THE MOST DANGEROUS GAME
BY RICHARD CONNELL

“Off there to the right—somewhere—is a large island,” said Whitey. “It’s
rather a mystery—"

“What island is it?” Rainsford asked.

“The old charts call it ‘Ship-Trap Island,” Whitney replied. “A suggestive
name, isn't it? Sailors have a curious dread of the place. I don’t know why.
Some superstition—"

“Can't see it,” remarked Rainsford, trying to peer through the dank tropical
night that was palpable as it pressed its thick warm blackness in upon the yacht. [,

“You've good eyes,” said Whitney, with a laugh, “and I've seen you pick off a

10 moose moving in the brown fall bush at four hundred yards, but even you can't
see four miles or so through a moonless Caribbean night.”

“Nor four yards,” admitted Rainsford. “Ugh! It’s like moist black velvet.”

“It will be light enough in Rio,” promised Whitney. “We should make it in
a few days. | hope the jaguar guns have come from Purdey’s. We should have
some good hunting up the Amazon. Great sport, hunting.”

“The best sport in the world,” agreed Rainsford.

“For the hunter,” amended Whitney. “Not for the jaguar.”

“Don't talk rot, Whitney,” said Rainsford. “You're a big-game hunter, not a
philosopher. Who cares how a jaguar feels?”

20 “Perhaps the jaguar does,” observed Whitney.

“Bah! They've no understanding.” ¢y

1. Rio: Rio de Janeiro (r&’0 da zha-nar'dh, a city on the coast of Brazil,
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“Even sa, | rather think they uncerstand ane thing—rtear The tear of pain
and the tear of death.”

“Nonscnse,” langhed Rairsford. “This hot vaeather is makinz vou soft,
Whimey. Be a realist, The wordd is made up of rtwo classes  the hunters and
the huntees, Luckily. you and | are hunters, Do you think we've passed that
icland yet?” 0

“I can't tell in the dak. | hope s0.”

“Why:” asked Rainsford.

“The place has a reputation—a bad ene.”

“Cannibals:” suggesred Rainstord.

“Hardly. Even cannibals wouldnt live in such a Godforsaken place. Bur
1s gotten into suler lore, somehow. Dide’t vou netice that the crew’s nerves
seemed o bt jumpy today?”

“They were « bit yuangs. now you mention it Even Captain Nieglsen—"

“Yes, even that tough-minded old Sveds whe'd go up te the del
himze !f and 2k him for a light. Thase fishy blue eves held a look 1 never saw
there kefare, All T could pet aur of him was: “This plzce has an evil name
among seataring men, sir.” Then he said ro me, very gravely: "Den’t you feel
anything?' a3 it the air abour us was actually poisonous. Now, you mustat
Lwugh when | tell vou this—I| did fee! sometung ke a sudden chull,

“There way 0o bresze, The sea was as [at as a plate-glass vindow, We wee
dravsing near the island then. What I felt was a—a menral chill; a <ot of
sudden dread.”

“Pure imagination,” said Rainsford. “Ore supemstitions szilor ean rzint the
whole ship’s company with his fear”

“Maybe. Bur sometimes | think <ailors have an exma <ense thac tells them
when they sre 21 danger. Sometmes | think evil is a tangible dung—with
wivdengtls, ust ay sound and light have. Anevil place can. o (o speak,
broadcast vibrations of evil. Anyhow ['m glad we're getring out of this zone.
Well, T think Pl toem in now, Rainsford.” 0

“T'm nat sleepy.” said Rainsford. “T'm going 1o smoke anather pipe up on
the afterdeck.”

“Good night, then, Rainsterd. Sez you ar breakfast,”

“Right. Good right, Whitney.”

There was no sound i the night as Rainsford sat thae but the maflled
thiob of the engine that drove the yache swiltly duough the dackuess, and the
swish and dpple of the wash of the propeller.

Rainsford, reclining in a steamer chair, indalently puffed an hiz favorite
brier.® The censuous drowsiness of the night was en him. “It’s so dade,” he
thought, “that I could ¢leep witheur closing my eyes: the night would be my
eyelids—" 3

i, bries b o 31bMco pind,
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An ahmp{ seund startled him, CfF ta the right he heard it, and his ears,

expert ir such matters, eonld not ke mistaker. Again he heard the sound, and

again. Somewhere, ofF in the Elackness, sameanc had fired a pun three rimes.

Rainsford sprang up and moved quickly to the rail, mysttied, He strained
his eyes in the direcion from which the reperts had come, but it was like
wving (o see Uuough a blunke . He leaped upen the wail and balowed linsell
there, to get greater elevation; his pipe, striking a rope, was knocked from his
routh. Ile lunged for it a shoct, hoarse cry came from his lips as he realized
he had reached oo far and had lest his balanee, The erv was pinched off shore
as the blood-warm waters of the Carbbean Sea elosed over his kead. ()

He struggled up ro the surface and tred o ay our, bur the wash from the
speecing yacht slapped hum in the face, and the salt water in his open mouth
mace lum gug and suangle. Desperately he struck cut with sirong sirokes
alier the receding lighis of the yache. but he stopped Lefore Lie had swu [ifiy
feet. A certain cool-headsdriess had come to him; it was not the ficsr time he
had heen in a tighr place. Thers was a ehance that hiz eries could ke heard by
someone aboard the yacht, bur thar chanee was slender and grew more slender
as the yacht raced on. He wrestlad himselt our of hic clothes and shourad with
all his power. The lights of the yachr became faint and ever vanishing tireHies;
then they were blotiec out enurey by the mzghe &

Rainsfond remenibered die shots, They bud cowe fron the dght. and
coggedly he svam in thar direction, swimming with slow, deliberate strokes,
conserving his strength. Fara seemingly cndless time he faughr the sea. He
began ta counr his strakes; he could de passikly 2 hundred more and then

Rainsford heard a ccund. It came out of the dzdmese, a high, sercaming
sound. the sound ot an animal in an exwemicy of anguich and rerrer.

