.
            “Those men!” Jason snapped out.
            They were the pair who had attacked Squire Colquitt on the way to Moshawnee from the Andrew Jackson House. They were leaving now, in close conversation. Jason took a step to follow.
            The landlord raised his voice.
            “Didn’t you hear what I said, Mr. Morgan? It’s an Indian wants to see you—big fellow, with a scar across his face. Says it’s mighty important, or I wouldn’t have bothered you for just an Indian.”
            The two men had gone. Jason faced the landlord excitedly.
            “Do you know those fellows who left just now ?”
            “Them? No, they’re strangers. Look, they’re riding off. This Indian now, if you want to see him—”
            “Certainly I want to see him,” said Jason, and hurried off through the kitchen.
 



 
          12 Bullets
 
 
            It was cut nose, of course, who waited FOR JASON behind the string of stables and storage sheds at the rear of the hotel. A thicket of willow grew there, and Cut Nose, carrying his rifle and wearing a pack behind his shoulders, beckoned Jason into it.
            “You want me here,” said Cut Nose in an undertone. “I come.”
            “Betsy told you?”
            “Yes. White girl.” Cut Nose glanced right and left. “Talk soft, Jason. I see two bad white men back there in your town.” He turned his head in the direction of Moshawnee. “They come here, too.”
            “I saw them myself, just now, but they rode away. Did they follow you here?”
            Cut Nose grinned wryly. “They try to follow. I lose them on trail. Nobody follow me when I don’t want.”
            “Cut Nose,” said Jason, “I want you to help me as you promised. I want you to tell the story of Sun Chief’s grave to Squire Colquitt.”                                                                                             .
            Cut Nose looked at him silently, without expression.
            “I know you don’t ever speak Sun Chief’s name,” said Jason earnestly, “but it’s right for you to tell my friend what you know. Other white men are telling lies. They’re trying to steal and cheat by saying Sun Chief is still there in his grave in Moshawnee. You will help with the truth.”
            “You want me to talk,” said Cut Nose. “Then I talk. We are friends.”
            “Come to the hotel.”
            “No.” Cut Nose shook his head. “Better bring your friend here. Bad men look for me, I think. Don’t want me to tell.”
            “That’s so,” agreed Jason. “Wait, I’ll be back.”
            He hurried out of the thicket, past the stables, and into the Union House.
            The landlord was in the tap room.
            “Your horses are ready,” he told Jason, “and Squire Colquitt is looking for you. I think he’s yonder in your room.”
            “Thank you.” Jason sought the room and opened the door. Colquitt was stowing papers in his green satchel.
            “Good news, Squire,” Jason said quickly. “Cut Nose is here, and he’s ready to tell you all about that business of the grave.” “Splendid, Jason, where is he?”
            “In the willows behind the stable. And here’s another piece of news. Remember the two who tried to kill and rob you ?”
            “I’ll never forget them.”
            “They’re here in Rayfield, too, or they were,” Jason said. “I saw them out there in the tap room. Perhaps they saw me, too. They rode off somewhere.”
            “I wish I could get my hands on those gentry,” said the Squire grimly. “I’d put them where they’d be hard to see and hear. But let’s go talk to Cut Nose.”
            Out they went together, through the rear yard, and to the willow clump. Cut Nose stood where Jason had left him.
            “This is Squire Colquitt, Cut Nose,” Jason made introductions. “He’s my friend, the way you’re my friend. You said you’d tell him the truth about Sun Chief’s grave.”
            Colquitt and Cut Nose shook hands.
            “Say what you want to hear,” said Cut Nose.
            “I’ll do that, in as few words as possible,” replied the Squire. “You’ve told Jason that Sun Chief was buried where the town square of Moshawnee is now.”
            “Yes.” A nod of the shaggy head. “Long time back. Many years. I was there—was young man then.”
            “Later on, just a few years ago,” prompted Colquitt, “when your people moved West—did they dig up Sun Chief’s body and take it along?”
            “My people say they go, off there to that other place.” Cut Nose lifted his palm to the westward. “Many moons away. Long walk. New country, no white men. But they want to take with them—take the bones of—”
            He fell silent.
            “You mean Sun Chief,” said Jason. “Go on, Cut Nose, you don’t have to speak his name.”
            “He was great man, good man,” said Cut Nose. “Lead us. Help us. My people don’t want to go, leave him in ground. So they talk together. Chiefs—warriors—hold council. Say, take his bones along. They talk to white man who buy land. Don’t know his name—”
            “Enderby?” suggested Colquitt.
            “Yes. That white man, he listen to talk. He want money. My people pay more. Then he dig up the place, the grave.”
            “What’s that, Cut Nose?” asked Colquitt swiftly. “Enderby dug up the grave, not you Indians?”
            “Yes. We feel bad about dig up ground where he—our leader —is buried. Nobody want to dig, not a good thing. You know what I mean?”
            “Yes, I know,” Colquitt assured him, “and I understand. I’d feel the same way about the grave of someone I loved. What then?”
            “The white man—you say his name—take our money. He get two other white men to help. The two bad men. Jason, you know.”
            “The two bad men,” repeated Jason. “You mean the same two who followed you here.”
            “Yes. One short, fat. One thin, with whisker.” Again Cut Nose touched his own broad brown chin.
            “He means the same two who waylaid you last spring,” said Jason to Colquitt.
            “One more reason why I’d like a few words with them.” Colquitt nodded. “All right, Cut Nose. Those men opened the grave, at Enderby’s orders ?”
            “Yes. Take out bones. Put in buckskin robe for my people. We take away.”
            “And you saw that happen?”
            “I was there,” said Cut Nose again.
            Jason looked from Cut Nose to Colquitt, then past them. Two men were peering stealthily through the willows.
            “Look out!” yelled Jason.
            Cut Nose, too, glanced around, saw the pair who listened, and with a darting birdlike swiftness flung himself flat. As he struck the ground he rolled over into some low-growing leafage, and brought up his rifle.
            The slim, swarthy man lifted a pistol. But he did not aim at Cut Nose. Jason saw the blooming of a cloud of smoke, heard the flat bark of exploding powder, and Squire Colquitt swayed and collapsed beside him, falling to one knee.
            Almost at once the crack of Cut Nose’s rifle replied. The tall hat flew from the head of the swarthy man, and next instant both of them turned and ran. Cut Nose jumped up, ramming home another charge as he dashed in pursuit.
            “Come back!” Jason shouted after him. “They got Squire Colquitt!”
            He bent over the lawyer. Still kneeling, Colquitt clutched his right arm with his left hand. Bright blood soaked the sleeve and trickled over his fingers.
            “I’ll be all right,” mumbled Colquitt.
            Cut Nose came rushing back again. He squatted down, dropped his gun, drew his knife from its sheath. Rapidly he slit Colquitt’s sleeve and laid bare the wound. It gushed blood.
            “Want cloth,” said Cut Nose, reaching a hand toward Jason. “Give me.”
            From his coat pocket Jason snatched a big clean bandanna. Cut Nose wadded it into a ball and pressed it against the wound. Then he pointed at Jason’s cravat, which Jason stripped from his neck and which Cut Nose used to tie the bandanna compress tightly to the wounded arm, stopping the stream of blood.
            “Thanks, Cut Nose,” Colquitt said with gritted teeth. “Jason, run and tell the landlord to fetch a doctor.”
            Jason rose and turned, but had no need to leave the Squire. The landlord appeared at a dead run from around the corner of the stables. “What were those guns ?” he called.
            “Two outlaws tried to kill Squire Colquitt,” roared Jason. “Can you find a doctor?”
            “Dr. Ryan is at the house now,” the landlord replied. “Here, Squire, let me help you. Mr. Morgan, can we carry him?”
            “I’ll manage to walk if you give me some support,” said Colquitt, and rose shakily to his feet.
            Jason aided him with an arm around his waist, while the landlord hurried ahead. Cut Nose took up his rifle and moved swiftly through the willows, in the direction taken by the pair of assassins.
            Jason helped Colquitt through the tap room and back into the room where they had spent the week. Dr. Ryan came at the landlord’s summons, told Colquitt to lie down, and swiftly examined and dressed the wound.
            “The upper arm’s broken,” reported the doctor. “It will mend, but he must have absolute rest.”
            “I have to be in Moshawnee day after tomorrow,” groaned Colquitt, trying to rise; but the doctor put a hand on his unwounded shoulder and forced him to lie down again.
            “That’s impossible, sir. You’ve lost a great deal of blood, and any violent or sudden motion may start the bleeding again. You can’t even mount a horse, much less ride.”
            “A coach goes daily to Moshawnee,” insisted Colquitt.
            “And its jostling and bouncing would finish you, sir,” the doctor told him.
            The news of Colquitt’s mishap had spread swiftly. Several lawyers entered the room, among them Squire Abershaw and Solicitor Parks.
            “Colquitt, I beg you not to worry about your case in Moshawnee,” said Abershaw, drawing up a chair beside the bed. “Let me be your deputy there, sir. Who is your client, and what is the matter to be tried ?”
            “No, Abershaw,” said Colquitt, weakly but definitely. “Jason Morgan must speak for the plaintiff.”
            “Sir!” Jason protested. “I’m not even admitted to the bar!”
            “It’s high time you were, boy.” Colquitt was able to smile encouragement. “I venture to think you’re ready. Judge Hemphill will be in Moshawnee. Seek him out, Jason, ask to be examined for your license.”
            “But can I—”
            “You can, Jason. I’m sure of it.”
            Parks came forward.
            “There’s no trace of those scoundrels who shot at you, Colquitt,” he reported. “But they’ll be found, and punished.” “Parks,” said Colquitt, “I want Jason here to be examined for admission to the bar. Speak to Judge Hemphill. Arrange it.” “Why, of course,” promised Parks.
            Colquitt turned his head on the pillow.
            “Jason,” he said, “you know more about the courthouse case than any lawyer I can ask to try it for me. I must leave it in your hands. I’ve brought you to the threshold of the lawyer’s profession. Now cross that threshold, and luck attend you.” “Was Squire Colquitt injured ?” came a voice from the door, a voice that Jason knew at once. “I came to offer my sympathy, Squire, and any help I can possibly—”
            “Kinstrey,” snapped Jason, “get out of this room.”
            Kinstrey blinked and reddened. “What do you say to me?” he spluttered.
            “Get out!” Jason walked swiftly toward him. “Out of this room, and out of my sight, before I throw you out!”
            “Why—” began Kinstrey, and, as Jason made another quick stride in his direction, he backed hurriedly away.
            “Egad,” said Parks to the landlord, “young Morgan looked as if he meant business just then. How would you like to wrestle with him?”
            “Not me,” said the landlord honestly. “Don’t talk about wrestling with Mr. Morgan! I nearly broke three of my ribs, just looking at the way his eye fired up.”
            “Come back here, Jason,” called Colquitt, and Jason turned away from the open door and returned to the bedside.
            “The papers are in my bag,” said Colquitt. “Take them with you. You know what Major Westall’s evidence will be. And you know of other evidence, too. I mean what you and Betsy found, and where it’s kept.”
            “I know, sir,” said Jason. “Now I’d better take time to start worrying about the case.”
            “Go on home,” Colquitt bade him. “I’ll be all right here. Dr. Ryan will look after me and put me into shape so that I can travel in a few days. Meanwhile—Jason, since I must give up the case myself, I’m glad it will be in your hands.”
            Jason tried to speak, but found he could not. Silently he picked up his saddlebags and the Squire’s satchel.
            Cut Nose waited by the stables.
            “Those white men get away,” said the Indian. “They had horses tied up, ready. Ride off, quick—maybe to Moshawnee.”
            “We may find them there,” said Jason. “Is your rifle loaded?”
            “Yes. Keep loaded all the time.”
            “Come on, then.” He found the landlord. “What about the horses, sir?”
            “Ready saddled.”
            “Cut Nose, ride with me. Do you know another way to Moshawnee besides the main road ?”
            “Know lots of ways,” said Cut Nose.
            “We’ll take one of them. Probably that pair of woods-runners will be waiting for us on the highway.”
            He mounted one horse, Cut Nose the other. The Indian pointed toward a side trail beyond the willows, which they followed.



