Jagger the Dog from Elsewhere by Alexander Key

ONE HelsTransported

When Jagger vanished during the earthquake, everyone mourned. The great white dog wasthe
only casudty, and though he belonged to no one, he was as much a part of the community asthe seven
Elders, and far better loved. The Eldersdid little but give good advice, which no onelikesto hear. But
Jagger was a helper. He policed the gardens, looked after small children, found lost objects, and was
awaysthefirst to arive in any sort of emergency. It was not until he was gone that people suddenly
redlized that life without him would never bethe same.

On the morning of the earthquake, just before dawn, Jagger heard the sudden bleating of the
goats across the hills, and he went racing through the dark to find out what was wrong. He was very
uneasy, and the fedling grew as he redlized that the goats ahead were fleeing from some-thing—a
something far more disturbing than one of the big cats that sometimes attacked them. But before he could
reach them, thunder was roiling across the heavens, and dl at once there came ablinding flash of lightning
that seemed to cut theworld in haf. At the same moment the hill he had climbed jerked violently. The
force of it sent him tumbling.

Just what happened afterward Jagger never knew. He decided later that the lightning must have
stunned him and that he'd probably wandered about in adaze until long after daylight. But it was not until
his head cleared and he finally paused to ook around that he began to realize something was very wrong.

Thiswasn't one of the familiar hillswhere held spent hislife. That fact wasimmediately evident.
Everything around him was different, from the cold mist cregping down through the trees to the steedy
roar of astream somewherefar, far, below. Even the smellswere different.

His bewilderment turned to shock asit dawned on him that thiswas an awfully big hill aswell as
adrange one, and that he was completely lost upon it. For thefirst timein al hisdays he had no idea
where hewas or in what direction home lay. Worse, he had aterrible feding that he might never get to
seehome again.

Jagger was o overcome by this desolate possibility that he could not help raising his head and
giving along mournful howl. It wasredly adreadful sound, so haunt-ing that it was hair-raising, and
because of hisvery bignessit carried agreat distance. Other dogs on faraway farms heard it and
shivered, and howled back in dismay. Birds cried out in fright, and small cresturesfrozein their bur-rows
asif they had just been told that the end of the world was near.

Jagger heard the far-off dogs and stiffened with quick excitement. Dogs were very rare a home.
To find so many of them here was dmaost unbelievable. Then his excite-ment rose as he became aware of
the low voices of men somewhere down the dope. All humanswere hisfriends. They would be ableto
tell himwherehewasand help him.

He gave ashort, eager bark and began hurrying down through the mist. As he ran, he sent
thoughts of greeting ahead. But when he waswithin sight of the men, he stopped abruptly. His greeting
had not been returned, nor had they even sent forth aquestion to indicate they had picked up his
thoughts.

Jagger found this quite astonishing. Some people could send and receive thoughts better than
others, but he'd never heard of anyone who was unable to do it. Why, even little children could
communicate thisway before they learned to talk. What sort of men were these?

Through the thinning mist he studied the two men curioudy. Onewas very tal and gaunt, standing
head and shoulders above the other. Both were roughly dressed in boots and old clothing, and each
carried what seemed to be awegpon. His gaze sivung from the grim features of the tall man to the
wizened face of the second, who was peer-ing about uneesily.

The small man was muttering, "1 tll you it was awolf we heard, Big Joe. What e se could have howled
likethat?'

"A banshee, mebbe," Big Joe growled, in avoicefull of grave.



"Aw, you know there ain't no such athing as a banshee around here."

"Therean't no wolves, neither."

"Used to be some, years ago. One mighta come back."

"That weren't no wolf, Curly”

"Then what in tarnation wasit?"

"Dunno, but | suredon't likeit."

Though the language was strange to Jagger, the thoughts and fedlings behind the spoken words
were clear enough. Everything about them was upsetting. He hadn't known that men like these existed.
Redlizing he could expect little help from them, he began moving quietly away. But at this moment a puff
of wind ruffled the leaves overhead, and the thin curtain of mist hiding him was swept aside.

With a sudden sharp avareness of danger, he gave agreset legp that carried him into the misty
woods on the right. He was an instant too late. As hisfeet touched the ground he heard the smal man's
gasp and Big Joe's startled oath. Then both men began firing.

A numbing blow on hisfordeg dmost threw him. Somehow he managed to stifle hiscry and run
on, keeping to the misty trees while he angled down the dope. Long later, more bewildered than he had
ever been and trem-bling from shock and growing pain, he crawled into athicket to rest and lick his
wound while he sought vainly to understand the incredible things that had happened.

It was shattering enough to wake up in atotally strange land after being struck down by
lightning—but it was far worse to discover that the people here were his enemies. Why, those men had
tried to kill him! It was hard to believe, for men had aways been hisfriends. Y et those two men were
different. They couldn't even communicate with him. Was everyone here that way?

As he studied hiswound heredlized it was much worse than it had appeared at first. Though he
had never seen afirearm before, it was easy to guess—from what he'd learned in Elder Norfo's
classes—that he'd been struck by some sort of projectile from agun. The thing had gone on along,
danting course through his foreleg, making awound that could cripple him for weeks. No bone seemed
to be broken, but he'd lost alot of blood and he knew he was bound to lose more unless he could lie
here motionlessfor at least aday or so. It might take severa days.

It was adismaying thought. Food, of course, he could do without for awhile. After dl, fasting
was supposed to be good for the mind. But water you had to have.

Jagger's throat had been dry for sometime, but only now did he redize the extent of histhirst. He
raised hisgreat head, listening for the rush of the stream he had been aware of earlier. It wasfaint inthe
distance, much too faint to be worth the effort of going back to find it. But close on hisright he could hear
the soft splash of a gpring coming down between the rocks.

Pain shot through hisleg as he lurched to hisfeet. Limping carefully over to the trickle of water,
he began lapping at asmall pool beside a boulder. But he had hardly tasted the cool sweetness of it when
all his sensesbecame dert at the sudden barking of approaching dogs. At the same instant the inner ear
of hismind caught the anguish of acreaturein peril, anditsslent pleafor help.

Jagger forgot histhirst and hislameness. He whirled to face the open glade on his left, beyond
which he could hear the dogs. He was of the ancient breed of guardians, whose every ingtinct isto
protect. No hunter, aguardian, but a protector of the hunted. Jagger's shaggy white coat hid the scars of
many battles, mostly with the big spotted catsthat came to prey on his people's flocks and especidly on
the deer that were the children's pets. The only outward sign of these conflicts wasin the droop of his
right ear. It would not stand up as straight as the other when heraised his ears to hear better, but flopped
alittle, giving him adroll expression when he cocked his head to one sideto listen.

All hisattention at this moment was on the frightened creature approaching. Hismind had
reached out to it, probing. He was not surprised to learn it was adoe, fleeing to save afawn she had
hidden from her pursuers. She was exhausted now and the end seemed near.

Though Jagger had redlized from the very start what was happening, it was hard for him to
accept the evidence of his senses. Back home dogs did not pursue the helpless. 1t was unthinkable. What
sort of place was thiswhere dogs ran wild, and even the humans killed?

Suddenly there was movement in the misty woods across the glade. Jagger sprang forward just



as the doe stumbled into the open.

At the 9ght of him she stopped short and stood swaying with fatigue while she stared a him
bleskly. But dready he was thrusting comforting thoughts toward her, urging her not to be afraid. Ashe
sped padt, dl his attention went to the oncoming dogs, now howling in afrenzy asthey rushedin for the
kill.

Jagger barked awarning and ordered them to halt. He might aswell have ordered the earth to
gopitsturning.

The dogs, led by a huge wolflike mongredl, howled into the glade. Seeing Jagger, they hesitated
hardly a second, then fanned out around him, too excited to heed hiswarn-ing, too close to blood to
stop. Only the leader, fedling himself challenged, and suddenly infuriated at finding the way blocked at the
final moment, whirled to fight. He quickly paid for his mistake by being flung away with a broken neck,
for the great white newcomer was twice his size and many times as strong.

It was not Jagger's intention to kill, but he had no choice. Only speed could save the doe. There
were five more dogsin the pack, and aready the first was legping for her throat. He caught the dogin
midair and flung it away as he had the leader, then sprang for the next. These swift executions were too
much for the remainder of the pack. When hewhirled to them, they backed away, cring-ing. Abruptly
they turned and fled.

There was something like wonder in the do€e's eyes as she looked at Jagger. Sowly she moved
over and touched her noseto hisin the ancient gesture of trust and friend-ship. A moment later adistant
sound caught her attention. All at once she trotted across the glade and faded into the shadows.

Once more Jagger found himself listening to the voices of men. They were gpproaching, hurrying,
and they seemed excited. They were not the same men he had en-countered earlier, but it made no
difference. Man, in this strange and dreadful place, was not to be trusted. He quickly followed the doe's
example and crept into the forest.

It was dmost dark before he found another thicket that seemed safeto hidein. The early dark
surprised him. Surdly he hadn't redlly spent afull day wandering about on this strange hillsde. Still, maybe
he had. He'd been pretty dazed at first. A lot of time could have passed.

Hisleg was bleeding again and it had become very painful. After he had made himsdlf as
comfortable as pos-sible, hetried pressing dried leaves about the wound, but it did little good. If only
he'd been born with hands instead of paws, he could have managed it easily, for it would have been
nothing to bind the leavesin place with some of thelittle creepersthat grew al around the thicket. But
when you have pawsas big aslily pads. . .

Jagger Sghed and tried to resgn himself to the orded of lying perfectly till until hisleg heded
enough to check the bleeding. He'd have to go without food, probably for days, but that wasn't what
bothered him. After dl, he and Elder Norfo had often fasted together. "Fasting,” the El-der wasfond of
saying, "isnot only good for both soul and body, but it sharpens the mind. Ah, how one gains men-taly!"

Jagger hadn't noticed that it did much for him, either mentaly or otherwise. But hed never
minded so long asthe Elder had a huge bow! of his specid porridge ready for him afterward. But who,
here, was going to give him abowl of anything? He didn't like to think abouit it, but he couldn't remember
having seen athing dl day that looked edible. Not athing.

A family of rabbits occupied the other side of the thicket, and though Jagger was very much
aware of them and could have caught one easily—It had dways been great fun to play tag with rabbits a
home—he would have been outraged at the thought of killing and eating one. He had never eaten mest in
hislife

His gloom increased as black dark closed down, and it grew worse during the night. Pain kept
him awake, and a cold mist added to his misery. He finally dozed away, only to be awakened at dawn by
the uneasy cdls of birds and the sudden banging of guns somewhere down the dope. The air was dmost
frogty.

Heworried over the gunfire, and at last questioned the rabbits about it.

Hewastold that it was the sound of degth. The time of grestest danger had come, and all



creatures should stay hidden.

Jagger did not immediately understand. Then the truth jolted him. Thiswas the season when
humansliked to kill.

It was the beginning of another bad day, which only seemed to worsen as the hours passed. He
had not eaten since the evening before the lightning struck him. Now he was suddenly tormented by
visons of hisfavorite bowl filled with porridge—the Elder's very specia porridge made of beansand
whole grains. But an even greater torment was agrowing thirst. Hislast drink had been taken from a
muddy pool some distance from the thicket, and he dreaded the ordeal of going back to it.

By midday histhirst had become intolerable. He forced himself out of the thicket and managed to
limp to the poal, leaving atrall of blood, but after he had lapped hisfill, his strength deserted him. Long
later the deadly sound of nearby guns drove him to hisfeet again, and he managed to totter back to his
hiding place.

Jagger had hardly settled down in the thicket when the mist, which had been hanging low dl day,
turned to achill drizzle. By dark it was raining steadily, and he was colder and more miserable than he
hed ever beenin hislife.

Longingly that night he thought of home. He visoned the spry little Elder who had raised him and
taught him dl he knew, and he thought of the many others who depended on him and loved
him—specidly the smal children like Andaand Lillet and Ereen, who rode every-where on his back,
laughing and singing. Oh, where, where was home now?

Jagger moaned in anguish, and agreat wave of homesickness swept over him. In hisloneliness
and despair he sent agresat sllent cry into the void.

Oh, Elder, where am? Can you hear me? Lillet?Anda? Oh, please hear me!

Hewaited, hardly daring to hope. There was no answer. In his extremity he sent forth afind,
despairing call.

|s there anyone, anywhere, who can hear me?

It was now, suddenly, that asmall clear voice said hesitantly, "1-I hear you! Who are you?'

TWO HeBecomesa Banshee

The voice was 0 startlingly clear that for amoment Jag-ger was sure the owner of it must bein the
thicket, close beside him in the dark. But of course thiswasimpossible, as he redlized amost instantly.
He was aware of every living thing around him, from the rabbits on one side to the family of white-footed
micein their burrow on the right. Nor could anyone or anything have crept near him unnoticed.

He had heard the voice only in hismind. But why wasit so clear? Still, there were some people. .

| am called Jagger. hereplied. Who are you?

"Jagger?' the voice repeated. "What an odd name!" Then it exclaimed ddightedly, "Oh, thisis
wonderful! You'rethefirst person I've ever been ableto talk to thisway. | can talk to owls and horses
and foxes and crows—the crows are the smartest things—but you're the first real person-*

I'm not exactly a person. Jagger interrupted.

"Oh, but you must be!" thevoiceinssted. "A grown-up, | mean. That's how you sound, sort of
deep and gruffy, likeaman. You are aman, aren't you?' But before he could reply the voice hastened
on. “When | first heard you | had the awfullest feding you were in trouble. Maybe hurt or something. Are
you hurt?'

Yes. hesaid. I've been wounded in the leg

"Oh, dear! What happened?’

Men tried to kill me.

"But—but | don't understand! Why would anyone want to do that?'



| don 't know—except that this seems to be the time when men kill And | may have
frightened them. All thisis very strange to me. Why do the humans here kill? I've never heard of
such athing!

"Y ou—you've never beard of hunting season before?"

No.

"Why, [—I just can't imagine—Jagger, what sort of person are you?'
| told you | wasn't exactly a person, although | have the status of one in my community. | ama
dog.

Totheinner ear of hismind now came what sounded like asqued of delight. It was just the sort
of squed that tiny Ereen back home might have made, and he suddenly redized it must beasmdl girl he
was talking to—and avery remarkable small girl at that. She could send forth her thoughts better than
anyone hed ever known.

"A dog!" shewas saying happily. "Oh, I'm so glad! | used to have alittle dog named Dandy, and
| loved him so, but Aunt Tess hated him, so she—But let's not talk about that. Let'stalk about you. Isit
raining whereyou are?"

Yes, Jagger told her, trying not too successfully to hide hismisery.

"Oh, how awful!" she exclaimed. "It'sjust starting here, but | had afeding it was pouring where
you are. Y ou must be soaked through and shaking with the cold, and hungry besides. Y ou are hungry,
arent you?"'

Somewhat, he admitted. Rut that's the least of it. 1've lost so much blood And still the
wound bleeds.

"Thenwe |l haveto stop it right away,” she said hadtily. “ Peter will know how. Hes my brother.
He's three grades ahead of me, so he'sterribly old and smart. I'll go wake him.”

Wait. Jagger ordered. You Can't do anything tonight And you've no business being in the
woods in the dark in this kind of weather Don't you realize—

"Oh, pooh! We're not afraid of the dark, or the woods either. The only red friendswe have are
in the woods, and that includes old Mr. Rush, the bee man. Anyway, Aunt Tessisaway and weredl
alone here, 0 there's nobody to stop usif we want to go looking for you. Just tell me about where you
are, and well-"

But | don't know where lam! Jagger shot back misera-bly. | never saw this place before. |
don't even know how | got here.

"Honest?'

He could fed the shock in her. All | know, he added quickly, is that there was a storm of
some kind, and | believe | was struck by lightning. When | woke up everything was different
Everything—the trees, the air, the peo-ple, the language.

"But—but you're ill in America, because—"

| never heard of America before.

"But—but you must have! Thisis Alabama, and you can't be far awvay, because you're coming in
S0 gtrong, and anyhow we're both speaking English.”

Jagger 9ghed. Just because we under stand each other doesn't mean we speak the same
language. We don't. Yoursis strange to me, and I'm sure you don't know mine.

“Boput-"

It's thought we are communicating with, not language. When | send you a thought, you
hear it in your mind in whatever language you happen to know. If you don't know a language,
then your mind receives feelings. That's why you can talk to owls and crows and things.

"Oh! Oh, my goodness! I—| didnt redlize. . .”

And that's not all. Jagger hastened to add. | hate to tell you this, but | know I'm not from
this country, wherever itis. I'mfroma different place entirely, and I'm beginning to believe it's on
another planet.

It was afact he hadn't wanted to admit before, even to himsdlf. But it was out at last, and he had
to faceit. He could never hope to see home again. It was gone forever. And the Elder was gone, and



Andaand Lillet and Ereen and al the others he loved.

There was along shocked slence from the unknown girl who had been talking to him. Suddenly
she slammered, "F-from another planet? Well, I'll be a speckled-blue monkey! Wait'll | tell Peter about
you!"

Jagger waited, shivering in the cold rain, and tried to keep hismind on the girl. Puzzling over her
madeit easier to forget himsdlf and his growing misery. Sheld forgotten to give her name, athough that
hardly mattered, for held already guessed alot just by listening to her. A remarkable little person who
wasn't redly as happy as she sounded. Hed caught shadows of thoughts that told him there was trouble
inher life. A great ded of it.

"Jagger," she broke in suddenly, worriedly. "I woke Peter and told him al about you. But-but he
doesn't believe mel”

Does he know you talk to owls and crows? Hereplied.

"He'sseenmedoit, for | dwaystalk aoud when | send thoughts out—Ilike I'm doing to you
now—only he says anybody can talk to acrow. Maybe he'sjust putting me on—I can't read his mind
like| can other peopl€'s. But he says|’m really making it up when | tell him about you—that theré'sno
such thing as atelepathic dog from outer space! Jagger, what can | do?!

WEe'll think of something But first, haven't you a name?

"Oh, didn't I tell you?It's Nan. Nan Thornberry. We're at Thornberry Farm. It's more of aranch,
really—asort of small one, that is—but now that Pop'sgone. . .”

He was aware of a sudden deep sadnessin her, then she went on brightly, "Jagger, what about
those men that shot you? Maybe Peter knows them. Can you tel me what they were like?"

