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Captain Gringo dodges death’s sting on the killer-infested Mosquito Coast!

	Having broken all Ten Commandments—with plenty of pleasure and no punishment—the Renegade never expected to face a firing squad for a crime he hadn’t committed. But death at sunrise might be easier to endure than spending the night with a luscious, nubile señorita who refuses to be touched. There are other women who’d kill to share his bed, but they keep getting shot out from under him. Things really get tough for him, though, at a strange mission run by some very sexy and sinister nuns who do “good works,” but only when they’re not wearing their habits.
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They were all to be shot at sunrise. No particular reason. None of the people locked in the cellar of the old sugar mill had done anything. But it was a long-established Nicaraguan custom that since strangers could not be friends, strangers should be shot on general principle during a civil war.

	~*~

	Nicaragua had been enjoying a civil war for some time now. So, earlier that evening the troops holding that particular coastal fishing village had made a routine sweep of the plaza during the evening paseo and simply rounded up everyone they didn’t know personally. Since most of those they’d arrested, male or female, had only gone to the paseo to flirt as they enjoyed an after-dinner stroll, the weeping and wailing in the dank dark cellar was considerable.

	Captain Gringo remained silent as stood by one of the few barred windows level with his own chin and the walk outside their improvised prison. He wasn’t looking forward to the coming dawn with any more enthusiasm than his fellow prisoners, but he knew it was pointless to keep on shouting he was innocent.

	The hell of it was, he and his sidekick, Gaston Verrier, were innocent for a change. They’d been trying to make their way low-profile down the Nicaraguan coast to Costa Rica, when they’d made the mistake of ordering a much-needed snack at a sidewalk cantina during the apparently peaceful paseo time of an apparently peaceful village. They’d known, of course, of the civil war. There was always a civil war going on in Nicaragua. But the two soldiers of fortune hadn’t meant to get involved, this trip.

	The last time they’d passed through Nicaragua they’d found themselves fighting on the currently losing side, and they’d never been paid for their modest efforts to restore the balance of power between the warring cliques of Granada and León provinces.

	But, as the other prisoners kept reminding him, loudly, it wasn’t easy to stay uninvolved in local politics. He still didn’t know which side had arrested him and Gaston. Unless they busted out of here pronto, it wasn’t going to matter at sunrise.

	Captain Gringo was working on a bar as his older sidekick scouted the depths of the soggy cellar for other means of exit. The bar the big Yank was gripping seemed solidly set in its mortar. But the mortar was damp and moldy and you had to try.

	As he quietly threw his weight back and forth on the rusty bar, without much luck, a shorter man in rumpled white linen eased up to him and asked, in English, “Any luck? You’re a Yank, too, aren’t you?”

	Captain Gringo went on working as he regarded the stranger morosely and said, “It’s like pulling teeth. It’ll either give or it won’t, all at once. Where were you when they rounded us up? I didn’t notice you when they frog-marched us all over here from the plaza.”

	The other Anglo said, “They grabbed me at my hotel. What the hell’s going on, Mister, ah...”

	“Rogers,” Captain Gringo lied, adding, “I came down here to buy raw chicle for Wrigley’s of Chicago. As to what’s going on, the motherfucker who seemed to be in charge said we were all suspected of some damn thing or another, and now you know as much as me. What’s your tale of woe?”

	“I’m a newspaper man. Covering the fighting for the Hearst syndicate. Did they take your papers, too? My name’s Peterson, by the way.”

	“Shit, they would have taken my rubbers if I’d been carrying any. Like yourself, I stand empty-handed and with empty pockets, and this fucking bar won’t give an inch. I don’t suppose they left you with a pocketknife or even a goddamn fingernail file, Peterson?”

	The man shook his head and said, “They took my passport, camera, and, of course, my money. I managed to hang on to my films, though.”

	“Your what?”

	“Camera film. The Kodak it goes in is hopefully still in my room at the hotel. But as they patted me down they overlooked the two rolls of film. I hope this muggy heat doesn’t spoil it before I can find a place to get it developed. It’s already exposed, and believe you me, I’ve got some shots worth real money, if only I could get back to civilization!”

	Captain Gringo shrugged and said, “I’d settle for just getting the hell out of here. You and your dirty pictures figure to be buried in the same hole unless we can bust out of here well this side of dawn!”

