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AN sguinted his eves against
the sun. Gooed land, this, and
rot claimed. Nota soul to bhe
seent o

“Whoa!” He pulled in his team,
and the creaking prawrie schooner

came to a stop, Wiping the sweat
from his cressed brow he sat Iooking
sitently about hire, nodding approval
as hiz gaze swept from the blue waters
of the distant creek, across the level
grass land, to the edge of the shadowy
forest,

likely spot——what ye thinky”’
he ga"ui*ied, with a glance back at his
wife, who had pushed her head out
Letween the flaps of the wagon hood.
A couple of children, too, were eagerly
trving to get a look,

“Yes" the woman said, her voice

denoting her surprise at this fair scene.
“Bavbe we won't have to go any fur-
ther on.

Could setile right here, per-
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Dian’s answer was another grunt.
He watched the crek that came in
like o narrow finger of the sea, with
rich green grass on the banks. Fine
catile feed. And there ought 1o be
fish to caich,

S5l car’t understand how come
we're the first here,” he said, “Seems
as good a place as ve could ever wish
for.”

“The others went further south, We
had fack, ™

Dran eased himseli down on the
ground. The woman, tos, and the
children scrambled out of the wagon,
strotching their legs and looking
around. “Oh, Pa, see what I found!”
Ohe of the girls, a siz-vear old,
picked a large white shell from the
ground, Dan took it from her and ex-
amined it thoughtfully, “Oyster,” he
muttered, with a glance at the far-of
creek,  The shelt was withered and
sun-bleached though it had besn
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Iying there fov a good many vears
“0Odd,” said Dran. “I'd never have be-
lieved the water ever reached as far up
as this,”

He handed the shell back to the gidl
and took an axe from the wagon. The
sharp edge flashed in the sun. “You
stay here,’” he said. “TH walk over to
ihat wood. Mayhbe TPl mark a couple
of trees, and we can stay here.”

“Would be a nice sheltered place for
a house,”” said his wile, gazing at the
wood.

He nodded. “Timber and all. Well

AN have a look arcund fivst, Got
te ook arcund in there”

“T’ll fix a bite while you're gone.”

“Good.” He shouldered the axe
and walked slowly across the level
grass, scanning the ground as i ap-
praising the scil underneath, dream-
ing perhaps of black furrows to be
plowed, seeing with his mind’s eve a
field of golden grain in the summer
sunshine.

Therel . . . Something white in the
grass. Another withered shell.  And
again it seemed odd to him that an
oyster shell should be lying here, for
as far as his experienced eve could
judge, the sea had never reached this
far inland. The nature of the grass
was proof of that,

He walked on, strolling with an
eazy pace toward the somber wood.
Ves, he liked this spot. Rich soil and
fine pagture grounds. And fish in the
creek. He hastened his steps, for sud-
denly it all seemed too good to him.
He had expected to travel west anoth-
er month, perhaps more, This was a
great stroke of luck, and he was anx-
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ious to cut a mark in one of those
trees over there, thus establishing his
vight 1o the site—bis right as fst-
comer. A stroke of the aze, and this
land belonged to him,

On the edge of the wood he stoppe
and turned around, glancing back at
the wagon in the surmmer sun, A wind
from the distant sea rippled the grass,
The children were laughing and romp-
ing about.

Otherwise not a sound. The forest
was silent and dark, . . . Then he
beard a shght noise. He listened ai-
tentively, Bul nothing more was
heard, Some animal, he thought
Some game. So much the hetter, He'd
go huniing as soon as these preltmi-
narics were attended to.

He stepped forther in among the
trees.  But here the wood was oo
dense, and the trunks ioe thick; he
wanted {0 find a natural clearing, He
chimbed over a fallen tree trunk, rot-
ted and dry from having lain here
many a vear, A hundred vards ahead
the sundight filtered down through the
foliage. There was the clearing he
was locking for. A few trees felled,
soad he could build, And the house
would be sheltered from winter storms,
Might as well make up his mind on
this spot, he thought. He'd mark one
of these trees right now. Then, who-
ever might come, he'd be safe. And
all his life he would remember this
day as a dav of great luck,

Swinging his sharp axe he tut a
wedpe-shaped mark in the neavest
tree. Then he walked a little further
on and notched another trunk, There
-—it was done! Resting on the aze he
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felt at peace with himself, This land
was his now.

And as he stood there, dreaming of
years to come, right in front of him
he saw another one of those shebis
And 5 few yards away a patch of
ground was while with them,

He was still puzzling over his find
when the creaking of dry twigs caused
him guickly to raise his head. He saw
another man coming toward him, shot-
gun in hand, and eyeing hira bellig-
erently.