He described them carefully, then added, Curly was the little man's name. He called the tall
one Big Joe.

There was a short silence. He wastrying to see her clearer in hismind when she said, "Oh, I've
met them. And Peter knows all about them. The little one's Curly Brice, and hisson, Billy, isin Peter's
classat school. Peter saysthat this morning he heard Billy say that hisfather and another man were
hunting yesterday up on Long Creek Ridge when they heard something awful howling inthe mist. Mr.
Brice thought it was awolf at first, but the other man—he's Mr. Joe Tanner—said there were no wolves
around, and, to sound so terrible, it couldn't be anything but a banshee.”

| did howl, Jagger admitted, and | heard them say that, but I'm not acquainted with the
creature. Just what is a banshee?

"Oh, it's supposed to be a perfectly ghastly sort of ghost found in Ireland, but people like Mr.
Tanner believe they're found here, too. Anyway, Billy Brice says hisfa-ther told him they'd hardly
decided it redlly was a banshee when they saw it coming at them through the mist. It was
white and big as an e ephant and absolutely horrible. Jag-ger, please don't tell me you're horrible and big
asan | eephant!”

| don't know how big an elephant is, but | do seemto be larger than the dogs you have
here.

"Y ou-you've met some dogs?'

Jagger told her about the pack he had been forced to fight. | didn't know my kind could be so
bloodthirsty. | hateto kill, but | had to do it to save the doe.

Nan was slent amoment. Abruptly she said, "I told Peter what you did, and he says he's heard
about the three dogs being killed, and that people are dready saying it was done by the banshee. Mogt of
them don't think it'sarea banshee, that it's just adangerous anima which ought to be tracked down and
shot. So Peter thinks we'd better start looking for you right away."

No! hetold her quickly. I've already warned you about going out in the woods on a night
like this. Anything can happen, and I'm too weak to protect you. If you'll wait till daylight-

"Aw, don't bean old slly!" sheretorted. "Peter and | know what we're doing. Anyhow, if we
wait till morning, it may betoo late. The hunters are bound to find you!"

There was a short pause, then her voice came again. "WEell be on our way in aminute. Peter's



getting hisfirgt-aid kit and the flashlights, and I'm down &t the refrig-erator packing alunch. | hope you
like raw hamburger, because it's the only meat we have except some canned stuff.”

No! said Jagger, revolted. Then, in sudden awful com-prehension, he added, The humans
here—they are flesh eaters?

"Of course! What's wrong with that?" Without waiting for areply she hastened on, "Starsdivel! |
never heard of adog that didn't like meat! But what in the world can | bring you? Macaroni and cheese?
That'll haveto beit, ‘causeit'sal we have, and I'll put in abig can of beansto splice out. Here comes
Peter with the raincoats, so we're leaving now. . .”

How do you expect to find me? he asked presently, when he learned that his searchers had
gained the woods.

"Oh, that won't be hard,” Nan told him, with far more confidence than he knew shefdt. "We
know you're somewhere on thisside of Long Creek Ridge, and that's right back of our farm. All we have
to doisfollow the old logging road up to the clearing, then take one of thetrails. Peter wantsto know if
you remember crossing aroad or atrail after you fought the dog pack?*

In spite of hiswesakness and dl that had happened, Jagger's more-than-ordinary memory was il
in good working order. He could recall every yard of the route he had taken since being wounded. Given
the chance, he knew he could probably even retrace hisway back to the unknown spot where he had
begun hiswanderings after the lightning flash, nor would the passage of time make any difference.

| did not crossaroad, hesaid. After leaving the doe, | followed a path made by deer for a
while. Then | angled down the slope, crossed a small open place with a puddle of muddy water in
it, and went straight on through the woods to the thicket where | am now.

Jagger paused, trying to think. With the cold and his weakness, it was becoming increasingly hard
to keep his thoughts together. He could only guess at directions, for he had not seen the sun since leaving
home.

Does theridge run north and south? he asked finaly.

"Y es, and the creek followsit on the east But not dl | theway," she added. " About halfway aong
it sort of turns aside and goes winding away into the low country. Peter wantsto know if it sounds very
loud where you are?"

No. It seemsto be along way from here.

"Then Peter thinks you must be ‘way south on theridge, and it shouldn't take us any timeto find
you."

Jagger had his doubts that Peter would be able to locate him without trouble, but he managed to
walit patiently, listening. He had acquired a great store of patience from living with Elder Norfo, and
considerable philosophy aswell, but he could not help worrying about his searchers. They were much
too young to be stumbling around in such wild country on ani8ht likethis.

Occasiondly, a Nan's suggestion, he gave a series of short barks which she answered with a
shout. They were able presently to hear each other, but the rain and the thick forest muffled sound and
played tricks with it, so that even Jagger found it hard to guessthe direction of it. But gradually therain
lessened, and in dow time he saw the wavering gleams of his searchers flashlights as the children came
stumbling through the dripping woods.

Nan glimpsed him first. She rushed into the thicket and crouched beside him.

"Oh, Jagger!" she breathed, as her smal plump armswent around his great shaggy neck. "I
thought we'd never find you!"

Jagger ingtantly forgot hisills. His heart melted and despite his weakness he began thumping his
tall happily on the ground for thefirst time since leaving home. Shewasasmal sturdy girl with around
grave face made owlish by alarge pair of glasses. The glasses were horn-rimmed and so big they dmost
bid the smattering of freckles across her cheeks. She was bundled in abright dicker and rain hat, as was
thetall thin form of Peter behind her.

Peter, standing a the edge of the thicket, had been playing hisflashlight insde. Now hegavea
low whistle of amazement. "Why, you—you're about the biggest dog anywherel" he exclamed. "Y oure



bigger than aSt. Ber-nard or an Irish wolfhound. Nan, ask him what breed heis.”

"Thisisno timefor questions,”" shetold him. "Can't you see he needs hep? Why don't you look
after hisleg whilel feed him?'

Peter undung aknapsack from his shoulder, thrust it into the thicket, and crawled in after it. Nan
opened it and took out some plastic containersfilled with food, and presently Jagger was having hisfirst
taste of macaroni and cheese. This and the beans that followed were not unlike some of the Elder's
dishes at home, and in hisfamished condition they seemed more wonderful than anything held ever hadin
hislife

While he ate, Peter went expertly to work on the wounded leg. Nan asked, "How's it |00k,
Peter?'

"It could beworse," her brother mumbled, his thin face drawn in concentration. "Anyway, the
bones seem to be okay, which is something. And there's no infection. Reckon dl that bleeding cleaned it
out. Lordy, he must have lost gdlons of blood. If we hadn't found him tonight . . .”

Jagger, watching the boy's swift fingers stanch the flow with gauze pads and cotton and then bind
theleg, said to Nan, He certainly seems to know what he's doing.

"He should," Nan replied. "Helearned it from the best doctor in the world, and that's Pop. When
he comes back-"

"Pop's not coming back," Peter interrupted shortly. ™Y ou ought to know that by now."

"But hesdivel I'm sureof it!"

Peter shook hishead. "I wish you wereright. Only, they found the plane—what was | eft of
it—and there's not a chance anyone could have escaped. It's pretty hard to take, but we've got to learn
to facefacts." He paused, then said, "Jagger, do you think you can wak?'

Jagger struggled dowly to hisfeet. He stood swaying, surprised at his own weakness, and
suddenly wondered if he had the strength to move far from the thicket. If he could rest heretill daylight,
he knew the food he had eaten would give him the strength to travel, but he was very much aware that it
would be dangerous to remain. The thought of danger was strong in Nan's mind, and though Peter's
thoughts were curioudy hidden, he could fed the boy'sworry. It waslong past midnight, and both
children weretired. Y et they had to get him to a safe hiding place before the banshee hunters began
searching the woods at dawn.

I'm very weak hetold Nan, but tell Peter I'll do my best. Let's go!

But even as he followed Peter from the thicket, hiswobbly legs amost folded benesth him. He
knew he would never makeit to Thornberry Farm.

THREE HeisHunted

Jagger did hisbest. He even tried to put hismind into it, as Elder Norfo had taught him—for everybody
knew that the Elder could do redly incredible things by mind power alone But it was no use. The thicket
was barely a hundred yards behind them when hisfeet, instead of plodding steadily forward as he told
them to, dl at once stopped working. He crumpled dowly to the ground, exhausted.

Nan cdled to Peter, then crouched anxioudy beside him. "Are-are you dl right, Jagger?'

I-I'mall used up, he admitted, fedling ashamed of his helplessness. It was awful to fed so weak
when he had always been so strong. You and Peter had better go on without me.

"WElIl do no such thing! Well get you home somehow. Oh, if wejust had Plamedes with us!”

"That wouldn't help us," Peter said. "We'd never get him up on Paamedes back, and we haven't
acart. There must be another way."

Nan asked, "Have you any ideawhere we are?'

Peter moved afew pacesforward, swinging hisflash-light about as he tried to see through the
blackness ahead. Presently he returned and said, "L ooks as though we're near the end of that same old
timber road we crossed coming up here.”



"Areyou sure?!

"Wadl, we crossed it farther over, and it has to be the same one. Thereésahigh bank just in front
of us, and welll haveto drop downtoit.”

"If you followed it," Nan perssted, "wouldn't you come out at Mr. Rush's place?’

"Yegh. Why?'

But before Nan could tell him, he exclaimed, "Of course! He's got atruck, and | don't think he'd
mind if | woke him up and asked him to help us. Y ou Stay right here. It won't take me an hour to go and
gethim.”

Peter turned and hurried away into the night. The beam of hisflashlight winked out amoment as
he did down the bank to the road, then it regppeared briefly. Jagger could hear his swift footsteps on the
gravel until they faded in the distance.

I'm sorry. hetold Nan. | hate to put you to so much trouble.

“Aw, we don't mind. It-it's sort of fun to be out a night like this."

You're not afraid?

"Of what?'

The big creatures that must run wild here. Surely there are some.

"Oh, ther€re al sorts of animals— 'coons, 'possums, wildcats, and even beavers and otters. But
they're not very big, and anyhow they wouldn't hurt a person. The only redl big things are the bears, and
they stay 'way back in the mountainswhereit'swilder. Were just on the edge of the mountains here.”

She paused a moment, then said, " Of course, there are panthers.”

Panthers? Jagger questioned, and from her mind he visudized a great tawny cat like the ones
that preyed on the goats at home.

"Yes" shesad. "Most people don't believe there are any |eft around here, but | know better.
Mr. Rush has seen them, and he's showed me the trees where they sharpen heir claws. He saysthey live
mainly in the swamps ‘way to the south, but there are dways afew that wander up hue to hunt. 1-I'd sure
liketo meet one. | just love cats.”

Jagger had a private opinion about cats which he chose not to express. After dl, he thought, they
may have qudi-tiesthat only ahuman can see. Especidly avery unusua human like Nan.

ThisMr. Rush, hebegan. Tell me about him.

"Well, he'sred tdl and straight and old, but in spite of being old, he'samazingly strong. He's
about the strongest man around here. And he sure hasn't got much use for white people.”

Jagger was surprised. Do humans come in different col-ors here?

"Of course! There are blacks and whites and reds and lots of browns and yellows. Isnt it that
way in your world?'

Not at all People are mainly a pale brown—some are just darker than others Are you a
pale brown?

Nan giggled. "I'm one of the whites, but I'm tanned from being inthe sun alot.”

What color is Mr. Rush?

"Oh, he'sred,” Nan said quickly. "He's afull-blooded Creek Indian. Y ears ago the Creeks used
to own dl theland in this part of the country. Then the whites came and fought them and drove them
away and took their land. But later Mr. Rush's family were able to buy some of it back. Now he'sthe
only oneleft here”

Jagger was more than alittle shocked. What a strange and terrible story! Nor do | quite
understand it. Why would people of one color drive people of another color away? Does one color
find another color offensive?

Nan giggled again. "Oh, it'snot that. It'sthe land itself. It'sworth so much. Don't people fight
over it where you came from?'

Certainly not! Thereis enough for everyone, and it is owned by all Nor would anyone ever
think of taking what belongs to another He paused amoment, puzzled, then asked, How did Mr.
Rush's people buy the land back? | do not quite understand the term. Was something used in
exchange?



"Of course!” Nan exclaimed, surprised. "They used money. Did-didn't you ever hear of money?"

Oh? You mean a valuable medium of exchange, like bit of arare metal. Naturally I've
heard of the idea. We dis-cussed it oncein one of Elder Norfo's classes. The children didn't think
much of it.

"My goodness alivel What'swrong with money? Except not having it, | mean."

That was just one of the things the class found wrong with it, Jagger reported. Not having
it if you needed it. To acquire food with it, for one thing. Must people here use it for food?

"Why-why, yes. Of course.”

Then it follows that this cannot be the most pleasant of worlds, Jagger went on. For many
here must be hungry, and nearly all must be slaves of a sort. At least, that is how the Elder's class
figured it out Not that | know anything about money as you call it. It is not used where | came
from.

"Not used!" Nan exclaimed. "Wdll, I'll betriplejigged! How can people buy what they want
without it? Unlessthey're awfully primitive, and use the barter system.” She stopped suddenly, then said
wonderingly, "Mr. Rush said that in the old days his people never used money either, that it was the white
man's curse. | surewouldn't cal him primitive. | mean, he lives smply, but there isn't anything he doesn't
know. Before he retired to raise bees he used to teach over at the junior college. Say, I'll bet you two
would get dong just fine."

And he'syour friend?

“The best friend Peter and | have.”

| thought you told me he didn't like whites. Does that mean you're not really as white as
the others?

"Oh, Jagger, you say the funniest things! What he fedls about white people as awhole, and the
way they think, hasn't anything to do with us. He's always liked the Thornberrys. He practicaly raised
Pop, and even lent him money to study medicine.”

As she spoke she had been huddling closer to him in the darkness, and now he was aware that
her smal body was beginning to sag wearily againgt him. He did not know the system of timekeeping
here, but he guessed that dawn could not be very far away.

You're not going to get much rest tonight. hetold her. Why don't you close your eyes and
try to sleep till Peter returns?

"Oh, | couldn't possibly deep,” she said. "There are too many thingsto think about.”

What things? he asked, dl a once sensing the worries now rising in the back of her mind. Isit
missing school tomorrow? You won't be able to go if you've been up all night. Or isit your Aunt
Tess that troubles you?

"It'sAunt Tess," Nan admitted. " She's Mrs. Gomez now, and not reglly my aunt at al. I—I cant
help it, but I'm scared of her. | wouldn't dare tell her about you. And when she comes back and finds
we've been out al night, and missed schoal . . .”

If she threatens you, just remind her that a big white banshee will come down out of the
woods and chase her away. And | will, too!

Nan giggled. "Redly?'

| certainly will, as soon as | get my strength back. That shouldn't take long, for | feel better
already Now forget Mrs. Gomez and try to sleep.

He could fed Nan's body relaxing against him. Pres-ently her breathing changed, and he knew
shewas degping.

It had upset him badly to realize that both children, by trying to help him, were only adding to
their own troubles. Somehow he must manage to repay them. He'd only been joking when he suggested
giving the aunt ascare. But it might not be such abad idea—if it could be managed at just the right time.

Jagger raised hishead dightly, testing his returning strength. The food had helped tremendoudly.
He might even be able to stand and take afew steps, though he doubted if he could walk asfar asthe
road.

He started to lower his head, but a distant sound caught his attention. His droopy ear



straightened, and he was ingtantly on the aert. In his weakened condition Jagger found the sound amost
frightening. It wasthe baying of afaraway dog pack following atrall.
The banshee hunt had begun.

Weakness forced Jagger to lower histiring head, but he kept his ears cocked forward, listening carefully.
As nearly as he could estimate, the baying of the pack came from the areawhere he had fought to save
the doe. If the dogs followed the right trail, the one leading to the thicket where he had lain so long, the
pack would find him by dawn. But there was a chance they would be diverted by the older trail, which
could delay them for the better part of the morning. At any rate there was nothing he could do but wait,
and redlly put hismind into aprayer that Peter and Mr. Rush would come speedily with the truck.

Nan dept on, and he was careful not to waken her. While he listened to the dogs, trying to keep
track of their progress, he kept one ear tuned for the sound of amotor. Just what the sound would be
like he could only guess, but he suspected it would be asort of discordant hum, one that could be heard
from adistance. When Peter and Nan had spoken of Mr. Rush's vehicle, held gotten only afleeting
mental glimpse of what it waslike, but it had been enough to tdl him that it wouldn't be a silent machine
like those at home. Anyway, it needed aroad to run on.

Suddenly he realized that the blackness had grayed alittle and that he could make out the dim
forms of the trees around him. Almost in the same bregth he heard the truck.

The curious bumping, rattling, earthbound sound of it made him raise his head, and the movement
woke Nan. She sat up with alittle gasp, then exclaimed, "Oh! | must have been adeep. Do—do you
hear anything?"

The truck hetold her.

She listened for amoment. "That'sit! 1'd know the sound of it anywhere. It'sold, but he keepsit
running perfectly. And he'sjust painted it again.”

What color?

"A sort of red—but you can't see colors, can you?"

Of course | can! What gave you theidea | couldn’t?

"Why, I'd dways heard that dogs were color-blind, though | never quite bdieved it. I'm glad
you're not, because—there they come!" she added, and stood up quickly asthe lights of the moving
truck swung through the trees. "1'd better go down to the road and show them where to stop.”

He watched her hurry away through the trees, waving her flashlight. The truck cameto ahalt, and
presently he made out the dim forms of Nan and Peter approaching, with the lean shape of Mr. Rush
following like atowering shadow.

Asthe big bronze man with the graying hair knelt beside him, Jagger knew he had found another
friend. Though they could not exchange thoughts directly as he could with Nan, till Mr. Rush seemed to
fed what he felt and somehow understand him.

"Brother!" There was admiration and wonder in the quiet voice of the bronze man. "What a great
oneyou are! Jagger, | just couldn't believe it when Peter first told me about you. Then | said to mysdif,
Danta Rush, you're thinking like awhite. So | turned my mind around and thought like a Creek. Then |
remembered | am only atriflein abroad universe, and that dl things are possible.”

Suddenly the Indian raised his head. He listened amo-ment to the distant dog pack. "Wad
Purdom’s bear hounds," he muttered. "Hot on the trail of the great white banshee. We'd better get away
from here, fast. But don't try to walk, Jagger. I'll carry you to the truck. That'll break the scent. If we can
fool 'emawhile. . .”