He did not recognre the animeal that made the sound; he did not wy to;
with fiash vicalivy he swan woward the sound. He heard it again; then it vas
cut short by another neise, crisp, sraccaro.

“Mztal shot,” murrered Rainsford. swimming on.

Ten minures of derermincd offast bronght another :oitmd ro his cars—rthe
maost weleame he had ever heard  the murrering and growling of the sea
breaking on a rocky shore. He was almost en the rocks betorz he caw them:
e a it dess calm hie would have been shatered aganse them. Witk fus
cernaining strength be diagged himself Tom the swiding waters, Tagged ciags
appeared to jut up o the opaqueness; be forced binusell upward, band ove

band. Gasping, his hands raw, he reached a flat place at the top. Dense |mglc()

came down ta the wery edgr of the oliffs What perils that tangle of trecs and
undesbrush mighr hold fer him éid not concern Rainsford just then. All he
knew was that he was safe trom his enemy, the sea. and that urter wearinass
was on him. He flung himeelf cown at the | jungle adge and rumblad headlong
o thie deepest sleep ol lus life.
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When he apened his eves, he knew from the position of the sun that i
waz late in the afterncen. Sleep had given him newr vigor; a sharp hunger was
picking ar him. He laoked akeur him, almesr cheertully.

“Where there are pistol shots, there are men, Where there are men. there
1 food.” he thouwphe. But what kand of men, he wondered. in so lerbidding o
place? An wnbroken ot of suaded ol vagged Jungle finged e shoe.

[z sawr mo sign of a trail through the deosely knit web of weeds and trees; ic
was easier bo go along the shere, and Rainsford foundered along by the water.
Mat far frem where e had landed, he stanpes

Same wounded rhing, by the evidence a larze animal, had thrashed zhour
in the underbrush; the junple weeds warz cushed down, and the maoss was
Licerated: cre patch of weeds was stained aimson. A sizall, glivtering object
pat far away caupht Bainsfond's eve, wid e picked it up. [Cwas ao empty
cartridge.

“A twenty-twa,” be remarked. “That's odd. It st bave been 2 faidy Lage
animal, tee The humrer had his nerve with Bim ea tadkde it wirh a light gun.
Ir's clear thar the brure pur op a fght. T suppase the Hrse three shores T heard
wis when the bunter Hushad his quarry and woundad 17 The lasc shot was
when he cratled it here and finished . .':J

He examined the pround dosely and feund what be had hoped o lind—ihe
print of Luting beots. They polnted along the JJiffin die divecton be liad
been going. Eagerly he hurrisd along, now slipping on a rotten log or a loose
stane, but making headway: nizht was beginning ra sertle dawr an the
ialand.

Bleak darkrcss was blacking cut the sez and jungle when Rainsfard sighred
the lighrs. He came upon them as he tumed & crook in the coastlinz, and his
Lirst chowghe was that he bad come upen a village, for there were many lighes.
Bt as be foiged aloug, he saw wo his great astooisluneat thac all dhe lighis wee
in cne enormous building—a lofiy structuce wich pointad towers plunging
upward into the gloom. His eyes made our the shadowy outlines of 2 palatial
chitean: it was zet on a high Eluff, and on theee sides of it cliffs dived dowrn ta
where the sea licked preedy lips in the shadows.

“Mirage,” thought Ranstord. Bur it was po miraze, he found, when he
opencd the tall spiked 17on mate. The stone steps were real encusly; the musive
door with u leering pargeyle or a knedker vwas reul enoughs yeo abeut w all
bung an air of worealicy. @ L

He litted the knocker, and it creaked up stiftly as 1f it had never before been
usced. He let it Fall, and it srartled him wirh its basming landns sz, He thaughr
he heard steps withing the daar remained elased. Azain Rainstord litred the
heavy knecker and lex ic fall, The door opened then, opened as suddenby as if ir
were oit 4 spruyr, and Rainslord stood blinking (ndie nover of glaring pold Ligbu
b poured out. The Ora dung Bamslords eyes drcerned was die hirgest man
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Rainsford had ever seen—a gigantic creature, solidly made and black-bearded
to the waist. In his hand the man held a long-barreled revolver, and he was
pointing it straight at Rainsford’s heart.

150 Out of the snarl of beard two small eyes regarded Rainsford.

“Don't be alarmed,” said Rainsford, with a smile which he hoped was
disarming. “I'm no robber. I fell off a yacht. My name is Sanger Rainsford of
New York City.”

The menacing look in the eyes did not change. The revolver pointed
as rigidly as if the giant were a statue. He gave no sign that he understood
Rainsford’s words, or that he had even heard them. He was dressed in uniform,
a black uniform trimmed with gray astrakhan.’

“I'm Sanger Rainsford of New York,” Rainsford began again. “I fell off a
yacht. [ am hungry.”

160 The man’s only answer was to raise with his thumb the hammer of his
revolver. Then Rainsford saw the man’s free hand go to his forehead in a
military salute, and he saw him click his heels together and stand at attention.
Another man was coming down the broad marble steps, an erect, slender man
in evening clothes. He advanced to Rainsford and held out his hand.

In a cultivated voice marked by a slight accent that gave it added precision
and deliberateness, he said: “It is a very great pleasure and honor to welcome
Mr. Sanger Rainsford, the celebrated hunter, to my home.”

3. astrakhan {35"tra-kan’): a fur made fromthe curly, wavy wool of young lambs from Astrakhan
(a city of southwest Russia).
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“I've read your book about
hunring <now leopards in Tiber
you see,” explined the man. 1 am
Geuerl Zaroll”

Rainsford’s first impression
was that the man was singulacly
handsame: his second wras that
there wazs an original, almesr bizarre
quality abour the seneral’s face.