	“Hey, the scoop on these little rolls of film is worth at least a quarter-mill to young Willy Randolph Hearst. He hates greasers, you know, and I got shots that could bring the marines in here pronto!”

	An older Hispanic came over, looking upset about something. He asked in Spanish, “Do either of you gentlemen know for why we are caged like animals here?”

	Captain Gringo shook his head and replied, “You heard what they said when they were rounding us up this evening, sehor. I don’t even know which side those soldados were on.”

	Peterson said, “Beat it, pop. This is a private conversation.” So the old man went away, sort of sobbing to himself.

	Peterson said, “Listen, if you and that little guy you’re with could help me get these pictures to Willy Randolph, I could make it well worth your while. Do you have any pals here in Nicaragua who could help us?”

	“Shit, Peterson, do you see anybody helping me with this fucking bar?”

	“I mean if we could somehow bust out of here. Do you know anyplace we could hide out until things cool off?” 

	“Things never cool off in Nicaragua. They’ve been fighting one another since they drove the Spanish out years ago. Let’s eat this apple a bite at a time, dammit! We can worry about where to run and hide if and when we get one fucking foot outside this cellar!”

	“Yeah, but if you and your pal escape, you’ll take me along, right?”

	Captain Gringo shrugged and said, “Sure, why not? May as well take all these poor suckers along, if and when. But the if is getting iffy as hell. I just can’t do a thing with these bars, and if my pal had found another part of the cave to work on he’d have come back to say so by now.”

	“Yeah, I saw him snooping around the walls back there in the dark just now. What does he do for a living, Rogers?” 

	“He’s a banana buyer, I think. We just met tonight before the big sweep made partners in misery of us all.”

	“I see. I don’t think taking along all these natives would be a smart move. Wouldn’t they slow us down?”

	“Slow us down going where? Do you like to see innocent men and women shot at sunrise, Peterson?”

	“Of course not. But can your friends here in Nicaragua hide out such a big bunch?”

	Before Captain Gringo could answer, Gaston came out of the darkness to join them. Gaston was older and much smaller than Captain Gringo, but he was tougher than he looked. The dapper little Frenchman regarded the world with a cynical, worldly smile, and treated it just the way it tried to treat him. He said, “It’s no use. The walls are solid masonry as well as below ground level. Do we know this other gentleman, Dick?”

	Captain Gringo introduced Peterson to Gaston. Gaston listened with apparent interest to the stranger’s pitch. But before Peterson finished, Gaston knifed him in the aorta.

	Captain Gringo had hoped Gaston had managed to hang on to the knife he carried in a sneaky collar sheath. He clapped a hand over Peterson’s mouth and lowered him casually in the semidarkness to a seated position on the floor as he said quietly, “You might have waited until he got to the stinger, Gaston.”

	Gaston snorted in disgust as he made the dagger vanish again, saying, “They sent him to get information, not to go through the whole charade of quote, escaping with him, unquote. I am glad you could see he was merely pumping us, too, my child.”

	Captain Gringo hunkered down beside the sitting corpse to go through its pockets as he replied, “Hell, I learned at my dear old Uncle Gaston’s knee never to trust a fellow prisoner who wasn’t in the paddy wagon with me. What’s this he had in his pocket?”

	“I of course looked the whole crowd over as soon as we were locked in this trés fatigue sugar mill tonight, in search of fellow rogues from our last visit to Nicaragua. He was not here earlier, and they have not opened the one door I know of since. What is that you have there, my ghoulish youth?” 

	Captain Gringo held up two rolls of tinfoil-wrapped Eastman nitrocellulose, according to the lettering, and said, “He had these to back his con. I was hoping for a gun. Nada. But they never would have left these cigars and matches in his shirt pocket if they didn’t like him a lot.”

	“Merde alors, if I thought he’d been anything but a sneak sent to spy on us I would not have knifed him. What do you think they were after, Dick? Our forged IDs could not have told them who we really were, hein?”

	“I guess they wanted to check us out before they shot us. Okay, we have three cigars, matches, and two rolls of doubtless worthless nitrocellulose film. This stuff’s mildly explosive, isn’t it?”

	“Oui, but we have neither the time nor the weak place to blow up with shredded plastique this time, my old and rare. It is after midnight. The moon will soon be setting. That gives us possibly a few short hours of darkness to make it to the adorable mangrove swamps. Why are you fatiguing yourself with that solidly set iron bar, now that you have searched our friend there?”