Powerful arms lifted Jagger and carried him swiftly through the woods. Despite the Indian's
strength, Danta Rush was bresthing heavily by the time his great burden was placed in the rear or the
truck and covered with atarpaulin. Quickly now, without using the lights, the truck was turned around
and driven back theway it had come. The forest was till dim, but dawn was streaking the sky with red
and gold.

All a once Jagger was aware of a changein thewild sound of the dog pack, which he could hear
above the clatter of the truck. It had turned into afrenzied baying. They must have found his hiding place



inthe thicket and caught his fresh scent leading away fromit.

He listened until a confused barking told him the dogs had reached the end of thetrail, then he
turned his atten-tion to the man who had comejugt in timeto save him. He could not distinguish the
words being spoken up front in the cab, but most of the thoughts were clear. Only Peter's were obscure.

Danta Rush was saying, "I'd better take you two straight home. Y ou've got to get some deep
before your aunt returns.”

"But what about Jagger?' Nan asked. "Weve got to hide him first. In asafe place."

"Leave Jagger to me," Danta Rush replied. "I'll take good care of him. Better tell him to keep his
head well under the tarp from now on. There may be hunters on the road. And we don't want your hired
mantoseehim.”

"The hired man's not there," said Nan. "He went over to Georgiato that auction with Aunt Tess
and her hus-band. They won't be back till this afternoon.”

"That'sgood. A dog like our new friend would be rather hard to explain to some people. And
Weaddley Pur-dom wouldn't hesitate to shoot him on sight.”

"But-but why would he do that?' Nan asked.

"Didn't you know it was one of Wad's prized bear dogs that Jagger killed the other day?"

"Oh, gally, I didn't dream—but those dogs were about to kill adoe, and she had afawn!”

"That wouldn't make any difference to Wad. His dogs comefirst. They can do no wrong. He
probably doesn't even guess what stopped hisdog, but if he ever saw Jagger hed know."

Jagger, ligening in the rear, caught adistorted image of Waddley Purdom that did little to help his
uneasiness. He glimpsed a heavy, pear-shaped man with abig jaw, an unpleasant sort of person who
was used to ordering other men about. Waddley Purdom, he gathered, owned the biggest ranch in the
area.

Asthetruck swung down out of the forest, he gripped the edge of the tarpaulin between histeeth
and pulled it farther over his head, so that he could no longer peer out. Thusit was that he missed seeing
Thornberry Farm, and caught only the scent of hay in the barn they stopped near, and the odd smell of
strange animalsthat whinnied at Nan and Peter as they tumbled from the cab.

"They're horses," Nan told him deepily, in response to his question. "We raise them here. Don't
they have horses where you came from?"

Only avery few, hetold her, after he had caught the vision of them from her mind. Heredlized
that the Pala-medes she had mentioned earlier must be ahorse, avery favored one. They are sorare
they are kept only on the main reserve, with aguardian like myself to look after them. 1'd certainly
like to see one.

In spite of hisweakness his curiosity was so greet that he raised his head and started to thrust it
from the tarpau-lin, but as he did so, he caught the roar of motors over on the main road. They were
gpproaching at high speed. He hesitated, listening. The sound changed, and abruptly he redized the
vehicles had |eft the road and were now coming up the farm's driveway.

Jagger 'heard Danta Rush give alittle grunt of dismay. At the same moment Nan cried out, "Oh,
Jagger, be care-ful Some cars are coming, and one of them belongsto that Mr. Tanner who shot you."

Jagger hastily retreated under the tarpaulin. He heard the squed of brakes asthe carswere
brought to an abrupt stop. Then the rasping voice of Big Joe Tanner cdled out, "Where's everybody
around here?'

Peter said, "They've al goneto that big Georgia auc-tion.”

Big Joe swore. Suddenly he rapped out, "Rush, how come you ain't helping us on the banshee
hunt? Didn't you git Mr. Purdom's message?"

"I'm not a hunter, Joe."

"Thought you Indiansjest lived to hunt!"

"No, we've hunted only to live. Therésadight differ-ence.”

"Well, daggummit, you better forgit the difference an lend us ahand. Them bear dogs done
chased the varmint clean around the ridge, but they'velost thetrail an' wefigger the thing's making for the
high country. We aim to head it off with my pack, but we ain't got near enough men to make aline. Go



git your gun an' meet us up at the north bridge.”

"Sorry, Joe. I've bees to take care of ; anong other things.”

Jagger, listening, was aware of a sudden cold silence following Danta Rush'srefusal. There were severa
cars containing men and dogs. He could hear the eager whin-ing of the dogs, then alow muttering among
the men.

Joe Tanner swore again. "Mr. Purdom, he likesfolks to come when he calls. He ain't going to
take kindly to you turning 'im down." He paused, then asked suspicioudy, "Rush, what in tarnation you
got hid under that tarp?"

Before Danta Rush could reply, Peter said quickly, "Careful, Mr. Tanner! | wouldn't touch it if |
wereyou. It'sasick dog, and I'm afraid he's dying of rabies—If heisn't dead dready. At least | hopeiit's
rabies. From the symptoms, it could be something worse."

"What?"

"That'sright," Nan added, in avoice that waslow and terribly serious. "If it'santhrax, it could kil
al the horses. Mr. Rush istaking it away so it won't infect the ground.”

"Good Lord!" Joe Tanner gasped. "If it's anthrax, this whole daggone place oughta he
quarantined. Let's get away from here, men!”

FOUR HeEncountersEvil

All the way back on the timber road to Danta Rush's place, Jagger wasin a state of mild shock over
what had happened. Nan and Peter, by their quick thinking, had saved him from discovery. If he had
been found, there would have been trouble—a great ded of it, to judge by what held heard. But to avoid
it the children had been forced to invent a shattering untruth, and useit to deceive. That wasthe
agtonishing and shocking thing.

Y et, he asked himsdlf, what €lse could they have done? At home, of course, where everyone's
thoughts were clear, no one would have dreamed of even trying to deceive. It just wasn't their way. Nor
would anyone have placed another in a position where deception was necessary. But in this strange and
frightening world, where killing seemed to be done for both pleasure and profit, only rare personslike
Nan could tell what another thought. He wished he could talk to her about it, but he made no attempt to
cal her. She needed rest, and he knew she would be sound adeep the moment she closed her eyes.

Thetruck stopped after ashort ride, and he heard Danta Rush get out. The tarpaulin was drawn
asde, and the bronze man said, "Herewe are, my friend. Before | take you ingde, there's something
important | must do. I'll beright back.”

Jagger raised his great head and peered curioudy around. The truck was parked under ahuge
old tree that shaded asmall brown cottage with awide porch and a stone chimney. On the other side of
the cottage, beneath. more large trees, he glimpsed arow of hives. Beyond the hiveslay agarden and an
orchard. The morning sun gleamed brilliantly on leaves that were beginning to turn scarlet and gold.

Suddenly to his nogtrils came the pleasant and very familiar smells of woodsmoke and beeswax,
and he thought longingly of home. There was even thelow cluck-ing of hens from an unseen chicken yard
to remind him. of Elder Norfo's cottage, which was not unlike this one except that it was built of stone.
Homes ckness swept over him like awave, and he could not restrain awhimper of pure misery.

At that moment Danta Rush gppeared ftom around the Sde of the cottage with aglassjug in one
hand. "What's the matter, fellow?"' the Indian asked. “ Areyou in pan?’

Jagger gave his head adight sideways movement. Danta Rush peered at him intently with black
eyesthat were al at once soft and understanding. "No, it isnot physica pain. It isthe heart that suffers,
and that isworse. Y ou arefar from home, and log. It isaterrible feding. My people knew it well. Some
died when they were driven from home and could not return.”

The Indian put acomforting arm about his shoulder. "1 don't know how you got here, but there



must be away to get back. So just remember you have friends, and that we're going to help you al we
can. Understand?'

Jagger nodded, and thumped histail to show his grati-tude.

"Good fellow!" Danta Rush said approvingly. "How | wish | could talk to you the way Nan does.
Stll, maybe | can work out asystem. But first | want to rub some-thing on you. Do you know what it is?'

The Indian had taken the cap from the jug, and now Jagger caught the strong, familiar reek of
turpentine. Again he nodded.

“So they have pine trees where you came from," the other said quietly, puzzled. "Interesting.

Y ours must be aworld considerably like thisone. But I'll bet turpentine was never used by your people
to hide ascent. I'm going to rub it over you, especialy your feet, and after |'ve taken you into the house
I'll come back and go over the truck with it. I wish I'd had the sense to take the stuff with me earlier.”

Jagger looked intently at Danta Rush, and thought, Do you believe the banshee hunters will
come by here with their dogs?

"Areyou askingif | think Wad Purdom will come here looking for you?" said the Indian, pouring
some turpen-tine on his hands and beginning the rubdown. "Y es, | do. Later, when his dogs can't find
your scent anywhere Helll circle, and finaly helll get down to the road and see everyone sfootprints, and
the spot where the truck turned around. Then hell guess what happened. So he's bound to come here
and ask questions.”

The rubdown finished, Jagger was lifted from the truck, carried into the cottage and placed
carefully beside the hearth, where afire till smoldered. The Indian went back outside, and Jagger peered
curioudy about at the neat room with its handmade furniture and the floor-to-celling shelves crammed
with books. The sight of so many books brought a sudden pang, for they made him think again of Elder
Norfo. The Elder had books al over the place on about every subject you could name. Jagger was
eyeing shelves, wondering what sort of things interested a man like Danta Rush, when he redlized he was
being watched.

It gave him asudden shock to discover the creature standing in what seemed to be the doorway
to the kitchen. Ordinarily he would have been aware of it the moment he had been brought into the room,
but the turpentine had momentarily ruined his sense of smell, and the creature had appeared without
making the least sound.

Heknew it was a cat, though never in hislife had he seen onelikeit. All the cats of his
acquaintance, even the smaler spotted ones, were fierce killersthat could make off with afull-grown
sheep. Thisdeek little creature was hardly larger than arabbit. It was a beautiful tortoiseshell with golden
eyes.

Jagger stared a it in amazement. He was even more amazed when it raised itsfur, so that it
appeared twice its Size, and abruptly hissed at him.

You have no right to be here, the cat told him, its thoughts vibrating with hate and jedl ousy.
Thisis my home!

| amonly a visitor, Jagger replied. | will leave as soon as | am able to walk.

The golden eyes glared at him, and Jagger added diplo-matically, You are very beautiful. One
so beautiful must be greatly loved.

Golden Eyeslowered her hackles and became deek again. Her baleful stare turned to one of
curiogty. | despise dogs. shesaid, but | forgive you for being one. You are so big and different.
Sowly she came over and touched noses with him.

At that moment Danta Rush strode back inside, wiping handson arag. "Well!" he said,
chuckling. "I see Cleo has accepted you—which isagreat wonder. Thisis her house, you know. She
barely accepts me. She just permits meto live here so long as | feed her. Which reminds me:
| haven't had breakfast yet, and I'm sure you could eat some more by now. They tell meyou don't care
for mest, so how about sharing apot of oatmed with me?"

Jagger thumped histail and nodded. He wasn't sure what oatmeal was, but the picture of it he
drew from the Indian's mind was very much like the tasty porridge he was given a home. When it was
finaly brought from the kitchen—a huge bowl of it with agenerous square of butter melting in the milk on



top—he went after it as eagerly asif held had no food at dl that morning. Danta Rush, with amuch
smaller bowl, sat down near him on the hearth, and they ate together. Cleo, ignoring her dish of milk, sat
watching.

"Y ou are wondering about Nan and Peter,” the Indian said presently. “They've had abad time of
it lately. You see, their father waslost in a plane accident. Er, do you know about planes?’

Jagger, his head cocked attentively to one side, nodded sagely. HEd never seen aplanein his
life, but held learned al about them in the Elder's classes. They were primitive flying contraptions the
Elder's people had used ages ago, before they discovered how to nullify gravity.

“It happened in South America," Danta Rush went on, just asif he were talking to another person
ingtead of to a huge white dog with afloppy ear. "'John was going to amedica convention in Brazil when
his plane crashed in the jungle down there. Seems everybody waskilled." The bronze man shook his
head. "That was ayear ago but it' s still hard to believe. | thought so much of John. .. Anyway, the kids
were staying with their Uncle Rob at the time—he was John's brother—but they'd hardly got word of the
accident when Rob suddenly got sick, and died. Mighty queer, that. For it left Tess—Rob'swife—to
look after Nan and Peter and inherit haf the property.”

Danta Rush shook his head again and frowned at Cleo, who was staring at thewall asif she
could look through it and see something unpleasant outside.

"That devilish Tess," he muttered. “I’ d better tell you about her. She's Mrs. Luis Gomez
now—didn't wait amonth to marry that little Cuban horse trainer at the farm. Clever man with horses,
but hell do anything she says. She's abig woman with aniron jaw. Oh, a sweet-talking one on the
surface—butter wouldn't melt in her mouth—but heaven help you if you cross her."

The Indian paused, then said quietly, "Shefills mewith agreet fear, Jagger. Thornberry Farmis
the best ranch of itskind in the sate. She could sl it for half amillion—and shed get it dl if anything
happened to those children, Yet, | don't know what | can do to help them. I'm not allowed on the place
when that woman isthere, and she's forbidden Nan and Peter to come here. So | suppose the best thing
istojust gt tight and be ready-" He stopped, and burst out abruptly, " Cleo! What's the matter?”

Thetortoiseshd| cat was still staring at the wall, but now she was cringing and backing dowly
away, her golden eyes great circles of fear. All at once she whirled and shot through the doorway to the
bedroom, and vanished under the bed.

To Jagger it was obvious that Cleo had felt the presence of some unknown but terrible danger
outside. He could fed it now himself, nor did he haveto seeit to know it was there. For amoment he
amost imagined that the danger was Tess Gomez, for the woman had been so strong in his thoughts that
he could visudize her perfectly and fed the evil behind her pae eyes. Then heredlized it was nothing
human that had frightened Cleo.

Jagger reached out with his mind, exploring the woods near the cottage, hut dmost on the instant
he recoiled, the hackles rising on hisneck. A deep growl rumbled in histhroat.

Danta Rush legped to hisfeet. "What's wrong, Jagger? What's out there?' He caught up a
wegpon leaning by thefireplace.

Jagger shook his head. No! he urged. Don't go outside now. Death is out there. It iswatching
for us.

That was the only way he could put it. For his mind had touched a blackness near the cottage, a
swirling, raging blackness, demented and sensdess—and utterly and com-pletely deedly. In dl hislife he
had never encountered anything likeit. Y et he knew that it came from aliving creature, and that he must
prevent Danta Rush from go-ing outside.

The bronze man was dmost at the door when Jagger forced himsdf upright. It took al his
strength to reach the door first and block the way. Resolutely he stood there, refusing to move.

Danta Rush frowned, puzzled. "Y ou think it would be dangerous for meto go out there, Jagger?"

Yes, Jagger replied, nodding.

"Something out there might kill me?*

Again Jagger nodded.

"Isit human?'



Jagger shook his head.

"Then you must let me out,” the Indian said urgently "If the thing isredly dangerous, | must
destroy it before it hurts someone.”

Reluctantly Jagger moved aside, and Danta Rush eased the door open and dipped out as quietly
as ashadow.

FIVE HeEncountersTrouble

Jagger returned to the hearth and waited. He was upset and vastly uneasy. A deadly creature stalked the
woods outside. Jagger was of the gresat race of guardians, and it was his duty to go forth and investigate,
and even kill if necessary. But today he could not, and his pride suffered. Not only that, but he was
worried for the bronze man's safety. There was something about the unknown thing that made it more
frightening than any anima he had ever known.

After along while the door opened and Danta Rush came back in as quietly as he had |eft. "Not
adggnof it," he muttered, shaking his gray bead. "No tracks, no sounds, nothing. It's not out there now,
thank heaven—but it certainly was at first. | could fed it. So could every-thing ese. All the birdshid. The
chickenswere petrified. | don't understand it, Jagger.”

The Indian went to the window and stood scowling at the woods. "What could it have been?' he
asked, puzzled. "The only redlly dangerous animal in this part of the country isan occasiond she-bear
with cubs. But that was no bear, or I'd have found signs of it. And | can't believe it was a panther.
Anyhow, panthers are not bad fellows. Thisthing was—bad."

Suddenly heturned and said, " Jagger, during the acci-dent or whatever it was that brought you
here, could something €l se have been displaced with you? Something from your world?"

Jagger had dready considered this possibility, and had immediately discounted it. Such dangers
didn't exist where he came from. Even the big cats, like the panthers here, were no threat to humans. He
shook his head.

"Well," said Danta Rush dowly, "the thing is till around somewnhere. If it isn't some sort of
phantom—whichh | don't believe in—it'll leave tracks. I've got to find those tracks, then figure out what
made them and get Wad Purdom's dogs over here. If | don't, someone's going to get killed. Inthe
meantime. ..

Danta Rush stooped suddenly, and Jagger found himsdlf being lifted and carried into the
bedroom, and covered with a blanket.

"You'l be safer hereif anyone comes,” the bronze man told him. "No one can see you through
the windows, and I'll lock the door when | go out. Now, | don't know when I'll be back, but | want you
to get some steep. You need it."

In his exhaustion Jagger was adegp amost the moment he closed his eyes, yet asmall part of his
mind remained awake and sharply dert. It was aware of Danta Rush going out and locking the door; it
heard the chattering of squirrelsin awalnut tree outside; and even while he dept on, it caused hisearsto
shift enough to pick up distant noiseswhich it quickly analyzed and put aside as harmless.

Twice during the morning thiswatchful corner of hismind heard the faraway yelping of dogs, and
once there came ahigh, sharp cry of fear and pain that was abruptly broken off. These sounds made him
gir uneasily, but did not waken him. At long last, however, he became aware of asudden faint noise
down theroad. It had the jangling effect of an darm.

Jagger was wide awake on the instant. He raised his great head, redizing even as he listened that
he had been adeegp along time, and that it was now well into the afternoon. The thing he had heard was a
car coming from the direction of Thornberry Farm. By its sound he easily recognized it asthe one
belonging to Big Joe Tanner.



Asit drew nearer he wondered where the other cars were that earlier had followed Big Joe'sto
the farm. Then he was surprised to hear them approaching from the oppo-site direction, moving down
through the woods the way he'd ridden when Danta Rush had rescued him.