 
          13 Examination
 
 
            Cut nose’s alternate route to moshawnee proved a rough one, through dense timber, across streams, and along narrow game trails, but Jason and the Indian were able to travel steadily and at a fair rate of speed. They paused only to water and rest the horses, and to munch some dried meat Cut Nose took out of a buckskin pouch. The sun had set and the moon was up before they rode into Moshawnee.
            “Now what you say I do ?” asked Cut Nose as they approached Colquitt’s home.
            “Will you stay here tonight?” asked Jason. “Something tells me we’d better keep our eyes and ears open. We might be the next to be shot at.”
            “I stay with horses,” offered Cut Nose. “Sleep little bit, wake up little bit. Anybody come around house tonight—” He lifted his rifle significantly.
            “Do that, then, and thank you.”
            “Don’t thank me,” said Cut Nose, dismounting in the yard.
            They unsaddled the horses in the shed behind the house. Jason hurried to the front door.
            Betsy heard his story with a grave, taut face. Her blue eyes looked wide and worried.
            “How badly is Uncle Henry hurt?” she asked. “Will he die?”
            “The doctor said he will be all right if he stays in bed,” replied Jason. “That’s why he’s still in Rayfield, and that’s why I’m going to try the courthouse case for him.”
            “I’ll go to Rayfield to take care of him,” announced Betsy. “As soon as the stage leaves tomorrow—”
            “Betsy, he wants you to stay here and be a witness,” said Jason. “Remember those bones we dug up?”
            “I certainly do. They’re still locked in Uncle Henry’s desk.”
            “You’ll have to tell how we dug them up, and what they prove,” Jason told her. “I’m going to put you on the stand as a witness.”
            “You’re mighty confident you’ll be a lawyer by Monday morning,” observed Betsy.
            “I don’t dare not be confident. I must pass my examination.” “And you will,” she predicted, and smiled. “I’ll be your witness, Jason. Then I’ll go to Rayfield.”
            They parted for the night. Jason sought his room, but not to sleep. By candlelight he reviewed the documents in the case of the town of Moshawnee versus Asper Enderby. At last his eyes drooped wearily, and he blew out the candle and lay down. But still sleep did not come for hours. When he did doze at last, it was to dream uneasily of standing before a hostile judge and a smirking jury, with no notion of what to say or how to say it.
            At dawn on Sunday morning he was up. Purney had fried bacon and pancakes, and Cut Nose sat at the back stoop, eating breakfast.
            “I go away now,” said the Indian as Jason appeared. “Tonight, when it is dark, I come back. Stay with horses again.” “You’re a good friend, Cut Nose.”
            “You good friend, too.” Cut Nose handed his dish back to Purney and moved silently away.
            Jason went to seek Major Westall, and found him on the way to church. The Major’s face was flinty as he listened to the story of the attack on Colquitt.
            “And you’ll take his place, lad ?” said the Major at last. “Well, you’re young, but without Colquitt you’re our best chance— our only chance. Don’t fail us.”
            “I’ll try not to, sir,” was all Jason could say.
            “I’ll be in court, to testify as Squire Colquitt wants me to. But maybe we’d better talk no more about it now. Let’s fool Enderby and Kinstrey if we can. Perhaps they’ll think that, without Colquitt, the case will be thrown out of court.”
            That Sunday afternoon, Jason sat in the office and studied his law books once more. He wished fiercely that he could be sure of what he knew and what he did not—it would simplify his final studies. Then he made an effort to outline points of evidence he hoped to make, both by examination of Betsy and Major Westall and by cross-examination of whatever witnesses Kinstrey might present. By supper time he felt utterly weary, and was able to eat only a few bites before he went to bed and slept like a weary dog.
            Again dawn came. Jason dressed in his dark suit and a broad- collared white shirt, and knotted his best cravat carefully. From Squire Colquitt’s desk drawer he took the rib and jawbone from Sun Chief’s grave and slid them into the green bag with the papers. Then he put on his hat, lifted the bag, and walked to the tavern where court would convene.
            On the porch he met Solicitor Parks, who greeted him with a rather thin smile.
            “So here you are,” said the solicitor, “ready to win admission to the bar.”
            “I hope I’m ready. Did you speak to Judge Hemphill for me ?”
            “I did. Wait out here. I’ll tell him.”
            The solicitor walked back into the tavern. Moments passed, then Judge Hemphill came out, wrapped against the early morning breeze in a long dark cloak. Solicitor Parks walked close behind.
            “Well, sir,” said the judge frostily. “Mr. Morgan, as I believe.” He offered his hand, squeezed Jason’s fingers briefly, then released them. “Very good, come with us.”
            They walked together into the side yard. The judge sat down on a great log by the tavern woodpile, and the solicitor took a seat beside him. Judge Hemphill brought out a massive watch, opened it and gazed at it.
            “Eight-thirty,” he pronounced. “An hour until court convenes. Time enough, eh, Mr. Solicitor?”
            “Ample, I should think,” nodded Parks.
            “Mr. Morgan,” and Judge Hemphill fixed Jason with his wise, unfathomable eyes, “I have empowered Mr. Parks to assist in your examination today.” All this was spoken as impressively as though the judge were passing sentence on a criminal. “Stand here before us. Now, to begin, what is the difference between a fee simple and a contingent fee ?”
            It was one of the first things Jason had learned in Blackstone, but he had to moisten his dry lips with his tongue before he spoke.
            “The term fee refers to an estate of inheritance in land,” he said. “Fee simple, of course, inheritance without limitation or restriction upon the heirs. Contingent fee is dependent for effect on something that may or may not occur.”
            “An example of that,” said the judge, very swiftly.
            “A man might leave property to his son, contingent upon that son’s surviving him,” ventured Jason. “If the son died first, then the property would revert to another heir.”
            The judge glanced at the solicitor. Never, thought Jason, had the face of Cut Nose been more inscrutable than that of the judge.
            “Another matter of difference,” said Parks. “How do you distinguish between law and equity?”
            “It’s hard to say exactly—” began Jason.
            “Nevertheless,” interrupted Parks, “I desire you to say exactly.”
            “Well,” said Jason, hoping he did not sound nervous, “equity is, more or less, the body of law that may supplement or clarify the narrower provisions—it may even override them. Equity is a name for true justice, sir.”
            Again judge and solicitor traded enigmatic glances.
            “Define chose in action and chose in possession,” commanded Judge Hemphill, drawing his cloak tighter around him.
            Question followed question, swiftly and tonelessly. Not once did Parks or the judge show whether they approved or disdained Jason’s answers. From general considerations they passed to specific ones. They required him to state limitations and penalties under Alabama law, offered imaginary problems for his solution, asked his authority for his various opinions and definitions. Time seemed to stand still, to freeze solidly around Jason as he stood and strove with question after question. Had the judge said an hour? Surely two hours had passed—more, far more—
            Finally Judge Hemphill produced his watch again, opened it, gazed at the dial, and closed it with a loud snap.
            “I take it, Mr. Morgan, you have read much in the book of the statutes of Alabama,” he observed.
            “I’ve read it from cover to cover, your Honor,” replied Jason, with frank pride.
            At last a smile dawned on the grim face. It was not a warm smile, or a gentle one, but it was a smile.
            “You were well advised to do so,” the judge said, “but do not trust too much in what you found there. The next session of the state legislature might repeal or amend any or all of those statutes.”
            “I am well aware of that, sir,” said Jason.
            “Don’t forget it.” Judge Hemphill rose from the log, and Solicitor Parks with him.
            “Mr. Morgan,” continued the judge weightily, “I agreed to hear you today because you came recommended by Mr. Solicitor Parks and by Squire Colquitt. In the past I have listened seriously to both of these gentlemen. I’ve finished with you, sir.”
            Jason stood silent. His heart beat in his chest like a rattling gourd in the hands of an Indian dancer.
            “Examination for a lawyer’s license is, after all, a simple thing in this new state,” the judge growled. “A lawyer must learn forever, as long as he is in practice. Now,” and he turned toward the tavern, “it is nearly time for court to begin, and I can give you no more time.”
            He started toward the porch.
            “Sir!” quavered Jason. “Your Honor—you haven’t said—”
            And his lips were dry again, and the whole inside of his mouth as well.
            Judge Hemphill turned back slowly, and looked him up and down.
            “Oh, yes,” he said at last, “as to whether you passed.”
            Once more the judge looked at Parks. Neither of them so much as nodded. Then Parks took from his inside pocket a folded paper and gave it to the judge.
            “Here you are.” Judge Hemphill handed the paper to Jason. “Your license to practice.”
            Jason took it, spread it out, and stared. There was his name at the top, and at the bottom the signatures of Judge Hemphill and Solicitor Parks.
            “You’ve already signed it,” said Jason slowly.
            “We signed it before we came out here to listen to you,” the judge replied. “Of course, had you seemed less than ready, we would have taken it back inside and thrown it on the fire.”
            “Thank you, sir!” cried Jason in happy relief. “Thank you, Mr. Solicitor.”
            Again the judge nodded gravely, slowly.
            “You answered our questions aptly, with knowledge of your books and with considerable good sense of your own,” he deigned to say. “Squire Morgan, I welcome you to the bar of the State of Alabama.”
            Another brief handshake. The solicitor offered his hand next, with a friendly smile.
            “And now, to court,” pronounced Judge Hemphill. Again he walked toward the tavern, Jason and Parks on either side of him.
            “Squire Morgan,” said the judge as they mounted the porch, “I hope that it is unnecessary for me to remark that, whatever my words of esteem just now, you need not look to me for favor in any case you bring before me.”
            It had the sound of rebuff, and Jason stiffened.
            “Your Honor, I ask and expect no favors,” he replied with sudden boldness. “Justice is all that any lawyer need ask, all that any lawyer deserves.”
            “Good,” said the judge, and once more flashed his slight, chill smile.
            They entered the main room of the tavern. Tables for judge and clerk were ready set, and the twelve chairs for the jury. The benches were crowded with spectators. Among these sat Betsy. Others stood ranged along the walls and by the windows. Men in broadcloth and homespun and buckskin, women in gingham bonnets, rose as the judge entered.
            Jason moved into the space between the benches and the tables.
            Major Westall had risen from a chair. Jason stood beside the Major while Judge Hemphill walked to his own table and sat down. There was an audible stir as the others resumed their seats. In a corner stood Cut Nose, his eyes on Jason.
            As he sank into his own chair, Jason glanced across to where Asper Enderby and Milo Kinstrey sat. Both stared at him with a blank amazement that, as he stared back, turned to amused contempt.
            The pudgy crier took his place beside Judge Hemphill, and smote the floor with his staff.
            “Oyez! Oyez! Oyez!” rang out his shrill trumpet of a voice. “All manner of persons that will sue or complain, or have anything to do in this Honorable Circuit Court, opened and held here this day, for the County of Foresby, draw near and give your attention and you shall be heard; for this Honorable Court is now sitting for the dispatch of such matters. God save the State of Alabama and this Honorable Court!”
 