He wus ol man past muddle age,

s for lus Liair way a vivid whice; buo

Lis thick eyebrows and pointed
military moustache were as black
az the night frem whisch Rainsford
had come. His cves, tee, were
black and very brght. He had hizh
chezkbones. a sharp cut nose, a
spare, dark fice, the face of a mman
ured (o giviag viders, the face of
an arstocrat. Jurning to the giant
in uniform, the general made a
sign. The giznt pur away his piztol.
saluted, withdrew.

“Ivan is an incredibly strong
fellow.” remarked the general, “but
he bras e misforune o be deal
and dumb. A simple fellow, but,
I'm afraid, like all kis race, a bit of 2

“
savaze. g
“Is he Russian?™

“He i a Cossack.”” saad the

geaeral, and his s:nile showed red lips and pointed teeth, *So wn L.[)
“Cowe,” lie said, “we shouldi't be chatting here, We can walk later. Now you
want clothes, foad, rest. You shall have them. This is a most restful spor.”
[van had reappeared, and the general spoke to him with lips thar meved but

gave ferth ne zoind.

“Follow Ivzn, if vou please, Mr. Rainstord, ™ said the seneral. “T was abour ra
have my dinner when you camea. I'll wait for you, You'll find that my clothas

will it you, [ dink.”

3. ot @& Lo o gk incant ol Al

S. Cossack k@B arwinbe o wsoullmn Puss ar pecple iy ol whom se ned os Mk cn e n

unde-th= Fussian fars.
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Tt vzas te a huge, beame-ceilinged bedraom with a canapicd bed hig encugh
for «ix men thar Rainsfard followed the silent giant. Tvan laid auvr an cvening
suit, and Rainsfard, as he pur it on, naticed rhar it czme from a Lendon railor
whe crdinarily cur and sewed tor none below the rank of duke.

1 he dining room to which Ivan cenducted him was in many ways
vertackable, There was a suedieval msgnificence about it 1t supgestad 2
baronizl hall of feuda! tmes with its caken panels, its high ceiling, its vast
refectory table where tvo <core men could <it down to eat. About the hall were
the mounted heads of many animals—lions, rigers. elephants, moose, bears:
larger ar mare perfect specimens Rainsford had never scen. At the great table
the zeneral was siting, alone.

“Yeull have a cocktail, M. Rainsford,” he suggested. The cocktail was
surpassingly goods and, Kunsford noted, the takle cppomntments were of the
[nest——the Linen, the coystal, e silver. the Jduna,

Thev were eating Gonch, the tich red soup with whipped cream <c dear o
Ttuszian palares. Half apologerically General Zaraff said: “We da aur best 1o
preserve the amenities of dvilizatien here. Please forgive any lapses. We are Amen ity (a-man 712
well ott the beaten track. you knew. Do vou think the champesne has suftered - something that adds
trom its long ocean mwip?* A

“Netin the least,” declared Ransferd. He was hindung the general a most ronueniente
thoughilul and affable Lost. a wue cosmopolite.” But tiere was one sinall vait
of the general’s thar mads Rainsford uncomfortable. Whenever be looked up
from hiz plate, he formd rhe general studying him. appraising him narrowly

“Perhaps,” said General Zaroff, “you were surprised that [ recognized your
name. Yau see, [ read all kecks on hunting published in Enzlish, French, and
Russian. I have bur one passion in my life, Mr. Rainstord, and it is the hunt.”

“Yeu have same wonderful heads here,” sud Ransford as be ate o
particulaly well cooked flet mignon, “That Cape bullalo is the Lagest 1
ever saw.

“Oh, that fellaw. Yos, he was a moerater”

“Did he charge yon?™

“Hurled me 2zainsr a rree,” sald the general. “Fractured my skull. Bur 1 zer
the brure,”

"U've always dought,” smd Radnsford, “that the Cape bullalo 1s the most
dangercus of all big game.”

Fot a wament the general did notreply; he was siniliag his curious red-
Upped smile. Then he said dowly: “No. You are wrong, sir. The Cape buffalo is
nor the moest dangerone big same” He zipped his wine, “Here in my preserve
an rthis sland,” he said, in the same slow tone, “T hunr more dangerous pame.”

Rainsford expressed his surprise. “ls there big game on this island?”

I'he general nodded. * I'he biggest.”

"Really?”

"0, i dsat here patucally, of course. T have w stock the island.”

6, cosmopolite <2 mMIp'a iV} 3 scphisticates persenwio car handls any s teaticnwel .
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The general smiled. “No,” he said. “Hunting rigers ecased te inrerest me
some yeans ago. | exhausted their possibilities, vau sce. Na rhrill Ieft in rigers,
no real danger., [ live tor dangzer, Mr. Rainsterd.”

The general wok lrom his pecket a gold cizarette case and offered his gues:
a loug bk dgacette with a silver tps it vas pediuned and gave ofl a siell
like incerse.

“We will have some capital hunting, you ancd [, said the general. *1 shall be
mest glad ta have vour sadety ™

“Bur whar game—" began Rainsford.

“I'll tell you,” caid the zeneral. “You will be amused, I know. 1 think |
may say, 11 ol modesty, that | have done a rare thing. | have invented a new
sensavom May | pour you another glass of port, Mr, Rainsfords™

“Thaunk you, Gensrad,” @

The general Elled both glasses and said: "Ged makes scme men poets. Some
he makes kings. some beggars. Me he made a hunter. My hand was made for
the tdgger, my Father zaid. He was a very rich man vith a quarrer of a millian
acres in the Crimea, and he was an ardent sportsman, When [ was only tive
years old, he guve me a little gun. speaially made in Moscow for me, e shoot
sparrows with, When | shet some of lus prize turkeys with i, he did net
pusish me; he complinuented me ou my wadksmaoship, T killed my Grs beas
in the Caucasus” when I was ten. My whele life has been one prolenged hunat.
1 went into the army—it was expected of noklemen's sons—and for a time
commanded a division of Cossadk cavalry, but my real inrerest was 2lways the
hunt. T have hunted every kind of pame in every lanc. It would be impasible
fer me o tell you how many animals | have killed.”