	“Do you have any better escape routes planned, you grinning old goat?”

	“But of course. If that idiot had been a ghost, he would hardly have responded so favorably to a thrust under the ribs, non? Ghosts may be able to walk through walls, but police informers...?”

	Captain Gringo nodded and said, “Gotcha.” Then he called to the old man Peterson had shooed back to the nearest clump of fellow prisoners, and when the old peon was near enough for discreet conversation, the tall American whispered, “Keep an eye on this prick and make sure nobody yells a lot about him being dead.”

	“Madre de Dios! Is he dead, señor?”

	“Yeah, but we don’t want it to get around. He was an agente secreto they sent to question us. If we can find out how he got in or out, we’ll take the rest of you with us. That won’t be easy if his pals on the outside find out he’s not still pumping us for information, see?”

	“Ah, entiendo bien! Have no fear, señores. I, Julio Robles, stand with you to the death, and I can speak for my own friends and relations in this terrible place, so...”

	They didn’t hang around to hear the rest of the speech. Captain Gringo took the lead, feeling his way in the dark as they got farther from the moonlight through the windows up front. He started to strike a match. But that could have been dumb. He said, “There’s no way through these walls of stuccoed coral blocks. Trapdoor in that wooden ceiling up there?”

	Gaston said, “Oui, it’s the only possible way. Let me think. The man was average height and that ceiling is, what, twelve feet above us?”

	Captain Gringo reached up to grab nothing but empty darkness as he replied, “Close enough. He didn’t jump either way, and a rope hanging down would be dumb.”

	Gaston grabbed his arm, reached out to feel the wall with his free hand, and said, “This way. There is an old sugar vat in a far corner. I wondered, idly, why they’d left it down here, upside down. It stands a good four feet off the dirt floor, in an unfrequented part of our oversized prison.”

	They made their way to the big inverted wooden vat. Captain Gringo couldn’t see it in the dark, but when the two of them put their weight to it, the solid mass of wood didn’t move. Captain Gringo put the stuff he’d taken from the dead spy in his pockets, climbed up on the vat, and whispered, “Hold it down to a roar.”

	Gaston could shut up if it was important. So Captain Gringo rose in the darkness until his hands were against the planks between the rafters, his head only slightly lower. He strained his ears. He heard not a sound from above. He shoved experimentally. A square trapdoor opened with little effort and not a sound on well-oiled hinges. It was just as dark up there as down here. So he couldn’t see what he was getting into as he opened the trapdoor all the way and pulled himself up through the opening. As he got a knee over the edge of the secret entrance, he heard a chair squeak and a voice in the darkness whispered, “How did it go, Yanqui? Is it safe to light the lamp now?”

	Captain Gringo whispered, “No!” as he got to his feet, judging where the other guy was standing or sitting and silently moving to one side as he did so. The other leaned forward in his seat and whispered, “What’s the problem? Where are you, Yanqui?”

	Captain Gringo didn’t answer. He swung a roundhouse left from the backfield and damn near broke his hand when it connected with somebody’s ear in the dark.

	The effect it had on the other guy was even more damaging. Captain Gringo heard him thud to the floor by his overturned chair. So he dived on him, groped his way to the semi-conscious unknown’s throat, and strangled him good until his boot heels stopped gently drumming on the boards.

	By this time Captain Gringo’s business associate, Gaston, had crawled up through the trap to hiss, “Not so loud, you boisterous child! What do we have here? From the sounds, one would judge you have been choking the life out of it, hein?”

	Captain Gringo remained seated on the dead man’s chest as he took out a match and thumbed a light. They saw Gaston was right. The uniformed Latin he’d clobbered and choked was staring at the ceiling of the little chamber with horrified eyes and a purple face. Gaston moved to the table in one corner to help himself to the gun in a shoulder rig the spy downstairs had left there before lowering himself through the trap to play games. As the Frenchman put it on under his linen jacket, Captain Gringo removed the gunbelt of the man he’d surprised, and strapped it around his own hips after rising to his feet.

	He struck another match to light the lamp on the table as the first one burned down. Gaston cracked open the one door to a dark hallway and said, “Eh bien, so far so good. We are once more armed and dangerous. Put out that ridiculous species of lamp and let us tiptoe through the tulips to parts unknown, non?”