              



 

          14
The Trial Begins
 
            “What case is first on the docket?” judge hemphill asked the clerk.
            “The town of Moshawnee versus Asper Enderby,” was the reply. “Continued from the spring term, your Honor will remember.”
            “The defendant is ready for trial,” said Kinstrey from where he lounged beside Enderby.
            “What says the plaintiff?” inquired Judge Hemphill.
            Jason rose, fighting against the shaking of his knees. “Ready for trial, your Honor,” he answered.
            Kinstrey grinned at Jason and winked. The judge nodded to the sheriff, who began reading from a list of jurors.
            It did not take long to empanel twelve good men and true. Kinstrey challenged one or two who, from their answers to his questions, seemed to be friends of Major Westall or otherwise favorable to building a courthouse in the square. The clerk read the oath and the jurymen swore to it. Jason walked into the open space where Judge Hemphill’s table and the double row of jurymen’s chairs made a right angle.
            “If the court please,” he began, looking at his notes. “Your Honor, and gentlemen of the jury: This case involves an effort on the part of the town of Moshawnee to set aside a restraining order brought by the defendant to obstruct the building of a courthouse on the town square yonder.” He pointed toward the square outside the windows. “The evidence will show that the land which includes the square and most of the present town of Moshawnee was sold and conveyed by the defendant, Asper Enderby, to Major Gilbert Westall some five or six years ago, and that Major Westall paid for that land in good faith and was told of no cloud on the title or other condition to limit or obstruct building on any part of that land. The evidence will show that Major Westall founded, upon this land and adjoining property previously held by him, the present town of Moshawnee, seat of Foresby County. The evidence will show that Major Westall and other public-spirited citizens desire to raise in the center of this town a proper courthouse, for the holding of court and the transaction of other official business of the county of Foresby.”
            Kinstrey whispered smilingly to Enderby, who nodded.
            “The evidence will show,” went on Jason, “that the defendant Enderby did protest and allege to Major Westall and others who sought to build the courthouse, that a certain condition attended the sale and conveyance of the land, and did further allege that upon and within the said town square did exist a certain grave, the last resting place of an Indian called Sun Chief; and that this grave could not be legally disturbed, and that the courthouse must be built elsewhere.” Jason drew a long breath. “The evidence will show that the said defendant caused to be issued a certain restraining order, obstructing the building of the courthouse. And the evidence will show that this allegation was in error, that the grave of Sun Chief does not lie in the square, but elsewhere; and that the restraining order was fraudulently sworn to and issued without due cause or legality. The plaintiff will demonstrate these things to your satisfaction, gentlemen of the jury; and will ask at your hands a verdict, setting aside the restraining order brought by the defendant and permitting the building of the courthouse so sorely needed by the town of Moshawnee, the county of Foresby, and the State of Alabama.”
            He paused and glanced at Kinstrey. That elegant attorney nodded sardonically and made a gesture as of applause.
            “Call your first witness,” said Judge Hemphill.
            “Major Gilbert Westall.”
            The Major was sworn by the clerk, and took the witness’ chair beside the judge’s table.
            To Jason’s questions, he said that he was seventy-four years old and that he had lived within the present limits of Foresby County since the year 1822. He described his original purchase of three hundred acres of land, the coming of neighbors, and his growing belief that a town could be founded in the pleasant valley. In the year 1827, he said, he had bought from Asper Enderby six hundred and forty acres of field and forest, where later the town sprang up.
            “At the time of the sale, Major,” said Jason, “did Mr. Enderby discuss with you any limitations to the land’s use?”
            “He did not,” replied Major Westall, his furious old eyes stabbing at Enderby.
            “Was a limitation set in your deed or the bill of sale?”
            “There was not.”
            “Have you the record of the transaction ?”
            Major Westall produced it from a big folding wallet.
            “Your Honor,” said Jason, “the plaintiff offers this document as Exhibit A.”
            Kinstrey strolled forward to look.
            “No objection,” he said.
            Jason read the deed aloud. It conveyed six hundred and forty acres of land, within boundaries clearly defined in legal language, with no restrictions or provisions.
            “Major,” said Jason, “did Mr. Enderby, at any time after he sold this land, mention an alleged restriction to its use?”
            “He certainly did,” snapped the Major.
            “Please tell the jury about it.”
            “A year ago, more or less, when we formed a committee for building the courthouse, I asked him to serve on the committee. He was surprised—”
            “Objection, your Honor,” interrupted Kinstrey. “That is a conclusion of the witness.”
            “What was Mr. Enderby’s manner when you spoke of building a courthouse on the town square ?” amended Jason.
            “He said it mustn’t be done. Said he’d bought the land from Indians, years back when they—the Indians—were moving West. Said he’d agreed he wouldn’t disturb the grave of Sun Chief, who was head of the tribe. He said the grave was on the square yonder.”
            “What did you reply, Major?”
            “I asked him why he hadn’t said this when I bought the land, and he said he had mentioned it.”
            “And had he done so?”
            “No.” An angry shake of the head. “Not a word.”
            “What happened then ?”
            “I said I knew nothing about a grave and that we’d build the courthouse. He got out a restraining order to stop us. And that’s why we’re in court now.”
            Jason turned to Kinstrey. “You may cross-examine.”
            He sat down. Kinstrey rose and put a hand behind him to grasp a green coat tail.
            “You have been addressed here as Major,” Kinstrey began. “Are you a military man?”
            “I’m a major in the state militia.”
            “Did you serve your nation in a war?”
            “In two wars, sir,” said the Major. “The first and second wars with England.”
            “Tell us about that service.”
            “Objection,” spoke up Jason. “This is not competent or relevant to the issues of this case.”
            “If the court please,” purred Kinstrey, “I will show relevancy as the testimony develops.”
            “The witness will answer,” decreed Judge Hemphill.
            Major Westall cleared his throat. “When I was seventeen, I enlisted in a Virginia ranger company,” he said. “Served through the War of Independence—Princeton, Trenton—and I was at Yorktown.”
            “As a major?”
            “I was a sergeant at Yorktown.”
            “I see,” nodded Kinstrey. “And during the second war, you were—”
            “A captain of volunteers.”
            Judge Hemphill sniffed. “Squire, you said you would show relevancy.”
            “Your Honor, I engage to do so,” replied Kinstrey. “Major, you began your service as a private and became a sergeant. On what day of what year did you win your sergeancy?” “Hmmm,” murmured Westall. “Let’s see—the year 1779—” “The day and the month of 1779, if you please,” urged Kinstrey.
            Major Westall shook his massive old head. “Can’t say exactly as to that.”
            “But promotion to sergeant is important,” said Kinstrey patiently. “You must remember.”
            “Well, I don’t.”
            “And you served as captain in 1812? What’s the date of your commission?”
            A frown locked Major Westall’s brows. “I can’t say as to that, either. Not the exact day, sir. It’s been a long time.”
            “A long time, yes,” agreed Kinstrey, glancing sidelong at the jury. “You’re of ripe years, sir—seventy-four, you said. It’s natural that your memory would fail on important matters—the date of your promotion, of what Mr. Enderby said to you about the Indian grave when he sold you that land—”
            “Squire!” roared Major Westall, rising to his feet. “You suggest that I lied about that ?”
            “Never would I give you the lie,” said Kinstrey suavely, “nor would anyone who knows you. Your word’s as good as your bond, sir.”
            “I’m obliged to you for that,” growled the Major, sitting down.
            “Your spoken word in matters of business has been acceptable to all this community, and in particular to Mr. Enderby. Speaking of business, you’ve profited, I suppose, by sale of town lots in Moshawnee.”
            “Yes. Profited honestly.”
            “To what sum, Major?”
            The Major paused, his lips moving. “I suppose, somewhere in the neighborhood of—”
            “Exactly what sum?” insisted Kinstrey.
            “I can’t remember in dollars and cents!” protested Westall.
            “No,” nodded Kinstrey. “You can’t remember. Thank you, sir, that’s all.”
            Major Westall returned to his chair beside Jason, his lips tight, and his eyes glaring at Kinstrey.
            “Miss Colquitt,” called Jason.
            Betsy came forward. She wore a dark skirt and a jerkin of wool, with a plain dark bonnet. The clerk administered the oath and Betsy sat down quietly, her hands in her lap.
            “State your name,” said Jason.
            “Elizabeth Colquitt.”
            “Miss Colquitt, you have heard the description of this case and the testimony so far given. Are you acquainted with some particulars?”
            “I am,” said Betsy softly.
            “You have heard that the case rests upon the location of the grave of an Indian called Sun Chief. Where is that grave ?”
            “To which we object,” drawled Kinstrey, “as incompetent, irrelevant, immaterial, and not tending to clarify any of the issues of the case now before this court.”
            “Your Honor, I will develop the lady’s testimony to a material nature,” said Jason. “Miss Colquitt, if you do not know where the grave is, do you know where it is not?”
            “I think I do.”
            “Objection,” said Kinstrey again. “The witness must not state theories or conclusions.”
            “Sustained,” said Judge Hemphill tonelessly.
            “I’ll rephrase the question,” said Jason, “and in terms that are very material and relevant indeed. Miss Colquitt, is the grave located yonder in the town square of Moshawnee, as alleged by the defendant?”
            “No.” Betsy shook her bonneted head. “It is not.”
            “Upon what do you base that statement, Miss Colquitt?”
            “Upon the word of Cut Nose.”
            “That Indian who stands in the corner?”
            She looked. “Yes.”
            “Your Honor, I object!” cried Kinstrey, rising and walking forward. “I have sympathy for the youth and inexperience of the attorney for the plaintiff—here before you in his first case at law—but surely he knows that he cannot present hearsay evidence.” Kinstrey turned and glared at Cut Nose. “In particular, what has been said by that Indian. The laws of this state will not accept as evidence the testimony of an Indian.”
            “That objection is sustained,” said Judge Hemphill, and looked frostily at Jason. “I must direct the attorney for the plaintiff to confine his questions to relevant and competent matter.”
            “Your Honor, I am trying to do so,” replied Jason. Then, to Betsy: “Miss Colquitt, where were you at or near the hour of midnight on August 14 of this year?”
            “I was at the town square of Moshawnee.”
            “Who was with you ?”
            “You were,” and she smiled. “And Cut Nose.”
            “Describe what happened.”
            Betsy clasped her hands in her lap. “You and Cut Nose had brought a spade and a mattock. You dug at the spot where they say the grave of Sun Chief—”
            “I object,” interrupted Kinstrey. “On the same grounds. Hearsay evidence.”
            “Sustained,” droned Judge Hemphill.
            “Miss Colquitt,” said Jason, “what was your information as to the alleged location of Sun Chief’s grave at the point where the digging took place ?”
            “Mr. Enderby said it was there,” replied Betsy.
            “Objection,” repeated Kinstrey.
            “Your Honor, I submit that the answer is relevant,” argued Jason with sudden heat. “The witness testifies that Mr. Enderby pointed out a spot as the location of the grave. Mr. Enderby is here in the court, and can give his own testimony. As to Mr. Enderby’s ability to speak of the grave, we have his restraining order to prevent the courthouse being built where he says the grave is to be found.”
            “Oh, I withdraw my objection,” smiled Kinstrey. “As the attorney for the plaintiff says, Mr. Enderby can testify as to what he did or did not say on the subject.”
            “Thank you, Squire,” said Jason bleakly. “Continue, Miss Colquitt. You say the digging began. Did it reveal anything?” “Yes. Some bones.”
            “Would you know those bones again ?”
            “Yes, you and I made some marks upon them.”
            Jason opened the green satchel, reached in, and brought out the rib.
            “Will you identify this one?”
            “Your Honor!” Kinstrey had bounced to his feet again. “To what horror does he subject this young lady?”
            “Let her identify the bone if she can,” Judge Hemphill silenced him.
            Betsy took the bone. “I know it,” she said. “Here’s my mark upon it, here.” She touched her inked initials.
            Jason took the rib and held it up.
            “May it please the court, and gentlemen of the jury,” he said, “it will not need a medical expert to assure us that this is not a human rib but a hog’s. I offer it as Exhibit B.”
            “We object,” said Kinstrey. “Identification is not qualified or certain.”
            Judge Hemphill accepted the rib from Jason. “It’s a pig’s rib,” he said. “I’ve eaten at enough barbecues to recognize it. The court will accept it as an exhibit.”
            “Here,” and Jason dived into the satchel for the jawbone, “is another bone. Miss Colquitt, do you recognize it ?”
            “It was taken from the grave, too,” she said. “There’s my mark on it.”
            “Does the defense question our claims that this, too, is no human bone?” demanded Jason of Kinstrey.
            “Oh, no objection,” laughed Kinstrey, and Jason put the jaw on the judge’s table.
            “Exhibit C,” he said. “Miss Colquitt, what happened then?”
            “The hole was filled, and we came away with those bones and marked them,” she replied.
            “You may cross-examine,” said Jason without looking at Kinstrey, and resumed his seat.
            Kinstrey came forward, his well-kept hands at his lapels.
            “Miss Colquitt, you and I have known each other for several years,” he said, “and, even here before this court, we may speak as friends. It is with the utmost friendliness that I ask you, are you aware of the state laws against disturbing graves?”
            “I am fairly well read in Alabama state law, Squire Kinstrey,” she told him, very gently. “I know of the penalty for disturbing a grave. It is cited, I believe, in the order restraining the town from building a courthouse on the square.”
            “Yet you disturbed the grave, in spite of the law ?” he prodded her.
            “Not a human grave. I was convinced that no human body lay there.”
            “But you say that Mr. Enderby told you it was the grave of Sun Chief,” reminded Kinstrey.
            “And Cut Nose said that it was not,” rejoined Betsy, still quietly but firmly.
            “Then one or the other was lying to you ?” suggested Kinstrey, dropping his hands from his lapels and clasping them behind his back.
            “Objection,” snapped Jason. “Now it’s you who are calling for a conclusion of the witness.”
            “Your Honor, I promise to impeach this witness,” announced Kinstrey, raising his voice. “I intend to make it plain to these gentlemen of the jury that she took the word of an Indian vagabond and rejected the word of a true and respected gentleman. She believed Cut Nose, a malicious and false savage—”
            “You talk about me?” roared Cut Nose suddenly.
            He left the corner and shoved toward the front of the crowd of listeners.
            “Order in the court,” growled Judge Hemphill, thumping with his gavel.
            But Cut Nose would not be hushed. “You call me liar?” he demanded, louder than before, and clenching his big brown fists. “You tell big lie yourself!”
            “Look here, you copper-colored rascal—” began Kinstrey, when another whack of the judge’s gavel drowned him out.
            “Silence from both of you, or this court will hold you in contempt!” barked Judge Hemphill.
            Kinstrey subsided. But Cut Nose had suddenly wheeled and was glaring at a front window. Jason, too, glanced that way.
            Two men were peering in—a sinewy little fellow with a spike of beard, and a plump one with a heavy face.
            Cut Nose turned and began to push his way along the crowded aisle toward the door.
            “Come back here!” shouted Judge Hemphill after him. “Sheriff, bring that Indian before me!”
            Kinstrey had recovered his own self-possession. “Oh, if Your Honor please,” he said gracefully, “let the poor ignorant fool go. He’s completely unaware of what is meant by a civilized court of law. He has just shown how little worth hearing is anything he may say.”
            Cut Nose had reached the door and had gone out. Jason, still gazing at the window, saw that the two men had vanished.
            “His room’s better than his company in here,” pursued Kinstrey, “and without him we have a more dignified, cleaner trial.”
            “Very well,” granted Judge Hemphill. “Do you have any other questions to ask this lady ?”
            “No, no more,” said Kinstrey, with an air of conferring a great boon, and Betsy rose from the chair.
            “Your next witness, Squire Morgan?” the judge prompted Jason.
            “Your Honor, that concludes the evidence for the plaintiff,” said Jason.
            Kinstrey approached the judge’s table.
            “Comes now the defendant,” the Squire said tonelessly, “and moves that the case be dismissed and held for naught, for lack of sufficient evidence.”
            “Motion denied,” said Judge Hemphill. “Certain testimony has been offered to the effect that the defendant, Mr. Enderby, was mistaken or evasive concerning the location of this Indian grave. The court wishes these disputes to be settled completely and permanently before the case comes to an end.”
            “Very well,” agreed Kinstrey, bowing, and turned to address the jury.
 