Jagger puzzled over thisamoment, then quickly de-cided the timber road a ong the ridge must
have afork. The remaining cars had taken the fork in order to swing over and pick up Waddley Purdom
and the other men who had spent most of the day tramping across the ridge.

Thefirgt car stopped in front of the cottage. Presently the other cars approached and stopped neer it. He
could fed thefrustration and anger in the men asthey got out and held ashort consultation. Finaly heavy
footsteps crossed the porch. Someone pounded on the door, then rattled the knob.

"Open up, Rush!”

The voice was deep and demanding, and Jagger won-dered why the humans of this curious
world so loved authority. At home no one wanted to lord it over others, or even impress them with what
he owned. It seemed s0 silly, when knowledge and understanding were what redly mattered.

In the middle of hiswondering he was surprised to hear Danta Rush call out in answer from
somewhere in the woods. Soon the Indian's light tread sounded near the porch.

"Y ou seem upset about something, Wad. What's going on?"'

"Y ou know daggone well what's going on!" the deep voice growled. "Seemsto me you know a
little too much! Just what were you doing up at the end of the road this morning with those Thornberry
kids?'

"Any reason | shouldn't be up thereif | wanted to investigate something? It happensto be my
land."

Waddley Purdom swore. "I don't carewho ownsit! | asked you a question. Y ou gonna answer
it?'

"I'll answer it when | get ready,” Danta Rush said firmly. "Now dl of you calm down and listen to
me amoment! Thisisfar more serious than any of you redize. Firgt, what's happened to your dogs? Joe,
you had two thismorning. Where are they?"

"Oné'sinthe car trunk, dead,” Joe Tanner ground out. "The other disappeared, same as Mr.
Purdom'sdid.”

"What killed your dog, Joe?"

"That devilish banshee doneit What ds=?"

"How? By bresking its neck?'

"No," the other rasped. "The varmint clawed it to death.”

Weaddley Purdom said angrily, "Why dl this nonsense, Rush?'

"Thisisno nonsense, Wad. | didn't see those dogs that were killed the other day, but |
understand their necks were broken . . .”

"Wdl, what of it?"

"Were any of them clawed?

"No. What are you getting at?"

"Just this" Danta Rush said dowly. "An animd that kills by breaking another's neck doesnt goin
for clawing. What I'm getting at isthat your dogs started out to hunt one animal this morning—probably a
big dog—but lost the trail and then quite by chance picked up thetrail of another cresture entirely.”

The Indian paused, then said, " Joe, when was your dog killed?"

"Soon after we got to the bridge. They started following afresh trail right off. So | figure we got
therejugt in timeto turn the varmint an’ keep 'im from escaping to the mountains.”

"No, you figured wrong, Joe. Asnearly as| can makeit out, you got therejust in time for your
dogsto get in the creature's way. It was coming down from the moun-tains, and God help anything that
crossed its path. Y our other dog was probably killed too. Then the thing came on over in thisarea, and
Wad's dogs picked up itstrail.”

"Yeah?' Joe Tanner sounded unbdieving. "How come you know so much?!

"Because I've spent the best part of the day trying to piece thingstogether. | found where Wad's
dogs caught up with the thing. It's over the dope here, by that little waterfall on Spring Branch. Wad, |



hate to say it, but you lost adog there. He was clawed to death.”

"No!”

"Go seefor yoursdf. But don't go alone.”

Waddley Purdom cursed. "I'm not afraid of that devil-ish dog killer! I'll fix it if it'sthelast thing |
do! Er, any ideawhat happened to the rest of my pack?"

"They were scared off."

"Y ou-you're crazy! My dogswouldn't run from atiger!"

Danta Rush sighed. "Maybe not, Wead, but thisissome | thing else. It'sworse than atiger. Right
now it's ten times as dangerous, and nothing with any sense will go neer it, Weve got to warn peopleto
stay out of the woodstill we destroy it."

There was a sudden silence. Finally someone muttered, "What you reckon it is, Rush?'

"Don't know yet. I've been trying to find afootprint. But with dl the leaves"

"I know what it is," Joe Tanner's gravelly voice inter-rupted. "There ain't but one bansheein these
woods, an' it's the same big white varmint Curly an' me seen the other day. Big asadanged horse, heis.
| don't rightly know what you'd cal it—banshee's as good a name as any-but that's what we been after
from the art, an' that'swhat killed dl our dogs.”

"Joe'sright,” Waddley Purdom growled. "Rush, you're sure off the beam—unless you got some
reason to mix us up. Have you?'

"Why would | do that, Wad?'

"Y ou know why!" the deep voice said accusingly. "Y ou hate our dogs—aways complaining
about 'em taking after the deer. Asif afew deer mattered! Why, | wouldn't put it past you to make up
thistale about a second varmint just so you could kill off some of my dogs an’ put the blame on an
anmd!"

"Now you'retaking likeafool, Wed."

"Dont cal meafool! Tl mewhat you were doing up a the end of the road this morning with
the Thornberry kidd"

"That's none of your business, Wad."

"It ismy business" the degp voice rumbled. "I'm arancher, and anything that could threaten my
cowsismy business! Joetellsmeyou picked up asick dog that may have had anthrax. Now | want the
truth. Out withit!"

"Waddley Purdom, there's no sick dog with anthrax. That was just Nan's way of keeping Joe
from being too nosy about something that didn't concern him. It doesn't concern you, either. Now | think
itstimeal of you got on your way before we lose our tempers.”

"Blast you!" Joe Tanner burst out. "What are you trying to hide, Rush? Y ou're sure up to
something!"

“That'swhat | want to know!" Waddley Purdom rumbled. "What are you up to, Rush? Y ou'd
better tell me, or I'm going to make you one sorry man!™

Therewas asilence, and Jagger could fed Danta Rush's anger mounting dangeroudly. Suddenly
the bronze man said, "I'm years older than any one of you, but I'm till a better man than any two of you.
Now get out of my sight before | proveit!"

SIX HeFacesaDilemma

Jagger was astounded &t the violence he could fedl in the men outside. For afrightening moment he was
afraid it would explode into a bloody fight. But under it al he could sense a curious respect and fear that
held the vio-lence in check. Not even Big Joe Tanner wanted to trade blows with the bronze man.
There were mumbled threats and low mutterings, but findly the banshee hunters piled into the
carsand rode angrily away.
Danta Rush unlocked the door and came dowly into the room. He replaced hisweagpon inits
corner by thefireplace, then siood on the broad stone hearth, scowling and snapping hislong fingers.



Suddenly he saw Jagger looking at him from the bedroom. A smile creased hisleathery face.

“So! Y ou heard the whole thing! Do people where you're from act like those idiots?!

Jagger shook hishead. Then, raisng it in aquestioning gesture so that his floppy ear stood up, he
tried to send forth athought.

The Indian picked up the substance of it immediately. "Am | afighter of some kind—afighter
with my fists?' The dark face smiled again "Y es, Jagger. Y ou got that out of their minds—only you'd
never heard of boxing. Evi-dently your friends a home don't go in for that sort of thing. Well, in collegel
was the amateur heavyweight boxing champion—the world title—and those men know it. They also
know I'm very handy with arifle.”

Danta Rush paused, frowning. "How do you fed now?' For answer, Jagger got carefully to his
feet and walked into and acrossthe living room. He was weak, but hislegs were steady. He gave alittle
nod, then stretched out on the hearth.

"Good!" said the Indian. "Y ou're doing better than | expected. In acouple more days you ought
to be strong enough to help me. For I'm sure going to need some help. Jagger, can you follow a scent?”

Jagger shook his head at an angle.

"Not exactly your strong point, en? Well, we've got to find that—that other banshee, or
whatever itis, and put an end to it before it kills somebody. Think you can manageto locateit by some
means or other, and lead meto it?"

Jagger replied with avigorous nod.

Danta Rush looked relieved. "Thank heaven for that. Now, we've got to get in touch with Nan
right away. | don't have atelephone, though | doubt if it would help usif | did. That Gomez woman
absolutely refusesto let me have anything to do with the kids, and on top of that she'sagood friend of
Wad Purdom. If | know Wad, he's on hisway there right now to ask questions. Weve got to warn Nan.
Seeif she'sawake yet."

Jagger closed his eyes and concentrated. Nan, can you hear me?

Her reply came dmost ingtantly. "Of course | hear you! Starsdive, I've been trying to reach you
for thelongest time! Areyou dl right?"

I've been asleep, he explained. Now | feel much better. Wad Purdom has just left here, and we
think he's on his way to your place. Wait—Danta Rush wants me to tell you something.

He glanced up at the bronze man, and nodded.

"You've got her, Jagger? Fine! Let her know that Wad is going to be after her to explain about
that sick dog with anthrax | had in the truck this morning. She'sto tell Wad the truth—just the bare truth,
and no details. That she heard adog up on the ridge that seemed to be in trouble, that she and Peter
cameto mefor help, and that we found awhite dog someone had shot. That's al. Except, of course, that
she made up the anthrax part to scare Big Joe away. She was afraid be was the one who shot the dog.
Thet clear?'

Jagger nodded and relayed the message to Nan. Do you understand? he asked. That ought to
satisfy everybody without giving anything away.

"I-1 sure hope it does," she said uncertainly. "I wish | hadn't pulled that about anthrax this
morning, but it was the only screamy-scary thing | could think of in ahurry. Only it'sbound to set Mr.
Purdom off. He just won't leave athing a one when— Oh, golly gee, here he comes now!" Jagger could
sense that Nan wanted amost desperately to tell him something € se, something extremely impor-tant, but
there was no time for it a the moment. She was one of those personswho had to talk aoud, if only ina
whisper, to send her thoughts, and she would hardly risk doing it when others could hear. This convinced
him that she and Peter were no longer done in the house, and that Tess Gomez must have returned.

He glanced up at Danta Rush, nodded twice to show that the message had been received, then
resigned himsdlf to uneasy waiting.

The Indian kindled asmdll firein the fireplace, then went into the kitchen to fix supper. At the
sound of cans being opened, Cleo appeared miraculoudy from nowhere and loudly demanded food.
When she had eaten, she came over to the hearth and sat down near Jagger to lick her chops. Shewas
very smug and self-satisfied.



Thisis my house, shetold him. So naturally lam always fed first.

Naturally, Jagger admitted. He forced himself to ad-mire her beauty so she would not glean
from hismind what he redlly thought of her.

For an impossible dog, shewent on, you are really quite likable. With you here, | felt much
safer this morning when the horror came by again.

The horror has been by here before? Jagger asked.

Yes. Days ago, when the mist crept down from the moun-tains. It came by in the night
when all were asleep except me. | was outside and | saw it! | thought | would die. Her golden eyes
widened, and she shivered with the memory.

Jagger stared at her. You actually saw it?

| saw the horror. It was big. big, big—bigger than you. And it was black black black.

Jagger tried for more details, but beyond the simple description she had given him Cleo could not
go. Thething was very big and very black, and something un-speskable about it had chilled her to the
marrow. For the first time Jagger began to wonder it by some curious chance, the accident that had
brought him to thisworld had brought something €l se from another world not too different from his own.

The thought startled him. It startled him so much that he sat up suddenly, hisfloppy ear
straightening until it was as erect as the other. For now he remembered Elder Norfo once saying that their
world was only oneworld of three, dl very much dike, and dl existing in the same space. Y ou couldn't
see the others, the Elder had said, for each world had its own specia dimension, and their only
connection was an occasiona short circuit between their eectromagnetic fields.

At the thought of short circuits and e ectromagnetic fields, which had dmost escaped his memory,
agreat light dawned in Jagger's mind. Why, of course! he reasoned. That'show | got here! Thelightning
struck and the ground heaved, so there must have been an earthquake. It was all part of ashort circuit,
and somehow it flipped mein the wrong direction.

With that mystery solved, Jagger did not waste menta effort wondering how he could reverse the
action and send himself home. It couldn't be done, at least not by adog. And quite aside from the fact
that it was entirely beyond the abilities of the average human, he knew hewouldn't leave now even if he
could. He was needed here. Soon, he was absolutely sure, Nan and Peter would be in desperate need of
his help. He could fed it coming. And of immedi-ate concern was the horror that he and Danta Rush
must somehow track down and destroy. Maybe, with luck, he would be strong enough to try it in the
morning.

The bronze man brought his supper—abig warm bowl! of mixed grains which he wastold were
peasandrice. A truly wonderful combination, he thought, but he ate ab-sently, for hewas ill puzzling
over the strange creature he might possibly be forced to fight. What manner of thing wasit? And what
world wasit from? Not hisown, surely. But it could be from the third world—something entirely
unknown and frightful.

"What's troubling you?"' asked Danta Rush, who had sat down near him again to have adish of
the same mixture. "Isit the other banshee?"

Jagger nodded, and looked hard at the Indian while he sent forth a question.

"What do | think itis?' camethereply. "H'mm. It's not abear. Doesn't even act or movelike
one. And I'm certain it's not one of our native panthers. Cleo might be afraid of a panther, just as she
would be of awildcat, but she wouldn't be terrified. Now, thereésapossibility it could be something that
escaped from acircus or azoo—ajaguar or aleopard perhaps, or even atiger. But some-how | doubt
it. Some poor creature is always escaping, but usudly it's so bewildered from being locked in a cage that
it'seadly shot or captured.”

For thefirst timein hislife Jagger wished his huge paws had the ability to make signsor draw
symbals, for how e se could he explain to the bronze man about the third planet, or tell him what Cleo
had told him? If only Nan were here, it would be easy, but from the looks of thingsit might be days
before he even saw Nan and Peter again. Asfor the animals Danta Rush had mentioned, he'd had no
trouble visualizing them, but not one seemed to fit Cleo's description. Big, big, big, and black, black
black. Of course, in Cleo's awed mind, the thing was probably a greet dedl bigger and blacker than



redity.

Y et the fact remained that Cleo had first seen it soon after the lightning flash and the earthquake.
Andif it wasn't from thisworld or hisown, it had to be something from the third world. A black and
sensdess something, with araging blacknessinitsmind. .

Jagger's uncomfortable thoughts were suddenly inter-rupted by Nan calling urgently, " Jagger, can
you hear me?"

Something waswrong. | hear you. What isit Nan?

"Peter and | have got to run away. Tonight."

No! heflashed back, horrified at the very idea of the two of them adonein the forest. You must
stay out of the woods!

"Don't beslly! Peter and | know what were doing. Asl'vetold you before, there's absolutely
nothing outsde to be afraid of!"

Thereisnow! hewarned. Something terrible is on the loose, and it's already killed every
dog that got too closeto it today.

"Y ouryou're not fooling me?"

Certainly not! It went by the house here this morning. We didn't see it, but we felt it.
Everything here felt it and was frightened. Danta Rush spent a long time looking for it, but all he
found was one of the dogs. Didn't Wad Purdom tell you?

"Why-why, yes. But | didn't understand. He said the banshee had killed some more dogs—but it
just didn't make senseto us. And he got real mad when | told him the truth about you. The baretruth, |
mean, like you said. Jagger, wh-whalt in the world isgoing on?'

Hetold her dl that had happened. Those hunters, he added, they think it's the same banshee
they've been after from the start. They won't believe Danta Rush, and they've no idea how
dangerousitis.

"But-but, Jagger, what is it?"

We don't know. I'm afraid it'sa—a strange something that was displaced and accidentally
dropped here at the sametime | was. It'sa horror, Nan. and no one can afford to take chances
with it.

"How-how awful!"

He could fed the shock in her. There was along pause, then she said, "But, Jagger, we-weve
got to take our chances. Because, if we Stay here, something’ s going happen to us."

What?

"I-1 don't know yet. But the ideaiis getting clearer in Aunt Tesssmind. | could sort of senseit
there before she left. Now she and that snaky Mr. Gomez are back, and it's red strong. Even Peter can
fed it

| don't quite understand, Jagger replied, and added hesitantly, Do you mean she's actually
planning to—to get rid of you? To destroy you?

" yes"

Thiswas such ajolt to Jagger's sensihilitiesthat his grest mouth fell open and for amoment he
was incapable of speech. He was vaguely aware that both Danta Rush and Cleo were watching him
curioudy, yet heredlized that both must know he wasin the midst of athought exchange with Nan.

I've never heard of such a terrible thing, hetold her findly. Isit a common practice here? |
mean—one human destroying another for gain?

"Stars dive, Jagger, it-it isn't exactly acommon prac-tice, but people sure do it. And, Jagger,
I-I'm scared. So is Peter. Weve just got to leave-"

Now wait, heinterrupted. How does she intend to do it? And when? Do you know her plan?

"All I know," shesaid, "isthat the thought'sin the front of her mind instead of the back. She and
Mr. Gomez must have talked it over while they were away, and agreed to do it."

You don't know when, or how?

"I think they were trying to decide how they'd manage it when the banshee hunters came. Aunt
Tesswas furious with us when she found out we'd been away most of the night with Mr. Rush. Usudly



shewould have given usalicking for disobeying her, but thistime shedidn't. In spite of being mad, she
just gave us one of those funny-sweet smiles of hers, and said it wasthe last time wed ever do anything
likethat. Golly gee, if you could have heard her! Something about it made my skin crawl.”

Where are you now? Jagger asked.

"Up in my room with the door locked. Peter's room is next to mine, and he'slocked his door
too."

Then you ought to be safe for the night, hetold her. I’ ve never known a human to do
anything without making sev-eral decisions, and she's made only one. She still has to decide how
and when, and probably where.

"But—Jagger, people are not dways like that. They—they just suddenly do things. And if they
are sort of, well, crackers, like sheis-"

Crackers? | do not understand you.

"Oh, | mean alittle crazy, sort of off her rocker. And | redly think sheis."

Areyou trying to tell me there is something wrong with her mind? That she does not have
proper control of it? That she is dightly demented?

"Something like that. And she—shelikesto hurt things My—my poor little dog, Dandy—but |
can't talk about it. Jagger, I—I'm scared. | don't think we should stay here tonight.”

Jagger was astounded. He'd never heard of ahuman like Tess Gomez. At home no one ever lost
menta control. What were the termsfor it? Off one's rocker? Crackers? Crazy? He liked the last, and it
seemed to apply to the whole planet. Everything was crazy here, even most of the people.

"Jagger, what should we do?' Nan cdled plaintively.