The man came nearer, cautiously.
He held his gun in readiness. His
narrowed eyves were fixed on Dan,
Dran returned the stare.

“What ye doin’ here?” ithe man
asked, his tone tense and hostile,

Pran said nothing, But his grip
tightened arcund the shait of lis axe,

Clancing between the tree trunks,
the man with the shotgun saw Dan's
wagon there, off acrogs the grass. He
shifted his eyes hack to Dan, and they
had a fierce look. *Ye better move an
cut of here,” he snapped. *This place
belongs to me,”

“Belongs to me,” sald Dan,
mine.”

They stared at each other; the man
was breathing hard.”" What ve mean?”’
he said. I was here first. Drove in
arourdd the hill back there.”

“Wlavhe ve did,” said Dan. R
don’t know, But Pve cut my mark in
them trees, and Ui gom’ o hold on
to what's mine. I was here before
you.'’

“YVou're a Har,” said the man an-
grily.

“Don’t call me a Har,” Dan retori-

“it’s

ed, taking e step forward, his fingers
tightening around the axe shaft, “I'm
here, an’ L mean to stay heve,”

“The hell ve are. It's me that's
goin’ to stay.”

“Seems we boilr are goin’ to stay,”
said Dan, saccastically. “Don’t be a
fool—put away that gan H ye koow
what’s good Tor ye.”’

Hatred {ashed in the other’s eye.
His finger pressed the trigger. A shot
rang out in the stillness of the wood.
A frightened bird flitied, screaming,
ofl amnng the foliage.

Dan stood straight and taut for 2
brief moment, sucking in his breath
through clenched tecth. But before
hie fell he summoned his strength and
swung the axe. Fis adversary tried to
dodge the blow, but in his excitement
he stumbled over a fallen branch, and
the sxe struck him at the base of his
nock.

THERE Was no sound except ihe flut-
ter of wings overbead. A beam of sun-
light cut down among the trees and
Bashed on the white shells that lie-
iered the ground, They were red with
blocd now. Dan had wondersd about
those shells & few minutes ago, pot
knowing what silent language they
spoke, For Iving there on the ground,
sun-blenched sod withered after cen-
turiss of weather and wind, they were
eloquent of the age when these were
the hunting grounds of the Indian.
Dran had cabmed he was here before
the other man, and the man with the
gun hacd claired he was here first,
But the shells proved that the Indi-
ans were here before either of them.




T

300

Long, long ago, before white men
came and killed one another and
slaughtered the natives for private
possession of the land—long ago the
Tndians bailt their wigwams heve and
hunted in the forest. The ved men
took oysters from the salt-water creek
and carried them fudand, feasting on
them, then throwing the shells on the
ground, And ihe shells remaimed there
centturies after the tribes vanished.

“This place Is mine,” Dan had said.
And the other man had claimed the
land belonged to him. But i they
had listensd to the withered shelfis
they would have learned a seoret—the
secret of the age-old tand. The carth
elongs to no one. For the land is but
a loan to each passing generation. We
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are here now, and shall seon pass—as
the Indian passed, and as the Legend-
ary Kace came and passed before the
appearance of the Indian. We are but
wanderers, doomed to Yeave this workd
as bare of possessions as we came.

“Tt’s mine,” Dan sald.

“It belongs to me,” said the other
man.

But they had spoken with the ig-
norance thal breeds passion, sorrow
and death, The sheils carried the mes-
snge that neither to the one nor to the
other does the land belong, Hisbuta
loan, And as 2 loan we must leavn to
receive it for common use in our life-
time, for the wellare of all-—and as an
inheritance for those who will come
after us.
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Robor Comeraman on Night Shift

4 An electronic control antomaiically synchronizes a new iype shulier for
afrcraft cameras with the bursting of a flash bomb, thus enabling military
observers to photograph, from high altitudes and af wight, the destroction
caused by their explosives.

After the desiced exposure time has elapsed, the control closes the shutter
Simultaneously, the camera antomatically rewinds the flm and gets ready for
ancther pilciure,

The hrain of 1his robot control is a sensitive photosleciric cell that acts on
the light irmpuise coming from the exploding bomb. When the flash is caught
by the camera, the impulse is magoified and transformed into an electric
current to which the shutter responds in Jess than 1/500 of a second. The
control mechanism operates on three-billionths of a watt of energy—about
equal fo that involved when a human hair falis one-tenth of an inch through
space., General Electric Company.
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