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      GORDON Quinton rode into Dom Luis in the late afternoon. Native laborers, Ovambos for the most part, were streaming through the town on their way to the mines in Damaraland and Namqualand. On the way out the poor devils usually lost their pay for a year, all of five pounds. Much of the money jingled across the counters of the sharp-eyed Orientals whose shops lined the red, dusty road. And some of it never got that far.

      Quinton was thinking of this as he rode toward Ike's Place. His job was to organize and manage gangs of native labor and he was good at it. He was loved by the Ovambos as much as he was hated and feared by the cutthroat gang that made Ike's Place a veritable den of thieves.

      The hum of voices and snatches of a bawdy song came to Quinton's ears as he drew rein before the latticed door of the saloon. His lips tightened. It sounded as if the gang were already drinking his boys' money. He rode around to the bar at the back of the hotel.

      "Jambo, Membe!" he greeted the black stable boy, "Rub her down good and look after these." He swung out of the saddle. From his saddle horn he took a coiled whip of giraffe hide with a carved, ivory handle and a wrist loop.

      "Ah-h-h!" breathed Membe, with his wide eyes fixed on the whip. He remembered the last time Losako, The Whip, had come to Dom Luis.

      When Quinton walked into the saloon a tense silence came over the room. Then there was a rustle of movement as the men lining the bar turned to face him, their eyes drawn to the whip coiled in his hand.

      At one of the tables close to a window sat a stranger. He was well built, an elderly man with grey hair that contrasted nicely with the brown of his skin. His topee, resting on the table, and white suit stood out among the battered felt hats and dirty shirts, like a mink coat in an East Side pawn shop.

      "Go on with your drinking, boys," said Quinton. "The man I'm looking for isn't here yet." On an impulse he walked over to the stranger's table and sat down, shifting his chair so that he faced the doorway.

      "Are you the law or some kind of a disease?" asked the other.

      Quinton smiled: "We've got all the diseases known to science but damn little law, Mister."

      "I'm John Raymer. An American."

      "Well, I'm glad to meet a countryman!" said Quinton. "At least I was born there. Folks brought me here when I was an infant. Always wanted to go back but somehow ..." He finished with an expressive shrug.

      "I know how it is," Raymer chuckled. "A man sweats for years in the jungle, building up a stake. He makes it and decides to go home. Gets as far as Cape Town, maybe, and finds a lot of attractive, fluffy things, the kind he dreamed of in the bush—amazin' how the money goes!"

      "You're no stranger!" Quinton laughed. He liked the other's deep voice—the faint Southern drawl in it and the twinkle in his steady, blue eyes.

      "I'm a stranger to these parts," explained Raymer. "But I've worked in the Camaroons—construction engineer. And I had a missionary brother⁠—"

      "Excuse me!" Quinton interrupted. "Here comes my man." He arose, transferring the coiled lash of his whip to his left hand.

      
      A HUGE man with a face like a baboon came stomping in. His open shirt showed a mass of ginger hair and a thick, bull's neck growing out of bunched shoulder muscles. He brought his ponderous bulk to an abrupt stop as he caught sight of Quinton.

      "Maddon, you stuck up six of my boys and took thirty pounds from them. They worked hard for their money, Maddon. I want it!" Quinton accused sharply.

      The big fellow stood hesitant and fingered his thick, protruding lips. Then, something in his eyes hardened.

      "I've 'eard about you an' yer bloody whip!" his voice boomed. "If y' try usin' it on me y' cocky blaggard I'll ..."

      The lash of the whip uncoiled as if it were alive. There was a crack as loud as a pistol shot. Maddon screamed and blood oozed from between the fingers of the hand he held to his left cheek. His eyes bulged. He let loose a string of vile oaths while his right hand clawed at the holster under his coat.

      Crack! The gun was wrenched from his hand as soon as it was clear of its holster; and, like a resilient spring, the lash seemed to coil itself back into Quinton's hand. Freeing his hand of the loop, Quinton tucked the whip into his belt.

      "I want the money, that's all!" he said calmly. "Hand it over, Maddon."

      Maddon was sweating and breathing hard, working up his nerve. Suddenly he aimed a vicious kick at Quinton's groin:

      "Take that, you—ah-h-a!" he finished with a yelp of agony.

      Quinton had side-stepped in a flash and had caught the other's hob-nailed boot in his hand. A quick twist and Maddon was sprawling on his face. When he got up he went limping around the circle, his face twisted with pain.

      "Aw, come horf hit, Bull!" Cock Biles' voice suddenly piped up. "Bash 'im!" he pleaded. "Y'can do hit! 'E ain't 'arf yer size!"

      As Maddon walked around Quinton circled with him, his grey eyes wary. Then he half-stumbled over an out-thrust foot. Maddon rushed him. Quinton went down with his knees doubled up and he drove both his feet into Maddon's stomach. Maddon rolled over, gasping for breath. As Quinton got to his feet the report of a gun thundered in his ears, followed by the tinkle of shattered glass.

      Cock Biles was staring foolishly at Raymer, the neck of a broken bottle still clutched in his up-raised hand. Raymer sat at the table without rising, but there was a smoking gun in his hand.