	“Have you forgotten our pals in the cellar below?”

	“Who could ever forget them? But what of it, Dick? They are not our kind of people. A third of them are wearing skirts.”

	“Yeah, and all of them figure to be shot at sunrise if we leave ’em behind. Go get ’em and herd ’em up here while I scout the situation.”

	Gaston started to argue. Then he shrugged and said, “Eh bien, the more of us they have to search for, the more confused they should be as we wend our weary way for the safety of the border. But do not be long, my old and idealistic. This place makes me trés nervous and I do not intend to wait for you forever!”

	As Gaston lowered himself back through the trap, Captain Gringo first patted down the dead officer for any other goodies, found yet more smokes, matches, and fifty U.S. dollars’ worth of Nicaraguan play money, and put it aside for a rainy day. The gunbelt he’d helped himself to already had spare rounds of .44-40 for the old single-action thumb-buster.

	He left the lamp where it was, for the edification of Gaston and their newfound friends, while he eased out the door and groped his way along the narrow dark corridor toward a distant illuminated window. There wasn’t a sound from the rooms on either side. The troops who’d herded them into the sugar mill had obviously selected more comfortable quarters for themselves. But they wouldn’t be far. Someone had to be keeping at least a casual eye on the one official entrance out front.

	When he got to the grimed window he saw he was right. The window was of course at ground level, one story above the cellar. Fortunately, the dirty glass and darkness behind him conspired to hide him as he found himself staring out at a modest bonfire in the middle of a dead-end street formed by the sugar mill on one side and an L-shaped posada or wayfarer’s inn on the other. The military had taken over the posada as their G.H.Q. and quarters, judging from the lights upstairs and the soldados lounging in the doorway across from him.

	None of that was as interesting as the object squatting knee-high on its tripod near the fire. A Maxim heavy machine gun was aimed at the wall forming the dead end of the street. He saw now why the executions had been put off until sunrise. Some big shot intended to enjoy the novelty before breakfast. Machine guns were still rare to any armies of the late Victorian era. Down here they were probably as exciting as a bull fight.

	Gaston slithered into place at his side, whispering, “The old man is keeping the others quiet in the back room. What do we have here Ah, I see the machine gun. I see the setup, too. I know what you are thinking, you violent youth. Forget it. Let’s try the back way out.”

	Captain Gringo said, “If we had that Maxim, the odds on getting anywhere would go up a bunch, Gaston. We have two dozen people to worry about and between us only two pistols.”

	“Oui, but forget the damn machine gun and regard once again the tense set up! The moment one of us makes a break for that gun, those top-story windows fill with boisterous soldados, shooting down with glee, from cover! I should say when you try for that Maxim, since I am a rational human being, not a suicidal maniac! Before you tell me to cover you, regard it is not possible for one man with one pistol to cover at least fifteen windows and that doorway over there. Come, let us be on our way before one of those hysterical muchachas gives the show away by bursting into tears again!”

	Captain Gringo took out the rolls of film Peterson had been carrying as cover for his ridiculous story. He peeled off the tinfoil, eased up the sash, and told Gaston, “Get the others going out the back and into the trees. I’ll catch up. But first I want that Maxim!”

	“Eh bien, I’ll cover you, but...”

	“Damn it, Gaston, move it out! I don’t need cover, if this works!”

	“If what works? And what if it does not?”

	“I still won’t need cover. I’ll be dead. Go, Gaston!”

	So Gaston went. Captain Gringo counted Mississippi until he figured Gaston and the others had at least a start on him. Then he opened the window wider and tossed a spool of film underhand toward the bonfire. It missed, damn it. The man in the doorway looked up, mildly curious, trying to locate the source of the faint metallic tinkles. He spotted the rolling spool and stepped out of the doorway toward it, not looking the worried American’s way as Captain Gringo tossed the second roll.

	It landed in the bonfire.

	Nothing happened for a moment. Then the whole street was filling with billowing clouds of acrid, thick white smoke as Captain Gringo opened the window the rest of the way and forked his leg over the sill.

	He couldn’t see much. Nobody could, as he took a deep breath, held it, and headed for where he’d last seen the Maxim on its tripod. A gun went off at nothing in particular, and someone was shouting something dumb about poison gas as he slammed a window shut across the way.