              
             
             



 
          15 The Case for the Defense
 
            “May it please this honorable court, and gentlemen of the jury,” purred Kinstrey, “I, as attorney for the defendant, have been required to present my case. You have heard the plaintiff’s claim, and you have heard what passes for testimony on the part of witnesses for the plaintiff.”
            He smiled, and threw back his handsome head.
            “On the part of the defendant,” he began, “it is freely admitted that the defendant, Mr. Asper Enderby, sold and conveyed to Major Westall a certain parcel of land which includes the public square already pointed out and referred to. But evidence will be presented to show that, when Mr. Enderby previously purchased this same land, he agreed with the Indians who sold it to him that he would leave undisturbed the grave of their late venerable and beloved leader, Sun Chief. The evidence will show that he made this agreement formal by causing a document to be drawn up and signed in the presence of an accredited official. The evidence will show that, when the land was conveyed to Major Westall, Mr. Enderby mentioned the grave and was assured that said grave would not be disturbed.”
            A snort from the Major greeted this. Kinstrey smiled more broadly.
            “The evidence will show that Mr. Enderby trusted Major Westall’s spoken word,” he continued, “and that he subsequently reminded the Major of it. The evidence will show that Mr. Enderby’s efforts to halt the building of the courthouse were prompted by a sense of fair play and responsibility to those who originally sold him the land. The evidence will show that Mr. Enderby does not seek to keep Moshawnee from having a courthouse, and that he is ready and willing to assist in building one where it will not desecrate a grave. When you have heard this evidence, gentlemen, the defendant will pray at your hands for a just verdict setting aside the claims of the plaintiff.”
            He bowed and looked around. “Mr. Leslie,” he called.
            A very tall and very thin man came forward to be sworn. He wore a dark coat and his trouser legs were stuffed into boots. In one hand he carried a black hat. His features were lean, and his dark hair had grown gray at the temples.
            “State your name and residence,” began Kinstrey.
            “Samuel Leslie. Washington City.”
            “Have you ever been in the State of Alabama before?”
            “I was here from the year 1824 to 1827,” said Samuel Leslie. “And what was your occupation at that time ?”
            “I was a government agent of the Indian service, with duties involving the supervision of the sale of Indian lands.”
            “Ah,” nodded Kinstrey. “And did you perform those duties in this part of the state, at any time ?”
            “I was here in 1825.”
            Kinstrey held out a folded paper. “Mr. Leslie, I ask you to examine this document and identify it for us.”
            Leslie looked at the paper. “It is a sale of Indian lands,” he said, “which I witnessed as part of my duty, in June of 1825.” “Can you testify to the genuineness of this particular instrument?” inquired Kinstrey.
            “I recognize my own signature, and lately, being summoned as a witness in this case, I have refreshed my memory by consulting my records. This deed of sale is in perfect order.” Kinstrey addressed Judge Hemphill. “We offer this document as Exhibit A for the defendant.”
            “Let me look,” said Jason, coming forward quickly, and Kinstrey handed him the paper, smiling.
            It was a plain and simple conveyance of something like twelve hundred acres of property. Description and boundaries showed Jason that this land included the tract that had been purchased by Major Westall, by the agreement already familiar in Squire Colquitt’s office. The names of Black Rabbit and High Head were written in as sellers of the land, each name marked with a shaky cross in ink, and Enderby’s name appeared as buyer. These were witnessed by the signatures of Samuel Leslie and another man. The final paragraph was particularly interesting to Jason:
            It is further specifically agreed by the purchaser that a certain grave, containing the body of Sun Chief, father of the aforesaid High Head and uncle of the aforesaid Black Rabbit, shall not be disturbed or moved in any fashion, save by specific permission of the aforesaid High Head and Black Rabbit, conveyed in writing and formally witnessed; the said grave of Sun Chief being located. . . .
            Followed directions, yardages, and other information to locate the grave.
            “The plaintiff allows this exhibit,” said Jason, handing it back. Kinstrey read the entire document aloud, with special and eloquent stress on the provision for leaving the grave undisturbed. A question or so more to Leslie, then:
            “That’s all.”
            “Mr. Leslie,” said Jason in his turn, “can you locate the grave of Sun Chief for us?”
            The Indian agent shook his head. “No, not without measuring instruments and some time outside.”
            “You mean, locate it at present,” summed up Jason. “Did you see the alleged location of the grave at the time you witnessed the sale?”
            “I did,” replied Leslie. “The Indians who sold the land pointed it out. Distances were measured and bearings taken with a compass, and these identifying facts written into the deed which you saw.”
            “That’s all,” said Jason, with a disappointment he could not hide, and Kinstrey chuckled.
            “Not quite all, Squire Morgan,” said Kinstrey. “We’ll establish the whereabouts of the grave for you in a moment.”
            His next witness was a man named Frewin, who proved to be a surveyor from the state capital at Montgomery. Frewin readily and exactly established the position of Sun Chief’s grave as in the town square. His explanation of the directions included in the deed for the Indian land was full and satisfactory to Judge Hemphill, and to the melancholy Jason as well. Kinstrey looked happy as he called Asper Enderby to the stand.
            Gravely the planter held up his hand to be sworn, and he sat down with every appearance of easy confidence. One elegantly booted leg was crossed over the other knee, and he gazed with apparent admiration at the immaculately polished toe of the boot. He stated his name, and gave his business as that of cotton planter.
            “Mr. Enderby,” said Kinstrey, “you’ve heard the testimony of Mr. Leslie about witnessing the sale of the land to you, by High Head and Black Rabbit. Do you remember the circumstances attending that sale?”
            “Very well indeed, Squire,” was Enderby’s bland reply.
            “Do you remember the provision as to Sun Chief’s grave and the agreement that it would not be disturbed ?”
            “It was the matter of the grave that has impressed this business strongly in my mind,” said Enderby.
            “Please tell the jury why.”
            Enderby leaned back in his chair and looked toward the jury. “The Indians were already thinking, in 1825, of departing for the West with their whole tribe,” he began. “They were glad to get money for the land they held here, but were anxious that the body of their old chief rest quietly. It’s part of their religion not to disturb the dead.”
            “Of course,” agreed Kinstrey, “and quite understandable.” “Therefore,” went on Enderby, “I asked the agent—Mr. Leslie—to help in establishing the position of the grave, in order that there would be no disturbance of the earth there. I wanted the Indians and the law both to be fully satisfied.”
            “I see,” said Kinstrey. “And later on, you sold this same land to Major Westall ?”
            “I did,” replied the planter.
            “Will you explain why the matter of the grave and the agreement about not disturbing it were not included in the new document that authorized the transfer of the land to Major Westall?”
            “He wrote out the deed of sale,” replied Enderby smoothly. “When we sat down to look at it, I mentioned the grave. He replied that he would accept responsibility for it, and would guarantee that it be kept inviolate—”
            “That’s a he, sir!” bawled Major Westall, springing to his feet.
            Judge Hemphill pounded with his gavel, but Major Westall came striding heavily forward, his old eyes blazing and his shoulders hunched dangerously.
            “Sir,” he shouted at Enderby, “you lie when you say that, and you know that you lie, and I hereby challenge you to—”
            “Silence!” thundered Judge Hemphill. “You’re in contempt of court, Major Westall!”
            Jason, too, had risen and had grabbed the Major to drag him away from Enderby. The old man struggled powerfully in Jason’s grasp.
            “Judge Hemphill, I intend no contempt of you or your court,” the Major said at the top of his voice, “but my contempt for this unprincipled, lying, cheating—”
            “Mr. Sheriff, eject Major Westall from this room!” ordered the judge, and a moment later Sheriff Thompson was steering the fuming, gesticulating Major toward the front door.
            Others muttered and chattered, but another mighty whack of the gavel quieted every voice.
            “Any further disturbance, and I shall clear all spectators from the court,” warned Judge Hemphill. “We do not sit here to endure brawls or threats.” He nodded to Enderby. “Continue.”
            “Continue,” repeated Kinstrey to Enderby.
            The planter had not so much as uncrossed his legs. He smiled slightly, as though in mannerly deprecation of the scene.
            “As I was saying, Major Westall agreed to accept responsibility for protection of the grave,” he said again.
            “And you did not demand that he put it in writing?”
            “Sir,” protested Enderby, “I respected Major Westall’s word. It has been said in this room that Major Westall’s word is as good as his bond. I accepted it at exactly that value—as good as his bond.”
            Jason felt fury rising within him, and fought it back.
            “I see, Mr. Enderby,” Kinstrey was saying. “Then, as time went on, the town of Moshawnee sprang up here, but the grave remained undisturbed.”
            “It was my suggestion that the town square be left open so that Sun Chief might rest in peace,” replied Enderby.
            “And you had further conversation with Major Westall about the matter?” suggested Kinstrey.
            “The same conversation that he mentioned,” said Enderby. “He said that he would build a courthouse on the square. I reminded him of the agreement to spare the grave. When he insisted that the courthouse be built on the square, I went to court and asked for a restraining order.”
            “What was your motive in doing that?” asked Kinstrey.
            “My own word in the matter. I had promised the Indians to keep the grave as it was. I remembered my word, if Major Westall had forgotten his.”
            “And what about the courthouse?”
            “I offered at that time to sell him another site, very adequate —indeed, at a point which in future years may well be the center of the town of Moshawnee. Recently I offered to give that new site to the town free. He refused it.”
            “Thank you, Mr. Enderby.” Kinstrey turned on his heel, and nodded to Jason. “You may cross-examine.”
            Jason had managed to cool his own temper. He approached the witness.
            “Sir,” he said, “I shall suggest, without heat, that Major Westall’s recent angry remarks had truth in them. You accused him of falsehood and bad faith.”                                                     -
            “And I deny it, young sir,” was Enderby’s prompt reply. “Major Westall has simply forgotten our conversation.”
            “Forgotten that he promised—that is, you say that he promised, and that he forgot so important a matter ?”
            “Major Westall is old,” said Enderby plausibly. “Old men forget, even important things.”
            “I object to the opinion stated by this witness,” said Jason to Judge Hemphill. “It is a mere conclusion as to Major Westall’s memory or lack of it, and he is not competent to testify to such things.”
            “Your Honor,” interposed Kinstrey at once, “I submit that Mr. Enderby but describes the reason which prompted him to his action, and clarifies his position in not libeling or stigmatizing Major Westall under the name of liar.”
            “Objection sustained as to the language of the witness,” said Judge Hemphill.
            Jason faced Enderby again. Anger made his cheeks hot.
            “Your position needs clarification in other ways than in your opinion of Major Westall’s honesty,” he said. “Where is this new suggested site of the courthouse, the site which you have offered the town?”
            “It is west of here,” Enderby replied, pointing.
            “Is it not at the border of your own plantation?”
            “It is,” nodded Enderby, smiling.
            “Wouldn’t it be to your advantage to have the courthouse there?” pursued Jason, fury coloring his tones in spite of himself. “With the courthouse of Foresby County there, would you not be in a position to sell at a great profit the land around it, making yourself wealthy and also influential thereby?”
            “Please,” begged Enderby, still smiling. “I protest that you ask me to offer one of those conclusions against which witnesses are warned.”
            “Amen!” cried Kinstrey happily. “Your Honor, the witness has stated the exact objection I was on the point of making.”
            “Sustained,” granted Hemphill.
            “Mr. Enderby,” said Jason, “are you acquainted with two men who last spring, and again recently, attempted to murder Squire Henry Colquitt, the attorney originally retained by the plaintiff in this case?”
            “What two men?” inquired Enderby casually.
            “I do not know their names—”
            “If you would tell me their names, I would reply as to whether I am acquainted with them.”
            “Allow me to identify them otherwise than by name,” persisted Jason. “They are the same two who, at your direction, dug up the body of Sun Chief and turned it over to his tribe to take away, previous to the sale of the land to Major Westall.”
            Enderby stared, shook his head slowly, and grinned.
            “You speak in riddles, or in sport,” he said.
            “Sir,” said Jason, “I ask if you have not employed criminals to attack Squire Colquitt, with a view to removing him and his able legal talents from trying this case against you; and if these criminals did not inflict a wound on Squire Colquitt last Saturday, disabling him so that he could not represent the town of Moshawnee before this court.”
            “Certainly not,” said Enderby evenly.
            “That is all,” snapped Jason.
            “Your Honor, the defense wishes to conduct some redirect examination,” said Kinstrey.
            Judge Hemphill fished out his watch, opened it, and looked at it.
            “It is now exactly twelve o’clock,” he reported. “The court will declare a recess of two hours, at the end of which time you may continue your examination.”
            The clerk rose. “Court stands adjourned until two o’clock this afternoon,” he announced.
 