The general pulled ot lus agarette.

“Alier the debade in Russia T left the country, foc it was impoudent fon
an officer of the Tsar® to stay there. Many noble Russians lost everything. [,
lckily, hac invested heavily in American secvritios, 20 1 shall never have 1o
open a tearoom in Manre Carle or drive 2 raxi in Parie Narurally. T eanrinued
te hunt — prizzlies in your Radkies, cracodiles in the Canges,* rhincceroses in
East Africa. lt was in Africa that the Cape buftalo hit me and laid me up for
s1x months, As soon as | recovered, | started [or the Amazon wo bunt japuars,
for [ had head they were unusvally cunning. They weren't.” The Cossack
sighed. “They were no match at all for a hunter with his vits about him, and
a high-powered rifle. T was bitterly disappointed. I was lying in my tent with a
splinting headache ane nighr when a terrible rthaught pushed itz way inro my

Lo CAMe KT &72) L ot Y EDEIE 1 w@i e Nt Ae Zouthern pant of the former Kuzien Empire,
e whakwa

3. debadeinRussie.. . Thar 20 :c referercetothe e T Resion vt uinwhictre engerse Bor
Noclwkas o wes vioetly verlbrom

"

Garges: (;an"18Z') ariver nnorthem Indie.
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390 mind. Hunting was heginning ta bore me! And hunting, remember, had been
my like. [have heard rhat in Ameriea businessmen often go te pleaes when
rhey pive op the kusiness rhat has beern dheir life”

“Yes, that’s sa,” said Rainsterd. i

T'he general smuled. “1 had no wish o po to pieces,” he suid. "1 must de
sownethuing . Now, pue i ao anadvicl mind, M, Badoelod, Doubtes dil is
why | enjoy the problenns of the chase ™

o doubt, General Zarof™

“Ee." eontirnued the general, T asked mvself why the hunt ne lenger
Fascirared me. You are much yeunger than T am, Mr. Rainsford, and have nor

200 hunted as much. bur you perhaps can gues the answer,”

W hat wae 1

“Simply this. Luating Lad ceaved (o be what vou call ‘a sporting proposition.,
It badd Bevoune oo eary, 1 alvays got my quancy. Alveays, There bs no greats
bore than perfecion.”

The general lit a fresh cigarette.

“We animal had a chanes with me any mare. That is no boast; iriz a
marthemarical certainty. The amimal bad nothing Bur his leps and his instinct.
Ipgrinet 15 no match for reasen, When | thoughe of this, it was a wragic
moment for me, | can el yow”

210 Rainsfond leaned across the table, absorbed in what his Lost was sayiog,

“lt came to me as an inspiration what I must do,” the general went on.

“And that wae”

The general smiled the auier smile of ane wha has faced an abztacle ana
surmatinted it with suecess. “[ had 1o invenr a new animal 10 hunr,” he said. @

“A new animal? Youre joking,”

“Netatall” sud the peneral, *1 never joke about bunting, | needed a new
aninal. T found one, 5o [boughe dais idand, built this howse, and beve T do my
kunting. The island is pedect bor my purpeses—there are jungles with a maze
o f reails in chem, billz, swamps—"

aer OB the animal, General Faraf”

“h,” said the general, “ir supplies me with the mosr exeiring hunring in
rhe werld, Mo other hunting compares with it tor an instant. Every day | hune,
and | never prow bored now, [or | have a gquany with which [ ean maeh iy
wits,

Rains{ond's bewildemment showed in his Face,

"l wanted the idral animal to hunt,” explained the general. ®50 [ said:
Whar are the arteibures oF anideal quarey?’ And rhe answer was, of conrses T
must have eaurage, amning, and, above all, iv muse ke able ro rezson.™

“Bur ne animal can reason.” objected Rainstord.

33 "My dear [elloa,” said thie genersl, "there is one that can.”

" But vou want mean— gasped Runsdord,

“And why moe?”

Ay

I can't believe you are sedous, (General Zaroff This is a grisly joke.”
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“Why should T not be serions? T am speaking of hunting

“Hunting? Geed Cod, Genera! Zaraff, whar you speak of is murder.”

The general laughed with entire seed narure. He regarded Rainsford
quizzically. "I rehuce 1o believe thar so medarn and eivilized a young man a3
you seem te¢ be harbors romanuc ideas about the value of human life, Surely
yowr expeviences i e wio—"

“Did not make me condone cold-blooded murder,™ finished Rainsford .
sciffly.

Langhrer shaak the general. “How extraardinarily drall you are™ he said.
“One docs ner expeet nowadays o find a yoump man of the ccucated dass,
even In America, with such a nalve, and, if [ may say so, mid-Victonan point
of view. ItUs like inding a snuffbex 1o a lumousine. Ah, well, doubtless yeu had
Furitan ancestors. So many Americans appear w have had. I'll wager you' Ll
forget your notvns when you go hunting with me. You've a genuine new tuill
in store for you, Mr Rainsford. ®

“Thank yan, 'm a hunter, not a murderer”

“Dearme,” szid the general, quire unruffled, “agzin that unpleacanr werd.
Bur I think | can show you that your scruples are quite ill founded.”

“Yest”

“Lafe 3¢ for the streng, 1o be lived by dhe streng, and, if needs be, taken by
(hie stong. The weak of thie world were put lisre 10 give tie siang pleasure,

1 am strong. Why should [ not use my gift? [f ] wish to hunt, vhy should [
nar? I hunt the seum of the easth—sailors from rramp ships—lasears. ' blacks.
Chinecse, whites, mongrels—a tharoughbred herse or heund is warth mere
than a score of them.”

“Bur they are men,"” said Rainsford, hotly.

“Precisely.” smd the general. = hac s why | use them It guves me pleasure,
They can reason. alter a fashion. So ey are dangerows,”

“But where co you get them?™

The general's left eyelid fluttered down in 2 wink. “Thiz island is called Ship
Trap.” he ansencred. “Samerimez an angry god of the high seas sends them ta
me. Sometimes, when Providence is not sa kind, 1 help Providence a bir. Came
1e the window with me.”