Can you talk to Peter in the next room? he asked

"Yes. Weve opened the connecting door.”

Then tell him about the new banshee. He's got to know. While you are doing that, I'll try
to explain to Danta Rush that you want to leave.

"How in the world can you manageit?'

| don't know, but I'll try.

"Oh, if be only had atelephone! But he'saways hated them.”

If I'm unable to make him understand, I'm sure | can get himto meet you somewherein his
truck. Now tell Peter about the banshee.

SEVEN HelsAccused

Jagger opened his eyes and saw that Danta Rush was watching him intently. Even the haughty Cleo
seemed to be aware of what was going on, for she was dowly switching her tail asif her nerveswere on
edge. Dusk had come, but the only light in the room came from the small firein thefireplace.

"What's brewing, Jagger?" the Indian asked quietly. “ Trouble a Thornberry Farm?"

Jagger nodded quickly.

"Arethekidsin danger?'

Again he nodded.

“That Gomez woman up to something?"

Jagger nodded for the third time.

Danta Rush scowled at thefire. "I might have known it. She wants the place. That means she
must get rid of Nan and Peter. So it's come to the point where she's actualy decided to do it—and Nan
read her mind. Right?'

At Jagger's nod, the bronze man stood up and began pacing the room, snapping hisfingers.
Suddenly he stopped. "'l seeit,” he muttered. "Of course the kids are scared. The only thing they can do
is run away—then you told them it would be dangerous to go out tonight. Right again? So far, so good.
Now if they remain at the farm tonight, theré's the question of their safety. That would depend on how far



that devilish Tess has gone with her plans. Has she decided exactly what she's going to do?"

Jagger shook his head.

"Good. If she hasn't worked out the details, that gives ustime. However, if Nan feels sheand
Peter absolutely must leave tonight, tell her I'll meet them in the truck on the edge of the road near their
mailbox."

Jagger called Nan and relayed the message.

"Peter thinks we should stay here until tomorrow,” shetold him. "He doesn't believe well bein
any real danger until tomorrow night, after the hired man has|eft, and after Aunt Tess has come back
from shopping. Tomor-row's Friday, and the hired man aways goes to town for the weekend. And on
Friday afternoons, Aunt Tess and her husband dways go in to do their shopping. Peter'sideaisfor usto
catch the school bus and go on to school, just asusud. By the time we get back in the afternoon, Aunt
Tesswill bein town and there won't be anyone around to bother us while we pack our clothes and
leave"

Then you'll come straight here? Jagger asked.

"Well decidethat later. Anyway, Mr. Rush will have to take us somewhere to a bus station so
we can catch abusto Baton Rouge. Y ou see, that's the main reason for going to school tomorrow—so
we can dip away at noon and go to the bank and draw out our savings.”

Savings? he repeated.

"Yes. Well need money to travel, and we've enough saved up to take usto Baton Rouge. That's
‘way over in another state, and we've a great-aunt there who's been wanting usto vist her for along
time. She'sareal niceold lady, and I'm sure shelll take usin. Now, if you can think of someway to doit,
will you please tdll Mr. Rush what we've planned?’

Jagger had the uncomfortable feding that Peter was making amistake, and that the children ought
to be leav-ing tonight instead of tomorrow. After dl, it would be no trouble to get Danta Rush to meet
them with the truck. But as he relayed part of the plan to the bronze man—uwith the help of careful
questioning—It brought anod of ap-provd.

"That should work out dl right,” hewastold. "By the time the kids get home from schooal,
everyone should be in town shopping. They'll have an hour or more to get their thingstogether, and | can
be waiting for them to take them to a safe place. Now, let me see. . "

Danta Rush paused, then said, "'l can't bring them here. They'll be found for sure, and it'll just
make trouble with the law."

The law? Jagger questioned.

"Are—are you asking me what the law is?' the bronze man said.

Jagger nodded.

The Indian stared a him. "I can't believe you came from alawless world. But maybe your people
are so intelli-gent and honest they don't need armed guards to protect them from criminas. Cometo think
of it, my peopledidn't goin for that sort of thing either. In the old days no Creek ever killed for gain or
gole from aneighbor. That's the white man'sway. Asfor the white man's law, it would send the children
back to that Gomez woman, because she'stheir lega guardian—and it might even send metojail for
kidnapping.”

At Jagger'slook of utter astonishment, Danta Rush added, "The only way the law would favor
the kidsis absolute proof that Tess Gomez intends to murder them. And how can you prove that? Who
would believe Nan can truly read her aunt's mind?”’

The bronze man frowned. "Now, about tomorrow. I'll have to take the kids somewhere. It may
turninto ared trip, so I'd better go to town first thing, stop at the bank, and then get afull tank of gas
and some supplies. H'mm. They've got an elderly relative somewhere. Wonder if that's where they're
thinking of going.”

At Jagger's quick nod, Danta Rush snapped hisfingers. "Of course! That old lady in Baton
Rouge! They ought to be safe with her, especidly if they can get there without anyone knowing abot it.
Wi, I'll seetothat. Now, | think the kidswill be okay for the night, but if Nan callsyou for help, wake
me and well get over therefast.”



A deepless Nan cdled him severd times before dawn, but it was more for comfort than anything
else. "Oh, Jagger," shetold him once, "1 fedl so much better knowing you're near, and having you to talk
to. Gally, I'm sure going to miss you when we leavel™

You can still talk to me, no matter where you go. hetold her.

"Redly? Asfar away as Baton Rouge?"

| don't know how far that is, hereplied. But it make no difference if you went halfway
around the world. Once contact is made—and you make it by calling to that particular
per son—then distance doesn't matter.

"Wel, I'll bejigged! | didn't dream— Then I'll sure call you when | get to school. But it'll haveto
be when no one can see me, or they'll think I'm cuckoo, talking doud to mysdf.”

Breakfast was over, and Danta Rush had put the cot-tage in order and gone out to the truck to drive to
town, when Jagger again heard Nan'svoicein hisear. Sheand Peter had arrived at school only alittle
while before,

Nan spoke quickly, and he could fed the excitement in her. "Oh, Jagger, something awful
happened last night! All the kids are talking abouit it. That—that other bansheg, it redlly went wild and
killed cows dl around the country here! | don't know how many were clawed to death, but they say Mr.
Purdom lost nearly adozen. And, Jagger-"

Wait! | must somehow tell Danta Rush. He isjust leav-ing.

"Oh, gally gee, tdl him Mr. Purdom blameshimfor it dl! Tell him Mr. Purdom actudly thinks
he's hiding the banshee!”

Jagger's wound was far from healed, but it had become so much better that he didn't even fedl it
as heleaped to hisfeet and lunged to the window. The front door had been locked for his protection
againgt chance vigitors, and though he could have unlatched the kitchen door and raced around the
cottage, he knew there wasn't timefor it. Already he could hear the truck moving out into the road and
gathering speed.

There was only one thing to do. He began to bark.

The lusty sound rattled the windows and set up a clamor of alarm outside in the chicken yard.
Cleo, daintily spping asecond dish of milk beside thefire, abruptly bolted into the bedroom. Down on
the road the truck suddenly halted, then sped backward to the cottage.

Danta Rush legped out and hurriedly unlocked the front door. " Something wrong, Jagger? Did
Nan cal you?'

At hisnod, the Indian said, "Whereis she? At school ?* Jagger's second nod brought: “Any
changein plans?’

Then, after aquick shake of hishead: "But something’ s happened?”

Jagger nodded again and tried to project amentd image of Waddley Purdom, followed by
visonsof dead animasin afield.

The bronze man dmost got it. " Something about—Wad Purdom?”

At that moment Jagger became aware of the swift ap-proach of cars. He nodded quickly, then
raised aforepaw and pointed down the road.

Thefirst car that stopped before the cottage had a star painted on the side. Out of it stepped a
tanned young man with a badge pinned to the front of hiskhaki jacket. Four men with rifles piled from
the second car. Leading them, moving with deliberate downess, came the pear-shaped figure of
Waddley Purdom. Striding watchfully behind him, gun held ready, was Big Joe Tanner.

Danta Rush glanced a the tanned young man, then frowned at the men with guns. "What'sthisdl

about, Wad?' he asked.

"Y ou know what it's about!" the rancher growled. "Ar-rest him, Bill!"

"Arrest mefor what?' the bronze man demanded. The young man with the badge said hesitantly,
"I-I'm sorry, Mr. Rush, but something killed alot of Mr. Pur-dom's cows last night, and he believes
you're responsible. So I'll haveto take you in. I-I've also got a search warrant so we can search your
place. Folks have got the ideathat you're hiding some sort of dangerous anima here, and we've been



ordered tofind it and kill it."

Waddley Purdom said, "'Fan out men. Surround the house."

Jagger, standing hidden just within the doorway, was rudely jolted by what he read in the men's
minds. He had never heard of jail until coming here, or of people being forcibly locked away in abarred
cdl. While he wastrying to adjust to the incredible thought of what wasin store for Danta Rush, he heard
the bronze man whisper urgently, "Run, Jagger—the back door! Turn the knob to the right, then pull the
door toward you Hurry!"

Suddenly aware of his own danger, Jagger whirled and sped into the kitchen. Opening the rear
door gave him no trouble, for it was merely ameatter of catching the knob between histeeth and turning
his head. The trouble came after he had eased out onto the small back porch and was legping for the
protection of ashed afew yards behind the house. There was sudden movement over on hisleft, and he
glimpsed agaunt figure with arifle swinging up from the road. It was Big Joe Tanner.

Jagger heard Big Joes yell, followed an ingtant later by the sharp crack of therifle. Thistimethe
shot missed, and he gained the far corner of the shed and was able to plunge unharmed into the plum
thickets at the edge of the garden. As he raced on, running on three legsto save hisinjured one, he could
hear Big Joe Tanner shouting to the others.

"It'sthat devilish banshee—the same one | seen the other day! All whiteheis, an' bigasa
daggone mulel™

In the dappled shade of the woods beyond the chicken yard, Jagger paused briefly to decide on
adirection, then turned to the left and began angling down the long dope away from the cottage.
Presently, when he could make out the lower part of the road ahead, he crouched in the shadow of atree
to watch and wait while he tried to plan what to do.

Hewas sick at heart over what had happened, and it was hard to pull his thoughts together and
think. But think he must, for with Danta Rush a prisoner, there was no one to protect Nan and Peter but
himsdlf.

With things the way they were, how was he going to manage it?

EIGHT HeMeetsa Strange Creature

Jagger's leg was aching badly from the sudden strains he had put on it, but no harm seemed to have been
done. Peter's bandage till held, and there was no sign of bleed-ing. Of far more concern wasthe
overwhelming wave of weakness that had come over him when he stopped behind the tree. At the
moment he doubted if he had the strength I €eft to rise. But maybe the weakness would pass after he'd
rested awhile

All at once, in the back of hismind, adoor seemed to open that had somehow been closed when
danger threat-ened. He was aware of Nan'svoice again.

"Jagger?' she cdled plaintively. "Jagger? Can you hear me? Oh, please answer!”

| hear you now, hereplied quickly, happy to bein contact with her again.

"Oh, thank goodness! I've been so worried. I've been trying for haf an hour to get you, but not a
peep out of you. Something's gone wrong—I just fed it. What's hap-pened?!

Hetold her exactly what had happened, and bow he had barely managed to get away intime.

Nan was furious. "Oh, that dirty, contemptible old Waddley Purdom!™ she burst out. "I wish held
turninto abug so | could step on him! But—but what about Mr. Rush? Did that deputy take him off to
jal?'

He'staking him now, Jagger reported, as he saw the car with the star on it going by on the road.
Areyou gtill in school ?

"Sort of. | mean, I'm supposed to bein class, but | sneaked out so | could talk to you without
being noticed. Oh, gally gee, | don't know what to do now. If Mr. Rushisinjail, hewon't be ableto
meet us and take usto a bus station. Maybe well have to change our plans.” Nan paused a moment, then
said, "I'll talk it over with Peter when | meet him at noon to go to the bank. Jagger, where are you now?"



I'm on that slope above the road, about halfway between Danta Rush's place and yours.
Can anything be done to get him out of jail?

"Stars dive, there must be something. But Peter will know. If | could just talk to him now—>but
he'sin adifferent grade, and has recess at a different time. Maybe | can sneak out again and catch him.
Jagger, how—how doesyour leg fed after walking so far?”

Adequate, hetold her, quoting afavorite reply of Elder Norfo. But don't worry about me. You
and Peter have got to think of some way to get Danta Rush released. As soon as possible

"1-I'll do my best."

Jagger waited. He saw the other car go by, moving fast, and redlized there was no onein it but
the driver. Sud-denly it occurred to him that Waddley Purdom must be sending for more men. A great
many men, probably, for wouldn't thekilling of al those animas last night get the whole country aroused
and start abigger hunt than ever?

Therewasn't any doubt of it. Furthermore, the terrible creature believed to be the killer—the
great white banshee—had actualy been seen and histrail located. Any dog with half anose would be
ableto track it to the end.

The sudden comprehension of his peril drove Jagger to hisfeet. Somehow, in spite of his
weakness, he must con-trive to leave the area without leaving atrail that could be followed. But how?

There was one simple way, though it was risky. Suppose he went on to the road to make it
appear he'd gone that far, then followed his exact path back to the cottage? When the hunterstrailing him
with their dogs reached the road, wouldn't they be forced to believe held continued in that direction or
possibly found aride? While they were searching for him far down the road, he could be hiding near the
cottage, perhapsin the shed. The difficulty would be to get there without being seen.

Deciding that it was worth therisk, Jagger limped down to the first whed rut, and actualy went a
few yards on it before backtracking. He was some distance up the dope again, well past the tree where
he had first stopped, when he heard cars gpproaching. They were coming from town.

He sank down in dismay and watched while they roared past below. There werefive cars, and
though he could not see them clearly, he could tell they were jammed with armed men. Thefifth car
pulled asmdl trailer filled with dogs.

How had the men managed to get here so quickly? The lone driver he'd seen could hardly have
had time to reach the main road. Then he remembered that during the first hunt some of the men had
carried smal radios. Waddley Purdom must have used one this morning. And the lone driver? Probably
he had been sent to get other men who had not heard the rancher's call.

Jagger drew back hislipsand gave along low growl of baffled anger. Doubling on histrall was
out of the question now. In avery short time the dogs would be after him, followed by agrowing army of
hunters. He was too weak to outrun the dogs, or even fight them. Y et somehow he had to stay dive
because of Nan and Peter.

For amoment it hardly seemed possible. Too many were against him, and they could corner him
eadly. But suddenly adeeper growl of defiance rumbled from histhroat, and he started grimly down to
the road.

If he couldn't double on histrail, he must use another trick to fool the dogs. It wastoo bad Danta
Rush hadn't thought earlier to rub more turpentine on him. That prob-ably would have held back pursuit
for the rest of the morning. But wouldn't water serve him just aswel? The running water of astream?

The creek, whose rushing clatter he had been aware of ever since hisarrival here, was amuted
sound far to the east. He crossed the road and plunged downward on the other side, moving as swiftly as
three uncertain legswould carry him. Hisfeet rustled through the fallen leaves as he curved lower on the
long gradua dope, and the music of the creek became louder. Once astartled deer sprang away from his
path, but he sent it a quieting thought and it stopped and eyed him curioudy as he forced himsdf on. He
did not dare stop so long as he could continue to move, for a any moment he expected to hear the
distant baying of the new dog pack on histrail.

When he did stop, it was in sudden surprise at the unexpected sight of open land ahead and a
wire fence barring the way. On hisleft, at the same moment, he glimpsed the creek. rt tumbled out of the



dimness of the woods, flowed under the fence, and wound away aong the edge of a broad pasture
dotted with strange animals.

Jagger stared at the creatures. They were horses, the first he'd ever seen. As hisfascinated gaze
roved over the pasture, he made out the white house in the distance, with the white corrals and barns,
and it cameto him dl a once where he was. This had to be Thornberry Farm. He hadn't even dreamed
of coming here, but now it occurred to him that the farm might have more than one advantage asahiding
place.

Thefaint baying of dogs far back on the ridge reminded him of his danger. He studied the fence
quickly, and redl-ized it was much too high to be legped in his present condition. Nor could he go
through it or under it, for it was made of heavy strands of barbed wire, fastened close together. But
maybe, if the creek was deegp enough, he could swim under the thing.

He limped hastily to the creek's edge, and paused again. The water was swift here, and it seemed
fairly degp where the fence crossed it. He started down the high bank, but a sudden foxy impulse made
him turn and head upstream to a shalow stretch. Here he waded entirely across, then hastened upstream
again, following the bank. But after some distance he retraced his steps and waded back to the middle of
the creek, then started downstream. That, he hoped, would send the dog pack yelping in the opposite
direction from the one he intended to take.

Jagger had avery bad moment at the fence. The water deepened as he approached it, and he
was suddenly svim-ming instead of wading. But he was unable to submerge completely, and the bottom
wire caught in the shaggy hair of his shoulders. He was snagged like abig fish—and like afish he
gplashed and fought and lunged in vain to free himself.

It was only when he stopped struggling and lay ex-hausted in the cold water that he suddenly
floated away.

Had the creek been shalow he would have been unable to stand, but it deepened as the swift
current carried him downstream, and by thetime alittle of his strength re-turned he had been swept well
into the lower part of the pasture. A rocky idet findly hated him.

Jagger crawled feebly from the water. For awhile helay ill, grateful for the morning sun that
warmed his chilled body. Finaly he turned his head and glanced back, won-dering how far he had come.
A bend in the stream cut off hisview, and even the ridge was hidden by the high bank close behind him.

His momentary feeling of security was rudely shattered by the sudden pounding of heavy feet on
the bank in front of him.

Jagger's mouth dropped open and he stared in awe at the huge dappled beast with flaring nogtrils
and flying white mane and tail that was glaring down at him. The creasture was no ordinary horse. It wasa
mighty stallion with agreat arching neck and powerful shoulders, and it was swinging imperioudy abottt,
stamping an angry hoof into the turf asit demanded an answer to questions.

What are you? the stdlion wanted to know. Why are you trespassing on my domain?

| am a dog from other regions, he managed to explain. My name is Jagger, and | came here
to hide. | am being hunted by mistake.

The gtdlion came closer, and peered curioudy down at him. You are not evil, headmittedin
some surprise. | thought at first you were a flesh eater, like the Black One. | was ready to kill you.
But you are not a flesh eater | can tell by your scent.