 
          16 Final Argument
 
            As JASON CAME OUT WITH THE CROWD, HE SAW CUT NOSE STANDing under a tree. The Indian beckoned to him with a slight upward jerk of the chin, and Jason joined him quickly. Cut Nose had his rifle.
            “I see those two bad men,” said Cut Nose softly.
            “I saw them, too,” Jason told him. “Through the window. Did you follow them?”
            Cut Nose’s black-gray mane tossed as he shook his head. “No. Stay here. Want to know what you do in white men’s council.”
            “Where did they go?” asked Jason.
            “That way.” Cut Nose lifted his palm to motion across the square, toward the stream where once he had won first place in the beef shoot. “Go beside water. Run away, I think.”
            “If we had them here—”
            “You want?” asked Cut Nose.
            “Yes, Cut Nose, I want!” Jason almost barked. “If I could have them, I’d make the sheriff arrest them for attempted murder. Once in jail, they’d have to tell us why they shot at Squire Colquitt.”
            “Huh!” grunted Cut Nose. “You make them talk?”
            “I’d make them talk, all right,” said Jason grimly.
            “Then I go,” Cut Nose said to him. “Bring back those bad men.”
            “But you said they’d run away—” began Jason.
            “I bring back.” Cut Nose grinned with fierce confidence. “I follow track. Can find deer, bear, fox. I catch bad men.”
            “If they went into the woods when they saw you, they may be waiting to catch you!”
            The grin grew broader, fiercer. “Yes. I know. They wait for me, but not know which way I come.”
            “They have guns,” argued Jason.
            “I got gun, too,” Cut Nose reminded him, and twitched the old rifle significantly.
            “All right,” said Jason. “Bring them back if you can.”
            “Into white men’s council?”
            “Yes, bring them right into the courtroom.”
            Cut Nose moved swiftly, noiselessly away across the town square.
            Jason walked back to Colquitt’s house for noon dinner. Betsy was there, putting on her bonnet. She had packed a satchel and a basket, and she came and talked while Jason ate corn dodger and greens and drank black coffee.
            “How is the case going?” Betsy asked.
            “Well,” he replied slowly, “it’s hard to answer that.”
            “Which means, not so well for us,” Betsy suggested.
            “Not so well,” Jason agreed. “I’ve done my best, and I’m afraid it isn’t good enough. Yet—”
            He fell silent.
            “Yet what?” Betsy prompted him.
            “Don’t forget that it isn’t over. It hasn’t gone to the jury. Maybe it won’t ever get to the jury.”
            “But—”
            “There’s still a possible big surprise for Milo Kinstrey and Asper Enderby,” Jason said harshly.
            “What sort of surprise?” demanded Betsy, then flung out her hand as though to keep him from answering. “No, I won’t ask that. I’ll get ready to leave. The stage goes at half-past one, and I’ll be on it, to go to Uncle Henry at Rayfield.”
            “Tell him not to worry, Betsy.”
            Her face brightened at last. “That surprise of yours will win the case, is that what you mean ?”
            “I don’t know.” Jason wiped his mouth and rose from the table, facing her. “Just tell him not to worry, I say. Tell him to get well and leave things here to me meanwhile.”
            “Uncle Henry and I can trust you to do your best,” Betsy said softly. “Good-by.”
            She put out her hand and took his; then, impulsively, she stepped close to him, caught him by his broad shoulders and kissed him. Without another word she turned away, took her satchel and basket, and left the house.
            Jason stood thinking for long moments. Then he took his hat and walked back to the tavern where court was being held.
            When he arrived, the big room was already filling again. Kinstrey stood with several friends, laughing and confident. Solicitor Parks, sitting on the front bench among a group of other lawyers, flashed Jason a sympathetic glance. At two o’clock sharp, Judge Hemphill entered and the crier declared court in session again.
            The judge looked around the crowded chamber. “I directed Major Westall to be present,” he said.
            Major Westall emerged from the mass of onlookers and approached the judge’s table. He walked heavily, and his face was a set mask of glowering embarrassment.
            “Major,” said Judge Hemphill, “this court finds you guilty of gross contempt, and assesses against you a fine of twenty dollars.”
            “Very well,” agreed the Major quietly. He dug a purse from the tail pocket of his coat, opened it, and laid two gold pieces on the table. The judge pushed them toward the clerk, who gathered them in.
            “You may remain in court,” went on Judge Hemphill, “on condition that you apologize for your behavior, and give me your promise not to repeat it.”
            Major Westall stood up straight, as though on dress parade. “Your Honor,” he said, slowly and glumly, “I deeply and honestly regret having transgressed against the proper usage at a legal hearing.”
            “You will also apologize to Mr. Enderby for the language you employed toward him.”
            “Your Honor!” cried Westall in furious protest. “I meant that language, every word of it.”
            “You will apologize to him,” repeated the judge inexorably, “or I must order you to leave this room.”
            Major Westall turned, and looked across the floor to where Enderby sat.
            “Sir,” he said grimly, “I am directed to say to you that I am sorry for addressing you as I did.”
            He stopped and breathed deeply and painfully, as though between swallows of some extremely bitter medicine.
            “I recognize,” he went on, “that I was at fault in speaking in that manner, before this court of law. I should have waited, sir, until we were both somewhere else.”
            Enderby smiled, and the Major’s eyes brightened dangerously.
            “That is sufficient, Major Westall,” decreed Judge Hemphill.
            Westall walked to the chair beside Jason, and sat down. Kinstrey rose again.
            “Please take the stand again, Mr. Enderby/’ Kinstrey invited, and the planter rose, crossed the floor, and seated himself beside the judge’s table.
            “I have wanted to clarify a point or two of your testimony,” elaborated Kinstrey easily. “I remind you of the circumstances to which you referred in your earlier testimony—the fact that your deed of sale to Major Westall did not include a description of the grave’s location and the agreement with the Indians, Black Rabbit and High Head, concerning that grave’s being kept undisturbed. Why did you not insist on such instruction?” “Because I respected Major Westall’s honor in all things, and accepted his spoken word,” replied Enderby. “He had already drawn up the instrument, and he did not care to change it. Nor did I press him to do so.”
            “You expected him to spare the grave, then ?”
            “I did.”
            “Do you still respect Major Westall’s sense of honor?”
            “I do,” was Enderby’s cheerful reply. “The Major’s reputation is that of a resolutely honorable man.”
            “Now, about that other matter the attorney for the plaintiff saw fit to drag in.” Kinstrey glanced derisively toward Jason. “This tale about two men who were supposed to have tried to kill Squire Colquitt. Did you have anything to do with such a plot?”
            “I have already said that I did not,” said Enderby.
            “I bring it up simply to emphasize the fact of your denial. Did you ever hear the story before ?”
            “I heard of an attempt against Squire Colquitt’s life last spring, and again I heard of his being wounded recently, in Rayfield. Nothing else of the circumstances.”
            “And you don’t know who attacked him?”
            “No”
            “That’s all, Mr. Enderby,” said Kinstrey.
            “Does the attorney for the plaintiff wish to cross-examine further?” asked the judge.
            Jason got to his feet. “Mr. Enderby, you sold this land to Major Westall under an incompletely stated agreement of sale. Was that, or was it not, properly and wisely done?”
            “The present situation shows that it was not properly and wisely done,” replied Enderby, with a touch of weariness in his smile.
            “In other words,” Jason elaborated, “you should have insisted on the inclusion of this matter about the grave, as it was included in the earlier instrument conveying the property to you.”
            “I agree now that I should have,” said Enderby, and behind Jason resounded the furious gasp of Major Westall.
            “And you say such things, while you claim to respect Major Wes tail’s sense of personal honor?”
            “I do, I do,” insisted the planter. “I respect his sense of honor toward any word he remembers giving. But plainly, certainly, he does not remember our spoken agreement about the grave.” “And you refuse to admit that you ordered criminals to try to kill Squire Henry Colquitt?”
            “Don’t answer that, Mr. Enderby!” shouted Kinstrey, rushing forward. “Your Honor, Mr. Enderby has denied that business, with the utter scorn the charge deserves. Now Squire Morgan brings it up again. He speaks of matters not pertinent to the case—he accuses Mr. Enderby of conspiracy to commit murder, and, by implication, he accuses me of suborning this witness to commit perjury!”
            “I accuse you both of just that!” Jason flung at him.
            “And I accuse you of bad faith and bad practice, sir!” Kinstrey flashed back. “I say that no such things should be uttered without proof!”
            “Proof may be forthcoming, before you expect it!” was Jason’s instant rejoinder.
            A blow of the gavel quieted them both.
            “There will be no injection of personal insult into this trial,” Judge Hemphill warned them.
            “Your Honor, I object to what the attorney for the plaintiff just said to me,” said Kinstrey, more calmly, “and I ask that it be stricken from the record.”
            “Objection sustained,” granted Judge Hemphill. “Mr. Clerk, you will strike the attorney’s remarks. The jury is directed to disregard them. Squire Morgan, any further cross-examination?”
            “No,” said Jason. “That’s all.”
            Enderby rose and walked back to his own chair.
            “And that concludes the evidence for the defense,” said Kinstrey.
            Judge Hemphill beckoned Jason and Kinstrey to his table.
            “How long will you take for your arguments to the jury ?” he asked them.
            “Fifteen minutes will amply suffice me, your Honor,” said Kinstrey.
            “And no more than that for the plaintiff,” added Jason.
            “Very well, Squire Morgan. The plaintiff will open with argument.”
            Jason felt a chill pass through him, from his tongue down to his very heels. He had not had time to think of the terms in which he would address the jury.
            “If Your Honor please,” he said, “the plaintiff will yield the right of the first argument to the defendant.”
            “Well?” Judge Hemphill asked Kinstrey.
            “I’ll be glad to open, Your Honor.” Kinstrey eyed Jason calculatingly, with all his maddening air of mockery. “Squire Morgan, you may have some profit in hearing me speak.”
            “I promise myself every profit in so hearing you, sir,” said Jason.
            He returned and sat down by Major Westall. Kinstrey strolled over in front of the two rows of jurymen, bowed gracefully, and clasped his hands behind his coat tails.
            “Gentlemen of the jury,” he began, “pray allow me to begin by thanking you for your attention. You are, as the law specifies, the proper and final arbiters of justice in this present case. You represent justice for the community, the county of Foresby, the State of Alabama, and the United States of America. You did well to sit together and hear the evidence carefully. What has been said here concerns a matter of human decency and legal propriety, the proper respect and treatment for the grave of a fellow man, who rests yonder in the public square of the town of Moshawnee.”