Fainsford went to the windew and looked out toward the sea.

"Wacch! Cra there!” exdaimed the general. polndng into the night,
Rainsford’s eyes saw only Blackness. and then, as the general pressed 2 buten,
far cut to sea Rainsford saw the flash of lights.

The general chuckled. “They indicate a channel,” he waid, “where there's
nane: giant rocks with razor edges crouch like a sea menster with wide-apen
jaws. I'hey can cruch a ship as easily as | arush this nut,” He dropped a walnut
on tie hardwood Hoor and broughe Lis beel grindmg dewn o in "Oh, ves,”
he sad, cusually, a1 1o answer te a queston, “1 have elecinaty. We ary Lo be
cvilized hae.”

12, lascarsla2%a 3 sailze br=m Irdia

URIT 1} NARTATIVE STRUCTURL



“Civilized? And you shoot down men?”

A trace of anger was in the general’s black eyes, but it was there for but a
second, and he said, in his most pleasant manner: “Dear me, what a righteous

380 young man you are! [ assure you I do not do the thing you suggest. That
would be barbarous. I treat these visitors with every consideration. They get
plenty of good food and exercise. They get into splendid physical condition.
You shall see for yourself tomorrow.”

“What do you mean?”

“We'll visit my training school,” smiled the general. “It’s in the cellar. I have
about a dozen pupils down there now. They're from the Spanish bark Sanlsicar
that had the bad luck to go on the rocks out there. A very inferior lot, I regret
to say. Poor specimens and more accustomed to the deck than to the jungle.”

He raised his hand, and Ivan, who served as waiter, brought thick Turkish

390 coffee. Rainsford, with an effort, held his tongue in check.

“It’s a game, you see,” pursued the general, blandly. “I suggest to one of

them that we go hunting. I give him a supply of food and an excellent hunting
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kenife. T give him three hours' etare, [ am to follow, arened anly with 2 pistel of
the smazlleat ealiber and range. IFmy quarry cludes me For three whele days, he
wins the game. [F[ find him™—the general smiled—"he o™

“Suppasz he refuses o be hunred!”

“Oh.” smd the meneral, *1 give him s opuon. of couse. He need not play
ot ganne il Lie doeit vasls o, I e does noc wish co buant, T oo bin over
to lvan. [van once had the honor of serving as offical knouter ' to the Great
Whire Tsar, and he has his cam ideas of spore. Invariably, Mr. Rainsfocd,
invariably they choose the hune "

“And if they win?”

The smilz an the zeneral’s face widened.

“la cate | have oot lost,” he said

Theu he added, hastilv: *I dogt wish you 1o dhivk mwe a bragga,

M. Ralnsford, Many of them alford only the wost elaentary sou of
problem. Decasionally T steilee a tartar!? Cne abmest did win. [ eventually
had te vze the dage™

“The dogs?™

“Thiz way, please. I'll show yeu”

The peneral steered Rainslord 1o a windew, | 'he lights from the windows
sent a [lckamys ummaucn that made protesque patterns an che courtyard
below. and Raivslord could see moving about there a dozen o se huge black
shapes; as they tumed toward him, their sves gliteerad greenly.

“A rather good lot, T rhink,” abserved the gencral. " Thev are let o at
seven every nighr. [Famvone sheuld ey ro got into my house —or aur of it
sermething exrremely regrerreble would acaur ro him.” He hummed a snareh of
cong from the Folies Berpére.”

“And now,” said the general, "] want wa show vou my new collecdon of
heads. Will vou come with e to the liboa:" g

“l hope,” said Rainstard, “that you will excose me tenight, (General Zarctl
I really mar Feeling an all well”

“Ah, indeed?” the general inquired, salicitonsy. “Well, T suppase that's enly
narural, afrer your lang swim. You need a paad, resdful night’s sleep. Tomarrow
vou'll teel l1ke a mew man, I'll wapzer. Then we'll hunt, ehf ['ve one rather
ProJusing prospect—

Rainsford was haurying from the oo,

“Soury you can't go with me teniaht,” called the general. *T expect athe
fadr sport—az big, strong black. He locks resourcetul— Well, good night,

Mr. Rainsfard: T hepe vou have a gaad right’s rest”

The bed was seed, and rhe pejamas of the setres sill, and he was tired in
every tiber ot his being, but neventheless Rainstord could net quier his brain
with the oplae ol sheep. He lay, cyes vade open. Once he thoughi e heard
siealtliy steps in the corodor vwside bis ocin, He sought o dhiross cpen the

1 Enouter INCUTTr 3 periomn wod whi apet cnmimals m B oEdin
13 sbrikm o tardar: encoumber a Do e oppomnt

1. Folies Cergere di-da’ bér-2RérToa muzic hal i3 "= ris, famous sor 42 va - ey somws
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coor; it wonld not open. He went
ro the window 2nd looked our. His
room s high up in one of the
rowers. 1'he lights of the chareau
were out now, and 1t was dark and
silent, but there was a [nent of
sallow moon, and by its wan lighe
ke could see, dimly, the courtyard;
rhere, weaving in and ot in rhe
pattem of shzdow, waere black,
noiseless forme: the hounds hearc
bum at the window and looked up,
expectanty. with their green eyes.
Rain[ord vent back o die bed
anc lav dovm. By many methods
he rred to pur himself 1o sleepn. He
had achieved a dozc when, jusr as
morning began to come, he heard,
tar otf in the jungle. the faint report of a pistol.

General Zaroll did not appear unil lundheon. He was dressed faultlessly in
thie tweeds of 4 couniey squive, He way solicitous abeu the state of Raims[owd's
health.

“Az for me,” sighed the general, “Tde nor feel zo well T am worried.