You know of the Black One?

| know of him! And | will kill himif he crosses the fence and comes here. | must protect my
herd.

A sudden thought entered Jagger's mind. Are you called Palamedes?

| am Palamedes, the stdlion answered, raising hishead proudly. | amthe leader here. How
did you know my name?

The children who live here mentioned you when they came to help me. They spoke as if
you were very special to them.

They are very special to me, Pdlamedesreplied. They and their father, who was master
here, are the only humans who have ever ridden on my back Often in the past | would be allowed



to take Nan and Peter all around the farm. Sometimes their little dog, Dandy, would ride with
them. Those were joyful days. The stalion paused, then added, But things are not like they were.
The master has gone, and evil has come here.

| know, Jagger said. Nan has told me all about it.

A change showed in Palamedes. He picked hisway down the bank, splashed over to the idet,
then touched noses with Jagger in the ancient gesture of friendship.

If the hunters are after you, the sadlion reasoned, they must mistake you for the Black One.

Yes The Black One killed many times last night The hunters believe | did it, and that Danta
Rush made me do it They have taken himto jail. | was forced to run.

Palamedes ssamped hisfoot and snorted in disgust. Thank your stars that you were not born a
human. The tribe contains so many fools.

That has been my impression since | came here, Jagger admitted. But Danta Rush and the
children are different. | can even exchange thoughts with Nan, just as we are exchanging them
now. They are in great danger—or did you know?

| did not know, though | have been very uneasy about them. Tell me what you have
learned, so that | may be of help.

As Jagger explained about himself and told what had been happening, the great stdlion's nogtrils
flared and be stamped hisfeet in anger. That woman! he stormed. | should have trampled her into the
earth when shefirst came here. Sheis more twisted and evil than the Black One. Between the
two— The gtalion suddenly paused, and Jag-ger saw him raise his head and stare over the top of the
bank in the direction of the house across the pasture.

What isit? heasked, asfaintly to his ears came the sound of acar being Sarted.

The woman, Palamedes reported, She and her man are leaving early to go to town.
Something about it worries me.

But Nan said this was the day they always go to town to do their errands. She and Peter
are depending on it

Yes, replied the stdlion. But never have that woman and her man left so early. If they leave
early, they may return early—before Nan and Peter can get their things and slip away.

Now Jagger was suddenly worried. It was possible that Tess Gomez had more business than
usud to take care of today—though it was just as possible she wanted to return early to carry out some
plan againg the children. At any rate, Nan must be warned.

He started to call to her, but at that moment he heard her voicein hisear.

"Jagger! What's going on? I-1've been trying like ev-erything to get through to you.”

| had a little trouble, he explained. But I'mall right now. Are you still at school?

"No. I'm with Peter in the back hall where Pop's lawyer has his office. When | told Peter about
Mr. Rush, he said wed better come hereright away, ‘cause only alawyer could get Mr. Rush out of jail.
But we're sort of stumped, 'cause Mr. Henderson has gone to the city and won't be back till Monday.
And the only other lawyer in town is Mr. Purdom'sfriend, and he hasn't any use for Indians. What's
more, we can't even get to see Mr. Rush, ‘cause they put him in the county jail, and that's ‘way over in
Fort Henry, thirty milesfrom here. Oh, Jagger, every-thing'sin such amess!”

Yes, he agreed, wondering what alawyer was. But we'll solve it somehow. Every problem has
a solution. First, though, we thought you'd better know that your aunt and her husband are
already on their way to town. They might decide to return much sooner than you thought.

"Oh, shewon't be back till al hours," Nan assured him. " Shetold Peter and me at breskfast that
they'd be eating out with some friends, and that we'd have to fix our own supper. So she'sredly making
it easy for usto get away. She—Jagger, where are you now? Who—who's with you?"

I'mwith Palamedes, at the far end of your pasture.

"Paameded” she exclamed. "That'swonderful! I'm so glad you've met him. Maybe he can help
us. After the school bus brings us home, and we pack our bags, we've got to find some place to hidetill
Mr. Rush can comefor us. Maybe we can hide a his house. What do you think?"

It might be the safest place. I'll talk it over with Pala-medes. | just wish you didn't have to come



back here at all thisevening | don't feel right about it Haven't you friends in town you can stay
with?

"Now don't be silly, Jagger. Y ou know we can't stay with friends. Golly gee, they'd ask questions
and want to make phone cdls, and they just wouldn't believeit if wetold the truth about dear Aunt Tess.
Why, most people think she'sjust grand. Anyway, we' |l be back on the school bus-"

| think it would be better if you would |leave now and come home early, heingsted.

"Oh, Jagger, you're such aworrywart! Anyhow, we couldn't possibly leave here now unlesswe
walked, and it's miles and miles. Besides, we've got to go to the bank." Nan paused, then added,
"Jagger, | don't really want to go home at al, but Peter sayswell need our things, and he's sure well be
okay if wejust follow our plan. Y ou see, when we left her thismorning, Aunt Tess still hadn't decided
just what she was going to do about us. So we won't he walking into any sort of trap.”

All this sounded reasonable enough, though it did little to help Jagger's growing uneasiness. He
discussed it with Palamedes, who fdlt the same way.

But the stallion agreed that Danta Rush's cottage would be the best place to take Nan and Peter.
At least for tonight, Palamedes added. Tomorrow—but tomorrow is not here yet. 1n the meantime
we have a long wait till the school bus returns | think you are safe from the hunters, but | will
keep guard while you rest. Rest and the sun will bring back your strength.

Jagger sghed and made himsdlf comfortable on theidet. But curiosity drove himto afind
question.

What, he asked, are lawyers?

Palamedes snorted. Why, they are those peculiar hu-mans who complicate living, and make all the
rules that other humans have to live by. From what I've observed, they run practically
everything—and profit handsomely.

How strange. Jagger commented. I’ m surprised humans are willing to put up with them.

They are forced to, hewastold. After all, most humans haven't the common sense of
creatures like ourselves, so how could they get along without lawyers? Do they not have them
where you came from?

No. We have philosophersinstead. Rut they give everyone a bad time too.

NINE He Solves a Deadly Riddle

Jagger dozed, and dreamed fitfully of happier dayswhen he would go racing over the green hillsat home,
with Andaand Lillet clinging to hisback. As he dozed he could hear their gay laughter again, and the little
songsthey dways sang. He hardly fdlt their weight. He was so big, and they were so small, that he often
carried them al day when the Elders permitted it. It was awonderful place, home. . .

Then something nudged him awake, and he opened his eyesto avadtly different world.

Pa amedes was standing watchfully beside him.

You were dreaming of home, Pdamedestold him.

Yes.

| caught part of your dream, the great stalion admitted. You must miss your world and your
friends. | would like to see a place where humans do not kill and children sing all day.

Jagger sighed unhappily, and Palamedes added, But you are here now, and there are
problems to face. How do you feel?

Jagger rose dowly and tested hislegs. The warm sun had brought back much of his strength and
dried the bandage around hiswound. In spite of being soaked in theicy creek, the wound had not bled,
nor did theleg hurt when he moved it.

| am strong enough for what is ahead, he told Plamedes.

That is good, for there are difficulties. The school busis approaching now but the hunters



and the dogs are still searching the ridge. It may be necessary to wait till dark to take Nan and
Peter to Danta Rush's place.

But we cannot leave themin the house till dark. Tess Gomez may return, Jagger objected.

True, Palamedes agreed. We will bring them here first and take them to Danta Rush’s place
later. But thereis a great difficulty The Black One has returned to this side of theridge. | became
aware of him only a short time ago. when | went to the edge of the woods to check on the dogs
and hunters.

Jagger chilled, and alow growl started in histhroat. Then Palamedes raised his head and peered
over the creek bank toward the distant road. There isthe bus, he announced. It will be better for you
to stay out of sight while | meet the children. You might be seen if you cross the pasturein
daylight.

As Paamedestrotted swiftly away, Jagger legped from hisidet to the bank and climbed into the
willow thicket at the bend in the creek. The spot gave him agood view of the ridge aswell asthe pasture
with its herd of horses. Beyond the horses he could make out the bus on its way back to town, and the
figures of Nan and Peter, smdl in the distance, running up the farm road to the house.

He called to Nan, and saw her turn her head when he told her where he was hidden. Get
something to tie your bags together, he added. Then Palamedes can carry them across his back
He'll be waiting for you at the gate and bring you hereto hidetill it's safe to go up on the ridge.
The hunters are still there.

"I'll tell Peter," she said. "But we've got to eat something first. We missed lunch at school, and
we're starved.”

Jagger watched her vanish into the house, then momen-tarily he turned his attention to theridge.
Ignoring the vague sounds of men and dogs, he sent hismind out, probing. Abruptly he recoiled as he
touched the horror that lay in wait up there for the first unwary cresture that ventured too close. Thething
wasto theleft, well away from the area of Danta Rush's cottage. Apparently the dogs, far to theright and
higher, were till unaware of it. But the horsesin the pasture knew of it, for they were dl standing
motionless, saring in the same direc-tion.

The hair on Jagger's neck stood up and alow growl broke from histhroat. Then heforced his
attention back to the house.

Don't take too long, he called presently. If your aunt decides to come back. . .

"Oh, shewon't be back for hours," Nan replied quickly. "And I'm so hungry | could die. Hot
diggity! There'ssome of our fudge left—I was afraid she'd eat it al, but she didn't. Pop's old cook il
makesit for us, and it'sthe best ever. Jagger, did you ever eat chocolate fudge?’

I've never heard of it. hetold her. But if you like it so well, bring it along and eat it later.
Please, you must hurry | have a very strong feeling about it.

"Oh, dl right. Well eat it while we pack. We won't be five minutes. . .”

Jagger waited. At the other end of the pasture he could see Palamedes standing restlesdy by the
gate, which he was unable to open. The afternoon suddenly darkened and turned to evening as the sun
did behind the ridge, and a spreading bank of clouds began to blot out the sunset colors. A chill breeze
came down from the heights, prom-ising an unpleasant night.

It was uneasiness more than the chill that made Jagger shiver and findly drove him to hisfeet. As
he stood up, Palamedes announced that a strange car was turning into the lane, asmall new one that had
never been here before.

Jagger watched it speed toward the house. The moment it stopped, Palamedes called franticaly,
It is the woman and her man! They have returned early in a different car! Tell Nan— cannot
reach her!

Jagger put dl the force he could muster into the warning thought he sent forth. His effort brought
no response. Still calling, he bounded from the willow thicket and be-gan racing across the pasture. Far
ahead of him Palamedes was rearing angrily before the high wooden gate and beat-ing upon it with his
hooves. The plump figure of Tess Gomez and the thin one of her husband had aready crossed the porch
of the big house and were vanishing through the door.



Jagger did not spare hisinjured leg, and he was deter-mined to legp the fence rather than waste
timewith the gate. But as he reached it, the big gate splintered under the stdlion's battering hooves, and
he and Palamedes sailed over it together.

The two gained the house at the sametime. It was only the stdlion's brief hesitation at entering
the home of ahuman that alowed Jagger to cross the porch and get to the door ahead of him.
Fortunately, in her haste, Tess Gomez had |eft the door gar, or it might have received the same treatment
asthe gate. Jagger sorang into the hall, with Palamedes close behind. For an ingtant they hated, listening.
Then the silence of the place drove them to action—Jagger racing up the stairs, and Palamedes
clat-tering through the lower rooms, smashing crockery in histrembling anxiety and knocking over
furniture.

It took Jagger only seconds to discover that the upstairs was empty. He quickly found Nan's
bedroom, then Pe-ter's, by the lingering scent in each. Their bags were there, partialy packed. But the
children had vanished.

Downgtairs, Jagger met awild-eyed Palamedes who informed him that not a soul wasto be
found, and that the only place |eft to search was the cdllar, which he could not enter. Jagger hurried down
the narrow stairway, which was much too smal for the stallion's great bulk, but he was back dmost in the
same breath. From the vague scents below it was obvious that no human had been down there dl day.

Jagger was badly shaken. What could have happened here? Had Nan and Peter been taken
away somehow? Or had they vanished before the arrival of the car? Where were Tess Gomez and her
husband now?

The last question was suddenly answered as he became aware of hurrying footsteps outside,
somewhere near the front of the house. Jagger raced through the hall and out across the porch, and was
intimeto see the thin dark man getting into the driver's side of the car. Tess Gomez was on the other
Sde, tugging at the door.

Shewasjust as he had visudized her: abig blond woman with asmal tight mouth and pale round
eyes as hard asflints. There was an instant when he saw the pa e eyes widen upon him, incredulous, then
Tess Gomez screamed.

Having screamed, she somehow got the car door open and tumbled inside, babbling, "It'sthe
banshee! For thelove of God, Luis, get going!"

As helegped forward, Jagger's only intention was to read her mind and discover, if he could,
what had happened to Nan and Peter. But the sight of her brought such an angry reaction that his hackles
came up and he could not repress asnarl that would have frightened awolf pack. Tess Gomez screamed
again, and the car shot abruptly away, motor roaring. Jagger, suddenly sick at heart, watched it fade into
the dusk. He had learned nothing.

He started back into the house, intending to explore it again. On the porch he paused as
Pdamedes came out, ssamping hisfeet and glaring wildly around.

The children are not inside, the salion told him, badly upset. All my sensestell me that. What
could have hap-pened to them?

| cannot understand it, Jagger replied. They were not in the car And Nan does not reply
when | call.

The two were slent amoment. Then Pdamedes said, Something is very strange here.
Whatever happened to the children must have happened before the man and the woman came. |
tried to warn Nan of their coming, but she did not answer. Of course, my power to communicate
isnot as strong as yours. Did she answer you?

No, Jagger answered. Her last thoughts to me were that she and Peter would eat their
chocolate fudge while they packed their things. But when | went upstairs | found their bags only
half packed Something happened to them up-stairs. But what?

It was the chocolate fudge, Palamedesreplied ingtantly.

| do not understand. What sort of food is that?

Theddlion explained. | like it myself, hewent on. In fact, all my kind are fond of sweets, but
very little have we had since the master left. The surprising thing is that the woman left some of



the candy for the children. That is not like her. Sheis greedy as well as mean. Usually she eats it
all hersdlf.

Although Jagger had known that evil was afoot, he could not help the shock that went through
him as he suddenly redlized where this conversation was leading. Are—are you trying to tell me that
Tess Gomez put some-thing dangerous in the candy? Why. I've never heard of such a thing!

Then you don't know humans, Paamedes said. They think nothing of setting out poisoned
food for small crea-tures.

Jagger stared at him. And you believe Nan and Peter wer e poisoned?

Not exactly. The woman is too smart for that. The fact would be discovered, and she
would be blamed. It begins to look as if something was placed in the candy that put the children to
sleep. The humans have drugs that act very swiftly Only—

Only what? Jagger questioned.

| do not understand the rest. Why did the woman and her man come back when they did?
And why did they use a different car, and go away so soon? And where are the children now?

Jagger stood very ill, thinking hard. Had he had more experience with the humans of this
backward world, he would have seen the truth earlier. But dll a onceit cameto him.

Where, he asked Palamedes, isthere a place where Nan and Peter could be hidden? It
would have to be somewhere near us.

| do not know. Just what kind of place? Palamedes asked.

A sort of hole, perhaps. One they cannot get out of and where they would die before they
were found.

Pa amedes pounded a hoof upon the porch, trying to think. I do not know of such a spot, not
even a cave.

There has to be one. And it has to be close—because Tess Gomez and her husband were
able to take them there in the short time they were here. That is why they returned when they
did—for they knew they would find the children asleep from eating the candy.

The stdlion snorted with anger. Of course! | understand it now. And they came in a different
car so they would not be noticed Probably got it from a car dealer, pretending they wanted to try
it out. Palamedes stopped suddenly, then rushed into the yard. Come! We will search the build-ings
behind the house. The man and the woman carried the children out through the back door. No
wonder we did not seethem. Itisall sosimple. ..

Y es, thought Jagger, hurrying around the house with Palamedes. It isal so smple—but so
wickedly clever. They must have thought of it this morning, when they heard what the banshee had done.
They would hide the deeping children in this specid place, and everyone would think that Nan and Peter
had gone there themsel ves to escape the banshee. Only, when the children would finaly be found, after a
long search, they would be dead.

But how would they die? Jagger asked himsdlf. Not by starvation, surely. That would take too
long. In this spe-cid place, death must come quickly—and it must seem accidentdl.

What would such aplace look like?

They had reached asmal barn a short distance behind the house. Palamedes, trembling with
anxiety, ran through the open door, looking wildly to left and right.

But Jagger stopped at the entrance, his nose testing the air, while his mind probed the shadows
ahead.

Since the children would be unconscious, he did not expect his mental search to be very
rewarding, nor wasit. Detecting nothing, he hurried to asmaler building on the left, the door of which
was closed. Here, aquick menta probe told him something was dive inside, though the contact was as
faint as one of the vague human scents that came to him. But suddenly he was sure that the scent was
Nan's.

Cadlling to Plamedes, he sprang at the door and tried frantically to move the stubborn latch with
mouth and paw.

Out of my way! the stallion ordered.



Jagger legped aside, and Palamedes crashed into the door and smashed it down asif it had been
made of cardboard. In the dim room beyond, Jagger ran straight to what seemed to be alarge old meta
cabinet which filled one comer. He did not immediately redize what it was, but he saw ingtantly that it
was fitted with the kind of latch that would automaticaly snap in place when the heavy door was
closed—nor could it be opened from the inside.

Helunged &t it, caught the big handle in histeeth, and pulled. The weighty door svung outward,
disclosing the limp, unconscious forms of Nan and Peter.

TEN HelLaysaCrooked Trail

As Jagger hurried to drag the children from their prison, he redlized that suffocation would have been
their fate if he had not discovered them in time. The cabinet, with its heavy door thet fitted so tightly, was
airless, and there was no escape for anyone trapped inside.

It would have been said, of course, that Nan and Peter had hidden in the thing to escape the
banshee. And Tess Gomez would never have been blamed.

He was wondering about the cabinet when Palamedestold him it was an old farm refrigerator,
built for holding large quantities of food. Only, it is not used for food as we think of it, thetdlion
added. It belongs to the woman, and she had planned to fill it soon with the carcasses of creatures
the man would kill. Their flesh must age before it is eaten. Like the Black One, the woman is an
avid eater of flesh.