	Captain Gringo barked his shin on the machine gun, reached down, and lifted it from its mount to swing away and run for it, with the ammo belt dragging and trying to trip him. He staggered to the sugar mill wall, groped his way to the open window, and shut it behind him after climbing through with the heavy gun cradled in his arms. He opened the petcock of the water jacket to let it drain as he staggered down the dark hallway. He had to take a breath. When he did so, he knew he’d made a mistake. Some of the nitrocellulose fumes had followed him inside and it felt like he was inhaling liquid glue laced with ammonia.

	The Maxim was lighter now, since water weighs eight pounds a gallon, but he was woozy and might not have made it had Gaston not grabbed him in the dark to steady him, and said, “This way. I sent Robles on with the others. With luck they will have all run away instead of waiting for us as I told them to. What on earth did you set fire to back there? It smells like someone just burned a skunk at the stake!”

	Captain Gringo was feeling better, now that he could breathe again. So he said, “Old Edison is going to have to work some bugs out of that film if he ever expects to get anywhere with those moving pictures he’s working on. Can you imagine the panic in a theater if a reel of that shit ever caught fire?”

	“How droll. From all the smoke I thought you had at least set fire to an entire glue factory. Here is the back entrance. Watch your adorable step with that heavy weapon. I have the belt. Let us scamper into the forest to join the other children before those soldados notice they have been robbed as well as smoked like hams, non?”

	~*~

	Gaston led the way across a freshly plowed field so they could leave lots of nice footprints in case their pursuers didn’t have bloodhounds. Gaston said the others were waiting amid the bananas on the far side of the forty-odd acres of open ground. The sky said they were headed south. That was the first good news tonight. Costa Rica was about the only country down here that didn’t stage a revolution every five minutes, and, having a stable easygoing government, it was the best place for soldiers of fortune to vacation between job offers.

	Captain Gringo could see their shadows outlined in orange on the red furrowed surface ahead. The moon had set. He glanced back over his shoulder to see the sky glowing nicely above the stark black outline of the old sugar mill. He chuckled and said, “Somebody turned over an oil lamp in the confusion back there. Looks like the posada is on fire. It couldn’t have happened to a sweeter bunch of guys. Did any of the others hazard an educated guess as to which side those sons of bitches are on?”

	Gaston shook his head as he kept pace, carrying the end of the machine-gun belt, and explained, “The other prisoners were as surprised as we were to be caught in that sweep this evening. Some of them are Grenadists and others used to be for León. Nobody locally was trés excited about it, as they thought this area was far from the war zone.”

	“Jesus, we’ve got guys on both sides waiting for us under the bananas?”

	“One hopes not. With luck, most will have run away by now. Those troops took no names as they herded us all in that cellar to await our doom. If I were a peon who’d just gone but the adorable back door, I would be home in bed about now with the covers pulled over my head!”

	Gaston was partly right and partly overoptimistic. When they heard a hiss from the edge of the banana plantation and veered that way to join old Julio and the others, they saw that about half the men and one or two women who’d been locked up with them had indeed lit out. But eight men and a dozen women had stayed with old Julio. As they all started talking at once, one gathered that the women, A: couldn’t run as fast, and B: were so afraid of rape that some of them had to be good-looking. It was hard to tell right now.

	Captain Gringo told everyone to shut up, and when they simmered down to a roar he said, “All right, muchachas y muchachos. My name is Ricardo Walker and I am called Captain Gringo. This is my companero, Lieutenant Gaston Verrier, late of the French Foreign Legion. Nobody has paid us to fight in this dumb civil war, so we are not for either side. We are for ourselves. Does anyone here have a plan?” 

	No answer.

	He nodded grimly and said, “So be it. We’re too far from the Rio San Juan to make it to Costa Rica in one jump. I’m not sure Costa Rica would approve of all you Nicaraguans immigrating en masse in any case.”

	Old Julio asked, “What about Greytown, Captain Gringo?” So the tall American said, “Tell me about it. What’s at Greytown and how far is it?”

	The old man explained, “Greytown is perhaps thirty kilometers this side of the border. It is a British treaty base. Our various governments keep complaining to Queen Victoria about a British base on Nicaragua’s coast, but what can we do about it? Tio Sam signed a treaty with Juan Toro giving Britain permission for to keep some gunboats there in exchange for a free hand to meddle in the Panamanian situation.”