            He turned to look out of the window, and the eyes of several jurymen shifted that way, too. Kinstrey was a capable pleader, decided Jason. Already Kinstrey had the jury hanging on his words.
            “The evidence, gentlemen, has treated of the grave of an Indian called Sun Chief,” went on Kinstrey. “You did not know Sun Chief, nor did I. He seems to have died, full of years, before white men settled in this part of Alabama. He has gone to whatever reward waits for savage chieftains in the next world. But his children and his friends most certainly loved him and wanted his body to rest where it had been laid.”
            He paused to let that much sink in.
            “For that reason,” he continued, “they made an appeal to a white man they knew they could trust. He was my client, the defendant in this present action, Mr. Enderby. He, as you yourselves have heard him say, nor has the plaintiff properly or successfully denied it, agreed at once to respect the wishes of these Indians. He, to fulfil his promise, is here today before you, insisting on the rights at law and of common decency, of these poor simple Indians who placed their faith in him.”
            “Stab me, if Squire Kinstrey couldn’t talk the bark off a sycamore tree,” muttered Major Westall in Jason’s ear.
            Kinstrey heard the soft sound of the Major’s whisper. He glanced around at Jason and the Major, then returned his gaze to the jury.
            “Possibly I can save some trouble for my young friend here who argues the case for the plaintiff,” said Kinstrey, “by discussing the position of Indians, and how it must be treated by the courts of this state. I dare say that he makes ready, does young Squire Morgan, with high eloquence, to remind you of how I argued against taking an Indian’s word as opposed to that of Mr. Enderby. He will urge this as evidence that I am not in character when I speak of sympathy for Indians.” Again Kinstrey glanced around. “Am I right, Squire?”
            Jason stared at him in cold, silent anger.
            “Well, let me dispose of that beforehand.” Kinstrey once again addressed himself to the jury. “You, gentlemen, may not need to be lectured on the obvious, but I dare say I can clear the point for Squire Morgan. We must remember that the state statutes of Alabama will not allow Indians to give evidence before a court of law, because it is felt that Indians do not fully understand such matters. Therefore, gentlemen, we feel that Mr. Enderby is better able, and more apt, to speak truly and directly of the matter than would an Indian. However, we can —we must—sympathize with the feelings of Indians for the graves of their dead. They feel as you do, gentlemen, when you mourn for your fathers departed, when you lay them in their last sleep beneath the earth from which their bodies came, when you pray that the bones of your loved ones may rest undisturbed for all eternity.”
            One juryman nodded to another. Jason saw this, and so did Kinstrey, who permitted himself an agreeable smile of triumph.
            “The testimony here given has not been prolonged or complex,” he said, “and I need not weary you by needless reviewing of most of it. The important point, as I am confident you will agree, is what Major Westall says now in court, and what he said earlier in buying the land from Mr. Enderby. Gentlemen, Mr. Enderby speaks in praise and confidence of the Major’s high sense of honor. Nor do I question that honor, nor would any of you who had ever known him. It is only that this gallant old soldier is infirm and confused in what he remembers. He forgot what he agreed to do, and perhaps he remembers now and will carry out his promises, as has always been his custom.”
            Again Kinstrey glanced at the Major. “Impudent!” whispered the veteran to Jason.
            “But if the Major is venerable and counts many years,” resumed Kinstrey to the jury, “we cannot so excuse his attorney here in court, nor so sympathize with him. Gentlemen, you have heard, with obvious amusement, Squire Jason Morgan as he has pleaded—or failed to plead—his very first case at law. As an attorney, my friends, Squire Morgan is but one day old. Not even that, for this very morning he received his license. And physically—”
            He broke off, faced about, and smiled at Jason.
            “Under leave from the court, Mr. Morgan, how old are you ?”
            “Sir, I am nineteen years of age,” Jason replied, in a voice that shook with the worried wrath he could not disguise.
            “Nineteen,” repeated Kinstrey to the jury. “Yet he comes before us with his notions of evidence. You heard the tale of how the grave was opened—midnight, spades, bones. It was something with which to frighten children, was it not ? The bones were pig bones, it would seem. But does that prove that Sun Chief was not buried there? Without knowing the exact customs of Sun Chief’s tribe, gentlemen, is it not logical that Sun Chief’s people carried out the custom of burying with their loved one a supply of meat for his journey to the Happy Hunting Grounds?”
            Maybe that was so, mused Jason dolefully. Maybe Sun Chief had been buried there, too, just beneath the hog—but Cut Nose had said otherwise, and Cut Nose was telling the truth.
            “Nineteen,” said Kinstrey once again. “Gentlemen, Squire Morgan speaks with assurance, perhaps with pride, at such an age. Doubtless it seems a considerable tale of years to him—the snows of nineteen winters upon his head—sufficient, at least, to appear in a case of such importance as this one.”
            Kinstrey unclasped his hands from behind his back and lifted a long, elegant forefinger.
            “But,” his voice suddenly rang out, “all things are comparative. Most of you, gentlemen, were grown and at your trades before Mr. Morgan first saw the light of day. I myself, though not stricken in years, am of age enough to recollect—should I have charged my memory with so inconsiderable an event—the day of Mr. Morgan’s birth. And I have been at the law for ten very busy years.”
            He smiled at the jury. Several men smiled back at him, so infectious was his wit.
            “I confess, however,” he told them, “that I am quite old enough to remember a time when a boy’s first professional appearance at the bar of justice was not to be signalized by stupid impertinence to his seniors.” Kinstrey’s voice rose as if in sudden angry protest. “I myself came very humbly to the trial of my first case. I was aware that the upstart sauciness of a raw popinjay would not and could not move a jury of sensible and honest men, such as yourselves.”
            Spinning, he stabbed his forefinger at Jason.
            “You have heard how he launched, by spiteful questions, certain grave and insulting charges against Mr. Enderby, a man old enough to be his father; how he suggested that Mr. Enderby was a liar, a thief, and a party to attempted murder; and how he was unable to back up any of these charges with any evidence whatever before the court. Mr. Enderby, with restraint that well became him, calmly denied such things, promptly and definitely. This, Mr. Enderby feels—and so, I make no doubt, do you—should be sufficient to dispose of all those ridiculous charges.”
            Kinstrey had spoken to the jury, but he kept his eyes fixed on Jason. They shone brightly, those eyes. Now he turned his handsomely tailored back on Jason.
            “But I, as attorney for Mr. Enderby, owe him a duty not to forbear so generously,” he said. “This new-made lawyer has misconducted himself greatly and foolishly, and that he shall know right well before we have done with him in this case. Except for his insults and impudences, he has done nothing but amuse us with his clumsy conduct of this legal matter. I recommend, for his own sake, that he go back to school. Manners should be flogged into him by a competent professor with a bundle of hickory switches.”
            At this, laughter rang through the courtroom. Attorneys, spectators, and several of the jurors were unable to contain their merriment. Judge Hemphill rapped for order. This time it was Major Westall who seized Jason by the sleeve to keep him in his chair.
            Kinstrey was bowing to the jury as gracefully as though he were at a grand ball.
            “Gentlemen,” he finished, “it would be idle for me, and irksome for you, if I detained you longer in argument of a case that needs so little argument. I yield the floor to Squire Morgan. He, I dare say, will give you some wholesome entertainment with what he can find to say on behalf of the plaintiff.”
            He sat down beside Enderby and accepted a pinch of snuff from the planter’s glittering box.
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            Major Westall’s old hand fell from Jason’s sleeve, and Jason rose slowly to his full height. He heard a hushed titter among the listeners on the benches, and the fury that rose within him drove the last nervous quiver from his limbs. He took a step away from his chair. That step seemed to place him in a great empty area, away from chairs, desks, companions, away from everything. He looked at Judge Hemphill, who waited like a stone figure of stern justice; then he looked at the jurymen. They sat waiting, and one or two could not conceal grins.
            That grinning completed the work of steadying Jason. He reflected, briefly, that so far he had managed his first case as a green rider manages an unbroken, rebellious horse. It had refused to move when he wanted it to; it had almost run away with him without his wish. But now he could say what was in his mind about the courthouse matter.
            “If Your Honor please,” Jason began slowly, “and gentlemen of the jury. I take leave to begin by noting what Squire Kinstrey has just said about my youth.”
            From the corner of his eye he saw that Kinstrey whispered to Enderby, and that both of them laughed silently.
            “Perhaps he attempts to argue that being young is a crime,” went on Jason. “You, as a jury in a court of law, had best decide that question for us. If youth is a crime, then I am guilty. I cannot remedy my fault of having no more than nineteen years. Nor can I reasonably excuse it. Nobody can ultimately depart from the truth, though once or twice during this trial such a departure has been attempted. I can only hope that my youth will vanish from me as time goes on, and that when I have maturity at last I will have gained with it the intelligence and manners lacked by the attorney who here represents the defendant.”
            Now Jason let himself look full at Milo Kinstrey, who still sat chuckling.
            “I am young, yes,” said Jason, more earnestly, “yet, I think, I am past my childhood. I’m not a helpless baby, gentlemen. The things that have been said about me, and about the case in which I am called before you, I feel able to answer with my own words before this court. As to Squire Kinstrey’s suggestion that I should be whipped with hickory switches—” He broke off, and gazed levelly at the other attorney. “I feel able, also, to defend myself with blows somewhere else. Gentlemen of the jury, you may come and watch there, if you like, to see who gets the worst whipping.”
            “Good for you, youngster!” cried somebody from the benches.
            “Who said that?” cried Judge Hemphill. “Mr. Sheriff, if there is more disturbance, arrest someone.”
            Silence again; but Jason, glancing benchward, saw Snipe Witherspoon wink swiftly.
            Kinstrey stirred where he sat. “Your Honor,” he said, with a fine show of languid good humor, “I venture to speak at this moment, to hope that Squire Morgan does not add to his indiscretions by offering me a challenge in your presence.”
            “I offer no challenge, your Honor,” said Jason, more sharply still. “I simply comment on what has been said, to me and about me, in scorn and criticism. I say it in order that nobody will believe me afraid, of hickory switches or other weapons.”
            The judge said nothing for a moment, but a glint in his eye suggested a trace of amusement. Then:
            “If you gentlemen have finished with your hints of violence,” he said, “the court will be obliged to have you return to the matter of law now before us.”