For the moment, Jagger had put the Black One out of hismind. Tess Gomez was by far the
greater danger. For the unexpected had happened, and it was beyond him to guess what she would do.
Men and dogs might soon be swarming over the place, hunting for the monster that had frightened her.
Or she might come back and find the children missing from their prison—which surely would start her on
adeadly hunt of her own. . .

Jagger took afirm but careful grip on Nan's clothing with histeeth, and carried her behind atree
at the edge of the pasture. He hastened back and brought Peter the same way.

What is your plan? Palamedes asked.

| want to take them to the far side of the pasture where you found me, and hide themin
that willow thicket by the creek.

Thereis still some light, the galion reminded him. You are bound to be seen fromtheridge if
the woman gives the alarm. You forget how big and white you are.

No one will see meif some of your kind will walk beside me and hide me. But not too
many. Perhaps you should lead the way so the otherswill seemto be following you naturally.

Palamedes called severd of the older maresto the tree, and these formed ashield asthe first
crossing of the pas-ture began. Fortunately the children had not taken time to remove their heavy jackets
when they reached home. They needed them now in the chill wind coming from theridge, and the extra
layers of clothing made it much easier for Jagger to carry them.

He hid Peter in the willowsfirg, then returned with the same guardian group beside him and
brought Nan. By thistime twilight had come, and moving lights could be seen on the ridge. Now Jagger
paused and thoughtfully studied the pasture and the ridge a moment, planning his next move.

| will go halfway back to the house, hetold Palamedes. Then | will turn and walk alone to
the ridge, leaving a trail the hunting dogs can follow. While | am doing that, you and your kind
must walk back and forth over the part of the trail leading here. Do you under stand?

| understand, Plamedes said. We will place our hooves where you have stepped, and wipe
out your scent that leads to the children. But you must be very careful. Soon the dog pack will be
at your heels, and the Black One will be directly in your path.

I will be careful.



Jagger touched noseswith the gtalion, well knowing it might be the last time they would ever see
each other, then turned to carry out the second part of his plan.

It was black dark by the time he reached the wire fence at the edge of the forest, and he was
limping again to save the wounded leg. Though he had not mentioned his re-turning weakness, he had no
doubt that Palamedeswas aware of it, and was deeply concerned aswell. Ordinarily he would have
relied on his great strength to carry him over the high fence, and dedl with the uncertainties on the other
Sde. But now cleverness must serve himinstead.

Getting under the fence was thefirgt problem. He finaly managed it by enlarging a spot washed
out by rains. On the other side he glanced quickly back at the farm road, where the headlights of cars
were streaking toward the house. These, and the faint rushing sound of the creek in the opposite
direction, told him he was about on aline with the danger areahe must be so careful abott.

Though thewind wasin hisfavor, it was veering to the right and he was unable to catch any scent
from above. Findly, after he had climbed stedthily for some distance through the forest, helet hismind
reach forward, search-ing. Almost ingtantly it touched the horror. His mind recoiled, but not before he
had made the startling discov-ery that the thing was adeep.

With any other creature this might have made histask much easier, but he knew better than to
relax hisvigilance even for an ingant. Theimportant part wasto get as close as possible without being
discovered.

The sudden sound of the dog pack entering the pasture told Jagger he had gone far enough. Very
carefully, so as not to disturb so much as aleaf, he began to retreat. He was able to backtrack halfway
down the dope before the dogs, held on leash by the hunters, arrived at the fence. Now Jagger put al his
strength into agresat legp that carried him well off the trail. By the time the hunters had crossed the fence,
he was long on hisway to the creek.

He had not counted on the men arriving with their dogs. The fact worried him. He had set the
trap mainly to turn the dogs from histrail and prevent Nan and Peter from being found. But the men,
heedless of Danta Rush's warn-ing, were walking into the same deadly trap. Still, the wespons they
carried were powerful. Perhaps the Black One would be destroyed.

Jagger's night vision was better than his sense of smelt, and he did not catch the Black One's
hateful scent on the veering wind until he saw the two frightened deer racing ahead of him. Then abruptly
the ridge behind him was shaken by a demented scream of rage, and there followed such aterror of
sound that it seemed asif dl the demons of the pit had been loosed upon the world. Into the awful
medley went the hoarse shouts of frightened men, the snarling of dogs, and sudden rapid bursts of
gunfire.

Jagger stopped and looked back, hisfloppy ear held straight as he listened. Once more he sent
hismind out, thistime probing curioudy. Men and dogs had been hurt, and he could fed their pain and
fear. The Black One remained untouched, but from its senseless mind boiled an incredible hate that was
past understanding.

It was now that Jagger made agtartling discovery. The Black One could see perfectly at night.
But it had only one eye.

At the creek, Jagger swam under the fence as he had done during the morning—taking care to
avoid being caught in the wire—and alowed the current to carry him downstream. He would have
preferred to walk, for he hated to get wet again with the night turning so cold, but he knew it would be
foolishto leave atrail that could be followed into the pasture. After what had happened to-night,
everyonein the county would be darmed. By dawn, ahuge hunt was bound to begin.

Just past the fence, an anxious Palamedes succeeded in getting his attention.

You are safe? the stallion asked.

| had no trouble, Jagger told him. But others were hurt, some very badly The Black One was
untouched.

That istoo bad. But at least you have drawn the hunt away from the children.



How are they now?

Peter is awake. He must not have eaten as much of the chocolate as Nan. Sheis still
adeep.

Near the willowsfindly, Jagger crawled out and shook the water from his matted hair and then
rolled in the grass, trying to make himself asdry as possible. It did little good, for he was as cold and
miserable as he had ever been, and in hisweakness he had begun to shiver violently. It was only after he
had curled up against the great warm body of Palamedes, who had settled down near the children to
shidd them from theicy wind, that his shivering gradualy stopped.

Peter, huddled close againgt the stdlion, was trying vainly to wake Nan. "lt—it must have been
that fudge," | the boy mumbled. "D-d'you reckon it was doped, Jag-ger?'

Jagger touched him with a paw, and nodded. Then Peter asked, "How did we get here? Did you
bring us?'

Again Jagger nodded. Peter said, "That—that racket over on theridge awhile ago. | can't figure
what it was about, but I'm willing to bet you were mixed up in it. Wereyou?

Jagger nodded once more, and Palamedes made a sound deep in histhroat that was almost a
chuckle. "Golly," said Peter. "I surewish | could talk to you two the way Nan does! I'm missing alot.”
He was slent while he went back to shaking Nan, and occasionally dapping her cheeks, dtill trying to
wake her. Findly he stopped and muttered, "M-maybe | ought to et her deep it off. Her heart and her
breathing sound okay, and Pop used to tel methat aslong asthose are normal there usualy isn't too
much to worry about. Anyhow, I—I sure hate to have her find out what a pickle—"

Peter swallowed, and went on. "They must have planned to come home early and finish us off
somehow, knowing wed go for that fudge. Only, you found usfirst. Right? What adumbhead | was!
Anyway, weve sure got to thank you two." He sighed, and shook hishead. "I never knew before what it
was like not to have ahome, or even aplaceto go. But | know now. It—It's an awful feding, Jagger, to
have something like this happen to you. I—I don't want Nan to know it, but I'm scared. |—I just don't
know what to do."

Nan began to move her head and mutter unintelligibly. All at once she opened her eyes, then
struggled to asitting position and looked wildly around. It was some time, however, before her head
cleared enough s0 that she could listen to Jagger and understand what had happened. When she was
able, shetold Peter al that Jagger and Palamedes had done.

Findly she asked, "Wh-what do you think we'd better do?!

Jagger had been worrying over that problem all the way back to the willow thicket. Thisfar
comer of the pasture was probably the safest spot for many miles around. They were wdll hidden, and it
was very unlikely that anyone would come here. But how long could the children stay here without food
or shelter?

How do you feel? he asked Nan.

"S-sort of awful," she admitted.

Do you think you and Peter could ride to Danta Rush's place on Palamedes?

"Maybe | could if—if | hung on to Peter and we don't go too fast. I—I'm so dizzy."

Jagger peered across the pasture at the house. It was ablaze with lights, and he could seethe
lights of cars moving up and down the road. From the looks of things, Thornberry Farm was going to be
avery active spot for the rest of the night. By dawn it would he swarming with people.

Going to the bronze man'’ s cottage by way of the road was out of the question. Y et if they cut
through the woods, there was the danger of the Black One. The creature had not |eft the lower ridge, for
he could till fed the deadly vibrations of itsfury.

Isthere a back way to Danta Rush's place? he asked next.

"Yes," Nan told him, and repeated the question to Peter.

"Butit'salot farther," Peter said, "and | don't know how wed get through the north gate. It's
padlocked, and Palamedes could never knock it down, because it's made of stedl.”

The steel gateis not as high as the wooden one, Pdamedes said. | can jump it easily if they
will dismount and climb over it. Then he added, It isturning colder. Soon it will be freezing. The



children are not dressed for such cold, so | think we should start immediately.

Peter was wobbly on hisfeet, but he managed, with Jagger's help, to climb onto the stdlion's
back. Nan had more trouble, for she could hardly stand. But at last, shaking with the cold, shewas
settled behind Peter and clinging tightly to him.

Palamedes started away, then stopped and looked back at Jagger. Are you coming with us?

No. It will be better if | return the way | came this morning. It would be foolish to leave a
new trail that might lead hunters straight to the cottage.

With some uneasiness, he watched the dim bulk of Pala-medes and hisridersfade into the night.
Had he made the right decision? Suddenly he wasn't sure.

ELEVEN HeOverhearsa Plot

At the moment Jagger had little heart for the long climb back to Danta Rush's place. It meant getting wet
again and forcing awesakened body through numbing cold when everything in him was crying for rest.
Then he thought of the snug room with itswarm hearth that awaited him, and he drove himsdlf down to
the creek and began wading upstream.

It was not too hard at first. By keeping to the shalows on one side, he was able to make good
progress without going in deeper than his chest. But the stream narrowed and deepened as he drew
nearer the fence, and suddenly hewasin dl the way, struggling grimly to make progress againgt the
current.

Jagger amost despaired of actualy getting under the fence and making it asfar asthe shalows
where he had crossed in the morning. Y et somehow he managed it, and was able to crawl out at the
exact spot where he had entered it. But now his stumbling legs would carry him no farther, and he sank
down in the autumn leaves, ex-hausted.

It was the hateful scent of the Black One that suddenly shocked him to an awareness of his
danger.

Hisfloppy ear straightened, seeking the sound of move-ment, but dl that could be heard wasthe
rustling of leavesin the biting wind. Y et the thing was gpproaching. He knew that by the changing scent,
and the mounting waves of hate that beat upon him like a soundless drum. The cregture hadn't discovered
him yet—the hate was directed at dl thingsliving, aswell asa theincreasing cold which it seemed to
abhor. But it was only ameatter of moments, Jagger redlized, before his own presence would be known.

Never in hislife had Jagger retreated before danger, and though Elder Norfo would havetold
him that only frogs and fools stand fast against thunderbolts, it galed him to be forced to hisfeet and
driven away. He went stedlthily at first, making no more sound than the thing itself, and with every step
his eyes roved the darkness, searching. But he saw nothing that moved. Nothing whatever. He knew he
was lucky not to see anything, for certainly the creature would have seen him dso. Y et the fact brought
the hackles up on his neck, and made him fed that he was dedling with an invisible evil against which he
was powerless.

Jagger's hackles did not go down until he was well beyond range of the hateful scent and could
no longer fed the vibrations from that deadly mind. He was hafway to the road by now, carefully
following hismorning trail. So exceptiond was his memory that hefinaly crossed the road by stepping
backward in his old footprints, which he hoped would fool any hunter who might stop to examine them.

Above the road the way was easier, though he was hardly aware of it in his exhaustion. He
limped aong mechanically, head down againgt the wind, and ages later stood swaying on the back porch
of Danta Rush's cottage. He was chilled to the marrow and colder now than he had ever been. He was
so numbed by it that he was not im-mediately aware that the cottage was empty.

All a once the unpleasant truth struck him like a blow.

Padamedes and histwo riders had not yet arrived.

Asnearly ashe could guess, it was sometime after mid-night. Even waking dowly, the sdlion,
with his grest stride, should have been herefirg.



What could have happened?

Jagger stood trembling with cold and fatigue, trying to make his numbed brain work. Once he
managed to paw open the screen door, but when he put histeeth to the knob of the kitchen door, he
found that it had been locked. Findly he went over to the pile of neatly stacked wood at the side of the
porch and started to lie down out of the wind. But before he could get settled, he heard acar
gpproaching.

It was coming from farther up the road, from the same direction he expected Palamedesto
appear. What was acar doing at thistime of night, on this remote road, unless it was someone searching
for Nan and Peter?

Jagger was suddenly dert, hisfloppy ear sanding up straight as he listened. The car stopped in
front of the cottage. He heard two people get out—a man and awoman. They weretalking in low,
fearful tones, and though their voices were muffled in the night, he knew ingtantly who they were. Their
thoughts were clear enough.

"We're wasting time, stopping here again,” the man was saying asthey came up on the front
porch. "And it's not safe. That devilish animal could be anywhere. ..

"Shut up, Luis," Tess Gomez ordered shortly.”l don't like it any more than you—but weve got to
find those kids. Hurry and try those keysin the door."

A human might not have heard the faint repeated sound of metal scraping metd, but Jagger
caught it all. Abruptly abalt clicked, and he was aware of the front door being opened. Footsteps
sounded insde, and the moving beam of aflashlight momentarily brightened the kitchen window near him.

"Therésnobody here" Luis Gomez muttered. "I told you that thefirst time."”

"Wedidn't come inside then. They might have been hiding. Look in the closets, under the bed,
everywhere..."

There were sounds of a hurried search, then came an uneasy silence. Jagger could fed the
woman's baffled an-ger—and her fear.

Suddenly Tess Gomez said tensaly, "'l don't understand it. How did they get out of the
refrigerator? Somebody must have hel ped them.”

"Naw! Who would know about it? | tell you it wasthe blasted latch. Those kidsjust woke up
too soon. When they started to kick and push, the thing opened.”

"Then where did they go?'

"Dang it, Tess, they were bound to head up thisway. Thisisthe nearest house. And if they didn't
find old Danta home, and couldn't get in, they'd sure go on to that timber shack.”

"Then why weren't they there?' she snapped.

"I can figure a couple good reasons. Either they got lost or scared or something and are hiding
out in the brush, or that thing caught ‘em. It near killed Jake Hathaway, and Bill Thomas wastorn up bad.
Y ou saw the teeth on that white mongter.”

"l saw them."

They were silent amoment. Then Tess Gomez spat out, "' hope that's what happened. It would
sure save us some trouble. But somehow | believe they're hiding in the woods. Maybe they heard our
car, or saw thetights, and are just waiting for the chance to snegk in here when we leave.”

"Y ou could beright, doll."

"If I am, I'll fix thelittle snots! Well go home and leave this door unlocked. Then, as soon asit
getslight, well come back—but well do it quietly. They'll be so tired from being out most of the night
that they'll never know athing.”

Jagger, seeing what wasin her mind, found it hard to repressagrowl of revulsion. Even the man,
he realized, had no heart for the deed ahead but was powerless to assart himsdlf againgt the will of such a
woman.

Jagger waited until their car was far down the road, then he limped painfully around the house
and opened the front door.

Insde, he sank in near-exhaustion on the hearth. It was such ardief to be out of the cold and off



his feet that for amoment his mind blanked out and he could not remember the urgent thing he had to do.
Then an anxious and indignant Cleo, who had been hiding under the kitchen sink, came out and touched
noses with him and demanded to know who the intruders were and what was going on.

He managed to give her the information. Then his mem-ory came awake with ajolt and he began
cdling Nan.

She did not answer. In desperation he called again and again, but Nan remained silent.

Findly he cdled Palamedes. It brought aquick reply. We have had trouble, the stdliontold him. Nanis
sick fromthat stuff in the candy | think she got more of it than Peter. Twice she has fallen, and
each time it was very difficult to get her on my back again. Peter has her in front of himand is
trying to hold her in place. Then near the old shack the man and the woman camein their car,
and we had to leave the road and hide until they |eft.

The man and the woman were here, Jagger informed him. They plan to slip back at dawn
and destroy the chil-dren if they find them, then burn the house.

Dawn isonly a few hours away, Palamedesreplied. That gives us very little time. But we
will think of something.

It seemed forever before Jagger heard the careful hoof-beats approaching on theroad. He
hastened outside and managed to place himself so that Nan could be lowered from the stallion's back to
his own. Then, with Peter sumbling adongside and supporting her, he carried Nan into the cottage.

Inside, Peter took over. Though trembling with cold and practicaly blind in the dark, he located
matches, lighted alamp, and hurriedly wrapped Nan in blankets by the hearth. Then, expertly, he kindled
afireinthefire-place. In avery short time the logs were blazing and the room was warm.

Peter, however, was dready in the kitchen, opening cans and trying to heat food on the oil stove,
which he had some difficulty getting going. Presently he was back at the fireplace after warming soup for
Nan and himsdlf, and alarge bowl of some kind of peas which Jagger accepted gratefully.

He watched Peter feed Nan afew spoonfuls of the soup. She swallowed it after briefly opening
her eyes, but before he could get her attention and tell her what had to be passed on to Peter, shefell
adeep.

Jagger was suddenly worried. How was heto let Peter know about Tess Gomez and her plan to
return at dawn?

Peter finished his soup and, head nodding with weari-ness, brought extra blankets and a pillow
from the bedroom and placed them on the floor beside Nan. Finally he went to the front door, evidently
with theintention of locking it.

"That'sfunny," he muttered suddenly, after examining both sides of the door. "There's no key.
Jagger, wasthe door unlocked like thiswhen you got here?’

Jagger shook his head.

"Y ou mean someone opened it after you arrived?!

Jagger nodded.

Peter bit hislip, then dipped out onto the porch. He was back in amoment with akey. Carefully
he locked the door withiit.

"l know what happened,” he muttered. "They—they came by here, looking for us, 'cause we saw
them up at the shack. Only they didn't know Mr. Rush aways hides hiskey on the porch when he
leaves. So that Luis—he used one of his own. He wouldn't go anywhere without his skeleton keys."