      "Nice shooting! Thanks." Quinton grinned at him and went to stand over Maddon who was seated on the floor, holding his stomach with both hands. Quinton uncoiled his whip.

      "I don't like to use this, Maddon," he said. "But I want that money and⁠—"

      Before he could finish Portuguese policemen were swarming into the saloon, flourishing their long bayonetes.

      "Who bang ze gun?" demanded their sergeant, looking around the room nervously. "It is not permitted to bang ze gun. Who?"

      Raymer stood up: "I did!"

      "Ha!! Arrest him!" ordered the sergeant.

      "Sargento," Quinton caught his arm. "One moment, please!"

      The sergeant tore himself loose with a squeal of fright: "Seize him!" he yelled at his troop.

      Quinton and Raymer were soon hemmed in by a ring of steel. The two men exchanged glances.

      "It was the gun," Quinton explained. "They'll stand for anything but shooting."

      
      THE SQUAD of policemen marched them out and down the dusty road toward the Barracoon, as the Portuguese called the barbed-wire compound and collection of lousy huts on the outskirts of the town.

      "How long will they keep us?" Raymer said, after the police had escorted them into a stinking, mud-walled cell which boasted only one bench and a pile of mouldy straw on the floor.

      Quinton fished in his pocket, pulled out a few pound notes and thumbed them with a wry smile.

      "How much money have you got?" Quinton asked. "It might cost us twenty-five pounds to get out before morning. It depends on the state of his Excellency's pocket book."

      Raymer chuckled: "We'll do all right," said he. "We're stayin' at the Mendos Bungalow. I'll bet my daughter is working on 'em right now. It won't be the first time she's bailed the old man out."

      Quinton's feet hit the floor: "Your what?" he exclaimed.

      "My daughter. We've been stayin' with Mendos for about a week now."

      "Well, I'm damned! You shouldn't have brought a girl here."

      "I didn't want to."

      "She's the boss, eh?"

      "Well—wait till you meet her!"

      Quinton rubbed the back of his neck thoughtfully: 'Usually we don't ask questions in this town. But I'm wondering what brought you here."

      "Ever hear of Lotumbe's Tomb?"

      "Oh, good Lord! Don't tell me you're after Lotumbe's treasure! Why, there isn't a man in this country who hasn't wasted a couple of years of his life on account of that yarn!"

      "It's not a fairy tale," said Raymer gravely. "Let's check your version with mine. As I have it, Lotumbe was chief of the Ovambos in Paul Kruger's day. He collected a sort of tax from all the Ovambos who went to work in the mines. Before a young Ovambo could return to his kraal and settle down, he had to give Lotumbe something—a diamond, maybe, gold dust or a Kruger sovereign. In the course of years the old boy collected a sizeable fortune and when he died, it was buried with him. Where, only a couple of witch doctors knew."

      "Check!" said Quinton with a broad grin. "I don't question the yarn. It's known that Lotumbe did collect that tax. But listen, his tomb is somewhere in the Kaokovelds, that means you'd have to comb a mountain range and about ten thousand square miles of jungle for it. And another thing, the chief in that country is a particular friend of mine. Bogembwe is his name. Went to the coast and got himself an education. Well, he wants Lotumbe's gold to finance an irrigation project but he hasn't found it yet. D'you really think you've got a better chance than he has?"

      "I know I have, son. As I was goin' to say before you started the fight back there, I've got a missionary brother. He worked in the Kaokovelds for ten years. He converted a witch doctor. Now that witch doctor knew where Lotumbe was buried."

      "Sure, but it's one witch doctor you'll have to worry about. That's Nkoi, The Leopard. He's a ju-ju. Scares the hell out of the other natives."

      "Sure, I know," replied Raymer calmly. "Nkoi is the witch doctor Brother Joe converted."

      "Converted!" Quinton's face flushed with anger. "What are you trying to sell me, Raymer?"

      "Well, son, I understand you've just finished a job. I like your style an' you know the country. Now, my proposition is, a half share for Bogembwe, the remainder we'll split between us, providin' the chief is willin'—I don't aim to start trouble. If we don't find the gold, I'll pay wages. How about it?"

      Before Quinton could answer the chain on the outside of their door was rattling. The door swung open:

      " 'Umble apology, Senhoreta," the turnkey's voice came to them. "Dis plaze make great steenk."

      A girl with a mass of red-gold hair stood framed in the doorway. She was tall and the jodhpurs she wore emphasized the slenderness of her build. She had her father's eyes, but at the moment there were sparks of anger in them, and her compressed lips spoiled the softness of her mouth. Her gaze passed over Quinton and flashed at Raymer.

      "Father! How could you? After what you promised!"

      "M'dear," said Raymer. "I didn't have more than an eyeful! Quinton will vouch for me."

      She looked at Quinton in a way that made him feel like something crawling on the floor: "Doubtless! I imagine Mr. Quinton is not particular⁠—"

      "Cut that, Jean!" Raymer interposed sharply.

      
      QUINTON was amused to see the change that came over the girl's face. Her eyes moistened and her lips pouted. A tricky wench, he judged, who would have her way by fair means or foul.

      "I have been so worried," she said with a faint smile. "Senhor Mendos has been kind enough to arrange for your release. And yours," she added, turning to Quinton. "And since you started the fight, I think that it is only right you pay for the damage
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