            “I shall be glad to do so, your Honor,” vowed Jason. “Now, gentlemen of the jury, I shall most certainly return to the matter of law before us. I’ll begin by saying frankly that this should have been a criminal trial, not a civil one.”
            “Wait, Squire Morgan!” rapped Judge Hemphill, his hand on his gavel. “I, too, recognize your youth and inexperience, and I must remind you that you are obliged to confine yourself to what the evidence has purported to show.”
            Looking around at the judge, Jason had a view of the front window, and his heart rose like a bird.
            For through the window he saw three men approaching across the town square, one man behind the other two. They walked swiftly, tensely. The two in the lead were the men who had twice tried to kill Squire Colquitt. Behind them walked Cut Nose, his rifle at the ready, his face like a whittled mask of stern, deadly purpose.
            “Your Honor, evidence has been concealed here until this very moment,” said Jason, his voice suddenly resonant with triumph. “The defendant in this case has been guilty of fraud, deceit, and complicity in attempted theft and murder!”
            “For the last time, young man, confine yourself to the evidence!” barked Judge Hemphill threateningly.
            “I am doing so, your Honor. Mr. Enderby sat here as a witness, under oath to tell the truth, and he denied that he had hired criminals to attack Squire Colquitt. Your Honor, the time has come to bring his lie home to him!”
            Enderby’s face turned bright red, and he leaned forward. Kinstrey hopped to his feet.
            “Here they are, Mr. Enderby!” cried Jason. “The living answers to your lies!”
            There was a disturbance as the door opened. The crowd in the aisle fell back left and right, everybody seeming to cry out at once. Into the room walked the two men Jason knew, the heavy one and the lean, swarthy one, their hands lifted above their heads. Behind them, hard and menacing as a war hatchet, paced Cut Nose.
            Yet again Judge Hemphill’s gavel fell, but Jason took two long, quick strides to the table.
            “Your Honor, I urge you to hear me out for a dozen words,” he pleaded. “I’m going to impeach Mr. Enderby’s testimony and claims, exhibit him before your Honor and this jury as criminally false.” He pointed toward the two approaching prisoners. “Look at those men, Asper Enderby! Your fellow-plotters have come home to roost!”
            Enderby sprang up and whirled around. The two men paused almost before him, and he stared into the heavy face, then into the gaunt, swarthy one.
            “What’s this trick ?” he demanded.
            “It’s no trick at all, sir,” said Jason. “They’re the men you hired to kill Squire Colquitt, to keep him from trying this case against you. They’re the men who dug up Sun Chief’s body, and they’re here to say so. Why don’t you tell the truth, too?”
            “I never set eye on either of these two gallows-birds before in my life!” Enderby fairly howled.
            “Squire Morgan, I warn you—” began Judge Hemphill, but a louder voice shouted him down.
            “Gallows-birds, is it, you call us?” bellowed the swarthy, lean man with the pointed beard. “You’re going to save your skin by saying you don’t know us? Let us go to jail when you put us up to all this?”
            The heavy man made a leap. His hands reached for Enderby’s throat. Cut Nose struck with the barrel of his rifle as with a whip. The heavy man crumpled and fell with a gusty sigh.
            Then a racket broke out everywhere; the listeners, the lawyers, the twelve jurymen starting from their seats—all shouted and shoved at once. Jason moved from the table toward the smaller prisoner, who stood transfixed while his eyes glared murderously at Enderby.
            “Mr. Sheriff!” raged Judge Hemphill, on his feet with the others. “I want order in this courtroom, and at once!”
            Sheriff Thompson came pushing powerfully through the crowd, and his hand fell on the shoulder of the swarthy little man.
            “All right, Sheriff!” wailed the prisoner. “All right, I did it! But I wasn’t alone, and I’m not going to take the blame alone!”
            “Shut up, you,” Enderby shouted at him.
            “I won’t shut up!” The spike-bearded face writhed, a sinewy hand lifted and pointed at Enderby. “He made me do it, Sheriff! He paid me and Harry Munson to shoot at Squire Colquitt—”
            Enderby shoved a hand inside his vest and whipped out a snub-nosed, broad-muzzled pocket pistol. He thrust it almost into his accuser’s swarthy face.
            But Jason dived at Enderby. Stooping low as he threw himself, he clasped his long arms around Enderby’s legs, gathered them close, and threw the planter heavily upon the floor planking. They both struck with a mighty whack. Struggling to pin
            Enderby, Jason caught the wrist of the hand that held the pistol. There was a roaring report, but the bullet drove into the wood of the floor.
            “You’re under arrest!” Jason heard Sheriff Thompson shout above the clamor of the crowd, and felt a hard hand clutching his shoulder.
            He rose quickly, his eyes smarting from powder smoke, and turned to stammer some sort of protest. But Thompson was looking, not at him but at Enderby, who still lay sprawled on the floor; and Jason knew that it was the planter who was under arrest.
            Slowly Enderby got to his feet. Sheriff Thompson took die still smoking pistol from Enderby’s limp hand.
            “The next person who speaks without leave,” came Judge Hemphill’s angry cry, “will be locked in the county jail for thirty days, with bread and water to eat and a ball and chain fast to his ankle!”
            Once again he brought down the gavel upon the hard wooden table. “Sit down, everyone!” he commanded in a voice like the firing of a great cannon.
            People obeyed him. The jurymen dropped back into their chairs. The lawyers returned to their places. Spectators sought to crowd into their places on the benches. In the open space remained only Enderby, Sheriff Thompson, Jason, Cut Nose, and the sinewy little man with the chin beard. The stocky fellow called Harry still lay limply where Cut Nose’s rifle barrel had felled him.
            “Somebody tend to that fellow who got knocked down,” ordered the judge. “Now, Sheriff, fetch those other people forward to me.”
            Thompson caught the bearded man by the collar, and with his other hand pushed Enderby toward the desk. Jason followed them, and Cut Nose, gun laid across his left arm, followed Jason. They ranged themselves in a row before the table. The judge stared from one to the other of them, his eyes fierce and challenging.
            “Very well, you,” he addressed the bearded man. “What’s your name?”
            A pause. A tongue licked the lean lips. “Stamm Harnish,” was the mumbled reply.
            “Is that your real name?” barked the judge.
            “Yes, sir—yes, Your Honor. He,” and the beard wagged toward the tottering Enderby, “he knows me.”
            “Is that true, sir?” the judge demanded of Enderby.
            “Yes, Your Honor,” admitted Enderby wretchedly. “His name’s Stamm Harnish.”
            “All right, Stamm Harnish.” Judge Hemphill fixed his baleful eyes upon the man. “Tell us exactly what this is about, and don’t lie. Because if you do, we’ll find out, and then it will be ten times worse for you.”
            “I’ll tell the truth, Your Honor,” said Stamm Harnish, his voice shaking. “He—Mr. Enderby, I mean—set Harry and me on Squire Colquitt.”
            “Harry?” echoed the judge. “Who’s Harry? That fellow lying on the floor yonder?”
            “Yes. That’s Harry Munson. Mr. Enderby told us last spring —the time of circuit court, that’s when it was—that Squire Colquitt had a big sum of money with him, the fees he’d collected; told us where we could meet him and kill him and take his money.”
            “I was there when they tried to do it, Your Honor,” offered Jason.
            “Squire Morgan, oblige me by waiting until I ask you something before you speak,” Judge Hemphill withered him. “I’ve heard this story; Colquitt himself told me about it. Well, Harnish, you failed to kill and rob Squire Colquitt that first time. What then?”
            “Mr. Enderby wanted us to kill that Indian—the one back there behind me.” Harnish did not want to look at Cut Nose, but he jerked his head to show whom he meant. “We didn’t get to do it. Then, last Friday, Mr. Enderby gave us money. He said we were to shoot Squire Colquitt—we were in Rayfield then—get him out of this case.”
            “And that’s a lie!” blustered Enderby.
            “Sheriff,” growled the judge, “if Mr. Enderby so much as opens his mouth again except to answer a direct question from this court, you are to hit him over the head with something. Whatever sort of murdering outlaw this man Harnish is, I think he’s telling the truth. Go on with your story, Harnish. Tell us how Mr. Enderby came to be acquainted with you and your partner who looks so languid back there.”
            “We used to work for him, Your Honor,” said Harnish. “We got into some law trouble and had to go away, but we kept in touch.”
            “Squire Morgan,” said the judge thoughtfully, “did you suggest that these men had something to do with digging up Sun Chief’s body before the sale to Major Westall?”
            “We did that, Your Honor,” supplied Harnish. “Dug up the grave of Sun Chief so his people could take his bones with them when they traveled off West.”
            “I see,” nodded the judge, “and what did you put in the grave when you filled it up again?”
            “Why, nothing,” said Harnish. “We just flung in some trash— the Indians had roasted a hog and ate it—”
            “And you buried those bones where Sun Chief’s bones had been,” finished the judge for him. “Thank you, Harnish. You’ve cleared up one little mystery. That will do for the moment.” He leaned back. He looked weary and worn, and somewhat apologetic, as he nodded to Jason.
            “Squire Morgan, perhaps you have something to ask.”
            “Your Honor, I move that the trial be reopened,” replied Jason exultantly. “I move that this man Harnish be sworn as a witness and that his story be heard by the jury in proper form.”
            “Oh, ten thousand devils!” groaned Judge Hemphill. “That won’t be necessary. Not this term of court. Sheriff, put these three men under lock and key.”
            “Which three, Your Honor?” asked Thompson.
            “Enderby and Harnish and—what’s his name there? He seems to be trying to sit up. Oh, yes, Harry Munson. Lock them up. Where’s Mr. Solicitor Parks?”
            “I’m here, Your Honor,” said the solicitor from the rear of the room.
            “You recognize, Mr. Solicitor, that you will have certain matters to attend to in the way of criminal charges? Ask the sheriff to help you. But first—oh yes, Squire Morgan, we mustn’t forget this matter of the courthouse. Where’s the attorney for the defendant?”
            “Squire Kinstrey!” called the clerk.
            Nobody answered. Jason turned and looked around the room. Kinstrey was not in sight.
            “Please, Your Honor,” spoke up Snipe Witherspoon, “Squire Kinstrey left. Mighty sudden and quick, too, like he was going somewhere far off.”
            “Mmmmm,” the judge murmured. “Perhaps he felt that he had a good reason. Well, I’ll proceed without him.”
            He turned in his chair and looked at the jury.
            “Gentlemen, it is my duty, as presiding judge of this court, to instruct you. I doubt whether I shall need as much as a full minute to do so. The court hereby advises and directs that you and each of you shall, here and now, return a verdict for the plaintiff in this matter, setting aside and holding for naught the restraining order brought by the defendant to enjoin the plaintiff from causing the courthouse to be built. Is that understood? No, no, don’t bother to tell me. Mr. Clerk, record the matter as so dealt with.”
            And he sagged down in his chair. He looked old and almost sick.
            “This court will stand adjourned until tomorrow morning at half-past nine o’clock,” he said.
 