Mr Rainsford. Last night T derected rraces of my old eomplaint ™

To Rainstord’s quesrioning slance the general said: “Ennui. Boredom.”

Then, raking a second halping cf crépes suzeties, the general xplained:
“I'be bunting was not good last night. The fellow lost his head, He made
a staight il that offered co problans acall. Thads the touble with these
sallors: they have dull brains to begin with, and they co not knovs hovr to get
akour in the woods. They do excessively stupid and obvious things. [+s mast
annaying Will yeu have anorher glass of Chabliz,” Mr. Rainsford?”

“Ceneral,” said Rainsfard, Hrmly, “T wish ro leave this island ar ence.”

I'he general raised his thickers of eyebrows; he seemed hurr, “Burt. my
dear [ellow,” the general protested, “you've caly just conte. You've hiad ne
.Luﬂiﬂg— :

“Twish te go roday,” said Rainstord. He saw the dead black eves of the
general on him, studying him. General Zarolf's face sudcenly brightened.

He filled Rainsford’s glass with venerable Chablis from a dusry bortle.

“Tonight,” <aid the peneral, “we will hunt - yeu and I7

Rainsford shook his head. "No, General.” he said. "1 will not hunt.”

The general shragred lus shewlders and delicacely ate w hothouse prape.
“As you wish, iy mend,” he sud, “The dhoier rests entirely widh you Bu
may | not venture w suggest that you will find my idea of spoct move diverting
than Jran<?”

. Chablis 2h&E&E'k 2 type of whie frerchwine,
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He nedded toward the comer te where the giant stood, scavding, his thick

ifo arms crossed en his hepshead of chesr.

“You den’t mean—" ered Rainsford.

“My dear tellow,” said the general, “have I not told you I always mean what
| suy about hunung? "his 1s really an mspiration. | drink to a foeman worthy
of 1y stegl—a last.” @

The general raisec his glass, but Rainsford sat staring at him.

“You'll finc this game worth playing ” the general said, enthusiastically.
“Your brain against mine. Your wooderaft against mine Your steength and
sraminz againsr mine. Outdaar chess! And the srake i= nat without value, ch?”

“Anc i I'win 7 began Ranstord, huskily.

o Tl cheedully acknowledge myselfl defeatec :F 1 co not find you by
oudaigle of the third day,” sad Gengral Zaoll, "My slocp will place you on
thie snainland near a wwn.”

The gereral read vhat Rainsford was thinking.

“Oh, vou can trast me.” said the Cozsack. "7 will give youn my word as a
gentleman znd a spartsman. OF course, vou, in turn, musr agree ta sav nerhing
of your visit hera.”

“I'll agree o nothing of the kinc.” said Rainsord.

Pg 74



=0)

R

32

g3

“Oh," said the general, “in that case— But why discuss that now? Three
cays henee we ezn dizcuss it aver a bottle of Veuve Cliequot,'” unlese—"~

The generz] sipped his wine.

Then a businesslike air animared him. “[van.” he <aid to Rainstord. “will
supply you with hunung dothes. food, o knife. | suggest you wear moccasing;
they leave a poorer wail. 1 sugpest, (oo, it you svord the big svaung in die
southeast corner of the island. We call it Death Swamp. There's quicksand
there. One foolish fellow tded it. The deplorable part of it was that Lazarus
followed him. You ean imagine my feelings, M. Rainsford 7 loved Tazarus:
he was the finesr haund in my pack. Well, 1 must bep vou ta exense me now. [
always take a siesta atrer lunch. You'll hardly have rime tor a nap, | fear. Yeu'll
want to start, no doubt, | shall not follew ull dusk, Hunung at mght s so
wnuch wore exciting than by day. dent vou thinks Au revoir," Mu, Ratuslowd,
au revoir,”

General Zacoff, with a deep, courtly bow, strolled from the roerm.

From anorher door came Ivan, Under one arm he caeried khaki hunning
clathes, a haversack of facd, a lezther sheath containing a leng-Baded hunting
knite: his right hand rested on a cocked revolver thrust in the crimsen sash
abour his waist. . . .

Ramsford had [ought his way dirough the bush for twe hours, *! must keep
way aecve, D wust keep my neove.” he said, duowgh dglit e

[ e had not been entirely clear-headed when the chiteau gates snapped shut
behind him. Hiz whale idea at fisr was ro put Giztanes herween himself and
Ceneral Zzroff, and, ro this ené, he hac plunged alens, spurred an by the
sharp rawels ef something very like panic. Now he had ser a grip on himselF,
had stopped, and was taking stock of himselt ana the situation.

He saw that stmughe thght was Tuules meviably it would bring hum face w0
[ace with the sea. He was in 2 pictue with a frane of water, and his operations,
cleady must take place within that frame.

“T'Il giwe him a reail ta fellow.™ mtrereed Rainsford. and he scenck off from
rhe mude parh he had heen following inte rhe rackless wilderness. He execnred
a series of intrcate laeps; he doubled on his rrail agzin and z2ain, recalling 211
the lore of the fox hunt, and all che dodges of the tox. Nighr found him leg
weary. with bands and [ace lushed by the branches, on a duckly wooded ndge.
11e kiew it would be insane o Blunder on through the dak, even if he had the
stengtl, [lis need for vest was impevative, and Le thought, *Thave played the
fox; now [ must play the cat of the fable.”'” 4 big tree with a thick trunk and
curspread kranches was nearhy, and, raking care ro leave nor the slighrest mark,
ke climbed up inro the ararch and, stretching cur on one of the brozd limbs,
after a fashion, restec. Rest brought him nesw cenfidence and almos: a tezling

ol secunv Even so zealows a bunter as Ganeral Zaroll could new wace hin

*5. Vauvu Clizouct (uoss" Kli40"a Fencr char pag e,
. 2urewoir|Y ravwa™). gzodbpe farswe 1= Hwe m=et agrin,
1. Thavaplayec the fox ... fable: nerop’s fab @ “Tw Cat and e Fo, " the o bags o know ng

waryways {7 sscapean easny The cas boaw<or by one, bt isc wcessfu with i
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there. he teld himself: enly the devil himself conld fellew that camplizated
40 trail threush the jungle atter dark. Bur perhaps the general vas 2 devil—

An apprehensive night cravded slowly by like a wounded snake, and sleep
did nor visit Rainsford, altheuzh the silence of a dead world was on the
jungle. loward merning, when @ dingy gy was varushing the sky, the ay of
soute stactled Lud focused Ralusford's avention 1 that ditscton, Sowething
was coming through the bush, coming slewly, carefully, coming by the same
winding way Rainsford had come. e flattened hirmself down on the limb, and
through a sereen of leaves almost 2z thick as tapestry. he watched. The thing
that was approaching wasa man.