	“Oh, yeah, I remember reading about the agreement setting aside the Monroe Doctrine is far as the Brits are concerned right now. But Gaston and me are sort of wanted by the Brits on some silly charges. I’m not sure a British enclave would welcome us with open arms.”

	Gaston had been listening. He said, “We most surely cannot stay here! Let us drop these unfortunates off at Greytown, where they may at least find employment washing dishes or something. Unencumbered, the two of us can make thirty kilometers and a modest river in one night, non?” 

	Captain Gringo nodded but didn’t start running. So Gaston added, “Why are we lurking about this rough neighborhood, Dick? Those soldados will soon recover from the effects of your smoke bomb and resultant fire, non?”

	“I hope so. I don’t want to hang around here all night.” 

	Gaston dropped the end of the gunbelt to stare pensively across the open field at the burning whatever, as he said, “Forgive me, I am missing something. We are many miles from Greytown or anywhere else at all good for one’s health, Dick. Even had we left hours ago, the lovely tropic sunrise would have caught us on the thrice accursed open trail. It is not getting any earlier as we stand here chatting, with those trés annoyed soldados doubtless forming up a posse at the moment on the far side of that old sugar mill.”

	Captain Gringo said, “Yeah. Get our side spread out and on the ground for cover. Two pistols and one HMG won’t do for a band of twenty-three boys and girls if we mean to fight our way anywhere important.”

	“True, but where are we to get weapons for one and all on such short notice?” Gaston began. Then he sighed and said, “Merde alors, I might have known, you trés noisy kleptomaniac! All right, my children, let us all spread out and recline upon the muck as our gallant leader suggests, hein?”

	Old Julio caught on first and started helping Gaston get the bewildered runaways into position amid the banana stalks, as Captain Gringo dropped to his knees with the heavy Maxim trained out across the open field.

	Gaston rejoined him as the sky to the north grew even brighter. The dapper little Frenchman observed, “The sugar mill seems to be on fire now. I forget where I left that lamp we found. Do you have any water in the jacket of that thing? What if the head spacing is set wrong? Your skills as a machine gunner are in demand down here mostly because most of the local species of soldado has no idea how to man modern automatique weaponry and—”

	“Shut up. I just spotted a head peeking out the back of that sugar mill. That’s not what’s lighting up the sky. They’ve given up trying to put out the burning posada. So they have no place to sleep right now, and let’s hope they’re mad as hell about it!”

	Apparently they were. As the two soldiers of fortune watched, someone across the way shouted something dumb about footprints, and a long skirmish line of soldados with rifles carried at port detached itself from the mass of the sugar mill and proceeded to cross the open field without so much as a man on point. One jerk-off was waving a tin sword as he strutted smack in the center of the line. Gaston snorted in disgust and said, “I remember that sword. He is the species of insect who arrested us at the plaza this evening. Surely he knows by now that you left with that machine gun, non?”

	“Maybe not. They have us all down as simple souls they meant to use for target practice in the cold gray light of dawn. They’re just going through the motions so that when their superiors ask, they can say they tried. They think we all hit the back door running and haven’t stopped since.”

	“Oui, they must, from the casual way they advance across open ground. What are we waiting for, my hesitant child? They are now within range, and I grow tired of bracing myself for the chatter of that Maxim. Are you checking the action?”

	Captain Gringo shook his head and said, “Did that, first thing, as we took off. She’s in shape to fire dry, for at least a belt’s worth.”

	“Merde alors! Fire, then! They are almost on top of us now!”

	Captain Gringo waited another two full seconds, braced the Maxim on his hip, and said, “When you’re right, you’re right,” as he squeezed the trigger.

	He traversed from left to right at groin level, mowing down the skirmish line with his first traverse and then swinging the muzzle back the other way to chop up the men on the ground with his reverse traverse. He had a third of the belt left when he decided that would do for now. In the dark the muzzle of the Maxim glowed red. They did that when you fired them dry.

	Neither soldier of fortune said anything as they listened in the sudden silence. Somewhere behind them that same dame was crying again. None of the soldados stretched out on the red furrows made a peep as Captain Gringo waited to see if anyone across the way had anything to say. He’d of course crabbed sideways on his knees away from the muzzle flashes, which some spoilsport in the sugar mill
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