              



 
          18 A Sign for the Door
 
            The late November weather was warm, even for Alabama. The sun shone brightly through the last of autumn’s red and yellow leaves, making a pleasant mildness in the front yard of Squire Henry Colquitt.
            When Solicitor Rinehart Parks rode into Moshawnee and came to call, Jason brought out two comfortable chairs with bottoms of woven juniper bark, and placed them against the sunny side of the office shed. He and Parks sat and talked there, without overcoats or hats. Through the half-open front windows of the house resounded a clatter of pots and pans as brown Purney prepared the noon meal. Once Betsy came out to shake a dust cloth, and smiled and waved at Jason and the solicitor.
            As Parks and Jason talked, they glanced now and then toward Moshawnee’s town square. In its center a sturdy foundation of stone had been laid and strongly mortared. At the rear half workmen were pegging sills for the timber structure that would make up the back section of Foresby County’s new courthouse. The fore part would be of cut stone, and masons were being sent from Montgomery to build it properly.
            “By the spring term of circuit court, that building will be ready,” observed Jason. “The jail’s already finished. That’s right, we have a jail, and we have people in it, too.”
            “I know,” Parks replied. “I’ve just come from there. I was interviewing those two unhappy fellows, Harry Munson and Stamm Harnish.”
            “And did they have something to tell you?”
            “They had a vast deal to tell me, all of it interesting. They’re ready to plead guilty, give full evidence for the state, and throw themselves on the mercy of the court in hopes of a light sentence.”
            “Those murderers!” Jason growled, and Parks could not but smile at him.
            “Gently, my friend, gently. Munson and Harnish aren’t murderers with any great success, so far as we can learn, and we’ve been fairly deep into their records. No, only would-be murderers. In two tries at Squire Colquitt and one at Cut Nose, they were 'unable to inflict a mortal wound. That argues no great skill at murdering.”
            “Maybe not,” admitted Jason. “But they’re lucky to be alive themselves.”
            “I think they realize as much. A reduced sentence, with perhaps more time off if they’re well behaved in prison—who knows? They might turn honest when they’re free, for sheer terror of being locked up again.”
            “And you say they’ll testify against Enderby?”
            “Aye, and to considerable purpose for the state’s case. They’re eager to testify.”
            “I thought so when I talked to them in jail myself,” Jason confessed. “I gather that they have known Enderby for a number of years, and did more than one unsavory job for him.”
            “Many more than one, Jason,” agreed Parks. “As the story comes out, it seems that the three of them arrived in Alabama as a partnership of petty swindlers. Enderby struck out for himself, managed to get some money together—”
            “Dishonestly, I’ll wager,” put in Jason.
            “He prospered by buying Indian lands cheaply,” went on Parks. “But he kept in touch with his old friends, and from time to time he had work for them. Unsavory work, as you very aptly put it. That’s how they happened to be with him at the time they dug up Sun Chief’s body.”
            “Well, if they help us to convict him, I’ll cool my blood,” Jason relented.
            “Probably we can trust them for that, even though they never were trustworthy before. They feel that Enderby tried to turn against them that day when Cut Nose marched them into court and Enderby denied knowing them. Enderby, of course, is going to fight the accusations against him.”
            “But without Kinstrey this time,” added Jason.
            Parks laughed, somewhat sardonically. “Kinstrey is certainly out of the picture. Did you know that once he wanted to be Squire Colquitt’s partner?”
            “I’ve been told that,” said Jason, remembering Betsy’s story.
            “And the Squire refused—he’s refused so many offers of partnership, but never did he do better than to refuse Kinstrey. That poor scoundrel Kinstrey is done for now. If he ever comes into the new courthouse yonder, it will be as a prisoner, not a lawyer.”
            “And nobody knows where he is?” asked Jason.
            “Nobody I can find, and I’ve tried,” said Parks. “Kinstrey left here running at top speed. Apparently he didn’t stop until he was far away and well hidden. One of the wisest decisions he could make, at that. Munson and Harnish keep telling us more and more to implicate Kinstrey in Enderby’s scheme to falsify the grave business.”
            “He’ll be charged and tried, then,” said Jason.
            “If he can be brought back here for trial, yes. He’s been disbarred already. Wherever he goes, he can’t practice law.”
            Jason looked up at the clear blue sky. “I remember how once Kinstrey and Enderby talked to me about seeking some new frontier—Mississippi or Arkansas.”
            “That new frontier may be what Kinstrey has sought. I might ask somebody to make inquiry. But surely he had the foresight to change his name, grow whiskers, hide his trail and himself. Meanwhile, his client Enderby’s made heavy bail to get out, and he’s hiring lawyer after lawyer to defend himself against our charge. There are so many charges, you know.”
            “Fraud,” said Jason. “Perjury. Obstruction of justice. Conspiracy and complicity in attempted murder. Assault with intent to kill.”
            “All of those,” agreed Parks, “and his two repentant accomplices will be the witnesses to convict him. I would take n© wagers on Enderby’s going free. The more so when I have you with me for the state—Squire Jason Morgan, special prosecutor,” Parks grinned over the words. “Scores of people, throughout the whole state, want to come and hear you lock the door on Enderby. I myself will relish hearing you address the jury.” “I’ll do my best, sir,” promised Jason. “I hope I’ll be some help to you as a prosecutor.”
            “I know you’ll be brilliant.” Pausing, Parks lighted a cigar. Above it he studied Jason calculatingly. “And that brings me to my real reason for coming to see you.”
            “Real reason, sir? What’s that?”
            “How would you like to give all your time to prosecution? How would you like to be solicitor for this circuit ?”
            “I!” cried Jason, utterly amazed. “But I never thought of such a thing, sir!”
            “If you didn’t, others have thought of it for you. Hark you, Jason, have you heard about Judge Hemphill’s new political plans?”
            Jason was sitting up straight in his chair, gazing blankly at Parks.
            “What have his plans to do with it?” he demanded at last. “I did hear that he thinks of offering for Congress in this district, but that’s all.”
            “Oh, he has fully decided to run, and if he does so, he’ll be elected of course. Who could seriously oppose Judge Hemphill for Congress ? Next fall will see him elected, and the following spring will see him in Washington.”
            “I still don’t understand how this concerns me, except as a friend of the judge.”
            Parks laughed. “Then you’re more stupid than ever I dreamed; or, likely, you’re pretending to be stupid. When Judge Hemphill becomes Congressman Hemphill, there must be a new judge for this circuit. And a number of the more influential gentlemen concerned have been kind enough to suggest that I might very properly and logically come to the bench. How would you like that?”
            “Sir, I’d like it very much indeed,” said Jason honestly.
            “Thank you,” said Parks. “Judge Hemphill himself will bring his influence to back me. The circuit judgeship is, of course, in the gift of the legislature. And I have every assurance that I will be appointed, early year after next—in time to sit at the spring circuit for 1835. Well, Jason,” and Parks blew out cigar smoke, “if the solicitor becomes judge in place of Hemphill, that leaves the solicitorship open in turn. And that, since you pretend not to guess, is why I have come to see you today.”
            Parks closed his lips on the cigar once again.
            “Well, sir, if you mean that I’m to be solicitor,” said Jason, “you’ll forgive me for saying that it seems ridiculous. I’m not yet twenty, and I’ve had no true experience.”
            “You’ll be twenty before this present year is out,” reminded Parks, “and you’ll be twenty-one by the time you receive your appointment. As for experience, there’s a full year of that before you. If you thrive as you’ve begun, why, heaven help those who must stand to oppose you!”
            Parks was grinning again, and Jason felt himself helplessly confused and embarrassed.
            “Every step of the way, you’ve shown yourself a born master of courtroom law,” Parks told him impressively. “The very first day we met, you told me how to win a criminal case.”
            “Oh, the business of how tall Brundage might look to various people,” Jason said. “A simple thing, that.”
            “Aye, a simple thing,” agreed Parks. “So simple that nobody thought of it, myself included, until you pointed it out. And then, your first case in court. In you walked, with the mud still sticking to your shoes from where you’d stood in the yard to be examined for your license by Judge Hemphill and me. Milo Kinstrey—and I still wonder what happened to Squire Kinstrey —thought he had the case won before it was called. So, I must confess, did I. And so did every lawyer who sat there to hear. But, with all things cunningly set against you, you rose to speak to the jury.”
            “I was frightened,” remembered Jason.
            “Were you so? But you began by answering, with a crushing eloquence, the jibes at your youth.”
            “I was angry, too.”
            “But you did not lose your head in anger. And, at just the right moment, like one who has written and staged a mighty dramatic spectacle, you brought in Stamm Harnish and Harry Munson to confront and destroy Enderby and Kinstrey.”
            “Mr. Parks, I’ve told you repeatedly that that was nothing but sheer luck,” said Jason wearily.
            “Luck,” repeated Parks, “luck, indeed. If so, then your luck is wondrous, miraculous. Recognize it, Jason. Cultivate it as you would cultivate any other professional asset. For a successful lawyer must have luck, and lots of it, and know how to employ it.”
            “You refuse to believe that it was mere chance that Cut Nose brought in those rascals when he did,” accused Jason.
            “Oh, I believe. But you saw the possibility, seized upon it. When you’re older, Jason, you’ll know that all the luck in the world is worthless without wit and will and courage to take full advantage of it.”
            “That seems to make good sense,” said Jason thoughtfully.
            “All right then.” Parks leaned forward. “Give me the word, and I’ll go forward and smooth the way to the solicitorship for you. Judge Hemphill himself is ready to speak for you, just as he will speak for me. Most of the other lawyers on the circuit, save only a few who are too afraid of you already, will endorse you. And in the legislature—”
            “Mr. Parks, I thank you,” broke in Jason, forgetting his manners. “I thank you from the bottom of my heart. But I can’t think of being the solicitor.”
            “What’s that you’re saying?” Parks sputtered in his surprise. “You, Jason, just beginning as a lawyer, and you won’t take a chance like this ? What did you agree with me, even now, about employing the luck that comes your way?”
            “I’m already spoken for, and my time,” said Jason, “Ever since the courthouse trial, I’ve been sought out by clients.”
            “Important clients?”
            “Not all of them. But one or two matters—that big land-claim settlement at Birch Springs—are interesting, and won’t be settled at a single session of court. They are cases involving money and legal precedent. I may have to work on them for years.”
            Parks’s stare turned from amazement to respect.
            “Egad,” the solicitor breathed. “You’ve been retained in the land-claim settlement suit?”
            “Well, the Birch Springs litigants have engaged Squire Colquitt,” said Jason, “but they were so flattering as to stipulate that I must be actively associated. And Squire Colquitt, in agreeing, swore me to pull my weight in the case.”
            Parks shrugged, and pushed his chair back so that he leaned I against the office wall. He tapped ashes from his cigar and sighed heavily.
            “If you’re to have employment like that, you’re wise to stay in private practice,” he said. “You’ll become famous, Jason, and you’ll become passing well off in dollars, too.”
            “There are more points to the practice of law than those decided by judges and juries,” Jason made bold to argue. “It may be that the lawyers most talked of are those who plead in public. But there is also the law that works quietly, sir—in offices, in private conferences, helping the country move ahead with the least trouble and ill feeling and the most profit. Indeed, there have been several small cases that I’ve already so handled as to avoid court action.”
            “Truly?” prompted Parks.
            “It’s surprising how often a dispute can be settled in an office, with both sides made happy, when the lawyer can show the fairness of things to one man as well as to the other.”
            “Jason,” said Parks, with frank admiration, “you speak wisely enough for Squire Colquitt or Judge Hemphill himself. What you say is simple and obvious—as obvious, perhaps, as how tall Brundage looked to this witness or that. But it’s a truth that must be repeated over and over.”
            “I’m sorry you had your visit here for nothing, sir.”
            “Well, others are ambitious for the solicitorship if you’re not,” Parks informed Jason. “If you won’t seek it, I suppose Squire Frye is the logical man. I believe you know Frye, don’t you?”
            “I’ve met him,” nodded Jason. “I hope to be considered his friend.”
            “Then,” Parks pleaded, “if he becomes solicitor after me, and you find yourself opposing him, have a trifle of mercy. Don’t utterly demolish him, like another Milo Kinstrey.”
            “Well, gentlemen!” a voice hailed them from the house.
            Out walked Squire Colquitt, with his coat off and his vest open. His right arm was still in a sling, but under it he had tucked a broad rectangular board. In his sound left hand he bore a hammer.
            “I need your help for a little chore, Jason,” he said, walking toward the two.
            Jason got to his feet. “Of course, Squire. What can I do for you?”
            “Here, take this hammer. And here’s a big spike nail. I want to fasten something up beside the door of the office.”
            “I painted that sign,” called Betsy, also coming out into the yard.
            Jason took hammer and spike. Parks, too, rose from his chair, and followed Colquitt and Jason around the corner of the office to the front door. Betsy came to join them. Colquitt took the board from under his arm, studied the front wall of the little building a moment, then placed the board against the doorside planks at the height of his eye.
             “All right, lad,” he said. “Drive that spike in.”
            With three powerful strokes of the hammer, Jason did so. Colquitt took him by the elbow and drew him back and away. “Now read what it says,” he commanded.
            Capital letters in black paint leaped out at Jason:
             
Henry Colquit& Jason Morgan
 
Attorneys at Law
 
             “Bravo!” cried Parks, and Betsy clapped her hands. Then she linked one arm with Jason’s, the other with her uncle’s, and stood admiring the sign.
            “I vow, Jason and I were but now remarking on the fact that you had never taken a partner,” said Parks to Colquitt.
            “I’ve taken one at last,” smiled the Squire.
            “Congratulations, Jason,” said Parks heartily. “And congratulations to you, too, Squire, on your new associate. I envy you.”
            “I envy Jason!” shouted someone from the path in front.
            It was Major Westall, tramping sturdily along, staff in hand. Behind him came Alexander Kift.
            “Am I in time for the news to put in the Sentinel?” he called.
            “You’re in time for the celebration,” called back Betsy. “And behind you I see Mr. Witherspoon and Mr. Parham and Mr. Darby Baugh. Purney’s putting dinner on the table, and Jason’s the guest of honor.”
            “To be young, to be fighting for success,” Major Westall was saying. “Thunder, gentlemen! It’s glorious!”
             Cut Nose was there, too, standing out in the street, silently grinning his congratulations. And Snipe Witherspoon and Darby Baugh, catching up with the editor, made haste to offer their hands to Jason.
            “Let’s have a speech from Squire Jason Morgan,” suggested Parks, and there was a concerted yell of approval. “Come on, Jason, you have an audience for your eloquence. Speech!”
            Jason, snuggling Betsy’s arm against him, looked helplessly from one smiling face to another.
            “I’m afraid I don’t have anything to say,” he confessed.
            And the applause was deafening.
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