It was General Zaroft, He made his way along with his eyes tixed in urmost

ss0 concentrauon cn the ground befere lum. He paused, almost beneath the tree,
dropped o his knees, and studied the pround. Kainsferd's impulse was w hurl
hitnsell down like 4 panther, but he saw thac e general’s vghc e beld
someching metallic—az small zuromatic pistol. )

The himrer shaak hiz head several times, as if he weee puzzled. Then he
srraightened up and teck from his case ene at his Black ciparettes; irs pungenr,
incenselile smoke tloated up ro Rainstord’s nostrils.

Kainsford held his breadh. he genenil's eves had lelt tie pround and were
traveling mch Ly mch up the wee. Ramsiord [roze there, every muscle tensed
for a spring. But the sharp eyes of the hunter swopped before they reached die

s¢o imb where Rainsford Lay: a smile spread over his brown face. Very deliberately
he blew a smoke dng inro the 2i0; then he tumned his back on rhe rree and
walked carelessly away, back along the trail he had come. The swish af the
uncerbrush apainst his hunting boats grew fainter and fainter

The pent up air burst hotly from Rainstord’s lungs. His trst thought made
hu feel sick and numb., The general could follow a tral through tie woods
at night; he could follow an exuenely difficult gail, Le must Lave uncanny
povrerss; cnly by the merest chance had the Cossack failed te sze his quarry.

Rainsford’s second thought was even more terrible. It seat a shudder of cold
harror thraugh hiz whole being. Why had the general smiled? Why had he
tumed back?

Rainsterd did not wanr to believe what his reason told him was true. bur the
trutd: was as evident as the sun diat bad by pow pushed dhrough the morung
ousty. The general was playing with him! The general way saving Lio for
another dav’s sport! The Cossack was the cat: he was the mouse. Then it was
that Rainsford knew the full meaning of terror. &

“T il nar lose my nerve. 1 will net”

He slid down from the tree and struck off agzin inte the weeds. His
face was set, and he toarced the machinery cf his mind o function. I'hres
hutdred yards [rom hus fuding place lie stopped where a buge dead e leaned
séu precanowsly cn a sxdler, v one. Throwing off hus suck of [ood, Ranslord

teek s kaife from its sheath and began to wodk widh all his energy.

)
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avay. He dic nor have to watt long. | he ear was
coming again tc play with the mouse.

Following the wail with the sureness of a
Lloodhound cune Geneal Zaoll, Nothing
escaped those searching black sves ne crushed
blade of grass, no bent twig, no mark ne matter
haw faint, in the moss S intent waz the Cassack
on his stzlking that he was upan rhe thing
Rainstord had made betore he saw ir. His foor
touched the protruding beugh'® that was the
wigger, Even as be touched i, the general sensed
Liis dange: and leaped Lack with e agilicy of
an ape. But he was not quite quick encugh: the
cead tree, delicarely adjusted 1o rest an the cur
living ane, crashed down and struck the general a
elanang blow on the shoulder as it kell: bur fer hi
alertness, he must have been smashed benearh i,
He stagzered, but he did not full; nor dic hie drop
Lis revolver, He stood diere, tubbing Lis mjured
shoulder, and Rainsford, with fear again gapping
his heart. heard the general’s mocking langh ring
rthraugh rhe fungle.

“Rainstord,” called the general, “if yeu are
within scund ot my voice. as | suppose you are, et
e congratulate you, Not many men know how

o wmke a Malay mnan-catchen, Ludkilv for we [,

Yove ke (1897 Porer S-dso h Gl e s, Yo w By

too, have hunted in Malacca." You are proving £ Beves Schrod

interesting. Mr Rainstord. [ am gaing now ro have

my worind dressed: its only 2 slight ene Bur 7 shall be back, T shall he beck.”
When the general, nureing his bruised shoulder, had sone, Rainstord reck

up his tighragain, o was flight now. a desperate, hopeless tlighe, that carried

lim on for same heuns, Dusk caunie, then darkness, and sull be pressed on. The

ground grew softer wader Lis moccasin: the vegetation grew tanker, denser;
insects bit him savagely, Then. as Le stepped fovwaid, his foot sank into the
coze. He tried v wrench 1t back, but the muck sucked viciously at his foot as
ifitwere a giant leech. With a vinlent efforr he rore his foor loase. He knew
where he was now. Death Swamp and it quidksand.