Peter came dowly back to the hearth. He put another stick of wood on the fire, and said
thoughtfully, "But why'd they leave the door unlocked when they left? Wasit to make it easy for usto get
in?'

Jagger nodded emphatically.

"Sothat'sit!" Peter burst out. "That means they're planning to come back. Do you know when?"

Jagger made aquick estimate of what he had learned of the hours, and touched the hearth five
timeswith hispaw. Now get some sleep, he urged, even though he knew Peter couldn't hear hissilent
message. | will wake you before they come.



TWELVE HelivesUp to HisName

In spite of the watchful corner of his mind, which dways remained sharply dert, Jagger dept soundly
through most of what remained of the night. When he awoke suddenly, because of some warning from
that watchful corner, he was not immediately aware of the reason for it. In fact, everything seemed
blessedly quiet and peaceful.

Nan and Peter, bundled in blankets before the hearth, were deeping asif they hadn't acarein the
world. Outsde, the wind had died, and it was so still he could plainly hear the soft rushing of the distant
creek. The birds had not yet begun their pre-dawn singing.

Jagger went to the front window and peered out. He was so intent on trying to discover what
had awakened him that he was not immediately aware that much of his old strength had returned. There
was only adight siffnessin hiswounded leg to remind him of the ordedl of the past few days.

Outside, vaguein the sarlight, he could see the dappled form of Palamedes dozing in the thick
grass beyond Danta Rush'struck. If there was danger afoot, it had not yet cometo the stallion's
attention.

Troubled, Jagger sent his mind reaching outward. It probed up the winding road, then down
through the for-est-covered dope, and around through the areas where the Black One had been after he
hed driven off the hunters.

Inall that stretch it touched upon nothing more dangerous than asmall hungry creature that might
have been aroving fox.

Jagger was about to turn his probing to another part of the ridge when afaint sound caught his
attention. Hisfloppy ear stood up and twitched forward in the direction of Thornberry Farm. At the same
moment Palamedes raised his head and listened. Only in this cold stillness before the passing of night
could so smdll and distant a sound be heard.

That sounded like a car being started at the farm, Jagger told Palamedes.

It isthe woman's car the galion answered. But | thought they were not coming till dawn.
Why would they come so early?

| am sureit is because of the hunt, heexplained. They did not realize at first what is going
to happen—that as soon as it is light enough to see, there will be hundreds of men searching the
ridge. If they intend to carry out their plan and burn the place to hide their evil they must not be
seen coming from here.

Palamedes stood up. They must be stopped. But first, the children should be hidden
somewhere else for a while.

You areright. If you will take them to a safe spot, | will deal with the man and the woman.

Jagger nudged Peter awake, then turned toward Nan. She opened her eyes at histouch, and
blinked uncertainly around at the room, still dimly lighted by the lamp.

How do you feel? he asked.

"L-lots better'n | did," she whispered.

Nan, we must leave. Can you ride Palamedes?

She sat up dowly. "I—I'll suregiveit atry. Wh-what's happened?”

Peter will tell you. Have him put some cans of food in blankets to take with us. He must
hurry—we haven't much time.

There was a quick exchange between Nan and her brother. Then Peter ran tofill apair of
blankets with things from the kitchen. Hastily tying them together, he went to the door and unlocked it.

Nan was wobbly on her feet, but by clinging to Jagger she made it to the edge of the porch,
where Palamedes stood waiting. There, with Peter helping, she managed to scramble to the sdlion's
back. Peter flung over the tied blankets so that they hung on each side like apair of saddlebags. Then he
gprang up behind her.

Be careful, Jagger cautioned, as the stalion swung away into the darkness. We must not forget



the Black One.

| will be very careful, camethereply. And | will not go far When you have driven off the
man and the woman, | will return to the cottage. It should be safe during the hunt But take no
chances with those two, my friend The woman, she is more deadly than the Black One.

When Palamedes had vanished up the road, Jagger started off swiftly in the opposite direction.
The headlights of the Gomez car were not yet visible, though he could heer it approaching far down the
long dope. At the first bend he stopped. It was just the right distance from the house. The road widened
abit here, giving ample room for acar to turn around. It seemed alikely spot for the pair to leave their
meachineif they intended to go the rest of the way on foot.

Jagger retreated halfway back to the cottage, then picked alarge tree and crouched behind it to
wait. This, he thought, isagood place to begin the act. They will have their weapons, but if | legp upon
them suddenly, howling like the banshee | am supposed to be, they will forget their weapons and run.
Perhaps | should knock them down and make them crawl. The moretrouble | give them, the more
terrible the experience will seem.

Headlights flashed suddenly down the road. Presently the car swung partialy around the bend,
stopped, and the lights went out. The two in the car sat whispering together for awhile, then Jagger
heard the doors being opened and softly closed. Soon the beam of aflashlight played briefly over the
road, and to his ears came the stealthy sound of approaching footsteps.

Jagger's mind reached forward. It touched the uncer-tainty and fear in the man, and amost
recoiled asit felt the driving hate in the woman. There wasfear in her too, but thiswas amost crowded
out by the hate. It was an overriding force that vibrated in her just asit did in the Black One.

It shocked Jagger, and it frightened Luis Gomez.

"Y ou wouldn't!" he was whispering hoarsely. "Y ou got better sensel”

"Shut up!" she spat a him. "If | want to work them over, | will. I've dways hated those rotten
bratg"

"But if you pull anything like that-"

"l said to shut up! | ought to give you aworking over to—it's your fault those kids escaped. If
you'd been tend-ing to business, we wouldn't have to be put through this!™

"But, Tess, | don't see why we should even-"

"Y ou're chicken!" she hissed. "Y ou've been chicken al along—and on top of it youreafool! If
we ever give those smarty kids a chanceto talk to the sheriff. . .”

Jagger did not hear the rest. His attention was abruptly diverted by another vibration of hate, a
far stronger and more frightening vibration that came from somewhere on the dope behind him. It jerked
him around, and sent hismind probing frantically to locate the horror. Even as he searched, he suddenly
redlized it was the Black One that had awakened him so early—and that there had been something very
strange about it.

Thelack of scent? No, it couldn't have been that. There was no scent now. The breeze—what
there was of it—was moving up the dope and away from him. No, there had been no warning
scent—nor had the night been charged with that deadly rhythm that was beating upon him now.

Then what had the horror done to awaken him?

All at once Jagger forgot the question. He had |ocated the thing. For amoment it was motionless,
high above him. Then it began moving downward so swiftly that it took al his attention to keep up withiit.

It wasimpossible to see. It kept to the blacker shadows, sweeping through them like a detached
streak of blackness and gathering speed asit came. It was heading Straight for Tess Gomez—as straight
asif drawn by amagnet.

A magnet? Was hate amagnet for other hate?

The question was not of Jagger's asking. It suddenly presented itsalf, and there was no time for
an answer. He sprang into the road, trying to give abark of warning. But before he could force a sound
from histhroat, the horror gave its own cry—a demented scream of rage. At the sameingtant it launched
itself upon the nearer of the two gp-proaching figures.

Tess Gomez had timefor only ashort cry of fright. It might have risen to ascream had shelived a



few secondslonger, but it was the last sound she ever made. Luis Gomez, knocked down and badly torn
by the hurtling blackness, and overcome with terror, was capable only of a series of senselessgaspsas
he clawed to hisfeet and darted back to the car. Somehow he got it going and turned around, then shot
madly away down the twisting road.

Jagger did not even glance back at the scene of the tragedy. It was all over in the blink of an eye,
and he had seen it, and now his senses were concentrated upon follow-ing the Black One. It had whirled
and vanished in the direction Palamedes had taken

Somehow be must overtakeit, or at least manage to get between it and the stallion.

Jagger raced up the dope, taking an angular course that would put him behind the cottage and
near the upper curve of theroad. As he neared the beehives he was sud-denly aware of Nan calling
franticaly.

"Jagger! Jagger! Can you hear me? Areyou dl right?!

| can hear you now. hereplied. And I'mall right. But tell Palamedes to stay away from the
cottage. The Black One is somewhere near it

"Oh, golly gee! Something terrible's happened. I-1 just know it."

Yes. The Black One killed Tess Gomez

He could fed the shock in her. Then she whispered, "How-how utterly awful!”

Now listen to me, both of you. Palamedes, can you hear me?

| hear you, the stdlion replied. What isit, Jagger?

First, isthere a soft spot near you where you can take Nan and Peter?

Thereisthe place of vines, where | used to take them when the master wasliving. We are
nearly there now. It is a bluff at the top of the ridge. The only approach is from the front, and |
can guard that with my hooves.

Then go there—and be very careful of your thoughts and feelings.

Nan said, "W—we don't understand.”

Try not to feel fear. And above all, do not hate anything.

"B-but, Jagger,” Nan dmost wailed. "That doesn't make sense. So much is hateful!"

Perhaps so. But I’ ve just remembered something impor-tant Elder Norfo once told me:
Hate is amagnet for hate. So you must not hate the Black One.

“B-but he's hateful, and horrible!™

That makes no difference. You must not hate anything, or he will feel it and be aroused
Tess Gomez came here hating you, and he felt it. Sheis dead now because of it

"I-1 still don't understand. It-it's s-so complex.”

It's not complex at all. Jagger ingsted. It's simple. I've seen the Black One. He has been hurt
somehow. Hismind is gone. Heis only to be pitied. When he feels violent thoughts around him, it
amuses himto violence. So don't hate anything. Your life may depend upon it Under stand now?

"l think s0."

Then make sure Peter and Palamedes do. | will see you when | can.

"Jegiger!”

Yes?

"Y ou-you're planning something. Wh-what isit?’

You're not to think about it! Don't even call me.

The sky was paling and the birds, suddenly, had begun to sing of the coming day. For amoment
Jagger listened to them with pleasure. They reminded him so much of home. Hisworld and this one were
practicdly twins, prob-ably born at the same time, made of the same ingredients, and given the same
formsof life. Only, thiswas the backward twin. The birds didn't Sng quite aswell here, nor wasthe air
quite as sweet. Or was he merely imagining all this because of the people?

Suddenly he redized that, as soon asthere was light enough to see, the great hunt would begin.
Already he could hear cars speeding on the main road. If the badly wounded and terrified Luis could



talk, men would come up here first and carry Tess Gomez away. Then the bunt-ers would swarm
through the woods, hating the horror that had killed again. Hate and fear would spread over theridge.
Fear alone might draw the demented Black One into another bloody orgy like the one with the frightened
cows on the Purdom ranch. Only thistime it would be with humans. . .

Already Jagger had circled swiftly, so that now he blocked the way to the place of vines. It was
directly behind him, across atiny meadow overgrown with golden-rod. Somewherein front of him, inthe
dark tangle of trees and thickets, he knew he would find the Black One. The scent wasamost lost in the
cold dry air, nor at the mo-ment was there the least vibration from that tortured mind to guide him.

For an instant Jagger debated his next move. Should he take a chance and enter the tangle
before he had located the creature? The sound of approaching carsfar down on the ridge road decided
him.

Carefully he began picking hisway forward, sending quieting thoughts ahead. 1t would take only
one disturb-ing thought, he knew, to awaken that damaged brain and ruin everything. He redlized now
that something must have briefly disturbed the Black One earlier, which waswhy he himsalf bad suddenly
been awakened.

The sky was brightening, and ared glow was spreading across the world. Jagger was hardly
aware of it. He had detected something ahead, aliving thing that seemed to be adegp—just asit had
seemed lagt evening. Only, heknew at last it was not deep the thing was experiencing, but asort of
trancelike disconnection.

Rest, hetold it soothingly. You've had a bad time. Rest.

All a once he saw it—agreat dark form lying across his path, its remaining eye staring fixedly at
nothing.

Jagger eased closer, and till closer. One small mistake, he knew, and the thing could spring to
furiouslifein atwinkling and he could be ripped to shreds. But he did not alow the thought to surface.

Rest, he continued, and at the same ingtant he sprang, his great jaws closing like amighty trap
upon hisvictim's neck.

Thething screamed to lifein aflash, spewing hate and fury in araging horror of sound that could
be heard the length of the ridge. But the great jaws were set. Only the death of one or the other would
cause them to open.

Jagger had never experienced such ferocity and strength. Long after he would have broken
another crearture's neck, the Black One spat its hate and fought on. Then in aburst of force that took dl
the power of hiswill to summon, Jagger gave amighty jerk of hishead that flung the black body over his
shoulder. Abruptly some-thing snapped, and the battle was over.

| am sorry, hetold the soul of the Black One. | did only what | had to do. | am of the race of
guardians, and | must protect those who cannot protect themselves. Do you under-stand? | bear
you no ill will and | hope you are released from torment.

| understand and forgive you, said the soul of the Black | One. But | find it hard to
under stand and forgive humans. Why did they trap and cage me? Why did they shoot me and
destroy half my sight and most of my mind when | fought only to be free and go home? Was it
because | was a rare member of my kind? Was it because | was black, and larger and different?

Jagger tried to explain that his own experiences here were not of the best, and that histroubles
were the result of acertain backwardness in humans that he hoped timewould correct. They are the
strangest of all creatures, he added. | do not fully understand those in my world, which isa far
better world than thisone. . .

He stopped, for he realized that the soul of the Black One had gone on, seeking answers
elsawhere. Now for the first time he heard the shouts of approaching hunters, and above them all the
worried voice of Danta Rush calling his name. Nan too was calling to him frantically, aswas another
whose voice was curioudy different, yet familiar.

With consderable effort, for the battle had nearly ex-hausted him, Jagger tried to answer
everyone at once while he struggled to drag the limp form of his adversary into the open. Hardly had he



drawn it into the morning light when he heard awarning cry from Nan. Glancing up quickly, he saw that
histime of danger wasfar from over.

A group of hunters, who had burst from the trees a short distance away, had stopped suddenly
and werestar-ing a himin disbelief.

"What adog!" one was saying. "Look &t the size of im!"

The gaunt figure of Big Joe Tanner pushed to the front. Behind him, panting, came Waddley
Purdom.

"That ain't no dog!" Joe Tanner cried. "lt—It's that devilish banshee—the white one!”

"Kill 'im!" Waddley Purdom roared. "Quick, kill ‘im!"

"No!" ydled Danta Rush, springing toward them as both men raised their rifles. "Hold your fire!™

At graverisk of being shot himsdlf, the bronze man managed to knock the barrels of both
weapons up just before they were discharged. Then he jerked them from their angry owners, and with
mighty swings of his power-ful arms smashed them against the nearest tree.

They turned upon him cursing, fists clenched and faces contorted. Each made the mistake of
trying to hit him, and each in turn was knocked flat, and treated to a burst of language that astounded and
delighted Jagger.

"That," the bronze man finished, "isjust first payment for having jailed me on afase charge. Next
time either of you crosses my path, | won't pull my punch. I'll break your head! Y ou stupid fools, you
nearly cost the lives of two children!™

"But—but how were we to know-"

"Shut up! There are men in the hospital because you refused to listen to me. And therés Tess
Gomez. But | won't spesk of her—she was your friend, not mine. Luiswas hurt so bad be thinks he's
going to die, so he confessed to the whole rotten business.”

He spun away from them and burned over to hug Nan and Peter, who were now clinging happily
to Jagger. Paa-medes stood tossing his mane, watching. An awed in-credulous and admiring circle was
rapidly gathering. They stared at the great body of the Black One, then at Jagger, and shook their heads.

"Mr. Rush," one of the hunters said, "I never seen critterslike these two. | know the white one's
adog of somekind, about the biggest ever, | reckon. But | can't figger the black varmint.”

"Nor can |," said the bronze man, shaking his head like the others. "One of the great cats—but a
very rare black one, possibly amutant. The size of him! Must have es-caped from acircus, and someone
shot him. What a shame he wasn't killed! 1'd rather be dead mysdlf than kept in acage." He stooped,
pointing. "L ook what the bullet did to hishead.”

Jagger was hardly aware of the growing circle around them. He was suddenly dert, hisfloppy
ear danding up straight as he listened. Then he redlized that the curioudly different yet familiar voice he
heard wasin his head.

Jagger?Jagger?l am sure you are near. Can you answer?

Jagger quivered with excitement. But for the moment he was so overcome thet it was utterly
beyond him to reply. Nan said, "What's the matter, Jagger? |s something wrong?"

I-I've just heard the voice of my Elder at home.

"Oh dear?' Her chubby arms tightened about him. "Do you spose he's come to take you back?’

The possibility of such athing had never occurred to Jagger, but now he suddenly redlized this
must be the case. There was nothing Elder Norfo couldn't do if he put hismind toit. In fact, Jagger had
more than once suspected him of dipping away and visiting places unknown with the help of one of his
Secret contraptions. But these excursions were never mentioned.

Jagger! Elder Norfo cdled again. Please answer if you can hear me!

I-1 hear you! Jagger managed to reply at last. Where are you?

At the top of the hill where you landed after the disrur-bance. It is the only place you could
have landed after what happened

You-you've come to take me home?

Of course I've come to take you home! What else would bring me to this dreadful place?

Jagger felt Nan's arms tighten again. She seemed on the verge of tears. How could he leave



when she and Peter needed him?

Inaquick exchange he told the Elder all that had happened since hisarrival. So you see, he
finished, | have found friends who need me. | cannot |eave them now.

Jagger, thisis not your world, the Elder told him. | have visited here before, to my sorrow,
and | have returned only because Lillet and Ereen cry for you, and Anda does not eat. So consider
where you are needed most. | will wait for you till the sun reaches midday.

Jagger was brought back to the scene around him by a sudden eager whinny from Palamedes.
The stdlion was staring at adistant figure who had just come limping from thewoods. The man gave a
sharp whistle, and Palamedes began racing across the meadow.

Danta Rush stood up and gasped, and others turned their heads and stared. Nan and Peter
jumped to their feet. Jagger's mind reached forth briefly, questing. His heart went out to the thin anxious
man who had survived along and terrible orded in ajungle because he wanted to come hometo his
children.

Abruptly Peter gave alittle cry and started racing after Palamedes. Nan screamed, "Pop! Pop! |
knew you'd come back!" She began to follow Peter asfast as her uncertain legswould carry her.

Jagger felt awave of happinessfor dl of them. Quietly he stood up while no one was watching
him, and dipped back into the woods. Now he too began to hurry, but in the opposite direction.

There has been a change. he cdled eagerly to the Elder. | am no longer needed here, so | am
going home with you.