His hanas were dphr closed as if his nerve were something rangible thar
someone n the darkness was wymg wo tear lrem bus grip, The scliness of the

. protrudingbough (0Cut atracbrarantrot adcncsojutsoat
1. Mhaley Ima1E7. .. Malacza | v Bh A The Mo bevs ars o prop e o sou Umas L sk, Phalecs b epion
they ivhab 4, just routh of Thai and
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carth had given him an idea. He stepped back fram the quicksand a dozen feet
or 0, and like same huge prehisroric beaver, he began to dig,

Rainstord had dug himse!f in in Franee vhen 2 seconds delay meznt death.
Thar had becn a plaad pastime comparad ro his cizping now. The pit grew
deepers when it was above his shoulders, he cimbed out and from scme hard
saplings vul stakes aud shurpensd them w a fine point, Thess stakes he plasted
in the battom of the pit with the points sticking up. With flying fiagers he
wove a reugh carpet of weeds and branches, and with it he covered the mouth
of the pit. Then, wet with sweat and aching with tredness. he aranched
behind rhe stump of a lighming-charred tree. )

He knew his pursuer was coming: he heard the padding sound of tect on
the solt earth, and the night breeze brought hun the perfume of the general’s
dgarecte, It seewed w0 Raimslod duat the genaal was comming widh wiusual
ywiliness: Lie vas pot Leeling lus way aloug, foot by foot. Radnsford, crouchiog
there, could neot see the general, ner could he see the pic. He lived a vearin a
mirute. Then he felt an impulse ta cry alond with joy. for he heard the sharp
cracklc af the breaking branches as the cover ef the pit gave way: he heard rhe
charp saream of pain as the pointed stakes feund dheir mark. He leaped up
from his place of concealment. Then he cowered back, Three teet brem the pit
a mxn was stancing, with an elearic torch in hus hand.

“You've done well, Rainsford.” die voics of the general clled, "Yow
Burmese tiger pit™ has claimed one of my best dogs. Agair you score. [ think,
Mr. Rainsfard, Tll see what you can da against my whole pack. T'm going
hame for 2 rest new. Thank you for a mast amusing evening,.”

At daybrezk Rainstord, [ving near the swamp, was awzkened by a sound
that madz him know thar he had new things to learn abour fear. It was a
distant scund, faunt and waverning, but he koew i lt was the baying ol a
paus \'.r bouudx.@

Rzinsford knew he could do one of two things. He could stay where he was
and wait. Thar was suieide. He ronld Aee. Thar was postponing the inevitable.
Far a moment he staad rhere, thinking. Ar idea thar held a wild chaner came
te him, and, tighrening his belt, e headed away fram the swemp.

The baying of the hounds grew nearer. then sull nearer. nearer. ever nearer.
On a ndge Ranslord dunbed a tree. Down a watercourse, not a quarter of o
oile away, he could see the bush moving. Staining his eyes. Le saw the lean
figure of General Zavofl; just abead of hing, Rainsford made out anc the: figure
whose wide shoulcers surged through the 21l fungle weeds; it was the giant
Tvan, and he seemed pulled forward by some unseen farce; Rainford knew
that [van must be halding the pack in leash.

They weuld be on him any minute now. His mind worked trantically, He
thiougin of a nauve wick he bad learned in Ugandia ' He shid down the tree.

i
o

1) Burmase b3 Mo Siger piti 3 1rap wicd forcatch ng tigers ir Myonmowna country a Loutreact Asia
orrre vealkd 3ue.

2L Uganda tyooQar'dab. = coun=yin cerim & -kca
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He caught hold of a springy young sapling, and to it he fastened his hunting
knife, with the blade pointing down the trail; with a bit of wild grapevine he
tied back the sapling. Then he ran for his life. The hounds raised their voices as
they hit the fresh scent. Rainsford knew now how an animal at bay feels.

He had to stop to get his breath. The baying of the hounds stopped abruptly,
and Rainsford’s heart stopped, too. They must have reached the knife.

He shinned excitedly up a tree and looked back. His pursuers had stopped.
But the hope that was in Rainsford’s brain when he climbed died, for he saw
in the shallow valley that General Zaroff was still on his feet. But Ivan was not.
The knife, driven by the recoil of the springing tree, had not wholly failed.
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Rainsferd had hardly tmbled to the grevund when the pack ok up the
cry again.

“Nerve, nerve, nerve!™ he panted, 23 he dzshed zlang. A blue gap shewed
berween the wees dead ahead. Ever nearer drew the hounds. Rainstord torced
hizself on teward that gap. He reached it It was the shore of the sea, Across a
cove Lie could yee the gloomy gay stoue of the clidean. Twenty leet below hi

o the sea rumbled and hissed. Rainsford hesitated. [ e heard cthe hounds. Then
he leaped far out into the sea. . . .

When the gencreal and his pack reached the place by the sea. the Tessack
sropped. Por some minures he staad reparding the bluc-green expanse of
wazer. He shrugzed his sheulders. Then he sar down, ook a drink of bErandy
from a silver flask, lit @ perfumed agarecte, and humimed a bit from Adadama
Busterfls " G

General Zaroll Lad an excesdingly gocd dinner in his great paneled dining
hall that evening. With it he hac a berde of Pal Roger and half 2 bottle of
Chambertin % Two slight 2nnoyances kept him fram perfect enjoyment. One

&0 wes the theught thar ir wauld be difficult ro replace Tvan; the ather was that
his quany had escaped him; of course the American hadn't played the gpame
sc thought the general as he tasted hus citer-dinner hiqueur. [n his Lbrary he
read, to soothe himsell, from the werks of Marcus Aurelius,™ At ten he went
up to his Ledioonn He was deliciously tived. Le said o himsell” as he lodked
hirmself in. There was a little moonlight. so before turning on his light ke
went ta the wincdow and lecked dewn at the conrtyand. He ennld see rhe grear
hounds, and he called “Betrer luck anerher time” to them. Then he switched
on rthe light.

A man, who had been hiding in the curraine cf the bed, was standing there.

o “Rawsford” screamed the genendd, "How 1z God's mune did you get here?”

“Swain,” said Rainsford, “1 found it quicker than walking thwougls the
jungle.”

The gereral sucked in his kreath and smiled. “T congratulate youn,™ he zaid.
“You have won rhe game.”

Rainstord did rnot smile. “T am srill a beast ar bay,” he said, in a law, hozaree
voice, "Ger ready. General Zaroff.”

The general muade one of lus decpest bows.

“T see,” be said. “Splendid! One of us is (o funish a repast™ for the hounds.
The other vill <leep in this very excellent bed. On guard, Rain<tord. .. °

710 He had never slept in a better hed, Rainsford decided. Cae
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